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  Chapter 1: Townsperson A Remembers the Memories of His Previous Life

“Anastasia, as of this moment, I am breaking off my engagement with you!”

A man's voice echoed through the glittering dance hall.

The setting was the royal castle in Luluden, the capital of the Sentlaren Kingdom. The Royal Academy’s end-of-year party was in full swing.

The owner of that voice was His Royal Highness, Crown Prince Karlheinz Bartille von Sentlaren. With the blazing red hair and striking blue eyes characteristic of the Sentlaren royal bloodline, he was a slender, toned, and undeniably handsome man—the very archetype of a fairy-tale prince.

Clinging to his side was a petite, dainty woman with pink hair and green eyes. Her name was Amy von Braises, the daughter of a baron. She gazed up at him with a trembling, anxious expression that practically begged for protection.

Four other handsome men surrounded the Crown Prince, standing like a wall to shield the girl.

First, on the right, was Marcus von Beinz. As the heir to House Beinz and the son of the Head Court Mage, he cut an intellectual figure with his black hair, brown eyes, and sharp spectacles.

Second was Leonard von Jukes. The heir to Viscount Jukes, the Captain of the Royal Guard, he was a muscular youth with brown hair and blue eyes that simmered with conviction.

Third was Oscar von Wimlett. He was the heir to Marquis Wimlett, the wealthiest man in the kingdom. His long, wavy golden hair and green eyes gave him a beauty so ethereal he was often mistaken for a woman.

Finally, there was Claude Justine de Westadale. The third prince of the neighboring Westadale Kingdom to the west, he was a rugged, wild-looking man with black hair, dark eyes, and tanned skin.

The woman currently facing the Crown Prince’s declaration of annulment was his fiancée, Anastasia Kleiner von Ramslett. She possessed long, beautiful hair the color of a pale moon, piercing ice-blue eyes, and refined features that gave her a dignified, albeit stern, aura. She was the daughter of the prestigious House Ramslett, one of the three Great Ducal Houses of the realm.

“Your Highness, I’m afraid I don't understand,” Anastasia said.

“Hmph. Still as slow-witted as ever, I see. A woman with a soul as rotten as yours is unfit for the crown. Amy—with her kind heart and her powers of healing—is the only one worthy of being my fiancée.”

Anastasia’s brow twitched, but she didn't let her composure slip. She stood her ground against the Prince.

“Are you suggesting that this woman, who knows nothing of etiquette, the duties of the nobility, or the governance of a nation, is the superior choice? Your Highness, do you truly believe she is capable of serving as the Mother of the Nation?”

Anastasia maintained her mask of indifference, directing a frigid stare at Amy.

Amy flinched under the weight of that gaze, prompting the Crown Prince to pull her protectively into his embrace.

“Don’t be absurd! Her kindness is exactly what this country needs. We have no use for a woman like you who does nothing but hide behind petty logic. Besides, we are well aware of the numerous counts of harassment you’ve directed at Amy! A woman of your character is the one who is truly unfit to lead!”

Fire burned in the Crown Prince’s eyes as he denounced her. Behind him, his four lackeys chimed in with shouts of agreement.



I could have saved myself a lot of trouble if I could just say, “And then I woke up from that dream.”

My name was Allen. I was a perfectly ordinary eight-year-old boy living in Luluden, the capital of the Sentlaren Kingdom. My only family was my mother. We were poor, but we got by.

The only thing that wasn't "ordinary" was the fact that I had just let out a sneeze so massive it shook my brain loose, triggering the return of memories from my previous life—a life where I had worked as an aeronautical engineer.

Don't worry, I was still Allen. It felt less like a possession and more like my personality had simply been running on autopilot until the memories suddenly came flooding back. I was confused, sure, but it didn't feel "wrong."

However, I had a much bigger problem. The situation was bad. In fact, it was catastrophic.

To put it simply, I was fairly certain this world was the setting of an otome game called Magical Fantasy: Love's Heart-Pounding School Life. 

For now, let's just ignore the absolutely tragic naming sense of the developers.

The reason the situation was so dire was that, at this rate, my mother, the townspeople, and I were all going to be slaughtered eight years from now.

I realized this the moment I connected the names of my country and city with the recent news of the engagement between the eight-year-old Crown Prince Karlheinz and the Duke's daughter, Anastasia. 

So, I had to act.

Wait, I was getting ahead of myself. Let me finish explaining the game’s plot first.

In the original story, Anastasia eventually reached her breaking point after being subjected to the Prince’s one-sided verbal abuse. She threw down her glove, Challenging Amy to a duel. 

People often mistook Anastasia for a woman of ice, but in reality, she was just someone who suppressed her intense emotions through sheer force of will. In that moment, her self-control finally snapped.

However, despite her issuing the challenge to Amy, the Crown Prince—her own fiancé—stepped forward to act as Amy’s champion. 

Since no one in their right mind would dare strike the Crown Prince, Anastasia was forced to fight him herself. She lost.

After her defeat, she never showed her face at the Academy again. She was exiled to a rural monastery, but on the way there, she was attacked by bandits and vanished.

Now, that was already a pretty garbage tier plot—ahem—an unfortunate development, but it didn't end there.

The most disgusting part was that those bandits were actually sent by the Prince and his cronies. 

The game never explicitly stated it, but there were plenty of hints dropped throughout the dialogue that made it obvious.

This event shattered the political balance of the kingdom, triggering a civil war. While the nation was eating itself alive, the Est Empire to the east took advantage of the chaos and invaded. The kingdom, crippled by internal strife, couldn't mount a defense against the Empire’s lightning-fast advance. Consequently, Luluden—the city I lived in—was burned to the ground.

That was the "bad situation" I was talking about. Honestly, I wanted to scream it from the rooftops: Don't drag the common folk into your pathetic little lovers' quarrel!

Regardless, my priority was ensuring my mother's safety. To do that, I had to prevent the imperial invasion entirely.

Simply packing up and leaving Luluden wasn't an option. Aside from my personal attachment to my birthplace, there was no freedom of movement in this country. Under this feudal system, the number of peasants directly correlated to a lord’s power. Unless you had a legitimate reason—like marriage or being adopted by family—you weren't allowed to move to another town.

I considered several options, but I eventually decided on one: I would prevent the villainess Anastasia’s "condemnation" from ever happening.

I had two reasons for this. First, since I knew the game's plot, it would be easy to predict what needed to be done to flip the script. Second, and more simply, I wanted to save her.

Anastasia was the only character I actually liked in that game. I didn't want her to die.

People called her a "villainess," but from my perspective, she was the only one making any sense.

“We live in a class system; behave with proper decorum.”
“Observe the rules of ceremony and dining etiquette.”
“You have a fiancé; be mindful of your actions and don’t invite misunderstanding.”
“We live on the people's taxes; understand the weight of a political marriage and work for the sake of the realm.”
“The Crown Prince and the nobility have responsibilities to fulfill. See them through.”

I might be paraphrasing, but that was the gist of her arguments.

And how did the "heroes" react? They called it bullying. They said she was condescending and annoying. They claimed she was a bore who did nothing but nag, and that "Love and Peace" trumped everything else. 

And the result of their "Love and Peace"? The total destruction of the capital.

Think about it. Anastasia was betrothed at age eight. Since then, she had put in blood-soaked effort to become the perfect Mother of the Nation. As a Duke's daughter, she didn't just learn how to act the part; she was an incredible overachiever who mastered academics, magic, the arts, and even the sword without ever letting her natural talent make her complacent.

To have all that effort end in her ruin? It was just too much.

Furthermore, Anastasia didn't just die after she went missing. She was brutalized by those bandits, broken physically and mentally, and then sold to the Est Empire. 

There, she was granted a demonic sword and turned into a "Dark Knight"—a puppet vanguard used to invade her own home, the Sentlaren Kingdom.

The "true" ending of the game involved Lady Amy awakening to her powers as a Saint (give me a break) through her compassionate heart. She and the five capture targets—the Prince and his four idiots—would then join forces to defeat the Empire and the fallen Anastasia, reclaim the country, and live happily ever after.

Oh, and Anastasia’s entire family? Even though they stayed out of the civil war for political reasons, they were framed as the masterminds and executed to the last man. That was another reason why Anastasia fell into darkness.

I mean, seriously. Right?

I couldn't help but feel the sheer malice of the development team.

As for why I knew all this? It was my shitty older sister’s fault. After getting dumped by her boyfriend, she crashed at my bachelor pad, got drunk every night, and made my life a living hell. She forced me to 100% complete this game and collect every single event CG, promising she’d leave once her mood improved.

“You’re a gamer, right? This should be easy for you,” she had said.

I couldn't exactly kick her out, and her drunken rambling was too much to handle, so I sucked it up and cleared the game. I was good at games, and at the end of the day, she was still my sister.

But God, I couldn't tell you how many times I felt a soul-crushing emptiness while playing a game where I, a grown man, had to raise the "affection levels" of a bunch of high-school-aged guys.

Ugh, just thinking about it makes my blood boil.

And despite being an otome game, the RTS (1) battle segments were absurdly difficult. The "Reverse Harem" (2) route was clearly balanced around microtransactions; I ended up parting ways with several ten-thousand yen bills just to get through it.

Actually, let’s stop there. This was all from my previous life, and it’s a "dark history" I’d rather not revisit.

In any case, I was going to save Anastasia.

It was a matter of pride. And sure, I’d be lying if I said I didn't think I might have a "chance" with her. She was a beauty, and her personality seemed perfectly rational to me.

Realistically, though, a commoner marrying a Duke's daughter was a pipe dream. I wasn't even a named character in the game. I wasn't even a "Mob" character; I was just part of the background.

If I had any "narrative weight" at all, it was probably limited to that one line during the fall of Luluden: "Afterward, the residents of Luluden were never seen again."

Eight years until the end of the world. I was going to do everything in my power to stop it.

I was going to shatter the scenario. I would save my mother, this town, and the villainess, Anastasia. No matter what.



1) Real-Time Strategy: A subgenre of wargames where players issue commands in real-time rather than taking turns.

2) Reverse Harem: A trope where a single female protagonist is surrounded by and sought after by multiple male love interests.
Chapter 2: Townsperson A Cleans Ditches and Gains Concealment

Now that I’d decided to destroy the scenario, there were a few things I needed to take care of.

First and foremost, I had to verify if this world truly followed the game's script. If the situations from the game played out here as they were supposed to, I could safely assume I was on the right track.

My second goal was to make money. To save the villainess, I would have to overturn her condemnation—which meant winning a duel as her champion. To do that, I needed to enroll in the Royal Academy, and that required cold, hard cash.

Of course, the most peaceful solution would be to prevent the engagement from being broken in the first place. However, since the annulment event was hard-coded into even the "Bad End" routes, I decided to treat a peaceful resolution as a "would-be-nice" bonus rather than a primary plan.

As my first step toward these goals, I wanted to get my hands on the Scroll of Concealment. In the game, this item was tucked away in a small room within a secret passage that led from the Academy to the capital’s underground sewers. It was a place that hadn't been used for decades; in the original story, it wasn't discovered until the Imperial Army overran the capital. The lore stated that Amy and her party were supposed to stumble upon it by chance while using the sewers as an escape route from the Academy.

If the scroll actually existed, it would prove the world followed the game’s logic. Moreover, possessing it would make my future movements much easier. Its presence was the perfect litmus test. If I found it, and a few other details matched up, I could definitively conclude that I was living in the world of an otome game.

With that in mind, I dragged my mother along to the Adventurer's Guild.

"Excuse me! I'd like to sign up for ditch cleaning!"

"Oh, uh, sure thing, kid. Good luck! All right, Mom, could you fill out the paperwork for him?"

The middle-aged man at the reception handed the form to my mother, and she filled it out while he walked her through the details. 

The Adventurer's Guild accepted registrations starting at age eight, acting as a middleman for public service jobs children could handle, like cleaning ditches. My mother had actually recommended it to me a while back, but I’d turned her down because I hated the smell. But when I told her last night that I’d changed my mind after all, she was thrilled.

The system was standard template stuff: kids like me started at G-rank, moved to F-rank at twelve, and eventually could climb all the way to S-rank.

"Okay, now just drip a drop of blood onto this Guild Card," the man said.

I pricked my finger with a needle. As the blood hit the card, it flashed briefly.

"All set. Don't lose it, or it'll cost you a fee to replace. Also, this thing doubles as a wallet."

Apparently, the cards functioned like bank accounts. You could even transfer money between cards just by tapping them together. I was surprised to find the system was actually more convenient than Japan's.

Anyway, having officially become a G-rank adventurer, I spent every day cleaning ditches without fail. The pay was a thousand Cent a day—the currency of the Sentlaren Kingdom. Regarding its value, I figured one Cent was worth roughly one yen.



After a month of enduring the grueling, smelly, filthy work, the receptionist finally called out to me.

"Hey, Allen! I'm counting on you for the underground sewers starting today. It’s stinkier than the gutters outside, but the pay is double. You interested?"

"I’m in!"

I agreed instantly. After all, I’d been cleaning ditches for this exact reason.

I grabbed a borrowed lantern, lit it, and headed down the stairs behind the guild into the dark. I didn't know the exact route to the scroll, but I had a few clues. I marked my path as I went to ensure I wouldn't get lost, heading downstream toward the larger pipes.

After walking for a while, I emerged into a massive tunnel with a vaulted brick ceiling.

Okay, this is the main line. The red bricks meant I was currently downstream from the scroll's location. I marked the exit back to the guild and started walking upstream.

After a long trek, the red bricks gave way to gray stone masonry. This was proof that I was getting close. I pressed on.

About five minutes later, I reached a spot where a picture of a bird was etched into the wall. According to the game, the hidden door was directly opposite that drawing. I scoured the wall until I found a small protrusion that looked like a button.

I didn't hesitate. It was stiff, so I shoved it with all my might. There was a satisfying click as the mechanism engaged.

With a heavy rumbling sound, a section of the wall slid open. An automatic door? I’d brought a crowbar expecting to have to pry it open, but I guess I didn't need it.

I stepped through. There was supposed to be a small room ahead, and the item should be sitting on a desk.

There it is.

I peered into a tiny room containing a rotting, tattered desk and a seatless chair. I wondered what this place had originally been used for. I hurried to the desk.

Please, let it be there.

I reached for the object on the desk, but my eight-year-old limbs were too short. No matter how much I strained, I couldn't reach the scroll sitting at the back of the desk.

Damn it! A height-based trap!

Luckily, I was prepared. I used my crowbar to hook the parchment and roll it toward the edge until I could grab it.

Yes! Now, is this really it?

I unrolled the parchment. The kanji for Concealment was written right there. I found it!

The game had explained how to use it: you just opened the scroll and placed your palm on it. Simple. I laid the scroll on the floor and pressed my right hand down. It flared with a brilliant light for an instant, then vanished.

"Just as planned!"

I felt like the god of some new world, but I told myself not to get too ahead of myself. I pulled out my Guild Card to check my personal information.



Name: Allen
Rank: G
Age: 8
Divine Protection: —
Skill: [Concealment]
Residence: Luluden
Funds: 3,348



Yes!

Yes! Yes! Yes!

"Isn't this perfect!"

I shouted in triumph, my voice echoing through the empty basement. It was a bit embarrassing.

Pulling myself together, I returned to the guild in high spirits. Oh, and the sewers? I finished the job on the way back. I’m the type of person who does his work thoroughly.



On the Difference Between Divine Protections and Skills

A Divine Protection is a blessing granted by the gods, providing remarkable talent in a specific field. For example, receiving the Divine Protection of Wind Magic grants the recipient the physical aptitude and innate talent required to use that magic. With practice, they will be able to learn and improve at a tremendous pace. These are generally considered superior to skills.

A Skill represents the state of having mastered a specific technique. When you possess a skill, the knowledge of how to use it naturally enters your mind. For example, if you have the Wind Magic skill, the specific spells you are capable of using will automatically come to mind when you intend to cast them. However, unlike a Divine Protection, a skill does not grant innate talent; you cannot perform actions beyond what the specific skill stipulates.
Chapter 3: Townsperson A Secretly Slips Out of Town

────

Skill: [Concealment]

Description: Allows the user to hide various factors, including presence, mana, and equipment. Proficiency increases the difficulty of detection and allows for the concealment of more complex information.

────

That was my new skill. It was incredibly versatile, and I already had two specific applications in mind for it.

The first was moving in and out of various locations without being detected. In the game, this had been a top-tier "cheat" skill designed to help Amy and her suitors evade the Imperial Army’s pursuers. If it was powerful enough for that, then slipping out of this town or navigating dangerous areas unnoticed should be a walk in the park.

The second application was hiding the data on my Guild Card. Simply possessing the [Concealment] skill was enough to stir up trouble; the last thing I wanted was to be kidnapped and raised as some kind of state assassin because my potential was discovered.

According to my experiments, using [Concealment] to mask my existence made people perceive me as nothing more than a pebble on the side of the road. I had tested this on my mother last night after getting home.

The experiment was simple: I activated [Concealment], sat boldly in a chair in the middle of our room, and waited for her to return.

Eventually, the door opened.

"I’m home! Allen, it’s time for dinner."

Our home was a tiny one-room unit on the fifth floor of a dilapidated, illegally extended apartment complex. It shared a communal toilet and kitchen with the rest of the floor. Normally, you’d spot someone the moment you walked in, and yet—

"Allen? Where are you? Honestly, that boy... leaving the lamp on while he runs off somewhere."

Muttering to herself, she began setting the table with a soup made of vegetable scraps, a loaf of hard bread, and some dried meat. Then, she reached out to pull the very chair I was sitting in.

"Oh? Why is this so heavy?" 

She gave up and pulled out the chair on the opposite side instead. 

"Mom?" I said.

She jumped slightly and peered around the room, but her eyes slid right past me. Even though I was sitting directly in front of her, she couldn't register my presence.

I stood up, walked over to her side, and tapped her on the shoulder. "Mom," I repeated.

"Oh! My goodness! Allen? When did you get back? How long have you been in here?"

It worked perfectly.

"I was here the whole time. Here, this is today's pay."

I handed over a portion of the money I’d earned from the sewers. As our living situation made clear, we were poor, and I wanted to improve our lives however I could. She was my only family, after all.

"Thank you, dear. But don't push yourself, okay? Make sure you’re keeping up with your schoolwork."

"Yeah, I know. The lessons are easy, so don't worry."

By "school," she meant the local elementary school that met three times a week. It provided free lessons in reading, writing, arithmetic, and history every Monday, Wednesday, and Friday morning for two hours. 

With the memories of my previous life, I didn't really need to be there for anything other than world history, but I made sure not to cut corners. I had to build a solid foundation if I was going to get into the Royal Academy later.



My next move required me to leave the town. There were ruins near Luluden said to be the remains of an Ancient Labyrinth. My goal was to head there and secure a Scroll of Appraisal.

Normally, an eight-year-old wouldn't be allowed past the gates alone. There was also the matter of monsters in the wilderness. While they were rare this close to the Royal Capital, there was still a risk of encountering bandits or common thugs.

That was where [Concealment] came in. I would slip past the guards, infiltrate the ruins, and grab my prize.

In the original game, the Scroll of Appraisal was an item meant for the heroine, Amy. During the summer vacation of her first year at the academy, she would visit the ruins with one of her love interests as part of an independent research project and stumble upon the scroll by pure luck. If I could find it in that same spot, it would be definitive proof that this world followed the game's logic.

But obtaining the [Appraisal] skill wasn't just about verification. To be frank, it was an absolute "cheat" skill.

As the name suggested, it allowed the user to identify items. That was useful enough on its own, but the skill showed its true worth when you "charged" it by consuming Magic Stones. 

First, it unlocked Person Appraisal, which allowed you to see the name and skills of anyone at a lower level than yourself. It also granted the ability to detect treasure chests and traps, identify enemy weaknesses, and predict an opponent's movements in battle. It even went so far as to highlight the "correct" dialogue choices during social events with the capture targets and provide the answers for final exams.

Magic Stones dropped from defeated monsters, but the drop rate in-game was never enough to sustain the skill. To really exploit its power, you had to spend real money to buy stones. It was essentially a cash-grab mechanic for the developers, but it was an absolute necessity for my Scenario Destruction Plan.

I still remember saying goodbye to a ten-thousand yen note because of that mechanic in my past life. Rest in peace, Yukichi-san.

Shaking off the bitter memory, I approached the town gates under the shroud of my skill. 

Nobody noticed me. I walked right alongside a group of departing travelers, and not a single guard looked my way. It was as if I didn't exist.

I decided to test the entry process as well. While commoners used the main gate, there were separate entrances for nobles and merchants. I headed for the merchant gate. If I get caught at the noble gate, I’m liable to lose my head.

I reached the line of wagons where merchants were handing over paperwork and having their cargo inspected. I walked right past the guards and through the archway. No one shouted, and no one reached out to stop me.

A cheat skill fit for a protagonist. Truly wonderful.

Through these tests, I had also learned a nuance of the skill: if I activated [Concealment] while someone was already looking at me, they wouldn't lose sight of me. However, if I activated it before entering their field of vision, they wouldn't be able to register me at all, even if they looked straight at me.

Satisfied with my findings, I turned away from the town and began the trek toward the ruins.

This is where the monsters start appearing. Time to stay sharp.
Episode 4: Townsperson A Finds Treasure in the Ruins

I was wandering through the forest, searching for the ruins I was after.

In the game, the journey from town to the ruins had been a simple battle segment, so I had a general idea of the direction. However, moving a character across an overhead map and actually trekking through the woods yourself were two very different things.

In the game, this area was treated as a tutorial. I’d been given clear instructions—do this, do that—and cleared it with ease. Reality, however, was heartless.

I’d been searching for about two hours now, and there was still no sign of the ruins.

Fortunately, my Stealth skill was doing its job. I’d spotted monsters several times, but none had attacked. Most were Horn Rabbits—monsters with single, sharp horns—that an adult could easily handle. For a child like me, however, they were lethal.

I still have that gutter-cleaning job to do. Maybe I should call it a day.

Accepting defeat for the moment, I gave up on the search and returned to town.



And so, I found myself back in the forest once again. This was my fifth day searching for the ruins, but the repetition had its perks; I’d mostly memorized the local geography. 

Today, I decided to push a bit further than my previous estimates.

In the game, there was a distinctively shaped tree that marked the bottom-left corner of the map; the ruins were located to the northeast of it. If I could just find that tree, the ruins had to be nearby.

I moved through the woods, keeping myself hidden with Stealth. 

After about thirty minutes of searching, I stumbled into a slightly open clearing I didn't recognize. And there it was. The tree I’d been looking for!

It was a pair of tall twin trees, but they were being slowly strangled by another tree coiled around them—a "strangler fig," as they called it. No mistake about it. If I headed northeast from here, I’d hit the ruins.

According to my game knowledge, this forest was home to Horn Rabbits, while the ruins themselves were a habitat for Blue Slimes. Neither were particularly strong, but they were more than capable of killing me if I was spotted.

Relying on my memories, I crept forward, taking care not to snap a single twig.

After ten minutes of cautious walking, I arrived at the entrance. It looked exactly like the background art from the game's dialogue scenes. There was no doubt this was the place.

However, an unexpected obstacle was waiting for me.

Green skin, hideous faces, and bipedal frames just slightly taller than my own. Goblins. They were scurrying in and out of the entrance.

Because I’d walked straight toward the ruins, I had stepped right into their line of sight, but there was no sign they had noticed me yet. If it weren't for Stealth, I would have been a corpse by now.

What now? Should I give up and head back?

No. If the Goblin population increased, they’d become even harder to deal with. Eventually, they’d start attacking people, and the town would send a subjugation party. If that happened, someone else would end up with the Scroll of Appraisal.

Why has the scenario changed?

Actually, it didn't matter. As long as Stealth kept me invisible, I had to try.

It’ll be fine. I have to believe in the power of this cheat skill meant for an otome game heroine.

Steeling my resolve, I snuck into the ruins that had been repurposed into a Goblin nest.



The air inside the ruins was damp. Strangely, the walls and ceiling emitted a faint, ethereal glow. 

The game had explained that a minimal level of light was provided by a bioluminescent moss called Akarigoke. Knowing this, I hadn't brought a torch, which turned out to be the right call. No matter how powerful Stealth was, I doubted it could mask the light and smoke of an open flame.

I moved through the corridors with cat-like silence.

The Scroll of Appraisal was located on the first floor—specifically, in a small room at the end of the passage I was currently in, on the left. I passed Goblins with nerve-wracking frequency. Every time one approached, I held my breath and pressed myself against the wall until they passed.

Once the coast was clear, I’d continue deeper, making sure my feet didn't make a sound.

My heart was hammering against my ribs. The rhythmic thumping was so loud in my own ears that I genuinely feared the Goblins would hear it.

Eventually, pushing through the extreme tension, I reached the end of the hall. To my left was the small room; to the right, a passage leading further down. Without hesitation, I slipped into the room on the left.

The Scroll of Appraisal was supposed to be in the back-right corner, buried under a layer of dirt. But as I looked around, I saw that the room was filled with a cluttered mess of junk. Copper and silver coins, rusted daggers, mysterious sacks, and wooden crates were piled everywhere.

I see. So that’s how it is.

This must have been the Goblins' hoard room. 

I began frantically checking the sacks and crates, searching for any sign of the scroll. As I worked, I heard the wet, rhythmic sound of footsteps approaching.

Crap! Did someone hear me?

I scrambled toward the wall, crouching low and holding my breath. If I was caught, I was dead.

A Goblin entered the room, emitting a series of disgusting, guttural "gyu-gyu-gyu" sounds. It sniffed the air, its head darting back and forth as if searching for something.

Please, just don't notice me.

Even as I prayed, my heart beat like an alarm bell. I took slow, deep breaths to try and calm myself. The Goblin's rancid, beastly stench hit my nose, and I felt a wave of nausea, but I forced it down. 

It’s okay. This is still better than the smell of the sewers.

...

I couldn't say how much time passed. It felt like an eternity, but eventually, the Goblin turned and left the room.

I was safe. I’d managed to survive.

I resumed my search of the hoard. My only goal was that scroll. I moved the stacked boxes aside, checking them one by one. 

Nothing. I couldn't find it.

Was this all for nothing?

I’d checked every crate and sack, but none of them held anything resembling a scroll. Had the scenario changed because I’d taken the Scroll of Concealment earlier?

No, it’s too early to give up.

The scroll was supposed to be buried in the dirt. I hadn't finished checking the floor yet. I shoved aside the boxes sitting where the scroll had been in the game and began to dig.

There! A scroll lay there, half-buried and partially unrolled. I brushed off the grime, revealing the kanji for "Appraisal." This was it!

I quickly tucked the scroll into my shirt and made a break for the entrance. I felt the urge to sprint, but I forced myself to remain calm and cautious. Whenever a Goblin approached, I flattened myself against the wall, putting my life in the hands of the Stealth skill.

It’s okay. It’s okay. Stay calm. Just keep moving.

I squeezed every ounce of courage from my heart, suppressing my terror as I aimed for the exit. For some reason, the distance felt ten times longer on the way out than it had on the way in.

Finally, after what felt like a marathon through that long corridor, I successfully escaped the ruins. I scanned the area—no Goblins in sight.

I hurried back toward town, still moving as silently as possible. The relief was overwhelming, but I couldn't let my guard down yet. It wouldn't mean a thing if I got killed by a stray monster on the road.

An adventure isn't over until you're safely home.

Eventually, the treeline broke, and the town of Luluden came into view. 

I made it. I actually made it back alive!

Finally able to breathe, I immediately unrolled the Scroll of Appraisal on the ground and placed my right hand upon it. The scroll emitted a blinding flash of light before vanishing. It was exactly like the Scroll of Concealment.

I pulled out my Guild Card to check my status.



Name: Allen

Rank: G

Age: 8

Blessing: None

Skills: 【Stealth】 【Appraisal】

Residence: Luluden

Funds: 3,911  



"Perfect!"

I accidentally shouted it aloud. No one was around to hear me, but I still felt a flush of embarrassment.

I was probably safe now, but there was no guarantee a monster wouldn't wander near the path, so I hurried toward the gates. Besides, I still had a day's worth of gutter cleaning waiting for me. I couldn't afford to slack off.

And so, I successfully obtained the Appraisal skill.
Chapter 5: Townsperson A Starts Reselling

Two weeks had passed since I’d stolen the Scroll of Appraisal from the goblins in the ruins.

As was my daily routine, I headed to the Guild to handle the gutter cleaning, but the atmosphere felt strange.

"Mister, did something happen?" I asked the man at the reception desk.

"Oh, Allen-boy. Well, apparently they found a goblin nest in the ruins of the Ancient Labyrinth to the northeast."

I see. It looks like those goblins were finally discovered.

"If you leave goblins alone, they just multiply until the damage gets out of hand, so they’re putting together a subjugation unit. If the monsters have been hoarding treasure, it’ll be a nice payday too."

Maybe in the game’s original scenario, that Scroll of Appraisal was the only thing left behind in the dirt, and that was how Amy was meant to find it.

"Well, it’s still a bit early for you, Allen-boy."

"I know."

In any case, it didn't concern me anymore. I had already obtained the 【Appraisal】 skill, and that was enough.

As a side note, I was currently hiding my 【Appraisal】 skill, just as I did with 【Stealth】. It would look incredibly suspicious if an eight-year-old’s Guild Card suddenly sprouted new skills out of nowhere.

Now, my next objective was making money. I needed to focus entirely on turning a profit and amassing 15 million Cent as quickly as possible.

The reason I needed such a massive sum was to buy a Scroll of Alchemy. Naturally, using that scroll would grant me the 【Alchemy】 skill.

As for why I needed 【Alchemy】... well, it was a total cheat skill. Explaining exactly how it broke the game would take too long, so I’ll leave that aside for now.

The Scroll of Alchemy was essentially a "pay-to-win" item that you couldn't obtain without effectively using real-world microtransactions. In this world, it could be purchased at a suspicious shop called the Lulu Store. In the game, that shop served as the premium item exchange. You could buy everything there with enough money, from Scrolls of Alchemy to Magic Stones.

The price for the scroll was a staggering 13 million Cent. The price tended to fluctuate based on the scenario's progress, but at its peak, it hit 15 million.

Back in my previous life, I’d been so stuck on the reverse-harem route that I’d tearfully said goodbye to several "Yukichi-sans"—the 10,000 yen notes in my wallet—just to buy the Cents I needed for that scroll.

Ugh, just remembering it makes me... cough.

Anyway, the key to my plan was that 【Alchemy】 skill. I was going to use that cheat to flip the script on this destiny—this "scenario."

To do that, I needed capital. I had to earn, earn, and earn until I was swimming in money.

With that in mind, I finished my gutter cleaning in the morning, changed into the best clothes I owned, and headed to the district where traveling merchants set up their stalls.

In the game, this was a district where you’d come for a date with a capture target. If you’d triggered the right flags, they might buy you a foreign accessory as a gift. However, I wasn't looking for jewelry; I was looking for bargains.

I only had a little over 5,000 Cent to my name, but I intended to find something valuable within that budget.

Since I didn't have a Magic Stone yet, I didn't have the "Heroine Cheat" version of the 【Appraisal】 skill, but even the standard version was incredibly powerful. Being able to see exactly what an object was and its true market value was a massive advantage.

I immediately began scouting a reasonably priced accessory shop. The cheaper items started at around 1,000 Cent. As I browsed, a dingy earring in the "2,000 Cent Flat-Price" corner caught my eye.



Name: Strength Earring

Effect: Slightly increases the physical strength of the wearer.

Grade: Rare

Price: 300,000 Cent  



"Mister, about this earring—"

"Ah, that? There’s only one of 'em. Take my advice, kid: if you’re giving a gift to a girl, you’ve gotta give her a matching set or she’ll hate you."

"Oh, no, it’s not like that. I was just wondering what kind of item it was."

Seriously, what is this guy trying to teach a kid my age? Honestly.

"Is that so? A merchant I used to do business with had his wife leave it behind as collateral for a debt. But never mind that, boy. What’s the girl like?"

"No, really, it’s not like that. I’ll take the earring, please."

"Huh? Well, fine by me. That’ll be 2,000."

"Payment by Guild Card, please."

"You got it!"

I tapped my Guild Card against the shopkeeper's card. A prompt appeared in the air before me: [Pay 2,000 Cent. Is this okay?]

I tapped "Yes," and the transaction was complete.

That was a steal. Even if I only managed to sell it for half its value at 150,000 Cent, I’d be set. My potential customers would be adventurers or shops that specialized in magical items.

As I continued my search for more bargains, I spotted a pair of tattered, filthy gloves being sold for 1,000 Cent.



Name: Fire-Resistant Gloves

Description: Protects the wearer from flames through magical power. Extremely difficult to burn.

Grade: Rare

Price: 70,000 Cent

Notes: Dirty, but washable.  



I see. If I wash these, the value should skyrocket.

"Mister, I’ll take these gloves."

"Sure thing. Doing an errand for your folks?"

"Something like that."

I paid the 1,000 Cent with my Guild Card.

It hadn’t even been thirty minutes, and I’d already made some incredible finds. With my remaining balance sitting at just over 2,000 Cent, I decided to head home.

I went to the communal washing area and scrubbed the dirty gloves. I figured I might as well do the rest of the family's laundry while I was at it. The sun was still high, so everything would have time to dry.

After spending about two hours on the gloves and the rest of the laundry, I hung them by the window. The stains on the gloves had been more stubborn than I’d anticipated, but with this weather, they’d be dry by evening.

Sure enough, once the grime was gone, the value of the Fire-Resistant Gloves jumped to 100,000 Cent.



The next day, after school let out, I took my haul from yesterday and headed to the Adventurer's Guild.

"Hey, mister."

"Oh, Allen-boy. Here for the gutters?"

"Yeah, but I also have something I want to sell. I was hoping you could give me some advice."

"Ho? Let’s see what you’ve got."

I decided to consult the usual receptionist. He was a retired adventurer who had taken a staff position after an injury. I’d recently learned his name was Rudolf.

He’d taken a liking to me because I was a kid who worked hard at gutter cleaning. He told me most kids hated the "3Ks" of the job—Kitsui, Kitanai, Kusai (Hard, Dirty, Smelly)—and usually quit almost immediately.

I couldn't blame them; the job sucked. I understood exactly why they quit. But because I stuck with it, Rudolf and the senior adventurers treated me with a sort of fond respect. I figured he wouldn't try to screw me over.

"I want to sell this Strength Earring and these Fire-Resistant Gloves."

"What? Where’d a kid like you get treasure like this?"

"I bought them at the Market for 3,000 Cent total."

Rudolf looked at me with a pained, pitying expression. "Kid... I hope for your sake they aren't fakes. Let me have a look."

That was the natural reaction. If I heard a story like that, I’d assume the person had been scammed too.

I handed the items over. The moment Rudolf touched them, his expression shifted.

"Stay right here, Allen-boy. I’m going to take these to the back and have them examined."

He ran toward the back office. I could hear muffled voices and the occasional "What?!" of surprise echoing from the other room. After a short wait, Rudolf returned.

"Listen, if a kid like you tries to sell these on the open market, some nasty characters might come sniffing around. Is it alright if the Guild buys them from you at a fair price?"

"Sure."

"Alright. We’ll give you 250,000 for the earring and 60,000 for the gloves, for a total of 310,000 Cent. The gloves are in rough shape; if they were like new, they’d be worth 500,000. Sorry about that."

"No way. I’ve never seen that much money in my life. That’s more than enough."

It was safer to act humble. I needed him to handle my future hauls, so I was happy to take a small hit now to build long-term trust.

"Alright, I’ll transfer the funds to your Guild Card."

Rudolf processed the payment immediately.

"Now listen, kid. You got lucky this time, but don't go getting a swelled head. If you start thinking it’s always this easy, you’ll end up ruined. Understand?"

"Yeah, I understand."

Rudolf really was a good guy.

After that, I finished a full shift of gutter cleaning before heading home for the night.



About Item Grades:


	Legendary: Mythical-grade valuables found in legends.

	Epic: Rare items that appear in epics and heroic sagas.

	Rare: Special items that are extremely difficult to obtain.

	Uncommon: High-quality or unusual items that stand out from the norm.

	Common: Standard, everyday items.

	Junk: Items of poor quality or utility.


Chapter 6: Townsperson A Learns the Sword

“Old man, teach me how to use a sword!”

One day, six months after I’d started cleaning the gutters, I finally broached the subject with him.

“What’s this, Allen-boy? Don't tell me you want to be an adventurer when you grow up?”

“I’m not sure yet, but I want to make life easier for my mother. To do that, I need to be as strong as possible. You were an adventurer, so you’re strong, right?”

“Well, yeah. It’s true that a man’s got to be strong, otherwise he can’t protect a single soul.”

The old man’s eyes drifted toward the distance. Was it just my imagination, or was there a hint of regret in his voice?

“Alright, fine. Once I’m done at the reception desk, I’ll give you some pointers.”

“Thank you!”

And just like that, I managed to get the old man to teach me swordsmanship.

This was the real reason I’d continued cleaning the gutters even after I’d started making decent money through reselling items. Originally, I’d planned this purely for self-defense, but my priorities shifted once I discovered that sword skills were a requirement for the Higher Academy’s entrance exam.

According to my research on the Higher Academy, the barriers to entry for a commoner were staggering. First, between the examination fee, the admission fee, and the mandatory donations, you needed about ten million Cent. On top of that, two years of tuition cost another ten million, and every single Cent had to be paid in advance.

Even if you had the money, you still had to pass the academic, magic, and—for the boys—swordsmanship exams. Naturally, if you failed, the school pocketed every bit of that money.

In short, the academy was designed to keep commoners out unless they were obscenely wealthy. However, I intended to walk right through those narrow gates.

It’s an absolute necessity if I'm going to crush the scenario destiny has written for us.



“Alright, Allen-boy. There’s something I need to tell you before we start.”

As soon as we reached the Guild’s training hall, the old man’s demeanor shifted. He lacked his usual cheer, and the change in atmosphere made me straighten my spine instinctively.

“Don't go thinking you’re tough just because you get your hands on a weapon. A weapon only grants power once you’ve mastered it. For example, if there were a legendary magic sword that could cut through anything, would simply holding it make you strong?”

I shook my head. He was absolutely right.

I’ve been so focused on using my 【Alchemy】 skill to cheat the system, but if I don't have any actual ability, I could still lose a duel. It was a sobering realization.

“Listen well. No matter how powerful a weapon you find, you’re the one wielding it. Don’t let the weapon swing you; you master the weapon. Never neglect your training. Only when you’ve mastered the blade can you truly call yourself strong. Got it?”

“Yes... I mean, yes, Master!”

I immediately corrected my tone to show proper respect.

“Good. Now, show me your practice swings.”

“Yes, Master!”

I gripped the wooden sword he gave me. It was a large thing, about a meter long, and simply wielding it was a struggle. It felt like it was going to fly out of my hands at any moment.

“Not like that! Grip it properly! Keep your core steady!”

His critiques were relentless. I fought to adjust based on his pointers, but I couldn't seem to get the wooden sword under control.

“Come on, firmer! Make it bigger, sharper! That’s still not it!”

“Y-Yes, Master!”

Only a few minutes had passed, but I was already drenched in sweat. My hands began to shake.

“Alright, next is the trunk strike. A hundred times!”

“Understood!”

I focused, trying to recall the dou strikes from the kendo classes I’d taken in my previous life. My arms were trembling violently by the time I finished the hundredth swing. I didn't think I could do another; my limbs felt like lead.

“Not bad. You’ve got spirit. Next, a downward swing from the upper right, followed by an upward swing from the lower left. A hundred times each.”

“Y-Yes, sir...”

It was grueling. He didn't give me a single second to rest. But since I was the one who had asked for this, I couldn't bring myself to whine like a coward. I emptied my mind and kept swinging.

Eventually, my arms felt like numb wooden poles. I lost track of the count.

“Good. That’s a hundred. Well done.”

Finally... it’s over.

“Next! Downward swing from the upper left, upward from the lower right. A hundred times each!”

“Eeegh...”

The man was a demon. I hadn't expected him to be this hardcore on the very first day.

“What’s the matter?! You can’t protect what you love with that attitude! Show me some backbone!”

His words jolted me awake. If I can't even get past this, I’ll never be able to save my mother or the villainess.

“Yes, Master!”

I whipped my trembling muscles into motion and swung the wooden sword with everything I had left. This was nothing. If I didn't push myself here, my mother and I would be crushed by the Imperial Army, and the villainess would be left to her tragic fate.

After that, I performed a hundred horizontal sweeps from each side, followed by one more full set of everything we’d done from the beginning. By the time we finished, I collapsed onto the floor of the training hall.

“If you’re this exhausted already, you’ve got a long way to go. You wouldn't even be able to take down a Horn Rabbit like this!”

“Y-Yes... sir...”

“Alright, that’s enough for today. Use the shower in the back and then head home. We’re doing this again tomorrow.”

“Th-Thank you very much!”

My first day of sword training had handed me a major setback, but it also gave me a wall to climb.

I won't let this beat me!
Chapter 7: Townsman A Becomes an Alchemist at a Suspicious Shop

I kept grinding away at the gutter-cleaning, balancing my busy days between training, school, and my reselling side-hustle. Before I knew it, I’d turned eleven.

One day, the balance in my Guild account finally hit the 15-million-Cent mark.

With my target reached, I set off for the Lulu Store. I’d already scouted the location beforehand.

I took Central Street from the Guild, cut through the bustling downtown district, and headed toward the Higher Academy. After passing through a residential neighborhood, I reached a small shopping street. Tucked away in an alley just past that was a district that looked... less than reputable.

Down a narrow backstreet in that neighborhood, I found a set of dark stairs plunging underground. This was it—the entrance to the Lulu Store.

Naturally, I had my 【Stealth】 skill active, so I didn't have to worry about any local thugs bothering me.

The Lulu Store was only open for a two-hour window, from 5:00 PM to 7:00 PM. I reached the entrance at five sharp.

Shady.

That was the first word that came to mind when I saw the entrance.

The alley was practically pitch black. The stairs were tucked away in a spot where they couldn't be seen from the main road. There wasn't a single light at the top or bottom of the landing; it hardly looked like a place of business.

Talk about a red flag.

Still, I wouldn't get what I came for if I didn't move forward. I steeled my resolve and descended the stairs.

The stairs had two landings on the way down, ending in a single door at the bottom.

『Lulu Store』

The name was written on a faded, weather-worn sign, but the place gave off absolutely no vibe of being open for business.

Taking a deep breath, I deactivated my 【Stealth】 skill and rapped on the door knocker.

A moment later, a raspy, elderly voice drifted from within.

"Who’s there?"

I used my 【Appraisal】 skill on the door. Entering the Lulu Store required a passphrase that changed every single day. If you couldn't provide the right countersign, you weren't getting in. In the game, this part had always triggered automatically, so I’d never given it much thought, but having to do it for real was a massive pain.

I repeated the phrase the 【Appraisal】 skill fed me, word for word.

"A rabbit hopped in the East Forest today. It moves south tomorrow, but it wants to eat before then."

Click.

The lock turned. I slipped inside.

There it was—the Lulu Store exactly as I remembered it from the game.

The shop was tiny, barely the size of a six-mat room, and packed to the rafters with suspicious junk. Skeletons, lizard tails, old books, dried flowers... I didn't have the slightest clue what half of this stuff was for.

A wizened, wrinkled old woman sat behind the counter at the far end of the room.

"Welcome," she said. "What can I do for you?"

"I’m looking for a Scroll of Alchemy."

The old woman's eyebrows twitched. Then, she let out a low, muffled chuckle.

"Straight to the point. I like you, kid. How does fourteen million sound?"

"Yeah, that works for me."

She flashed a toothless grin. "Wait here a moment," she said, hobbling toward the back of the store.

She returned shortly with a scroll and a small stone.

"Here’s your Scroll of Alchemy. And this here's a Goblin’s Magic Stone. I'll throw in three as a bonus."

I immediately checked the item with 【Appraisal】.

────

Name: Just a Scroll

Description: A scroll with "Alchemy" written on it. Can be used for various purposes such as taking notes or practicing calligraphy.

Grade: Common

Price: 1,000 Cent

────

I clicked my tongue and shoved the scroll back across the counter.

"Quit messing around. Do you actually have it or not? Which is it?"

Her eyes widened in surprise for a split second before she broke into a wide grin.

"Passed with flying colors. You've got a sharp eye, boy. This one is the real deal."

She reached under the counter and pulled out a different scroll.

────

Name: Scroll of Alchemy

Description: A scroll that allows the user to learn the 【Alchemy】 skill. Disappears after a single use.

Grade: Epic

Price: 13,000,000 Cent

────

This time, it looked like the real thing. I decided to appraise the "bonus" magic stones while I was at it.

────

Name: Goblin’s Magic Stone (Large)

Description: The magic stone of a Goblin that has lived long and grown large.

Grade: Uncommon

Price: 30,000 Cent

────

Okay, she's not lying about these. The scroll was a bit pricier than I’d hoped, but it was still within my budget. I could live with this.

"Fine. We have a deal. Put it on my Guild Card."

I finished the payment with my card and accepted the scroll and the magic stones.

I unfurled the scroll right there on the counter and pressed my right hand against it. It flared with a brilliant light for a heartbeat, then vanished into thin air.

I checked my status on the Guild Card.

────

Name: Allen

Rank: G

Age: 11

Divine Protection:

Skills: 【Stealth】【Appraisal】【Alchemy】

Residence: Luluden

Money on Hand: 1,028,005

────

"Yep, that was definitely a Scroll of Alchemy."

"Pleasure doing business," the old woman cackled, her laughter echoing through the dark shop.
Chapter 8: Townsperson A Graduates Early

The day after I obtained the 【Alchemy】 skill, I headed to school to take my graduation exams.

Normally, the system was structured so that students attended elementary school until age twelve and middle school until age fifteen. However, unlike in Japan, skipping grades was a fairly straightforward process. Utilizing the memories of my previous life, I had already managed to breeze through elementary school and graduate at the age of nine.

Today was the day of my middle school graduation exam. Many children didn't actually attend this middle school; in practice, it served more as a preparatory course for those aiming to enter the Higher Academy. The curriculum focused on the kingdom’s classics, "advanced" arithmetic, the names and crests of royalty and nobility, regional specialties, international affairs, and etiquette—essentially everything one needed to know to participate in politics.

It’s basically just rote memorization, I thought. The volume of information isn't even that daunting. As long as you study properly, acing it is a piece of cake.

Besides, the math and science subjects that everyone else seemed to despise were only at a basic arithmetic level. They called it "advanced calculation," but it was just fractions. After receiving a Japanese education, this was child’s play. 

Furthermore, with my 【Appraisal】 skill, I technically had a built-in cheating tool. There was no way I could fail. Not that I actually intended to cheat, of course.

I entered a small room and took my seat. A moment later, a teacher arrived and handed me the exam papers.

"Good luck, Allen-kun."

Apparently, graduating early at this age was unprecedented, so I had been saddled with the reputation of a "prodigy boy." To be honest, I felt like most Japanese elementary schoolers could handle work at this level.

"Now then, the exam will last three hours. Begin."

At the teacher's signal, I flipped over the exam. Since it didn't matter which section I tackled first, I simply started filling in the answers from the top of the first page.

Question: State the current King's full name.
Answer: Bartille Manfred von Sentlaren.

Question: State the current Crown Prince's full name.
Answer: Karlheinz Bartille von Sentlaren.

Question: List all Three Great Ducal Houses.
Answer: House Innoburg, House Ramslett, House Schlestain.

It was simple rote memorization. Easy.

Question: Calculate 22.3 × 11.8.
Answer: 263.14.

Question: Represent 3/4 as a decimal.
Answer: 0.75.

Again, any average person from Japan could do this. While geography had taken me a little more time to commit to memory, I had prepared thoroughly.

Question: Which territory had the largest wheat production last year?
Answer: Ramslett Ducal Territory.

Question: Which territory had the highest iron ore production last year?
Answer: Wimlett Marquis Territory.

It went on like that. Once I’d memorized the data, it was no big deal. In fact, I suspected a Japanese elementary school social studies class required learning significantly more than this.

I finished filling out every answer sheet in about an hour and a half.

"Teacher, I’m finished."

"As expected of you, Allen-kun. Well done. I will notify you of the results in one week."

The teacher left, leaving me with my thoughts. To simply graduate, I only needed sixty percent in each subject. However, I was aiming for ninety or higher. If I hit that mark, I’d receive a recommendation for the Higher Academy and an exemption from the academic portion of the entrance exam.

It was a strange system—even if you graduated early, you couldn't actually enroll in the Higher Academy until age fifteen. My theory was that grade skipping existed to get commoners into the workforce as quickly as possible, sending talented individuals out into the world early. In contrast, the Higher Academy was designed for nobles and the wealthy; the system likely never anticipated a student who would finish their prerequisites years ahead of schedule.

But for me, this was convenient. I had three years until enrollment. That was plenty of time to work as an adventurer, gather necessary items, train for the combat exams, and save up for my entrance fees and tuition.



One week later, I returned to school to hear the results.

"Allen-kun, congratulations! You scored a perfect hundred in every subject! Graduating at eleven is amazing enough, but you’ve achieved a feat unlike any other since our country’s school system began!"

I was praised to high heaven, and I have to admit, it didn't feel bad. Since I hadn't used 【Appraisal】 to cheat, I felt a genuine sense of accomplishment despite the ease of the material.

However, I couldn't forget my manners.

"Thank you very much. It’s all thanks to everything the teachers taught me."

I gave a polite bow, and a small smile played on the teacher’s lips.

"Now then, Allen-kun, your grades are more than sufficient for a recommendation to the Higher Academy. How would you like to proceed?"

"Please, I’d like the recommendation. I intend to spend the time until I turn fifteen preparing myself thoroughly."

"I thought you might say that. I’ll submit the recommendation to the board. How should we contact you?"

"Through the Adventurer's Guild, please. My mother is often away for work, so there’s a high chance we’d miss each other if you sent it home."

"Understood. We will send the results to the Adventurer's Guild. Allen-kun, congratulations on your graduation!"

The teacher celebrated my success, and soon, the other teachers joined in to offer their congratulations.

"Thank you, everyone! I’ll work hard so that I can make a name for myself once I enter the Higher Academy."

And so, I officially graduated from middle school early.

A short while later, a notice arrived at the Adventurer's Guild. My application for the Higher Academy entrance exam had been approved, and my written exam was officially waived.

I had a little over three years until I’d be forced onto the stage of the game. Just you wait, Scenario. I’m going to tear you to pieces.
Chapter 9: Townsperson A Raises His Adventurer Rank

I reached my twelfth birthday and officially became an F-rank adventurer.



Name: Allen
Rank: F
Age: 12
Divine Protection: None
Skills: 【Stealth】【Appraisal】【Alchemy】
Residence: Luluden
Savings: 2,901,534 Cent
Level: 1
Stamina: E
Mana: F



Now that I was twelve, my level and status parameters finally appeared. It had been a mystery why I couldn't see them before, but apparently, the world’s mechanics dictated that they remained hidden for G-rank children. 

The reason the status window was so sparse was another quirk of the otome game's design. The developers probably thought simplifying things would appeal to the target audience, but it goes without saying that this lack of detail made my life significantly more difficult.

"Young Allen is finally F-rank, huh? We’re going to be short-handed for cleaning the gutters now."

"Oh! Young Allen, congratulations!"

"You did it, kid!"

Because Master had made the announcement at the top of his lungs, the surrounding adventurers joined in on the celebration. Over the last four years, I hadn't just gotten close to my mentor; I’d become quite friendly with the rest of the Guild, too.

"Ah, Allen-kun is finally F-rank as well? Congratulations."

"Monica-san, thank you very mu—mph!"

Monica-san, a waitress at the tavern attached to the Guild, offered her congratulations from the side. As usual, she pulled me into a crushing hug. She was quite beautiful and rather well-endowed, but her habit of physical affection was always a bit excessive. Even now, she was squeezing me so hard my face was buried in her chest. I wasn't sure whether to be pained or overjoyed; it was a real dilemma.

I am a red-blooded male, after all...

"Bwahaha! Young Allen is always going to be Monica's favorite little brother."

Master and the senior adventurers teased us mercilessly. It was a familiar scene. Ugh. Definitely a familiar scene. 

Once I finally managed to escape Monica-san’s "hug attack," I tried to protest.

"Master, and everyone else—stop calling me 'Young'! I’m already twelve!"

"Hahaha! Any brat who can't beat a man too injured to fight is still 'Young Allen' to me!"

A roar of laughter went up.

"Ugh, damn it..." 

It was true. I still couldn't beat Master in a spar.

"Still," Master added, his voice softening into a consoling tone, "there aren't many kids who can do what you do without a Divine Protection like Swordsman or Knight."

He was trying to be kind, but the gap created by a Divine Protection was undeniably massive. 

A Divine Protection was essentially a blessing from the gods. They allowed a person to master specific fields at an accelerated rate or granted access to unique abilities. 

In the game, the heroine, Amy, possessed the 【Healing】 protection, which allowed her to learn recovery magic at an incredible pace. The Crown Prince had two: 【Fire Magic】 and 【Hero】. He wielded fire and sword with protagonist-level proficiency, possessing the ability to inspire his allies and grow stronger in a crisis. 

Even Master, despite his injuries, was a high-level combatant because he had the 【Swordsman】 protection.

On the other hand, I had nothing.

I wasn't being singled out for misfortune; the reality was that almost all commoners were born without a Divine Protection. To survive the Higher Academy, I needed to close that gap before enrollment. To do that, I had a checklist of locations I needed to clear.

The most important of these was the Valley of the Flying Dragons. It contained an item called the Book of the Wind God. If I used it, I could retroactively acquire the 【Wind Magic】 Divine Protection. 

As far as I knew, this was the only item in the game that granted a protection, making it an absolute necessity. Without it, I risked failing the practical magic exam and losing my spot at the Higher Academy. But before I could head there, I needed to reach E-rank so I’d be allowed to travel to other cities.

Fortunately, I had four years' worth of "points" saved up from cleaning gutters. If I completed a standard F-rank request—either gathering herbs or subjugating a Horn Rabbit—I would be eligible for an immediate promotion.

"Well then, I’m off to pick some herbs and hunt a Horn Rabbit."

"Right, get to it. This is your first time outside the town walls, isn't it? Be careful out there."

"I will. See you later."

Master saw me off with a wave, though, of course, this wasn't actually my first time leaving town. Master was a sharp man, but even he couldn't imagine that his eight-year-old student had once snuck out to steal a Scroll of Appraisal from a Goblin nest.



Once I entered the forest outside of town, I quickly confirmed my suspicions: there were no medicinal herbs to be found nearby. The area had clearly been picked clean by other adventurers. I decided to head toward the ruins in the northeast where the Goblins used to live. I figured I’d find both Horn Rabbits and herbs in that direction.

I moved through the woods with my breath held, using my Concealment to mask my presence as I walked. 

I spotted a few Horn Rabbits, but the herbs remained elusive. I could have hunted the rabbits then and there, but doing so would mean carrying bleeding carcasses around, which was inconvenient. I preferred to finish the gathering first.

Eventually, I reached the ruins. 

Since the Goblins had been wiped out years ago, the place was deserted. If I remembered the game correctly, this area eventually became a habitat for Blue Slimes, and Rare herbs grew in the back.

Alright, let’s see.

I stepped inside. The Akarigoke growing on the walls provided plenty of light, which was a relief; I didn't want to fumble around with a torch. 

Upon reaching a wall, I checked a small side room. This was where the Goblins had kept their loot, but there wasn't a trace of treasure left. Naturally, the spot where the Scroll of Appraisal should have been was empty. My past actions had already changed the "loot table" for this area.

However, I decided to check the opposite corner of the room. My fingers brushed against a single silver coin—10,000 Cent.

In the game, the amount of money found here changed based on the difficulty setting. Easy Mode gave you 100,000 Cent, Normal Mode gave 10,000, and Hard Mode gave you nothing at all.

So, this world is running on Normal Mode, I noted. I tucked the coin away and headed deeper into the ruins.

On the second floor, I encountered a few Blue Slimes. I ignored them. To kill a slime with a blade, you have to hit the core precisely, and they were a tedious matchup for my current skill set.

Relying on my 【Stealth】 skill, I navigated the second floor, picking herbs based on my memories of the game's map. 

The ruins had been largely picked over by now, so there were no treasure chests left. There was no point in going to the deepest level; since I’d already taken the "Goblins' lost property" years ago, the herbs were the only things of value left. As for the Blue Slimes, they lived anywhere dark and damp, so they weren't exactly a Rare find.

Once I had gathered all the herbs I could remember, I left the ruins and started the trek back to town.

On the way, I spotted a lone Horn Rabbit nibbling on some grass. I crept up using 【Stealth】 and killed it with a single, clean thrust of my sword.

It was exactly as I’d planned, but it felt almost too easy. I had no desire to pursue the career, but I realized I probably had the makings of a very talented assassin.

The horn, meat, and fur of a Horn Rabbit were all sellable, so I quickly bled the carcass and began butchering it. During my long years as a G-rank, I’d spent plenty of time helping the staff butcher materials brought in by others. By now, I could dismantle any prey found in this region with my eyes closed.

I kept the Magic Stone for myself and decided to sell the rest of the materials to the Guild. Magic Stones would be essential for my future plans, so I could never have too many.

I "assassinated" two more Horn Rabbits on the way back and finally returned to the Guild to turn in my materials.

"Alright, Young Allen. Good work. That officially makes you E-rank. You've tied the record for the fastest promotion in history."

"Thank you very much!"

And just like that, I was promoted to E-rank on my very first day.
Chapter 10: Townsperson A Meets a Total Clutz in the Valley of the Flying Dragons

I arrived at Frissen, the village closest to the Valley of the Flying Dragons. As the name suggested, the valley was home to a massive flock of Wyverns. 

To be precise, Wyverns were Lesser Dragons, not true dragons. However, because they looked so much like the real thing, the name "Valley of the Flying Dragons" had stuck and remained the common designation to this day. 

My purpose in coming here was, of course, to enter the Temple of Wind located within the valley and claim the Book of the Wind God that was supposed to be enshrined there. My strategy was the same as always: hide with my 【Stealth】 skill and steal it. Simple is best, as they say.

In the original game, the player could only tackle this area during the summer of their second year at the academy. I remembered it vividly because the difficulty was absurdly high, and more importantly, the event associated with it was in incredibly bad taste.

First, you had to enter the Valley of the Flying Dragons and slaughter over a hundred Wyverns. Only after defeating the black Wyvern Lord that led the pack could you finally reach the temple entrance. After a brief dialogue event, you would enter the temple, only to find the Wyvern Lord’s nest inside.

Waiting in that nest was a pure white Wyvern Lord with a ribbon tied around its tail, accompanied by its child. They were the wife and offspring of the black Wyvern Lord you had just slain. Naturally, they would attack in a blind, grief-stricken rage, seeking vengeance for their lost husband and father.

Amy would try to "persuade" them, but she would inevitably fail, triggering the battle. By killing the mother and child, you finally obtained the Book of the Wind God. To top it all off, the scene ended with one of the love interests comforting Amy as she wept over her failure to resolve things peacefully, which increased his affection points.

Honestly, I thought the whole thing was just a glorified robbery. You break into someone’s home, kill them, and steal their stuff. I doubted I was the only player who felt that Amy’s attempts at "persuasion" rang hollow after she’d already murdered their family.

Anyway, enough about the game.

I set out from Frissen with a week’s worth of food. The mountain path to the valley was a two-day trip one-way, but I brought extra just in case. I’d already decided that if I didn't reach the valley within two days, I’d turn back. There was no need to push my luck just yet.

I activated 【Stealth】 and began my trek. I’d heard that these mountains were home to more than just the Horn Rabbits common around the Royal Capital; ferocious monsters like Big Boars, Blood Deers, and Great Bears were said to prowl the area. While a part of me was curious to see them, I wanted to avoid unnecessary combat. I kept my eyes on the landmark peak and moved cautiously, making sure to keep 【Stealth】 active at all times.

By the evening of the second day, I arrived at the edge of the valley.

The sight was, quite frankly, breathtaking. Countless giant winged lizards filled the sky. Without my meta-knowledge, I would have certainly mistaken them for true dragons. In reality, they were merely a Lesser Dragon species, far weaker than the real thing. The difference was simple: true dragons possessed Breath attacks and a Roar. Lesser Dragons had neither. The presence of a long-range Breath attack and a Roar capable of inducing magical panic in the weak made a world of difference in subjugation difficulty.

Since the sun was already setting, I decided to camp outside the valley. This was where my 【Alchemy】 skill really shone.

In the game, the skill was mainly used to craft weapons, armor, and potions, or to enhance gear using Magic Stones. However, toward the endgame, it turned into a total cheat. You could build carriages or even massive fortresses. During the final battle, you could even craft magic tools to temporarily weaken Anastasia after she’d fallen to darkness and stood before you as the final boss.

If I could build a fortress, a small semi-underground shelter was child's play. To avoid attracting the Wyverns' attention, I dug into the earth beneath the shade of some trees and fashioned a ceiling out of packed soil. I added an air hole so I wouldn't suffocate, a small hearth for cooking, and a chimney to vent the smoke and carbon dioxide. 

Safe and sound in my literal hole-in-the-wall, I was unlikely to be ambushed.

Well then, even though there's no one here to hear me... good night.



The next morning, I confirmed the coast was clear, dismantled my camp, and headed for the Temple of Wind. I walked boldly through the valley, protected by my 【Stealth】 skill.

There was a single, suspiciously convenient path leading down the cliffside. In the game, Wyverns would swarm you incessantly on this path, chipping away at your health, but not a single one noticed me.

After a thirty-minute descent to the valley floor, I began climbing the stairs to the temple. At the top was a wide plaza where a black Wyvern Lord lay curled up, basking in the sun. It looked so peaceful while it slept that I simply slipped past it and stepped into the temple.

Wait. Where was the white Wyvern Lord?

Come to think of it, the game version had a child too. Maybe they weren't married yet? I was somewhat curious about how a Wyvern found a wife, but safety was my priority.

I walked up to the altar where the Book of the Wind God was supposed to be enshrined. I reached it without a single fight, and yet... it wasn't there. The book was missing.

Why? Is there some event I haven't triggered?

As I stood there agonizing over it, a voice called out to me.

"Excuse me, Mr. Human? Do you have a moment?"

I spun around, looking for another person.

"No, no, I'm talking to you. I can see you just fine, even with that 【Stealth】 skill of yours."

"!"

The shock broke my concentration, and 【Stealth】 deactivated. I scrambled to reactivate it, but the voice stopped me.

"It's alright. You're safe here."

Light bathed the altar, and an incredibly handsome man with green hair and golden eyes manifested out of thin air.

"I am the God of Wind. I have a small favor to ask of you."

A man claiming to be a god had appeared. Given his entrance and the fact that he'd seen through my skill, there was no doubt he possessed divine power. If I didn't cooperate, I’d probably be killed—and since 【Stealth】 didn't work, I couldn't run.

"No, no, I won't kill you if you refuse. You just won't get that thing you’re looking for."

Wait. Is he reading my mind?

"Indeed I am. I’m a god, after all. Reading a human heart is easy, and human skills simply don't work on me."

"I... I see. Understood, Lord God. What would you have me do?"

"Good. But first, we need to wake up that useless lizard over there indulging in an afternoon nap in front of my temple."

...

...

"Wha—wait! Lord God, if you do that—!"

I tried to stop him, but I was too late. The God of Wind dashed forward with terrifying speed, took a literal running start, and punched the Wyvern Lord in the face with all his might.

The Wyvern Lord flew through the air with the classic "zip" of a cartoon character, crashing head-first into the opposite cliff face. It remained there, head embedded in the rock, limbs dangling limply.

Uh... is it okay? Is it dead?

Ignoring my concern, the God flew over to the cliff, grabbed the Wyvern Lord by the tail, yanked it out, and flew back to the plaza. 

The sight of a flying man dragging a limp, swaying Wyvern Lord behind him was nothing short of surreal.

"Um, Lord God, what exactly is happening?"

"Yes, well, I want you to help this child out a bit. Go on, introduce yourself."

The Wyvern Lord turned its head toward me, looking deeply intimidated. I sighed in relief; at least it was still alive.

"U-Um... I-I'm... m-my name is J-Jerome. I'm, uh, well... a Wyvern Lord, I guess..."

His voice trailed off until he was practically whispering. I couldn't even catch the last part.

"I'm Allen. Nice to meet you."

I tentatively held out my right hand. Jerome flinched and tried to hide behind the God. Given his size, it didn't work at all.

"Come now, shake hands properly," the God commanded.

Prodded by his deity, Jerome timidly extended a front leg. It was far too large for me to actually shake, so I settled for grasping a single claw and gently moving it up and down.

"Looking forward to working with you."

The moment I said that, Jerome’s face lit up with a brilliant smile, and his tail began to wag furiously.

Is he... a dog?
Chapter 11: Villager A Becomes Love’s Cupid (Part 1)

"Um, excuse me, God. In the end, what exactly am I supposed to be doing here?"

"Well, you see," the God of Wind replied, "I want you to help young Jerome here find himself a bride."

"Come again?"

"Didn't you hear me? I want you to help Jerome get a wife."

Apparently, my ears hadn't deceived me. Why on earth was a god acting as a matchmaker for a Wyvern Lord?

"It’s because Jerome and Melissa—the lizard of his dreams—have the potential to become Sky Dragons if they receive my divine protection," the God explained.

"I’m sorry, I still don't follow."

"Hmm? Oh, right. You aren't very well-versed in these matters, are you, Allen? Well, it’s a long story, so never mind the details. If you can get Jerome and Melissa to hit it off, I’ll bestow my protection upon you as well. How does that sound?"

I took a moment to consider the offer. What should I do...?

For now, as far as deals went, it wasn't a bad trade.

"All right. I’ll give it a shot."

"Aha! I knew you’d say that. Honestly, I was just about to get bored, leave the Book of the Wind God here, and head home. But this will be the perfect way to kill some time."

Wait. Did he just say something I absolutely shouldn't have ignored?

"A-A-Allen-shuh—hic!"

Jerome tried to speak but ended up biting his own tongue. This guy was a total disaster.

"Fine. I said I’d help, and I will. So, what kind of girl is this Melissa?"

"..."

Jerome just fidgeted, shuffling his massive claws.

Good grief, pull yourself together. You're a male, aren't you?!

"Hmph. Allow me to show you," the God said.

A screen manifested before my eyes. On it was the image of a single, pure-white Wyvern Lord gliding gracefully through the sky. A familiar-looking ribbon was tied around her tail.

Oh, right. Now I get it.

This was the "I arrived too early" trope. If I hadn't shown up when I did, the God of Wind would have grown bored, left the Book of the Wind God in the temple, and returned to the Divine Realm.

In that original timeline, Jerome would have eventually won Melissa over on his own and they would have become a couple. Then, just as they reached the peak of their happiness with a newborn hatchling, Amy and the capture targets would have shown up and slaughtered them for experience points.

Yeah, that’s just the worst.

"Oh? Allen, why are you thinking about the future as if it were a recorded fact? Well, regardless, you’ve already promised to help, so don't think you can just wait for me to disappear. If you try to run away now, I’ll send you straight to hell with a bolt of divine punishment. Rest assured."

"I don't feel 'rest assured' at all. Can we circle back to that last part?"

"Well, I feel better, so there’s no problem."



I forced myself to switch gears.

"Alright, let's start the strategy meeting. A great military strategist once said: 'If you know the enemy and know yourself, you need not fear the result of a hundred battles.' First, we need to learn more about Melissa. Tell me everything you know about her, Jerome."

Jerome just continued to squirm and fidget.

I really wanted to punch this guy. His spinelessness was starting to grate on my nerves.

"Keeping your mouth shut won't get us anywhere! Just spit it out already!"

"H-Hieee! I’ll talk! I’ll talk, so please don't be angry!"

"Good. Now, give me the details."

"Y-yes. Melissa is a white Wyvern, and her trademark is that stylish ribbon tied to her tail. She’s... she’s very beautiful."

"And? What about her hobbies?"

Jerome’s expression turned pained.

"Have you ever even spoken to her?"

He looked even more distressed.

Wait, so they’re complete strangers? Isn't Jerome just a stalker at this point?

Jerome looked genuinely crushed by my realization.

"Fine. We’ll start with a basic greeting and try to get you into the 'friend zone' first."

Jerome continued to fidget.

"You... got... that?" I growled.

"H-Hyeey!"



The God transported us to a spot near where Melissa was resting her wings.

"Listen up. For your first move, you’re going to walk up and say: 'Hello, my name is Jerome. That’s a very lovely, stylish ribbon you have. May I sit beside you?' After that, just keep the conversation casual. Find out what she likes to do or what her favorite food is. Compliment her, then try to set a date to go somewhere together. Got it? Now get in there."

Jerome heaved his massive body into the air and flew toward Melissa. I stayed back with the God to watch the scene unfold from a distance.

Jerome landed near her and approached with heavy, thudding steps. Melissa raised her head and glared at him.

"Who are you? Do you want something?"

"H-H-H-H..."

Melissa gave Jerome a look usually reserved for a pile of garbage, then immediately took flight and disappeared.



"Okay, new plan. If you're too nervous to talk, we'll lead with a gift. What kind of present would a Wyvern girl actually like?"

"U-um... m-maybe meat?"

"Fine, let’s go with that. Can you get some?"

"Y-y-yes."

Jerome flew off. While he was gone, I continued to keep an eye on Melissa with the God.

After a while, Jerome returned. His entire face was smeared with blood, and he was dangling a gargantuan, writhing worm from his maw.

The moment Melissa saw him coming, she let out a piercing shriek and fled into the distance.



"Alright. If talking is out and gifts are a failure, we’ll have to fix your look. What’s considered 'high fashion' for a Wyvern?"

"U-um... a flower crown?"

"I have my doubts, but fine. Let’s try it. Can you put one together?"

"Y-y-yes."

Once again, Jerome flew off. I spent the interval watching Melissa with the God.

A short while later, I saw what looked like a massive, flying clump of trees and shrubbery approaching.

As soon as that bizarre object landed near Melissa, she let out a horrified "Gyaaa!" and vanished over the horizon.
Townsperson A Becomes Cupid (Part 2)

“Hmm. Allen-kun, this isn’t going well at all, is it?”

“God, please don’t look at me,” I sighed. “I didn't think it would be quite this disastrous.”

Over in the corner, Jerome was curled into a ball, moping. If you have enough time to wallow, you have enough time to try harder, I thought.

“Well then, Allen-kun. Do you have any other plans?”

“Hmm. If we’re going with the orthodox approach, I suppose the next step would be to dress him up properly and have him try talking to her again.”

“A-A-About th-th-that... P-P-Proper... d-dress...?” Jerome stammered.

“How should I know? I know what that means for a human, but I haven't a clue for a Wyvern. Though, for a human, the first step is usually to put on a tie.”

“A tie?”

“Well, let’s just give it a shot.”

I reached out and touched Jerome’s hide, activating my Alchemy skill to create a large white necktie. I scratched a magic circle into the dirt, specifying the exact dimensions and properties of the final product. As long as I had a clear mental image of the outcome, the skill handled the finer details for me.

Finally, I placed a Horn Rabbit Magic Stone in the center of the circle.

“Transmutation!”

As I channeled my mana through the stone, I felt a sudden, massive drain on my energy. The magic circle flared with light, and a large, pristine white tie appeared, wrapped securely around Jerome’s neck.

I was gasping for air, my shoulders heaving from the sheer exhaustion, before I finally collapsed onto my rear.

“W-Well... how’s that look?”

“T-T-T-Thank you!”

Overjoyed, Jerome tried to reach out and shake my hand, but I scrambled backward in a panic.

“You idiot! If you touch me like that, you’ll crush me!”

“O-Oh, s-sorry...”

“It’s fine. Look, you actually look pretty sharp now, so—”

“Kyaaaa!”

Melissa’s scream echoed from the distance. Jerome didn't hesitate; he took off toward the source of the cry instantly. Still reeling from the mana drain, I let God carry me as we slowly followed after him.

In the sky ahead, we found Melissa surrounded by a swarm of roughly thirty Wyverns.

“W-What do you want?! Get away from me!”

“Grrrrr...”

The surrounding Wyverns merely growled, offering no verbal reply.

“The Wyverns in this pack are still young, so it seems they haven’t learned to speak yet,” God explained, anticipating my question. “It looks like they’re trying to find an outlet for their youthful male libido.”

They’re no better than beasts. Ganging up on a girl like that!

“Get away from Melissa-san!” Jerome roared.

He slammed his massive body into the Wyverns swarming her, knocking them out of the sky one after another. Despite the desperate numerical disadvantage—one against thirty—Jerome fought with the ferocity of a lion.

“I won't forgive anyone who lays a claw on Melissa-san!”

Jerome continued to fight, acting as a shield for Melissa even as he began to bleed from the bites of the younger males. Melissa didn't look away for a second; she watched his every move with wide eyes.

Eventually, the last of the pack was driven off. Jerome, having exhausted every ounce of his strength, began to plummet toward the earth. He hit the ground with a massive thud, sending a thick cloud of dust billowing into the air.

“God!”

“Quite right. Let us go.”

God transported us to the impact site.

“Jerome!” I called out.

The dust gradually settled, revealing Melissa huddled beneath Jerome, supporting his massive weight with her own body.

“Ugh... huh? Where am I?” Jerome groaned.

“Jerome!”

“A-A-Allen-san? A-A-A-And M-M-M-Melissa-san?!”

Realizing he was practically on top of her, Jerome turned bright red and tried to scramble away. However, Melissa used her tail to expertly snag him, refusing to let him go.

“Jerome, was it? Thank you for saving me. You looked really cool up there.”

As she spoke, Melissa tilted her head and planted a gentle kiss on Jerome’s cheek.

It looked like I’d managed to complete God’s request after all. Even if I didn’t actually do anything in the end!



“Very well. As promised, I shall grant you my Divine Protection,” God said, placing a hand on my head. I felt a strange sensation, as if something was flowing into my core.

“There, all finished. As for Jerome and Melissa, I’ll grant them a blessing of my own when the time is right, after they’ve married. Until then, farewell.”

With those parting words, God vanished into a pillar of light. The Book of the Wind God was nowhere to be seen.

“A-A-Ah, um. A-A-Allen-san. Thank you so much!”

“No, don’t thank me. I didn't do a thing. It was all your hard work, Jerome.”

“B-But, because you helped me...! I-I have to give you a reward...”

“It’s fine, really. Oh, actually... how about this? In the summer four years from now, I want you two to stay away from this area. Just for that season. Some... dangerous intruders might show up around here.”

“Eh? B-But that’s not much of a reward...”

“Hehe. Your name is Allen, right?” Melissa interjected. “I’ll give you my thanks as well. Thank you. Besides, this cloth decoration on Jerry actually suits him. He looks handsome.”

“Well, glad you like it.”

I guess she’s already moved on to nicknames, I noted. Jerry, huh?

“Listen,” Melissa continued. “If you ever absolutely need our help, we’ll come running for you once. No matter what it is, we’ll have your back. How does that sound?”

“Hmm. Yeah, that works for me. Let’s go with that.”

“Honestly, I think that’s a pretty incredible offer, but fine. Thanks again!”

“Yeah. Jerome, you better treat Melissa right!”

“A-A-Um...”

“Honestly, pull yourself together!” Melissa chided, swatting Jerome on the head with her tail. She probably thought she was being playful, but the heavy thud it made sent a shiver down my spine.

“I-I know! A-Allen-kun, thank you! S-See you again!”

“Yeah, see ya!”

And so, after that bizarre experience, I began the long walk back toward the village of Frissen.

As a side note, I made sure to collect the Magic Stones and materials from the Wyvern corpses Jerome had left behind. Consider it a perk of the job.
Episode 13: Townsperson A Wants to Fly Freely Through the Sky

So, I returned to Frissen Village after a bizarre stint of playing the Good Samaritan to a pack of Wyverns rather than humans in the Valley of the Flying Dragons. While I was at it, I noticed something worth looking at.

────

Name: Allen
Rank: E
Age: 12
Divine Protection: 【Wind God】
Skills: 【Stealth】【Appraisal】【Alchemy】【Wind Magic】
Place of Residence: Luluden
Funds: 3,009,012
Level: 1
Physical Strength: E
Magic Power: D

────

My Divine Protection had shifted from simple Wind Magic to 【Wind God】, and 【Wind Magic】 itself had been added to my skill list. Plus, my magic power had jumped two ranks from F to D without me doing a single thing. 

I’d never heard of a protection like 【Wind God】 before. To put rank D in perspective, I’m pretty sure that was Marcus’s level during the Villainess’s Condemnation Event. Ah, in case you’ve forgotten, Marcus is one of the capture targets—the son of the court magician.

Regardless, a divine blessing from God was bound to be incredible, and the new skill finally gave me access to the wind magic I’d been wanting. With that settled, it was time to move to the next phase of my Scenario Destruction Plan. The objective: securing a reliable means of transportation.

You might be wondering what I was thinking, but look at the facts. Horses are the fastest way to get around in this world. Even if you rode several into the ground in a single day, you’d cover a few hundred kilometers at best. A standard shared carriage only manages a few dozen. Now, imagine a world like this having a way to travel at several hundred kilometers per hour. 

Exactly. That’s what I was getting at.

My goal for this operation was to build a glider. Not just a pure, unpowered glider, mind you, but one using wind magic as a propulsion source. A glider is basically an ultra-light aircraft that can fly without a traditional engine. Back in my previous life, I was an aeronautical engineer; I had more than enough knowledge of aerodynamics to pull this off. I could even pilot the thing.

I set to work on the blueprints. I designed a cylindrical fuselage to serve as the engine housing, where magic would blast air backward. I'd use a Wyvern’s Magic Stone as the catalyst for the spell. I added a three-wheel landing gear at the base—they’d be doing the heavy lifting during takeoff and landing. 

The top of the fuselage was flat, allowing me to strap in face-down. I’d supply mana to the engine with my right hand, while my left would control the elevators on the horizontal stabilizer and the rudder on the vertical stabilizer through mana infusion. For the wings, I stuck with a standard, orthodox airfoil. 

The materials would primarily consist of Wyvern bones and membranes, supplemented by carbon fiber. Using my 【Alchemy】 skill, I converted the blueprints into a magic circle and prepared the materials for transmutation. 

This skill really was a cheat. In the game, Amy used to whip up things like "perfectly stable carriages" in an instant, so I figured I could manage this, but seeing a magic circle materialize exactly according to my specs was still mind-blowing. It was exactly what I’d hoped for, yet I couldn't help being impressed.

Once the magic circle was finished, I felt confident. Aside from the wind magic engine, the glider’s shape was based on aircraft that had a proven track record in my previous life. 

I headed to a clearing a short distance from the village. It was overgrown with weeds, so I cleared them out using my newly acquired wind magic.

"O Mana, source of all things. Gather in my palm, become the gale, and reap my foes. Wind Cutter!"

The chant for the spell I wanted just popped into my head—perks of the 【Wind Magic】 skill, I suppose. I leveled a five-hundred-meter runway using a combination of wind magic and alchemy. Thanks to my magic status jumping to D, I didn't feel the slightest bit of fatigue even after all that work. This was great.

Runway ready, I pulled out the magic circle I’d drawn on paper. I set out two Wyvern Magic Stones, one membrane, and one femur, then added a healthy pile of charcoal before activating the circle.

"Transmute!"

The circle flared with light, the materials shifting and warping until the light faded, leaving behind the glider exactly as I’d envisioned it. I thanked my lucky stars for the cheat skill, strapped into the seatbelt face-down, and gripped the handle to start the engine.

"O Mana, source of all things. Gather in my palm and become the wind."

The magic took hold, and the engine’s magic circle roared, venting a violent blast of air. Goooooooh! The glider surged forward, the acceleration pinning me down.

Ugh, I’m going to puke...

The G-force felt like it was going to tear my body apart. Then, in the next heartbeat, the glider was airborne.

"Yes! Success!" 

I watched the altitude climb. The forest shrank beneath me, and soon I was soaring above the mountain peaks. It felt incredible. It was the first time I’d seen the sky like this since my college days in my previous life. I stabilized the flight using the elevators, and the glider transitioned into a steady cruise.

Without instruments, I followed the highway—which looked like a thin line drawn on the ground—to navigate toward the Royal Capital, Luluden. It was incomparably faster than any carriage. And, more than anything, it was exhilarating. I soared over one walled town after another.

"Is that... Luluden Castle?" 

I rejoiced at spotting the familiar structure in the distance and reflexively muttered to myself. I had covered a distance that took days by carriage in a matter of hours. Technology cheats are truly wonderful.

I started preparing to descend, then a cold realization hit me. 

"Wait, where the hell am I supposed to land?"

There were no seas or large rivers near Luluden for a safe splashdown. The highway was too narrow and crowded with travelers to attempt a landing there. And then I remembered the biggest oversight of all.

I didn't have a parachute.

I frantically scanned the horizon for a landing site while circling the area. Eventually, I spotted a lake deep in the Northeast Forest, near the ruins. It wasn't a landmark that appeared in the game's Scenario, but the only monsters in that forest were Horn Rabbits and the occasional Goblin. I’d aim for that. 

I cut the engine and began my glide, bleeding speed and altitude. I lined up with the longest stretch of the oval-shaped lake.

"Dammit. I never even practiced emergency landings as a student!" 

I cursed my own stupidity. But I couldn't die here—not if I wanted to avoid losing to my Scenario. I focused every nerve on the controls, guiding the glider into a splashdown trajectory. I skimmed the treetops and hit the water. It was a bit steeper than I'd liked. I pulled up on the elevators and fired a reverse burst from the engine. 

I should have added flaps to the wings. I could have slowed down so much more!

Water erupted around me as the glider skipped across the surface, hurtled toward the opposite shore, and slammed into the bank. The tail flipped over, and the belly of the craft smashed into a tree with a deafening crunch.

When the noise stopped, I was still in one piece. My seatbelt had kept me from being launched into the woods, which was my only saving grace. My whole body was screaming in pain, but I’d avoided serious injury. The glider, however, was totaled. As I watched, it disintegrated into fine sand—a trait of alchemical creations once they were destroyed, it seemed.

"Well, that was a failure."

I sighed, activated my 【Stealth】 skill, and started the long walk toward Luluden. I’d successfully flown, but at the cost of two precious Magic Stones, a Wyvern femur, and a membrane.
Episode 14: Townsman A Dreams of VTOL

“Whoa there, Allen-boy. You’re drowned like a rat. What the hell did you do?”

After my emergency landing in the lake, I had headed straight for the Guild’s hot showers to warm my frozen bones, only to be intercepted by my master.

“Oh, you know. I messed up a bit and took a plunge. I figured I’d come by to use the showers.”

“Right, I see. Just watch yourself. It’s when kids like you get some experience and start feeling cocky that they’re most likely to kick the bucket. Don’t you dare go dying before your mother, you hear?”

“Understood.”

I gave him a quick nod, but before I could escape, Monica-san spotted me and immediately started laying into Master.

“Oh my! Allen-kun, you’re soaking wet! What happened? Wait—don’t tell me! Rudolf-san! I don’t care how intense your training is, you can’t just douse a fainted boy in water to wake him up! He’s still a child! You can’t do that!”

“Huh? Hey, hold on. The kid just came back like this on his own. I haven’t even started today’s lessons yet!”

Monica-san narrowed her eyes at Master, clearly unconvinced, before turning back to me with a beaming, honeyed smile.

“Well, whatever. Allen-kun, you’ll catch a cold staying in those wet clothes. Come on, big sister will give you a good scrubbing—”

“I-I can wash myself just fine, thanks!”

The atmosphere was getting weird, so I beat a hasty retreat.

“Aww, don’t be like that! I was only joking!”

I could still hear Monica-san’s voice trailing after me, but I honestly couldn't tell if she was kidding or not. Either way, whenever that busty receptionist turned up the pressure, I never knew quite how to handle her.

After paying 1,000 Cent for a hot shower to get my body temperature back to normal, I changed into a spare set of clothes I’d brought from home and returned to the Guild’s main counter.

“Master, I’d like to sell this.”

I presented the treasure I’d scouted back in Frissen Village.

────

Name: Flame Knife
Description: Grants a low probability of dealing additional fire-attribute damage when attacking.
Grade: Rare
Price: 450,000 Cent

────

“Ho… your eye for quality is as sharp as ever, Allen-boy. What’s your asking price?”

“I’d be happy with 400,000 Cent.”

“Yeah, that’s fair. Fine, I’ll take it.”

My savings jumped by another 400,000 Cent. I was still nowhere near my ultimate target, of course, so I’d need to keep grinding.

But there was no need to panic just yet.

“Don’t overdo it, Allen-boy.”

“I won’t, Master.”

I planned to take it easy for a while. My next project was to begin construction on a VTOL—a vertical take-off and landing glider.



I spent the next month or so deep in research.

Through that process, I discovered two critical factors regarding manufacturing with the Alchemy skill.

The first was the importance of the blueprint. The accuracy of the finished product and the amount of mana required depended entirely on how precisely I could visualize the object.

In the game, Amy could produce high-performance carriages with nothing more than a vague, "fuzzy" mental image. However, she only achieved that toward the end of the story, after she had grown significantly as a protagonist and possessed an astronomical mana pool. For someone like me—the current me—imitating that feat was an utter impossibility.

Therefore, the key was to prepare blueprints that were as technically accurate as possible and to memorize every nut and bolt of the structure.

The second factor was the preparation of materials. I’d seen hints of this in the game’s descriptions, and my follow-up tests confirmed it: the presence or absence of physical materials changed the required mana cost by a staggering degree. It was the difference between night and day.

In particular, creating something out of thin air was almost entirely beyond my current capacity.

On the other hand, even if I lacked the exact materials, I could synthesize similar substitutes if I had something to work with. This was especially true for monster-derived materials.

The beauty of this was cost-cutting. I didn't need to build the entire craft out of expensive Wyvern membranes; I could mix in membranes from Giant Bats—a common, easily obtainable monster—to significantly lower the price point.

I also made several breakthroughs regarding the aircraft’s controls.

On the positive side, I finally settled on a material for mana transmission.

To operate the rudder and elevators, I used the Alchemy skill to deform the components in real-time with my left hand. I discovered that my own hair was the most effective conductor—acting like a literal wire—to transmit that signal.

It was a total accident, really. I had been experimenting with various monster parts when a stray hair fell onto my tools. I was so dazed from sleep deprivation that I used it by mistake, and to my surprise, it worked perfectly.

The negative discovery, however, was that I couldn't control multiple points simultaneously. This was a limitation of my own processing power; if I focused on controlling one part of the craft, I lost my grip on the others.

For example, if I was running the Wind Magic Engine, I couldn't operate the rudder or elevators.

This was a fatal flaw. Realizing vertical take-off and landing with a single engine was incredibly difficult. I wanted at least two—like the Osprey that was always in the news back in Japan—or better yet, four, like a drone.

Once I hit this wall, I decided to put my research on hold.

If I can't use multiple spells at once, I just have to find a way to learn how.

I had the meta-knowledge. I knew that on the top floor of the Sage’s Tower, there was an item called the Scroll of Multicasting.

Conquering that tower usually required immense magical power. Even if you managed to sneak in using Stealth, you wouldn't be able to make the climb.

However, I was certain that with my current toolkit, I could tackle it using a different strategy.

With a new goal in mind, I began drafting the tools and procuring the supplies necessary to conquer the Sage’s Tower.



On Alchemy, Magic, Incantations, and Magic Circles

Magic is activated by specifying a "result" (the finished state) and providing the "process" (the methodology) through the appropriate expenditure of mana.

Incantations are the verbalization of the process required to reach the imagined result. The spoken words and the mental image are linked by mana to trigger the spell.

Magic Circles are a physical recording of both the result and the process. By flowing mana into the circle, the magic is activated. It is easiest to think of a magic circle as a technical blueprint for a spell.

Transmutation: The act of creating physical objects through alchemy is a subset of magic. Because the results and processes of transmutation are incredibly complex, it is standard practice to use magic circles rather than incantations.
Episode 15: Townsperson A Conquers the Sage's Tower

"Course clear. Takeoff OK. Taking off."

I ignited the Wind Magic Engine, and the Wind Magic Glider accelerated down the runway until it lifted into the sky.

If there isn't a runway, I’ll just have to make one, I’d thought. With that pragmatic logic in mind, I had gone ahead and cleared a strip deep in the forest of northeastern Luluden. Traveling back and forth from the city was a bit of a hassle, but it wasn't as if I could take off or land in the middle of a bustling town anyway. I really should have just done this from the start.

The glider gained altitude steadily, soaring with enough momentum to reach the height of the stratus clouds.

To put things into perspective, the Sage's Tower was located in an incredibly inaccessible region. From Luluden, one had to take a series of carriages for ten days to reach a specific town, then trek another four days through dense forest on foot. 

The tower was said to have been built by an ancient sage. It was a staggering 300 floors high—a skyscraper that would make the Burj Khalifa turn pale with envy. At 300 floors, the actual height was likely somewhere between 1,000 and 1,500 meters.

In the game, you could visit this tower as part of an independent research project for the second-year school festival. However, it wasn't mandatory; you could clear the main story without ever stepping foot inside.

Because the tower was so far away, I didn't bother with fuel-efficient gliding. Instead, I kept the Wind Magic Engine firing at full blast. I was moving significantly faster than during my previous flight; at this rate, I estimated I would arrive in just a few hours.

The Wind Magic Glider had undergone several improvements since its last outing, specifically tailored for the conquest of the Sage's Tower.

The most significant upgrade was making the core of the Wind Magic Engine—the heart of the glider—removable. Last time, I had transmuted everything into a single, cohesive unit, meaning the whole thing was ruined if one part broke. This time, even if I crashed, I wouldn't need to hunt for a new Wyvern Magic Stone as long as I recovered the core.

I had also switched the airframe's material almost entirely to carbon fiber. I used Wyvern bones only for the wing roots, where the structural stress was highest. Thanks to that efficiency, I’d only used half of the Wyvern’s femur.

As for the medium to transmit the mana... that was my own hair. Plucking it out was painful, but desperate times called for desperate measures. I’ve never liked having long hair—it's nothing but a nuisance—but I supposed I’d have to consider growing it out for future components.

By cutting costs this way, the Magic Stone required for the rest of the airframe’s transmutation didn't need to be a rare Wyvern stone; an Orc Magic Stone sufficed.

This was a massive breakthrough.

I could buy an Orc Magic Stone from the Guild for about 100,000 Cent. While Orcs were loathed by the general populace for various reasons, they were popular as a source of meat. Since hunting them was a primary source of income for mid-tier adventurers, the market inventory of their stones was always abundant.

Balanced between cost-efficiency and high performance, the Wind Magic Glider hummed along smoothly on its maiden long-distance voyage.



As I sat there, stuffing my face with a sandwich I’d prepared for the trip, a tower of impossible height appeared on the horizon. 

There was no mistaking it. That was the Sage's Tower.

"Time to begin the operation, just as we practiced," I muttered.

I gripped the elevator controls with my left hand, banking the craft into a turn while climbing higher. The glider pierced through the stratus clouds, emerging into the clear air above. Since those clouds usually topped out at around 2,000 meters, that was roughly my current altitude.

Below me, a vast, white sea of clouds stretched to the horizon. The upper reaches of the tower thrust through the white expanse like a needle. I could finally see the rooftop with my own eyes.

I piloted the glider closer, but no interference or defensive magic triggered. 

Just as I thought.

I swung the glider out wide, distancing myself from the tower before banking into a sharp U-turn. I leveled the nose, aiming it straight at the structure.

"Vector good. Altitude good. Target: Top floor of the Sage’s Tower. Glider Missile, charge!"

I cranked the Wind Magic Engine to maximum output.

The airframe groaned and rattled under the strain. Speed built rapidly as I went into a dead-sprint dive toward the very peak of the tower.

"Now! Eject!"

I yanked the engine core from its housing and slapped the emergency escape trigger.

The mechanism functioned perfectly, launching me upward and clear of the craft with a heavy thump.

"Mana. Source of all creation, gather in my hand and become the wind."

I fired a blast of wind diagonally downward to kill my forward momentum, then deployed my custom parachute. Once the canopy caught, I ignited a secondary, miniature Wind Magic Engine to stabilize my descent. It wasn't powerful enough for true flight, but it allowed me to steer my landing precisely.

With this setup, I was essentially a motorized paraglider.

Meanwhile, the glider I had abandoned transformed into a makeshift missile. It slammed into the top of the Sage’s Tower with a resounding crash. Because the craft was lightweight, the impact wasn't world-ending, but I had reinforced the nose with iron to ensure it had enough punch to break through.

I guided myself down onto the rooftop and quickly assessed the situation. The area where the glider had struck was crumbled, leaving a gaping hole, but the rest of the structure seemed unharmed.

I hurriedly stowed my parachute and used a rope to descend through the breach into the top floor.

"All according to plan!"

I had successfully reached the summit while bypassing every single trap, monster, and boss the tower had to throw at me.

As I looked around, the Sage's Tower's self-repair functions kicked in. The stone masonry began to knit itself back together, gradually erasing the hole until the exterior looked as though the accident had never happened.

To be clear, the only reason I knew the exterior walls were destructible was because of the game's story. In the original timeline, there was an event where Amy and her party reached the top floor to celebrate their victory, only to be ambushed when a wounded Black Sky Dragon smashed through the outer wall to attack them.

The dragon's character design had been undeniably cool, but it was an "abrupt encounter" boss with no dialogue that was also absurdly powerful. At the time, I remember cursing the developers for the sudden difficulty spike.

Having successfully infiltrated the room, I marched toward the treasure chest sitting in the center of the floor. 

The lid let out a dry, metallic groan as I pried it open. Inside lay a single scroll.

No doubt about it—this was the Scroll of Multicasting.

I used the item immediately, and the knowledge flooded my mind as I acquired the skill.



Name: Allen

Rank: E

Age: 12

Divine Protection: 【Wind God】

Skills: 【Stealth】, 【Appraisal】, 【Alchemy】, 【Wind Magic】, 【Multi-Cast】

Residence: Luluden

Funds: 3,308,751 Cent

Level: 1

Stamina: E

Magic Power: D  



Well then. I only needed one more skill to complete my build. It was time to start the preparations.
Chapter 16: Townsperson A Gets Lost in the Forest of Bewilderment

"Course clear, launch OK, takeoff!"

I pulled on my handmade goggles and activated the Wind Magic Engine, launching my vertical take-off and landing Wind Magic Glider—the Vuitol. The name, of course, was simply the acronym VTOL pronounced as a single word.

With me aboard, the Vuitol accelerated as if sliding down a sheet of ice. Once I’d gained enough speed, I pulled up and soared into the sky.

Wait, what happened to the vertical take-off?

Well, it devoured far too much mana and was honestly exhausting, so I didn't bother with it unless absolutely necessary. Of course, the Vuitol was perfectly capable of it; I’d spent the last two months of research and development proving as much.

While this new Vuitol looked similar to my previous Wind Magic Glider, it represented a massive leap forward in engineering. The propulsion engine was still located beneath the belly, and I still piloted it by lying prone on top of the frame. However, the craft now featured a double-layered structure. Beneath the main propulsion unit, I had installed two additional Wind Magic Engines. 

These auxiliary engines took in air from the front and exhausted it directly downward through ports near the nose and tail, providing the necessary lift for vertical maneuvers. Furthermore, I had added winglets to the tips of the main wings. I even incorporated a mechanism that allowed those winglets to transform into supplementary attitude-control engines during takeoff and landing.

For the uninitiated, winglets are those little fins at the tips of an airplane's wings that curve upward. In my previous life, even the HondaJet—produced by that major Japanese automaker—featured them.

Regardless of the magic involved, the Vuitol still operated within the realm of physics, and I couldn't simply ignore those constraints. Using the wings to generate lift required far less energy than trying to defy gravity using nothing but raw wind power. It was the same reason why real-world fighter jets rarely used their VTOL capabilities during standard operations.

My current destination was the Forest of Bewilderment. My prize, the Chantless Scroll, lay dormant just outside the entrance to the Infinite Corridor located deep within those woods.

In the original game, the lore went something like this:

Once, there lived a benevolent sage who helped many people by wielding powerful magic without the need for incantations. One day, the sage traveled to the Elven Village within the Forest of Bewilderment to gather medicinal ingredients. However, he lost his way and perished.

Because he died with his mission unfulfilled, his soul could not find peace. He transformed into the "Chantless Scroll," waiting for someone to inherit his will and use his power to help others.

Obtaining the scroll hadn't involved a boss battle or anything of the sort. One simply had to find his remains and give them a respectful burial. The game mentioned that because his body was found just before the Infinite Corridor, he must have been trapped within the loop, managed to escape through sheer power, and then finally collapsed from exhaustion.

Additionally, once you passed through the Forest of Bewilderment, you would traditionally find the Elven Village. I had no business there, however, so I didn't plan on visiting. You couldn't even enter the village without an elven escort anyway, and there wasn't anything particularly valuable there for me at this stage.

In the game’s story, a forced event would trigger during the summer of the second year. You would run into an elf in town who would beg for help because monsters had overrun their home. After saving the village, the Elf Queen would grant you a Fairy Hairpin—an accessory that served as a permanent pass to their lands. If I went now, the monsters wouldn't even be there yet, so nothing would happen. The scroll was technically just something you were supposed to stumble across while on that quest.

Getting to the Forest of Bewilderment from Luluden usually took about two weeks by carriage, as it lay far beyond the northern mountains. Since I was traveling by air, I figured I’d arrive by evening, so I settled in to enjoy the flight.



By the time I cleared the mountain range, the sun had begun to sink toward the horizon. According to the vague map I’d purchased from the Guild, I should have been closing in on the Village of Linzea, but I didn't see anything resembling a settlement.

Linzea was the closest village to my destination; in the game, it served as the jumping-off point for any excursion into the forest. Unfortunately, things weren't looking good. The forest canopy was so dense that I’d lost sight of the main road, and I no longer had any idea where I was. In short, I was lost.

I needed to hurry before the sun set completely. I desperately wanted to avoid a situation where I was forced to look for a campsite in total darkness. Strong monsters prowled this region. While I’d brought weapons, I didn't want to take unnecessary risks. My ability to defeat monsters relied entirely on landing a surprise attack from Stealth; I was under no illusions about my own raw strength.

I flew aimlessly over the woods for a while, watching as the sun began to dip behind the peaks.

This is bad!

As I scanned the horizon in a panic, I spotted a small, clear opening in the sea of trees.

"Wait, is that a village?" I muttered to myself, banking the craft toward the clearing. 

Even if it wasn't a village, a natural clearing would at least give me a place to land and set up camp. As I drew closer, my hopes were confirmed. It was a village. I could see wooden houses and even a few tiny figures moving about.

Luckily, I noticed another small clearing about fifty meters away from the houses. Landing right in the middle of town would cause a massive scene, so I decided to set down there instead. I began to circle the area, gradually bleeding off altitude.

"Vertical engines, activate."

Once my speed and height had dropped sufficiently, I engaged the VTOL system. The intake and exhaust ports slid open, and jets of air began to blast downward. This was the most delicate part of the flight; I had to manage my attitude while simultaneously killing my forward momentum.

"Attitude control engines, activate."

The auxiliary engines on the wingtips hummed to life. I funneled mana into all four engines at once, using the main thruster to stabilize my descent. I could feel my mana reserves being steadily siphoned away, but I kept my cool, recalling every hour of practice as I manipulated the controls.

Finally, the Vuitol touched down safely.

I unbuckled my safety harness and climbed off the craft, feeling the solid earth beneath my boots.

"Man, I am wiped..." I groaned, stretching my stiff limbs.

I was just about to hide the Vuitol and head toward the village when a voice cut through the air.

"Don't move!"

A group of men emerged from the treeline. Every one of them had a bow drawn, their arrows leveled squarely at my chest. But what truly caught my attention was the shape of their ears. They were long and pointed.

Wait... why are they here? How did it come to this?
Chapter 17: Townsman A Confronts an Evil Spirit

I thought I’d finally made a landing in a human village, but it turned out to be the Elven Village—a place hidden deep within the Forest of Bewilderment.

How did it even come to this?

Since I looked like a total trespasser, I decided the best course of action was to obey the elves' instructions. They promptly escorted me to a large house.

"Excuse me, but… you’re Elves, right?"

"Yeah. Obviously. You can tell just by looking, can’t you?"

I tried asking one of the men pointing a bow at me, but his response was curt.

The interior of the house was a dead ringer for the Queen’s residence I’d seen in the game. And there, sitting upon the throne, was the same beautiful Queen from the screen.

"You are a human, I take it?"

"Yes. My name is Allen."

"Well then, Allen-san. What brings you to our village?"

The Queen’s interrogation began.

"I’m sorry. I just wandered in by mistake. I was actually trying to reach a different human village."

"Don’t lie to us!" one of the guards barked.

"Peace," the Queen said, silencing him. "However, our village is protected by the power of spirits. Neither humans nor monsters should be able to navigate that forest. How exactly did you get here?"

"I came from the sky."

"The sky? Do you mean to say you possess enough magical power to fly over the forest canopy and maintain your altitude?"

"Er, yes. I suppose that’s one way to put it."

"How could this be…"

The Queen looked genuinely shocked.

"Your Majesty, that’s impossible," an aide-like man interjected, desperately trying to discredit me. "I can’t sense that kind of magical power from this person at all."

I didn’t recall a character like him being in the game, but he was certainly laying it on thick.

"True, I do not sense a vast well of mana, but… wait. Allen-san, do you happen to possess a Divine Protection?"

Should I tell her? Well, she isn't human, and the Elves in the game were established as human-haters anyway, so it probably wouldn't cause much trouble.

"For now, let's just say I’ve received the Divine Protection of the 【Wind God】."

The Queen stood up, her eyes wide with surprise. "I-Is that true!?"

"Technically, yes."

I deactivated the concealment on the 【Wind God】 blessing I’d been hiding with 【Stealth】 and showed her the status screen on my Guild Card.

"Ah… the God has not abandoned us after all!"

She was acting quite melodramatic, but I had no idea what was going on.

"Um, Queen? I’m completely failing to follow the plot here…"

"Ah, forgive me. My apologies. Allen-san—no, Allen-sama. Please, you must save our village."

"Excuse me?"

Why is a quest event starting now? The monster that demands a sacrifice shouldn't even be appearing yet.

"In truth, an evil spirit has begun to haunt the Forest of Bewilderment. At first, it only roamed the woods, but lately, it has begun approaching the village itself."

This was an event I knew absolutely nothing about. Was there an evil spirit phase before the monsters arrived? Talk about one disaster after another.

While I maintained a somewhat detached perspective on the situation, I decided to play along for the moment.

"Did it actually do something to you?"

"That evil spirit relentlessly chases us and the spirits. Fortunately, its movements are incredibly sluggish, so no one has been harmed yet. However, if this continues, it’s only a matter of time before someone is hurt, and we may lose our ability to protect the forest and the village."

"So, in short: an evil spirit is attacking, and you want me to repel it?"

"Precisely. I believe that someone who has received the Divine Protection of the God of Wind would surely be capable of such a feat."

"Isn't this more in the domain of the clergy?"

"We wish to keep the number of humans invited into this village to an absolute minimum. There is a… troubled history between humans and elves, you see."

I see. The game never went into detail, but I guess that’s a factor in this world.

"Mother! There’s no need to rely on some human man! I’ll go exterminate it myself!"

A cute girl who looked about fifteen years old interrupted us. I knew this girl. She was the one who requested the monster extermination in the game. If memory served, she was the princess of the village, and despite her youthful appearance, she was actually in her mid-twenties.

"Sherilralra! I am speaking with a guest. Step back."

"But—!"

"The evil spirit is here!"

Right as they were arguing, the spirit apparently made its entrance.

"I'm going to take care of it!"

"Sherry! Wait! Sherry!"

Sherilralra-san sprinted off, followed by several elven guards.

"Allen-sama…?"

"Uh… do I really have to go? Sigh. I guess so. But look, I’m only going to go take a look, okay? Don't go getting your hopes up."

The Queen was staring at me with such immense expectation that I felt incredibly uncomfortable, so I decided to go check out the situation for the time being.



We arrived at the plaza, but the scene was… bizarre.

A man who looked every bit the stereotypical wizard had both hands raised toward the sky. He was moving as if he were chasing something slow—like a butterfly or something of that nature—reaching out into thin air.

His movements, however, were painfully sluggish.

Furthermore, the man looked completely gaunt—cadaverous, even. His wizard robes were in tatters.

Yeah, there was no mistaking it. This guy was a total suspicious person.

"Kh! You’ve shown yourself, evil spirit! Take this!"

Sherilralra-san loosed an arrow. However, the projectile—which should have hit the suspicious person dead-on—suddenly veered off course right before impact.

"Queen, is that the evil spirit?"

"It is. Can you not see that black, ominous mist chasing the spirit?"

"A spirit? And black mist? To me, it just looks like a single drugged-out creep chasing something invisible."

"Allen-sama… can you see the true form of that mist?"

"Wait, can you not see him?"

"…"

An awkward silence stretched between me and the Queen.

Meanwhile, Sherilralra-san and the rest of the villagers were spiraling into a panic. Every time the suspicious person drifted closer, the elves shuddered in terror, burst into tears, or fled in all directions. Some were even firing arrows in a semi-frenzied state or launching spells.

However, neither the arrows nor the magic could touch the suspicious person.

"Allen-sama, I shall lend you my strength so that you may temporarily see the spirits."

The Queen placed her hand on my head, and I felt a strange sensation flow into my body.

"How is it now?"

I looked back at the suspicious person. This time, I could clearly see a small light ahead of him. Looking closer, it looked like a tiny girl.

"Ah, you're right. He looked like a suspicious person before, but now he looks like a highly problematic suspicious person."

"If that is the case, then please…"

Don't look at me with those praying eyes.

"F-For now, I'll try talking to him, okay?"

Leaving the Queen behind, I walked up to the suspicious person.

"Hey, old wizard guy? I'm pretty sure chasing a little girl around in that outfit is a crime, you know."

The moment I spoke, the suspicious person froze with a visible twitch.
Chapter 18: Townsman A Becomes the Savior of the Elven Village

“W-W-W-W-What?! I-I-I-I’m no virgin, I tell you!”

I had no idea where the topic of his virginity had even come from, but the suspicious man had just let the cat out of the bag all by himself.

“So, old man, you really were a virgin.”

“I-I-I-I’m not a virgin! Besides, I have the fine name of Loringas, given to me by my very own parents!”

Based on the name alone, the guy practically reeked of a criminal record.

“So, what exactly are you doing here, Mr. Loringas?”

“I’m glad you asked! I simply wanted to meet a Spirit in the Elven Village!”

“And?”

“Even though Spirits live for thousands of years, they take the form of young girls! In other words, they are legal lolis!”

“……”

What should I do? No matter how I sliced it, the man was a complete and utter deviant. 

In my distress, I looked toward the Queen. 

Please. Help me.

However, the Queen had her hands clasped in front of her chest, her eyes sparkling as she gazed at me.

Please, stop that. I don’t have the skill set to handle a creep of this caliber.

“Listen, you perverted lolicon. For now, just stay away from this village.”

Ah, damn. My true thoughts slipped out.

The man’s face twisted into an expression of genuine shock.

“H-How rude! I am simply admiring them from afar without touching!”

He didn't even try to deny the lolicon part.

“You were just trying to grab her with everything you had!”

“I-It’s a misunderstanding! I was maintaining the ultimate distance—maximum proximity without actual contact!”

“Chasing her around like that makes it even worse! Can’t you see she’s terrified?!”

“W-What?! I was scaring her? What have I done…”

“Sigh. If you get it now, then get out of this village and the Forest of Bewilderment.”

I spoke sharply to the now-dejected pervert.

“T-That I cannot do! I must pass through the Forest of Bewilderment to reach the Elven Village!”

“Wait. This is the Elven Village.”

“Eh?”

He stared at me, his expression turning completely blank.

“What?! Truly?! That is wonderful! Now I can finally brew the Secret Elixir! I must go to the Queen of the Elves at once. Er, and you are?”

“I’m Allen.”

“Mr. Allen, you must guide me to the Queen!”

I pointed toward the Queen. The pervert immediately tried to bolt toward her, but I grabbed him by the collar to hold him back.

“Listen, you’ve got so many wicked thoughts that the elves literally think you’re an evil spirit.”

“What?! Is that so? Then I must ask you to act as my proxy, Mr. Allen. To brew the Secret Elixir, I require Petals of the Spirit Tree and Elf Honey.”

“Hmm. If I get them for you, will you leave the village?”

“Of course!”

“Fine. Queen! This guy says he’ll leave if we give him some Petals of the Spirit Tree and Elf Honey. Is that alright with you?”

Immediately, audible sighs of relief like “Ohh…” rippled through the crowd.

“Of course. Someone, bring out the Petals of the Spirit Tree and the Elf Honey.”

A short while after the Queen gave the order, a small pouch and a glass jar were delivered to us.

“I am eternally grateful. Mr. Allen, I shall never forget this debt as long as I live!”

And with those parting words, the pervert vanished from the village.

“Um, was that alright?” I asked, turning back to the Queen.

“Lord Allen, thank you so much!”

“Lord Allen!”

“As expected of the Holy Child favored by the God of Wind!”

“H-Humph. Not bad, I suppose.”

I felt like there might be a tsundere in the mix, but whatever. With this, I figured I could get the elves to help me navigate the Forest of Bewilderment, which should make things go a lot smoother.

In any case, I found myself receiving a hero’s welcome for saving the village.

＊＊＊＊

The next morning, the Elven Village was in an uproar.

“Queen, what’s going on?”

“Incredibly, a Light Spirit has been born!”

Wait, what? Wasn't the Light Spirit supposed to be born the day after Amy finished the event to save the village?

Since I couldn't exactly explain that I knew the plot of a video game, I decided to play along and ask a follow-up.

“Uh… that’s a big deal, right?”

“Yes, it has been eight hundred years. This may be a sign that a Saint has been born in the human world.”

The Queen looked absolutely delighted. The Saint would be the heroine, Amy, but I was certain an event like this wasn't supposed to happen yet.

What is going on here?

“Look, the one playing over there with Mililurella is the Light Spirit. Ah, Mililurella is the little girl next to Sherilralra—she’s Sherilralra’s younger sister.”

Sure enough, a tiny girl with faintly glowing wings—a textbook fairy—was fluttering around a child of about three or four.

The fairy noticed us and flew straight in our direction.

“Mr. Allen! Yesterday was a huge help! Thanks to you, I finished the Secret Elixir and successfully became a Spirit!”

“Huh?”

“I realized that if I wanted to master the path of the loli, I had to start by becoming a loli myself! Thanks to you, I think I’m finally grasping the true essence of loli-dom!”

“Hey, weren't you Loringas? You—”

“Mr. Allen, I am no longer Loringas! I have formed a contract with Milly-tan, and my name is now Ro-chan!”

“Wait… Uh, Queen? This guy is saying he went and formed a contract with Mililurella-chan on his own…”

“My, is that true? How wonderful! Milly, come here for a moment—”

The Queen ran over to Mililurella.

Wait. Wasn't the Light Spirit supposed to contract with the heroine, Amy? Or was it just a blessing?

...Well, whatever.

I decided to stop thinking about it. I didn't remember the details perfectly anyway, and besides, these events were supposed to happen after the Villainess Condemnation Event. It had nothing to do with me.

“Mr. Allen, I am truly grateful. I have dedicated my life to mastering the path of the loli, and I feel I have finally reached that higher state of being. Please, take this as a token of my thanks!”

The pervert-turned-Ro-chan handed me a scroll.

“What’s this?”

“It is a ‘Chantless Scroll’ I created. I originally intended to give it to a loli, but the opportunity never arose. I no longer have any use for it, so I shall give it to you for your kindness, Mr. Allen!”

“O-Oh… thanks…”

────
Name: Chantless Scroll
Description: A scroll that allows the user to learn the 【Chantless】 skill. Disappears after a single use.
Grade: Epic
────

I checked it with Appraisal, and it was indeed a Chantless Scroll.

How exactly am I supposed to process these complicated feelings?

＊＊＊＊

“Well then, thank you for everything.”

I expressed my gratitude to the elves who had come to see me off, and—begrudgingly—to the pervert Ro-chan as well.

“Lord Allen, you are the Hero who saved this village. You are welcome here at any time. This is a special amulet crafted with the prayers of the elven people. It is a symbol of our friendship and gratitude, so please, keep it with you always.”

The Queen handed me the amulet.

“Thank you. I’ll come back to visit.”

With that, I climbed into Vuitol and started the engine.

“System all green. Vertical engine, attitude control engine, start.”

Vuitol maintained a delicate balance as it gradually gained altitude. Below me, the villagers were all waving goodbye.

I gave a small nod and engaged the propulsion engine. Vuitol picked up speed, racing through the sky above the Forest of Bewilderment.

I set a straight course for Luluden and pushed the throttle forward.

================

〇 Regarding Multicast and Chantless

Multicast allows for the parallelization of magical power paths required to activate a spell. This does not mean the user's mind is split to chant multiple spells at once. With sufficient practice, it becomes possible to use multiple spells simultaneously, but its true potential is only unlocked when combined with Chantless.

Chantless allows the user to bypass the verbal process of describing the magical manifestation, enabling instantaneous activation.
Chapter 19: Townsperson A Shifts the Plan to the Second Stage

Knock, knock.

I rapped the knocker on the door of the Lulu Store. After a moment, the voice of an old woman drifted out from within.

"Who is it?"

"I’d like to order the recommended special," I said. "Delivery address: the stomach of a Black Dragon."

Click.

The lock turned, and I slipped inside the shop as the door swung open.

"Welcome. Oh, it’s you. It’s been a while, boy. What are you looking for today?"

"I’m here to sell," I replied.

"You’re saying you’ve finally gotten your hands on something valuable enough for my shelves?"

"Yeah. These." 

I held out three small vials of Elf Honey.

"These are... quite high-quality. Fresh, by any chance?"

"I happened to acquire them through a certain connection. How much will you give me for them?"

"Heh. Not bad. How does two million Cent for the lot sound?" 

The old shopkeeper held up two fingers as she spoke.

"Fine. That works for me."

It sold for far more than I had expected. For reference, my Appraisal had turned up the following:



Name: Elf Honey
Description: Precious honey obtainable only within the Elven Village. Highly nutritious; consumption provides benefits to beauty, health, and longevity. Also used as a raw ingredient for various Secret Elixirs.
Grade: Rare
Price: 300,000 Cent



I had five vials in total. Since the honey supposedly boosted health and longevity, I had decided to give one to my mother as a gift and keep another as a luxury condiment for when I was out camping.

"Can you get any more of this?" the woman asked.

"It’ll be difficult to get more immediately, but I’ll bring them to you if I do."

"Please. This hasn't circulated on the market for decades. Whether it's a hundred bottles or two hundred, I’ll buy everything you can bring me."

"Understood. I'll keep that in mind. By the way... do you have any Magic Bags in stock?"

A Magic Bag was an item that used mana to store far more than its external dimensions suggested. Since the original game featured a standard player inventory, these items never appeared in the scenario, but I’d learned of their existence after hearing a senior adventurer at the Adventurer's Guild bragging about one.

"Not a chance. What kind of capacity were you looking for anyway?"

"I’d be happy with something that could fit the contents of this room."

"Hahaha! Those don't just 'circulate.' Even if one did turn up, the price tag would be enough to buy a whole country."

"I see." 

I guess I was being a bit too greedy.

"Well, if you're just looking for something that fits a rucksack's worth of gear into a small pouch, those show up for about five hundred thousand every now and then. Stop by and check in once in a while."

"Understood. I'll do that."

With that exchange concluded, I stepped out of the Lulu Store.



It was time. My Scenario Destruction Plan had completed its first stage, and I was ready to move on to the second. 

I had already obtained all the necessary skills, and I finally had a solid lead on the funds required for my school tuition. That left only one thing: I needed the raw power necessary to win the inevitable duel.

In other words, my next move was a level-grind.

To raise my level, I needed to train rigorously and defeat enemies. Those "enemies" didn't necessarily have to be monsters—humans counted too—but I had no intention of becoming a criminal just for the sake of XP.

Thus, I decided to return to my roots as an adventurer and go on a monster hunt.

My destination was Stresen Village. There was a Goblin Labyrinth nearby. In the original otome game, this area served as the second battle segment and was treated as the player's first taste of actual combat.

However, even though it was a "Labyrinth," my goal wasn't to conquer the thing. The objective was simply to cull the Goblins that sporadically raided the village. There was no need to force my way to the bottom.

Back when I played the game, I actually ended up with a Game Over because I didn't realize that traversing the entire dungeon was unnecessary. I had just charged straight in and gotten my party wiped out.

In this world, a Labyrinth was a dreadfully inconvenient phenomenon that spat out an infinite supply of monsters. When the population inside grew too large, they would overflow into the surrounding area and go on a rampage. Hence, periodic thinning was required.

At the deepest level of a Labyrinth, there was a boss room, and beyond that lay the Labyrinth Core. Touching the core would teleport you back to the surface. That was about the extent of the lore provided by the game. I had heard some terrifying rumors from senior adventurers about the corpses of fallen comrades vanishing inside the Labyrinth before they could be recovered, but that might have just been the monsters eating them. It was hard to say.

There were also rumors that destroying the Labyrinth Core would "kill" the dungeon itself, but as far as historical records went, no one had ever succeeded in breaking one. If you hit it, you were teleported away. If you blasted it with magic, the spell itself was warped to the surface. 

Besides, since monsters were technically a resource as much as they were a nuisance, the powers that be didn't seem particularly interested in destroying them anyway.

I headed to the Guild and officially accepted the request to exterminate the Goblins in Stresen.

"Ho, young Allen. Finally making your Goblin-slaying debut, are you? Keep your wits about you out there."

"I will, Master. I’m off!"

As I gave my mentor a determined nod, another senior adventurer called out to me.

"Hey, kid! Don't you go dying on us!"

"I know, I know. I'll run the moment things look dangerous."

The man who spoke was a bit of a deadbeat who spent every morning drinking at the Guild tavern. I appreciated the concern, but I really wished he’d get a job.

"Allen-kun, you're finally going on your first real hunt... You're growing from a boy into a man right before my eyes. I’m so proud, but it's a little lonely too. My heart is so conflicted!"

"Monica-sa—mghpph!"

I was suddenly cut off by Monica’s signature "hug attack," my face buried deep into her voluminous chest. In the past, she used to just pull me straight in, but now that I’d grown, I had to stoop a bit to fit into the same position. 

I really have gotten taller.

"You absolutely must not overdo it, okay? Do you understand?"

I understood. I really did, and I had no intention of being reckless, but I really wished she’d give me a break with the physical intimacy. 

I am a teenage boy, after all...

Once I finally managed to extricate myself from Monica’s grasp, I returned home to break the news to my mother.

When she learned I would be staying in Stresen Village for a while, she was—predictably—worried sick. She pulled me into a gentle embrace and whispered for me to be careful.

Unlike Monica’s, this hug was warm, quiet, and filled with maternal kindness.

Just you wait, Mom. I’m going to protect you from the Scenario. I'll protect you, no matter what.
Chapter 20: Townsman A Conquers the Goblin Labyrinth

"I'm Allen. I’m here regarding the quest to cull the Goblins."

"Oh, so you’ve come. I am the village head. You’re quite the young lad, aren't you? Well, I’m counting on you. No one has stopped by for nearly half a year, and we were beginning to worry."

After exchanging greetings with the elderly village head, I was shown to a small hut where I’d be staying. Per the contract, the village provided lodging free of charge, though I was responsible for my own food and water.

The reward for the hunt was 1,500 Cent per Goblin. That price included the value of the Magic Stone required as proof of the kill. 

From an adventurer's perspective, Goblins were bottom-tier targets. You couldn't eat the meat; their weapons were usually tattered, useless junk; and unless you stumbled upon a rare, oversized specimen, their Magic Stones fetched a pittance. To make matters worse, they hunted in swarms, making them a genuine lethal threat. They were the definition of high-risk, low-reward.

If they had established a nest, like the one in the Royal Capital ruins, you might find a hoard of stolen treasures. Otherwise, they were a waste of time for anyone looking to make a living.

Because of those circumstances, a village had to offer at least some amenities to entice adventurers to visit. Even with free lodging here, however, the lack of complimentary food and water meant my daily living expenses ran about 2,000 to 3,000 Cent.

It’s no wonder nobody has come here in six months, I thought. Once I’m finished leveling up, I doubt I’ll ever take this job again either.



The following morning, I set out toward the Goblin Labyrinth.

Cradled in my arms was an AK-47-style automatic rifle I had created using my 【Alchemy】 skill. I called it "Karashi." The name was, naturally, derived from the Kalashnikov.

Instead of using gunpowder to propel the rounds, this version utilized Wind Magic to fire bullets with high-pressure air bursts. 

I’d struggled immensely with the magazine and reloading mechanics. I had been developing it in parallel with the Vuitol, and today finally marked its first official deployment in live combat.

Why am I so well-versed in firearm mechanics? That’s easy. I was a massive gun nut in my previous life.

Back then, I was obsessed with planes and guns; my childhood dream was to be a fighter pilot. In university, I’d even gone on tours through the former Soviet bloc and Southeast Asia specifically to experience test-firing, maintenance, and full disassembly of various firearms.

Though I ultimately ended up as an aviation engineer, I saw no reason to exercise "self-restraint" now that I’d been dropped into this world.

I spotted a Goblin in the distance, likely a stray that had wandered out of the labyrinth. I shouldered Karashi, took aim, and squeezed the trigger.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

Out of the three shots fired, only one managed to hit the Goblin’s right chest. Accuracy was proving to be a challenge. I realized I needed to start splitting my time between sword practice and range training.

Crack!

I approached the slumped Goblin and delivered a final, decisive shot.

Unfortunately, I didn't yet have the marksman's touch required to hit vitals from a distance. If I couldn't rely on sniped headshots, I’d have to change my tactics.

I activated my Stealth skill to vanish from sight and began hunting for my next targets. Before long, I came across a group of three Goblins traveling together. I crept up behind them, closing the distance to a mere five meters before letting loose a full-auto spray.

Rat-tat-tat-tat-tat!

At this range, the spread didn't matter. The bullets shredded them where they stood. I walked up to the twitching bodies and put a round through each of their heads to ensure they stayed down.

"Ha... Haha. Wow. This is a piece of cake."

I felt a rush of adrenaline. At eight years old, a group of Goblins had been a walking nightmare, yet now I was wiping them out without breaking a sweat. Still, I made sure to stay professional. If I didn't burn the bodies, the scent of blood would just attract more monsters.

I extracted the Magic Stones and quickly incinerated the remains.

By the end of the day, I had culled fifteen Goblins in the surrounding forest. Satisfied with the day’s work, I headed back to the village.

"Here is today's haul: twelve Magic Stones from twelve Goblins. Village head, please verify the count."

I handed the freshly harvested stones to the old man.

"Hmm. Yes, quite right. Your Guild Card, if you please."

I held out my card. The village head produced his own—a different color than mine—and tapped it against mine.

Request Number: RR1STL154, Permanent Quest. Objective: Goblin Culling. Count: 12. Approved by Client.

With that, the completion was registered. This world could be strangely high-tech in the most convenient ways, but it was originally a poorly-balanced otome game world. If I start questioning the logic now, I've already lost, I reminded myself.



The next day, I returned to the hunt.

For the record, of the seven Goblins I hadn't reported yesterday, one stone had been shattered by a bullet, and the other six had been fed into my 【Alchemy】 to manufacture more ammunition.

Using my Stealth skill, I’d ghost behind a pack, turn them into Swiss cheese, finish off the survivors, and harvest the stones. Then, I’d burn the evidence. It wasn't even combat anymore; it was pest control.

After a week of this routine, the woods surrounding the village were effectively cleared. It was finally time.

I decided to head into the Goblin Labyrinth itself.



Hanging from my belt was a Magic Lantern that had cost me a staggering 300,000 Cent at the Guild.

It was a magic item powered by mana. I’d brought torches as a backup, but they were a hassle to carry, so I’d splurged on the luxury model. I probably could have made one myself with enough effort through 【Alchemy】, but since I couldn't use Fire Magic, the research would have been a nightmare. Some things are just easier to solve with money.

I moved slowly through the labyrinth, guided by the lantern’s steady glow.

The place wasn't exactly crawling with monsters, but I was ambushed roughly every five minutes. Sometimes it was a lone scout; other times, a pack of five would rush me.

Interestingly, while I kept Stealth active the entire time, I couldn't pull off a true "perfect" ambush. Even if the Goblins couldn't see me, they definitely saw the light from the lantern. They would wander over with confused expressions, trying to find the source of the floating light.

Of course, shooting them point-blank while they were distracted was still a surprise attack in its own way. I felt a bit like an anglerfish luring in prey.

The expedition proceeded without any real danger. I’d played through this area so many times in the game that I knew every turn by heart—along with the depressing fact that there was no good loot to be found here.

The Goblin Labyrinth consisted of five floors. The boss room at the bottom contained a Goblin Lord, two Hobgoblins, and two Goblin Mages.

I reached the bottom floor in record time. By then, the number of Magic Stones in my bag had easily surpassed a hundred. Taking a deep breath to steady my nerves, I shoved open the heavy doors to the boss chamber.

Creeeeeak...

Inside were the five bosses, exactly as expected. I leveled Karashi and opened fire on the Goblin Mages first. The best defense is an overwhelming offense.

Rat-tat-tat-tat-tat-tat-tat!

I emptied the magazine, leaving the two mages in a bloody heap before they could even finish a single incantation.

Switching gears, I used Wind Magic to whip up a gale, tossing a handful of sand I'd created via Transmutation into the remaining bosses' eyes. I owed a debt of gratitude to that perverted God for the 【Chantless】 skill. No matter the source, a skill is a skill, and this one was a godsend.

While they were blinded, I swapped in a fresh magazine. I activated Stealth, flanked the Hobgoblins while they were frantically searching for me, and unleashed a barrage into the back of their skulls.

Rat-tat-tat-tat-tat!

After dumping a significant amount of lead into their heads from five meters away, I vanished behind another smokescreen. I reloaded again and crept up behind the Goblin Lord.

Rat-tat-tat-tat-tat!

I poured everything I had into the back of its head.

"GAAAAAAH!"

Despite being covered in gore, the Goblin Lord roared and swung a massive arm at me. As expected of a Lord-class; even in the game, their high physical defense and health bars were a nightmare. However, I’d planned for this.

I grabbed several Goblin Magic Stones I’d harvested earlier and used Transmutation to create a specialized "water balloon." I chucked it directly into its face.

Upon impact, a clear liquid splashed across its eyes.

"GYAAAAAAAAAAAH!"

The Goblin Lord collapsed, clutching its face in agony. The "secret weapon" was simple: a highly concentrated solution of capsaicin—essentially, liquid pepper spray. "Karashi" (Mustard/Pepper) indeed.

I showed the blinded, writhing Lord no mercy, pumping round after round into its body.

Rat-tat-tat-tat-tat... Click.

Empty. The Goblin Lord was face-down on the stone floor, though it was still twitching. Even after being turned into a pincushion, it was still clinging to life. Its vitality was frankly absurd.

I took aim at its neck and cast Wind Cutter using my 【Wind Magic】 skill. I saw a thin line of red appear on its hide. I focused, firing off a rapid succession of blades at the exact same spot. Thanks to 【Chantless】 and 【Multi-Cast】, a relentless storm of vacuum blades carved deeper and deeper until, finally, the head and torso parted ways.

That thing was tougher than I thought, I mused. In the game, throwing chili powder would stun it for a few turns, so I’d prepared the liquid version as insurance. It was a good thing I did. If I’d gone in without it, I might have taken a hit that would have ended my run right there.

I definitely needed to re-evaluate my gear.

I quickly dismantled the corpse to retrieve the Magic Stone. The Goblin Lord’s stone was particularly important; presenting it to the Guild would grant me certification as a Labyrinth Conqueror—a significant boost to my adventurer's record.

As I mentioned before, there was no treasure chest waiting at the end. This labyrinth had been cleared long ago, and the original conquerors had cleaned it out. That lack of loot, combined with the low value of Goblins, was why this place was so unpopular.

I walked to the back of the room, where a polished black sphere floated in the air.

The Labyrinth Core.

I reached out and touched it. Instantly, I was enveloped in a warm light. A moment later, I was standing back at the entrance of the cave.

Feeling a deep sense of accomplishment, I began the long, leisurely walk back to Stresen Village.



Author’s Note on Gunshot Sounds:

The "bang" or "crack" sounds typically associated with firearms aren't just from the gunpowder explosion; they are primarily the result of the sonic boom created when a projectile exceeds the speed of sound. Consequently, even an air rifle will produce a similar report if the pellet travels at supersonic speeds.

If you search for terms like "supersonic air rifle," you can find videos of high-powered air guns making these exact sounds. Please check them out if you're interested!
Chapter 21: Townsperson A and an Act of Filial Piety (Part One)

“Kid, you’re pretty damn amazing, aren't you?”

“Thank you very much!”

I handed over the Goblin Lord’s magic stone to my mentor and let him buy it from me. With this, the achievement for conquering the Goblin Labyrinth would be officially recorded on my Guild Card.

I had just returned to Luluden from Strezen by carriage and was currently checking in at the Guild.

“A total of 138 goblins culled, too. At this rate, the goblin situation in Strezen should be stable for the time being. Well done, kid!”

My mentor praised me while roughly and vigorously ruffling my hair. Thanks to my efforts, the permanent request for goblin extermination in Strezen was finally being withdrawn.

Checking my Guild Card, my current status looked like this:



Name: Allen
Rank: E
Age: 12
Divine Protection: Wind God
Skills: Stealth, Appraisal, Alchemy, Wind Magic, Multi-Cast, Chantless
Residence: Luluden
Funds: 5,519,416
Level: 6
Stamina: E
Mana: D
Achievements: Goblin Labyrinth Conquered



I had reached level 6, pocketed the 200,000-credit subjugation reward, and earned an additional 500,000 credits as a completion bonus—or rather, the profit from selling the Goblin Lord’s magic stone.

My next move should be running high-speed laps through the Goblin Labyrinth to grind levels. I wanted to get my level high enough to challenge the next dungeon, but for high-speed farming, I needed a weapon capable of taking down a Goblin Lord in a single shot. Without that, breaking through the Great Orc Labyrinth I had my eye on would be a tall order.

Since I planned to spend a while focused on the research and development of a new firearm, I decided it was time to move. I wasn't thrilled about the idea of sleeping in the same room as my mother in our cramped one-room house forever, and I desperately needed a warehouse to stockpile my materials. 

I wanted to find a 2LDK or a 3DK apartment—somewhere I could give my mother a slightly more comfortable life. 

With that goal in mind, I finished my paperwork at the Guild and headed home.

“Mom, I’m back.”

“Ah, Allen. Welcome home. You aren't hurt, are you?”

“I’m fine. I managed to conquer the Goblin Labyrinth. More importantly, how have you been, Mom?”

“Of course I've been well. I'm always fine. Besides, you should hear what Martina-san from next door said...”

It was a mundane, precious conversation between parent and child, and it warmed my heart more than anything else. There’s no way I’m letting some 'Scenario' take my mother away from me. I won't let anything take her.

“By the way, Mom. I’ve started making a decent amount of money lately, so why don’t we move into a bigger place together?” I asked, finally broaching the subject.

“Allen, we can still live in this house, can’t we? Besides, you should use the money you earn for yourself. I’m not some mother who expects to be supported by her own child, you know?”

I figured she’d say that.

“It’s not just about that. Being an adventurer means my gear and supplies are piling up, and it’s becoming a real problem. We just don't have the space here. But it would be a waste of rent if we lived separately, right? So, the thing is... I really want to move. And it would make me happy if you came with me.”

My mother looked at me, falling into deep thought.

“A-And, well... I’m away from home so often. It would be a huge help if you were there to look after the place and handle the housework...”

As I trailed off, a soft sensation enveloped me. My mother was hugging me—tightly, yet with a gentle touch.

“You silly boy. You don’t need to make up excuses. For me, seeing you happy is what matters most.”

How long had it been since she held me like this? A profound warmth filled my chest.

“Well then, tomorrow is my day off. Shall we go look for a new house together?”

“Yeah!” I nodded honestly, a smile tugging at my lips.

＊＊＊＊

“Hah, so you dragged your mother all the way to the Guild, did you?”

My mentor gave me an exasperated look.

“My son is always in your care,” my mother said, bowing politely. “Um, is he doing a good job? I hope he isn't causing everyone too much trouble.”

“O-Oh. The kid works hard. Uh...”

“I am Katerina, Allen’s mother. It’s a pleasure to meet you.”

“I’m Rudolf. I handle the reception here and teach the kid swordsmanship. Nice to meet you. Honestly, your boy is the Guild's most promising newcomer. His track record is flawless, and more importantly, he’s got the sheer grit to have spent four years cleaning gutters every single day without fail. Plenty of people are watching him; once he hits D-rank, half the adventurers here will probably be tripping over themselves to invite him to their parties.”

“My goodness. Thank you so much, as always.”

“Y-Yeah, don't mention it.”

I see. So people are already talking about parties? If an E-rank joined a party, it placed restrictions on what quests they could accept, which made people reluctant to recruit them. But at D-rank, those restrictions vanished.

I knew I was being treated well, but I had my Destiny Destruction Plan to consider. I wasn't sure what to do about a party. Well, no point worrying about it until I actually rank up.

Shaking off the thought, I got back to the matter at hand.

“So, Mentor. I was hoping you could recommend a good property.”

“Like I told you, kid, the Guild isn't a real estate agency. I could give you a few leads, but they’re all aimed at adventurers. They’re usually in rough neighborhoods—not the kind of place a civilian like Katerina-san should be living.”

“Then please, introduce me to a real estate agent!”

“O-Oh. You're more aggressive than usual today. Well, if that’s the case...”

“Oh? Allen-kun, are you moving?”

Monica-san interjected, leaning in from the side. She was in her street clothes, so it didn't look like her shift had started yet. At least she didn't try to tackle-hug me this time.

“That's the plan, Monica-san. I've saved up a bit, so I thought I'd find a larger place for me and my mom.”

“I see. How admirable. In that case, why don't you come to my place?”

“Huh?”

“Wait, Allen-kun... what exactly were you just imagining?”

Monica-san gave her lips a slow, sultry lick. An ordinary boy probably would have felt his heart skip a beat, but to me, it looked exactly like a snake flicking its tongue. It sent a different kind of shiver down my spine.

“Uh, well, no...”

As I struggled for an answer, Monica-san mercifully changed the subject.

“My father runs an apartment building. I can show you a place that’s just right for a family of two. Oh, and you must be Allen-kun’s mother. I’m Monica, a waitress here. It's a pleasure to meet you.”

“I'm Katerina. Thank you for looking after my son.”

The two finally exchanged formal greetings.

“I see,” Rudolf muttered. “Monica’s place would be safe enough. But isn’t the rent a bit steep?”

“For Allen-kun and his family? I can do 100,000 a month. Why don't you come take a look before you decide?”

100,000 credits? That’s a bit high. On the other hand, our current dilapidated one-room shack probably cost around 60,000 or 70,000. If it was a significant upgrade, it might actually be a bargain.

“Yes, please. I’d love to see it.”

“Then it’s settled!”

And so, we set off to inspect the apartment owned by Monica-san’s father.
Chapter 22: Townsman A Shows His Filial Piety (Part 2)

We set off, trailing behind Monica.

After about five minutes of walking toward the center of town, Monica came to a halt in front of an imposing stone building.

“Here we are. The only vacancy is on the fourth floor—the top floor. It isn’t very popular since the climb is such a chore.”

While she spoke, Monica used a master key to unlock the communal entrance and began heading up the stairs. Since our current home was on the fifth floor, the move would actually be an improvement in that regard.

“Now then, this is the room.”

As she opened the door and led us inside, I found myself looking at a three-bedroom apartment. It featured a private kitchen, a toilet, and even its own bath space. Pumping water up this high seemed like it would be a hassle, yet I noticed a faucet. How does that work?

“There’s a shared well in the courtyard for general use,” Monica explained. “But as you can see, this place is already equipped with the fixtures for a Water Magic Tool. Look, you just place a Water Magic Stone in this alcove next to the kitchen, and when you turn the handle, water comes out.”

Incredible. They even have systems like this here?

“Oh, and this over here is a Light Magic Tool. If you place a Magic Stone charged with mana here, it’ll light up.”

Monica demonstrated by placing a stone into the fixture. The ceiling immediately began to glow with a white light, looking for all the world like the fluorescent lamps in a school classroom.

“Um, Monica... are you sure about this? A room this nice for only a hundred thousand credits...?”

“It’s fine, Katerina. Allen is a promising adventurer. As far as I’m concerned, he’s an investment worth making.”

Looking out the window, the street below wasn't exactly a main thoroughfare, but it had a decent amount of foot traffic and was kept very clean. Security didn’t seem like it would be an issue here.

“Monica, thank you so much. We’ll take it!”

“Allen! You shouldn't just accept such kindness from—”

“Really, Katerina, it’s quite alright,” Monica interrupted with a smile. “When Allen becomes an even more magnificent adventurer, I’ll make sure he pays me back in full!”

“Monica...”

And just like that, our search for a new home concluded with the very first property we saw.



“Ho? So you settled on a place?”

“Yes, Master. I’ve decided to take Monica up on her offer.”

“Is that so? Good for you.”

Standing beside me, Monica gave me a playful wink.

One of the deadbeat seniors—one of the many veterans who spent their daylight hours drinking away their failures in the Adventurer’s Guild tavern—overheard Master and called out to us.

“Hey, hey, what’s the good news, Little Allen?”

There were so many of these deadbeat seniors that I’d lost track of which number this one was, but I at least remembered his name.

“Hello, Jereid-senpai. I’m moving to a new place with my mother.”

“Gah... to think that tiny Little Allen has finally grown up enough for that.”

“He’s still tiny,” Master added unhelpfully.

“So, when are you moving?” Jereid asked.

“Well, I was told we could move in immediately, so I figured I’d do it bit by bit when I have the time.”

“What? Don’t be stupid, let’s just get it over with! Hey, you lot! Our Little Allen is moving house with his mom! Let’s give the kid a hand!”

“Wait, I couldn't ask that of you. Don't you have requests to finish?”

“Hah! Listen to Little Allen trying to worry about me like he's a grown-up. You’re a hundred years too early for that, kid. Just shut up and let us help.”

For a deadbeat, he can be surprisingly cool sometimes. I felt a lump in my throat; their warmth was enough to bring me to tears.

“Allen, you really are blessed with wonderful seniors. Do you see? You must make sure to treasure people like this. Gentlemen, I am Allen’s mother, Katerina. Thank you for always looking after my son.”

“O-oh. I’m Jereid. Don’t mention it, ma'am. Little Allen is basically a son to everyone in this Guild.”

“Thank you so much. I can’t offer much in the way of a reward, but would it be alright if we accepted your help?”

“Gah, we don't need a reward. No one in this Guild is boorish enough to take money for this. Alright, boys! We’ve got permission from Little Allen’s mom! It’s festival time!”

Thus, for some reason, the entire flock of deadbeat seniors loitering in the Guild ended up helping us move in full force.

A small army of about thirty rough-and-tumble men began hauling furniture and tools out of our dilapidated apartment one after another, shouldering the load as they marched toward the new place.

I suppose they really were adventurers after all. While I struggled to pull a single handcart, the seniors carried our belongings as if they weighed nothing at all.

Meanwhile, my mother stayed at the new apartment to organize everything as it arrived.

The move was completed without a single hitch, and afterward, the whole group descended upon the Guild tavern.

“Everyone, thank you for all your help today,” my mother began, addressing the gathered crowd. “And thank you for always taking care of my son, Allen. Thanks to you, we were able to move into our new home safely. I’m sure Allen will continue to cause trouble for you in the future, but I hope you will continue to guide him with generous hearts. Now then, to your luck in battle and your continued happiness—cheers!”

The banquet began with my mother’s toast. For all their faults, the seniors here really were reliable, and they looked out for me. Now that I’d moved into a better house, I had to work even harder to ensure we could stay here—to ensure we could have a better life.

It wasn't just for my mother. Master, Monica, and all the senior adventurers here... I wanted to protect this future where everyone could live with a smile.

To do that, I have to find a way to stop the Scenario. I reaffirmed that vow to myself.

“Hey, Little Allen. Your mom is a total beauty. Maybe I should—”

“Master! Please don't hit on your disciple’s mother!”

I take it back! Everyone except for Master!
Townsperson A Becomes a Goblin Slayer

“Maybe I should lower the caliber to increase penetration, or perhaps I should just overhaul the bullet design altogether.”

I was currently deep in the middle of a trial-and-error process at the experimental facility I’d built alongside Lurden Airport—another project I’d undertaken without anyone's permission.

My goal was to defeat a Goblin Lord in a single shot.

The bullets for Karashi hadn't passed through the Lord properly last time. To be fair, guns are fundamentally designed to kill and incapacitate humans. A firearm’s lethality is at its peak when the bullet deforms upon impact and remains inside the human body. 

A large caliber—meaning a larger bullet diameter—makes it harder for the round to over-penetrate. This ensures more energy is dumped into the target, increasing its stopping power against people. Conversely, reducing the caliber makes it easier to pierce through targets, which actually lowers its raw lethality unless you’re precise enough to hit a vital organ.

The problem, however, was that my current opponents weren't humans; they were monsters. I couldn’t fathom why the developers had incorporated such hardcore combat mechanics into an otome game, but since this was the reality I lived in, I had to adapt.

The current Karashi used a 7.62x39mm round, also known as .30 caliber. I decided to build a new rifle—which I dubbed Nikov—modified to fire .22 caliber rounds. If I recalled correctly, the Soviet Union had developed something similar as a successor to the AK-47. 

Was it called the AK-74?

The US Army’s M16 is probably the more famous .22 caliber rifle, but I wasn't intimately familiar with its internal structure. Old Soviet-made weapons were simply more accessible back then; they were everywhere, easier to get your hands on, and they had a certain... rugged romance to them.

That said, while Karashi and Nikov looked similar on the outside, their internal mechanisms were worlds apart.

Next, I considered bullet improvements. The first thing that came to mind was switching to Full Metal Jacket (FMJ) rounds by encasing the lead core in a harder metal. I hadn't done it originally because procuring the brass for the jacketing was a massive hassle, but I figured it was time to put in the effort. I really wish I could find a tungsten deposit somewhere, but things are never that convenient.

Two weeks of constant experimentation passed.

In the end, both the .22 and .30 caliber rounds became iron-core, brass-jacketed FMJs. They now packed enough punch to easily punch through a five-millimeter steel plate. I chose FMJs for both calibers primarily because I wanted to prevent lead residue from fouling the bore or the muzzle, which could lead to a catastrophic accidental discharge.

With the technical hurdles cleared, it was time to head to the Goblin Labyrinth for a live-fire test. I hopped onto Vuitol and set off.



It took less than an hour to reach Stresemann Airport. Naturally, I’d cleared this area out myself as well. I’d built it on the far side of the Goblin Labyrinth, opposite Stresen Village, so the chances of being discovered were slim.

Since there was no reason to stop by the village, I headed straight into the labyrinth. I had Karashi slung across my back and Nikov at the ready. A lantern hung from my waist, just like the last trip, and I activated my Stealth skill as I ventured inside.

The goblin population was thinner than before, but there were still plenty of them roaming around. I systematically eliminated every single one I encountered. By the time I reached the boss room, I had collected about forty Magic Stones.

Inside the boss chamber, I once again faced the elite squad: one Goblin Lord, two Hobgoblins, and two Goblin Mages.

Following my previous strategy, I picked off the Mages and Hobgoblins first. Then, using a smoke screen to mask my presence, I circled around to the Goblin Lord’s rear.

Bang-bang-bang-bang-bang-bang... Click.

Nikov ran dry, but the bullets had definitely penetrated. The Goblin Lord let out a Roar, bleeding from six distinct entry wounds as it charged toward me. I leaped to the side, dodging the rush, and swapped to Karashi.

Bang-bang-bang-bang-bang-bang!

One round caught the Goblin Lord square between the eyes. It tore straight through the skull, stopping the monster in its tracks. It collapsed forward, dead before it hit the floor.

I’d won with room to spare. I harvested the Magic Stone, touched the Labyrinth Core, and teleported back to the entrance.

Then, I went back in for a second lap. As long as I didn’t get overconfident, these goblins weren't even a threat anymore. I reached the boss room without a hitch, though this time I only collected about twenty Magic Stones along the way. Since I’d just cleared the boss, the room was empty. I touched the Core again and reset.

On the third lap, I gathered another twenty stones. When I reached the boss room this time, the Goblin Lord and its entourage had respawned. 

Now that I had the routine down, I turned the Hobgoblins and Mages into Swiss cheese with Nikov, then did the same to the Goblin Lord with Karashi. I grabbed the loot and immediately dove back in.

As it turned out, when you "loop" the labyrinth like this, the boss respawns every two laps. Normally, it would take a week for the boss to return naturally, but continuous grinding forced a respawn.

In the original game, if you did this relentlessly at the Wind Mountain Labyrinth during the summer of the second year, you could clear the main route fairly easily without spending a dime on microtransactions. Of course, I hadn't discovered that myself—I’d read it on a wiki.

My goal now was to grind like a madman and power-level as much as possible before my enrollment at the academy. 

I spent the next week looping the Goblin Labyrinth every day, completing about a hundred runs in total. Eventually, I started selling the surplus Magic Stones to the Guild, which led to my Master looking at me with total exasperation.

“Hey, Allen-boy. Why the hell do you have the Goblin Slayer achievement?”

“Master? What’s that?”

“It’s a title given to lunatics who hunt over a thousand goblins in a single year. Do you have some kind of personal vendetta against the things?”

“……”

────

Name: Allen

Rank: E

Age: 12

Divine Protection: 【Wind God】

Skills: 【Stealth】【Appraisal】【Alchemy】【Wind Magic】【Multi-Cast】【Chantless】

Residence: Luluden

Funds: 7,014,587

Level: 9

Stamina: E

Mana: C

Achievements: Goblin Labyrinth Conqueror, Goblin Slayer

────
Chapter 24: Townsperson A Challenges the Great Orc Labyrinth

I arrived in Altomunt, the closest town to the Great Orc Labyrinth. At this point in time, however, the Great Orc Labyrinth was still technically "undiscovered." Consequently, the town was better known for its proximity to the Orc Forest—a place teeming with an absurd number of the titular creatures.

Naturally, the sheer density of Orcs was due to them spilling out of the labyrinth, but the town didn’t actually mind. As it turned out, Orcs were a primary source of meat for the region. 

While Orcs are monsters that wouldn't hesitate to attack a person, the locals apparently minimized the risk by maintaining satoyama—traditional borderlands between the village and the wild—and managing the monster population with practiced skill.

My objective for this operation was, of course, to run laps through the Great Orc Labyrinth. While I was at it, I stopped by the Altomunt Guild to pick up the permanent Orc subjugation quest.

I set out for the Orc Forest immediately. The Great Orc Labyrinth was situated at the foot of a mountain further beyond the trees—a peak with a silhouette as clean and beautiful as Mount Fuji—but I didn't plan on going that far today.

First, I needed to test the effectiveness of my current firearms against Orcs. In the game, my impression of Orcs was that while they took damage more easily than Hobgoblins, they were obscenely tough. In gaming terms: high HP, low defense.

Activating my Stealth skill, I ventured into the woods. After trekking for about an hour, I spotted a lone Orc.

I decided to test the Nikov first.

Bang! Bang! Bang! Bang!

I hammered four rounds into its back, and the Orc collapsed without a fight.

Since my last outing, I’d put some thought into my loadout and swapped the Nikov’s ammunition for hollow-point bullets.

Hollow-points are designed to expand and fragment upon impact. As long as the bullet can actually penetrate the target's hide, this type offers much higher lethality. In my previous life, they were primarily used for hunting.

I figured that while the large-caliber Karashi might be needed for armored monsters, the small-caliber Nikov would benefit from the increased stopping power of specialized rounds.

To be safe, I fired one more shot into its head to finish the job before beginning the butchery.

An Orc is a massive creature, standing over two meters tall. They're far too large to carry back whole. I harvested the Magic Stone and the rare choice cuts of meat, then burned the rest—a waste, perhaps, but a necessity.

An hour later, I encountered a second Orc. This time, I pulled out the Karashi.

Boom! Boom! Boom! Boom!

I fired four shots in the same manner. At least one hit, but perhaps because of the placement, the Orc remained mobile. It roared in a rage and charged straight at me.

Boom! Boom! Boom! Boom! Boom! Boom! Boom! Boom!

I dumped more lead into the oncoming monster. One of the rounds finally caught it in the skull, and it pitched forward, its momentum sending it skidding across the dirt.

Once it stopped moving, I approached to inspect the damage. The bullet had punched a clean hole right through its head. It was exactly the result I had anticipated.

I might refine the strategy later, but for now, the balance seemed right: use the Nikov for general hunting, and save the Karashi for "hard" targets that the Nikov couldn't pierce.

I extracted the Magic Stone, gathered as much hide and edible meat as I could carry, and headed back to town.



The following day, I stood at the entrance to the Great Orc Labyrinth.

This was a massive dungeon consisting of a hundred floors. Its defining characteristic was that every single floor featured a boss room.

The only enemies that appeared within were Orcs and their evolved variants. There weren't many traps to speak of, but by the same token, there wasn't much decent treasure either.

According to my memories of the game, the loot found along the way was Uncommon-grade at best. Only by defeating the boss on the final floor could you obtain an Epic-grade item.

Even then, that Epic item was just a specialized event item—a cosmetic accessory that served no purpose other than boosting the affection of a specific capture target. I remembered ignoring the dungeon entirely once I'd collected the relevant event CGs.

With that in mind, I decided to take the shortest route possible to the bottom floor. My Stealth skill and the Nikov were the stars of the show once again. I didn't bother harvesting meat this time; I simply snatched the Magic Stones from the fallen Orcs and pressed on.

Eventually, I reached the first-floor boss room. The "boss" consisted of five Orcs. The Nikov handled them with ease.

Unlike the Goblin Labyrinth, the bosses here weren't disproportionately stronger than the standard mobs on the floor.

I collected the stones and descended.

As I moved deeper, the Orcs grew progressively stronger. The standard Orcs were replaced by High Orcs, Orc Mages, Orc Priests, and Orc Generals. Finally, waiting at the bottom, was the Orc King.

The Generals and the King were the real headaches. A General was a versatile combatant with high physical stats and the ability to use magic. The King was essentially a General on steroids, possessing high intelligence and the charisma to lead its subordinates in organized, tactical maneuvers.

I finally arrived at the final boss room where the Orc King waited. The encounter consisted of the King, two Generals, and a random assortment of ten High Orcs, Mages, and Priests.

This time, the RNG had given me four High Orcs, two Mages, and four Priests.

"GUOOOOOOH!"

The King let out a deafening war cry the moment I opened the door.

Remaining calm, I fired a burst from the Nikov toward the Priests. When the magazine ran dry, I popped a smoke screen to break line of sight. Using my usual rotation—repositioning with Stealth followed by a rapid-fire ambush—I systematically eliminated the Mages and Priests before cleaning up the High Orcs.

That left only three.

One of the Generals launched a fire arrow at me. I threw myself into a horizontal leap to dodge it, only for the second General to lead my landing with another fire arrow.

I used my Wind Magic skill to conjure a gust, blowing the projectile off course, and retaliated with the Nikov.

Bang! Bang! Bang! Bang!

I scored a hit on one General's left shoulder. It let out a pained groan, but the King immediately stepped up, touching the General to cast a healing spell.

While that was happening, the second General kept the pressure on me with more fire arrows.

Dealing with these guys is such a pain when the King is around to coordinate them.

I deployed another smoke screen and vanished with Stealth.

The King and the remaining General immediately moved back-to-back. They had realized I was trying to get behind them.

But I wasn't aiming for their backs this time. I reached into my bag and hurled a water balloon filled with capsaicin extract—the same "blinding grenade" I’d used on the Goblin Lord—directly at the King’s face.

"GUGYAAAAAA!"

As the King collapsed, clutching its eyes, the Generals wavered.

I didn't miss the opening. I unloaded the Nikov into the two Generals until the slide locked back.

They didn't get back up.

The King glared at me with pure hatred. He had already healed the damage to his eyes; he was virtually unscathed. 

My Nikov rounds had been hitting him throughout the fight, but they lacked the penetration to get through his thick hide.

I swapped to the Karashi. The moment I did, the King charged. Based on the lack of damage he'd taken so far, he must have concluded that my weapons were useless against him.

Impressive intelligence for a monster.

Too bad for him, the Karashi was loaded with Full Metal Jacket bullets specialized for penetration.

I leveled the Karashi, aimed squarely at the King's forehead, and squeezed the trigger.

Bang-bang-bang-bang-bang-bang-bang-bang...!

Thud.

The King became a silent corpse.

"Alright, that's a full clear."

I grabbed the Magic Stone and entered the room containing the Labyrinth Core. A treasure chest sat waiting before the pedestal.

I opened it slowly to find a single bracelet.



Name: Bracelet of Fertility
Description: A bracelet imbued with prayers for the prosperity of one's descendants. A woman equipped with this bracelet will find it significantly easier to conceive children.
Grade: Epic
Price: 10,000,000,000 Cent



Ah, right. I remember now. This was the event item.

Drop an item like that from an Orc? I see what you did there, devs!

The memory of my previous life's outrage at the joke came flooding back.

Still, the value was absurdly high. There was no way I could liquidize this easily. I decided to keep it as a "break in case of emergency" fund.

I pocketed the Bracelet of Fertility, touched the Labyrinth Core, and teleported out of the dungeon.
Chapter 25: Townsperson A Challenges the Wind Mountain Labyrinth

I finally turned thirteen.

Having spent the last six months grinding the Great Orc Labyrinth, I’d managed to rack up enough kills to earn the Orc Slayer achievement. Thanks to that, my rank had risen to D and my level had climbed to 23. Apparently, reaching Rank C required completing escort missions, but I didn't have any immediate plans to pursue that.

As for my peers, I had been politely declining invitations to join their parties, telling them I wanted to focus on solo training for a while.

Incidentally, there was a massive uproar in Altomunt recently because the Orcs had suddenly stopped appearing. 

Well... let’s just tell ourselves it wasn't my fault.

Furthermore, thanks to my regular honey-buying trips to the Elven Village, my savings were looking healthy. I was only five million away from my minimum target.



Name: Allen
Rank: D
Age: 13
Divine Protection: 【Wind God】
Skills: 【Stealth】, 【Appraisal】, 【Alchemy】, 【Wind Magic】, 【Multi-Cast】, 【Chantless】
Residence: Luluden
Funds: 15,457,109
Level: 23
Stamina: D
Mana: B
Achievements: Goblin Labyrinth Conqueror, Goblin Slayer, Orc Slayer



The people of the Elven Village had been treating me quite well—so well, in fact, that they had even cleared an area for an airport.

They were understandably reluctant to cut down too much of the forest, so the runway was only three hundred meters long. However, I’d since upgraded the Vuitol’s braking system, and the Wind Spirits were kind enough to provide a localized headwind during takeoffs. Thanks to that, I could take off and land without any anxiety.

When I wasn't using it, the village children used the strip as a playground or for archery practice. Since the "airport" had become a multi-purpose community space, no one in the village seemed to have any complaints.

Now, having reached a point where the Great Orc Labyrinth no longer provided enough experience to level up, I decided it was time to tackle a high-difficulty dungeon.

My next target was the Wind Mountain Labyrinth. In the game, its recommended clear level was 30. Considering the Great Orc Labyrinth was level 15 and the Valley of the Flying Dragons was 25, one could see just how steep the jump in difficulty was.

The Wind Mountain Labyrinth was already a well-known site, the subject of a fierce conquest race among renowned adventurers. Currently, the record for the deepest floor reached was a mere eight floors. It was a place with a history of swallowing many famous warriors whole.

In the game, it consisted of thirty floors. Despite being underground, it was a mysterious place where the sky stretched out overhead. The monsters were exclusively of the flying variety, and the floors were littered with traps that couldn't be disarmed without Wind Magic.

I felt a pang of nostalgia remembering my previous life, where I had charged in without knowing you needed to either follow Marcus’s route or obtain the Book of the Wind God from the Valley of the Flying Dragons first. It had been a swift Game Over.

But back to the present. The noteworthy treasures in this labyrinth were two Rings of Substitution and the final boss drop: the Sword of the Sky Knight.

The Ring of Substitution was exactly what it sounded like—an item that acted as a proxy for the wearer, allowing them to revive once after death. 

The Sword of the Sky Knight was a specialized weapon. If someone with the Knight divine protection equipped it, their protection would evolve into Sky Knight. Reaching that stage granted the user an aptitude for Wind Magic.

In the game, this was the item used to "awaken" Leonard, the son of the Imperial Guard Captain. However, I recalled that his mana pool had been so pitifully small that his Wind Magic was never particularly useful.

The boss of the final floor was the Blizzard Phoenix. In a fair fight, the current me would have almost zero chance of victory. It was a terrifying creature that rained down blizzards from the stratosphere to steal your visibility and stamina, all while peppering you with a relentless hail of ice arrows from well outside your range.

However, the boss room in the labyrinth had a ceiling. Its mobility would be limited, meaning the fight wouldn't be quite so one-sided.

The "royal road" strategy in the game involved using Crown Prince Karlheinz’s powerful Fire Magic to exploit its elemental weakness. Alternatively, if you could manage to close the distance, it lacked high physical defense and could be taken down with melee attacks.

If physical attacks work, then my guns should be able to do the job, I reasoned.

With that plan in mind, I set out for the Wind Mountain Labyrinth.



"Rank D adventurer, Allen, huh? Soloing this place is a good way to get yourself killed, but I suppose that’s the arrogance of youth for you. Fine. You may enter. Just stay on the first floor if you want to keep breathing."

I showed my Guild Card and registered at the guild in Seeben, the town nearest the labyrinth. The site was under guild management, and entry was restricted to those Rank D and above. You could try to sneak in, but anyone caught taking items out of a managed labyrinth without registration was prosecuted as a thief.

Usually, Rank A or B adventurers tackled this place in parties. A thirteen-year-old Rank D kid showing up alone must have looked like a joke or a suicide mission to the registrar.

But I fully intended to conquer this place—and then farm it. In fact, I planned to spend most of my time here until I had to enroll in the academy. Of course, I had no intention of bragging about my progress; standing out any more than I already did would only invite trouble.



I left the town and made my way to the entrance.

The first floor was a standard cave-type dungeon. The primary inhabitants were Giant Vampire Bats—monstrous things with one-meter wingspans that could drain a man dry in seconds.

I moved through the shadows, utilizing my 【Stealth】 skill. Eventually, I spotted five of them hanging from the ceiling.

It was the perfect debut for my new weapon: a shotgun. I’d built it using the technical insights I'd gained from the Karashi and named it the Saiga. The namesake was, of course, the famous Russian Izhmash Saiga-12.

Inside, the mechanism was a purely magical firearm and bore no resemblance to its inspiration, but I’d managed to get the exterior looking quite authentic. It had taken a significant amount of trial and error to get it to function correctly as a shotgun, but it was finally time for field testing.

Boom! Boom!

The roar of the gun echoed through the cavern. The Giant Vampire Bats were torn apart instantly. It felt a bit like overkill, but there was no denying that shotguns were magnificent.

After harvesting their Magic Stones, I hurried toward the next level. From the second floor down, the labyrinth was brightly lit and possessed an open sky despite being deep underground. It truly was a bizarre environment.

From here on, I would be entering the areas characteristic of the Wind Mountain Labyrinth, where the avian monsters thrived.

With the Saiga gripped firmly in my hands, I ventured deeper into the abyss.
Chapter 26: Townsperson A Conquers the Labyrinth of the Wind Mountain

I decided then and there: as long as I had the Saiga, I didn’t need anything else.

Having made its practical combat debut today, the Saiga had performed so spectacularly that I couldn't help but feel that way. Its range was short, but a shotgun that could hit its mark even if my aim was slightly off was the ideal tool for hunting.

Thanks to the weapon, I was making steady progress and had already reached the 28th floor. In this labyrinth, every floor ending in the number eight was a "gimmick floor," requiring the use of Wind Magic to proceed.

The layout of this particular floor consisted of ten small floating islands that had to be crossed in sequence. To reach the next island, one had to hit a small, apple-sized target floating above it with a Wind Magic spell. Successfully hitting the target would trigger a teleport to that island.

By navigating these islands in the correct order, a traveler could eventually reach the next floor. Of course, if you messed up the sequence, you were either warped back to the start of the floor or sent plummeting into the abyss.

It was notorious as a "crap-tier" dungeon back in the game, and in all honesty, clearing it without the help of a Wiki would have been nearly impossible. Since falling meant an immediate Game Over in the original title, I assumed that falling now would mean a literal Game Over for my life.

With that grim thought in mind, I cautiously navigated the islands. I used the Saiga to blast every monster that dared to attack me out of the sky, though it was a bit depressing to watch the fallen creatures—and their loot—drop into the endless void.

Eventually, I reached the fifth island. This was where the hidden gimmick was located.

On the northern side of this island, there was a concealed entrance leading into its interior. The developers had been so spiteful that the entrance was only visible as a tiny, distant speck if you turned around after finishing the entire island-hopping sequence. I felt a surge of nostalgia for my previous life as I recalled the sheer malice the production team must have felt when designing this.

Now, the intended strategy was to use a grappling hook and rope to scale down the cliff face to the entrance. However, I possessed the paid-DLC cheat skill known as Alchemy.

By using the Transmutation sub-skill to create a stone staircase leading downward, I bypassed all the danger. Of course, this was a tactic that players could only pull off in the game if they had spent real-world money.

I easily infiltrated the island's interior. Inside was a straight corridor that opened into a small, altar-like space. There, resting upon the altar, was a pair of Rings of Substitution.

In the game's story, there was a famous scene where a capture target would have the heroine, Amy, equip one of these rings. “Next time, I want to give you the real thing,” he would say. Every capture target had a unique event still for that moment.

Since this was a location meant to be visited after the "Villainess Condemnation Event," whatever happened with that plotline was none of my concern. My own safety was my absolute priority, so I gratefully pocketed both Rings of Substitution.

After slipping one of them onto the middle finger of my left hand, I hurried along. I had officially secured insurance against the worst-case scenario.



Finally, I arrived at the doors to the boss room.

The creature waiting inside was the Blizzard Phoenix, a dangerous monster I wouldn't dream of fighting in the open air. I checked my weapon's condition and swapped the Saiga’s ammunition for slug rounds. These were the "bear-killers" of the shotgun world; they didn't have much range, but their stopping power at close quarters was immense.

Furthermore, since I expected to take some hits during this encounter, I used Transmutation to craft a sturdy shield made of polycarbonate.

Alright, preparations complete.

With that, I charged into the room.

The boss chamber was a massive dome with a radius of roughly one hundred meters. At the center stood the Blizzard Phoenix, a divine, awe-inspiring creature clad in a mantle of living ice.

"Kyuiiiiiiiii!"

The moment the doors swung open, the phoenix unleashed a violent blizzard without hesitation. It wasn't aiming specifically at me—it was targeting the entrance itself.

Even though I was hidden as usual by my Stealth skill, the boss's AI dictated that it would attack the doorway the moment it opened. That seemed to be the Blizzard Phoenix's standard opening move. I weathered the frost with my shield while quickly scrambling out of the blizzard's line of fire.

Immediately after, a hail of ice arrows rained down on the spot where I had just been standing.

Using the distraction, I crept closer to the bird and hammered it with the Saiga.

Boom! Boom! Boom! Boom!

I got four shots off, but the phoenix realized my position the moment the first slug connected and flew back to create distance. Still, the impact felt solid. Blue blood began to drip from its body, and to my surprise, the droplets froze solid the instant they hit the floor.

I attempted to reset the situation by activating the "golden combo" of a smoke screen and my Stealth skill.

However, the Blizzard Phoenix immediately retaliated by blasting another blizzard in my direction. I used the shield to block the brunt of the freezing wind and moved out of the line of fire again.

Yet, as soon as I escaped the wind, a barrage of ice arrows followed. It seemed that being clipped by the blizzard before I could fully vanish meant that my Stealth hadn't taken hold properly.

I tried to dodge by sprinting sideways, but the arrows were too numerous. I instinctively thrust my shield forward to intercept the barrage.

Clang-clang-clang-clang!

The ice arrows hammered against the shield with a deafening racket. While the polycarbonate held up against the physical impact, the shield was becoming freezing cold in a matter of seconds. If this kept up, the cold would become too intense to hold.

Realizing I was in a losing battle of attrition, I made my next move.

"Transmutation!"

I transmuted a boulder large enough to serve as cover right next to me, abandoned the frozen shield, and dove into the rock's shadow. Once there, I transmuted a fresh shield, re-equipped it, and activated Stealth before moving to a new position.

The Blizzard Phoenix realized I had vanished and began circling the room, searching for my location. I wanted to draw it in as close as possible and go for a headshot.

Growing frustrated at its inability to find me, the phoenix began firing blizzards at random. I was nearly caught in the blast and hurriedly transmuted a new rock in front of me to block it.

"Damn it."

The bird spotted the sudden appearance of the rock and sent a volley of ice arrows flying my way. It was utilizing its overwhelming long-range firepower, but I wasn't about to lose in a contest of range.

I swapped the Saiga for the Nikov. Bracing my shield in front of me, I began to return fire.

Bang! Bang! Bang!

I ducked back behind the rock, then leaned out from the other side to point the muzzle at the phoenix and fire again. I repeated this cycle tirelessly.

.

.

.

Suddenly, the barrage of ice arrows stopped.

I activated Stealth and peeked out from behind my cover. The Blizzard Phoenix was lying on the ground, its body twitching in violent convulsions. It looked like one of my shots had finally hit a vital organ.

I hurried over and used the Nikov to put a bullet through its head, finishing it off.

"Whew. That was close, but I managed it."

I began the butchering process. Up close, the Blizzard Phoenix was truly a beautiful creature. However, most of what I had assumed were ice-blue feathers turned out to be made of actual ice. I tried to harvest one, but it began to melt the moment it was detached.

A bit of a waste, but it seemed those wouldn't work as materials.

Left with no other choice, I began carving the bird up the same way one would a chicken—albeit a massive one. I located a Magic Stone near the heart and set it aside. As I watched the icy feathers continue to melt away, I noticed something.

Wait. Are those... real feathers mixed in with the tail? And the wings, too!

Once the ice had finished melting, I was able to recover one beautiful ice-blue tail feather and two primary flight feathers. As for the meat... it was a sickly, unappetizing color, so I decided to pass. The game had never mentioned it being edible, anyway.

After harvesting the wing bones, I headed toward the back of the boss room. There, I found a familiar Labyrinth Core, a treasure chest, and a pedestal.

I opened the chest and retrieved the Sword of the Sky Knight.

As for the pedestal, it was the Magic Stone Synthesis Device. The existence of this specific machine was the entire reason I wanted to grind this dungeon. To put it simply, this was a cheat device that broke the fundamental common sense of this world.

The device allowed a user to synthesize multiple Magic Stones of the same type to increase their size. In the game, two stones of the same size could be combined into one stone of the next tier. This meant you needed two "extra-small" stones to make a "small," four for a "medium," eight for a "large," and sixteen for a "giant" stone.

To put the economics into perspective: a common Goblin dropped an extra-small Magic Stone, which sold for about 1,500 to 2,000 Cent. However, a "large" stone traded for 30,000 Cent. By using this device, I could take 12,000 to 16,000 Cent worth of raw materials and turn them into an item worth 30,000 Cent.

I had been hoarding Goblin and Orc stones for exactly this reason; I planned to synthesize them all here before selling them off.

After placing the stones I’d gathered on the way here onto the pedestal and completing the synthesis, I stepped into the light and teleported back to the entrance.
Episode 27: Townsperson A Enrolls in the Higher Academy

I finally turned fifteen. Here is how my situation looked at the time.



Name: Allen
Rank: C
Age: 15
Divine Protection: Wind God
Skills: Stealth, Appraisal, Alchemy, Wind Magic, Multi-Cast, Chantless
Residence: Luluden
Funds: 34,519,728
Level: 37
Physical Strength: C
Mana: A
Achievements: Goblin Labyrinth Conqueror, Goblin Slayer, Orc Slayer, Youngest C-Rank



I had become the youngest C-rank adventurer in history. Even after shelling out twenty million for my enrollment fees and tuition, my savings were still overflowing. I owed this fortune largely to that hidden altar; by any metric, I had already succeeded as an adventurer.

I hadn’t originally intended to reach C-rank so quickly, but the pressure from the Guild intensified once they recognized my Orc Slayer achievement. My mentor eventually talked me into claiming the record for the youngest rank-up, so I spent my fourteenth year taking on escort missions and bandit subjugations until I hit the mark.

My level sat at thirty-seven. In the context of the game, that was high enough to win the final battle against Fallen Anastasia.

While I hadn't seen much real combat lately, I had been diligent with the swordsmanship training I’d requested from my mentor. Thanks to that, I managed to pass the martial portion of the entrance exam—though I couldn't actually beat the examiner. The magic exam, naturally, was a breeze. If anything, the hardest part was holding back enough to ensure I didn’t stand out.

I’ve used my Stealth skill to cloak every skill and blessing I have, save for Wind Magic. If the academy found out a student possessed this much power, I’d likely be dragged into all sorts of tedious trouble.

Until the Condemnation Event occurs, my top priority is to remain inconspicuous. So far, the only things I’ve done to deviate from the original Scenario were providing the Scroll of Appraisal and the simple fact of my own existence as an outsider slipping into the academy.

From here on, I intend to let things proceed according to the game’s script as much as possible. By intervening at the Condemnation Event, I will stop the villainess, Anastasia, from falling into darkness. That, in turn, should save my mother, my mentor, Monica, my seniors, and eventually the entire Royal Capital.

I can do this.



The season of dancing cherry blossoms arrived, and the time finally came for me to enroll in the all-boarding Royal Academy—the primary stage of the otome game.

Dressed in a crisp, brand-new blazer, I passed through the gates of the Royal Academy and headed toward the auditorium for the entrance ceremony. Posted at the entrance were the exam results in descending order, along with our class assignments.

1st: Anastasia Kleiner von Ramslett (Noble)
2nd: Allen (Scholarship)
3rd: Amy von Braises (Noble)
4th: Marcus von Beinz (Noble)
5th: Claude Justine de Westadale (Noble)
6th: Oscar von Wimlett (Noble)
7th: Margaret von Altmund (Noble)
...
11th: Karlheinz Bartille von Sentlaren (Noble)
...
21st: Leonard von Jukes (Noble)

──── B-Class ────

22nd: Vandalen von Seeben (Noble)
23rd: Heidemarie Asmus (General)
24th: Isabella von Luyinberg (Noble)
...
39th: Glen Whiteberg (General)

It looked like they had accepted a total of thirty-nine students this year. The labels in parentheses indicated the enrollment type: "Noble" for the aristocracy, "Scholarship" for those who passed the special entrance exam, and "General" for commoners. Incidentally, being a "Scholarship" student only meant I was exempt from the written exam; it didn't come with any actual financial aid for tuition.

For some reason, I had been placed in A-Class. I had no desire to get involved in the main story events, so B-Class would have been much better, but...

Well, there was no sense crying over spilled milk. Naturally, every other student in A-Class was a noble. Even in B-Class, there were only three slots for commoners.

I took a seat in the back corner of the A-Class section, hoping to remain invisible. After all, I wasn't even allowed to speak to my classmates. According to the etiquette training I’d received before enrollment, a commoner addressing a noble of their own accord was considered an act of disrespect.

In short, I was forbidden from speaking until spoken to. Even after that initial contact, I wasn't allowed to initiate further conversation without their express permission.

I didn't mind this at all, given my goal of staying out of the spotlight, but if I were a normal kid who’d enrolled with high hopes, finding my "loner" status legally mandated would have been enough to cause a mental breakdown.

After a short wait, the other students began filing in.

Anastasia entered the room, trailing an entourage. She was every bit the staggering beauty I remembered, possessing an aura that set her worlds apart from a commoner like me. She was elegant, yet fundamentally unapproachable. Her striking features were fixed in a cold, expressionless mask that made her look more like a marble statue than a person.

Anastasia spared me a single, fleeting glance before sitting in the front row, looking entirely uninterested.

Next came Crown Prince Karlheinz and his group. The other four capture targets were all present, as well. Every single one of them radiated a crushing, "heartthrob" energy.

If I were a girl who had played the game, I’m sure my heart would have been thumping in my chest. Instead, looking at them just made me feel weary. Even if it was just a game, these guys had spent a lot of time wooing me in my past life; as someone who didn't swing that way, it had been a source of significant psychological trauma.

They also gave me a brief look before taking their seats beside Anastasia.

Finally, the heroine entered—Amy, with her unmistakable pink hair. If I recalled correctly, she was the illegitimate child of a Baron, and had been raised as a commoner until only a few months ago.

She glanced my way, and to my shock, she walked straight toward me. She spoke in a voice as sweet and thick as syrup.

"Hellooo there. I’m Amy von Braises. You’re Allen-san, the scholarship student, right? It’s so nice to meet youuu."

Wait, what?

In the game, the heroine was supposed to be staring at the Crown Prince during the entrance ceremony, her heart all aflutter!

"It is a pleasure to meet you, Lady Amy," I replied, fighting to keep my voice steady. "I am Allen. Just a commoner. I look forward to working with you."

"Allen-san, you skipped grades and graduated with perfect scores when you were eleven, didn't you? I was attending the same school as a commoner back then, and I remember everyone talking about ittt."

Amy blushed slightly, looking up at me with shimmering eyes.

She was... honestly, she was adorable. She was the heroine of an otome game, after all; it made sense that the capture targets would fall for her.

Still, I didn't remember her character being quite this sugary or airheaded.

And so, my academy life began—already haunted by the distinct premonition of trouble on the horizon.
Episode 28: Townsperson A Attends Class

It has been exactly one week since I enrolled in the Higher Academy. As expected—or perhaps I should say, as planned—I’ve been completely isolated. Not a single soul has spoken to me.

I am a total, quintessential loner.

Amy, the only person who bothered to talk to me on orientation day, seems to have successfully triggered her "First Encounter" event with the Crown Prince. Since then, she has lost all interest in me.

The Crown Prince has been constantly hovering over her, saying things like, "As a former commoner, Lady Amy, you must be struggling with so many unfamiliar customs. Allow me to assist you." Meanwhile, he has absolutely no use for me—an actual commoner—and ignores my existence entirely in the classroom.

Since I’m required to bow my head whenever we pass in the hallway, there’s zero opportunity for conversation anyway. Even in the dorms, while we’re provided with private rooms, the noble and commoner buildings are completely separate. Our paths never even cross.

I expected to be ignored by the student body, I thought, but being befriended by someone like Amy only to be dropped the moment I was no longer useful... well, it stung a bit more than I anticipated.

In any case, today was supposed to be the day of the event where Amy, possessor of the [Healing] Divine Protection, reveals her restorative magic. Now that the initial orientation has settled down, the real curriculum is finally beginning.

First up: magic practice.

I followed the cluster of young nobles out to the training grounds.

"Alright, everyone. We’ll begin the lesson now," the instructor announced. "This may be tedious for those of you who can already cast, but please focus on mastering your control first."

After the brief explanation, the teacher addressed the class. "Those who can already use magic, please raise your hands."

A scattering of hands went up in response. I raised mine as well.

Wait, I realized suddenly. Didn't we have a magic portion on the entrance exam? Shouldn't everyone here already know the basics by the time they're enrolled? Can you actually get into this school without being able to cast?

Damn. Not that my training was a waste, but it feels like I over-prepared for nothing.

"Very well. Then, Crown Prince Karlheinz, would you care to show us something? A simple spell will do."

"Hmph. Leave it to me."

The Crown Prince stepped forward with absolute confidence and began his chant. I was too far away to catch the specific words, but he manifested a fireball, launched it at the target, and scored a direct hit.

Clap, clap, clap, clap.

As applause broke out among the students, I decided to go with the flow and joined in.

As a side note, the Crown Prince possesses the Divine Protections of [Fire Magic] and [Hero]—the literal kit of a story protagonist. In the game, the [Hero] blessing functioned as a passive buff for the user and their party members whenever they were leading a group.

"As you can see, with proper control, you can hit a target even at that distance," the instructor explained, moving on to the safety lecture. "Conversely, if your control is lacking, you’ll miss—or worse, the spell might detonate in your hands."

The teacher scanned the group again. "Next, Lady Anastasia."

"Yes."

Anastasia stepped up to the mark as her name was called. I noticed that she and the Crown Prince didn't exchange a single word; they didn't even make eye contact. Actually, Anastasia gave him a polite bow, but he pointedly ignored her.

Apparently, their relationship was already quite strained.

Anastasia manifested an arrow of ice and loosed it. Her projectile didn't just hit the target; it shattered the wood entirely before slamming into the earthen rampart behind it.

Clap, clap, clap, clap.

Once again, the class erupted in applause. It seemed that, at this stage of the story, Anastasia’s raw magical ability was actually superior to the Crown Prince’s.

Anastasia’s Divine Protections are [Ice Magic] and [Knight]. She and the Prince are the only characters in the game who start with two blessings.

However, the Prince apparently felt that his fiancé had made him lose face. His face turned a deep, angry crimson, and he demanded a do-over.

"Anastasia... even though I held back to set a baseline, you went and destroyed the target. Do you intend to humiliate me?"

"No, nothing of the sort... I apologize."

Anastasia lowered her head and remained silent.

"Fine. I’ll show you my full power."

The Crown Prince began to chant again.

"Your Highness, stop!"

Anastasia tried to intervene, but it was too late. A massive fireball surged into existence between the Prince's hands.

"Ngh... ugh...!"

"Your Highness!"

The Prince let out a pained groan, followed by a cry from Anastasia that bordered on a scream.

A moment later, the spell went critical.

The fireball exploded in his palms, sending a wave of heat and flame outward to engulf the area. Before it could spread, however, Anastasia instantly froze the surroundings, snuffing out the runaway blaze in a heartbeat.

"Your Highness!"

"Lord Karl!"

Amy rushed to the Prince's side, her voice saccharine yet laced with performative worry. She immediately activated her magic and began treating the Prince’s burns.

"What...?"

Anastasia watched the scene with a stunned expression. The instructor didn't move to stop the treatment, either.

It took about ten minutes for the Prince’s burns to be completely, flawlessly healed.

Wait, did it really take that long? I wondered. Maybe the game just didn't show the passage of time during the scene?

"Amy, this is..." The Crown Prince stared at the girl in genuine shock.

"Your Highness! Are you alright?"

Anastasia stepped forward to offer the Prince a handkerchief, but he brushed her off. He stood up and placed his hands firmly on Amy's shoulders, looking her straight in the eye as he thanked her.

Ah, right. I remember that event CG.

"Thank you, Amy. You have a truly wonderful power."

"O-oh, it was nothing. I just... I was so worried about you, Lord Karl..."

I saw Anastasia’s eyebrow twitch. She didn't say a word, however; she simply turned her back and walked away.

Amy caught her eye for a split second, and for a moment, I thought I saw the corners of her mouth curl into a smirk. Was that just my imagination?

"T-today’s lesson will end here," the instructor stammered, clearly eager to be elsewhere. "I believe you’ve all seen the reality of magic. We will begin diligent training starting tomorrow. Dismissed!"

The teacher beat a hasty retreat from the training grounds.

So, that was the "Event." The teacher was incompetent for failing to supervise, and the Crown Prince—after letting his childish pride ruin the lesson and nearly cause a disaster—ignored the fiancé who actually saved him to shower Amy with gratitude instead.

Even by the standards of a lazy, plot-convenience-driven otome game, witnessing this farce in person left a bad taste in my mouth.

Not that there’s anything I can do about it right now, I thought.

I turned and quietly left the field.
Episode 29: Townsperson A is Fed Up with the Class Atmosphere

Ever since Amy treated the Crown Prince after his magic ran out of control, the inevitable happened: she became the target of harassment, ranging from petty slights to outright malice.

For instance, whenever Amy entered the classroom, people would begin stage-whispering loud enough for her to hear. Regardless of the truth, they spread rumors that she was a former commoner, lacked basic manners, was the daughter of a prostitute, or even that she smelled. Others simply chose to pointedly ignore her.

I also heard rumors that things occasionally went missing in the girls' dormitory, though I didn't know the specifics of that.

Now, in the game, the ones leading this classroom harassment were presumably Anastasia’s so-called "entourage" of young noble ladies. I say "presumably" because, in the game, they vanished from the academy following the civil unrest. There was never a clear description of their fate, but the text mentioned that several noble houses were dissolved and certain students had to leave the academy, so I assumed that was the case.

Incidentally, I had personally witnessed Anastasia catching them in the act on several occasions; every time, she warned them to stop such pathetic bullying. I usually used my 【Stealth】 skill to gather information, and since the Anastasia I saw during those moments was actually quite severe in her reprimands, I believed she was genuinely trying to put an end to it.

Amy, on the other hand, was using the bullying as leverage to cozy up to the Crown Prince and the other capture targets, speaking in a sickeningly sweet, coaxing voice. I couldn't help but feel her personality was quite different from the Amy in the game. Then again, the game never depicted her outside of specific events, so perhaps this was who she really was all along.

Besides, she was a girl who had lived as a commoner only to be suddenly whisked away by House Breyes and tossed into an academy full of nobles who hated her. If the Crown Prince and the sons of powerful families were willing to protect her, perhaps it was only natural for her to depend on them and curry favor.

Because of all this, the atmosphere in the class was already at its worst.

The girls had split into the Anastasia Faction and the Crown Prince Faction.

As I mentioned before, the Anastasia Faction likely wanted to eliminate Amy. However, they didn't seem to have much momentum, partly because Anastasia herself kept them in check and partly because they were significantly outnumbered.

Meanwhile, the Crown Prince Faction wasn't a monolith either, but they seemed to be using Amy as a tool to oust Anastasia. That said, they didn't actually think well of Amy; I frequently caught them badmouthing her or playing their own tricks on her.

Then there was the Crown Prince himself, whose behavior was extremely problematic. Despite having a fiancée like Anastasia, he doted exclusively on Amy and refused to even speak to Anastasia unless absolutely necessary.

His behavior encouraged those around him to plot and scheme, thinking they could finally topple Anastasia from her position. Honestly, I wished they would all just give it a rest.

Whether they were royalty or nobility, they lived lives of luxury funded by the taxes squeezed out of us commoners. The least they could do was fulfill their responsibilities.

The Crown Prince was the worst of the lot. As the future king, he was supposed to unite the country, yet he was acting like a total piece of shit. Anastasia was the daughter of House Ramslett, the family that controlled the southern granary—the region boasting the highest wheat production in the entire kingdom. He should have at least understood the political weight of their marriage!

In contrast, Amy’s family, House Breyes, was just a run-of-the-mill noble house. They weren't particularly poor or wealthy, and they lacked any significant political connections. While House Breyes stood to gain immensely if an illegitimate daughter became Queen, it would lead to inevitable chaos for the country.

Reflecting on the history of this kingdom, there were countless tales of queens with weak family backing being supplanted by the daughters of high-ranking nobles. Some were forced into divorce because their families fell from grace, and in the worst cases, some were even assassinated.

Therefore, the "correct" path in this country would have been for the Crown Prince to keep Anastasia as his legal wife while keeping Amy as his favorite—essentially, a mistress. While the country officially practiced monogamy and didn't allow concubines, the wealthy openly kept mistresses, and I had never heard anyone breathe a word of criticism about it.

But in the end, this world was that irritating otome game. It seemed that, according to the Scenario, the Royal Capital—along with me, my mother, my master, Monica, and my adventurer seniors—was racing headlong toward destruction.

Sinking into a melancholy mood, I let out a heavy sigh and made my way to the classroom.

And so, another day began where I would do nothing but sit in the corner of the room, acting as nothing more than thin air.

Oh, by the way, I’ve successfully established my position as a piece of the furniture. No one talks to me, and as a commoner, I’m not even allowed to speak to the nobles unless it's required for a lesson. I’ve settled into a role as the commoner with the fading presence—the guy who no one can ever quite place, but who at least keeps his grades up. Or at least, I’d like to think so.
Chapter 30: Townsman A is Noticed by the Villainess

Time really flew. Summer vacation was already set to begin tomorrow.

Since there was nothing I could do during this period while the routes remained unverified, I had spent my time focused on information gathering. Meanwhile, it seemed Amy had been making steady progress through her events. She was constantly surrounded not only by the Crown Prince but by all the other capture targets as well—she was living the life of a total princess.

Of course, the capture targets other than the Crown Prince were also high-ranking nobles. With the exception of the international student, Prince Claude Justine de Westadale, every one of them already had a fiancée. Since those girls weren't currently at the academy, the conflict hadn't broken out into the open yet, but I was sure the ripples were spreading beneath the surface. Personally, I thought it would be much more peaceful if Amy just hooked up with Prince Claude, the only one without a fiancée, but things were rarely that simple.

As for Amy herself, she looked like she had firmly entered the reverse harem route.

I didn't have definitive proof yet, mind you.

However, watching them, it was clear that while she was closest to the Crown Prince, the distance between her and the other targets was also shrinking fast. Being this intimate with Prince Claude at this stage only happened in either his specific route or the reverse harem route. Furthermore, if this were the Claude route, the flags for Leonard von Jukes, the son of the Knight Commander, should have been broken by now, and he would be keeping his distance from Amy.

If my hunch was right, the story would follow the same general flow as the Crown Prince route, which at least gave me the advantage of knowing what to expect.

Eventually, I made my way to the auditorium to attend the closing ceremony. A crowd had already gathered near the wall, where the results of the final exams were posted.



1st Place: Allen (500)
2nd Place: Anastasia Kleiner von Ramslett (497)
3rd Place: Amy von Braises (479)
4th Place: Marcus von Beinz (458)
5th Place: Claude Justine de Westadale (438)
6th Place: Margaret von Altmund (423)
...
12th Place: Oscar von Wimlett (413)
13th Place: Heidemarie Asmus (412)
14th Place: Karlheinz Bartille von Sentlaren (411)
...
28th Place: Vandalen von Seeben (386)
29th Place: Isabella von Luyinberg (385)
...
38th Place: Glen Whiteberg (375)
39th Place: Leonard von Jukes (321)



Oh, looks like I managed to pull off a perfect score.

To be honest, the level of the curriculum was such that a Japanese middle schooler was probably studying more advanced material, so a perfect score felt like a given. Even so, I had been diligent—preparation, review, test prep, and homework—I’d done it all by the book.

After all, I was a commoner. If my grades slipped, there was a real chance of expulsion. It was only pragmatic to keep my academic standing as high as possible.

Apparently, the class placements after summer vacation would be determined by a comprehensive evaluation of these test scores, magic and swordsmanship grades, the results of our independent research projects, and, of course, social status.

Sigh. Social status. Figures.

Speaking of which, the Knight Commander’s son’s grades were an absolute disaster. Was he going to be okay?

I recalled a depiction in the game about his poor academic performance. There was supposed to be an event where Amy kindly tutored him, boosting his affection for her. I wondered how that was playing out. Wait, don't tell me he’s only staying afloat at 39th place because Amy tutored him... No, surely it couldn't be that bad?

Anyway, I was getting sidetracked.

In my case, while I lacked status, I had a perfect score on the written exam. For the magic test, I had carefully adjusted my output to appear slightly weaker than the son of the Head Court Magician. As for swordsmanship, I was no match for opponents with Divine Protections or Skills, but I’d likely earned a passing grade. I felt like I was probably a bit above the middle of the pack.

I figured the teachers probably saw me as a reasonably talented Wind Magic user for a commoner.

With these results, I didn't have to worry about being kicked out of school.

I turned on my heel and entered the auditorium. After a wait, the tedious closing ceremony began. Once the big shots finished their long-winded speeches, we returned to our classroom for homeroom.

The teacher began returning our answer sheets one by one.

"Allen, you were the only student with a perfect score. I had heard reports that you were a once-in-a-generation genius since our country’s school system began, and you have certainly demonstrated that talent. Everyone, please, a round of applause for Allen."

When my name was called, I walked to the front, feeling a bit awkward as the teacher sang my praises. While I was happy with the result, I didn't particularly want to stand out this much.

Besides, I figured the nobles wouldn't bother clapping for a commoner anyway.

To my surprise, someone did.

It was Anastasia—the very person I had snatched first place from. As if following her lead, her circle of followers and several other sons and daughters of noble houses who were close to her began to applaud as well.

I bowed deeply to Anastasia and the others, then returned to my seat.

Once all the papers were returned, the teacher explained the requirements for our summer independent research. Apparently, we could choose any topic we liked, and there were no set evaluation criteria.

Ah, I see. So that’s how it works.

This was an academy built on a rigid class system. This "research" was a wildcard used to pad the evaluations for class placement. They couldn't exactly have high-ranking nobles stuck in the lower-tier classes, after all.

Sigh. Honestly.

Well, it didn't really matter to me. I could just summarize some elf lore into a report or claim I’d discovered a Goblin Labyrinth. As long as I turned in something that looked like an achievement, I’d be fine.

There was an upcoming ruin exploration event involving Amy and the capture targets, but there wasn't really a way for me to intervene. My primary goal was simply to prevent Anastasia from losing her temper and triggering the "villainess" events from the game. If I could do that, then Anastasia—who had actually been trying to stop the bullying against Amy—would remain completely innocent.

I didn't know how effective that would be in a country where status and power were everything, but I intended to do what I could.

When homeroom finally ended, I stood up to head back to the dorms. That was when Anastasia actually called out to me.

"You there. Allen, was it?"

I panicked, immediately dropping into a formal bow of subservience. I tucked my left hand behind my back, pressed my right hand to my heart, and knelt.

Her tone was hardly what one would expect from a Duke's daughter, but this was exactly how she had spoken to those of lower status in the game. I felt a brief flash of nostalgia, remembering how I’d been misled by that haughty, "villainess" persona when I first played it.

I kept my face carefully blank, maintaining the humble attitude of a subordinate.

"Yes. I am honored that you have remembered my name, Lady Anastasia."

"Ease up. This is the academy. There is no need for such stiff formality here. Stand."

"As you wish."

I stood up at her command.

"I hear you hold an adventurer’s license," she said.

"I do."

"Then have you ever set foot inside a labyrinth?"

"Only the Goblin Labyrinth, my lady."

"I see. Very well. I shall send a messenger for you later. Forgive me for stopping you."

"Not at all, my lady."

With that, Anastasia turned on her heel and walked away, her entourage of ladies following in her wake.

She’s sending a messenger?

Does this mean I’ve... actually been marked?
Chapter 31: Townsperson A Acts as a Chaperone

Now that my life as a background prop at the Academy had settled down for the time being, I had planned to spend my summer vacation running the Wind Mountain Labyrinth to earn some cash. Unfortunately, things took an unexpected turn.

On the third day of break, I found myself at the entrance of the Northeast Forest—the same place where the ruins containing that Scroll of Appraisal were located. My companions for the day were Anastasia, the Crown Prince, the rest of the capture targets, and Amy.

"Your Highness, everyone—I look forward to working with you today," I said, kneeling to offer the formal salute of a subject.

"Right," the Crown Prince replied curtly.

He clearly had zero interest in me; his passionate gaze was fixed entirely on Amy. Anastasia, meanwhile, watched the Prince with eyes like ice.

As for why I was out here with this specific crowd, I had ended up helping the Crown Prince and his cronies with their independent research project at Anastasia’s request. Of course, even if she calls it a 'request,' a favor asked by a Duke’s daughter is effectively an order to a commoner like me. Refusal wasn't an option. It was plain to see that if I defied her, the whole thing would end with me being kicked out of the Academy.

Well, for the time being, I was told I’d be allowed to submit the project as a co-author, so I suppose I should be grateful. However, since it was a foregone conclusion that a lowly person like myself would be doing everything from writing the first draft to the final proofreading, I had mixed feelings about the whole arrangement.

But enough griping. To put it simply, this was the in-game event where the heroine, Amy, obtains the Scroll of Appraisal. 

In the original game, during the Crown Prince’s route or the Reverse Harem route, Anastasia would tag along and hire an outside adventurer to act as a guide for safety. However, because a foreign object like me had been mixed into the Academy, the event had shifted slightly. Anastasia likely realized that rather than hiring some unknown mercenary, it was much more cost-effective to use the "convenient" adventurer in her own class for free.

On the other hand, the fact that every single capture target was gathered here confirmed that Amy was indeed charging down the Reverse Harem route. 

Honestly, that route is a nightmare to complete. You have to show up everywhere and meticulously trigger every single flag, but Amy seemed to be doing just fine. Personally, I’d find it mentally exhausting to watch the girl I like get cozy with all my friends one after another, but apparently, the guys here don’t see it that way.

That said, Amy was apparently loathed by the other girls in class, and the bullying was steadily escalating. Well, Anastasia didn't seem to be involved in that, so it was none of my business.

"Well then, is everyone ready? If you’re prepared, I’ll lead the way to the ruins."

"Yeah. No problem."

"Then we shall depart. Along the way, we’ll be passing through the habitat of Horn Rabbits—rabbit monsters with horns. Please stay alert; if you’re careless, they can gore you."

"Hah! Who do you think you're talking to?" Prince Claude mocked, looking down his nose at me. "There's no way I'd be taken down by the likes of a Horn Rabbit."

"I, too, have trained rigorously as a future Knight Commander," Leonard added.

"I'll pick off something like a Horn Rabbit with my bow before it even gets close," Oscar chimed in.

"Hmph. I'll turn any Horn Rabbit into a barbecue," Marcus sneered.

"Hey, if you roast it, you'll probably leave nothing but charcoal," Crown Prince Karlheinz retorted.

I'm pretty sure a Horn Rabbit would taste foul if you roasted it whole without properly draining the blood first, I thought, but I decided to keep that to myself.

"U-Um... I'm sure Allen-san only said that because he's worried about us," Amy interjected. She spoke in a strangely sweet voice as she "admonished" the capture targets.

"Ah, you're right. As expected of Amy—you’re truly impressive to show such concern even for a commoner."

"That's my Amy for you."

"Hey, Amy doesn't belong to you, Claude."

"She’s right. She's mine, isn't she?"

"No, she is mine."

"Oh, my... I don't know what to..."

A truly nauseating exchange played out right in front of me. I glanced at Anastasia; she was watching the scene with a completely frozen expression. 

Noticing my gaze, her face softened into a look of mild exasperation for a fleeting second before she turned back to the six of them. With her icy mask firmly back in place, she spoke.

"Your Highness, if we linger too long, His Majesty will worry. Let us depart."

Irritated at having the mood spoiled, the Crown Prince clicked his tongue. 

"Fine. Let's move. You—lead the way."

I was too exasperated for words, but he was the Crown Prince regardless. I couldn't be disrespectful. Keeping my face blank, I gave a small reply of "Yes, sir," and began guiding them toward the ruins.
Chapter 32: Townsperson A Suspects Amy

“A type of moss known as Akarigoke grows within these ruins, providing a moderate amount of light. Consequently, you will have no need for torches or lanterns here. However, please keep in mind that this is not the case in other labyrinths.”

Upon arriving at the ruins, I recited the exact same lines used by the adventurer who guided the Crown Prince’s party in the original game. I figured that sticking to the script as much as possible was the best way to prevent the situation from spiraling out of control.

After hearing my little speech, Amy stared at me while muttering something under her breath. Catching her gaze, I reflexively asked her what was wrong.

“Amy-sama? Is something the matter?”

“Eh? Oh, umm… I was just thinking about how knowledgeable adventurers are.”

“Is that so? Thank you very much. If anything concerns you, please don’t hesitate to speak up.”

I felt a faint prickle of unease at her response, delivered in a strangely saccharine voice. Without knowing exactly what was bothering me, I led the group deeper into the ruins.

“Wow, it’s amazing! I can’t believe the walls glow like this. It’s so pretty…”

“It is. But not nearly as beautiful as you, Amy.”

Amy played up her wonder with exaggerated gestures, and the Crown Prince rewarded her with a compliment. It was a beat-for-beat recreation of the dialogue from the game. 

Meanwhile, Anastasia watched the two of them with cold, distant eyes.

Eventually, we reached a dead end. When Amy started to drift toward the left, I called out to stop her.

“Amy-sama, there is nothing that way but a small side-chamber.”

“Oh? Is that ri-ight?” she asked, her voice dripping with that same cloying sweetness.

“Amy says she wants to see it,” the Crown Prince interjected, shielding her. “What’s the harm in a quick look?”

“As you wish.”

Since the Prince was intent on coddling her, I stepped into the small room on the left. Amy followed close behind, but the moment she entered, she walked straight toward the back-right corner as if she were being pulled by a magnet.

I see. So that’s how it is.

“It’s exactly as Allen said. There’s nothing here,” Anastasia remarked flatly.

Having a strong hunch about Amy’s behavior, I decided to piggyback on Anastasia’s observation and throw a jab.

“Indeed. About seven years ago, a pack of Goblins made a nest in these ruins. I was just a child then, so I couldn't join the subjugation force. However, according to my seniors at the Adventurer’s Guild, this room was where the Goblins kept their hoarded treasure. Of course, the adventurers cleared everything out during the raid, so there is nothing left now.”

Naturally, I omitted the fact that I had already made off with the Scroll of Appraisal and a few silver coins myself.

“I see. So that’s the history of this place,” Anastasia said, nodding with genuine interest. Her expression wasn't frozen like it had been earlier; for a brief moment, she looked like a normal girl her age.

Amy, who had been eavesdropping on our conversation, scurried over to the opposite corner to inspect the ground. She whispered something to herself.

“Hm? Amy, what’s wrong?” the Crown Prince asked, his voice laced with concern at her suspicious movements.

“Eh? Oh, um, it’s nothing!” she chirped, hurriedly trying to smooth things over. 

Despite her denial, she clearly had something on her mind. I didn’t have concrete proof yet, but I was beginning to suspect that Amy knew about this world—specifically, the world of that otome game—just like I did.

Her insistence on entering this specific room, her beeline for the back-right corner, and her subsequent check of the opposite corner… it all suggested she was looking for the Scroll of Appraisal and trying to verify which ‘game mode’ the world was set to.

However, the Scroll of Appraisal was supposed to drop in Easy, Normal, and Hard modes. There shouldn't be any other modes. I wondered what she made of the empty room.

“Hey. We’re moving on. Keep guiding us.”

“Yes, Your Highness.”

The Prince’s command broke my train of thought, and I resumed the tour.

I guided them through the standard route, allowing them to gather medicinal herbs and observe Blue Slimes. Finally, we reached the deepest chamber—the place where the Labyrinth Core was said to have been located back when the ruins were still a functioning labyrinth.

“This area is rumored to be where the Labyrinth Core once sat. However, it’s unknown exactly when or why this place ceased to be a labyrinth. In fact, there is no concrete evidence that it ever truly was one.”

While I explained the lore, Anastasia walked around, inspecting the walls with curiosity. Amy, on the other hand, seemed to have lost all interest; she stood to the side, fiddling with her hair and looking bored.

“Tch. Just as I thought. No monsters worth mentioning in a dump like this.”

“Claude-denka, we have Amy with us,” Marcus countered. “Shouldn't we be grateful that the danger was minimal?”

“No, Marcus,” Leo cut in. “With me here, it’s impossible for Amy to ever be in danger.”

“Leo, the best way to protect a lady is to keep her away from danger entirely, don't you think?”

“Oh? Is Marcus admitting he doesn't have the confidence to keep Amy safe? I could certainly protect her with much more style.”

What are these guys even doing here? I wondered. They were the future pillars of the nation, yet here they were, completely under Amy’s thumb. If this was the state of the kingdom’s elite, the future was looking grim.

And so, my time spent babysitting a "reverse harem ruins date" disguised as a research project finally came to an end, leaving me with a significant amount of mental exhaustion.

Wait a minute… In the game, wasn't Anastasia supposed to spend the whole trip sniping at Amy for clinging to the Crown Prince? Looking back, she hadn't said a single word to her.
Chapter 33: Townsperson A Prepares a Report with the Villainess

Summer vacation, which felt both long and short, ended in the blink of an eye. Between the report and running around everywhere for research, an incredible amount of time slipped through my fingers. In the end, I never made it to the Elven Village or the Wind Mountain Labyrinth.

You see, Anastasia’s passion for this project was on a whole other level.

Well, where should I start? I suppose I should begin with the day after our investigation wrapped up.

That morning, Anastasia summoned me to the school gate. From there, I was whisked away in a luxurious carriage bearing the crest of House Ramslett.

“I’m glad you could make it,” she said. “And thank you for acting as our guide yesterday. It was a great help.”

“Not at all,” I replied.

“Now, about the report...”

“Yes?”

“I’ve already secured appointments with a labyrinth expert, a historian, and finally, a researcher specializing in those ruins. We’ll be making the rounds to interview them today.”

I blinked, momentarily stunned. “Wait, what? Are you really going that far for an independent study project?”

I couldn’t help but ask. In essence, this was just a middle or high school summer project. Going to interview university professors for it was... well, it was overkill, wasn't it? 

At least, that’s what I thought, but Anastasia clearly saw things differently.

“I see. Since you are a commoner, Allen, you are unfamiliar with these matters. Listen well. This will be the official report of His Royal Highness the Crown Prince, Prince Claude, and the heirs of the kingdom's most prominent noble houses.”

Hmm. Those "high expectations" for their futures are probably just because of their parents' status, not actual talent, I thought.

“If we submit something half-baked or factually incorrect,” she continued, “we never know when someone might use it to trip us up.”

“I see.”

“Therefore, we must properly consult with experts, understand the material thoroughly, and compile it into a rigorous report based on those findings.”

“U-Understood.”

I didn’t quite understand how someone could be "tripped up" by a school report, but she likely meant avoiding some kind of public embarrassment or political leverage. To be honest, I didn't give a damn about the Crown Prince or the other love interests, but there was something moving about Anastasia’s sincerity. 

Fine. If we're doing this, let's do it right!

In my previous life, I had graduated from a prestigious national university’s graduate program. I wasn't about to slack off now.

And so, having been thoroughly swept up in Anastasia's enthusiasm, I spent my days trailing after her to meet various experts. We sat through lectures, and I practically lived in the Royal Library conducting literature research. Anastasia and I debated the findings and compiled them into a proper academic format. We even sent the draft back to the experts for feedback before finalizing it.

Infuriatingly, the Crown Prince and his lackeys didn't lift a finger. We sent out multiple invitations with set meeting times, but every single time, a collective rejection arrived under the Crown Prince's name. Even as a Duke's daughter, Anastasia couldn't exactly force the Crown Prince to show up.

We finally showed the finished report to the group on the day before vacation ended. Of course, the Crown Prince was listed as the lead author. Considering the social hierarchy, that much was unavoidable.

However, despite all the work we had put in, the Crown Prince’s response was incredibly heartless.

“It’s too long,” he said, sounding bored. “Give me a three-minute summary so I can understand it immediately. I’m busy.”

Wow. Okay. If you were my boss at a company, I’d get it—I'm basically asking you to read a thesis. But you're a student, just like me. Is it really okay for a kid your age to be acting like this?

I wanted to scream at him, but doing so would probably get me thrown in a dungeon for lèse-majesté. I swallowed my rage and gave him the simplest summary possible. 

Once I finished explaining the main points, the Crown Prince muttered a "Good work" and walked away without a second glance. I deserve a medal for not yelling at his retreating figure.

“His Highness is that kind of person. I’m sorry, but please bear with it,” Anastasia said.

Her resigned expression was strangely haunting. There wasn't a trace of the love or obsession she was supposed to have for him in the game. To me, she just looked like a girl who had accepted her fate as a pawn in a political marriage.

Predictably, the completed report received a glowing evaluation. The faculty and students were full of praise: “As expected of His Royal Highness!” and “Prince Claude is truly brilliant!” Anastasia received some credit as well, but I was treated like the dirt on their shoes.

I don’t know how the rumors started, but I was being treated like some low-life trash who had latched onto the Prince's coattails just to get my name on the paper. I wasn't even given a chance to defend myself. Because I was a commoner and they were nobles, the argument was over before it started.

I’m starting to wonder what the point of this academy even is. Character building definitely isn't on the curriculum. 

At least Anastasia tried to tell people I was a key contributor, but her voice was drowned out by the sycophants trying to curry favor with the Crown Prince.

Well, I only have to deal with this for another six months. If I can just endure until the duel, I'll beat the Prince and his cronies to a pulp. I’ll probably be expelled—or executed, which is a very real possibility—but I’ve built a decent enough rapport with Anastasia. In the worst-case scenario, she might at least help my mother and me escape the country.

With that thought to sustain me, I renewed my determination to endure the rest of this shitty school life.
Townsperson A Stops the Villainess

And so, autumn arrived. In our world, autumn meant one thing: the season of cultural festivals. You might wonder why a fantasy world would have a cultural festival, but you have to remember—this was a Japanese otome game. Consequently, the Royal Academy had a festival of its own, just as tradition dictated.

In the original game, this was an event where Amy would flirt and frolic with the various capture targets while they worked together on an exhibit. Since this timeline felt like it was spiraling toward the reverse harem route, she would likely be putting something together with the whole gang—all the capture targets, plus the villainess.

For the record, the rules for this festival were quite lax. You could do whatever you wanted as long as the offering stayed within the bounds of common sense, and apparently, it had no impact on your grades. However, "doing nothing" was strictly forbidden.

My spirit had already been ground into dust by that independent research project, and since the specific event I wanted to prevent usually took place in the hallway anyway, I saw no need to embed myself within Amy’s group.

Besides, after everything that had happened, I doubted Anastasia would come to me for help again.

With that in mind, I decided to run a solo stall selling grilled Orc meat skewers. I went ahead and filed the paperwork. I was an adventurer, after all; I figured the students might find it entertaining if I hunted an Orc and put on a little butchering show.

I was lost in these thoughts when Anastasia called out to me.

"Hey, Allen."

"Yes? How can I help you?"

"Have you decided on your contribution for the cultural festival? If not, would you consider assisting His Highness once more?"

Wow, seriously? We had barely spoken since the report incident, so I’d assumed the requests were over. This was a surprise.

"I’m sorry. I’ve actually already submitted my application to run an Orc meat skewer stall."

"...I see. Then I shall look forward to it. Do your best."

"Thank you, My Lady."

I bowed my head, but as she turned, her usually frozen expression looked just a little bit dejected. The guilt I felt was overwhelming.

"Ah, but... if it’s absolutely necessary, I could—"

"No, it is fine. Since you're putting in the effort, I shall make sure to go and eat there."

"Yes... thank you."

With that, Anastasia turned on her heel and departed.

Still, Amy was acting suspicious. I decided it was best to keep a close eye on things after all. With my mind made up, I moved to prevent the worst-case scenario.



It was three days before the festival, and I was currently infiltrating the workroom assigned to Anastasia’s group.

It seemed the Crown Prince and his circle had settled on an exhibit about the "downtown culture" of the Royal Capital. In short, they had designed a stage specifically for Amy to shine.

While the group was composed of the same members as in the game, Anastasia was clearly the odd one out. The power dynamic was painfully obvious: Amy and the capture targets decided everything, while Anastasia was denied any say, relegated to the role of a glorified errand girl.

No matter the political necessity of her being there, I knew that if I were in her shoes, my mental health would have snapped long ago.

Lately, whenever the capture targets left the room and Amy and Anastasia were alone, Amy would begin making sharp, snide remarks. Even now, unaware that I was watching with my presence erased via 【Stealth】, she began her verbal assault.

"Anastasia-samaaa, are you still herrrrre?"

"..."

"Being so uncute is exactly whyyy Karl-samaaa is going to lose interest in youuu, you knowww?"

"...Our engagement is not a matter of affection. It is for the sake of the kingdom."

I was glad I’d stayed to monitor. It seemed an event was starting in a place I hadn't expected.

"Ehh—? But that’s so sad for Karl-samaaa! I think Karl-samaaa, and the citizens tooo, would surely preferrr a much moreee lovely Queen-samaaa, don’t youuu?"

I felt the air in the room turn cold. I don't mean the atmosphere grew tense; I mean the room became physically freezing. A visible chill was drifting off Anastasia.

"Araaa? What's the matterrr? You can’t look like thataa! A future Queen-samaaa is supposed to smile! Smi-le!"

To provoke her further, Amy flashed a beaming grin and tilted her head. She balled her hands into fists, sticking out only her index fingers to poke her own cheeks. It was the classic, nauseatingly cutesy "burikko" pose. 

The most terrifying part was that while her mouth was smiling, her eyes were completely dead.

"Amy, are you insulting me?"

"No way—! Anastasia-sama is so scaryyy!"

Watching from the sidelines, even I felt a surge of irritation. I had to hand it to Anastasia; she was a saint for not screaming at the girl.

However, I remembered the dialogue from the game being much more... "flowery." It shouldn't have been this malicious. There was no doubt about it—Amy was deliberately trying to enrage Anastasia to get her to turn violent.

It was a shame I didn't have a smartphone to record this, but I kept my watch.

Anastasia let out a heavy sigh and began a lecture she had likely given a dozen times before.

"Listen. This kingdom is built upon a social hierarchy. That is a reality that cannot be overturned, even among students of the same academy. You must learn your place."

Amy, completely unfazed, argued back.

"That’s just sillyyy! Becauseee, Anastasia-samaaa and I are both human beingsss. Everyone is equal before Goddd!"

"That is a sentiment for the Presence of God. I am merely telling you to show proper respect. And what is wrong with you, anyway? Snuggling up to men who already have fiancées... Do not act in a way that invites such misunderstanding!"

The thread of Anastasia’s patience was fraying; her voice was gradually rising.

"That’s not true at allll! Karl-samaaa and I are just friendsss! And Marcus tooo, and Leo, and Oscar, and Claude... they’re all precious friendsss! Please don’t talk bad about my friendsss!"

"That is exactly what I am calling strange! If you want friends, choose men who aren't engaged!"

"You’re just an outsider, Anastasia-samaaa! Stop trying to ruin our friendshippp!"

"You... what?!"

Just as the temperature dropped another ten degrees, the capture targets came rushing in, alerted by the shouting.

"Anastasia, what is the meaning of this? Weren't you two supposed to be preparing together? I distinctly remember telling you not to fight. Can you not even manage that, despite how much you love to lecture me?"

"Your Highness! This woman...!"

"Karl-samaaa! I just wanted to get alonggg, but Anastasia-sama said I was being rudeee..."

"You!"

Anastasia bristled at Amy’s nonsensical explanation, but the Crown Prince cut her off with a shout.

"Silence! Close that mouth this instant! That is an order!"

"Guh..."

"The relationship between you and me is a matter for the world outside. Do not bring your petty grievances into this academy."

"I... understand..."

Anastasia’s expression froze into a mask of ice as she silently returned to her work.



In the evening, the capture targets escorted Amy out of the room. Anastasia continued working in silence for a while until she reached a stopping point, then packed her things and left.

I followed her stealthily.

After walking down the hallway for a bit, we came across Amy, who was leaning against a wall. As Anastasia tried to pass, Amy smirked provocatively and let out a biting remark.

"How pathetic. How does it feel to have your fiancé stolen?"

Anastasia’s eyes went wide. Her face flushed a deep crimson, and she raised her right hand high.

"A-CHOO!"

The moment she moved, I deactivated my concealment and let out the loudest sneeze I could muster.

Startled, Anastasia froze mid-swing, her hand still hovering in the air.

"O-Oh? Anastasia-sama? And Amy-sama too? Ah, were you two in the middle of a private talk? M-My apologies!"

I played it off like I’d just happened to stumble onto the scene, then hurried away with a series of panicked, clumsy footsteps.

I’d stopped her. It was a performance so perfect I felt I deserved an Oscar. Once I was out of their line of sight, I ducked into a shadow, reactivated 【Stealth】, and crept back to resume my watch.

"It seems words are wasted on you," Anastasia said, her face once again a frozen mask. She hadn't followed through with the slap. "But remember this: His Highness is the future King of this nation. Someone like you, who fails to comprehend the duties of the royalty and nobility, is unfit to stand beside him. Stay away from him."

She walked away without another word. Amy remained in the hallway, glaring at Anastasia’s retreating back with pure frustration.

"What is going on?" Amy muttered to herself. "That mob character, Allen... he wasn't even in Extra Mode."

She stomped off, and a moment later, the Crown Prince and his lackeys hurried past me, chasing after her.

Extra Mode? Was there a version of the game I hadn't played? I was certain I’d never seen anything like that on the Wiki...

The details were wildly different, but that was definitely the event I’d been trying to stop. In the original game, a furious Anastasia slaps Amy. Amy, shocked by the violence, collapses into tears. The Prince and the capture targets then arrive to witness the aftermath, condemn Anastasia, and effectively end the engagement.

Well, the engagement looked pretty dead already, to be honest.

I waited until everyone was gone before deactivating my concealment.

One thing was now crystal clear: Amy was just like me. I was certain of it.

A woman who had played the game had been reincarnated as Amy, and she was treating this world like a playground, aiming for the reverse harem route. 

I suppose I could understand it. For a woman, being surrounded by a circle of handsome men must be a dream scenario. If I’d been reincarnated as the protagonist of a dating sim, I might have aimed for a harem route myself.

But still...

I don't like her style!

The "capture" Amy was pursuing would ultimately lead to the total destruction of the Royal Capital. This wasn't a game world; it was a reality where my mother, my master, my fellow adventurers, Monica, and everyone who had ever helped me were actually living their lives.

"Fine then," I whispered, my resolve hardening. "I'll play this game to the end."
side. Anastasia (1)

I thought I understood the concept—theoretically, at least—that talented commoners existed.

However, I was quite surprised when I saw the entrance exam rankings on my first day at the Higher Academy. After all, the second and third spots were held by a commoner and a former commoner, respectively.

According to the investigation conducted by my Ducal House, the man in second place was raised by a single mother in a particularly impoverished district; he had apparently grown up enduring considerable hardship. Despite that, he had graduated from a school for commoners as the youngest student in history after skipping multiple grades. Furthermore, he seemed to have experience as an adventurer, having seen his fair share of gritty scuffles.

On the other hand, the individual in third place was apparently an illegitimate child of Baron Braies. She had lived a relatively modest life thanks to a certain amount of financial aid from the Baron’s house. Once it was discovered that she possessed the Divine Protection of [Healing], the circumstances shifted rapidly, and she and her mother were officially taken into House Breyes.

When considering these facts as a whole, the man in second place was clearly the one who required caution. Given his background as an adventurer from a poor family, common sense dictated that he shouldn't have even dreamed of enrolling in this Higher Academy—nor should he have possessed the financial means to do so. Had my own family or the Royals arranged his entry, I would have been informed. Since I wasn't, it was entirely possible he was receiving support from a hostile faction or an unsavory foreign organization.

The Crown Prince, princes from neighboring countries, and the children of high-ranking nobility all attended this academy. We could not allow an incident to occur here.

I must keep a close eye on this man to ensure His Highness doesn't get swept up in any unnecessary trouble.

As I entered the auditorium for the entrance ceremony with my friends, I stole a glance at this "person of interest" sitting in a corner at the back. He looked tidy enough, but with his brown hair and brown eyes, he appeared to be nothing more than an average commoner you might find anywhere.

Is this man truly that exceptional?

Suppressing my doubts, I took my seat before he could notice my gaze.

＊＊＊＊

As it turned out, the dangerous one wasn't the man in second place—it was the woman in third! I understood that our engagement was a pragmatic political arrangement devoid of romantic love, but the Crown Prince was still my fiancé.

And yet, she was constantly all over him!

Even within the walls of the academy, there are limits to what is acceptable. She hadn't even obtained permission to speak to His Highness yet, and yet she had the audacity to approach him herself. Every other word out of her mouth was "Karl-sama" in that nauseating, coquettish voice. Is that woman a harlot or something?

To make matters worse, His Highness permitted her behavior. He wouldn't even deign to listen to my attempts to admonish him.

If the Prince continued to be deluded and rendered spineless by a woman like that, the country would surely fall into disorder. When that happened, the consequences would eventually fall upon the people. As a noble living a life of privilege funded by the people's taxes, I have a responsibility to them. I realized I had no choice but to be patient and continue my remonstrations.

It’s all right, I told myself. His Highness is no fool. I’m sure he’ll eventually understand.

That was what I believed at first. However, contrary to my hopes, the situation continued to spiral in the worst possible direction.

The first incident occurred during our first magic practice session, about a week after the ceremony.

In response to the instructor's request, His Highness and I performed a demonstration. Unfortunately, I accidentally destroyed the target, which seemed to touch a nerve with him. But His Highness was using fireballs, while I was using ice arrows; by their very nature, ice arrows possess physical mass and striking power, making them far more suited to shattering targets like that.

Then, His Highness attempted to use a spell he hadn't yet mastered. As expected, it went out of control. I acted quickly to extinguish the flames, so he escaped with only minor burns and no threat to his life, and a larger fire was averted. But then, that woman came shoving her way forward again.

It was a low-level healing spell—honestly, it was hard to believe she had actually received the Divine Protection of [Healing]—but she spent a literal eternity performing the treatment.

His Highness, however, had never suffered a serious injury before and had no experience with healing magic. He was utterly enchanted by the experience, and his trust in that woman deepened significantly.

I cannot let this continue. But the more I panicked, the more things went wrong.

＊＊＊＊

After that, just as one might expect, the harassment against that woman began. I stepped in to stop my friends when they tried to participate in the bullying—thinking they were "reading between the lines" of my frustration—but the harassment didn't stop.

The atmosphere in the class turned toxic. I tried to pull strings behind the scenes to fix things, but every attempt was a swing and a miss. A sense of futility began to weigh on me.

Why do I have to be the one to suffer through all of this?

As those days of frustration dragged on, the man from the entrance exams completely vanished from my mind.

The next time I remembered him was when the results of the final exams were posted.

To my shock, I—of all people—had missed out on first place. The cause was a single careless error on a multiple-choice question.

To be blunt, my pride was wounded. Yet, at the same time, I felt a deep sense of shame. I had entered this academy to study, but I had let my grades slip because I was too busy fussing over His Highness and that woman.

Meanwhile, this commoner genius—who didn't speak to anyone and lived in the middle of a class with a horrific atmosphere—had been silently piling up his efforts. He had brilliantly snatched the top spot away from me.

Compared to him, how foolish have I been?

Once I truly reflected on my behavior, I found I was able to applaud him with a sincere heart when he was honored by the teacher in front of the class.

It was then that everything I had been overcomplicating started to feel very simple.

I would focus on my studies first. That was enough.

My engagement to His Highness was a loveless political match. Given the status gap between royalty and the illegitimate child of a Baron, marriage between them was impossible anyway. If His Highness wanted to play with fire, I should just let him. There was never any reason for me to trouble my heart over it in the first place.

With my mind cleared, I began to think about my independent research project for the summer vacation. It would be problematic if I didn't conduct it jointly with His Highness, so I decided it would be best to visit the ruins he had expressed interest in.

In that case, we would need an adventurer as a guide.

That’s right, I realized. There is a perfect candidate right in our class.

Having reached that conclusion, I decided to call out to Allen.
side. Anastasia (2)

Looking back, inviting Allen was definitely the right call. Not only did it save me from having outsiders witness the abnormal sight of that woman clinging to His Highness and four other men, but his guiding was also masterful. He was a natural, and his constant attention to our safety was impeccable.

I was particularly surprised by his story about a Goblin nest being discovered seven years ago. I was young and living in our family territory at the time, so I’d never heard of such an incident. Furthermore, the way he spoke made it sound as though he’d been frequenting the Adventurer's Guild and taking on jobs even back then. If he’s been working with the Guild since he was eight years old, he must have endured far more hardship than I can imagine.

Throughout the journey, that woman’s behavior was a constant source of irritation. She repeatedly engaged in bizarre antics—suddenly demanding to take paths that weren't on the itinerary, or acting shamelessly clingy with other men even while throwing herself at His Highness. 

However, perhaps because Allen had helped me steel my resolve, I didn't find myself swayed by any strong emotions.

But above all else, what happened after we returned to the Royal Capital was truly remarkable. If the word "genius" was ever meant for anyone, it was Allen. He lacked a certain foundation of basic knowledge, but once he was taught, he absorbed everything like a sponge. 

In no time at all, he had acquired enough knowledge to hold his own in discussions with expert professors. He could take complex points of contention and summarize them accurately in a way that was easy to understand. The icing on the cake, however, was the way he effortlessly drafted the report. He had supposedly never even written a thesis before, yet he produced a polished piece of writing with total ease. I can only assume he learned the proper structure just by reading the papers I had given him.

His sheer brilliance gave me goosebumps. At the same time, I found myself feeling a genuine sense of joy at being able to debate with him.

Compared to Allen, His Highness is far too childish. To be perfectly honest, the Crown Prince began to feel like an insignificant existence to me—though that is a sentiment I can never allow myself to voice.

The thesis-style report that Allen had primarily compiled was highly praised, but it was credited as His Highness’s achievement. To make matters worse, Allen was subjected to slander and libel, with people claiming he was simply riding the Prince’s coattails.

I found such treatment intolerable.

I lodged a firm protest, and I believe I at least managed to make the professors understand the true nature of the situation.



After that, I found myself becoming a bit more interested in Allen. He still doesn't talk to anyone. I wanted to help him somehow, but as the Crown Prince’s fiancée, neither I nor my friends—all of whom have fiancés of their own—could simply strike up a conversation with him. On the other hand, I couldn't exactly ask someone outside my social circle to do it, either.

While I was busy overthinking the matter, the Cultural Festival arrived. It was the perfect opportunity.

I figured an invitation to this event wouldn't cause any issues, so I approached Allen once more.

"Hey, Allen."

"Yes? What can I do for you?"

"Have you decided on your program for the Cultural Festival? If not, would you like to help His Highness again?"

When I broached the subject, he gave me an apologetic look.

"I’m sorry. I’ve actually already submitted an application to run a food stall selling Orc meat skewers."

"...I see. Well, I have high expectations, then. Do your best."

"Thank you very much."

I said that, but I was honestly disappointed. I had wanted to see that genius of his in action up close again.

"Ah, but if you absolutely need me to..."

Good grief. It must have shown on my face.

As a noble daughter, allowing my expressions to be read so easily is out of the question. Besides, when I thought about it, His Highness had essentially snatched all the credit for the last report. It was probably rude of me to ask for his help again in the first place.

With that in mind, I declined his offer.

"No, it’s fine. Since I have the chance, I’ll just come by and buy something to eat."

"Yes, thank you."

Orc meat is a local specialty from Altomunt, the hometown of my friend Margaret. However, it’s supposed to be a luxury item that is rarely available here in the Royal Capital. 

I wondered how on earth he intended to pull it off. My interest in Allen only continued to grow.



Ultimately, I ended up assisting His Highness with the theme he had chosen. It was titled "Downtown Culture, Daily Life, and the Kingdom’s Support Systems." In short, it was a project designed to frame that woman’s past life as the absolute "rock bottom" of society and then introduce the systems the Kingdom has in place to help people like her.

It was utterly ridiculous.

I told him that if we were going to tackle that subject, we should actually visit the slums. I even pointed out that since we had someone from that background in our class, we should listen to his story and request his cooperation. My opinions were ignored.

I gave up and decided to stick to summarizing the history and details of the support systems, which I could easily look up in the library.

However, that woman took every possible opportunity to get involved with me, acting as if she were trying to provoke me. To be honest, I haven't the slightest clue what she's trying to achieve.

Yet, even when I offered perfectly reasonable criticisms, His Highness and the others would simply shield the girl and scold me.

The situation is likely beyond saving now. 

Why on earth has our country’s Crown Prince fallen so far? How did he become such a fool?

I continued preparing the exhibit with a heavy heart, and once I reached a good stopping point, I decided to head back to the dormitory.

As I was walking down the hallway, I saw that woman standing with her back against the wall. I tried to ignore her and walk past, but she let out a provocative smirk and spoke.

"How pathetic. Tell me, how does it feel to have your fiancé stolen?"

The moment those words hit me, my mind went blank. 

You’re the one who drove him mad!

Everything I had been suppressing erupted at once. Before I knew it, I had raised my right hand.

"A-choo!"

At that exact moment, an incredibly forced-sounding sneeze echoed through the hall. It startled me back to my senses, and I managed to stop myself from swinging my hand down.

The owner of that sneeze was none other than Allen.

"O-oh? Lady Anastasia? And Lady Amy too? Ah, were you two in the middle of a conversation? My apologies!"

He offered a deliberate apology, pretending he hadn't noticed the tension at all, and then ran off in an equally staged manner.

Was I... just saved?

Having regained my composure thanks to Allen, I gave the woman a warning, even though I knew it was likely a waste of breath.

"It seems no matter what I say, it's useless. But remember this: His Highness is the future King of this country. You, who do not understand the roles that the Royal Family and the nobility must fulfill, are not suitable for him. Stay away from His Highness."

I turned and walked toward the dormitory. I could feel her gaze piercing into my back the entire way.
Side: Amy (1)

I’m Amy, the heroine of this world.

I used to live a dirt-poor life in the slums, but my memories suddenly came flooding back when I hit my head on a carriage. That was when I realized the truth: this world was the setting of my favorite otome game, Magical Fantasy: Love's Heart-Pounding School Life, and I was its protagonist.

In my previous life, I had only just started high school. I was hit by a car that blew through a red light; I hit my head and died right then and there.

To be honest, my first life wasn't exactly great. Once, I talked back to the "queen bee" of the class, and every single girl started bullying me after that. Even the boys would say the nastiest things to my face, calling me a "fat pig" or a "gorilla." 

Naturally, I had zero friends. Not that it was my fault! 

Because of that, I spent every spare moment playing that otome game. Unlike the monkeys in my class, the men in the game actually looked at me. God must have prepared this second life as a heroine as a reward for everything I suffered.

And what a reward it was.

My favorite was Lord Karl, but as long as I picked the Reverse Harem Route, all the handsome guys would fall for me. Karl’s route was the main focus of the Reverse Harem path, and since I’d memorized every single dialogue choice, there was no way I’d mess it up. I couldn’t afford the microtransactions back then, but I made up for it by spending an insane amount of time mastering the game.

Besides, once I cleared the route, I’d become the Saint of Benevolence, blessed by the Light Spirit. I’d be surrounded by hot guys, wearing gorgeous dresses in a castle, living in total luxury—a real princess life.

Once I started living with that goal in mind, everything fell right into place.

I discovered I was actually the daughter of Baron Braies and was promptly taken in by his family. On top of that, I found out I had the Divine Protection of [Healing]. 

Hehe, I’m a noble lady and a Saint-in-training. I can’t stop smiling.

The schoolwork was laughably easy, too. Back when I was living in the slums, there was this boy at the school I was forced to attend who everyone called a "genius," but he was nothing special. I could have done just as well as him if I’d actually tried. I just chose not to.

I mean, why bother studying when it was that easy? Plus, even though the heroine was "smart" in the game’s lore, she never skipped grades or anything. If I changed the scenario too much, I might lose my path to the Reverse Harem ending.

Really, I’m the true genius for noticing that.

Eventually, I enrolled in the Royal Academy, the primary setting of the game. In the original story, the villainess Anastasia was ranked first and I was second. I intentionally made some careless mistakes on the entrance exam to stay in character, but for some reason, I ended up in third place.

What was that about?

It was that guy, Allen! How dare he get in my way? I was pretty ticked off until I remembered who he was. He was that "genius boy" from my old school. A total mob character like him shouldn't have even been here. What was going on?

Intrigued, I sat next to him during the entrance ceremony to feel him out. At this point in the game, the heroine was only supposed to be pining for Karl from afar, so I figured a little chat wouldn't hurt.

"Hellooo. I'm Amy von Braises. You're the scholarship student, Allen-san, right? It's so nice to meet youuu."

"Nice to meet you, Lady Amy. I'm Allen—just a commoner. It’s a pleasure."

When I looked up at him through my lashes and used my sweetest voice, he got flustered immediately. He tried to act calm, but it was so obvious he’d fallen for me.

"Allen-san, you graduated early at eleven with perfect scores in every subject, didn't you? I was a commoner back then too, attending the same school. I remember everyone talking about youuu."

His face turned beet red and he started stammering. 

What a pushover.

It seemed there wasn't a man alive who could resist my "heroine face" and "heroine voice." Still, he looked like a total gloomy loner—not my type at all. I decided I’d just use him whenever he seemed convenient. After that, I stopped talking to him. It was a waste of time, anyway. He had so little presence I could barely tell if he was even in the classroom.



Things progressed smoothly after that. I cleared the events and raised enough flags for the Reverse Harem Route. It was almost hilarious how easily the capture targets became charmed by me, practically falling over themselves to serve me.

The feeling was incredible. The five highest-ranking boys in the school were all at my beck and call. There was some harassment from the other girls, but I didn't care. Seeing those pathetic losers acting so miserably didn't even make me angry.

The real highlight, though, was watching the villainess. Seeing Anastasia’s pathetic face as she desperately tried to win back Karl’s heart was pure ecstasy. She had been such a nuisance in the game, so seeing her humiliation in real life was incredibly cathartic. 

Serves her right.

She was born with everything—beauty, a great figure, brains, divine protection, and magic. She was a wealthy duke's daughter, promised to be the future queen since she was a child. Seeing someone who lived such a charmed life fall from grace was the best.

And the best part? Her future was already set in stone. Her engagement would be broken in the most humiliating way possible, she’d be gang-raped, sold off, and eventually killed by her beloved former fiancé and the woman who replaced her. Isn't that just hilarious? I can’t wait to see the look on her face when it happens. Just thinking about it gives me chills.

However, a few things didn't go according to plan.

First, there was the final exam. The villainess was supposed to lose to me, but instead, she lost to that gloomy genius boy. Well, both she and I missed out on perfect scores just like in the game, so since we didn't stray too far from the scenario, I figured it was fine.

The second thing was that the world seemed to be set to "Extra Mode." Extra Mode was a high-difficulty setting added to the game later; you couldn't use a Scroll of Appraisal, which made things much harder. In exchange, you could unlock extra CG stills. It was a mode for hardcore experts like me.

Since I never spent money on the game anyway, I never used the Scroll of Appraisal, so it didn't hinder my progress. I had already memorized every dialogue choice, every dungeon trap, and every enemy weakness.

Oh, and then there was the fact that the "gloomy guy" was the adventurer guide the villainess brought along for the ruins exploration. Apparently, he helped her write her entire report. He’s actually surprisingly useful.

Wait, I just had a brilliant idea.

Once the villainess is pathetically exiled, maybe I’ll keep her as our personal slave. To be used by me, the heroine—honestly, that’s a pretty good deal for a gloomy loner like her, don't you think?

Hehe, I really am something. The future Saint of Benevolence is just too merciful.
Side: Amy (2)

The villainess has been looking more and more pathetic lately, and honestly, it feels great. Her aesthetic is completely different from mine, but she was always so irritatingly beautiful; now, I can visibly see her wasting away.

It was hard to tell at first because she always keeps such a stiff, frozen expression, but since I’ve been facing off with her every day, the change is obvious. Hey, honey, is your skin getting a little breakout?

Having skin trouble at that age? Ah, how tragic. (LOL)

I mean, really. She’s only helping with the performance because she barged in and forced her way into Karl-sama’s group, yet she still has the nerve to voice her own opinions. It’s no wonder Karl-sama hates her even more now.

A villainess should just be our servant and do what she’s told. She’s even been acting as our errand girl lately. How convenient for us.

There was just one problem: the event where the villainess slaps me hadn't triggered yet. In the Scenario, she’s supposed to lose her cool after misunderstanding one of my lines and strike me. I realized I’d have to take the initiative if I wanted to keep things on track.

"Anastasia-samaaa, are you still here...?"

"……"

"Being so stiff and gloomy is why Karl-samaaa is going to lose interest in youuu, you knowoo?"

"……Our engagement is not based on such trifles. It is for the sake of the country."

"Eh—? But that makes Karl-sama sooo pitiful, doesn't it? I think Karl-samaaa, and the citizens tooo, would surelyyy prefer a much moreee charming Queen, don’t youuu?"

Suddenly, the air in the room grew cold. Hehehe, she’s mad. She’s definitely mad.

The villainess possessed two types of Divine Protection: [Ice Magic] and [Knight]. Because she was losing her temper, her Ice Magic was starting to leak out.

Just one more little push.

"Oh myyy? What’s wronggg? You can’t do thataa. A future Queen needs to remember to smile. Smi-le!"

I struck my signature pose, leaning in close to peer into her face with a beaming grin.

"Amy... are you insulting me?"

"No wayyy. Anastasia-sama is so scaryyy!"

The villainess let out a heavy sigh and launched into yet another lecture.

Ugh, seriously? Why won’t you just hit me already?!

"Listen well. This country is built upon a social hierarchy. That is a reality that cannot be overturned, even if we are students of the same academy. Know your place and show some courtesy."

"That’s so strange, thoughhh. Anastasia-sama and I are both human, aren't weee? Everyone is equal before God."

"That is a matter for when we are in God's presence. I am merely telling you to mind your manners. And what is wrong with you, anyway? Clinging so shamelessly to a man who has a fiancée... Do not act in a way that invites such misunderstanding!"

The villainess’s voice was getting louder. I knew it. Even after everything, she’s still in love with Karl-sama.

"That’s not true at allll! Karl-sama and I are just frieeeends. And Marcus, Leo, Oscar, and Claude too—everyone is a precious frieeeend! Please don't say mean things about my friends!"

"I am telling you that the friendship itself is what is inappropriate! If you must have friends, choose men who do not have fiancées!"

"Anastasia-sama, you’re an outsider! Please don't interfere with our friendshippp!"

"What did you say?!"

The air turned frigid. I was certain she was going to strike me this time, but then Karl-sama and the others walked back in. Tch. Talk about bad timing.

"Hey, Anastasia. What on earth are you doing? Weren't you two supposed to be preparing together? I told you not to start any fights. You’re always acting so high and mighty, yet you can’t even manage a simple task like that?"

"Your Highness! This woman was—!"

"Karl-samaaa! I wanted to get along with her, but Anastasia-sama said I was being rude..."

I leaned against Karl-sama’s chest, and he caught me in a gentle embrace.

"You!"

The villainess cried out pathetically, but Karl-sama immediately barked her down.

"Silence! Shut your mouth this instant! That is an order!"

"Gugh..."

"Our relationship is a matter for the world outside. Do not bring such a worthless arrangement into this academy."

"I... understand..."

The villainess went back to her work as our servant, her face returning to that stiff, Noh-mask-like expression.

God, how pathetic. It felt so good to watch.



I left the room with Karl-sama and the others, but I doubled back, telling them I had a bit of private business to attend to.

I waited in the hallway until the villainess walked by, still wearing that same frozen mask.

Honestly, "serves you right" was the only way to describe this.

She tried to pass me by as if I weren't there, so I flashed her a nasty grin.

"How pathetic. How does it feel to have your fiancé stolen?"

The villainess’s eyes widened. Her face flushed a deep, indignant crimson as she swung her right hand back.

Hehe. Finally. Event: Clear!

"A-chooo!"

Just as the moment arrived, an absurd interruption ruined everything.

That gloomy loner let out a sneeze so ridiculously loud it echoed down the hall. The villainess flinched in surprise, and her hand stopped mid-air!

Are you freaking kidding me?!

I worked so hard to trigger that flag! You damn gloomy loner! You're going to pay for this!

"A-ah? Anastasia-sama? And Amy-sama too? Oh, were you perhaps in the middle of a conversation? M-my apologies!"

The loner gave me a totally transparent, fake apology and scrambled away.

Ugh, he’s so annoying. Once I get the villainess exiled, maybe I’ll deal with him next.

He’s just a commoner, after all. I can do whatever I want to him, right?

"It seems that speaking to you is a waste of breath," the villainess said, her face returning to its mask-like stillness as she began to walk away. "But remember this: His Highness is the future King of this country. You, who understand nothing of the roles that royalty and nobility must fulfill, are not fit to stand by his side. Stay away from him."

She walked off without looking back.

God, I’m so pissed! This is all that guy’s fault.

I glared at her retreating back, wishing I could burn a hole right through her.

"What is the deal with that guy? That Allen loner wasn't even supposed to appear in Extra Mode, was he?"

Oops. I was alone, so it didn't really matter, but the thought had slipped out of my mouth.

Still... seriously! How annoying!
Chapter 35: Townsperson A Sells Orc at the Cultural Festival

A lot had happened with Amy lately, so while my personal safety was still a bit of a question mark, the day of the Cultural Festival arrived regardless.

The sky was finally beginning to turn pale with the coming dawn. I was currently at the Great Orc Labyrinth, located near Altomunt. As for why I’d come all this way at such a freezing hour, it was to secure the Orc meat I planned to serve at the festival.

Spotting a relatively small Orc wandering alone, I crept up stealthily and took it down with a single headshot from my Nikov. I hurried to bleed the carcass immediately. 

I shouldered the prize, hauled it back to my transport, and used some rope to lash it to the Vuitol. Then, I launched the Vuitol vertically, soaring into the sky with a whole Orc dangling beneath me. 

I’m sure I look completely ridiculous to anyone watching from below, but I have no other way to airmail this thing. Desperate times call for desperate measures.

Since it was autumn, the temperature was already quite chilly, and it only got colder at high altitudes. I didn't have to worry much about the meat rotting during transit; if anything, I was more concerned about it freezing solid.

I pushed the Vuitol to its top speed. After a flight of several hours, I touched down at the private Lurden Airport, shouldered the Orc once more, and rushed toward the academy.



Upon arrival, I hung the hunted Orc right in front of my stall. It was roughly 10:00 AM. I’d scheduled the butchering demonstration for 11:00 AM, so for now, the carcass served as a landmark to draw in the crowds. 

Sure enough, the sight of a massive monster attracted immediate attention.

"Hey, what’s that?"

"It says 'Grilled Orc Skewers.'"

"Is that... a monster?"

"I hear it’s something commoners eat."

"Why is such a thing even allowed at this academy?"

Since the student body consisted entirely of nobles and the children of the ultra-wealthy, the sight of a whole Orc was apparently quite the culture shock.

"The Orc butchering show starts at 11:00! Come one, come all!" 

As I called out to the crowd, I took some Orc loin I’d prepared in advance, skewered it, and started grilling it over charcoal.

For the record, Orc meat tastes almost exactly like pork. They might walk on two legs, but their appearance is so pig-like that it doesn't really feel like you're eating a person. For an adventurer, they're a dream catch—the meat is delicious, and you can sell both the flesh and the hide for a tidy profit.

Actually, as a side note, a senior adventurer from a farming village once told me that the process for butchering a pig is almost identical to an Orc.

Despite their utility, no one has established a reliable way to ranch Orcs. Consequently, the meat is only cheap in Altomunt and the surrounding areas near the Great Orc Labyrinth. You almost never see them around the Royal Capital, so if you want to eat Orc meat here, you have to pay ten times the price of pork.

At that point, anyone willing to pay a premium for meat that tastes exactly like a pig is either a gourmet or a weirdo.

Now, while Orc meat is a luxury item in the Royal Capital, this was a school festival. I decided to ignore my profit margins and sell each skewer for 100 Cent. There’s no point in trying to get rich at a student event, anyway.

Before long, the loin meat was cooked through, wafting a savory, mouth-watering aroma into the air. I gave it a light dusting of salt and pepper to finish it off and moved the skewers away from the direct flame.

"Freshly grilled! 100 Cent a skewer! Who wants one?"

The crowd lingered at a distance, but no one stepped forward. I could tell the meat was starting to cool, so I started a fresh batch and popped a piece of the cooled meat into my own mouth.

Man, that's good. Come to think of it, I’d been in such a rush that I hadn't eaten a thing since morning. The juices—indistinguishable from high-quality pork—spread across my tongue.

"He... he looks like he’s really enjoying it."

"But it’s a monster, isn't it? Is it even safe?"

I could hear the hushed whispers of the onlookers.

"Hard at work, I see, Allen. I'll take a skewer."

"Thank you very much."

I turned toward the voice and found Anastasia standing there, accompanied by one of her followers—a young lady with medium-length blue hair and blue eyes.

"Lady Anastasia, and... uh..."

"I am Margaret. Margaret von Altmund," the girl introduced herself. "I’ll have you know, I’m quite the critic when it comes to the flavor of Orc meat."

No kidding! She’s the daughter of the Count of Altomunt, the man who rules the land where the Great Orc Labyrinth is located!

"My apologies, Lady Margaret. In that case, I hope you’ll stay for the butchering show at 11:00. This Orc was alive as of this morning, so it’s incredibly fresh. I’m sure it will meet your standards."

"Oh? I was under the impression that Orcs didn't live in this region."

"Indeed. However, I obtained it through a... secret route. Call it an adventurer’s privilege."

I definitely can’t mention the air-lift right now. Having a unique skill set is an advantage, but I have to carefully consider the social impact before I go public with something like that. If I'm not careful, I'll lose control of the situation.

"Hmm? I see. Well, no matter. Oh, wait... is that loin? It looks like excellent meat. This is a grade you'd rarely find in the Royal Capital. Is this 'High' rank?"

"As expected of your keen eye, Lady Margaret. This is indeed 'High' rank Orc meat from Altomunt. I wasn't able to secure any 'Premium' rank, so I’m afraid 'High' is the best I can offer."

"But then, isn't 100 Cent far too cheap? If you tried to buy this in the city, you’d be paying upwards of 10,000 Cent."

"Well, it is the Cultural Festival. I simply wanted to give everyone a better understanding of what an adventurer does."

"I see. How admirable. In that case, I’ll certainly have a skewer as well."

"Thank you."

I skewered the meat and set it on the grill. The fat dripped onto the coals with a satisfying hiss, sending a fragrant cloud of smoke into the air.

Suddenly, Anastasia spoke up, her voice loud enough for the surrounding crowd to hear.

"Margaret, you certainly are knowledgeable about Orcs. I take it House Altomunt serves Orc meat regularly?"

Margaret took the cue and raised her own voice in response.

"Yes, of course. It is a local specialty of our house. Personally, I find Orc meat to be firmer and far more delicious than standard pork. Besides, 'High' rank loin is a rare delicacy in the Royal Capital. One would be a fool to pass up an opportunity to taste it."

That conversation was the spark the crowd needed. The people who had been watching from the sidelines suddenly surged forward, scrambling to get in line.

"Lady Anastasia, Lady Margaret... thank you both so much!" I whispered.

"Whatever for?" Anastasia asked.

"We were merely having a private chat," Margaret added with a wink.

Right, leave it at that. They were basically telling me not to worry about the favor. It was obvious they’d staged that conversation to give my "suspicious" meat their official seal of approval.

Thanks to them, the loin meat sold out in the blink of an eye. The butchering show drew a massive audience, and my entire stock was completely sold out long before the Cultural Festival even ended.
Chapter 36: Townsperson A Explores the Cultural Festival

After closing up shop, I decided to wander around and see the other exhibits. Since I was already here, it would be a waste not to enjoy myself.

My first stop was the exhibit put on by Anastasia and the Crown Prince’s group. I recalled hearing that their theme was "Life in the Downtown Districts," but...

When I arrived, the place was a ghost town. There wasn’t even anyone at the reception desk, so I let myself in and started looking around.

As I browsed the displays, I realized the content was shockingly superficial. It purported to explain the lives of commoners, but it was painfully obvious that they hadn't done a lick of actual research. This was likely a reflection of the life Amy had lived before being taken in by the Baron, but frankly, it looked like a pretty comfortable existence.

According to the exhibit, commoner children basically never went hungry. Their daily meals supposedly consisted of bread, butter, soup, and fresh meat or vegetables at least once a day. It claimed they typically lived in two- or three-bedroom homes with families of four or five. Furthermore, thanks to Magic Stones, they never wanted for water, though many households still used wood for fire. It concluded by stating that commoner children attended school and went straight into the workforce upon graduation.

I see. I certainly didn't know that.

At the very least, it was a world apart from the district where I had grown up. Setting aside my own situation in a single-mother household, it was perfectly normal for a family of eight to be packed into a single room.

In reality, the poorer the family, the more the children were viewed as manual labor. Kids were forced to work from the time they could walk, and a huge percentage of them never set foot in a school. Because of that, many remained illiterate, which was one of the primary reasons they could never escape the cycle of poverty.

In a life like that, you’d almost never see a Magic Stone. It wasn't even rare to find kids who didn't know such things existed. Everyone lived hand-to-mouth. A typical meal was a crust of hard bread, some vegetable scraps, and perhaps a tiny morsel of dried meat or a few beans.

However, I had to admit that the section on the kingdom’s official systems for commoners was well-organized. The history of the school system and the various support measures were summarized in a clear, concise way. I had a feeling Anastasia was the one responsible for that part.

Feeling thoroughly fed up, I turned to leave. I thought I caught the sound of Amy and her "capture targets" flirting in the next room, but I ignored it.

No sense in going in there. It’ll only put me in a foul mood.

Next, I made my way to Margaret’s exhibit.

"What brings you here, Allen?"

I was surprised to find Anastasia herself greeting me at the entrance.

"Oh? Uh... may I come in?"

"Why the hesitant tone? I was kicked out of His Highness's group yesterday. Margaret was kind enough to take me in."

"..."

I was at a total loss for words. That definitely hadn't happened in the game. And besides, who does that? Who just kicks someone out the day before the festival?

"Don't give me that look. Please, have a look around. Both Margaret’s work and mine are on display."

"Y-Yes, of course. Though I'm afraid I don't know the first thing about embroidery..."

I followed her lead and began looking at the pieces. Since I lacked any artistic eye for needlework, I couldn't judge the technical skill involved, but I was genuinely impressed that anyone could create such intricate birds and flowers.

For the record, Margaret’s embroidery featured a vibrant array of flowers, while Anastasia’s depicted various fruits and cakes.

"I can't really speak to the quality, but looking at your work, Lady Anastasia... it’s actually making me hungry."

"...I see."

Anastasia looked a bit bashful as she spoke. I was so used to her usual "Ice Doll" expression that seeing her look human for a moment made my heart skip a beat.

An awkward silence fell between us, and a strange, indescribable atmosphere began to settle over the room. Fortunately, Margaret returned just then.

"Oh, Allen-kun, you came! Thank you for stopping by."

"Y-Yes. I don't understand the craft at all, but I certainly walked away realizing it’s something I could never do."

"I thought as much. Most gentlemen are the same way. Regardless, the Cultural Festival is drawing to a close. You should probably go clean up your stall and head to the auditorium."

"Right. Thank you for everything today."

That was my cue to leave. Interpreting her words as a polite "we're closing up, so get out," I made a graceful exit and headed for the auditorium.



"And now, we shall announce this year’s winner of the Most Excellent Award. The award goes to the group led by His Royal Highness, Crown Prince Karlheinz Bartille von Sentlaren, for their exhibit: 'Downtown Culture and Life, and the Kingdom’s Support Systems.'"

Clap clap clap clap.

Yeah, I figured. The whole thing was rigged from the start. How pathetic.

"His Highness’s exhibit focused on those living in even deeper poverty than the average commoner, highlighting their living conditions through rigorous research. It then offered a profound analysis of the Kingdom’s role and its future responsibilities. The committee highly evaluated the exhibit's significant social contributions."

Hah! What 'rigorous research'? That's a load of crap!

I cursed them in the privacy of my mind. I was likely wearing a hideous expression right then, so I kept my head down for a while to ensure no one saw me.

The Crown Prince led his group of capture targets and Amy onto the stage to receive their commendation. Naturally, Anastasia—who had been ousted the day before—was nowhere to be seen.

"We will now have a few words from the group representative, His Royal Highness the Crown Prince."

"I am Karlheinz. I am pleased to accept this Most Excellent Award. To begin, the selection of this theme was the inspiration of Amy here. We of the royal family and the nobility exist for one purpose: to guide the weak. Thus, we conducted this exhibit to bring the current reality to light and contemplate what we can do to improve it. I hope this serves as an inspiration for all of you to consider your own duties once you graduate from our glorious Higher Academy and take your place as leaders of the people. That is all."

"Thank you, Your Highness!"

Clap clap clap clap.

What a shallow, breathtakingly condescending speech. It wasn't just that he pissed me off—the fact that this guy was the next king was terrifying.

Is this country in serious trouble? I think it might be.
Side: Anastasia (3)

Ultimately, I was ousted from His Highness’s group the night before the Cultural Festival. The reason given was my supposed bullying of that woman, but I most certainly did no such thing.

Fortunately, Margaret and her circle had formed their own group. By joining them, I managed to avoid any public scandal, but this likely marks the end of my involvement with His Highness in any academy functions.

And to think I had been so concerned with the future of this country.

Hmph. It was all rather anticlimactic.

On the day of the Cultural Festival, I invited Margaret to accompany me to Allen’s stall. To my astonishment, a whole Orc carcass was suspended in front of his shop. I knew he had been away since the previous day under the guise of "procurement," but I was genuinely impressed that he had actually managed to bag an entire beast.

If it were a Goblin, that would be one thing; however, taking down an Orc is usually a life-threatening endeavor. I wonder how many other students in this academy are actually capable of hunting one?

"Hard at work, Allen? I’ll take a skewer."

"Thank you very much, Anastasia-sama."

After greeting him, I introduced Margaret to Allen. Apparently, he had obtained the Orc through an adventurer’s connections and was planning to perform a butchering show later. Furthermore, it seemed he had prepared high-quality Orc meat in addition to the display carcass. 

Upon receiving our order, Allen skewered the meat and began to grill. A savory aroma soon wafted through the air, accompanied by a mouth-watering sizzle. However, the surrounding students seemed hesitant, likely due to their lack of familiarity with Orc as a food source.

Very well. I suppose I can lend a hand with the promotion.

"Margaret, you certainly know your way around an Orc," I said, pitching my voice to carry. "Does House Altomunt serve it often?"

Sensing my intention, Margaret didn't miss a beat. She raised her voice to match mine. "Yes, of course. It is a specialty of the Altomunt region. Personally, I find Orc meat to be much firmer and more flavorful than pork. Besides, 'Superior' rank loin is a delicacy rarely found in the Royal Capital. It would be a waste not to try it."

Prompted by our conversation, the students who had been watching from a distance began to swarm the stall, placing orders one after another.

"Anastasia-sama, Margaret-sama... thank you!"

"Whatever for?" I asked innocently.

"We were merely having a private chat," Margaret added with a smile.

Allen is far more composed and reliable than that man who has degraded into a fool. Even Margaret seemed to have formed a favorable impression of him.

Later, during the butchering show, he processed the Orc with masterful skill—though it was a trifle grotesque. The fresh meat was then sold at an impossibly low, exceptional price. While we couldn't stay until the very end, I heard that Allen's stall sold out and closed its doors long before the festival officially concluded.



Later that afternoon, while I was taking my turn monitoring our group’s embroidery exhibit, Allen stopped by to take a look.

"Oh, Allen. You actually came?"

"Huh? Uh... excuse me? Am I interrupting?" 

Allen looked back at me with a puzzled expression.

"Why the uncertainty?" I asked, only to realize my mistake a moment later. 

Ah, I see. Come to think of it, I never actually told him I’d been kicked out of the royal group.

"I was ousted from His Highness’s group yesterday," I explained. "Margaret was kind enough to take me in."

Allen stared at me, speechless.

"Don't look at me like that. Since you're here, please, have a look around. Both Margaret’s work and my own are on display."

"Y-yes, of course. I don't really know much about embroidery, but..." 

He began to wander through the exhibits. For reasons I couldn't quite name, I felt a prickle of embarrassment at the thought of Allen scrutinizing my handiwork.

As I was wrestling with that feeling, Allen reached my pieces and offered a truly outrageous critique.

"I can't tell if the technique is good or bad, but looking at your embroidery, Anastasia-sama... it makes me hungry."

"…I see."

I managed to squeeze out a reply, but I had to look down to hide my face. 

Now that I thought about it, because everything had happened so suddenly yesterday, I hadn't had the luxury of time to choose my best work. I had simply grabbed some pieces I'd made long ago depicting fruit and cakes.

But! But now it looks as though I think of nothing but sweets!

I had plenty of other designs—feminine floral patterns, small birds, and the like. This was mortifying!

Fortunately, Margaret returned just then, breaking the incredibly awkward silence.

"Oh, Allen-kun. Thank you for coming."

"Yes, well... I don't understand embroidery at all, but I certainly realized that it’s something I could never do."

"Is that so? Well, gentlemen are usually like that. Regardless, the festival is almost over. We should pack up and head to the auditorium."

"Right. Thank you for having me today."

Sensing the cue to leave, Allen politely exited the exhibition room.

"Anastasia-sama, did something happen? Your face is crimson."

"N-no. I was simply reflecting on the fact that I should have brought different pieces for the display."

"Ah, I see. It certainly does suggest a healthy appetite, doesn't it?"

"Not another word."

It was the first time I truly understood the desire to find a hole and crawl into it.
Episode 37: Townsperson A Saves the Villainess

The season of the wintry winds had arrived. The trees were stripped bare of their leaves, and the people on the streets had fully transitioned into their winter wardrobes. As usual, I was busy enjoying my life as a background ornament, but the stage for the final showdown was steadily drawing closer.

I had assumed we would head straight into Anastasia’s Condemnation Event once final exams were over, but it turned out there was one more hurdle I had to clear first.

It was a classic otome game trope: the protagonist suffers a string of petty harrasment from the villainess and her cronies—things like having her belongings hidden or destroyed—until the escalation finally peaks with the protagonist being pushed down a flight of stairs.

Unlike in the game, however, Anastasia was showing remarkable restraint. Even her circle of followers, Margaret included, seemed to be keeping themselves in check.

I wasn’t sure why their behavior had deviated so far from the game’s script. Neither Anastasia nor her sycophants seemed like reincarnators who shared the meta-knowledge Amy and I possessed. If they were, they’d surely be acting with more finesse.

Regardless of the reason, if I could just derail this one template event, Anastasia would be completely innocent of any actual villainy.

There was one other significant deviation from the game: Anastasia’s relationship with the Crown Prince. Ever since the incident at the Cultural Festival, their relationship had utterly collapsed. It had soured to the point where they didn't even speak when they crossed paths.

In the original game, this was the state of affairs they were meant to reach after the template event, once the Prince had officially reprimanded the villainess for her cruelty.

I’d been sensing this since summer vacation, but Anastasia seemed to have moved past the point of being obsessed with the Crown Prince. Perhaps she figured she would simply become a queen in name only to ensure the country’s stability. Is that all that's left in her head? I wondered.

She should just dump a guy like that and go find her own happiness.

The fact that I was even thinking such things was probably proof that I’d grown quite soft toward her.

Now, just to be clear, even if Anastasia’s engagement were to be peacefully annulled, there was absolutely no scenario where I’d get a shot with her. In the first place, I wasn’t even permitted to address her. If the engagement were broken, marriage proposals would surely pour in from every noble house and foreign royal family looking to form a connection with House Ramslett and a girl of Anastasia’s status.

Unfortunately, there was no room for me to wedge myself into that picture. I liked to think I had a firm grasp on reality. Besides, my primary objective was to protect my mother and the people who had looked after me. That was the one thing I could never compromise on.

Anyway, the event was supposed to trigger on a cold, rainy day, so I decided to keep a discreet eye on things until then.



Three days later, I arrived at the classroom to find the girls gathered early, huddled together in hushed conversation.

I strained my ears to listen. Apparently, Amy had been the victim of a targeted attack in the girls' dormitory; a cherished pen of hers had been burned. Amy had reportedly gone straight to the Crown Prince, claiming Anastasia was undoubtedly the culprit.

Having swallowed the story whole, the Prince had summoned Anastasia and hauled her out into the hallway.

Since I was, of course, a background-ornament-slash-stalker, I slipped out of the room immediately. I activated 【Stealth】 to hide my presence and went searching for them. I happened upon the scene just as the Crown Prince, Amy, and the other capture targets were cornering Anastasia.

"Anastasia! Enough of this!" the Prince barked. "What were you thinking, harassing the kind-hearted Amy by burning her belongings?"

"Your Highness, I have done no such thing," Anastasia replied coolly. "Furthermore, I have strictly forbidden my friends from engaging in such behavior."

"Given the circumstances, it couldn't have been anyone but you."

"He’s right, you know, Lady Anastasia," Prince Claude added, his tone mocking and condescending as he backed the Crown Prince. "No matter how cute Amy is, jealousy is an ugly look on you."

Anastasia met the six of them with a frozen expression, letting out a heavy sigh. Meanwhile, Amy cowered behind the capture targets. When she caught Anastasia’s eye, she let a provocative smirk slip across her face.

Ah, I see. A classic frame job.

Without her expression twitching even slightly, Anastasia spoke in a voice like ice. "It is quite troubling to be accused when there is no evidence. I have a class to attend, so if you will excuse me."

She gave a curt bow and tried to walk away, but Leonard grabbed her arm, stopping her by force.

"Wait. We aren't finished," he growled.

"Leonard von Jukes. I have not given you permission to touch me," Anastasia said. "You are the son of a viscount; do not lay hands on a daughter of a duke without leave."

"Shut up! I’ll let go once you admit to what you've done!"

"Is that a threat?"

"It’s your own fault for not confessing! Who else would bully Amy if not you?"

"..."

Anastasia didn’t flinch. She simply stared Leonard down with a chilling gaze. If I had to guess, I’d say the emotion buried deep in her eyes was pure contempt.

Still, this was getting dangerous.

I deactivated my concealment and approached the group, intentionally making my footsteps as loud as possible.

"Pardon me for interrupting your conversation!" I called out, then immediately knelt in a formal bow. "It is nearly time for the morning lecture to begin!"

"Tch. Whatever. Let’s go," the Crown Prince spat.

At his command, Amy’s reverse-harem troop shuffled back toward the classroom.

"Allen, you—" Anastasia started to say.

"Lady Anastasia, it is time for class," I interrupted.

Without giving her a chance to say another word, I turned and hurried back to the classroom.
side. Anastasia (4)

Ever since the incident at the Cultural Festival, my relationship with His Highness had utterly collapsed. He no longer spoke to me, and I felt no desire to speak to him. If our paths happened to cross, we exchanged nothing more than a perfunctory bow.

Just as His Highness had come to loathe me, I no longer held the slightest interest in him, nor did I intend to waste my breath on that woman. I had strictly cautioned my friends as well, so I doubted any of them would be foolish enough to act on their own.

One day, while this cold status quo continued, His Highness abruptly dragged me out of the classroom. I assumed it was regarding the matter of that woman’s pen being burned this morning.

I had no idea what twisted logic they were using, but apparently, I had been cast as the culprit. A servant had been in my room at the time and could have verified my presence, but it seemed such basic reasoning was beyond His Highness’s reach.

To think that the man destined to be our future King is like this...

"Anastasia! That’s enough! Have you no shame, harassing the kind-hearted Amy by burning her pen?"

"Your Highness, I have done no such thing. Furthermore, I have strictly forbidden my friends from engaging in such behavior."

"Given the circumstances, it couldn't have been anyone but you."

"He’s right, Lady Anastasia. No matter how cute Amy is, jealousy is a hideous look on you."

It wasn't just His Highness—it seemed even Prince Claude had turned into a fool. I wondered just how far that woman intended to lead these men into ruin before she was satisfied.

I let out a heavy sigh. From behind the cluster of men, the girl peered at me and flashed a provocative smirk.

Ah, so that’s how it is. How utterly trivial.

"It is quite distressing to be accused without a shred of evidence. Now, if you'll excuse me, I have a lecture to attend."

I offered a bow and attempted to head back to the classroom, but Leonard grabbed my wrist, stopping me in my tracks with brute force.

"Wait. We aren't finished talking."

"Leonard von Jukes. I did not give you permission to touch me. You are a mere Viscount; do not lay hands on a member of a Ducal house without leave."

"Shut up! I'll let go once you confess your crime!"

"Is that a threat?"

"It’s your own fault for not admitting it! No one else would ever bully Amy!"

Apparently, they had decided on my guilt first and simply blinded themselves to any facts that didn't fit their narrative. The fact that a man like this was set to join the Knight Order—and was a top candidate for Captain, no less—was a grave concern for the realm.

Had it been him alone, I might have managed, but being cornered and subjected to such treatment by an opponent who far outclassed me in both size and strength was, in truth, terrifying.

I suppose it’s time to ask Father to pull some strings.

Just then, Allen approached with loud, heavy footsteps.

"Pardon the interruption! It is nearly time for the lecture to begin!" Allen said, dropping to one knee.

"Tsk. Fine. Let’s go."

Their interest seemingly dampened by the interruption, His Highness and his entourage filed back into the classroom.

Had he... just saved me? Does that mean he was the one back then as well?

"Allen, you—"

"Lady Anastasia, it is time for class."

Allen cut me off and hurried toward the room. My heart was hammering against my ribs like a frantic bell, a lingering echo of the fear I'd just felt. For a long moment, I could do nothing but stand there, dazed.
side. Amy (3)

I had been giving the matter some thought.

The way that gloomy guy interfered at the exact moment I was about to be hit... Is it possible he’s actually aiming for the Villainess?

She had the worst personality imaginable—true to her role as the Villainess—but her looks and family pedigree were top-tier. I wondered if she’d gone crazy after Lord Karl started treating her so coldly, and if she was secretly... No, that was impossible, no matter how I looked at it.

There was such a massive gap in their social standing that it had to be a one-sided, secret crush on that gloomy guy's part. Even so, why did the mere thought of a man having feelings for her piss me off so much?

I briefly considered seducing him just to add him to my Reverse Harem Route—it might have been satisfying to snatch him away—but I ultimately decided it was a bad idea. It was better to wait until after I had cleared the game before deviating from the Scenario. Besides, his face wasn’t even my type.

Still, what a shame. If the story follows the script, the Villainess is supposed to have her engagement broken and be exiled, only to fall into darkness.

Oh, but wait. She’s supposed to be gang-raped after her exile, right? I wonder if I can use that to make that gloomy guy despair.

After all, he was a man of this world, and they had such a strong obsession with virginity. I wondered what kind of reaction he would show if he found out the woman he’d fallen for had become a defiled, "soiled" woman?

The mere thought of it made me giddy with excitement.

Imagining something so fun had really helped clear my head. That was right. The Scenario should still be fine. This world revolved around me, the Heroine, after all!

＊＊＊＊

The Cultural Festival was finally over, and seeing the Villainess in such a miserable state was the absolute best. I really wanted to walk up to her and tell her "serves you right" to her face, but I had to endure it for now.

Even so, I never expected Lord Karl to kick her out the day before the Cultural Festival. It was a deviation from the Scenario, but wasn't it also proof of how thoroughly their relationship had collapsed? Since then, Lord Karl and that woman hadn’t exchanged a single word, even when they crossed paths.

In game terms, this meant Lord Karl’s flag was at 100%.

However, there was one thing that bothered me. Originally, we weren't supposed to reach this state until after my belongings were burned or I was pushed down the stairs by the Villainess, followed by Lord Karl rebuking her for it. My progress on the conquest was moving a bit too fast.

I felt a little anxious leaving things like this, so I wondered if I should play out the events just in case.

I should... right?

Despite my intentions, no matter how much time passed, the harassment never started. The Villainess kept walking around with that creepy, Noh-mask expression on her face. She treated me like I didn't even exist and refused to do anything to me. Even that B-class idiot Isabella, who was supposed to be the lackey leading the harassment, wasn't doing a thing.

What on earth was going on?

The uncertainty was making me nervous, so I decided to put on a little performance of my own.

I found the perfect timing when she was the only one in the girls' dormitory. I placed my own pen and paper on the communal desk and set them on fire. Then, I made sure I was with Lord Karl and the others when we "discovered" the charred pen. Once I started making a fuss, she came walking out of her room as if nothing had happened.

Since there was no one else there, she was naturally the prime suspect. When she appeared and Lord Karl realized they were alone in the dorm with her, he and the others got incredibly angry on my behalf.

God, it was the best feeling.

Unfortunately, she just retreated back to her room. Since we were in the girls' dormitory, Lord Karl and the guys couldn't chase her past the common area, so she managed to get away. Still, just like in the event, everyone gave me new pens to replace the one that burned.

Yeah, things are back on track with the Scenario after all.

The next morning, Lord Karl and the others surrounded her and demanded an apology. They looked so cool.

In the end, she refused to apologize, but Leo actually got angry for my sake, transcending the social gap between him and the Villainess. With that, Leo’s flag for the Reverse Harem Route was finally complete.

It would have felt even better if I could have forced her to grovel right then and there, but that gloomy guy had to go and interrupt us again. Still, thanks to him, I wasn’t late for class, so I suppose it worked out in its own way.

God, I can’t wait for the Condemnation Event. I wonder how much longer it’ll take?

The thought of finally seeing her despairing expression made the wait feel almost unbearable.
Chapter 38: Townsperson A Attends the Party

Daily life continued after that, notably lacking the incident where Anastasia was supposed to push Amy down the stairs.

To be precise, Amy had been pulling every trick in the book to lure Anastasia to the stairwell, but Anastasia had skillfully utilized the teachers and her circle of followers to elusively dodge every attempt. As a result, the term ended without Amy even getting the chance to stage a "fall."

Naturally, final exams arrived, and the results were eventually posted for all to see.



1st Place: Anastasia Kleiner von Ramslett (500)
1st Place: Allen (500)
3rd Place: Margaret von Altmund (491)
4th Place: Isabella von Lyuinberg (456)
5th Place: Amy von Braises (451)
6th Place: Marcus von Beinz (441)
·
·
·
9th Place: Claude Justine de Westadale (421)
10th Place: Oscar von Wimlett (419)
·
·
·
29th Place: Karlheinz Bartille von Sentlaren (396)
·
·
·
38th Place: Glen Whiteberg (379)
39th Place: Leonard von Jukes (261)



It felt a little refreshing.
No, let me correct that. It felt incredibly refreshing.
Serves them right!

In the game’s scenario, a mentally cornered Anastasia was supposed to lose her composure, allowing Amy to steal the top spot in the year. That failure would drive her even further into a corner, eventually leading to her losing her mind during the Condemnation Event and demanding a duel. 

Reality, however, had produced the exact opposite result.

Amy had slipped to fifth place. Anastasia had reclaimed her throne at the top, and her followers had climbed the ranks to third and fourth. Furthermore, His Royal Highness Crown Prince Karlheinz—despite all his high-and-mighty posturing—had finally managed a grade that was faster to count from the bottom of the list.

And to top it all off! Lord Leonard, the future Knight Commander who had tried to muscle Anastasia into admitting to a crime she didn’t commit, was dead last for the second term in a row.

Justice! Pure, sweet justice!

While I was admiring the board and reveling in their failure, Anastasia called out to me from behind.

"Allen. I didn't lose this time."

Her voice sounded unusually buoyant. I turned around and offered her my sincere praise.

"Lady Anastasia, congratulations. A perfect score is truly impressive."

"No, you earned a perfect score as well, Allen. You never cease to amaze. Congratulations to you too."

"Thank you, my lady." I gave her a respectful bow.

"Allen-kun, you really are something else, aren't you?"

"Lady Margaret. Congratulations on taking third place."

Upon hearing Margaret’s voice, I turned to see her smiling alongside another one of Anastasia’s followers. She was a plain-looking girl with brown hair and black eyes. If I recalled correctly, she was the one who acted as the primary culprit for Amy’s "bullying" in the game.

"Thank you. Although, I was so close to catching up to Lady Anastasia," she said. She sounded frustrated, but her expression was one of genuine satisfaction.

"Allen, this is Isabella," Anastasia said, introducing her. "Daughter of Viscount Lyuinberg. Isabella, I believe you already know of him, but this is our scholarship student, Allen."

"Lady Isabella, it is an honor to meet you."

"The pleasure is mine, Allen-san. I’m sure we’ll be in the same class starting next term."

"Isabella was in Class B until now," Anastasia added. "But with these marks, she’ll undoubtedly be promoted to Class A. I hope you’ll be friends."

"I would be honored. I look forward to it."

I went through the motions of the greeting, but a part of me felt a pang of guilt. If the Condemnation Event happened tonight as scheduled, I wouldn’t be at this academy next term. I’d be gone. 

A hazy sense of regret lingered in my chest.



That evening, the graduation and promotion celebration party was held in the royal castle’s grand ballroom. Every student was in attendance, along with a sea of invited dignitaries.

It was December. After this, the academy would head into winter break—a long holiday lasting until spring. While most noble students returned to their family estates to assist with local governance or self-study, in the context of the game, this was the "grinding period" for leveling up.

The ballroom was already packed with the sons and daughters of the nobility, all draped in their finest finery and engaged in spirited conversation. Of course, such luxury and social maneuvering had nothing to do with me. I was dressed in my standard school uniform, playing my usual role as a wallflower.

The catering consisted of nothing but lukewarm dishes that had already been sampled by poison testers. Still, I figured this would be the last time I’d ever eat such food, so I made sure to savor every bite.

Anastasia was surrounded by her followers, while Amy was flanked by the Crown Prince and his entourage. Thinking that this might be the last time I’d ever witness this scene made me feel strangely sentimental.

As the festivities reached their peak—though no alcohol was served—the announcement for the top students of each year began.

First, a second-year graduate was called to the stage. Apparently, he had achieved top marks in academics, magic, and swordsmanship. Not satisfied with that, he had also collaborated with a university professor to develop a new type of Magic Stone. He gave a short speech, thanked the Crown Prince for some reason, and stepped down to thunderous applause.

Then, it was time for the first-years. The announcer’s voice rang through the hall.

"The Most Excellent Award for the first-year class goes to—His Royal Highness, Crown Prince Karlheinz Bartille von Sentlaren!"

The room erupted in applause the moment his name was read. However, the faces in the crowd told a different story. Some looked genuinely celebratory, others looked bitter, and many were simply clapping because they had to.

According to the game, no matter which character’s route you were on, the Crown Prince was always the one called to the stage. It was from that podium that he would begin the Villainess’s condemnation.

"The Crown Prince has shown exceptional prowess, particularly in swordsmanship and magic," the announcer continued. "Furthermore, in his academic pursuits, he has demonstrated a level of multi-faceted analysis and social engagement far beyond his years by collaborating with experts on various social issues. This award is a testament to those achievements."

The Crown Prince ascended the stage and accepted the certificate with an air of practiced entitlement. He then turned to face the crowd.

"Thank you, everyone. However, I did not achieve this alone. I would like to call those whose names I read now to join me on this stage. Claude Justine de Westadale—your unique perspective never ceases to surprise me. I hope you will continue to be my dear friend."

"You got it," Claude replied.

"Marcus von Beinz—you are my rival in the magical arts, but I have always relied on your cool, calculated judgment."

"Yes, Your Highness."

"Leonard von Jukes—I thank you for your tireless dedication to serving as my sword."

"Sir!"

"Oscar von Wimlett—your eye for the true value of things is a gift. I shall continue to rely on you."

"Count on me!"

Every one of the capture targets gathered on the stage. The Crown Prince took a breath before continuing.

"And Amy von Braises—meeting you has allowed me to grow tremendously as a man. I want you to remain by my side forever."

"Oh! Yes!"

Amy practically sprinted onto the stage, throwing herself into the Crown Prince’s arms. I saw more than a few guests grimace at such a scandalous display.

"My success was only possible because of their support," the Prince declared. "I promise to never forget this, and I shall continue to devote myself to becoming a worthy King for my people."

"Oh, Karl-sama..." Amy swooned.

"That's the spirit. You can do it," one of them chimed in.

"I shall support you with my entire soul," added another.

I watched the farce unfold from the sidelines, my gaze cold. The crowd was applauding, but the whole thing felt utterly scripted.

"And there is one more thing I must declare here," the Crown Prince said, his voice carrying clearly across the silent hall. He paused for dramatic effect.

"Anastasia Kleiner von Ramslett. Step forward."
Chapter 39: Townsperson A Witnesses the Condemnation Event

The crowd parted swiftly, and Anastasia, summoned by the Crown Prince, stepped forward, her expression remaining ice-cold.

“Anastasia, as of this moment, I am breaking my engagement with you!”

It was a declaration delivered straight from the stage, the Prince looking down on her as he recited the lines exactly as they appeared in the game event.

“Your Highness, are you certain?”

Anastasia didn’t seem even slightly rattled. She spoke with a detached, business-like tone, as if she were merely confirming some clerical paperwork.

“Hmph. You’re as slow on the uptake as ever. A woman with a soul as rotten as yours isn’t fit to be my fiancée. That honor belongs to Amy—a girl with a kind heart and the power of Healing.”

The Crown Prince spoke with a mocking smirk, but Anastasia didn’t let her composure slip for a second as she pressed him for confirmation.

“Your Highness, are you quite sure about that woman? She knows nothing of etiquette, she has no concept of what it means to be a noble, and she doesn't even understand the nature of a state. Do you honestly believe she is capable of serving as the Mother of the Nation?”

Anastasia directed a frigid gaze at Amy, her expression never wavering.

Amy winced and recoiled under that stare, prompting the Prince to pull her protectively against him.

“Don’t be ridiculous! Her kindness is exactly what this country needs. We have no use for someone like you who does nothing but spin tedious logic at every turn. Besides, we’re well aware of the harassment you’ve put Amy through! A woman of your character is the one truly unfit to be the Mother of the Nation!”

“I see. Then I assume Your Highness is prepared to take full responsibility for the consequences?”

Oh? Anastasia’s phrasing was a lot different from the game.

As I suspected, she must have written the Crown Prince off a long time ago. I couldn't sense even a shred of lingering affection from her.

“I should have expected such a response. This is why the pedantic House Ramslett is such a nuisance. It’s no wonder you lot are nothing but country bumpkins who can’t produce anything but wheat.”

Anastasia, who had looked ready to withdraw quietly, finally snapped back at that.

“Your Highness. You may say what you wish of me, but I will not overlook an insult toward House Ramslett. Retract that statement immediately.”

“What are you talking about? I merely stated a fact.”

“T-That’s right! That’s why Karl-sama is so fed up with you, Lady Anastasia. You’re just a girl from a house of country bumpkins!”

Amy must have seen this as a golden opportunity to get under her skin, because she was really leaning into the attack. Anastasia let out a small sigh and fixed her with a freezing look.

“Amy, do you also intend to insult House Ramslett?”

“Since Karl-sama said it, it must be true~.”

“Very well. Then House Ramslett shall lodge a formal protest against House Braies.”

“Using your family’s influence like that is so cowardly!”

Listening to this exchange was giving me a headache.

I mean, sure, she was probably trying to provoke her, but what kind of logic was this? You insult an entire noble family—which is supposed to prize honor above all else—and then claim it’s ‘cowardly’ for that family to file a protest?

“I am done here. If you’ll excuse me.”

Anastasia declared this and turned on her heel to leave, but the Crown Prince barked out to stop her.

“Wait! It’s exactly as Amy says. If you have any pride as a noble, settle this yourself before you go crying to your parents. I won’t allow you to leave until you do.”

“Your Highness, what on earth are you talking about?”

“What do you think your gloves are for?”

“At the very least, they are not meant to be used lightly for something like this.”

“I see. So the daughter of House Ramslett can’t even fight while staking her family's honor? It seems His Grace the Duke has no talent for parenting either.”

The Prince laughed mockingly at her, and a few of the guests joined in.

“Is Your Highness telling me to challenge them to a duel?”

“Think for yourself. Do I have to explain every little thing to you? You really are as uncharming as they come.”

Frustration finally bled into Anastasia’s expression. Essentially, he was using his authority as Crown Prince to order her to make it look like the challenge was her idea.

“As you wish.”

With those words, Anastasia pulled off her glove and threw it at Amy.

“Eek! U-Um, this is...”

Amy acted remarkably shocked by the gesture, but she timidly picked up the glove and tried to hand it back.

“How much more do you intend to mock me before you’re satisfied?”

Anastasia wasn’t shouting; she just looked at Amy with eyes as cold as ice.

“Amy, this means this woman felt insulted and has challenged you to a duel.”

“Eh? Really? But I don’t know how to fight...”

Amy whined, looking up at the Prince with a wheedling voice.

What a load of rubbish. She knew exactly what it meant. She’d deliberately maneuvered Anastasia into this to ensure she’d be exiled during the Condemnation Event.

“Fine, then. I shall stand as Amy’s proxy for this duel.”

Just like in the game, the Prince volunteered to represent her.

“Wh-? Your Highness? To order a woman into a duel and then volunteer yourself as the proxy—are you in your right mind?”

“What are you talking about? You’re the one who challenged her. I’m simply acting as a proxy because I want to protect Amy. It’s as simple as that.”

“...”

Anastasia fell silent, stunned into speechlessness.

“I’ll be a proxy too.”

“Count me in.”

“I shall assist as well.”

“Naturally, I’ll be fighting too.”

Just like in the game, all five of the capture targets stepped forward as proxies.

“So, what about you? Is there anyone willing to stand as a proxy and fight the five of us on your behalf?”

Anastasia scanned the room, but every male student present quickly looked away.

Well, I can’t blame them. Nobody wants to get into a fight with the Crown Prince and the prince of a neighboring kingdom.

“It seems your reputation is as poor as your personality,” the Prince sneered.

He was looking down on her, but this wasn't about her reputation—it was a simple matter of political power.

Still, it looks like the time to fight has finally arrived.

I took a deep breath, raised my hand, and stepped forward.

“I’ll be her proxy.”
side. Anastasia (5)

Final exams were over, and the results had been posted. Somehow, I’d managed to avoid any silly mistakes and reclaimed my spot at the top of the rankings. Of course, Allen had also earned a perfect score, leaving us tied for first place. Next time, I want to beat him outright—just so I can see the look on his face when I rub it in.

Another highlight was the significant improvement in Margaret’s and Isabella’s grades. After the mess at the Cultural Festival, I’d completely given up on His Highness. Instead of wasting my time on him, I poured those hours into tutoring the two of them.

This meant I’d be in the same class as Isabella next year. With the three of us together, we ought to be able to do something about Allen’s current situation. I introduced Isabella to him with that goal in mind, but something about his expression nagged at me. It was as if he were hiding something behind that smile. I felt a flicker of unease, though I couldn't quite put my finger on what was wrong.

Not long after that, disaster struck.

To commemorate advancement and graduation, the academy holds a gala at the end of the school year. It is a stage where the "top student" of each year is honored—a title usually bestowed based on political considerations disguised as a "holistic evaluation." Naturally, regardless of actual merit, the top spot was always reserved for the Crown Prince. But this time, His Highness used that stage to say something truly outrageous.

"Anastasia! As of this moment, I am breaking my engagement to you!"

I genuinely questioned the man’s sanity. There he stood on the stage, flanked by his usual sycophants with that woman at the center, all of them looking down their noses at me.

"Your Highness, are you serious?" I asked.

"Hmph. Still as slow on the uptake as ever. A woman with a soul as rotten as yours has no place by my side. Amy, who is kind-hearted and possesses the Healing Power, is the only one fit to be my fiancée."

"Your Highness, are you quite sure you want to settle for a woman who knows nothing of etiquette, the duties of the nobility, or the foundations of this kingdom? Do you truly believe she is capable of serving as the Mother of the Nation?"

I spared a glance for the girl. She reacted with exaggerated distress, prompting His Highness to pull her protectively against him.

"Don't talk such nonsense! It is her kindness that this country needs. I have no use for a woman who does nothing but spin tedious logic. Besides, we are all well aware of the harassment you’ve put Amy through! A woman with your character is the one unfit to be the Mother of the Nation!"

"Is that so? And I assume Your Highness is prepared to take full responsibility for the consequences of this decision?"

I offered him that one last mercy, a chance to reconsider. Instead, he crossed a line that should never be crossed.

"I wondered what you'd say, but this is exactly why those thick-headed Ramsletts are such a nuisance. It’s why you’ll never be more than a family of country bumpkins who do nothing but grow wheat."

"Your Highness. You may say what you wish about me, and I will endure it. However, I cannot overlook an insult to House Ramslett. Retract that statement immediately."

Insulting a Ducal house as "country bumpkins" was beyond the pale. It was the kind of vitriol that could justify a rebellion; no one could complain if one broke out. It was a statement of staggering ignorance.

Furthermore, if I may say so, wheat is the single most important crop for feeding the populace. Without the people, we nobles have nothing to rule. But my words were wasted on a fool who had been thoroughly emasculated by that woman.

"What are you talking about? I only stated the truth," he scoffed.

"Th-That’s right!" Amy chimed in, seizing her moment. "That’s why Karl-sama is so fed up with a bumpkin like you, Anastasia-sama!"

She was digging her own grave with every word.

"Amy. Do you intend to insult House Ramslett as well?"

"If Karl-sama says it, it must be true!"

"Then House Ramslett shall lodge a formal protest against House Braies."

"Using your family’s power is so cowardly!"

This was going nowhere. I turned to leave. "I shall take my leave."

"Wait!" Karl barked. "Amy is right. If you have any pride as a noble, settle this yourself instead of running to cry to your parents. I will not permit you to leave this room until you do."

"Your Highness, what on earth are you implying?"

"What do you think those gloves of yours are for?"

"They are certainly not meant to be used lightly for something like this."

"I see. So the daughter of House Ramslett is too cowardly to fight for the honor of her name? It seems the Duke has no talent for raising children, either."

A few of the guests chuckled at his barb. The anti-Ramslett faction, no doubt.

"Is Your Highness demanding I challenge you to a duel?"

"Figure it out yourself. Must I explain everything to you? You really are as uncharming as they come."

I saw it then. He was using his authority as Crown Prince to force me into issuing a challenge. He was too far gone. There was no reaching him now. Even if this had only been a political arrangement, it was my final duty as his fiancée to try and talk sense into him, even if I had to use a foolish duel to do it.

So, this is the end, I thought.

"Very well," I said.

I pulled off my glove and flung it at the woman.

"Eek! Um, this is..." Amy squeaked, putting on a performance of being startled as she picked it up and tried to hand it back.

"How much more do you intend to mock me?" I snapped.

Karl stepped in. "Amy, this means this woman feels insulted and has challenged you to a duel."

"Eh? Really? But I don't know how to fight..."

"It's fine. I shall stand as Amy's proxy."

I was genuinely stunned. "What? Your Highness, you would order a woman to duel and then stand as her proxy yourself? Are you out of your mind?"

"I don't see the problem. You're the one who threw the glove. I'm simply acting as proxy to protect Amy. It's as simple as that."

He intended to dispose of me right here and now. If I fought the Crown Prince, there was no future for me. Whether I won or lost, the only thing waiting for me was execution.

Then, the other four men under her spell stepped forward to volunteer as well. Five proxies? I had never heard of such a farce. So much for the "sacred" tradition of dueling.

"Well?" the Prince taunted. "Do you have a proxy of your own willing to face the five of us?"

I instinctively looked around the room, but the other students quickly looked away. It was a natural reaction. No one would risk their life against the Crown Prince for a disgraced noblewoman.

"It seems you have no friends to turn to, either."

It wasn't a matter of popularity, but logic was useless now. I resigned myself to my fate; I would have to fight and die by my own hand. But just as I steeled my resolve, I heard the one voice I had hoped not to hear.

"I’ll be her proxy."
Side: Amy (4)

I’d thought the final exams were surprisingly tough and that I’d struggled quite a bit, but what on earth was going on with these results?!

I could accept that the loner got a perfect score, but how the heck did the Villainess get one too? In the game, you weren’t even in second place; you were supposed to be ranked way lower than that!

And third and fourth place were Margaret and Isabella? They’re both the Villainess’s lackeys! Plus, isn't Isabella a total moron from B Class? How did a girl like that end up ranked higher than me?!

Ugh, seriously! This is the absolute worst!

But whatever. It’s fine. Today marks the start of the fun part—the Condemnation Event. Today is the last day that Villainess gets to act all high and mighty. Come on, Anastasia, today is your end!

＊＊＊＊

God, Lord Karl was just as wonderful as I’d imagined. Being chosen as the top student of the year was impressive enough, but calling everyone onto the stage to thank them one by one? Only Lord Karl would do something like that. The game glossed over this part, but seeing it in person... he really was amazing. I found myself falling for him all over again.

He even called me up to the stage and told me he wanted me by his side forever. I was so happy I thought I might actually die.

"And one more thing," he announced. "I have something to declare here."

Oh? What was it? Could it be a proposal?

"Anastasia Kleiner von Ramslett, come forward."

Oh, right. I’d gotten a bit carried away in the moment. This was it. The start of the fun, fun Villainess’s Condemnation Event. At Lord Karl’s command, the Villainess stepped forward with her usual mask-like expression. Hehe. Honestly, she looked so pathetic.

"Anastasia, as of this moment, I annul my engagement to you!"

Ahhh, Lord Karl! He was so cool. He’d looked cool on my phone screen, but in real life? He was hundreds of times better.

"Your Highness, are you serious?"

Huh? Hey, why didn’t she look more upset? Lately, she’d been stuck with that stone-faced look, but in the game, she was supposed to be furious and humiliated! Hurry up and start screaming like a loser!

"Hmph. As usual, you’re a woman slow to understand. A woman with a rotten nature like yours isn't fit for me. Amy here, who is kind-hearted and possesses the Healing Power, is the one truly suitable to be my fiancée."

"Your Highness, are you certain about this woman who knows neither etiquette, nor the duties of the nobility, nor the foundations of this country? Do you truly believe someone like her can serve as the Mother of the Nation?"

What the hell was her problem?! Staring at me with that piercing gaze... what was wrong with her? But Lord Karl just gently pulled me close. Hehe. That’s right. My victory was absolute!

"Don't say such stupid things! Her kindness is exactly what this country needs. We have no need for someone like you who spins pointless logic at every turn. In the first place, we know about the numerous harassments you’ve committed against Amy! A woman with a nature like yours is exactly the kind of person unsuitable to be the Mother of the Nation!"

"Is that so? Then Your Highness will take full responsibility for the consequences of this choice, correct?"

Wait! What was with that line? That’s not what she was supposed to say! She was supposed to be more pathetic, right? Come on! Start wailing already!

But as expected, Lord Karl properly disparaged the Villainess.

"I wondered what you would say, but this is why the big-headed Ramsletts are such a nuisance. That’s why no matter how much time passes, the Ramsletts are just country folk who can only grow wheat."

"Your Highness. You may say what you like about me," she said. "However, I cannot overlook an insult against House Ramslett. Please withdraw your previous statement."

"What are you talking about? I only stated a fact."

Oh? Is she mad? This was my chance. The Villainess’s entire family was going to be executed anyway, so I could say whatever I wanted, right?

"S-She’s right, you know? That’s why a person from a family of country folk like Lady Anastasia gets abandoned by Lord Karl!"

But instead of breaking down, the Villainess just looked at me with those cold eyes and sighed. Hey! What was that for?! How dare a Villainess look down on me!

"Amy, do you also intend to insult House Ramslett?"

"Since Lord Karl is saying it, it’s a fact!"

"Then, House Ramslett shall lodge a formal protest against House Braies."

"Using your family’s power is cowardly!"

"This is a waste of time. I shall take my leave."

Wait, what? Why was she trying to leave on her own! She was supposed to get angry here and throw her glove, wasn't she? That’s how the event goes! But Lord Karl understood the scenario properly.

"Wait! It’s as Amy says. If you have any pride as a noble, solve this yourself before crying to your parents. Until then, I won’t allow you to leave this place."

"Your Highness, what on earth are you saying?"

"What are your gloves for?"

Yes! Exactly! You’re supposed to throw your glove here!

"At the very least, they are not meant to be used lightly for something like this."

No! You’re wearing those gloves specifically so you can get triggered and throw them!

"I see. So the daughter of House Ramslett cannot even fight while staking the pride and honor of her house. It seems His Grace the Duke has no talent for raising children either."

Lord Karl snorted in derision, and the important-looking people who had come to the gala were laughing too. Serves you right, Villainess. You’re a complete laughingstock.

"Is Your Highness telling me to challenge you to a duel?"

"Think for yourself. Must you be told everything by me, the Crown Prince? You are a charmless woman as always."

Ahaha. She looked so frustrated. That’s right. You’re going to challenge me to a duel of your own will and lose pathetically.

"I understand."

Saying that, she finally threw her glove at me.

"Hyah! U-Um, this..."

Now I just had to act according to the Scenario. "Here, let me give this back to you..."

"Just how much do you have to mock me before you’re satisfied?"

Wait, why wasn't she blowing up? In the game, she was supposed to get mad and slap me! Why was she looking at me with such cold eyes? Was the game glitching?

"Amy, this means that woman, feeling insulted, has challenged you to a duel."

"Eh? Is that so? But... I don't know the first thing about fighting..."

"Well, fine. I shall accept this duel as Amy’s proxy."

"What? Your Highness? To command a woman to duel and then act as her proxy yourself—are you in your right mind?"

Fufu. The lines were a bit different, but yes! That panicked face was exactly what I wanted to see.

"What are you saying? You challenged her to a duel of your own accord. I am acting as her proxy because I want to protect Amy; it is as simple as that."

"……"

Oh? She went silent. Serves you right!

"I shall also serve as a proxy."

"I’ll do it too."

"I shall do so as well."

"Of course, I’ll fight too."

Everyone! Thank you! As I thought, the Reverse Harem Route really was the best!

"What will you do? Is there a proxy who will fight against the five of us?"

The Villainess looked around the room. But there was no way a fool would act as her proxy knowing their opponents were Lord Karl, the Crown Prince, and Lord Claude, the prince of the neighboring country. No one would be that stupid.

"It seems you have no popularity either."

I couldn't help but smirk. But not yet. It was still too early. She was about to get pulverized by her former fiancé! Serves you right!

"I will act as her proxy."

……Huh?
Commoner A Becomes a Proxy

March 30, 2021: Fixed typos.

================

The dance hall was a cacophony of murmurs. The reactions of the guests were a mixed bag—some watched with voyeuristic curiosity, others frowned in disapproval, and many were huddled together, whispering frantically.

In stark contrast, the students and teachers stood in stunned silence, watching the sudden annulment of the engagement and the ensuing challenge to a duel unfold like a slow-motion wreck.

"A-Allen?"

"You... are you that commoner from back then?"

Anastasia and the Crown Prince reacted simultaneously. Anastasia looked as though she’d been struck by a bolt from the blue, but the Crown Prince merely shot me a look of pure suspicion. Honestly, his choice of words was a bit much.

"Good grief. For the record, Your Highness, I’m technically in the same class as you. More importantly, Lady Anastasia—please, quickly formally recognize me as your proxy."

"Eh? Oh... yes. I recognize you."

I moved the conversation along before she could recover from her shock.

"Now then. What are the terms for this duel? Lady Anastasia, your requirements?"

"T-They are already decided. Retract the insults against House Ramslett and apologize."

"Understood. And Lady Amy?"

"Eh? Um... please don't come near us ever again."

Good grief, those are the exact lines from the game.

"Right. So, if Lady Anastasia wins, Lady Amy’s group will admit their previous statements regarding House Ramslett were insults and offer a formal apology. If Lady Amy wins, Lady Anastasia will no longer approach her. Does that cover it?"

"Incorrect," the Crown Prince interjected. "She is to stay away from Amy and the five of us."

"Understood. Let's go with that, then."

I decided to wrap up the administrative details as efficiently as possible.

"And the format of the duel?"

"You are but one man. Find four more proxies. If you cannot, I wouldn't mind holding five separate one-on-one matches every day until you've won five times in a row—if you're even capable of that."

The Crown Prince looked down on me—or rather, on both of us—with a sneer. It seemed he wasn't quite shameless enough to attempt a five-on-one lynch mob in public. Or perhaps he was just underestimating me because he saw me as a commoner.

"Ah, that sounds like a lot of hassle. How about all five of you just come at me at once? A one-on-five match—anything goes as long as no one gets killed. How does that sound?"

Claude was the first to snap.

"Hey, commoner. You actually think you can take us on and win? You, whose swordsmanship and magic are utterly average?"

I see. So that’s how they see me. That was perfect, actually. Since this was going to be the final act, I might as well provoke them for all I was worth. The angrier they were, the easier they would be to manipulate.

"Oh? Prince Claude... are you telling me you're actually scared of a commoner?"

"What did you say?"

Claude’s voice sharpened with irritation. If this were a manga or an anime, I’m certain he would have had a prominent anger vein throbbing on his forehead.

"Now, now, please calm down. However, Prince Claude does have a point." Marcus stepped forward, adopting a lecturing tone. "Your magic cannot reach mine or His Highness's, and your swordsmanship is nowhere near the level of Leo, the Prince, or Claude. We even have Oscar, a master marksman, on our side. A man like you has no chance of victory. I admire the courage it took to volunteer, but you’ve done enough. I’m telling you this for your own sake: withdraw."

From their perspective, that was the logical conclusion. On the surface, it sounded like sound advice, but it was incredibly condescending in its own right.

Still, I couldn't let myself get angry. I needed them to lose their cool, not me. I wanted to avoid any outside interference that might mess things up. I had to end this duel quickly.

With that in mind—though I didn't actually have any personal grudge against Marcus—I decided to poke the bear.

"Oh? It’s hard to find your words persuasive, Lord Marcus, when they’re coming from someone who consistently loses to a commoner like me in our studies. Do you have any actual points to make?"

"Wh—! Here I am, genuinely concerned for your well-being, and you...!"

He took the bait beautifully. I wondered if he just had zero resistance to provocation, or if he simply couldn't stand being mocked by someone he considered beneath him. Either way, with a boiling point that low, he was a total failure as a future Prime Minister.

"That’s hardly beautiful behavior, is it?" Oscar chimed in. "I suppose being a commoner means you can’t help but be barbaric."

"I see. So being a noble means you're nothing but a pretty face? Ah, but since there are plenty of noblemen who aren't like that, I suppose it’s just you and your friends, Lord Oscar? Besides, I think surrounding a single woman while neglecting one's own fiancée is far more barbaric. Honestly, a group of men swarming around one girl... didn't I read somewhere that honeybees do something similar?"

"You...!"

Oscar’s handsome face contorted in rage. Then Leonard stepped into my personal space.

"Such foul language is unbearable to listen to. Retract it."

"Even if you say that, you're the ones who started with the baseless accusations. And weren't you just trying to use your numbers to force a woman to admit to false charges? For the son of the Knight Order’s leader, which of us is truly foul, Lord Leonard?"

"What!?"

It was almost funny how easy it was to hit their buttons. This was entertaining in a twisted way, but I knew that if I started enjoying it too much, I’d turn into a real piece of work. I didn't want to fall into self-loathing later, so I decided to shut the door on my rising pettiness and end the conversation.

"Now then, Crown Prince Karlheinz. Surely you aren't going to run away from a one-on-five match—a deal that is overwhelmingly in your favor?"

"What?! You little... Fine! Very well! Don't come crying to me if you end up dead!"

"Oh? Is that a declaration that you intend to break the 'no killing' rule already?"

"...Just make sure you don't run. Get to the training grounds immediately. Hey! Someone act as a witness!"

"I shall handle it."

A middle-aged man stood up from the guest section. He was one of the men who had been laughing along with the Crown Prince earlier. Are they planning to rig the results?

Well, fine. If they tried anything, I’d just have to make sure they were never in a position to try it again.

"We will be waiting at the training grounds. Don't you dare run!"

With that, Amy, the Crown Prince, his entourage, and the middle-aged man hurried out of the hall.

"Lady Anastasia, I’m going to head back to the dormitory to grab my equipment. Please go on ahead to the training grounds."

I turned to address the still-dazed Anastasia. By the way, the reason I was unarmed was simple: carrying weapons was strictly prohibited inside the royal castle, and the academy dorms were only a stone's throw away.

Anastasia finally snapped out of it and lunged toward me with a terrifying intensity.

"Wh-What kind of madness is this?! It’s not too late. Withdraw your name as my proxy. No one will blame you given the circumstances. If something happens to you during that duel, it will be dismissed as a mere accident! I cannot allow a man of your talent to die in a place like this!"

"Oh? Are you actually worried about me? Don't worry, I won't die. In fact, against opponents of that caliber, I could win no matter how many of them showed up."

"What...? Allen?"

"Haven't you heard the rumors? That there’s an adventurer in the Royal Capital who holds the record for being the youngest C-rank?"

"Eh? Yes, I’ve heard the stories, but..."

"That’s me. My track record includes being the youngest C-rank adventurer, the conqueror of the Goblin Labyrinth, and the one they call the Goblin Slayer and Orc Slayer. I even pulled off a solo subjugation of a Blizzard Phoenix."

"Eh?"

For the second time that day, I got to see Anastasia’s mouth hang open in total bewilderment.

It was a bit sad to think that this might be the last time I’d see that expression. But this was what I had been preparing for. I was going to give it everything I had and win this fight.

"So, it’s a guaranteed victory. You can rest easy—I've got this."
Chapter 41: Townsperson A Faces the Duel

I caught an academy carriage back to the dorms, where I retrieved a custom-made automatic handgun I’d prepared specifically for today and tucked it into my coat. After donning my full set of adventurer's gear and grabbing a camouflage dagger, I headed back to the royal castle and stepped onto the training grounds.

A massive crowd had already gathered, mostly students and guests from the party, all illuminated by the brilliant glow of the moon overhead.

"Allen!"

"Allen-kun."

"Allen-san."

Anastasia, Margaret, and Isabella called out to me, their voices thick with worry.

In the original game, Anastasia would have been completely alone at this point, but Margaret and Isabella had stuck by her side.

I’m glad.

Seeing that she wasn't isolated, the thought slipped out of my mouth before I could stop it.

"What do you mean 'glad,' you fool?"

"Ah, nothing. I just thought it was nice to see Lady Anastasia is so cherished by her friends."

"Wh-?!"

That made three times today I’d caught her off guard. This time, however, her face turned bright red. Margaret and Isabella watched her with knowing smiles.

"Well then, Lady Anastasia. I’ll go win this for you."

"A-ah. And Allen... that mediator is from a faction hostile to House Ramslett. Keep your guard up."

Just as I thought.

I already knew his tricks from the game, so it wasn't a problem.

"Understood. Thank you for the warning. But don't worry—I have no intention of showing them any mercy."

With that, I marched toward the center of the training grounds.

The five "capture targets," including the Crown Prince, were already lined up alongside Amy and the mediator.

The Prince and his lackeys were clearly underestimating me; none of them were wearing armor, and the weapons they held were likely borrowed. They’d probably just grabbed some spares from the Knight Order on short notice.

"I’ll praise you for not running away. But you realize you have no hope of winning, don't you? If you back down now, I might still be persuaded to overlook—"

The Crown Prince started spouting his rhetoric, but I’d already switched into "rough adventurer" mode.

To ensure my victory was absolute, I needed them to lose their cool. That was why I’d spent so much effort provoking them earlier.

"Ugh, shut up already! You know what they say: the weaker the dog, the louder the bark. Just hurry up and come at me. I’ll beat the lot of you to a pulp at once. Or are you trying to talk me out of it because you're scared? Your... High... Ness?"

"You bastard! It’s too late for regrets!"

The Crown Prince took the bait, flying into a rage with pathetic ease. The other targets looked ready to pounce at a moment’s notice.

Behind them, Amy stood with her hands clasped in front of her as if in prayer. When our eyes met, I gave her a sharp, mocking smirk.

She clearly caught it; her face flushed red with instant fury.

The declaration of war was over. Time to get to work.

Today, in this very place, I was going to destroy the Scenario!



I backed away from the Prince’s group and readied my dagger.

"We shall now begin the duel between Anastasia Kleiner von Ramslett and Amy von Braises!" the judge announced in a booming voice.

"Lady Anastasia's proxy is Allen. Lady Amy's proxies are Karlheinz Bartille von Sentlaren, Claude Justine de Westadale, Oscar von Wimlett, Marcus von Beinz, and Leonard von Jukes—five in total. Per the request of Lady Anastasia’s side, this will be an irregular five-on-one match. All actions short of killing are permitted! Begin!"

The moment the mediator gave the signal, I deployed a smoke screen. Using 【Stealth】 to vanish, I moved in close to the huddle of five and started handing out the special rounds I’d developed for this day at point-blank range.

The automatic handgun was equipped with a suppressor, and since I was using Wind Magic to propel the rounds instead of gunpowder, the sound was nothing like a traditional firearm. Amy, being a former Japanese citizen, wouldn't even dream that she was being shot at.

The gun was loaded with custom rubber bullets; unless I hit a vital spot by sheer bad luck, they weren't going to die.

Though I couldn't promise they wouldn't walk away with a few broken bones.

As the smoke cleared, Leonard and Claude—who had been turned into pincushions by the rubber rounds—collapsed, foaming at the mouth. I’d made sure to be extra thorough with them since they specialized in close-quarters combat. It was a natural result.

"Gu... ugh... What... what was that...?"

Marcus, Oscar, and the Crown Prince were doubled over in pain, though they hadn't quite gone down yet.

I reached into my coat and used Transmutation to create a water balloon filled with a concentrated chili extract, then hurled it straight at Oscar’s face.

It was a clean hit. The balloon burst with a satisfying splash, and the capsaicin-laced blinding agent mercilessly invaded his eyes.

"Gyaaah! My eyes! My eyes!"

I stepped up to the writhing Oscar and pressed my dagger against his throat.

"Hey! Mediator!"

"Ah—er..."

"If you don't call it, I’ll slide this into his neck. You want to be responsible for that?"

"U-understood! Leonard, Claude, and Oscar are unable to continue!"

The moment I heard the call, I backed off to ensure they couldn't grab me.

Less than a minute had passed, and three of them were already knocked out. The Crown Prince and Marcus looked utterly bewildered, unable to process what was happening. Behind them, Amy’s face was pale with panic.

By the way, there was a reason I’d left these two for last. The Prince was the next King, and Marcus was the future Chief Court Mage—the game even mentioned he eventually became Chancellor. If these two didn't pull their heads out of their asses and become decent human beings, the country was doomed. They’d just keep pulling stupid stunts like this until everything collapsed.

In contrast, Claude was a prince from a neighboring country, so he didn't matter, and Leonard’s position as the successor to the Knight Order would be ruined anyway after losing like this.

As for Oscar... well, despite his family being a Marquess house, he just wasn't as high a priority as the other two.

Two enemies were easier to deal with than three, and as long as they were conscious to hear my lecture, that was good enough for me.

I threw out another smoke screen, vanished with 【Stealth】, and put a rubber bullet into the Prince and Marcus each.

"Gah!"

"Guh!"

They both dropped to their knees. I stood over them, my voice dripping with condescension.

"Well now, Your Highness, Lord Marcus. How does it feel to be brought to your knees by someone you considered beneath you?"

"Y-you..."

"You... do you think you'll get away with this? If you defy us, your family will—"

"Oh? Lord Marcus? You're about to lose a duel, so now you're resorting to using your status as a threat? Were you trying to get me to withdraw earlier because you were actually terrified of losing?"

"Wh-?!"

"But you see, right now I am the proxy for Lady Anastasia of House Ramslett. Your words are directed at her house as much as they are at me. Are you suggesting you intend to assassinate the Duke?"

"U-guh..."

Marcus bit his lip, his face twisted in frustration.

"Deep down, don't you already know who's actually in the right here?"

"I... I just wanted to... Amy..."

The fact that he couldn't even form a counterargument confirmed it. And if they were doing this while knowing better, that made it even worse.

"So because you want to 'protect' her, you’re willing to condemn someone else without a shred of evidence? As far as I’ve seen, Lady Anastasia never bullied Lady Amy. In fact, she was the one trying to stop the drama. Furthermore, Amy was the one provoking Lady Anastasia, trying to bait her into an altercation, wasn't she?"

"No... Amy... she wouldn't..."

Sacrificing reason for the sake of emotion—and this guy was supposed to be the future Chancellor.

"Hah, you still don't believe it? Are you planning to keep looking through those biased lenses and lead this country into a future of false accusations and rampant corruption?"

"No... I... I wouldn't..."

Marcus stammered, his excuses failing him.

"Whatever. You're going to apologize to House Ramslett and to Lady Anastasia. That’s how this ends. If short-sighted idiots like you are the future leaders of this nation, the rest of us are better off dead! Reflect on your failure!"

I kicked Marcus square in the face.

"Gah!"

As he tumbled across the ground, I grabbed him by the hair, yanked his head back, and pressed my blade to his throat.

"Mediator!"

"M-Marcus is unable to continue!"
Side: Amy (5)

Huh? What the hell was that?

Why did that gloomy loner just volunteer himself as a proxy? And you, Villainess—what were you thinking, accepting him?

That wasn’t how the scenario was supposed to go!

Besides, did he even understand what happened to people who challenged two members of the royal family to a duel? 

Ah, geez! I knew it. This guy was aiming for the villainess all along! If he was going to rain on my parade like this, I should have just made him my servant from the start.

It was so infuriating!

Oh, wait. Whatever. It didn't matter.

After all, I had the five strongest guys in our year on my side. I’d heard he’d spent some time as an adventurer, but a total loner like him would be dead in seconds.

Then there was the matter of the duel itself. I’d set everything up exactly like the game, but that villainess was acting completely out of character. I wondered if it was okay, but I decided it didn't matter. Karl-sama and the others were on my side. Once they won, she was being shipped off to the Empire anyway. 

There was no way Karl-sama and the others could lose.

Or so I’d thought, right until this gloomy guy started claiming he’d win a one-on-five? Was he for real? It was almost funny. I’d known he was smart since he was the top student, but maybe he’d just lost his mind trying to show off for his precious villainess.

And even though Marcus was being "kind" enough to give him an out, the guy clearly didn't value his life. I mean, seriously, what was his deal? Spitting that kind of verbal abuse at the nobility—did he have a death wish?

Everyone was already livid. The rules said you couldn't kill, but since he was just a commoner, who would actually complain if he died?

Actually, if he died at Karl-sama’s hand while trying to protect his beloved villainess, maybe he’d actually be happy about it?

Ugh, gross.

Even the villainess looked dazed. Had she really fallen for a drab, gloomy commoner just because Karl-sama dumped her? 

Wow. How pathetic. Going from the future Queen to the wife of a future commoner?

I stifled a laugh. It was just too sad.

And the best part? That guy was about to die. When I thought about getting a front-row seat to the villainess’s face while the man who protected her was pathetically slaughtered... 

Yeah. I could live with that. In fact, it was better than the original plan. I started to get excited just imagining the expression she'd make.

Plus, we’d successfully secured a witness. He was the same guy who acted as the witness in the game. If you were about to lose in the game version, he’d let you drink a potion under the pretext of a water break. Of course, the villainess’s side would only be given plain water.

With even the referee on our side, they didn't have a prayer. 

Poor things. What a shame.



“Karl-sama, Claude-sama, Marcus, Oscar... Leo... a duel? I just... I can’t...”

“Do not worry,” Karl-sama said, his voice firm as he tried to reassure me. “We will bring you the victory you deserve.”

“But... can’t we just... talk this out? I’m sure we could all just... get along...”

“Now, now, Amy. Are you really trying to protect that woman after everything she’s done to you?”

“Truly,” Marcus added, “the woman we have chosen is as pure as a Saint.”

“There is no need for such kindness,” Oscar noted. “A woman who treats others with such malice deserves to be crushed.”

“Exactly. As the future Commander of the Knight Order, I cannot overlook such a wicked woman.”

Claude, Oscar, Marcus, and Leo—everyone was delivering their lines exactly like the game. That’s right, I thought. The scenario is still on track.

“Everyone... okay. Um... please, stay safe.”

I sent the five of them off with the exact lines from the game. Yes, this was how it was supposed to be. All I had to do was watch from the sidelines. I didn’t know why the villainess’s two little followers were still hanging around her, but surely that wouldn't matter against the sheer force of the scenario. 

That’s right. It doesn't matter!

I struck a prayer pose to cheer them on, just like the game CG. 

Then, that shitty, gloomy guy looked right at me. He smirked—a disgusting, mocking little grin.

What?! What was that?!

I hate him. I hate him, I hate him, I hate him!

“We shall now begin the duel between Anastasia Kleiner von Ramslett and Amy von Braises!” 

Oh. Right. I shouldn't let myself get worked up. It didn't matter what a guy who was about to die did.

“Begin!”

The duel started. I wondered who would strike first. Would it be a killing shot from Oscar, who held the Divine Protection of the Bow King? Or magic from Marcus, the holder of the Divine Protection of the Sage? Or would Leo, the hardest worker with the Divine Protection of the [Knight], lead the charge?

Claude-sama had the Divine Protection of the Fist King, and since he was a bit of a hothead, he looked pretty pissed at that loner. He’d probably just beat him to a pulp—wait, what?

What just happened?

Smoke suddenly erupted, and the guy vanished. I heard a series of strange noises, and then... why were Claude-sama and Leo on the ground? And were they... foaming at the mouth?

Wait, why were the other three crouching down, too?

What the hell? What are you guys doing?! Kill him already!

Wait... water balloons? Why was he holding water balloons?!

“Gyaaaaaah! My eyes! My eyes!”

Hold on! Aiming for the eyes was cheating! How could he do something so dirty in a sacred duel?!

Then the cowardly little loner closed the distance to Oscar and pressed a dagger against his throat. 

No! He couldn't! Not my Oscar!

“Leonard, Claude, Oscar—incapacitated.”

I let out a breath I didn't know I was holding. No matter how much I was supposed to be the future Saint, my current protection was only [Healing]. I wouldn't get the Divine Protection of the Saint of Benevolence until I was a second-year, got blessed by the Light Spirit, and obtained the Holy Staff of Guidance. If they got seriously hurt now, I couldn't fix it.

Just as I was starting to feel relieved, the guy reached into his jacket. He was holding something else. What was he planning?

More smoke erupted, followed by those weird noises. Then Karl-sama and Marcus dropped to their knees, unable to move.

What was going on?! Wait! Stop it!

“Reflect on your incompetence!”

The guy kicked Marcus square in the face, sending him sprawling. Then, he leveled his sword at him.

“Witness!”

“M-Marcus... incapacitated.”

H-H-How? What was happening?

How was someone that strong just hanging around? 

You’re not a game character, are you?!

Stop it! 

Stop! Stop!

You aren't even part of this game! You aren't even a mob character!

Don't you dare break my world!



Postscript:
The duel event in the game is a scripted victory. Since Anastasia hesitates to attack the Crown Prince, you can win easily under normal circumstances. However, if you intentionally stall for time or happen to fall asleep during the fight, you’ll trigger this specific scene where the NPCs cheat using potions.
Chapter 42: Townsperson A Dedicates the Victory

"I-Impossible...!"

The Crown Prince’s eyes were wide, as if his brain refused to process the reality before him. 

Once he managed to pull himself together, he directed a string of nonsensical complaints my way.

"E-Enough! Stop relying on the power of suspicious magic items! Fight with honor, using sword and magic as they were intended, instead of resorting to cowardly tricks!"

"Pfft. Your Highness, what are you even saying? The rules we agreed upon at the start were 'anything goes,' remember? Besides, if I’m being cowardly, what does that make the five of you? You were the ones who tried to jump a single opponent."

Technically, I was the one who had suggested the five-on-one match, but pointing that out made the Crown Prince bite his lip in pure frustration.

"Furthermore," I continued, "what does it say about your character that you used your authority as the Crown Prince to surround Lady Anastasia with five—no, six—people just to force a confession for a crime she didn't commit? Lady Anastasia is ostensibly your fiancée. Because of the difference in your social standing, she couldn't even dream of defying you. If you don't call that 'cowardly,' then I’d love to hear your definition of the word."

"That... That’s because she..."

The Crown Prince stammered, finally realizing the tide of the argument had turned against him.

"She what? What exactly are you claiming Lady Anastasia did? She didn't do anything, did she? This is all just a series of baseless accusations. And while we’re at it, how about the fact that you kicked her out of the committee right before the Cultural Festival, despite all the work she put in at the final hour? The difference in the quality of the exhibits made it glaringly obvious which parts were her handiwork and which weren't."

"She! To Amy...!"

The more I needled him, the more the Crown Prince lost his composure, his voice rising in a defensive shout.

"Oh, for heaven’s sake. Stop with the pathetic excuses. Lady Anastasia never harassed Lady Amy. She merely offered legitimate grievances. And keep in mind, that was the daughter of a Duke, Lady Anastasia, going out of her way to advise a mere Baron’s daughter."

Blasted by the sheer logic of my words, the Crown Prince could do nothing but glare at me with eyes full of resentment.

"Listen up! If the future King is this incompetent, the entire country is going to ruin. And when that happens, the first people to be slaughtered will be us commoners! If you’re the Crown Prince, you should at least understand the political weight of a marriage to House Ramslett!"

"S-Shut up!"

"If House Ramslett turns its back on the throne, a civil war is practically guaranteed. This engagement exists to prevent that. Don't go throwing the entire kingdom into chaos just because you’re infatuated with one girl!"

The Crown Prince’s face turned a deep shade of crimson. He looked down for a moment, then, as if findng some desperate resolve, he snapped his head back up to glare at me.

"Shut up! What could a commoner with no responsibilities possibly understand?! As royalty! As the Crown Prince! Everyone has always demanded that I fulfill a role! No one ever tried to see me! That woman is the same. She was always pushing her expectations on me—act like the Crown Prince, act like the future King!"

"Heh. Is that so? Sounds like you had it real rough."

I delivered the line in a complete monotone. The Crown Prince didn't seem to notice the sarcasm, continuing to spew his self-centered logic.

"But Amy was different! Without me saying a word, she saw the real me! She told me I was fine just the way I was! She smiled and told me I was enough! She knew my favorite things, my favorite foods, even my favorite places—she guessed them all perfectly, as if she could read my mind! We thought the exact same way without even speaking! Yes... she is the one! That’s why! That’s why!"

I see. So Amy, who knew every detail of the Crown Prince’s character settings from the game, just used that knowledge to stay one step ahead of him.

By providing him with the unconditional affirmation he craved, she had made him blindly, hopelessly infatuated. 

But honestly, Your Highness... isn't that what you look for in a mother, not a lover?

"Yeah, yeah. Who knows how many of her own feelings Lady Anastasia had to kill just to serve you. And yet, all you care about is 'me, me, me.' You’re just a hollow-hearted brat trying to make your selfishness sound like some grand tragedy!"

"Shut up! I am—!"

"What’s wrong? Did I hit the nail on the head so hard you can't even think of a comeback?"

"Be quiet! What do you know, you responsibility-free commoner?! I didn't choose to be born into the royal family!"

"Huh? Are you actually trying to say you’d rather have been born a commoner?"

"It must be so easy, living as a commoner! You’re protected by us royalty, guided along through life without a care! You can actually be with the woman you love!"

That was the final straw. I knew I’d been running my mouth quite a bit already, but that level of ignorance was more than I could stomach. I stopped trying to argue logically and let my emotions take the wheel.

"Don't you dare mess with me! You think being a commoner is 'easy'? Could you handle cleaning sewers every single day without fail starting from the age of eight? Could you handle backbreaking physical labor while covered in filth and stench?! And do you know what that earns you? A mere 1,000 Cent a day! Do you have any idea what it’s like to survive on scrap vegetables and a single sliver of dried meat, soaking bread so hard you can't chew it just to stave off the hunger?! Stop being such a spoiled brat!"

"Guh... Shut up! A mere commoner...! Shut up!"

"Oh? Now that you’ve lost the argument, you’re going to hide behind your status and give me orders? Do you even remember what you just said a second ago?"

He glared at me with pure, unadulterated hatred, his face still flushed.

"Look. If you love being a commoner so much, why don't you just elope with Lady Amy? Then you can live the 'easy' life you’re so jealous of."

"Wh—! Such a thing is—!"

The Crown Prince went silent, completely struck dumb. Apparently, he didn't actually have the resolve to back up his whining. 

Honestly, he was so naive it made me want to gag. 

I let out a heavy sigh and spoke in a tone one might use to admonish a child.

"If you aren't even capable of that, then your only partner is Lady Anastasia. Though it might be too late for that now."

The Crown Prince’s face went from red to purple. Tears actually started to well up in his eyes as he screamed.

"S-Shut up! Silence! I won't lose to someone like you! Not to someone like you!"

Then, he began chanting a massive Fire Magic spell.

I recognize that. It’s the ultimate wide-area annihilation spell he uses in the late-game.

It had been a very useful spell when I was the one playing the game, but it wasn't something you used in a school arena. If he unleashed that here, the referee and the audience would be caught in the blast. 

The Prince had clearly lost all sense of reason. Not to mention, he shouldn't even have the level required to cast it yet.

"Y-Your Highness! That magic is beyond you!"

One of the teachers overseeing the duel shouted a warning, but the Prince didn't even flinch.

"If I have to lose Amy, then I...! I...!"

No, that’s not what we’re talking about. I was the one who had derailed the conversation to lecture him, sure, but the whole point of this was to get an apology for House Ramslett.

As I watched, the Prince’s Fire Magic predictably went out of control.

"Your Highness!"

Anastasia moved to deploy Ice Magic in a panic, but I stopped her with a sharp gesture. I activated Wind Magic using Chantless casting, creating a massive updraft that funneled all of the Prince's haywire flames harmlessly into the sky.

Phew. I was lucky this training ground was outdoors.

The Prince collapsed immediately after, unconscious from total mana depletion.

"Alle...n?"

I heard Anastasia’s bewildered voice, but I didn't turn around. I pressed my dagger against the Crown Prince’s throat and stared fixedly at the official witness.

"H-His Highness Karlheinz is unable to continue. Therefore, Allen is the victor!"

I gave a polite bow and then flashed a sharp smirk at Amy. Her face contorted in a mask of shock and horror before she collapsed to her knees.

Turning on my heel, I walked over to Anastasia and knelt before her.

"I dedicate this victory to you, Lady Anastasia."

"A-Ah. Thank you. But more importantly..." 

Anastasia looked toward the fallen Prince with a worried expression.

"He’ll be fine. I didn't kill anyone. His Highness just exhausted his mana; it isn't life-threatening. Since I blew the runaway flames upward with my Wind Magic, he shouldn't even have any serious burns. He'll wake up once he gets some sleep and his mana recovers."

"I... I see."

Anastasia looked visibly relieved. Even after everything, she was still thinking about the welfare of the kingdom. I could never hope to match that kind of selflessness.

Still, how did a boneheaded Prince like him end up with such a wonderful fiancée, only to throw her away for someone like Amy?

Ah, right. Because he's a bonehead.

Regardless, this was the end of my role. I had just won a duel against the Crown Prince; there was no way the authorities were going to let me walk away from this. 

Plus, I had definitely said way too much in the heat of the moment.

I just hope they go easy on the execution...

"Well then, Lady Anastasia, I shall take my leave. Thank you for everything you’ve done for me. Lady Margaret, Lady Isabella—thank you as well. It’s a bit regrettable to say goodbye like this, but I must go."

"H-Hey, Allen!"

Ignoring the calls behind me, I turned my back on the arena and headed straight for my room in the dormitory.
Side: Amy (6)

“I-impossible...!”

Hey! Karl! What are you doing?! Hurry up, counterattack, and kill him! Kill him already!

“E-enough! Stop relying on the power of those suspicious magic items! Stop being a coward and fight fair and square with sword and magic!”

Exactly! He’s right! This duel should be declared void!

“Pfft. Your Highness, what are you even saying?” Allen asked. “The rules we agreed on at the start were ‘anything goes,’ weren't they? Besides, if I’m a coward, what does that make you and your friends for trying to take down one person with five?”

Shut up! You’re the one who challenged us!

“Furthermore,” Allen continued, “what does it say about your character that you used your authority as the Crown Prince to corner Lady Anastasia with five—no, six people—to force a confession for crimes she didn’t commit? Lady Anastasia is ostensibly Your Highness’s fiancée. Given the difference in your social standing, she couldn't possibly defy you. If you don’t call that ‘cowardly,’ then I don't know what the word means.”

Ugh, shut up, shut up! Who does this guy think he is?!

“That is… because she…” Karl stammered.

Y-yes, exactly! It’s her fault. She’s the Villainess, so it’s already been decided that she’s the bad guy!

Allen kept going after that, prattling on with more unmanly complaints and nasty sarcasm. 

Honestly, what is his deal? I hate him!

“Gugh. Shut up! You’re a mere commoner! Shut up!”

That’s right! It’s Lord Karl’s order, so just shut up already!

“Heh. Now that you’ve been out-argued, you’re hiding behind your status to give orders? Do you even remember what you said right before this?”

Oh, for heaven’s sake! Just listen to Lord Karl! He’s the Crown Prince! A commoner like you isn't allowed to talk back to him!

“Look,” Allen said. “If you love commoners so much, why don’t you just elope with Lady Amy? Then you can live as a commoner yourself, right?”

That’s obviously out of the question! What is he talking about?! I’m the Saint. I’m going to become the Queen and live happily with all five of them, just like the Scenario says!

“If you aren’t even prepared to do that, then your proper partner is Lady Anastasia.”

Allen spoke in a tone that sounded almost like he was lecturing a child. 

Don’t mess with me! Why should my Lord Karl be stuck with a Villainess like her?!

“S-shut up! Be quiet! I won't lose to someone like you!”

With that shout, Lord Karl began to manifest Grand Flame Magic.

Amazing! He isn't supposed to learn that until the final battle! That’s it! This is the game's forcing power at work! Destiny will always follow the Scenario!

Serves you right, you gloomy loser!

He might have used some cowardly tricks to beat the other four, but in the end, he’s fated to lose to Lord Karl!

“If it means losing Amy, then I… I will…!”

Oh, I’m so happy! Lord Karl really does love me. With the power of that love, he’s going to defeat this mid-boss who wasn’t even supposed to be in the Scenario!

Or so I thought.

That’s how it should have been.

That’s how it had to be.

But Lord Karl’s magic… it went out of control.

A massive pillar of fire erupted, centered right on Lord Karl. Then, the flames began to surge outward, expanding further and further.

Ah… why? My Lord Karl is… how could this…

My mind went completely blank. My vision began to blur with tears.

“Your Highness!” 

I heard the Villainess’s voice. I looked up and saw her trying to do something.

That’s right. This country is doomed without Lord Karl. Hurry up and save him with your Ice Magic!

But that gloomy loser stepped in and stopped her.

What is he doing?! He said killing was off the table! Liar!

But then, before I even realized what was happening, the creep used Wind Magic to blow away every last bit of Lord Karl’s flames in an instant.

W-what’s going on? What is he?

Then, Allen pressed his sword against Lord Karl’s throat.

No! Stop it! You’re the one who’s supposed to lose!

Allen ignored everything and simply stared at the referee.

And then…

And then…

“Crown Prince Karlheinz is unable to continue,” the referee announced. “Therefore, the victory goes to Allen.”

No… it’s over.

Why? How did it turn out like this?

As I sank into despair, Allen looked at me and smirked.

Wait… does this guy actually hate me? Even though I’m the Heroine of this world?

Suddenly, the strength left my legs, and I collapsed onto the ground.

Why? Why?

Tell me… where did I pick the wrong option?
Side: Anastasia (6)

"A-Allen?"

Stop it. A talent like yours shouldn't be crushed here. It’s simply not right.

And yet—even so! How could it come to this?

"Forget about that, Lady Anastasia. Please, just officially recognize me as your proxy."

"Huh? O-Oh. Very well. I recognize you."

I had given in and acknowledged him simply because he told me to. Realizing this, I felt a wave of self-loathing so strong I wanted to cry.

Allen, however, proceeded to dictate the terms of the duel with a detached air. From that point on, it was his stage and his alone. He declared with absolute certainty that he would win a five-on-one fight, then systematically provoked his five opponents until they lost every shred of composure.

Before I knew it, the negotiations were settled. A duel at the training grounds was decided.

"Well then, Lady Anastasia. I'm going back to the dorm to grab my weapon. Please head to the training grounds ahead of me."

His words finally snapped me back to my senses. I tried to persuade him to back out of such a reckless challenge, but he shot down my arguments with ease.

To my shock, I learned that Allen was the youngest C-rank adventurer in history and the man who had conquered the Goblin Labyrinth. On top of that, he was an Orc Slayer who had somehow managed the solo subjugation of a Blizzard Phoenix—a monster of nearly Legendary status.

Honestly, I couldn't wrap my head around it. Why would someone like that be enrolled in a Higher Academy?

"As I said, victory is a certainty. You can relax; consider this a guaranteed win."

With a small smile, Allen turned and walked away.

I made my way to the training grounds to wait for him. Margaret and Isabella stayed by my side, though they really should have distanced themselves from someone as ruined as I was. 

I was blessed with good friends, but standing next to me now was equivalent to a public declaration of rebellion against His Highness. I felt a profound sense of guilt for dragging them into this.

While I was lost in these thoughts, Allen appeared. He was dressed in light traveling gear, and the only weapon he carried was a single dagger.

"Allen!"

Why didn't you bring a proper weapon?!

I intended to shout exactly that, but only his name managed to escape my lips.

In response, Allen simply offered a bold, "That’s good."

"What is 'good' about this, you fool?" I snapped, the words slipping out before I could stop them.

"Ah, no. I was just thinking about how much your friends seem to treasure you, Lady Anastasia."

"Wh—"

I could feel my face turning bright red. 

What is wrong with him? His own life was on the line, yet he was wasting his breath worrying about me!

"Well then, Lady Anastasia. I shall go and win this for your sake."

"A-Ah. Also, Allen... that man acting as the witness belongs to a faction hostile to House Ramslett. Be careful."

"I see. Thank you. However, it won't be an issue. I have no intention of showing them any mercy."

With an aloof, breezy air, Allen stepped forward and continued to goad the Prince's circle. Then, with His Highness and the others sufficiently enraged, the desperate five-on-one duel began.

However, the conclusion was a slaughter so one-sided that none of us could have imagined it. No, it wasn't even a fight.

In the blink of an eye, three of them were down. Before I realized what was happening, Marcus and His Highness were being subjected to a lecture from Allen.

The Prince’s excuses were particularly childish and unbearable to hear. Allen likely could have ended the match instantly, but he chose to secure a dominant position first so he could systematically dismantle the Prince's logic in front of the entire crowd.

Could Allen have planned this from the start? Did he set this all up just to rebuke the Prince?

The doubt crossed my mind, but I dismissed it. No matter how I looked at it, that seemed impossible. After all, who could have predicted a duel like this would even happen?

Despite his brilliance, it seemed Allen made a mistake in his calculations at the very end. Having lost all sense of reason, His Highness attempted to cast Grand Magic, causing his magical power to spiral out of control.

I hurriedly began preparing my Ice Magic to offset the inferno. 

Strictly speaking, my Ice Magic had a poor affinity with His Highness's Fire Magic; it was highly doubtful I could suppress it. But if I didn't try, then His Highness, Allen, Margaret, Isabella, and the entire audience would be in mortal danger.

If I failed, I would be the first to be consumed by the Prince’s flames. 

But this had all happened because I failed to keep a tight rein on His Highness in the first place. This was my responsibility.

Just as I steeled my resolve for the worst, Allen signaled to me with a small gesture that there was no need to worry.

Then, before I even realized he was chanting, he unleashed his Wind Magic. He swept up the rampaging flames in an instant and sent them screaming into the sky.

"Alle... n?"

The gap in our abilities was so vast I couldn't even find the words.

I see. From the very beginning, Allen never even entertained the possibility of losing.

"Prince Karlheinz is unable to continue. Therefore, the victory goes to Allen."

Allen gave a polite bow, walked over to me, and knelt gracefully. As I looked down at him, my heart began to throb strangely, and I felt my face grow hot.

"I dedicate this victory to you, Lady Anastasia."

"A-Ah. Thank you."

"Don't worry, I didn't kill anyone. As for His Highness, he simply exhausted his mana, so his life isn't in danger. My Wind Magic blew all the fire upward, so there shouldn't be any serious injuries. I'm sure he'll wake up once he’s had some sleep and his mana recovers."

"I-I see."

Thank goodness. If that was the case, Allen wouldn't be executed.

I let out a long sigh of relief, but his next words made my chest tighten so painfully I thought my heart might stop.

"Well then, Lady Anastasia, I shall take my leave. Thank you for everything you've done for me. Lady Margaret, Lady Isabella—my thanks to you as well. I feel a bit of regret leaving like this, but goodbye."

"H-Hey, Allen!"

Wait! Don't say things that sound like a final farewell!

I called out to stop him, but Allen didn't respond. He simply walked away with a quickened pace.

Unfortunately, I didn't have the luxury of chasing him; I had to deal with the aftermath of this foolish duel. 

That woman had collapsed and been carried away before anyone could get a word out of her. His Highness wouldn't be awake for a while due to mana exhaustion. Marcus’s nose was shattered, leaving his face a mask of blood, and Oscar was still groaning in agony, unable to even open his eyes.

Claude and Leo regained consciousness a short while later, but they seemed to have no idea what had actually transpired.

And then, despite the fact that my engagement had been publicly annulled, some fools from the royal palace had the audacity to tell me it was my duty as the Prince's fiancée to look after him. 

I made sure they understood the reality of the situation, but the argument wasted a significant amount of time.

By the time I finally finished cleaning up the mess and reached Allen's room in the dormitory, it was already an empty shell.

"Alle... n...? Why...?"
Episode 43: Townsperson A Realizes a Mother’s Affection

Once back at the dormitory, I grabbed the bags I’d already packed and bolted out of the room. I made a beeline for my childhood home, where my mother was waiting for me.

As soon as I arrived, I sat her down and laid out everything that had happened that day.

I explained how I’d sided with a duke’s daughter who was being treated unfairly, picked a fight with the Crown Prince, and fought a duel that would almost certainly result in my expulsion. I also mentioned that I hadn't just beaten the Crown Prince; I’d thrashed a prince from a neighboring country and the heirs of several high-ranking nobles to boot. This wasn’t going to end quietly.

I’ve let her down, I thought. She probably spent years hoping I would graduate from the academy and find a respectable career, and now I’ve gone and broken her heart.

Or so I expected. Instead, after listening to my confession, my mother offered me words I never would have anticipated.

"I see. You worked hard. You did a good thing, Allen. Putting yourself on the line to help a girl in such a terrible position... you’ve grown into a fine man."

With those words, she pulled me into a gentle embrace.

"Allen, if the worst should happen, you must run. If the authorities come for you, I’ll take your place."

"No way! I can’t let you do that! This was my choice—"

"Don't say such foolish things. As long as you are safe and healthy, that’s all that matters to me. Understand?"

"Ugh, Mother..."

I found myself at a loss for words. I’d done all of this because I wanted to save her, yet here I was, potentially sacrificing her anyway.

"Now, get some rest for tonight. Tomorrow, I'll make all your favorite foods. It's been a while, hasn't it?"

"...Yeah."

Urged on by her, I headed to my room. I changed into my sleepwear and crawled under the covers, but my mind wouldn't stop racing.

Where did I go wrong? Can I really not save my mother after all?

As I lay there brooding, a knock sounded at the door. It was her.

"Can I come in?"

"Yeah."

She stepped inside and sat on the edge of my bed.

"I wonder how long it's been since I’ve looked at your face while you were tucked into bed like this?"

"Come on, I'm way too old for that," I grumbled, purely out of embarrassment.

"You know," she said pensively, "I always wondered why you were so talented, even though you’re the child of that person and me. But seeing you now, you really are his son, through and through."

"Is that so...?"

"He ended up helping a girl who was being bullied, didn't he? You’re the spitting image of him."

"I see..."

"I'm sure your late father is proud of you too, Allen."

"I hope so..."

My father had died before I was old enough to remember him. Mother had never told me the specifics, but I wondered if he had ended up in a similar predicament to mine.

"Why are you making that face? You didn't do anything wrong, did you? Then hold your head high. If anyone tries to punish you—I don't care if it's the King or a Duke—I’ll give them a piece of my mind."

"Mother..."

"There now, Allen. You did your best. You were a good boy."

She gently stroked my hair. Despite being far too old for such things, I let her continue until I eventually drifted into a deep, dreamless sleep.



By the time I woke up the next morning, my head had cleared considerably.

I wasn’t entirely sure why I’d let myself get so worked up and pessimistic the night before. When I looked at it objectively, everything was still going according to plan.

Intervene in Anastasia's Condemnation Event and stop her exile. By doing so, prevent the civil war and nip the invasion from the Est Empire in the bud.

So far, I’d managed to shatter the Scenario exactly as I’d intended.

It wasn't as if my execution was set in stone. Besides, the Duke’s family essentially owed me a favor now. If I played my cards right, I could probably leverage that to keep my head on my shoulders.

I probably just overextended myself yesterday. Between the fight and the verbal abuse I hurled at the royals, I must have been more mentally exhausted than I realized.

Feeling centered again, I left my room and headed for the living area. Breakfast was already waiting for me on the table.

"Morning, Mother."

"Good morning, Allen. Did you sleep well?"

"Yeah. Um, thanks for last night."

"You're very welcome. Now sit, breakfast is ready."

"Coming."

I took my seat and waited for her to join me. Being back at home after so long made for a peaceful, familiar morning. I didn’t know how much longer this peace would last, but I intended to cherish every second of it.

I meant that from the bottom of my heart.
Chapter 44: Townsperson A is Summoned

An hour after deciding I wanted to be a good son and show some filial piety, a messenger arrived at our home. He was an elderly man who was the very image of a butler, wearing a high-quality jacket with practiced ease.

"You must be Master Allen, I presume? I am Sebastian, a butler serving House Ramslett."

"I am."

No way. He was a butler and his name was actually Sebastian? Now that I think about it, was there a character like that in the game? I can’t quite remember.

Since he wasn't a character deeply involved in the main plot, my memory was fuzzy at best.

"The head of our house, Lord Gerhardt, would very much like to speak with you. Would you be so kind as to accompany me?"

"I understand."

"Please, wait! My son is—"

"Please rest assured, madam. Master Allen is a benefactor to our Young Lady. We will not treat him poorly. I swear it upon the name of House Ramslett."

"Mom, it’ll be okay."

No matter how I looked at it, I doubted I’d be mistreated by Anastasia’s family. At my words, my mother finally went quiet.

If anything, the real issue was how much cooperation I could secure here. To that end, I needed to make sure the Duke took a liking to me. I put on my uniform, tidied my appearance, and boarded the carriage under Sebastian’s guidance.



I was taken straight to the massive ducal estate in the Noble District. After being led through an interior so magnificent it lived up to the building’s imposing facade, I was seated on a sofa in the reception room.

A maid poured me tea. I took a single sip with trembling hands, then took a deep breath to settle my nerves.

It’s fine. I’ve already rehearsed a list of expected questions and answers. Besides, if things go south, I can always escape through the sewers as a last resort.

I can make this work.

Thinking that helped my tension ease, if only a little.

After a short wait, a hairy, stern-faced, blonde gorilla wearing a suit far too fine for any primate entered the room.

Ah, no—wait. Looking closer, he was definitely human. Between the magnificent beard, the deep-set, craggy features, and that incredible physique, I’d just reflexively mistaken him for a gorilla.

The moment that trivial thought crossed my mind, the last of my tension vanished.

Alright, I can do this.

I knelt and offered the formal bow of a subject.

"I am Gerhardt, head of House Ramslett. It seems my daughter has been in your care. Rise and sit."

"P-pleased to meet you. My name is Allen."

Once I had his permission, I introduced myself and took a seat on the sofa.

"Now then, I apologize for the sudden summons so early in the morning."

"Not at all. It isn't a problem."

For the time being, based on what I knew of Anastasia’s personality, it was probably best not to use hollow flattery.

"Hoh. You neither ask why you are here, nor do you try to fawn and flatter."

It seemed I’d made the right call. I met the Duke’s assessment with silence.

"I see. This level of composure at your age... No wonder my daughter took a liking to you."

With that, the Duke’s expression softened slightly.

"First, I heard that last night you acted as my daughter’s proxy in duels against the Crown Prince and Prince Claude. On that point, you have my gratitude. Allen, thank you."

"N-no! I am honored, sir."

I was startled. I hadn't expected a man of his stature to thank me so straightforwardly. The Duke, however, watched me with a look of genuine admiration.

Wait. What part of that was supposed to be impressive?

"Now then, may I ask you a few questions?"

"Yes. Anything you wish."

"Umu. Forgive me, but I took the liberty of looking into your background. You are the youngest C-rank adventurer on record, having conquered the Goblin Labyrinth, and you hold the titles of Goblin and Orc Slayer. Furthermore, my daughter claims you even took down a Blizzard Phoenix."

"Yes. That is correct."

"And you graduated from a commoner’s school early by skipping grades, having saved the tuition for the Higher Academy yourself."

"I did."

"Then why did you accept the role of proxy in such a duel? You aren't so foolish that you wouldn't understand the consequences. Surely, it wasn't for a reason as simple as wanting my daughter for yourself?"

The question I’d been expecting. I gave the answer I had prepared.

"Indeed. I was fully prepared for expulsion. As for Lady Anastasia, I simply respect the way she strives so single-mindedly toward her goals. I am well aware that our social statuses are worlds apart."

"Then why? You wouldn't have enrolled in the Higher Academy if you didn't intend to graduate, would you?"

The Duke’s expression remained unreadable. There was likely no hidden malice in the question; he probably just genuinely couldn't wrap his head around my logic.

"Well... you may not believe me, but I did it because I wanted to protect my mother and the people who have helped me."

"What?"

For the first time, the Duke’s brow furrowed in confusion.

"I don't know how much you've been told, but it was clear to anyone with eyes that there was no justice in that duel."

"Indeed. I have heard the details. I have never heard of a duel so utterly disgraceful."

The Duke nodded in agreement.

"But a duel is still a duel. Had Lady Anastasia faced them herself, her personality would have prevented her from ever harming the Prince. She would have lost."

"Yes, knowing my daughter, that is exactly how it would have played out."

"In that case, Lady Anastasia would have been driven from the academy for crimes she didn't commit, simply because the opposition demanded she be barred from approaching the Prince."

"Most likely."

"However," I continued, "if a Duke's daughter were to be unilaterally purged in such a fashion, no other noble house would ever be secure again. What follows that is a succession struggle between the Crown Prince and the Second Prince. History shows us that such conflicts are incredibly dangerous; blood flows, and the country falls into ruin."

"...I follow your logic. But how does that lead to protecting your mother and your friends?"

The Duke’s frown deepened as he pressed for an answer.

"Based on recent newspapers, I became concerned about the Est Empire."

"Wh—! What did you say?! You... don't tell me...!"

I simply nodded in silence.

"I see. You saw that far ahead... I see. I see. Very well. I shall take responsibility for your situation. I personally guarantee your mother’s safety as well. You may rest easy."

"I am deeply grateful."

I bowed my head low.

"Think nothing of it. As of this moment, House Ramslett is your backer. If you find yourself in trouble, do not hesitate to consult me."

"Thank you very much!"

And so, after thanking the Duke, I was sent back home in a carriage.

Incidentally, I didn't get to see Anastasia. Apparently, she told them she didn't want to see me. I don't know why, but I’ve probably ended up on her bad side.

It was a strange, sudden parting, which is a shame, but I suppose it can't be helped. I should just be glad that I managed to destroy the Scenario and still find a way to survive.
side. Anastasia (7)

My heart raced the moment I realized Allen had vanished from the dormitory. Despite the late hour, I hurriedly called for a carriage and raced toward our Royal Capital Residence. I had to see my father; I had to make him find Allen, no matter what it took.

I refuse to accept a goodbye like that.

Besides, I was the one who should have been held responsible. 

As soon as I arrived at the estate, I sprinted toward my father’s study, ignoring every rule of decorum I had ever been taught.

"Father! Father! It’s Anastasia! Please! You must speak with me!"

I didn't care about etiquette. My behavior was utterly disqualifying for a daughter of House Ramslett, but I was too frantic to notice. I had this terrifying sensation that if I let things go, Allen would simply disappear forever—that I would never see him again.

The mere thought made it impossible to sit still.

"Ana? What is the meaning of this? Why are you here at this hour? I thought you weren't returning until tomorrow."

"Father, please...!"

I was practically incoherent, but I somehow managed to stumble through an explanation of the day's events. When I reached the part about Allen being forced into a duel, my father finally spoke.

"I see. I’ve been hearing reports for a while now that the boy had grown foolish, but to think it’s come to this. At this rate, maintaining the engagement will be difficult."

True to form, my father was already calculating the political fallout for the country. But I didn't care about the crown; I only cared about Allen.

"Never mind that! A classmate fought as my proxy against five opponents: His Highness the Crown Prince, Prince Claude, Marcus, Oscar, and Leonard! And he... he won! He defeated every single one of them! Please, Father, you have to save him! You can't let him be executed!"

Silence hung in the air for a moment before my father finally let out a voice of genuine shock.

"What? He defeated all five of them? Alone?"

"Yes! He is a genius—a man our country cannot afford to lose! Please, Father! I’ll do anything! Just... please!"

"Ana, compose yourself."

"Ah..."

As my father moved to soothe me, Sebas stepped into the room with tea. It was my favorite, the usual Earl Grey.

"It isn't like you to be this flustered, Ana. Just who is this boy who defeated those five? They are the strongest of their year, are they not? I doubt even the upperclassmen have someone of that caliber."

"His name is Allen. He’s a scholarship student."

"Allen? I see. So that's the one. He was a commoner adventurer, if I recall?"

"Yes."

"I see. Sebas, what do we know of this boy, Allen?"

"Certainly, My Lord. Allen is a young man raised in a single-mother household here in the Royal Capital..."

It seemed Father had already been investigating him. As Sebas began revealing secrets about Allen that even I didn't know, I felt a pang of guilt, as if I were voyeuristically stripping away his privacy.

"I see. The youngest C-rank adventurer in history, a dungeon conqueror, and a slayer of Goblins and Orcs. Impressive. And far from merely being at the top of his class, he’s the greatest genius since the inception of the academy's school system?"

"He is! And he’s diligent and possess such a likable personality! Oh, and he had been hiding his true strength—he’s a master of Wind Magic, enough to completely nullify the Crown Prince’s rampaging spell!"

I desperately tried to sell every one of Allen's virtues to my father.

"Good grief, Ana. It seems you're in no position to laugh at His Highness's foolishness after all."

"Pardon? What do you mean by that?"

I asked for clarification, but my father only gave a vague shake of his head and refused to answer.

Instead, he grilled me for every detail regarding the day's events before sending me to my room. He promised that Sebas would visit Allen's home the following morning.

Sebas will find him. I know he will. With that prayer on my lips, I finally fell into a fitful sleep.



The next day, Sebas brought Allen to the Royal Capital Residence. Father told me that he wouldn't be able to have a calm, rational discussion if I were present, so I was relegated to an observation room to watch the meeting alongside my mother and older brother.

I let out a long, heavy sigh of relief the moment I saw that Allen was unharmed.

The meeting began with harmless pleasantries. 

Even so, Allen was incredible. Normally, anyone would wither under my father’s intense presence or resort to sycophancy, but Allen showed no such weakness. Even when Father thanked him for acting as my proxy, Allen remained perfectly composed, never speaking a word more than necessary.

Father must be very impressed with him.

Then, Father cut straight to the heart of the matter. 

The things Allen said next were nothing short of shocking. 

First, he confirmed that his farewell the previous day was indeed because he had prepared himself for expulsion. As if I would ever allow that. How could I?

Then, when he told Father that he respected me as a person for my single-minded efforts... I couldn't stop myself from grinning like a fool.

And while his comment about our difference in social standing was very typical of him, it also left me feeling strangely hollow for reasons I couldn't quite grasp.

But then came the real revelation.

Allen pointed out that if I had lost and been banished from the academy, it would have triggered a struggle for succession. He predicted that the Est Empire to the east would have used that internal chaos as an excuse to invade.

How could I have been so blind? What have I done?

I was awestruck by Allen’s profound foresight, but that admiration was quickly overtaken by the crushing weight of my own narrow-mindedness. 

By rights, I should never have thrown down my glove, no matter what His Highness said to me. Because of my temper, I had forced Allen to clean up my mess, nearly costing this genius his entire future in the process.

I had spent so much time talking down to others about how a "noble" should behave, yet I was the one who had failed most spectacularly.

You're in no position to laugh at His Highness. My father’s words from the night before pierced my heart.

Overcome with a wave of agonizing regret, tears began to fall uncontrollably, staining the skirt of my dress. 

The meeting ended with the promise that House Ramslett would become Allen’s official political backer. 

Father asked if I wanted to see him before he left, but I couldn't possibly face him. Not like this. I couldn't let him see me as such an undignified, tear-swollen mess.

As I gave a small, silent shake of my head, Mother reached out and gently pulled me into a hug.
side. Duke Ramslett

My daughter’s engagement to the Crown Prince was born from a proposal by the royal family. It was a move designed to cement the bond between the crown and House Ramslett—the owners of the kingdom’s most fertile lands—especially in an era where every nation except the Westadale Kingdom to our west was either an open enemy or a potential threat.

The Est Empire to the east and the Zaus Kingdom to the south were constant irritants, perpetually stirring up trouble along our borders. Demonstrating the absolute solidarity between the royal family and the southern nobility was the most effective way to warn them off, both at home and abroad.

It was for that reason alone that I offered my daughter to the royal family.

While there never seemed to be much affection between her and the Crown Prince, they both appeared to understand their duties. They maintained a respectful, measured relationship, behaving as one would expect of a future King and the Mother of the Nation.

Everything changed when they enrolled in the Higher Academy.

According to reports, an illegitimate daughter of House Breyes named Amy had systematically ensnared several high-ranking heirs with promising futures. Even the third prince of the Westadale Kingdom, who was here on exchange, had apparently fallen under her spell.

When my subordinates first brought me the news, I couldn't wrap my head around it. I made them confirm the facts three times.

Naturally, I consulted with His Majesty the King. The royal family had no desire to annul the engagement, and I shared that sentiment. Since my daughter understood the weight of a political marriage and was handling the situation with maturity, we decided to simply watch and wait.

Most of the other family heads—those whose sons or future daughters-in-law were involved—shared the view that this was merely a phase. They assumed this "playing with fire" would burn itself out by graduation. Many of those heads had likely done the same in their own youth, and the overarching principle was that what happens in the academy stays in the academy.

It does no good to coddle children who are on the cusp of adulthood.

And so, we all stood together and waited.

In hindsight, that response might have been too cruel for a girl as earnest as my daughter. I don't know if the stress was the cause, but for the first time, she fell to second place in the term-end examinations. She hadn't lost to the Crown Prince, either; she had been bested by a commoner scholarship student.

I reflexively scolded her at the time, telling her to show more awareness of her future role as Queen. Her reaction was unexpected. Her eyes sparkled with a newfound resolve as she told me she understood what she had to do. I had expected her to be devastated, but seeing her grow into such a resilient young woman was a point of pride for me as a parent.

Later, I heard she had collaborated with His Highness on their summer research project and even managed to involve the very commoner who had beaten her in the exams. The resulting report was supposedly so brilliant it left experts in awe, and the Crown Prince’s reputation saw a significant boost because of it.

Perhaps that was my mistake. I saw that success and assumed I no longer needed to worry. Then came the Cultural Festival. My daughter was cast out of the Crown Prince’s social circle, and their relationship grew so cold they stopped speaking entirely.

Naturally, rumors of an annulment began to circulate.

When I questioned her about it, she looked at me with a frozen expression. "This is merely a political marriage," she said. "As long as I marry and provide heirs, nothing else matters." They were chilling words, hardly what you’d expect from a girl her age.

I was busy, and she was living in the dorms, so we rarely had the chance to sit down and talk properly. That was when I received her complaint regarding the son of Viscount Jukes. Apparently, he had attempted to assault her in connection with that bastard girl from House Breyes.

If that was true, it was a massive problem, academy rules or not.

I dispatched my men to the academy to verify the facts. I was just about to launch a formal protest against the royal family, House Breyes, and the Jukes family—identifying the culprit even without hard evidence—when the unthinkable happened.

My daughter, who was supposed to be attending the advancement party and returning the following day, burst into my private study in the middle of the night. She was pounding on my door with a violence I had never seen from her.

I didn't understand why the reports from the men I'd sent to the party hadn't reached me yet, but her state was so clearly frantic that I ushered her inside immediately.

At first, she was barely coherent.

As I slowly coaxed the story out of her, the truth emerged: the Crown Prince had declared their engagement annulled and then coerced her into a duel. I knew the full details would come to light soon enough, but knowing my daughter, I didn't doubt her for a second. She wasn't the type to recklessly pick a fight, but she was the type to rigidly obey hierarchy and social norms.

"I see. I’d heard he’d become a fool lately, but I didn't realize it had gone this far," I told her, trying to soothe her. "In this case, maintaining the engagement will be difficult."

Even as I tried to reassure her, she continued to ramble in a panic. It took a moment to digest everything she was saying because she was so distraught.

Apparently, in a sacred duel that should have been one-on-one, the Prince had committed the outrageous act of fielding five of the strongest fighters of their generation as his proxies. And then, my daughter’s lone proxy had defeated all five of them single-handedly.

I blinked. Wait, what?

"What did you say?!"

The moment my brain caught up, I found myself shouting.

"He took on all five of them at once and won?"

"Yes! He is a genius our country cannot afford to lose! Please, Father! I’ll do anything! Just help him! Please!"

I was stunned, but if that was the extent of the problem, it was manageable. There were a dozen ways to handle the fallout. I told her to calm down and had Sebas brew some tea.

"Ana, settle down."

"Ah..."

As I listened to the rest, I realized the proxy in question was that same commoner scholarship student. The more I heard, the more this boy sounded like someone plucked straight out of a fairy tale. It was clear my daughter owed him a great debt, and not just for this latest incident.

More importantly, if her story was true, the boy had incredible utility. It would be in my best interest to bring him under my wing while I still could.

With that in mind, I ordered Sebas to bring this "Allen" to me.



The next day, Sebas returned with Allen, who had apparently gone home to his parents' house. Looking at him, he seemed like an ordinary young man—innocent, unassuming, the kind of person you could find anywhere.

Looking at his face, I found it hard to believe the stories. However, my subordinates confirmed it; this young man had used some mysterious technique to utterly crush those five opponents in front of a massive crowd.

The witnesses had been from a rival faction, and my own men testified that they had been blocked from leaving the venue that night. It was clearly a staged farce, likely orchestrated by the Crown Prince or someone like Marcus.

To think the Prince would pick a fight with my Ducal House—his own political partners—for something so trivial.

At this point, there was no turning back.

I spent some time probing the boy during our meeting, and he proved to be fascinating. He wasn't intimidated by my presence or my status, yet he remained perfectly polite. He didn't volunteer a single unnecessary word.

It felt like I was talking to a well-bred noble's son. I couldn't imagine what kind of education a child would have to receive to turn out like this in the slums.

As we spoke further, he traced the logic of this schoolyard squabble all the way to its ultimate conclusion: the potential fall of the Royal Capital in a foreign war. He even reached the conclusion that the perfect solution for a statesman was his own execution—and he told me, without a hint of hesitation, that he had intended to offer his head for the sake of the kingdom.

Unbelievable.

He was a genius, just as my daughter said. While he lacked a certain breadth of perspective, such a staggering talent was far too precious to lose.

Having made up my mind, I declared myself Allen’s backer and promised to protect his mother as well.

After Allen left, I found my daughter in the observation room. Her eyes were swollen and red as my wife held her. It seemed she was overcome with shame for her own perceived failures.

I informed my family of my decision to provide Allen with the full support of House Ramslett, and then I wasted no time heading for the Royal Palace.
Chapter 45: Townsman A is Invited to a Dinner Party

A few days after the Duke promised me his full backing, Sebastian-san paid another visit to my family home.

“Master Allen, it has been some time. I have come to deliver an invitation from the head of our house. He wishes to host you for dinner tomorrow evening; please come accompanied by your mother. We will provide a carriage for your transit. Furthermore, His Grace understands your circumstances, so please do not trouble yourselves with formal attire. Simply come in the clothes you would usually wear for a stroll through town. Additionally, gifts or tokens are entirely unnecessary.”

“Understood. We'll be there.”

With that brief exchange, Sebastian-san left the invitation and departed.

“Allen, who was that at the door?”

“The butler from House Ramslett. He invited us both to the ducal estate for dinner tomorrow night.”

“Oh my! What on earth should I do? I don’t own a single dress. Ah, well, I suppose you can just wear your school uniform, but as for me…”

“Mom, Sebastian-san specifically said we didn’t need to dress up. He insisted we come in our everyday clothes. He was probably just being considerate since he knows we don't own anything fancy.”

“I—I see. Still, being invited by a Duke… I feel like I’m walking on air; it all feels so surreal. Oh! That’s right! I have to go cancel my shifts for tomorrow afternoon. Allen, make sure you keep your schedule clear, too!”

Leaving it at that, my mother practically bolted out of the house in a panic.



“Thank you for having us today.”

As instructed, I showed up empty-handed, wearing my slightly nicer "going out" clothes, but I still couldn't help feeling restless. Sebastian-san guided us through the massive ducal manor toward the dining hall. Despite the casual dress code, the sheer scale of the place made it impossible to truly relax.

The Duke and Anastasia were already seated and waiting for us, along with two others who appeared to be Anastasia’s mother and older brother.

“Ah, Allen-kun, welcome. And you must be Allen-kun’s mother. It is a pleasure to meet you. I am the head of House Ramslett, Gerhard Kleiner von Ramslett. My daughter is constantly in your son’s debt, and for that, I offer my deepest thanks.”

The Duke spoke with effortless grace, taking my mother’s hand and pressing a light kiss to the back of it. The man is a noble through and through.

“This is my wife, Elizaveta, and my son, Friedrich.”

The Duchess and the heir to the Dukedom. In other words, Anastasia’s mother and brother.

“It is an honor to meet you both. Lady Elizaveta, Lord Friedrich, my name is Allen.”

I knelt as I spoke, doing my best to remain respectful.

“I am Katerina, Allen’s mother,” she added, performing a modest, practiced curtsy by lightly lifting the hem of her skirt. 

“Today, I have invited my daughter’s benefactor and his mother as guests. Let us dispense with such stiff formalities,” the Duke declared. Taking his cue, we relaxed our posture.

“Look now, Ana. Allen-kun is here,” Elizaveta-san said, gently ushering Anastasia toward me.

“...Allen.”

“Lady Anastasia, it’s been a wh—”

“You! How could you leave things like that!?” 

Anastasia snapped at me, her voice thick with an emotional intensity I had never seen from her before. I hadn't been able to see her the last time I visited the estate, and I’d spent the intervening days worried she might have grown to hate me. It seemed I was wrong.

Thank goodness.

The relief of knowing she didn't despise me was so great that I found her uncharacteristic outburst strangely adorable. I couldn't stop a small smile from tugging at my lips.

“Wh—! What are you smirking at!? I am being serious!”

“My apologies. I’m just very happy to see you again.”

“I… I see. Well. I am… as am I. And, well, I suppose… I should say thank you. For the matter with the proxy, and everything else…”

“Please, don't mention it. I couldn't just stand by and watch that happen.”

“Right. Yes.”

I felt a slight flutter in my chest. This was a side of Anastasia I never would have seen back at the academy.

“Allen-kun? Our Ana here was worried about you the entire time, you know,” Elizaveta-san interjected playfully. “On the night of the incident, she went running into my husband’s study in the middle of the night, tears streaming down her face.”

“Mother! That’s—! And I was not crying!”

As Elizaveta-san teased her, Anastasia’s face turned a brilliant shade of crimson as she tried to deny it.

“Oh my, look at her. Tell me, Allen-kun—if you wouldn't mind, would you consider calling her just 'Ana'? I’m certain she would prefer it.”

“Eh? What? M-Mother!?”

I knew it. Seeing her react like a girl her age was infinitely more charming than that frozen mask of dignity she usually wore.

“Um, then… Lady Ana?”

“Ugh… Fine. But only when no one else is around, understood?”

“Yes, Lady Ana.”

After introducing my mother to the blushing Ana, the dinner party officially began. Once the initial pleasantries were over, the Duke broached the main topic.

“Now then, the reason I asked the two of you here was to report on the resolution of the recent disturbance.”

I met the Duke’s gaze squarely.

“First, regarding the apology to House Ramslett that served as a condition for the duel. It has been settled: during the opening ceremony of the next term, the Crown Prince and Miss Amy will offer a formal apology to Anastasia as the representative of our house. Since the insult was public, it is only fitting that the restitution be made before the same audience.”

“I see.”

“Furthermore, the engagement between the Crown Prince and my daughter has been officially annulled. Under the circumstances, maintaining the arrangement was out of the question.”

The Duke paused for a moment to let that sink in.

“My daughter seems to have taken quite a liking to you, Allen-kun. I hope that you will continue to get along with her—as her ‘friend’.”

“Yes, sir. If there is anything I can do, I will.”

He had emphasized the word friend quite pointedly. I took the hint. It made sense; there were still social boundaries to respect.

“And finally, regarding your own status. I have forced the Royal Family to acknowledge that both you and Katerina-san are now under the protection of House Ramslett. Consequently, there will be no need for you to withdraw from the academy, nor will you face any official punishment.”

“Is that true!?”

“It is. Should you wish it, you may work for my house after graduation, or I can provide you with a high-level recommendation elsewhere. But for now, focus on making your time at the academy meaningful.”

“Thank you so much!”

“Oh, Your Grace… thank you. Thank you truly,” my mother added, her voice trembling with gratitude. 

The weight lifted from my shoulders. I didn’t have to drop out. I could stay at the academy.

“Allen, I’m counting on you again next year.”

Anastasia looked at me as I celebrated, her face lighting up with a brilliant, radiant smile.

“The pleasure is mine. I look forward to it.”

I managed to stammer out a reply, but I was completely captivated. It was the first time I’d seen her smile like that.

Just to see her look like that… yeah, all that trouble was worth it.

I meant it from the bottom of my heart.
Chapter 46: Townsperson A Challenges the Great Orc Labyrinth with the Villainess

About two weeks had passed since the start of the new year when Ana paid me a visit.

"Hey, Allen. I’m thinking of challenging the newly discovered Altomunt Labyrinth. Would you act as my guard?"

"To the Great Orc Labyrinth? I don’t mind, but how deep do you intend to go?"

"The 'Great Labyrinth'? What are you talking about?"

Oops, damn it. I had answered without thinking. It had only just been discovered, after all.

That said, trying to clumsily cover my tracks would probably only make things worse, so I decided to confess.

"Actually, a while back, I stumbled upon an undiscovered labyrinth deep in the Altomunt Forest and cleared it."

"Wait, what? Allen, you mean you’ve been to more than just the Goblin Labyrinth?"

"Well, even if it was technically undiscovered, the boss on the bottom floor was just an Orc King. There weren't any noteworthy traps, and since it wasn't that big a deal, I didn't think it was worth mentioning."

Upon hearing my explanation, Ana pressed a hand to her forehead, looking utterly exasperated.

"Honestly. They say there’s a thin line between a genius and a madman, and I think you fall squarely into that category."

How rude. I’m no genius, so there’s no way I’m teetering on that line. Back in university during my previous life, there were plenty of guys way more "out there" than me.

"Anyway, I used to do high-speed laps through there. As long as you can manage the bare minimum of self-defense, Ana-sama, we could probably clear the whole thing together. What do you think?"

"Wait, Allen. What do you mean by 'high-speed laps'?"

"Oh, you know. It’s just the process of clearing a labyrinth and teleporting back to the entrance over and over to grind levels."

"..."

Ana put her hand to her forehead again. As I thought, she must have been pushing herself quite hard back when she was forced to be the Crown Prince’s fiancée.

Personally, I thought she was much more charming now, with her expressions changing so rapidly. As I watched her, she suddenly locked eyes with me, staring intently.

I didn't have much of an immunity to women, so being stared at by such a beautiful face made me feel incredibly self-conscious.

"No, well, whatever. You are who you are. So, will you take the job?"

"Yes. With pleasure."

And so, I ended up heading off to play in the Great Orc Labyrinth with Ana.



We set off for Altomunt, traveling by carriage for the first time in a while. It was a bit of a hassle considering a distance that would take a few hours via Vuitol took several days by carriage, but the journey had a certain retro charm to it.

After a long trip, we finally arrived at Margaret’s family estate.

"Hello, Allen-kun. It’s been a while."

"Margaret-sama, it is a pleasure to see you again."

I knelt and offered a formal greeting.

"Oh, stop that, Allen-kun. You’re a classmate, aren’t you? Besides, you’re the Knight who rescued Ana-sama."

"I wouldn't go that far..."

"Sigh, honestly. You completely shut out the five strongest students in our year, yet here you are acting humble. If you weren't Ana-sama’s Knight, I would have scouted you for our house in a heartbeat."

"Hey, Margaret."

"I know, I know. I’m not about to snatch away Ana-sama’s precious Knight. I’m not like that slut."

"...Yes, quite. Besides, Allen isn't that sort of man."

Wait, what? What was that exchange about? Was she actually expecting...? No, bad idea. The Duke had made it very clear that we were "friends." If I tried anything, my head would roll.

And I didn't mean that metaphorically; I meant physically.

While navigating those awkward social waters, I was provided a room in Margaret’s mansion. They even assigned a maid to look after me!

I was grateful, of course, but a noble’s mansion was pointlessly spacious and luxurious. It was the kind of place that made a commoner like me feel restless.

And for the record—no, I did not spend a "dizzying night of dreams" with the maid. Just so we’re clear.



The following day, I headed for the Great Orc Labyrinth accompanied by Ana, Margaret, and five Knights acting as guards. We finished the registration and entered. Unlike the time I found it, the place was now teeming with adventurers.

"Alright, let's move through this quickly. However, I want to get a feel for everyone’s combat abilities, so if an Orc appears, please try to handle it individually. I’ll step in immediately if things look dangerous."

The five Knights clearly thought I was suspicious, but they obeyed the orders of their master, Margaret, without complaint.

"I’ll take the first one."

I readied Nikov and fired a shot at an Orc emerging from the shadows. With a sharp crack, the bullet flew true, piercing the beast between the eyes. The Orc collapsed instantly, dead before it hit the floor.

"Huh?"

"Wait... what was that?"

Ana and Margaret stood there, speechless. The Knights were equally stunned, their eyes wide as they froze in place.

"It’s an application of Wind Magic. I use it to propel steel slugs at high velocity. This is a magic tool I built to assist with the process."

"I-I see. As expected of Allen. I’m certainly glad you’re on our side."

Ana was the first to snap out of her daze, offering her praise.

"Thank you, Ana-sama."

After that, things moved quickly. Since the Knights followed my instructions, our progress was effortless.

Briskly advancing through the Great Orc Labyrinth—a place I already knew like the back of my hand—we reached the bottom and made short work of the boss.

"And there we have it. The Great Orc Labyrinth has been conquered. Congratulations."

"Right... yeah."

"We were basically relying on Allen-kun for the last half, but... yeah. Thanks."

Thus, we cleared the Great Orc Labyrinth with ease. A bit late to the party, but the achievement of "Conqueror of the Great Orc Labyrinth" was finally added to my Guild Card.
Episode 47: Townsperson A Bears Witness to the Apology

After that, I took Ana with me for some high-speed grinding through the Great Orc Labyrinth. Toward the end, she had reached the point where she could take down the Orc King on the 100th floor all by herself without any help from me. Based on that, she’d likely reached at least Level 20.

Once her level stopped rising efficiently, we called an end to our speed-runs and returned to the Royal Capital. The days that followed were relatively peaceful. I spent a fulfilling winter break occasionally visiting the Elven Village to stock up on honey, heading to the Wind Mountain Labyrinth alone to speed-clear floors and play with the Blizzard Phoenix, and researching improvements for Vuitol and my firearms.

By the way, that pervert at the Elven Village was still doing whatever he pleased, but since there was no actual harm to me and the elves seemed to have accepted it, I decided to leave well enough alone.

Besides, no matter how much of a creep he is, he is still the Light Spirit. With him lending them his strength, it’s unlikely that any monsters would settle down nearby and cause real trouble unless something truly catastrophic happened.

Now then, I’d managed to achieve my original goal of preventing Ana’s condemnation and exile. In doing so, I’d successfully nipped the first catalyst for the Royal Capital's destruction in the bud. However, reality wasn't so kind as to let everything be resolved with just that.

First off, based on what the Duke told me, it seemed the Crown Prince and Amy got off with an incredibly soft punishment: a mere slap on the wrist provided they apologized. This meant I still had to stay on my guard. There was no telling what Amy might try next to get rid of Ana.

On the flip side, the story of the Crown Prince and the capture targets losing a five-on-one fight against me had spread through the nobility like wildfire. Word was that people were starting to question whether any of them were fit to be heirs.

The Crown Prince took the heaviest hit. By unilaterally trying to discard Ana—his political fiancée—he’d instantly lost the support of the Southern Nobles who rallied around Duke Ramslett.

As a result, the power balance within the Royal Palace, which the Crown Prince had previously dominated, was shifting. The court was now fractured into the Crown Prince Faction, the Second Prince Faction, and the Moderates, who were currently content to sit on the fence and wait to see who came out on top.

As for the Duke himself, he was apparently maintaining a stance of silent observation. Since he wasn’t aligning with the Moderates either, he and the Southern Nobles were being treated as an independent "Duke Ramslett Faction."

I didn’t fully grasp his endgame, but since he’d imposed a gag order on the nobles in his faction, I suspected he was waiting for the perfect moment to maximize the leverage of his support. He was likely keeping his options open so he could sell his loyalty to whichever side offered the highest price.

I’d heard all of this from Sebastian, and it struck me how much the situation mirrored the aftermath of Ana’s exile in the game.

Maybe I should have just finished off the Crown Prince right then and there instead of giving him a lecture, I thought, though I knew better. If I’d done that, I would have been executed regardless of the circumstances. Life is never that simple.



Then came the first day of our second year. As I walked through the halls, I could feel gazes piercing my back. 

"Can you believe a commoner who dueled His Highness has the nerve to show his face?" 

The whispers followed me, but it was exactly what I’d expected.

I ignored them and headed to the auditorium to check the new class assignments. It was there that I saw something completely unexpected.

Take a look at this:




	Anastasia Kleiner von Ramslett

	Allen

	Margaret von Altmund

	Amy von Braises

	Marcus von Beinz
...

	Oscar von Wimlett
...

	Karlheinz Bartille von Sentlaren

	Isabella von Luyinberg



──── Below, Class B ────


	Leonardo von Jukes
...

	Glen Whiteberg





The first bit of good news: Ana’s follower—well, her friend—Isabella had been promoted to Class A. On the other hand, despite his grades tanking, the Crown Prince remained in Class A. I suppose the school couldn't very well demote the student they’d previously honored as the top of the class to Class B overnight.

And then there was Leonard. After managing to rank dead last for two final exams in a row, he had finally plummeted to Class B.

Serves you right!

But there was one even bigger anomaly. Did you notice it?

That’s right—the name of Prince Claude, the international student from the neighboring kingdom, was gone. I didn't know the exact details, but it effectively meant he had withdrawn from the academy.

I wasn’t the only one; the other students crowded around the board seemed equally shocked by his absence.

"Allen!" 

Ana found me, her voice uncharacteristically bright.

"Good morning, Lady Anastasia," I replied.

"っ! A-Ah. Good morning." 

She stiffened for a split second, glancing around restlessly before returning the greeting. 

"More importantly, have you heard about Prince Claude?"

"No. I was surprised to see his name missing from the list."

"I see. I don’t know the specifics, but apparently, the Westadale Kingdom requested his withdrawal."

"I see. Well, a lot did happen."

"Indeed... regardless, let us go."

"Yes, My Lady."

At Ana’s urging, we entered the auditorium. She led me to a seat near the front. Thinking back to a year ago when I was tucked away in a corner at the very back, things had certainly changed.

After the teachers finished their characteristically long-winded speeches, Ana, the Crown Prince, and Amy were called onto the stage.

"Allen, you come as well," Ana said.

"Is that allowed?"

"Yes. You acted as my proxy. You have every right to stand behind me and witness this."

"Understood."

I followed her up. Seeing this, Marcus, Oscar, and Leonard followed Amy.

"Now then, I believe we all know why we are here. I expect you to accept the results of the duel," Ana declared.

Amy and the Crown Prince’s group grimaced in frustration, their gazes dropping to the floor. Then, trembling slightly, they bowed their heads and offered their apology to Ana.

"We retract our statements regarding House Ramslett and offer our sincerest apologies. We were in the wrong."

"We are truly sorry."

Neither of them sounded like they meant a word of it, but the fact that they were apologizing in front of the entire student body was what mattered.

"Very well. I accept your apology," Ana said. "In the future, I trust you will not be so quick to slight the name of Ramslett."

With that, the apology was concluded. The Crown Prince, Amy, and Leonard shot us overt glares before scurrying back to their seats. Marcus and Oscar, meanwhile, looked thoroughly embarrassed as they made their retreat.

"Hardly feels like an apology with those looks they're giving us," I muttered.

"It matters not. And one more thing, Allen—this is from me to you. It also serves as a declaration to the other students, so I would be pleased if you would accept it. Will you?"

"Of course."

"Good." 

Ana took a breath and then raised her voice so the entire hall could hear.

"Allen! As my proxy, you have defended the honor of House Ramslett with great distinction! In recognition of your merit and in reward for your loyalty, House Ramslett has officially decided to place Allen and his family under its direct protection!"

She reached into her pocket, pulled out a handkerchief, and held it out to me.

"I embroidered this myself with my family's crest. Will you accept it?"

I wasn't entirely sure of the proper etiquette, but I knelt and accepted it with as much reverence as I could manage. A lone person—no, two people—began to clap. It was Margaret and Isabella. 

Following their lead, the rest of the hall eventually joined in the applause.



The opening ceremony concluded without further incident, bringing a tentative end to the series of upheavals that had begun with the villainess’s Condemnation Event. 

"By the way, Lady Ana," I asked later. "I’m a bit unversed in noble common sense—why did you make that declaration back there? The King has already recognized my status, hasn't he?"

"Hm? Oh. That was a warning to the other students," she said, her face flushing slightly. "It was a threat: 'Allen belongs to House Ramslett now, so do not touch him. If you do, you make an enemy of the Duke.'"

And so, the second year of academy life began—a year where the villainess remained, a development that should have been impossible according to the game.
Episode 48: Townsman A and the Meaning of the Handkerchief

My second year had begun, and with it, the landscape of both my class and the academy at large had shifted significantly.

First, there was Amy. She was still surrounding herself with the remaining four "capture targets"—the Crown Prince, Marcus, Oscar, and Leonard—as if nothing had changed. However, they no longer held the same absolute authority over the class hierarchy that they did last year.

Nobles belonging to the Second Prince Faction, in particular, had started blatantly avoiding the Crown Prince and his cronies. To put it simply, the power struggles of the royal palace had finally bled into the school halls.

Then there was Leonard. Not only had he been demoted to Class B, but apparently, he’d actually been disinherited.

House Ramslett had filed a formal protest with the House of Viscount Jukes regarding last year’s incident where Ana’s pen was burned. The complaint stated that Leonard had used violence to coerce a confession from an innocent girl. Apparently, Leonard hadn’t shown a shred of remorse; he’d admitted to everything and loudly insisted he was in the right. Faced with that, the Jukes family had no way left to shield him.

See, Leonard was a true believer. He was convinced Ana was the culprit, and because he’d acted out of his own warped sense of justice, he was a "convinced criminal" in the truest sense. He probably still hasn't accepted his punishment. I, of course, was certain of Ana’s innocence. If anything, I suspected the whole thing was a setup by Amy.

Regardless of the facts, you can’t judge a crime without evidence, let alone take the law into your own hands. To think you have the right to dish out vigilante justice is the height of arrogance.

Looking at it that way, Leonard being disinherited and losing his spot as a candidate for the next Knight Order Commander might actually be a blessing. If a guy like that became a knight, he’d be a walking disaster. Letting him lead the order would be madness. Besides, without his family’s backing, I doubt he’ll even graduate with those grades. 

That will depend on his own efforts, I suppose, but if he fails to graduate and gets expelled, I wonder if there’s even a place left for him to go.

As for Ana, most people were treating her like she was made of glass. But thanks to Margaret and our new classmate, Isabella, she was more vibrant than she’d been last year. Seeing her smile again made me genuinely happy. Breaking off that engagement was definitely the right move. I truly believed that from the bottom of my heart.

Meanwhile, I was maintaining my position as a decorative object—a background character. The big change, however, was that I could now talk freely with Ana, Margaret, and Isabella.

This was mostly thanks to that "stunt" at the opening ceremony. I hadn't quite grasped the full weight of what Ana had done back then, but a conversation with the girls afterward cleared everything up.

"Well, hello there, Knight-kun. That was quite the display of passion, wasn't it?"

"Congratulations, Allen-san," Isabella added, her face slightly flushed.

We were walking toward the classroom after the ceremony when Margaret approached me with a smirk.

"Lady Margaret, Lady Isabella... I'm sorry, what are you talking about?" I asked, genuinely confused.

"Oh? You did receive that hand-embroidered handkerchief with the family crest from Lady Anastasia, didn't you?"

"Now, now, Lady Margaret. Allen-san is a commoner, so he might not know..."

"Ah, you're right."

Ana was trying to maintain a stoic face while they teased us, but her cheeks were tinged with a faint red.

"Come now, Lady Anastasia. You have to explain it to him properly, or it won't count."

Prompted by Margaret, Ana began to stammer through an explanation.

"A-ah. Well, you see, Allen. Um, well... When a noble lady hand-stitches her crest onto a handkerchief and gifts it to someone... well, it means... you know, that."

Yeah, I didn't get it at all.

"Listen, Allen-kun," Margaret interjected. "That handkerchief is a gift a lady gives to her knight. In other words, Lady Anastasia just declared to the entire world that you belong to her. Honestly, I'm almost jealous!"

"H-hey! Margaret! Allen is my benefactor! Don't call him 'mine'!"

Ah, I see. So that's what it was. Being spoken of like that by such a beautiful, wonderful woman made me happy, but... it wasn't like I could actually make a move on her. I’d known her since my previous life and wanted to save her, so I didn't exactly mind the sentiment, but it left me with complicated feelings.

Besides, the Duke made a point of calling us friends. To me, that was a clear warning: Ana will eventually be married off for a political alliance, so don't get any ideas. In the world of noble politics, a bride's purity was a big deal. It was better for both of us if I didn't expect anything and didn't make any mistakes. That way, nobody would get hurt.

"Lady Anastasia, thank you. Should anything happen, I promise to protect you."

"A-ah... I'll hold you to that."

And so, that’s how it went.

I was now officially recognized by the student body as Ana's "accessory ornament" (albeit one that’s secretly a powerhouse). The school was now split into four camps: the Crown Prince Faction centered around Amy's reverse harem, the opposing Second Prince Faction, the Opportunist Faction who followed the Crown Prince only out of obligation, and us—the Duke Ramslett Faction.

Honestly, schoolyard factionalism is pathetic, but I suppose it's just a microcosm of the kingdom's politics. At this rate, we might still end up with an internal rebellion just like in the game. In fact, the Crown Prince Faction was smaller now than it had been in the original story, while the Second Prince and Opportunist Factions had grown significantly. Essentially, my intervention had handed the Second Prince Faction the perfect ammunition to attack the Crown Prince.

I don't really care who sits on the throne. But I’ve put too much work into my plans to let them go to waste now. I have to prevent the Royal Capital from being trampled at all costs. 

Now that I’ve successfully derailed the Scenario, relying solely on game knowledge is a dangerous game. I’ll keep the game’s events in mind as a reference, but I need to focus on gathering real intelligence and staying prepared. Now that the Scenario is broken, I can't afford to be complacent.

The Est Empire! I won't let you bastards lay a finger on the capital!
Chapter 49: Townsperson A Senses an Ominous Sign

To my surprise, my life at the academy had actually been quite normal lately. I would wake up, eat breakfast in the dormitory, and attend my classes like any other student. After school, I’d head to the library to study with Ana, Margaret, and Isabella. Then, after dinner, I’d return to my room to spend my evening however I pleased.

Amy and the rest of the reverse harem crowd hadn't made a move since the incident. Compared to last year, when I couldn't talk to a soul, this current academy life felt like a dream—or a lie.

That peaceful routine was interrupted one day while I was resting in my room. Sebastian came to visit and led me out for a private talk.

"Good evening, Allen-sama. How has your time at the academy been lately?"

"It’s been very fulfilling, thank you. I owe much of that to Ana-sama, Margaret-sama, and Isabella-sama."

"I see. That is good to hear. On that note, how have things been looking within the academy? It took quite a while for the series of incidents involving the Young Lady to come to light, so I was hoping you might share anything you’ve noticed."

"I see. So that’s how it is."

In other words, he’s here for intel. He was likely making the rounds with others as well, but as someone now publicly linked to House Ramslett, I was expected to act as their eyes and ears on campus.

I had no intention of letting myself be reduced to a mere "convenient tool" for the nobility. However, they were my backers now, and more importantly, I wanted Ana to keep smiling. For that to happen, House Ramslett needed to remain strong and intact, rather than facing the execution they suffered in the original game.

"Of course. I’m indebted to both the Duke and Ana-sama, so I’ll cooperate as much as I can. In exchange—if you don't mind—could you fill me in on the situation at the Royal Palace?"

"The Royal Palace?"

"Yes. As I mentioned to the Duke previously, I’m concerned about a national crisis arising from the struggle over the succession."

When I said that, Sebastian’s expression shifted into one of deep contemplation.

"...Allen-sama, what exactly are you anticipating in the current climate?"

"To be honest, I haven't quite read the full picture yet. I am particularly concerned about Prince Claude."

"...I see."

Sebastian’s expression remained stone-faced, but I thought I caught a flicker of agitation in his posture. I decided to test the waters by shifting the topic.

"For the record, my current position is to support whichever prince the Duke favors."

"As it should be."

"However, if I’m being honest, I wish they would just reach a decision—either depose the Crown Prince officially or refuse to acknowledge the possibility of his removal entirely. Half-measures are dangerous."

"Does that mean you are concerned about the West?"

"Yes. Precisely. It’s just that the information I can get my hands on is too sparse for me to reach a certain conclusion."

"I see. Very well. I shall invite you to the Duke’s estate at a later date."

"Thank you very much."

And just like that, I was headed back to the Ramslett mansion.



"Glad you could make it. Are you enjoying your time at the academy?"

The Duke greeted me the moment I stepped into the reception room.

"Yes. Ana-sama has been treating me very well."

"Is that so? Then continue to support her as a 'friend.'"

He’s emphasizing that word again. I know the drill.

"Of course. I am a 'commoner,' after all. If I can be of even the slightest help to Ana-sama, I’ll be satisfied."

I made sure to emphasize my own status in return, signaling my intention to respect the social hierarchy.

"...Very well. You pass."

The Duke smirked and cut straight to the chase.

"Now then, Allen. Or should I say Allen-kun? I hear you're worried about the West. What have you deduced from the current information?"

"Well, sir, I heard that Prince Claude withdrew from the academy at the request of the Westadale Kingdom. That led me to hypothesize that Westadale might have struck some kind of deal with the Est Empire."

"Oh?"

The Duke looked at me, his interest clearly piqued.

"The general consensus is likely that his withdrawal was an act of taking responsibility—a punishment for the public disgrace he caused."

"Correct. That is how the public perceives it."

"But considering the way Prince Claude acts, I believe he would have chosen to stay by Amy-sama's side even if it meant enduring utter humiliation."

"What makes you say that?"

"He offered her a blind, obsessive sort of love. That was made painfully clear during that insane duel."

"Then why would he agree to leave?"

"Because being away from the academy benefits her."

"I’m listening. Explain."

"I believe Prince Claude is anticipating a situation where Amy-sama will be forced to flee this country. A succession struggle would cause enough chaos, but that alone wouldn't force a girl favored by the sons of several high-ranking nobles to leave the borders. This suggests that Claude's side expects the country to be devastated by war."

I had to admit, my logic was a bit of a leap. There was a perfectly good chance the Crown Prince’s faction would simply lose the political struggle and be exiled along with Amy.

The Duke fell silent, weighing my words. Then, his lips curled into a smirk.

"An interesting deduction. However, the Westadale Kingdom is a friendly neighbor and an ally against the United Kingdom of Northorne to our north. They also rely heavily on our exports for food and resources. Why would a nation like that make a deal with the Est Empire?"

"It's just a possibility, but I noticed that the name of the princess—Claude's younger sister—was missing from this year's academy registry."

"And? I heard she planned to attend the academy in her own home country."

"Perhaps. But if we were such an important neighbor, I’d expect them to send some other representative. Or, at the very least, wouldn't it be natural for talk of a political marriage to have surfaced by now?"

"Hmm."

"Westadale isn't currently allied with us against the Est Empire or the Zaus Kingdom. If a peace treaty were to be signed between Northorne and Westadale, our kingdom would be surrounded on all sides. I believe we should act under the assumption of the worst-case scenario."

To be fair, I still thought the withdrawal was a punishment nine times out of ten. But there was no guarantee Westadale would help us when the Empire eventually invaded.

In the game, Westadale hadn't betrayed the kingdom. But that was because Prince Claude, who had fled with the group, witnessed the exact moment Amy awakened as the Saint. He used that miracle to convince his home country to provide aid. It was a classic bit of game logic—convenient plot armor.

But the man responsible for that persuasion, Prince Claude, was already gone. The chances of him being there for Amy’s "awakening" were now slim to none.

Besides, I seriously doubted that girl could even become a Saint anymore.

As long as that pervert was running wild in the form of the Light Spirit, the "Save the Elven Village" event wouldn't trigger. Without that, they’d never reach the village, and without the village, they couldn't receive the Light Spirit’s blessing.

Even if they did somehow reach the village, the Light Spirit was a total creep. Unless Amy happened to be ten years younger, I doubted he’d do a single thing for her without a "reward."

If she failed to become the Saint, there was no way a foreign power would lend military strength to a deposed Crown Prince who had lost his country to a commoner and the illegitimate daughter of a Baron.

Strictly speaking, it would be far more profitable for Westadale to team up with the Empire and carve up our territory for themselves.

"Fine. You've thought this through remarkably well for someone with so little information. It’s true that our relationship with Westadale isn't perfect. However, in the current climate, House Ramslett cannot move for the sake of the Royal Family."

"I understand. Especially after what happened."

The Duke remained silent for a long moment before speaking slowly.

"Allen. Friedrich has returned to our territory. Do you know why?"

Wait. The heir to the house went back to the fief?

The Ramslett Ducal Territory was the granary of the south. And to the south lay the Zaus Kingdom—a known ally of the Est Empire.

"You don't mean... the Empire and Zaus are going to move at the same time?"

The Duke chuckled.

"Heh. You really are something, Allen. But an army cannot mobilize in an instant. If there is movement, it will be after the summer, once the winter wheat harvest is finished. You accepted my daughter's handkerchief, didn't you? I'm counting on you."

"Yes, sir."

Crap. This is escalating way faster than I expected.
Chapter 50: Townsperson A Helps a Passerby

Despite having my nerves frayed by the Duke’s warnings, the first semester’s final exams concluded without any drama. Soon enough, the results were posted for all to see.



1st Place: Anastasia Kleiner von Ramslett (500)
1st Place: Margaret von Altmund (500)
1st Place: Allen (500)
4th Place: Isabella von Luyinberg (489)
5th Place: Marcus von Beinz (457)
・
・
・
9th Place: Amy von Braises (421)
10th Place: Oscar von Wimlett (417)
・
・
・
32nd Place: Karlheinz Bartille von Sentlaren (392)
・
・
・
38th Place: Leonard von Jukes (223)



I pulled it off. It wasn’t just Ana; Margaret hit the perfect mark too, and Isabella was only a hair’s breadth away.

On the other hand, Amy—who was supposed to have the "intellectual" character trait—was somehow tanking her grades. Honestly, the curriculum barely felt like it reached the level of a Japanese middle school. Even with memories of her previous life, how was she failing this badly?

Well, whatever. It wasn't like she’d been causing any actual harm lately.

Maybe someone had finally reined her in, because Amy had been quiet for a while. Besides, the Crown Prince and his lackeys were in a state where they were no match for Ana at all. She was beating them by such an overwhelming margin in magic and swordsmanship classes that they’d stopped meddling with her entirely.

Whether they’d spent their winter break being lazy or were just grounded, I didn't know, but it was clear they hadn't bothered with any level-grinding.

At any rate, if they weren't going to interfere with us, I saw no reason to go out of our way to deal with people who didn't matter. I was much more concerned about the succession crisis and our diplomatic relations.

Arguments only happen between equals. And The opposite of love isn’t hate, but indifference. I never expected those clichés to feel so profound.



Today, I had a promise to go to the Adventurer’s Guild with Ana.

Now, before you get the wrong idea—no, I wasn't going there to introduce Ana to my master. If I tried that, my head would literally roll. Wait, you’re saying if it’s not for that reason, then it’s fine? Well, I suppose...

Anyway, we academy students were required to complete an independent research project over the summer vacation. Ana said she wanted to study the role that adventurers played in our kingdom, so we decided to visit the Guild to see if the topic was viable. I’d already contacted the Guild in advance, so there shouldn't have been any issues.

Margaret and Isabella were planning to do their research with us as well, but since they had their own specific interests, they were spending today at the library. We planned to meet up later to finalize our group's theme.

Dressed in plain clothes, we headed toward the Guild on foot, eschewing the Ducal House's carriage to avoid drawing attention. Since Ana stood out far too much, I’d asked her to wear a hooded cloak, though it had to be a bit hot in this weather.

We walked down the main thoroughfare and turned the corner into a side street. Just as we stepped off the main road, I spotted Amy and her entourage in a nearby alley. They were the very people I’d decided didn't matter just moments ago.

"Huh? Is that Amy-sama? And the Crown Prince? What on earth are they doing over there?"

Looking closer, they seemed to be surrounding a small figure in a threadbare hemp robe who was backed up against a wall.

What’s going on here?

Ana and I shared a look, nodded, and quietly approached the group. The person they were cornering looked quite slender; if it were a man, he wouldn't be that thin, so it was almost certainly a woman.

"I told you, we’ll exterminate the monsters for you," Amy said. "So hurry up and lead us to your village."

"We are elites at the top of our class," Leonard added, backing her up. "We cannot abandon someone in distress."

I'm an outlier, so put me aside, but the actual top of the class is Ana. You guys are trailing behind her by a mile. Where did they get the nerve to act so high and mighty?

"H-hic... Like I told you, there aren't any monsters..." The woman argued back, her voice thick with terror.

"To think you would lie to me, your future King," Karlheinz growled.

"I-I'm not lying..."

Should I step in? Her voice sounded familiar.

In contrast to the others, Marcus and Oscar were present but weren't actively participating. I wondered if they had reservations about what was happening, though being a bystander made them just as guilty in my book.

I glanced at Ana. She gave me a firm nod, so I raised my voice.

"Hey. What do you think you’re doing over there?"

Amy whipped around, her face twisting into a demonic scowl.

"You! Are you here to interfere with me again? I won't let you stop me from receiving my Blessing!"

"Uh... what are you talking about?"

I had absolutely no idea what she meant.

In the next instant, the small woman dashed toward us.

"A-Allen! Help me!"

She barreled into my stomach with the force of a runaway freight train.

"Oof! What the—?"

Since Ana was right behind me, I couldn't dodge. I had no choice but to catch her.

"Wait... that voice. Is that you, Sherilralra-san?"

"Yes! Please, these weirdos suddenly started threatening me! Help! I think they're trying to rob me!"

The moment she said that, I felt the air around Ana turn frigid.

Uh-oh. She’s pissed.

"I see," Ana said, her voice dropping to a dangerous chill. "Does Your Highness make a habit of committing highway robbery in the middle of the city? What exactly is your intent?"

"W-what nonsense is this?!" the Crown Prince stammered. "We came here because Amy received a God’s Prophecy—she said someone would appear here seeking help from monsters. This woman appeared at the exact time and in the exact clothes the prophecy described!"

Prophecy? Blessing? Sherilralra-san?

Ah, I got it. This was a "Forced Event" to trigger the quest to save the Elven Village.

"Sherilralra-san," I said, looking down at her. "They’re claiming something like that. Is it true?"

"We aren't being attacked by monsters or anything! I came here specifically to give Allen a job request!" she shouted, clinging to me as if using my back as a shield.

"Well, there you have it. Would you mind leaving now?" I asked.

They continued to glare at me, refusing to budge.

"Your Highness?" Ana prompted, fixing the Crown Prince with a cold stare I hadn't seen in a long time. "Are you truly prepared for the fallout of the Crown Prince being caught mugging people in town?"

Karlheinz looked like he’d finally realized he was beaten.

"Guh... Fine. We're leaving!"

"Wait! Karl-sama!" Amy cried.

Glaring at us—or, in the cases of the more sensible ones, looking thoroughly embarrassed—the group finally beat a retreat.
Chapter 51: Does Townsperson A Receive a Personal Request?

“That’s my Allen. You’re a lifesaver.”

Sherilralra said this while still clinging tightly to my back. For some reason, however, Ana was staring at me with eyes as cold as ice.

“Hey, Allen. Just what is this woman to you?”

“Huh?”

“Hey, Allen. Who is this little girl?” Sherilralra asked, peering around me.

“A ‘little girl,’ you say?!” Ana bristled, her voice rising an octave. “A brat even smaller than me has the nerve to call me a little girl? You insolent woman! Identify yourself!”

“Oh? What’s wrong with calling someone younger than me a little girl?”

The atmosphere was becoming increasingly volatile, and while I stood there bewildered, the two of them suddenly turned their sights on me.

“Hey! Allen! Do something about this insolent brat!”

“Oh, Allen. You’re on my side, aren't you?”

Wait a minute. What exactly am I supposed to do here?

Finally losing her patience, Ana reached out to yank off Sherilralra’s hood.

“A-Ana! Stop! Not that! Anything but that! It’ll cause a scene!”

I managed to block her hand at the very last second. If the long ears of an elf were exposed in a place like this, it would cause a massive uproar.

“Oh, Allen. You really are going to protect me, aren’t you?”

“Hey! Allen! Are you really not on my side?!”

Sherilralra spoke with a cheerful, bouncy tone, while Ana looked like she was on the verge of tears as she directed her anger at me.

“Ah, geez. Enough, both of you! We’re going somewhere we can actually talk!”

Without waiting for an answer, I grabbed both of their hands and started walking.

The argument had already started to draw a crowd. If Sherilralra’s ears were revealed here, it would be a disaster.

I pulled the two of them along until we reached the Adventurer’s Guild. Once there, I asked my master to let us use a VIP reception room. I requested that we not be disturbed, finally securing an environment where we could talk in peace.

“Now then, Allen. Introduce her.”

“Yes, Ana. This is Sherilralra-sama. She is the daughter of the Queen of the Elven Village. Sherilralra-san, this is Anastasia Kleiner von Ramslett-sama. She is the daughter of House Ramslett, and she’s the one who looks after me.”

“...What?”

Ana froze—literally. After several seconds of total paralysis, her noble mask slid back into place, and she immediately performed a perfect lady’s curtsy.

“I offer my deepest apologies for my extreme rudeness, as I was unaware I was addressing Her Royal Highness. I am Anastasia, daughter of House Ramslett. Princess Sherilralra, it is an honor to meet you.”

“Hmph. I see. As long as you understand. So, why are you making that weird pose?”

“Huh?”

Ana froze again.

“Ana, I’m sorry for the late explanation. They don’t have those kinds of formalities in the Elven Village. Social status doesn't really carry much weight there.”

“What…?”

“Anyway, Sherilralra-san. What exactly is your business here?”

“Ah, that’s right. I came to give Allen a... personal request? Is that what it’s called? There’s a summer festival in the Elven Village that only happens once every ten years, and I came to invite him. I don’t know much about it, but adventurers come if you give them a 'personal request' or something, right?”

“Pardon?”

“I mean, Allen, you haven’t visited at all lately. Milly, Ro-sama, and everyone else in the village is lonely, you know?”

Wait, I haven’t visited? I was just there during winter break! Why on earth would she risk the dangers of traveling to a human town for something like a summer festival?

“Um, Sherilralra-san? You do realize that human towns are dangerous for elves, right? Besides, you didn’t say a word about this when I visited last winter. Why didn’t you tell me then?”

“Ah, well, you see... umm. I mostly just wanted you to let me ride on that flying boat of yours again, Allen.”

“Don’t put yourself in danger for something that trivial!”

“Ugh, I’m sorry…”

Actually, what am I going to do about this? Now the secret of Vuitol has been exposed to Ana, too.

“Hey, Allen. It seems you have quite a bit of explaining to do.”

“...Yes.”

Ana’s gaze was incredibly cold.

“To start with, how is it that you have an elven acquaintance?”

“That’s obviously because Allen is the benefactor of our village,” Sherilralra answered before I could.

“Ugh... Fine. And why is Allen a benefactor?”

“Because Allen is the Child of the God of Wind, who descended from the heavens when the village was attacked by evil spirits!”

“The Child of the... God of Wind?”

“Oh? You didn't know? Hmph. You two seem close, but I guess not. Ah, could it be that you’re just forcing him to obey you through your authority?”

“Hey! Sherilralra-san!”

Ana looked visibly shaken.

“Please don’t bully Ana so much,” I interjected.

“Oh, dear. Allen, is a little girl like that really your type?”

Sherilralra laughed merrily, the sound ringing through the room.

“Please stop teasing us. There are things you should say and things you shouldn’t.”

“Hmm? Well, fine. At any rate, Allen, you’re coming to the summer festival, right?”

“Sigh. I mean, sure, but... when is it?”

“It starts tomorrow.”

“...What?”

“Oh, for you, it’ll be instantaneous, won't it?”

“Well, technically, yes, but...”

“W-Wait! If Allen is going, I'm coming along as well!” Ana interrupted.

“Pardon?” I asked.

“No,” Sherilralra countered. “We can't allow humans other than Allen into the village. If you were Allen’s wife, that would be one thing, but you’re not, are you? You two don't even seem to get along that well anyway.”

Upon hearing that, Ana fell silent, completely turning to stone.

Man, what am I going to do? This is going to be a headache.
Chapter 52: Townsperson A Flies the Skies with the Villainess

“Sherilralra, um... regarding the Elven Village. Was it really okay to reveal its existence like that?” I asked tentatively.

“What are you talking about? Of course it wasn’t,” she replied.

“Right. Well, here’s the thing... when you submit a request at the Adventurer’s Guild, they verify your identity. If you’d tried to put in a formal request yourself, it likely would’ve caused a massive uproar. You probably would’ve been captured.”

“It would have been fine. If I call upon the Spirits, I can handle a human or two,” Sherilralra said with a triumphant, self-assured look. 

She was missing the point. That wasn't the issue at all.

I wondered what I was supposed to do with her. My common sense was failing to reach her entirely.

“It wouldn’t be one or two people; you’d have ten or a hundred coming after you.”

“Oh? I’d heard the stories, but do humans really want to capture elves that badly?”

“Well, yes, there are people like that, but that’s still not it. It’s because you’re a suspicious person here, Sherilralra. For that matter, how did you even get into the city?”

“Hmm? I just walked through the gate normally. No one really stopped me.”

Dammit, gatekeepers! I appreciate the lack of trouble, but do your jobs!

“Fine, whatever. Regardless, I’ll go to the summer festival. You help me out on a regular basis, and I’m curious to see it myself, so I don’t need a reward.”

“Then let’s go! Immediately! Just the two of us!”

“No, you have to take Ana with us. Or rather, without her, you won't even be able to leave the city. You’ll be stopped at the gate.”

“But this little girl isn’t your wife, is she?”

“Be that as it may, I can’t just have her walk us to the gate and leave it at that.”

“Hmm. I see. So that’s how you feel, Allen.”

Sherilralra let her gaze drift slowly between me and Ana. She let out a small sigh, looking somewhat disappointed, before dropping an absolute bombshell.

“Then I suppose we can just pass her off as your fiancée?”

“F-fian...cée...?”

Ana froze solid.

Okay, yeah, no. I’m going to stop thinking right now. I’d prefer it if my head stayed physically attached to my shoulders.

“Then we’ll go with that, please. Ana? If it’s alright with you, would you like to come to the Elven Village? We can look into the adventurer situation another day.”

“Eh? O-oh. Yes! I will!”

Having somehow navigated that minefield, I sent Ana back to the ducal estate once. I don’t know how she managed it, but she secured permission to stay out overnight in record time and hurried back.

Using Ana’s status to bypass the guards at the noble gate, we slipped out of the capital and headed toward Lurden Airport in the Northeast Forest.



“Hey, Allen. What is this place? Why is there such a perfectly straight, open clearing in the middle of the forest?” 

As soon as we arrived at the airport, Ana let out a voice of pure bewilderment.

“This is my secret base. Aside from you, Ana, no human has ever set foot here. Please, keep this strictly between us.”

“I-I see... Just me, then.”

For some reason, Ana looked strangely happy after I said that.

“Yes. Now, I need to get things ready. Please wait here.”

I hauled the Vuitol out from the underground hangar.

“What? From inside the ground?!”

“It’s a Skill I have. I’ve kept it a secret because I have no idea what would happen if the public found out.”

“Right... A secret. Understood!”

“Good. Also, I’m telling you both now: do not struggle. This was originally a single-seater, so I’m going to have to bind you both with ropes to keep you secure. Is that okay?”

“Of course. If it means I can fly, I’m looking forward to it,” Sherilralra said.

“Fly? What on earth... No, this is Allen we’re talking about. I suppose I should expect this much. Fine, I’m ready. Do what you must.”

Once I had their consent, I began securing them to the Vuitol.

“U-um, Allen? Why am I being tied like this? Is this really necessary?”

“I considered a few options, but I won’t be able to maintain the balance any other way.”

“H-hey, Allen... Isn’t this heavy? And, well... we’re awfully close.”

“I’m sorry. It’s the only way to keep the craft stable, so please bear with me. We’re taking off.”

I kicked the Wind Magic Engine into gear, drawing out full power to lift the Vuitol vertically. 

To pilot the craft, I had to lie face-down. I had Ana lie down as well, positioned so her face was near my waist. Her voluminous chest was pressed right against my backside and thighs—a definite fringe benefit, though I was trying to stay professional.

“Hieeeeeeeee! I knew it would be like thiiiiiis!”

The one screaming was Sherilralra, who was currently dangling in mid-air. Just like when I’d transported that Orc before, I’d bundled her up like a log and hung her from the cargo hook with a rope.

“Allen! This is incredible! Amazing! And so fast! How is this even happening?”

The Vuitol accelerated steadily as we gained altitude. I could hear the excitement in Ana’s voice coming from behind my back.

“It’s essentially the same principle as paper being blown by the wind. Just an application of Wind Magic.”

It was actually much more complex than that, but there was no way she’d understand the concept of lift even if I explained it.

“Look! The Royal Capital and the castle are already so small!”

“Yeah. It’s about a four-hour flight to the Elven Village. I expect we’ll arrive just as the sun sets.”

By the way, Sherilralra—who was still dangling beneath us—had gone quiet. I could still feel her weight on the hook, so it wasn't like she’d fallen off.

“I see... You really are amazing, Allen.”

I felt Ana whisper those words in a gentle tone as she rested her head against my back.

It felt as though she were telling me she trusted me with everything. Feeling her weight and her warmth, my heart began to race. At the same time, my chest was filled with a localized, fuzzy sort of heat.

Ah, I see.

I...

I’m actually in love with Ana.

At first, it had just been because her character in the game seemed so pitiful. When the memories of my previous life returned, I’d thought of it as a casual opportunity—maybe while helping Mom, I’d have a "chance" with the Villainess.

God, how embarrassing.

I wanted to punch my past self with everything I had for thinking like that. If I looked at her that way, was I really any different from Amy?

Ana was Ana.

Just as my mother and I weren't just characters in a game, Ana was a living, breathing human being.

She was a hard worker with a crushing sense of responsibility—someone who would push herself to the breaking point for the sake of her duties. Yet she was also shy, clumsy at expressing her emotions, and possessed the most wonderful smile when she was actually having fun.

Without even realizing it, I had fallen for her. 

Even though I knew I never should have.

Carrying the three of us and my heavy realizations, the Vuitol glided effortlessly through the high summer sky.
Chapter 67

Error: Empty response from Draft generation.
Side: Anastasia (8)

I had come up with a theme for my independent research project because I wanted to help improve Allen’s reputation as an adventurer. I never imagined that a simple observation trip to the Adventurer’s Guild would spiral into such a massive ordeal.

While heading to the Guild, I saw His Highness and that woman surrounding someone and making threats. But who could have possibly guessed that their target was an acquaintance of Allen’s—and the princess of the Elven Village, no less?

When Lady Sherilralra suddenly threw her arms around Allen, an inexplicable surge of anger made me lash out. And when Allen shielded her from me, for some reason, I felt a profound sense of sadness.

Obviously, if her identity as an elf had been exposed then and there, it would have caused a massive uproar. My impulsive attempt to tear off her hood was undeniably rude. From that perspective, Allen’s intervention was the right move.

But... still! Even though I logically understand that, why do I feel so unsettled? What is this emotion?

I still can’t believe Allen is acquainted with an elf. He might be the only human in this country—or even the world—who can claim that. If word of this ever got out, I can’t even begin to imagine what would happen to him.

Given the stakes, the smartest thing I can do is pretend I saw nothing. That’s the only way Allen and the princess can continue their lives in peace.

And yet, knowing all that, why did I insist on coming along? I knew Allen wouldn't be able to turn me down if I asked.

No, the answer is simple.

It made me jealous to realize she knew a side of Allen that I didn’t. The thought of her making even more memories with him—memories I wouldn't share—was unbearable. I couldn't stand the idea, so I begged him to take me with them. Even though I knew I was being a burden.

I really am the worst. I’m just using my status to force him into submission. It’s exactly as people say.

Yet, Allen indulged my arrogant selfishness. He came up with a plausible excuse just to bring me along. And then... he called me his f-fiancée.

I know it was just a convenient lie, but I can’t help feeling incredibly embarrassed.

My past experiences with engagements were nothing but painful, so I usually try to block them out. But when I imagine being engaged to Allen... why does it leave me with such a warm, fuzzy feeling?

By forcing my way into Allen's company, I ended up uncovering even more of his secrets. 

He had built a strange workshop deep within the Northeast Forest of the Royal Capital. There, using some mysterious Skill, he pulled a bizarre vehicle out of the ground—something that looked like a cross between a wagon and a bird. Then, my body was lashed to the vehicle so tightly that I was pressed right up against him.

My chest was pressed against Allen’s backside, and his waist was positioned right in front of my face. It was profoundly embarrassing.

But once the machine started moving, all those feelings vanished in an instant. Allen used some kind of magic, and with a tremendous gust of wind, we actually lifted off!

The vehicle climbed higher and higher, accelerating as we soared into the sky.

Amazing! The Royal Capital and the castle looked so small from up here.

“A-Allen! This is amazing! Incredible! And it’s so fast! How is this even happening?”

I was acting like a total child, but honestly, who wouldn’t? I’d never heard of a human flying. It defied all logic for something so heavy to take flight. Common sense dictated that heavy things fall, yet here I was, actually flying through the air!

As I marveled at the sensation, the castle rapidly receded into the distance. Apparently, we’d reach the Elven Village in about four hours. Traveling at this speed for that long... we might actually cross the Northern Mountains and reach the border.

“I see... You really are incredible, Allen.”

I leaned my weight against him and took a slow, deep breath. His scent filled my senses, making me feel strangely at peace. At that moment, a new emotion welled up inside me.

I never want to give this spot up to another woman.

I felt bad for the princess dangling from the rope, but the mere thought of another woman in this position made my heart feel like it was going to burst.

Ah... I see. I’ve known for a long time now...
Side Story: Anastasia (9)

The sun dipped below the Northern Mountains, and darkness was beginning to settle by the time we reached the Elven Village. We were likely deep within the Forest of Bewilderment, not far from Linzea.

The Forest of Bewilderment in Linzea is famous, and there have always been rumors of a hidden elven settlement within its depths. However, it's said that no one who sets foot there ever returns alive. A well-known story involves the selfless Great Sage, Lord Loringas; he allegedly entered the woods in search of a secret elixir and vanished—he hasn't returned to this day.

Yet Allen had reached the other side of that very forest with effortless ease.

While the elves seemed to welcome Allen, I was clearly an outsider. They watched me with heavy suspicion. 

Still, considering how humans have treated elves in the past, their caution was only natural.

Allen must have noticed my spirits sinking as I dwelled on those thoughts, because he took my hand and led me forward, exchanging friendly greetings with the villagers as we walked.

We entered a building and were ushered into the Queen’s presence almost immediately. To be granted an audience without prior notice... I couldn’t fathom how much trust Allen had managed to earn here.

After a brief exchange between Allen and Her Majesty, the conversation turned to me.

“And this woman is?”

“Allow me to introduce her,” Allen said. “This is Anastasia Kleiner von Ramslett-sama. She is... a woman very precious to me.”

He called me a precious woman! I'm so happy!

“I see, so this is the person Allen-sama...”

“Ana-sama, this is the Queen of the Elven Village.”

“I am Anastasia, daughter of Duke Ramslett,” I said, offering a ladylike bow. I was determined not to bring shame to the Ducal House—or more importantly, to the man who called me precious. “It is an honor to meet Your Majesty.”

The Queen’s expression softened ever so slightly.

“Fufu. I see. You are a young lady from a fine family, Anastasia-san. Tell me, do you understand why the Elven Village remains closed to the world?”

“...I do.”

She had struck a nerve.

“Then knowing that, why did you decide to accompany Allen-sama here?”

“T-That’s... well...”

I faltered, the words catching in my throat.

Oh, honestly! Why do I lose my ability to speak whenever Allen is involved?

“Allen-sama, would you mind giving us a moment?”

“Of course. Ana-sama, I'll be right outside the door.”

At the Queen’s request, Allen stepped out, leaving the two of us alone.

“Now then, Anastasia-san. You say you understand why we are isolated?”

“Yes.”

“Then you also understand that if Allen-sama’s connection to us is discovered, his life will be in danger?”

“...I do. I know there are humans who despicably hunt the beautiful elves to sell as slaves. Such men would surely try to force the location from Allen, even if they had to resort to threats.”

“Then why did you follow him? Why not simply look the other way? You are not his wife, after all. And if he only calls you a ‘precious woman,’ it implies you haven’t even promised your futures to each other yet.”

“...Yes.”

The Queen bombarded me with cold, hard logic. I bit my lip, unable to offer a single rebuttal.

“Then why? Is Allen-sama’s safety worth so little to you?”

There was a hint of reproach in her voice now, and her words pierced my heart like a needle.

Frustration and self-loathing welled up inside me until, before I knew it, tears were tracing paths down my cheeks.

To cry in front of others... I’m a failure as a daughter of House Ramslett.

However, the Queen’s tone turned gentle as she spoke again.

“You understood the risks, yet you chose to come anyway. Don’t you already know the reason why, Anastasia-san?”

“That’s...”

I did know. It was a feeling I had no right to voice, yet I couldn't hold it back any longer.

“It’s because I love him! I love Allen! That’s why... that’s why I couldn't stand the thought of him being with another woman while I was gone!”

I'd said it. Despite the gap in our status. Despite my duties as a noble. I’d finally said it.

“A-Ahhh...”

A wave of regret washed over me for letting the words slip, and more tears began to fall.

“In other words, you love Allen-sama, but the laws of the human world prevent you from being together?”

I gave a small, weak nod.

“In that case, why not live here in the village with him?”

“Wait, what?”

“Allen-sama is our benefactor, and we wish for his happiness. If your love cannot be fulfilled in the human world, wouldn't it be better to simply abandon everything else?”

It was a sweet, intoxicating proposal—one I wanted to leap at. But I knew it was impossible.

“I... I cannot. As a daughter of the nobility, I have lived off the blood of the people. I have an obligation to devote my life to them. For me—and only me—to seize such a private happiness... it would be unforgivable.”

The Queen looked genuinely puzzled.

“How strange. Then why not choose a path where you seize both?”

“Both?”

“You feel you must live for the people because they supported you. If that is the case, why can you not live for the people alongside Allen-sama?”

That was the ideal. If such a path existed, I would take it in a heartbeat. 

But did a road like that actually exist? 

And more importantly... would Allen even want me by his side?

“Anastasia-san, it seems to me that you are a bit too prone to self-sacrifice. Perhaps you should relax a little and be more honest with yourself.”

“I... I...”

I had no answer for her. She sat there, gently admonishing me, and I was left utterly speechless.
Episode 54: Townsman A Introduces the Villainess to a Pervert

“A-Allen?”

Ana finally emerged from the Queen’s room, her voice timid as she called out to me. I was currently doubling as a jungle gym, having graduated from being held and lifted high to giving Milly-chan a shoulder ride.

Why did she look so apprehensive?

I set Milly-chan down and introduced the two of them.

“Lady Anastasia, this is Lady Mililurella, the Queen’s youngest daughter. And, she is also the contractor for Lord Ro, who is—technically—here, and is—technically—the Light Spirit.”

I pointed at the pervert, making sure to emphasize the word “technically” twice. It was a distinction worth making.

『What’s with the “technically”-o?! That’s just rude-o!』

Ignoring the incomprehensible pervert’s protest, I introduced Ana to Milly-chan.

“Milly-chan, this is Lady Anastasia. She’s someone very precious to me.”

Milly-chan stared intently at Ana. In response, Ana offered an elegant, formal bow.

“I am Anastasia Kleiner von Ramslett. It is an honor to meet you, Lady Mililurella. And…”

Ana glanced around the room restlessly.

『Allen-shi, is this old hag your wife-o? Also, normal humans can’t see spirits-o. Did you forget something so basic, Allen-shi? Pfft-ha-ha-ha!』

The pervert was spewing all sorts of nonsense. To think this thing was actually the Light Spirit… honestly, the world really was going to hell in a handbasket.

(Then why can I see you?) I thought.

『Allen-shi is special because he’s the owner of an elven charm-o. You’re an honorary elf, Allen-shi!』

When I whispered the question to him, that was the answer I got.

“It seems spirits are invisible without elven assistance, but he is technically here. Yes. Technically.”

I pointed at the pervert again.

“……I see.”

A look of slight disappointment crossed her face. Even though she couldn’t see a thing, Ana turned toward the direction I was pointing and performed another graceful lady’s bow.

“Lord Ro, Great Spirit of Light, I am Anastasia Kleiner von Ramslett.”

『Hmph. For an old hag, she’s quite polite-o. She might actually be a decent BBA… Wait. I feel like I’ve heard that name somewhere-o… Oh? Kleiner and Ramslett? Is she from House Ramslett-o? Oh? Oh?!』

As he spoke, he began flying circles around Ana, scrutinizing her from head to toe.

『Now that I look at her, she does have traces of Liza-tan-o! Is this girl the daughter of Gerhardt and Elizaveta—Anastasia-o?!』

(What, are you an acquaintance?)

『Acquaintance?! More like I was the one who taught Liza-tan magic when she was just a little girl-o! Back then, Liza-tan was a total angel-o!』

“……”

Isolating this guy in the forest had definitely been the right move.

『Come to think of it, I’ve only visited once since she got married and had kids-o. To think that little girl has already turned into such an old hag! I’ve failed as a mentor-o!』

“O-oh……”

As I continued my hushed conversation with the pervert, Ana remained in her bow, looking increasingly uncomfortable under Milly-chan’s unblinking stare. Eventually, she looked toward me, pleading for help.

“H-hey, Allen……”

“Er, Lady Anastasia. There’s no need to be so formal. Oh, I know. Milly-chan, Ana-oneesan says she wants to hold you.”

“Eh? Allen?!”

At my suggestion, Milly-chan’s face lit up with a brilliant smile, and she scurried over to beg Ana for a hug. With a strained expression, Ana awkwardly managed to lift the girl into her arms.

It was a scene featuring a stunningly beautiful young woman holding an adorable elven child. What’s more, the little one looked absolutely delighted to be held.

It was a scene as picturesque as a fine painting—if you ignored the fact that Ana’s face was frozen in a stiff, nervous grimace.

『Hmm. My Milly-tan has taken a shine to her, so I guess she isn’t a bad person-o. Wait. But Allen-shi, weren’t you a commoner-o?』

(What about it?)

『I see, I see. Allen-shi, you’re more of a risk-taker than you look-o. Playing with fire, are we? I get it-o. Oh, I get it-o!』

God, he was annoying. He was a pervert and a pest. Dammit.

I know. I know better than anyone that I shouldn’t fall for Ana, and that she shouldn’t be wasting her time on someone like me.

Ana has to enter a political marriage eventually. Even if it isn't with the Crown Prince anymore, her partner will be a high-ranking noble or perhaps foreign royalty.

She was a flower on a high peak, a prize far beyond the reach of a commoner like me. I wasn’t even supposed to dream of her.

And yet!

I started all of this just to save my mother, but before I knew it, the list of people I wanted to protect had grown. Now, I find myself wishing for the one thing I mustn't have.

Dammit!

『That face says it all-o! Allen-shi is serious about this girl-o! Oh, oh. To think you’d call me a pervert while chasing an illicit love yourself—the double standard is real-o! Pfft-ha-ha! Hey, hey, how are you feeling right now? U mad? You salty?』

I ground my teeth. It was infuriating, but I couldn't find a single word to fire back with.

『Well, fine-o. I’m not a monster. As long as you’re inside this village, word won’t leak to the outside. You should just do what needs to be done tonight and get it out of your system-o!』

“That makes it even worse! Ah…… sorry.”

I accidentally shouted out loud. When I realized my mistake, I quickly apologized to the startled Ana and Milly-chan. I was left standing there under the gaze of a grinning pervert, a suspicious-looking Ana, and a completely bewildered Milly-chan.
Chapter 55: Townsperson A Participates in the Elven Summer Festival (Part 1)

The following morning, the two of us set out to explore the Elven Village, which was buzzing with excitement for its decennial festival. It had been too dark to see much the night before, but now the houses were colorfully decorated with an abundance of flowers and ornaments, creating a wonderfully festive atmosphere.

Just to be clear, for the record: we definitely slept in separate rooms.

Even after being egged on by that pervert, I didn't try any midnight raids on her bedroom. I maintained a proper level of self-restraint.

It’s true that I don’t think Ana thinks poorly of me. There are even times when I suspect she might view me as more than just a friend—provided I’m not just being conceited, that is.

Even so, if I were to cross that line, there would be no going back. If I let myself go that far, I didn't have the confidence that I could ever stop myself.

And if I were to ask if Ana would throw everything away to follow me after the fact, the answer would almost certainly be "No." Knowing her as I do, I can say that for certain.

However, from the moment we woke up for breakfast, Ana had been acting strange. She was... awkward, for lack of a better word.

Did something happen?

As I walked along the road with her, the locals said whatever they pleased, but I kept my replies vague.

"Hmm, so that girl is Allen-san's?"

"That's right. Ana-sama is very precious to me."

That wasn't something I particularly felt the need to deny.

"My, isn't she quite the beauty?"

"How unexpected. I didn't think Allen-san was the type to choose a girl based on her looks."

"He never even spared a glance for the Elves in the village, after all."

"Who knows? I wonder about that."

It wasn't like I had chosen her for her face, but I doubted they’d believe me if I told them I’d fallen for her personality. Besides, saying that out loud with Ana right there would have been way too embarrassing.

"But if that's the case, you have to protect her properly. Come now, young lady. Come over here."

Looking puzzled, Ana was led into a building by a beautiful Elf woman—though, if I recalled correctly, she was an "auntie" well over four hundred years old. 

A moment later, Ana emerged wearing a flower crown.

"What's that? Ah, Ana-sama. It suits you very well."

"A-ah, thank you, Allen. And, um... what exactly is this?"

"That is a necessary item for a man and woman to have their relationship recognized during this festival. The boy must desperately protect the girl he’s fallen for. If he succeeds and the flower crown remains unsullied until the end, the girl presents it to the boy she likes in front of a Spirit. By doing so, they receive a Spirit’s Blessing and the two are united."

Hey! No one mentioned there was an event like that!

"There are five couples participating this year. By the way, people will only be throwing fruit at you, so rest easy. Now, hurry along to the Central Plaza."

"Ah... um, Allen. You'll... you'll protect me, right?"

"Of—of course!"

I had been completely played. No one told me the festival involved this kind of event.

Still, even with fruit, a direct hit could cause an injury. If I sent her home with a swollen face, it would turn into a diplomatic nightmare.

With that, I steeled my resolve.



When we arrived at the Central Plaza, the other four couples had already gathered. In typical elven fashion, it was a collection of handsome men and beautiful women. The participants ranged from forty to five hundred years old; apparently, age gaps didn't matter when it came to these pairings.

A beautiful melody began to play, and we started to dance.

"Dancing" might have been an overstatement on my part—I was simply moving my feet exactly as Ana instructed—but I think I managed to look like I was trying my best.

But with Ana in my arms, catching that faint, floral scent of hers, I couldn't stop my heart from pounding.

Whether she was aware of my feelings or not, the "Protect Ana from the Fruit" event began. If I could keep her safe for one hour, we would win.

A gong was struck to signal the start of the attack. Immediately, the other four couples used magic to bolt away at high speeds.

"Wait, what!?"

I let out a startled cry, but fruit was already screaming toward us from Ana's blind spot.

"Ana-sama! Excuse me!"

I hurriedly swatted it out of the air, then scooped Ana up in my arms and dashed off.

"Wha—A-Allen! What are you—!"

Ana protested from my arms in a fluster, but this wasn't the time for a debate.

"Ana-sama! We're running!"

Just then, a Water Spear flew toward us, blocking our path.

Hey! Hold on! I thought they were only throwing fruit!

"Anything goes as long as you don't cause injury or break anything!" the Elf who had cast the Water Magic shouted at me.

If that's how it's going to be, then fine!

I whipped up a smokescreen and took off before it could dissipate. After weaving through the village, I ducked into the shadow of a building.

"Hah... hah... I think we lost them."

"A-ah. Um, Allen..."

In my arms, Ana was staring up at me, her face flushed with bashful heat.

Ugh, she's too cute.

Staring back at her, I found myself paralyzed by that unfair level of adorableness.

"H-hey. Allen? Um, well... I can walk on my own now."

"Ah, s-sorry."

Panicking, I quickly set her back on her feet.

"And, um... thank you. You s-saved me."

"No, it was my pleasure. I, uh... sorry for being so forward."

"No, er, um... s-sorry."

"Huh?"

"No, I... u-um... w-w-was I heavy?"

Ana asked the question with her face turning a deep shade of crimson.

Is she doing this on purpose? Is she trying to destroy my sanity? 

The sheer destructive power of that question was enough to make such an impossible thought cross my mind. I took a deep breath to steady myself, enduring the sudden urge to just pin her down right there.

"No, Ana-sama. You're very light. I could carry you for hours."

"W-we're doing this for hours!?"

For some reason, a flustered Ana shouted at the top of her lungs. Worried her voice might have given us away, I scanned the surroundings.

There, right in my line of sight, was that pervert wearing a leering, mean-spirited smirk. Other Spirits were beginning to congregate around him as well.

Oh, you've got to be kidding me.

『Oh-ho! I heard that-o! I heard that-o!』

The pervert began to mock us, using exaggerated gestures to pantomime our conversation.

『"Honey, was I heavy-o?" "Oh, my angel, you are light as a feather-o! I'll kidnap you and keep running for a hundred years-o!" "Oh, Honey, you're so dreamy-o!"』

The countless Spirits gathered around him immediately began to mimic his movements in perfect unison.

"Why, you...!"

"H-hey, Allen! The Elves!"

Following Ana's gaze, I saw the village Elves closing in on us with mischievous grins, clutching various fruits in their hands.

"L-let's get out of here!"

"Right!"

I grabbed Ana’s hand, and we scrambled to make our escape.
Episode 56: Townsperson A Participates in the Elven Summer Festival (Part 2)

Elves stood waiting for us at the end of our escape route, smirking as they hefted fruit in their hands.

"T-this way!"

I grabbed Ana’s hand again and bolted, but no matter which way we turned, more Elves were already there to cut us off. We ran in circles until, inevitably, we were backed into a corner against a wall.

Dammit.

I managed to divert the occasional projectile with Wind Magic or catch them by hand—sometimes I just had to use my own body as a shield—but it was clear they were just playing with us. More than anything, though, that smirking pervert of a Spirit was starting to get on my nerves.

"Oh, so close, Allen-san. Truly, you've shown us quite the passionate display," he jeered.

"But we aren't going to let you reach the goal that easily!" another added.

"Yeah! Not when the rest of us don't even have girlfriends!"

By this point, it was nothing more than a series of grievances born of petty jealousy. I tried to ignore them and focus entirely on protecting Ana, but since I was under strict orders not to break anything, I couldn't use anything flashy with my 【Alchemy】.

"Well then, Allen-san, why don't you give up on the girl and spend the next ten years being a lonely bachelor right along with us?"

"Heh, serves you right!"

With that, the Elves began raining down a barrage of fruit.

"Pfft! Ah-ha-ha!"

The smirking pervert stood right in front of me, pointing and laughing derisively. 

Dammit! Is this it? Is it all over? 

No, not yet. Even if I went down, I had to at least protect Ana.

"Lady Ana, excuse me!"

I pulled her into my chest, wrapping my arms around her as I dropped to the ground, using my back as a shield against the incoming fruit.

"A-Allen? What are you—"

"If I can just hold out until time runs out, I can keep you safe, Lady Ana."

"Allen?! ...Ugh, don't be ridiculous! O Mana, root of all creation! Heed my command, become ice, and take form! Ice Coffin!"

The moment Ana activated her Ice Magic, a literal coffin of ice manifested, completely enveloping the two of us. Naturally, being made of ice, the interior was freezing.

"What do you mean, 'hold out until time runs out'?" she scolded. "There's no point if you get yourself beaten to a pulp in the process!"

"But... Lady Ana..."

"Just 'Ana' is fine. Her Majesty the Queen told me that status in the human world doesn't matter here in the Elven Village. So, um... what I mean is... at least while we're in this village..."

Her voice, initially sharp and talkative, trailed off until it was barely a whisper. As her volume dropped, her expression shifted from anger to one of deep, radiating embarrassment.

"Lady Ana... I mean, Ana. Does that mean...?"

"...Yes."

Locked inside that frozen coffin, we gazed into each other’s eyes, completely forgetting that a crowd of Elves and Spirits was watching from the other side.

Knock. Knock.

The sound of someone rapping on the ice snapped us back to reality. We looked up to see the Queen peeking in at us with a troubled expression. The surrounding Elves had already stopped throwing fruit.

"Ah. U-um, Ana..."

"A-Allen. Right."

Ana looked away shyly and deactivated the spell. 

The moment the ice vanished, Sherilralra-san, who was standing nearby, whipped a piece of fruit at us. I didn't miss the movement. Twisting my body to shield Ana, I took the hit directly to the face. The juice of some mysterious red fruit splattered across my skin, its sticky, sweet scent filling my nose and obscuring my vision.

A moment later, a gong sounded, signaling the end of the ritual.

"Sherilralra-san?" I wiped my eyes.

"Hmph. You did well to stay on guard until the very end," she said with a knowing smile.

"Allen... I'm sorry," Ana said softly. "I let my guard down."

"Don't be. It was my fault for getting distracted. But I kept my promise—I protected you."

At my words, Ana let out a small laugh and smiled brightly. 

"Thank you, my Knight."



Still sticky and covered in fruit juice, we managed to keep Ana’s flower crown intact and reunited with the other participants in the Central Plaza. Most of them were in a similar state of disarray. 

It appeared that two of the four participating pairs had failed to protect the women. However, they didn't seem particularly depressed about it; instead, they were encouraging each other to try harder next time. It felt less like a solemn ritual and more like students at a sports meet promising to win the next tournament. I suppose when your lifespan is measured in centuries, your perception of time is fundamentally different.

The ritual continued for the two successful pairs. Each woman handed her flower crown to her partner, then kissed him on the forehead. The man, in turn, kissed the crown before placing it back on the woman’s head and sealing the deal with a kiss on the lips—a deep one, at that. As they did, the surrounding Spirits showered them with sparkling light.

"Whoa, that's incredible."

"T-t-they're actually k-k-kissing...?"

Being the only one who could see the Spirits, my reaction was one of awe, while Ana seemed mostly stunned by the public display of affection.

"Ana, if you're uncomfortable with going that far, we can just... well, pretend to kiss..."

She shot me a glare and lifted her foot as if she were about to stomp on my toes. I was only trying to be considerate. Talk about unreasonable.

Finally, it was our turn.

I knelt before Ana. She handed the flower crown to me, and I closed my eyes as she leaned down. I felt a soft, gentle chu as she pressed her lips to my forehead. Standing back up, I kissed the crown and placed it carefully on her head.

"Are you sure about this?" I whispered.

"Don't be tedious," she replied, though her face was beet red. "You're a man—steel your resolve."

"Right."

Ana closed her eyes and tilted her face up, pouting her lips slightly. I leaned in and gently pressed my lips against hers. They were soft, pink, and tasted of the sweet, unknown fruit juice that covered us both. 

I deepened the kiss, my tongue tentatively grazing her teeth. Ana responded in kind, her tongue shyly intertwining with mine. Our first kiss was incredibly sweet, framed by the scent of red fruit and the ethereal glow of the Spirits.

The Spirits showered us with a cascade of light. When we finally parted, Ana looked up at me with flushed cheeks and dazed eyes. Then, she blinked and looked around in realization.

"W-what is this light?"

"They say it's the Spirit's Blessing."

"This is it...?"

She looked on, entranced by the fantastical scene. That was when the pervert approached us.

"Anastasia, daughter of Elizaveta and Gerhardt."

Wait, what? The guy was actually using a dignified tone.

"And you are?" Ana asked.

"I am Law the Light Spirit, and one who is linked to Loringas the Unselfish Great Sage."

Unselfish? Him? This guy, who looked like a walking manifestation of a pervert's libido? And he had the nerve to say that about himself with a straight face?

"To Lord Loringas? Oh, Lord Loringas!" 

I was confused by Ana's sudden reverence until I remembered that this pervert had been Elizaveta-san’s magic teacher. Sigh.

"Anastasia, I have witnessed your resolve and your love," the Spirit continued, speaking in a theatrical, formal register that felt completely staged. "I shall grant you my holy blessing."

He placed a hand on Ana's head, and her entire body was suddenly enveloped in a soft, warm radiance. I, meanwhile, watched the whole display with dead eyes.

"As long as you do not lose that love, the souls of Law the Light Spirit and Loringas shall always protect you. Anastasia, I leave Allen in your care."

"Oh, Lord Law! Lord Loringas! Yes! I understand! Thank you so much!"

Ana was so moved she was actually crying. Spirits swarmed around her in a celebratory dance, filling the air with shimmering, crystalline light. It was a beautiful, legendary sight, but I could only watch it with a very complicated set of feelings.
Chapter 57: Townsperson A and the Villainess...

After that, the Elven Village was thrown into a state of total pandemonium.

The Light Spirit had bestowed a Blessing upon a human woman.

In a village where every single resident had gathered to celebrate the decennial Summer Festival, there wasn't a soul left who hadn't heard the news.

Thanks to that one incident, Ana was fully recognized and accepted by the local Elves. That part was all well and good, but...

"Allen-sama, Anastasia-san, my sincerest congratulations to you both."

The Queen herself offered us her well-wishes.

"Ah, th-thank you very much."

"Hmph. Well, you do make a well-matched couple, I suppose."

Even Sherilralra-san joined in. Look, I appreciate the sentiment, but it’s not like we actually got married, okay?

"""Congratulations!"""

"Er, thanks."

As you can probably tell, Ana and I were now being treated as a full-fledged married couple. I only found out after the fact, but that event was essentially the elven equivalent of a wedding ceremony.

To be precise, Elves don't actually have a concept of "marriage" the way humans do. If two people hit it off and their personalities mesh, they become partners and live like a married couple. If things stop working out, they apparently just part ways with a clean, casual break.

However, passing the Summer Festival gauntlet is a different story. Participating in that event is considered a formal declaration of intent to conceive a child.

As for those guys who had been hounding me about being a "loser" or a "lonely-hearts" type? Apparently, the Elves just take turns playing those roles for the sake of the festival. They were just having a bit of fun. In fact, one of the guys in that group supposedly has a partner and kids of his own.

Well, since we had jumped into an event like that and actually cleared it, the Elves naturally assumed we were deeply committed. And since their understanding of humans is that "making children" equals "marriage," they were all congratulating us on our nuptials.

Still, I have to say one thing.

If it was that big of a deal, you should have told me beforehand!

While I was reeling from the realization, Ana spoke up.

"Hey, Allen. I’ve grown to really like this village. The Elves, the Spirits... everyone seems so happy here."

"They do."

"There are no royals or nobles extorting taxes from the people just to fund a life of useless luxury. Everyone is equal."

"Yes."

"Why can't human society be more like this, I wonder?"

Ana looked terribly melancholy as she spoke.

Lively music echoed around the bonfire, and Elves and Spirits alike were dancing and singing, clearly enjoying themselves. Even Sherilralra-san, the literal princess of the Elven Village, was out there in the thick of it, dancing with a smile on her face. There wasn't a hint of a social divide to be found. In that circle, she was simply one Elf named Sherilralra.

"What is the point of being a king or a noble, anyway?"

"Ana..."

There is a Queen in the Elven Village, certainly. However, she didn't seem to rule through authoritarian mandates. She acted more as a mediator when problems arose, or as a commander in the rare event of an external threat. She would never dream of using her status as a shield to bark orders at people, unlike a certain Crown Prince I knew.

"But I suppose it’s an impossible dream for humans."

Ana whispered those lonely words and rested her head against me. I wrapped my arm around her shoulders to support her gently.

"Tell me, Allen. Do you think I could stay here not as the Daughter of Duke Ramslett, but just as Anastasia?"

"...I believe so."

Affection, a desire to cherish her, a need to protect her—all these feelings welled up from the bottom of my heart.

"Then, Allen... would you stay here as just Allen, rather than Allen the commoner?"

Ana stared up at me with moist, pleading eyes.

Unable to help myself, I leaned down and sealed her lips with mine.

That moment felt like it lasted an eternity. And then...

・

・

・

The night in the Elven Village deepened.

Deep within the Forest of Bewilderment, a place no human is ever meant to tread, the music and dancing of the decennial festival continued to ring out in celebration of a new couple.

And that night, Ana and I...

＊＊＊＊

When I woke up, I had absolutely no sensation in my left arm.

Ah, right.

I looked down at the precious person responsible for my dead limb. As she slept peacefully with my arm as a pillow, she was beautiful beyond words. I felt torn between the desire to watch her forever and the pragmatic concern that we shouldn't sleep in too late.

As I was agonizing over whether or not to wake her, Ana opened her eyes.

"Ah..."

The moment our eyes met, she turned bright red and cast her gaze downward.

"Good morning, Ana."

"G-good morning, Allen..."

After that muffled reply, Ana fell into a bashful silence.

"Uhm, Ana? Do you want to get up?"

"Ah—yes, uh, r-right. I need to put some clothes on."

With that, Ana climbed out of bed. She walked toward her luggage with a slow, awkward gait—as if she were gingerly protecting her own body—which was quite unlike her usual composed self.

＊＊＊＊

I took Ana to a beautiful spring located on the outskirts of the village.

It was a mystical place. The spring was filled to the brim with crystal-clear water, surrounded by a profusion of blooming flowers and fluttering Spirits.

In the midst of that serene atmosphere, I mustered every ounce of my courage to speak.

"Ana, hey."

"What is it?"

"About, uh... about last night."

The moment the words left my mouth, Ana’s face flushed a deep crimson.

"Wh—?! D-don't you dare start apologizing now! I—I wanted to!"

As she spoke in a frantic panic, I shook my head and dropped to one knee.

"Ana. I don't know how long it will take, but I promise I’ll earn enough merit to be recognized by the Duke and come for you properly. I’m going to protect you forever. So... I know we did things out of order, but please, marry me."

I held out the Ring of Substitution.

Ana looked back and forth between my face and the ring, and then the tears began to fall.

"...Yes."

As she gave her answer, I gently slipped the Ring of Substitution onto the ring finger of her left hand.
Chapter 58: Townsperson A Receives Another Summons

We departed on Vuitol early that afternoon. I cherished the flight to the Royal Capital, pressed close to Ana the entire way. It was the last bit of time we had to forget our social standing, and we took in the view from the sky as if trying to etch the memory into our souls.

By the way, just before we left, Ana received an accessory called a Fairy Hairpin as a gift from the Elf Queen. With that, Ana should be able to navigate the Forest of Bewilderment on her own.

Though she probably won't ever have a reason to.

In the original game, that was an item Amy was supposed to obtain, but I didn't see it as a problem. Since there were no monsters to fight, the Elven Village likely wouldn't have welcomed Amy’s group anyway. Even if they did wander into the Forest of Bewilderment, the Crown Prince and his entourage would probably just end up getting themselves lost as a group.

Wait. Wouldn't that actually solve a whole lot of problems in one go?

Well, whatever.

Let’s see. Oh, right. Regarding that pervert—perhaps because Ana could finally see their true form, they had been playing nice the whole time. However, when they whispered in my ear at the moment of parting, "Did you get everything out of your system, meow?" I nearly shouted right then and there. I barely managed to keep it together.

A pervert is a pervert, no matter how you slice it. I was grateful for the help, but still...

Furthermore, since the Holy Blessing that was meant for Amy in the game had been granted to Ana instead, the route for Amy to become the Saint should be completely closed off. Without the title of Saint, she was just the daughter of a Baron. In a world where monogamy was the standard, I figured it was now impossible for her to reach a "Reverse Harem" ending.

To be blunt, Amy was checkmated. I doubted I was the only one who saw it that way.



The day after I delivered Ana back to the Ducal Mansion, I received the expected summons from the Duke.

"Now then, Allen. You understand why you’ve been called here, don't you?"

"Yes."

"Then explain yourself. What is that ring? Why is my daughter wearing a ring like that on her left ring finger?"

"It’s a gift from me," I replied.

The moment the words left my mouth, the Duke’s face twisted into a mask of pure rage.

"You absolute fool! Have you forgotten that I acted as your patron during that duel scandal? That I shielded you from the Royal Family!?"

His reaction was well within the parameters of my simulations.

"Was that not a mutual arrangement? Or would you have preferred Lady Anastasia to be defeated by such atrocious means, leaving the honor of the Ducal House tarnished?"

"Silence! You are a commoner! My daughter is a noble—the daughter of House Ramslett! Her station is not to be compared to the daughters of petty lords!"

"I am aware. That is exactly why I gave her that ring."

For a moment, the Duke looked as if he’d been struck. He stared at me blankly before flying into a renewed rage.

Good. This is exactly how one of my many predicted scenarios plays out.

"Don't talk nonsense! A daughter of a Ducal House wearing a ring from a commoner? And on her left ring finger, no less!"

Still according to plan. Time to cool him down.

"Duke Ramslett, that is no ordinary piece of jewelry. It is an Epic-grade accessory known as the Ring of Substitution. It is a legendary item that acts as a decoy to save the wearer’s life exactly once if they are ever killed. I cannot be by Lady Anastasia’s side to protect her at all times. Therefore, I gave her that ring as proof of my devotion."

"What? An Epic-grade!? How on earth did you get your hands on something like that?"

Upon hearing that the ring was an Epic-grade treasure—the kind of thing a King should be wearing—the Duke’s focus shifted. 

Predicted pattern confirmed. This is going well.

"I am an adventurer, after all. I delved into the famous Wind Mountain Labyrinth and found it myself."

"What!? The Wind Mountain Labyrinth? That's a top-tier difficulty labyrinth! It’s only been conquered up to the eighth floor!"

"I recovered it from a hidden room on the twenty-eighth floor, within the floating island gimmick section."

"The twenty-eighth floor!?"

"Yes. The Wind Mountain Labyrinth consists of thirty floors in total. The boss of the final floor was a Blizzard Phoenix."

"A Blizzard Phoenix!? Are you claiming you actually defeated one!?"

"I am. As I mentioned to you once before, I am the one who succeeded in its solo subjugation."

"What? No... that’s impossible..."

The Duke seemed completely overwhelmed by my claims, yet he still looked as though he couldn't quite bring himself to believe me.

To settle the matter, I reached into my bag and pulled out the Blizzard Phoenix’s Magic Stone, its tail feathers, and its primary wing feathers. I held them out to him.

"This is...?"

"The proof. These are the Magic Stone and feathers of the Blizzard Phoenix. I can obtain more of them whenever I wish, so please, accept these as a gift."

The Duke fell silent for a long time. 

After a grueling, heavy silence, he finally spoke.

"What is it you want?"

"A chance to earn enough military merit to be granted a peerage. And if I achieve sufficient results, I want the right to stand by Lady Anastasia’s side—the right to spend the rest of my life protecting her."

The Duke knit his brows, another long silence following. Finally, he spat out his answer.

"Three years. I will wait that long. But I will not permit this relationship to progress a step further until then."

"Understood. You have my gratitude."

I bowed my head. The Duke fixed me with a sharp, piercing glare and added, his tone harsh:

"Be prepared. I’m going to send you to a battlefield so grueling you’ll wish you were dead."

"...I wouldn't have it any other way. If I have to, I’ll storm the enemy’s headquarters all by myself."

"Fine. We shall see."

Having made my declaration, I turned and left the Ducal Mansion.
Anastasia (10)

Was this a dream?

For someone like me—raised since the age of eight to be a Queen and drilled in etiquette from the moment I reached the age of reason—the idea of falling in love was simply impossible. No matter how much I might have hated my position, and no matter how much I was despised, I had lived my life upon the blood and toil of the people. It was my duty to devote my very existence to them.

I never imagined in my wildest dreams that the capacity for love still remained within me.

And yet... here I was, able to be with the man I had come to adore.

Truly, it felt as though I were living in a dream.

Ahem.

Setting my personal feelings aside, I was genuinely astonished that the elves—who should have been profoundly wary of any human—had accepted Allen so completely. Just what kind of feats must one perform to win that level of trust?

Moreover, the Elven Princess herself had ventured into the dangerous human world just to invite Allen to their decennial Summer Festival. It seemed certain that the elves wanted Allen to settle down permanently in their village.

The Princess likely felt the same...

Despite that, they permitted me to be Allen’s partner for such a significant ritual, and Allen, in turn, protected me with magnificent grace until the very end. Not only were we blessed by the spirits, but we were even granted a Holy Blessing by Law the Light Spirit herself.

Even more shocking was the revelation that Law the Light Spirit was connected to Loringas the Unselfish Great Sage.

Loringas-sama was a legendary figure—a man who had poured his entire personal fortune into establishing orphanages for young children. He was also renowned as one of the world’s preeminent magic experts, a master of every conceivable element who could manifest spells without any incantation at all. Even now, he is a man of many admirers.

I am one of them. Whenever I read his biography, I was moved by his noble spirit and found myself wishing I could live my life in a similar fashion.

Furthermore, I had actually met Loringas-sama once when I was a small child; he had been my mother’s magic instructor. Even now, I can recall that meeting with perfect clarity. He had watched over me with such a warm, gentle gaze. It was a look so intense and kind that it left a lasting impression on my soul.

Perhaps Law-sama was a spirit born from Loringas-sama's earnest, dying wish to save the children trapped within the Forest of Bewilderment.

And it was this Law-sama who had blessed my love for Allen.

I think... I will stop suppressing my true self now.

To me, the Elven Village felt like an ideal society in a way. The residents cooperated with one another, contributing what they could within their own means. There was no hierarchy of high or low birth. Each individual existed there simply as an elf.

I want to build that kind of future with Allen.

Of course, such a thing is currently forbidden. It would be impossible unless I threw everything away and we eloped to the Elven Village together.

On the other hand, there is no doubt that my value as a pawn for political marriage has plummeted now that my engagement to the Crown Prince has been dissolved. Regardless of the fact that I was not at fault, it is incredibly difficult for a woman to secure an "upward marriage"—that is, to marry as a primary queen—after such a public cancellation.

Father is likely already assuming he will have to marry me off to a lower-ranking noble house that possesses significant practical power.

If I were to elope with Allen, there is no telling what Father might do in his rage, and I am certain Allen wouldn't want that either. Besides, Allen made me a promise. He told me that even if it takes time, he will definitely come for me.

Is waiting for him not part of my duty as his... w-wife?

However, that blissful time had to end the moment we returned to the Royal Capital. It felt as though I was being snatched away from a dream and dragged back into a dull, grey reality.

It was frustrating to admit, but I finally understood—just a little—how the Crown Prince felt when he became so infatuated with that woman.

Upon my return to the Royal Capital Residence, escorted by Allen, I was met with a severe reprimand from Father. He gave me a sharp tongue-lashing regarding the Fairy Hairpin I received from the Elven Queen, but he was absolutely livid about the ring on my left hand.

Yet, no matter what anyone said, I refused to take it off. Part of it was because Allen told me I didn't have to, but more than that, it was an act of my own will.

Even with my foolish head, I understood that hiding it would have been the "sensible" thing to do to avoid prying eyes and unnecessary conflict. But this was a ring placed on my finger by the man I love, accompanied by the most wonderful proposal. I simply could not bring myself to remove such a precious proof of our bond.

As expected, Father summoned Allen the following day. My mother, for reasons I didn't quite grasp at the time, led me to a hidden room to observe the "discussion"—which I expected to be nothing short of a public execution.

The meeting, however, yielded a result entirely different from my grim expectations.

While Allen was initially subjected to Father's one-sided fury, the winds shifted halfway through.

I was shocked to my core to learn that the ring I had been given was an Epic-grade magic item from the Wind Mountain Labyrinth—a treasure that royalty and high nobles across the land would hunt for with frantic desperation to protect themselves from assassination.

To put it bluntly, it was extraordinary. It was the kind of artifact that could potentially earn someone a peerage just by offering it as a gift.

Just how far ahead had Allen planned this?

Before I knew it, the man I loved had successfully forced Father to concede to almost every single one of his demands.

Tears streamed down my cheeks, and Mother pulled me into a gentle embrace.

"Mother, I... I'm so..."

I couldn't finish the sentence, but Mother just held me—gently at first, and then very, very tight.
Episode 59: Townsperson A Revisits the Valley of the Flying Dragons

I was enjoying a flight with Ana. With summer vacation ending in just two days, we were heading toward the Valley of the Flying Dragons. It had been a while for me, but it was Ana’s first time visiting.

Despite the various complications we'd faced, my relationship with Ana continued on as usual. It seemed the Duke hadn’t realized we’d already crossed a certain line, and while I felt a twinge of guilt, no further problems had cropped up so far.

"Say, Ana..."

"What is it?"

Now that we were alone, it had become natural for me to drop the formal honorifics. I decided to ask her something that had been on my mind for a while.

"Why is your way of speaking... well, the way it is? Your wording is a bit different from a typical noble lady’s, isn't it?"

I heard Ana catch her breath behind me.

"...So," she began in a small voice.

"Eh?"

I couldn't quite catch what she said, so I asked her to repeat it. Her response was entirely unexpected.

"Lord Allen, do you... prefer women who use more polite, feminine speech?"

Uh-oh. How do I answer that? To be honest, her current way of speaking hit me right in the heart, but it would feel incredibly jarring if she suddenly changed it now.

"No, I want us to be comfortable with each other. Whatever way is easiest for you is fine by me. If your usual tone is what feels natural, stick with that. If you prefer speaking more formally, that’s fine too."

"...I see."

Her tone returned to its usual style. It seemed she really was forcing the polite speech just to be cautious.

"It’s not that I dislike it," I added. "I was just curious about how you ended up speaking like that in the first place."

"Ah, that. Well... I was engaged to the Crown Prince, wasn't I? Back then, I lived in the castle for a time under the guise of 'etiquette training.' However, for reasons I still don't understand, I was expected to undergo knight training alongside His Highness as well."

Wait, why would that even happen?

"The training itself wasn't a problem, as it allowed me to polish my sword skills. The issue was that His Highness refused to issue necessary orders to the escort knights or the maids. I ended up having to clean up after him and issue commands in his stead. Before I knew it, I’d become something of a superior officer to them, and this manner of speaking just... stuck."

I was floored. I couldn't wrap my head around the logic that led to such a situation, but apparently, even Ana's speech patterns were ultimately that Crown Prince’s fault.

Wait a minute... If she was constantly coddling him like that, didn't she actually help enable his terrible personality?

"Ah. But... well... I suppose it would be bad to keep speaking like this once I... become a mother, wouldn't it?"

She certainly knew how to say things that struck a chord. Still, if she was worried about it, she probably just needed the right motivation to change.

"Well then, let’s start changing it little by little after we’re married."

The moment I said that, Ana gasped and fell silent. Unfortunately, I couldn't see her face from my position, but I was willing to bet she was turning bright red.

Eventually, she whispered a small, "I suppose so," before quickly changing the subject.

"By the way, I’ve heard the Valley of the Flying Dragons is a terrifying place where wyverns roam. Will we really be alright?"

"I have some acquaintances there, so it should be fine."

When I answered, Ana rested her head against my lower back. It was her way of showing that she trusted me.

The wyverns in the valley seemed a bit startled by Vuitol, our mount, but they showed absolutely no sign of aggression. I’d been prepared to turn back at full speed and switch to an overland route if they attacked, but it seemed they remembered me after all.

I brought Vuitol down to land in the plaza in front of the Temple of Wind—the same spot where Jerome used to spend his days dozing off.

I took Ana’s hand to escort her as we made our way into the temple. Waiting inside were Jerome and Melissa. Their appearances had changed—no, evolved—significantly. While their scale and eye colors remained the same, their bodies had grown much larger. They looked fierce, powerful, and incredibly cool. However, unlike the game, there were no hatchlings to be seen yet.

"Wh—! Is that a Sky Dragon?!"

"Hey, Jerome! Melissa!"

Ignoring Ana’s shocked exclamation, I called out from the entrance. Jerome came thumping toward me at a run. Now a Sky Dragon—a massive, black king of the skies with a pair of wings—Jerome lowered his head to me in a bow.

"A-A-A-Allen-san! I-It has been a long time!"

Despite his much more imposing appearance, his humble attitude was exactly the same as before. It gave me a strange sense of nostalgia and relief. Ana, on the other hand, was staring at him with her eyes wide as saucers.

"Oh? Allen-san? It’s been a while. What brings you here? Do you need our help with something?"

Unlike Jerome, Melissa was a beautiful white dragon—the very picture of a Queen of the skies. She arched her long neck to look at us.

"About half and half, I’d say. For one, I wanted to see how you were doing. Has anyone attacked you lately?"

"Hmm? Oh, now that you mention it, the wyverns mentioned some strange pink-haired woman and her entourage. Apparently, they were shouting nonsense while trying to attack."

"Was there any damage?"

"From what I heard, they were pathetic. They were taken out with a single tail swipe. As for us, well, I took your advice, Allen-san. I went on a little trip with our Jerry. It was quite lovely, you know?"

"I see. Glad to hear it."

"So, what's the part where you need help?"

"It’s not for right now, but... in the future, if a crisis ever threatens her, I want you to lend her your strength."

"Hmm?"

Melissa brought her face close to Ana. Ana let out a tiny shriek and clung to my arm.

"So this girl is the mate Allen-san has chosen?"

"Yeah. Exactly. Her parents haven't officially approved yet, but I fully intend to make them accept it."

"My, my. Is that so?" Melissa said with a smirk.

Then, Jerome piped up with something rather unsettling.

"I-I-If it's a request from Allen-san, then..."

Melissa shot him a sharp glare. "You are not allowed to kill the girl’s parents, Jerome."

"Eh? But if they won't recognize the relationship..."

"Sigh. Honestly, you're as hopeless as ever. At this rate, I can't let you be a 'papa' just yet."

"O-Oh. Okay."

Wait, what? I didn't know what had happened during my absence, but Jerome seemed to have developed some surprisingly radical ideas. Still, seeing that he was just as whipped by Melissa as he'd always been was strangely reassuring.

Then again, based on her words, was he still being forced to wait for... 'that'? I felt a little bad for the guy.

"Fine then. First, let us memorize her scent."

Melissa leaned in and gave Ana a thorough sniffing, and Jerome followed suit.

"Very well. Since it’s a request from Allen-san, we’ll help protect your precious mate."

"Thanks, Melissa. That’s a huge help."

"Hehe, don’t mention it. If you really want to thank me, you’d better have brought some beef."

"I figured you’d say that, so I brought a stash."

I reached into my Magic Bag and pulled out several cuts of beef and Orc meat, handing them over to her.

"Oh! As expected of Allen-san! You're so thoughtful!"

Melissa began gulping down the meat one piece after another, looking perfectly satisfied. She glanced at me, and when I nodded, she polished off the rest in the blink of an eye, leaving a longing Jerome to watch from the sidelines.

"If you like it that much, I'll bring more next time, whenever that may be."

"Really? I’ll be looking forward to it!" Melissa replied happily.

Jerome was still looking at me with puppy-dog eyes—well, dragon eyes.

Give it a rest, Jerome. You need to work hard and hunt fresh prey so Melissa can feel safe enough to lay her eggs, okay? While one of you is warming the eggs, the other won't be able to hunt.

Also, if he wanted some, he really should just learn to ask.

Thinking that, I pulled out the meat I had specifically set aside for Jerome from a different Magic Bag. He immediately started wagging his tail vigorously and bit into the meat with pure joy.
Episode 60: Townsperson A Attends the Academy for the Second Term

Summer vacation came to an end. While Ana and I now shared a secret we couldn't breathe a word of to anyone else, everything else went off without a hitch. In the end, we submitted a report that analyzed the relationship between adventurers and the state from a variety of perspectives.

Once again, Ana pulled some strings behind the scenes, allowing us to interview domestic experts, the Guildmaster of the Adventurer's Guild, and various other stakeholders. Being able to clarify each group's position and delve into the inherent conflicts of interest made for a solid final product.

To put it simply: the Crown and the nobility want to absorb the profits generated by the labyrinths into the national treasury. The Adventurer's Guild, however, can't accept that; if the state takes a cut, many adventurers will end up operating at a loss.

If the state truly wants to incorporate labyrinth earnings into the budget, they would need to hire adventurers with the same benefits and pay as the Knight Order. They’ve fallen into a dilemma where they simply don't have the funds for that. Or, to be more precise, they think it's a waste of money and don't want to pay—though obviously, I couldn't write that in the report.

On a brighter note, a good relationship is being built in Margaret’s territory of Altomunt. There, the Knight Order and the local adventurers conduct joint operations to ensure a stable supply of Orc meat. We concluded our report by using the results from Altomunt to propose a new kind of partnership with the guild. I suppose we’ll see how the faculty evaluates it.

By the way, while we were working on the report, Ana and I found the time to conquer the Wind Mountain Labyrinth. Thanks to that, I added a labyrinth clear to my record and ended up being promoted to a B-rank adventurer. Being the youngest person to ever reach that rank was an amusing little side effect.

I had my reasons for pushing for the clear, of course. Part of it was to prove to the Duke that I wasn't a liar, but the primary goal was to help Ana level up.

At this point, I don't think there’s any chance of the game’s original scenario playing out—the one where House Ramslett is executed during a civil war following Ana’s banishment, only for her to return as a Dark Knight. From what I’ve heard, the Southern Nobles are currently a monolithic block centered firmly around House Ramslett.

Attacking them without cause would guarantee a civil war. No matter how much the Anti-Ramslett Faction might despise them, no one is foolish enough to try and topple them under the current circumstances.

As long as this equilibrium holds, the destruction of the Royal Capital might be avoided. Still, we can't afford to let our guard down so long as the country is surrounded by enemies on three sides.

With that in mind, leveling up Ana—who possesses two of the rarest Divine Protections in the world—will strengthen more than just her individual power; it will bolster the entire Ramslett territorial army.

Well, I know she’ll insist on standing at the very front of the line if an emergency breaks out, so I suppose it’s also an insurance policy for her safety.

Oh, that reminds me. When we cleared the Wind Mountain Labyrinth, the topic of the treasure came up. When I showed her the Sword of the Sky Knight, her eyes absolutely sparkled.

Because of that, I promised to give it to her as a gift for her upcoming birthday.

The Sword of the Sky Knight is a Legendary Grade weapon, but since I don’t have the [Knight] Divine Protection, it’s useless to me. Even if I were to somehow acquire the [Knight] protection later, I already have the Divine Protection of the Wind God, so I have no need for the [Wind Magic] skill the sword provides. It's much more meaningful for Ana to use it.

Last year, the walls of our respective social statuses prevented me from even offering her a proper celebration. I’m already looking forward to her birthday after the Cultural Festival.

On a different note, Ana stubbornly refused to take off the Ring of Substitution I gave her or the Fairy Hairpin she received from the Elf Queen. While the ring sparked plenty of rumors, Ana never revealed who gave it to her, deftly dodging inquiries with the practiced smile of a high-born lady.

Though, it seemed Margaret and Isabella were both fully aware of the truth.

The Fairy Hairpin, however, wasn't so easy to hide.

Since there had been a CG still of the item in the game, Amy knew exactly what it looked like. Consequently, the moment Amy realized the Fairy Hairpin was nestled in Ana’s hair, she flew into a predictable rage and caused a scene.

"Hey! Why are you wearing the hairpin that was supposed to be mine?! Give it back!"

Amy accosted Ana on the very day of the second term’s opening ceremony.

"What on earth are you talking about?" Ana replied, naturally refusing her. "This is a precious treasure bestowed upon me by a certain noble individual. It is not yours, and I will not part with it regardless of who asks."

One would think it was obvious that Amy’s claim was nonsensical, but the Crown Prince accepted her words without a hint of doubt and turned to command Ana.

"What are you saying? That hairpin exists for Amy's sake. Stop this nonsense and return the hairpin to her at once."

I had hoped the Prince might have recovered some of his senses by now, but looking at him, I realized he might be a lost cause.

"Your Highness," Ana said, "do you truly understand the implications of what you are saying?"

"Of course I do! Now give it back!"

Ana flinched at his sheer irrationality. Seizing that moment of hesitation, Leonard reached out to snatch the hairpin away by force.

In that instant, a blinding light erupted from the hairpin. Leonard was sent flying, slammed hard against the wall of the auditorium just as the ceremony was breaking up.

Then, a chorus of countless voices echoed from Ana’s hairpin.

"Punishment for the one who would steal the proof from the Spirits' chosen."

"Punishment."

"Punishment."

"Punishment."

The voices layered over one another like a haunting round, growing louder and more numerous by the second.

"Who dares harm the Beloved Child of the Spirits?"

"Who?"

"Who?"

"Who?"

The auditorium descended into instant panic. Students scrambled over one another to flee the hall.

Amy collapsed onto the floor, staring at Ana with a look of pure terror. The Prince and his entourage simply stood there in a daze, their minds unable to process what they were seeing.

I stepped forward to shield Ana.

"Your Highness, there is no mistake that this hairpin was granted to Lady Anastasia by a person of high standing. And as you can see, anyone who tries to take it by force will be punished. Do you still insist that it belongs to Lady Amy?"

"Guh... But..."

Looking at his face, he seemed to realize he was being tyrannical. If he knew that, then why the hell was he doing it?

Meanwhile, Amy glared at me with a look of such concentrated malice she might as well have been trying to curse me to death.

"I-It’s him! He’s the one! He’s the one who made everything go wrong! I’m supposed to be the Saint! If I’m not, this country is finished!"

Amy didn't look sane to me anymore. According to Melissa, she had been taken out by a single blow from a common Wyvern in the Valley of the Flying Dragons. I honestly thought it would be best for everyone if she were removed from this environment as soon as possible.

"Hey! Say something!" Amy shrieked at us, completely unaware of how pathetic she looked.

I finally reached my limit. I opened my mouth and let out the words I probably should have kept to myself.

"Lady Amy, no matter what you say, that hairpin belongs to Lady Anastasia. Please, wake up. I don't know what kind of dream you're having, but this is reality. Look at the people living right in front of you. There is no such thing as a 'Heroine' in this world. Lady Anastasia, the Prince, Marcus, Oscar, Leonard... even you. None of you are characters moving according to a scenario. You are all human beings, and there are countless other people whose lives depend on your actions."

This isn't a game world, and you aren't the only one acting with meta-knowledge.

If you have any common sense left as a former Japanese person, you should be able to understand that much.

Amy seemed to catch the true meaning behind my words. Her eyes widened, and then her head slumped forward. Without another word, she slowly walked out of the auditorium.

At the time, I believed this would be the end of Amy’s meddling. I genuinely thought she would reflect on her behavior.

However, I would later come to realize that such a thought was merely wishful thinking. I would come to realize it all too well.
Chapter 61: Townsman A Falls for a Scheme

Amy and the Crown Prince’s entourage approached while we were in the middle of lunch with Ana and the others in the cafeteria.

“Anastasia Kleiner von Ramslett. You will fulfill your responsibilities as a noble, won't you?”

With those words, the Crown Prince handed Ana a written order bearing the stamp of the Imperial Seal.

The document read as follows:

Anastasia Kleiner von Ramslett is hereby ordered to be wed to Gunter Werner, Commander of the Est Empire Magic Division.

Ana’s eyes went wide as she read the contents.

“Wh—! Your Highness, I cannot accept an order like this!”

Ana protested, as any sane person would, but the Crown Prince remained utterly nonchalant. In fact, he wore a dark, triumphant smirk.

“As the Imperial Seal has been applied, this is a Royal Command. Refuse, and both you and House Ramslett will be branded as traitors.”

“Ugh...”

Beside him, Amy watched us with a look of pure, smug satisfaction. 

Has this girl lost it? Has she reached the point where she doesn't care about the consequences anymore, as long as she can ruin us?

“Take Lady Anastasia to the Royal Palace,” the Prince commanded.

“Understood. My Lady, if you would follow us.”

“Wait!” 

I shoved my way between Ana and the knights to block their path.

“Lady Ana!” Margaret cried out, glaring at the Crown Prince. Isabella stood by, trembling and looking lost.

“Calm down, Allen,” Ana said. “I don't believe for a second that Father approved of this. Go to him and tell him what's happened. Margaret, Isabella—make sure everyone knows what took place here today.”

“Ugh… Y-yes, understood!”

I took the written order from Ana and stepped back. Immediately, she was surrounded by the Crown Prince’s knights.

As they began to move, Amy leaned in close to me and whispered in a low voice.

“Too bad for you, right? This is what happens when you overstep your bounds, even though you aren't even a mob character. The Villainess is destined to be violated until she breaks, and then turned into a weapon. Didn't you know?”

Blood rushed to my head. My hand went to my sword instinctively, but Ana’s voice cut through my rage.

“Allen, I’ll be fine. Trust me.”

“Tch...”

I was forced to stand there, powerless, watching the knights surround Ana and usher her into a carriage.



I headed straight for the Duke’s Royal Capital Residence at a breakneck pace.

“Oh? Mr. Allen?”

“It’s an emergency! Take me to the Duke, now! It’s Lady Anastasia!”

“The young lady?!”

I chafed at the seconds lost dealing with the gatekeeper, but I was granted an audience with the Duke almost immediately.

“What is it? What happened?”

“So you really didn't know! Lady Ana... the Crown Prince presented a command stamped with the Imperial Seal. He’s ordered her to marry the Commander of the Est Empire Magic Division! His knights have already taken her away!”

“What?! I have no memory of agreeing to such a thing!”

I threw the order down on the table for the Duke and stood up to leave.

“I’m going to go scatter those knights and bring Ana back right now.”

“Wait!” the Duke shouted, stopping me in my tracks. “This Imperial Seal is the real thing. Besides, the fact that you’re here means Ana told you to come to me, didn't she? I understand how you feel, but stay calm. Even if she was taken in a Royal Family carriage, they'll be heading for the Palace first. It’s impossible to transport her to the Empire immediately without any preparation.”

I glared at the Duke, resenting him for refusing to let me go.

“First, I will verify this order with His Majesty. It won't be too late to act once I have the facts. Even if she’s left the city, we can bring her back as long as we lock down the borders.”

“...”

“Stay here. Is that understood?”

“...”

Leaving me with those orders, the Duke hurried off to his own carriage in a panic.



It was several hours before the Duke returned.

The report was grim. King Vuitol had flatly denied issuing the order, claiming to know nothing about it. The Crown Prince had refused to testify, feigning innocence and claiming he had done nothing untoward. However, half the student body had witnessed him handing the order to Ana.

On the other hand, it turned out that an official overture regarding Ana had indeed been made by the Empire. It had apparently been at the stage where the Palace was just about to consult the Duke on the matter.

In short: the Crown Prince had forged a Royal Command.

Furthermore, the carriage Ana had been tricked into boarding hadn't gone to the Palace at all. It had headed straight out of the East Gate. According to the gatekeeper, the carriage had accelerated to a dangerous speed the moment it cleared the gate, which was the only reason he remembered it.

“That piece of shit!”

“Wait! Allen!”

“You’re too slow!” I barked at the Duke, my temper finally snapping. “What kind of father puts bureaucracy over his daughter’s safety?!”

Blinded by rage, I hurled the abuse at the Duke and bolted out of the residence. I heard him calling after me, but I ignored him. 

If anything happened to Ana, I would never be able to live with myself.

I cleared the city gates and immediately launched Vuitol.

I didn't give a damn if I exposed the craft's existence anymore. I pushed the engine to the limit, flying at a dangerously low altitude right above the highway. Compared to Ana’s safety, everything else was a triviality.

Gliding at several times the speed of any horse-drawn carriage, I overtook traveler after traveler. It took less than an hour to catch up to the carriage from the school.

I set Vuitol down several kilometers ahead of its path and geared up to intercept it. 

These bastards had kidnapped a Duke’s daughter using a forged document. Legally, that made them no better than bandits. If I killed them all here, no court would convict me.

I waited in the brush until the carriage drew near, then I squeezed the trigger.

The coachman dropped with a single shot. The knights guarding the carriage were thrown into chaos as the horses, startled by the report, began to thrash. Before they could even locate me, I systematically pumped bullets into the guards one by one.

Once the resistance was neutralized, I rushed forward and tore open the carriage door.

It was empty.

No matter how much I searched the interior, the woman I loved wasn't there.

That was when it finally hit me: I’d fallen for a decoy.
Chapter 62: Townsperson A Receives Word of War

After falling for the decoy and losing track of Ana, I made my way back to the Royal Capital, dragging the surviving knights who’d been guarding the carriage with me.

Maybe it was the rigid armor they wore, but the bullets hadn't fully penetrated or had simply hit non-vital areas. About half of them were still breathing.

I’d killed my fair share of bandits back when I took that subjugation quest to rank up to C-rank. I’d even cut them down with a sword instead of a gun. Killing wasn't new to me. So, this wasn't exactly my first time getting blood on my hands, and I didn't see any problem with killing the bastards who’d kidnapped a duke’s daughter.

As it turned out, the man who had actually taken Ana was among the survivors. He was a soldier dispatched from the Est Empire.

A low-level grunt, apparently. He spilled everything the moment the interrogators got a hold of him. The rest of the knights were Est imperial soldiers as well. They’d even set it up so that if I hadn't intervened, bandits would have "attacked" the carriage and everyone would have vanished without a trace.

Of course, the Crown Prince played the "I know nothing" card, feigning total ignorance. But there’s no doubt he was the one who pulled the strings. Thanks to the testimony from the anti-Crown Prince Faction at the Academy, it was officially established that the Crown Prince had been accompanied by this soldier and that he had ordered Ana into that carriage.

However, the official ruling was that His Highness had no idea the man was an imperial soldier.

To my utter shock, even the forged royal command was hand-waved away. They pushed some nonsensical logic that it was merely a "provisional document" and settled on a light sentence of house arrest. Since he’s still allowed to attend classes at the Academy, he basically got off scot-free.

Essentially, the excuse was this: the Crown Prince ordered Anastasia to the palace, but enemy agents infiltrated the escort, resulting in her accidental kidnapping. Therefore, both the Crown Prince and Anastasia were "victims."

If they play fast and loose like this, the Great Seal won't be worth the wax it's stamped in. I have to wonder what the King is thinking.

Like father, like son, I suppose.

As for my own actions, I was cleared of all charges since I’d technically stopped foreign soldiers from abducting a high-ranking noble on domestic soil. I knew The Duke had pulled some strings behind the scenes to make that happen. I expressed my deepest thanks to him and apologized for my earlier outburst; he was generous enough to grant me a pardon.

The Duke, however, wasn't taking this lying down. He launched a formal protest against the Royal Family, demanding the Crown Prince be disinherited. He declared that until Ana was returned safely, he wouldn't lift a finger to help the crown. He told me he intends to leave the Royal Capital shortly.

That might be the highest level of protest a noble can make. No, rather than a protest, this feels more like...

Regardless, the Kingdom responded by tightening border inspections. The search for Ana continues, but her whereabouts remain a complete mystery.

Looking back, I realize how arrogant I’d become.

Because I was able to destroy the Scenario exactly according to my eight-year plan; because Amy and her cronies hadn't meddled with us for over six months; and above all, because I’d actually won Ana’s love.

In the midst of that accomplishment and fulfillment, I’d completely forgotten that this was a castle built on sand, perched on a razor-thin balance. Just because I’d hoarded every item and event from the game, just because I’d crushed every possibility of Amy becoming a Saint... none of that guaranteed this country would be safe!

Claiming there was nothing I could do in this situation was just a pathetic excuse. I should have looked for what I could do. I should have been moving to reduce the possibility of the capital being overrun, even by a fraction of a percent!

It’s my fault for procrastinating on the things that actually mattered—the things I really should have been thinking about.

Dammit! Dammit all!

I should have taken Ana to her father’s house by force that day. If I had, none of this would have happened! But because I was an idiot, she’s gone. If only I hadn't said those things to Amy! If only I’d told Ana to keep the Fairy Hairpin hidden! If only I’d been more careful about the Crown Prince's movements from the start!

But it’s all too late. I have no idea how they smuggled her out. With zero clues, searching blindly is useless. If that’s the case, the next thing I have to do is...!



On the other side of the border, the Est Empire declared war on the Sentlaren Kingdom that same day, launching an invasion across the provisional eastern border. Their pretext was that their soldiers had been "harmed" and that their "trust was betrayed" when their peaceful proposal for a political marriage to Ana was met with violence within the Sentlaren Kingdom.

However, considering the declaration of war arrived the moment Ana was kidnapped, and they began the invasion the second the document was delivered, it was undoubtedly a meticulously prepared operation.

To make matters worse, the Westadale Kingdom to the west quickly declared a policy of non-interference. While Westadale and Sentlaren are allied against the United Kingdom of Northorne, they have no such treaty regarding the Est Empire or the Zaus Kingdom. Usually, they would support us with supplies during conflicts, but this time, we could expect nothing.

On the morning after the international stage shifted so violently, the students of the Higher Academy were gathered in the auditorium.

Personally, I didn't want to be anywhere near the place, but The Duke had persuaded me to stay. I couldn't afford to go rogue and run wild anymore.

Amy approached me, her voice dripping with exaggerated mockery.

"That's too bad, isn't it? The bridal carriage of your precious Lady Anastasia being attacked by ruffians? And after this, she’ll be cruelly raped and sold off. Oh, the poor thing."

"How do you know that?"

I glared at her with enough intensity to kill, but she didn't even flinch.

"Isn't it obvious? She’s the Villainess. She gets dumped by her fiancé, gets raped and sold, then falls and becomes a Dark Knight to come back for revenge. Then we defeat her for the happy ending. That’s how it’s decided. Right? You know it too, don't you? After you spent so much time getting in my way."

"...You scum."

"Hehe. The howling of a loser sounds so sweet. You aren't even a mob character. You're just a foreign object that doesn't belong in this world, so why don't you hurry up and exit the stage?"

I had no comeback. This disaster was the result of my own foolishness. 

But not yet. It’s too early to give up. It hasn't been confirmed that Ana is dead.

As I struggled with my thoughts, the Headmaster took the stage alongside a knight.

"I have sad news today. As some of you may know, the Est Empire has once again launched a unilateral war of aggression against our Sentlaren Kingdom. War is a tragedy. Those sacrificed are always the weak and innocent, and this must be a heavy burden for you, the future leaders of our people. However..."

The Headmaster was long-winded as usual. 

But in the game, a knight never stood with him, and the invasion only happened after the internal strife. Back then, the Villainess—driven to despair and darkness—would take advantage of the chaos to lead the enemy's charge. It was a blitzkrieg made possible only by her intimate knowledge of Sentlaren’s defenses.

I couldn't imagine Ana betraying us like the Villainess in the game. Her family is still alive. I'm still here. Margaret and Isabella are here. No matter how much that shitty prince framed her, she wouldn't help an invasion.

Right as I was following that train of thought, a voice cut through the air.

"That's just... too much! Why can't everyone just get along? I'm sure if we just talked, we could understand each other!"

Amy shouted the lines, ripping them straight from the game and interrupting the Headmaster's speech. 

Wait, were the lines really that cringy? I thought they were at least a little better, but my memory is getting fuzzy.

Amy had tears welling in her eyes, her face set in a "tragic heroine" mask. Taken at face value, she certainly looked the part; the Crown Prince and Leo were already nodding along in earnest.

However, the Headmaster simply cleared his throat and addressed her with an admonishing tone.

"Yes. Dialogue is important, but only if the other party is actually willing to talk. Furthermore, I do not permit speaking out of turn. Is that clear?"

"Eh?"

Amy looked genuinely shocked, but I didn't care. She’d clearly been aiming for a specific scene from the game—one where the Crown Prince and his circle take the stage to preach love and peace while the students cheer.

But the Scenario was broken a long time ago. The Crown Prince's social standing is far weaker now than it was in the game. The opposition is larger, and everyone knows the war started because he messed up. There was no way the scene would play out like the game.

This wasn't something that could be fixed with "game logic." The Est Empire wanted our land, and the idiot prince gave them the perfect excuse to launch a pre-planned invasion. That was the reality of it.

"Now then, as you can gather, our country is transitioning to a wartime footing. The Academy will be closed until next spring. Please prepare to return to your families."

"Wait, what? What do you mean?" Amy tried to protest again despite the warning, but the Headmaster ignored her.

"Furthermore, I have an announcement regarding student mobilization. The Knight Order Leader has joined us today from the palace. Sir, if you would."

The Headmaster stepped back, passing the baton to the Knight Order Leader.
Chapter 63: Townsman A Volunteers for the Front

"I am Otto von Jukes, Captain of the Knight Order! The Order is looking for brave young souls to defend our homeland from the Est Empire’s unilateral, unlawful, and barbaric invasion! If you are prepared to stand up for your country, raise your hand!"

I was the first one to raise mine. My heart was heavy with worry for Ana, and I wanted nothing more than to rush out and find her this very second, but without a single clue, a blind search would be a fool’s errand. I had to do what was within my power right now.

I had already discussed this plan with The Duke. Besides, heading to the front lines to prevent the destruction of the Royal Capital wasn't a bad opening move.

More importantly, if she really has been taken to the Est Empire like in the game... if they’re planning to turn Ana into a weapon...

I have to be the one to stop them!

"I see. You're Allen, the scholarship student. Are there no others?"

The students flinched at the Captain's booming voice echoing from the stage. Then, I began to hear their pathetic whispering.

"Isn't it, like, really bad if a commoner goes and we nobles don't?"

"But look, the Crown Prince isn't volunteering. If he's staying, shouldn't we be fine too?"

"Good point."

"I-I’m not cut out for fighting..."

Despite the cowardly chatter, hands started going up here and there. Ultimately, about a third of the student body volunteered. However, the Crown Prince and his cronies never raised their hands.

What good is a royal family? What purpose do these nobles serve?

And Leonard... even you?



The volunteers were taken straight to the Royal Palace and issued military uniforms. We were classified as apprentices, meaning our duties would mostly consist of rear-line support—transporting supplies, handling paperwork, and assisting at medical stations.

That wasn't going to work for me.

Once we had changed into our new uniforms, we were ushered into the presence of the King.

"You have done well to answer the call, brave students. To crush the ambitions of the villainous and atrocious Est Empire..."

I knelt in silence, letting the King’s long-winded, "gracious" speech go in one ear and out the other.

"I wish you all the best of luck."

"""Yes, Your Majesty!"""

I couldn't tell if the others were actually moved by his platitudes, but I raised my hand and requested permission to speak. I couldn't allow myself to be buried in the standard chain of command. There was one demand I absolutely had to force him to accept.

"Hm? Very well. Speak."

"Thank you, Your Majesty. I am Allen, an adventurer under the protection of House Ramslett."

"Mm? Ah, you’re that commoner he mentioned. I heard that fellow wouldn't be cooperating this time. Is your presence here a sign that Duke Ramslett intends to unite with us in the face of this national crisis?"

"No, Sire. However, The Duke does have the country's best interests at heart. His withdrawal to his southern territories is part of his intent to support the Sentlaren Kingdom and the Royal Family from afar."

"Is that so? Then what is it you wish to say?"

"Yes, Sire. I have a request—one I must reiterate. I ask that you secure the safety of Lady Anastasia of House Ramslett as quickly as possible. Furthermore, I ask for the appropriate punishment to be dealt to those involved in the theft or forgery of the Royal Seal."

"What did you say?"

A mask of rage twisted the King’s features.

I see. So he does have a guilty conscience.

Seeing his reaction confirmed it for me. This man was the root of all this evil. The fact that he’d lose his temper and let it show on his face over something like this told me everything I needed to know.

I’d suspected as much from my conversations with The Duke and Sebas, but there was no longer any doubt: the King was a total dullard. I didn't know his reasons, but he was clearly shielding and spoiling the Crown Prince despite the magnitude of the boy's crimes.

Because of that indulgence, that idiot prince would stay an idiot forever, and the sycophants around him would follow suit, assuming that being a fool was perfectly acceptable.

"Forgive my rudeness, Sire. However, I intend to take full responsibility for my words by fighting alone on the front lines. I ask that you issue your orders accordingly."

"What?"

Confusion replaced the King’s anger. It was only natural; he thought I’d come here to pick a fight, only for me to immediately volunteer for a suicide mission.

"However, should I brilliantly defeat the Imperial Army, I wish to be granted a suitable reward."

The King let out a smirk and made his declaration.

"Fine. So be it, Allen of Ramslett. Go to the front lines alone and scatter the Imperial soldiers to your heart's content. You are forbidden from returning to the Royal Capital until then. But, should your actions bring victory to our Sentlaren Kingdom, your reward shall be whatever you desire. Gold, treasures, a peerage, women—name it, and it shall be yours."

It went exactly as The Duke had predicted. If I played my cards this way, a man like the King would happily agree to such a preposterous arrangement.

"I am deeply grateful, Your Majesty. On which battlefield should I deliver this victory?"

"Capture Fortress City Cardacia and retake the Bulzeni Region. Succeed, and the war is won."

"Understood. I accept the mission."

I offered my thanks and made my exit from the buzzing audience chamber, holding a written order personally signed and sealed by the King.

I could hear the nobles whispering behind my back, calling me a fool or Duke Ramslett’s lapdog, but I didn't care. I’d cleared this with The Duke beforehand; nothing I did here would put him at a disadvantage.

Moreover, I’d extracted a perfect, hundred-point answer from that moronic King. This was more than enough.

The situation with Ana was the only thing I hadn't foreseen, but I had been preparing for the outbreak of war for a long time.

It was time to show the Est Empire exactly what I was capable of.
Side Story: Amy (7)

Ahaha! Things were going so well I couldn’t stop laughing.

That’s right. Selling the Villainess off to the Est Empire was exactly how things were supposed to be.

Still, she really pissed me off. How dare she take my Fairy Hairpin for herself like that!

And then there was that gloomy loner. I never would’ve guessed he was a reincarnator like me. That explained everything—it was his fault the Scroll of Appraisal hadn't been there, and that was why he’d been doing something as barbaric as being an adventurer.

He’d cheated and completely wrecked the Scenario!

Honestly, he made me so sick!

Well, I suppose this was just what happened when I actually put in a little effort.

And the way that gloomy guy got all hot and bothered over a Villainess like her? It was revolting. I bet girls called him a creep in his past life, too. He was probably a total virgin.

Honestly, there was nothing more pathetic than a guy who played otome games. He probably spent his life as a bitter virgin, licking his screen every time a pretty-faced Villainess appeared.

Ugh, gross. Just imagining it gave me goosebumps.

Fufu, but too bad for him. By now, his precious Lady Anastasia is likely "serving" a group of low-life men. Forcefully.

And then, driven to despair, the Villainess would return as the final boss.

Ah, sweet revenge. Serves her right! Serves her right!

It really was refreshing.

Still, the fact that the Est Empire actually reached out to demand the Villainess proved that the game’s narrative force was still at work. They’d even said anything was fine as long as her body was intact.

What did the Est Empire think women were, anyway?

Well, it was just the Villainess this time, so I didn’t really care. If they did that to other girls, it’d be a total turn-off, but I was the Heroine. That sort of thing would never happen to me.

Fufu, I wonder what flavor of tea I should have today?

＊＊＊＊

Wait... what? What was happening? Why was the Est Empire attacking so soon?

The Cultural Festival wasn't even over yet! The rebellion event shouldn't have happened yet either!

Even so, why?!

And the Start of War Report Event had already begun!

Oh, but it's not like we're actually going, so I guess it's okay?

While I was processing that, I spotted that gloomy loner standing there with a sour look on his face.

Perfect. I needed someone to vent my frustrations on.

"Isn't it a shame?" I mocked. "The bridal carriage carrying your precious Lady Anastasia is going to be attacked by thugs, you know? She’s going to be brutally raped and then sold off. Oh, the poor thing."

"How could you possibly know that?" 

He glared at me with incredible intensity. God, it felt great.

"Isn't it obvious? She’s the Villainess. She gets dumped by her fiancé, raped, and sold, then she falls from grace to become a Dark Knight and returns for her revenge. Then we defeat her for the happy ending. That’s how it’s decided. You know that too, don't you? After all the work you put into getting in my way."

"……Scum."

"Ahahaha! The howling of a loser feels so good. You aren't even a mob character. A foreign object that isn't even part of the cast should hurry up and exit the stage, okay?"

Ahaha. He went silent.

How pathetic.

Serves him right!

Then the Academy Principal's long, long speech began. Nobody was actually listening to that anyway!

Oh, is it about time? I'll just drop a Heroine line and end this quickly.

"This is just too much!" I cried, putting my all into the performance as tears welled up in my eyes. "Why can't everyone just get along? If we just talked to each other, I'm sure we could understand one another!"

Lord Karl and Leo both nodded, looking deeply moved. Marcus and Oscar didn't nod, but they were staring at me with serious expressions.

Fufu, I'm sure those two are already trying to figure out what to do for me. Perfect. As expected of me.

"Yes. While dialogue is important, that is limited to cases where the opponent has the intention to respond. Furthermore, I will not allow unauthorized remarks from the floor. Is that clear?"

"Eh?"

W-What was going on?! The Principal's job here was to flinch and back down! 

Don't tell me this guy is a reincarnator too?

Besides, why weren't Lord Karl and the others getting up on the stage to give their own speeches!

"Now then, as you can probably gather from what I have said, our country is entering a wartime footing. For the time being, the academy will be closed until next spring. Everyone, please begin your preparations to return to your family homes."

"Wait, what do you mean?"

School was closing? Then what about the remaining events? Wartime footing?

My mind went completely blank; I couldn't keep up with the situation at all. Lord Karl and the others tried to comfort me, thinking I was just shocked by the news of the war, but it wasn't that.

Oh, speaking of which, I heard that gloomy guy had volunteered for the military.

Well, I’d already disposed of the Villainess, and seeing his miserable face today had satisfied me, so I didn't care anymore.

Just hurry up and die. You aren't a game character, anyway.

That was right. He wasn't a character or anything. 

Someone who wasn't even a mob character deserved to die quietly somewhere outside the story.
Chapter 64: Townsperson A Asks for Help

I returned to my parents' house still dressed in my military uniform to explain the situation. This was the first time I’d actually told my mother about my relationship with Ana, but her response was entirely unexpected.

"I already knew. It happened around the start of summer vacation, didn't it? Your whole vibe changed—you seemed more grown-up, or perhaps just softer. To be honest, I don't want you going off to war, Allen, but the girl you fell for happens to be a Duke’s daughter. I suppose it can't be helped."

My mother wore a complex expression, a mixture of loneliness and pride.

"Don't worry about me. Just do your best so you can bring Lady Anastasia home. Do you understand? You have to keep your priorities straight. Never get the order of importance mixed up, okay?"

With those words, she sent me on my way.

Don’t get the order wrong. The advice pierced me to the core.

I really can't win against my mother.

But that was exactly why I couldn't bring myself to say it—that the very same Ana had been kidnapped and was currently missing.



Next, I made my way to the Valley of the Flying Dragons.

"Oh? Allen, you're back again," Melissa greeted me. "What’s happened? And where is that girl, your mate, today?"

"Actually..."

I explained the turn of events to Melissa and Jerome.

"What?! That’s unforgivable!" Melissa hissed. "Fine, then I'll just kill this 'Crown Prince' person, right?"

"N-n-n-no, Melissa! We have to kill e-everyone in that place called Auto!" Jerome stammered.

"No, that is absolutely not it."

I felt a slight, dark tug of temptation at the suggestion to "Crown Prince" the guy, but I had to stay focused.

"My family lives in the Royal Capital, so that's a no-go. Besides, if you attack the capital or the prince, there'll be a bounty on your heads. I’d have to fight you myself, and I don't want that. I just want you to find Ana."

"Is that all? Well, I’m not particularly inclined to fight you either," Melissa said, calming down. "So, we just need to find your mate?"

"Yeah. Please. I’m heading off to the front lines now."

Melissa looked at me with genuine exasperation. "Honestly. Normally, wouldn't a person ask to borrow our strength for a war?"

"T-t-t-that’s what makes Allen so g-good!" Jerome added.

"War is for us stupid humans to settle among ourselves."

The self-deprecating comment slipped out naturally, leaving Melissa and Jerome staring at me with puzzled looks.

"Fine. Leave your mate to us. I know her scent well enough. Come, Jerry, let's go!"

"Y-y-y-yeah! Allen, leave it to us! You can rest easy, knowing you're on a s-s-sinking mud boat!"

"Uh... yeah. Right."

What a cliché, I thought. Should I have pointed out that the idiom is supposed to be a "sturdy big ship"?

Before I could decide, Melissa and Jerome took to the sky to fulfill their promise, vanishing into the blue in an instant.



From there, I traveled at full speed to Bruseni. The area was a basin surrounded by mountains on all sides. Despite being a basin, it was vast and fertile, fed by a lake and several winding rivers.

The Sentlaren Kingdom and the Est Empire had been squabbling over this rich land for ages. Before the war broke out, they’d split it down the middle. However, the Est Empire had prepared meticulously, while our kingdom had been caught flat-footed, unable to react to the sudden declaration of war.

One might wonder what the border guards were doing, but honestly, it’s cruel to blame the rank-and-file for this mess.

The enemy had spent a long time preparing—stockpiling provisions, upgrading weapons, and bolstering their numbers—before ever declaring war. Meanwhile, I’d heard from Sebastian that the border units had sent countless warnings and requests for reinforcements to the top brass.

Despite that, the leadership in the Royal Capital did nothing but issue "stern warnings" to the Empire. They didn't permit troop increases or even equipment refreshments.

Essentially, they chose the "adult" response: don't be provoked by petty taunts, ignore the aggression, and resolve everything through proper dialogue.

It felt depressingly similar to the mindset of modern Japan in my previous life. History is littered with examples where that kind of "mature" response does nothing but invite invasion.

Furthermore, war is just another tool of diplomacy. If talking benefits your country's interests, you talk. If fighting benefits those interests, you fight. That’s all there is to it. To operate on the fundamental assumption that you won't be attacked in the first place is a catastrophic failure of logic.

Wait. When I think about it that way, I’m starting to wonder why I’m even bothering with this country.

Well, whatever. For now, I’ll focus everything on making sure I can go get Ana. That means ending this war with a victory and preventing the capital from being wiped out.

Landing near a fort flying the Sentlaren flag, I approached the gates, pulling Vuitol along with a rope.

"The crest of House Ramslett? Who goes there!" the sentry shouted, stopping me.

"I’m Allen. A B-rank adventurer under the protection of House Ramslett," I barked, intentionally using a rougher tone to ensure they didn't look down on me. "By royal decree, I’ve been ordered to drive the Imperial Army out of Bruseni."

I shoved the written order in his face. It contained every demand I’d squeezed out of the King, stamped clearly with the Royal Seal.

"T-this is His Majesty’s seal! Then... House Ramslett hasn't abandoned Sentlaren after all!"

"If the Ramsletts are fighting for us, there’s hope!"

I wasn't actually there on the Duke’s orders, but the relief that swept through them at the mention of his name was palpable. 

It made sense. The Ramslett Ducal Territory was the nation's largest producer of wheat and held massive sway over its distribution. If the Duke turned his back on the crown, food would become a luxury. While the big shots in the capital could afford high prices, the commoners and the soldiers on the fringes would be the first to starve.

Thinking back, that might be why the capital fell so easily in the game.

What if those idiots in the government executed the Ramslett family to seize their assets, only to trigger a logistical nightmare that left the army without food? 

It was a surprisingly plausible explanation.

Well, it didn't matter now.

"Now then, I’m going to start things off with a bang to boost morale. Tell me which position you want me to take down first."

The sentry’s face simply twitched in response.
Chapter 65: Townsman A Overruns the Empire Soldiers

“Well then, I’m heading out!”

I gave a salute to the fort’s garrison commander, who was watching me with a look of utter bewilderment, and taxied the Vytol Custom forward. I didn't opt for a vertical takeoff this time; instead, I used the runway I’d just cleared for a standard departure.

I bet he’s back there shouting, “What?! It—it actually flew?!” 

From the corner of my eye, I could see the commander and several of his soldiers collapsing in shock as I took to the skies.

To give some background, the Vytol Custom was the result of the steady, incremental improvements I’d made to the original Vuitol in anticipation of this war.

For starters, the airframe was now a good one—no, two sizes larger than the original. While the pilot still operated it from a prone position, the cockpit was now enclosed by a removable polycarbonate shield covering the front and parts of the sides. This helped with aerodynamics while simultaneously protecting me from the biting chill of the wind. The increased size also meant more cargo space.

Furthermore, I’d modified it into a two-seater with Ana in mind. Once I’ve rescued her, I definitely want us to enjoy a flight together again.

But the real highlight was the modification that allowed it to function as a bomber. I figured it would be best to explain that as I put it into practice.

Currently, I was cruising at a low altitude of about two hundred meters. Usually, I flew at an estimated height of a thousand meters, but I chose this lower altitude so I could use my binoculars to visually confirm whether the soldiers below were friend or foe.

By the way, I’d made the binoculars myself as well. I wasn't an expert, so I couldn’t manage anything high-performance, but the basic mechanism was simple enough that they turned out decent. 

They were a bit clunky, though.

As I continued my reconnaissance flight, I spotted an enemy unit up ahead. There were fifty—no, maybe closer to a hundred men. I wasn't familiar with the Est Empire’s specific military structure, but it looked to be about the size of a company.

Whatever they were, they’d be my first targets. This was war; there was no time for hesitation.

I shifted into a glide and performed a Transmutation, switching the Vytol Custom into bombing mode. Dropping the payload required a bit of focus, and I didn’t want to waste a drop of magical power.

Once I was nearly directly above the unit, I commenced the run. The enemy didn't show any sign of noticing me.

A series of round, transparent spheres were produced from the belly of the Vytol Custom’s fuselage, dropping away one after another. These spheres didn't contain a single grain of gunpowder, but they were legitimate bombs nonetheless—and they packed a pretty nasty punch.

The shells were made of ice, but they were hollow. Inside, I’d packed appropriately sharp pebbles, glass shards, and metal fragments, all held under the pressure of compressed air.

I’d engraved magic circles onto the spheres, reinforced specifically to prevent them from bursting outward due to the internal pressure. I hadn't actually measured the PSI, but it’s safe to say it was incredibly high.

When these bombs hit the ground, the impact shattered the ice—which had zero reinforcement against external force. Once the ice broke, the magic circle lost its effect, and the internal pressure released all at once. The result was a violent blast and a shockwave that scattered the sharp, hard fragments in every direction. Essentially, it was a "pseudo-bomb" that required neither gunpowder nor a fuse.

Even without the shrapnel, the localized blast alone was enough to take down an Orc. However, by adding the fragments, I could damage Orc-level targets across a much wider area. It was the same logic as a fragmentation grenade: the goal was to put as many enemies as possible out of commission at once.

Of course, I didn't have access to advanced tech like specialized bombsights or precision guidance, so I had to rely entirely on freefall. I compensated for the lack of accuracy with volume, dropping them in mass quantities under the philosophy that if you throw enough at a target, something is bound to hit.

Initially, I’d considered making conventional bombs, but my lack of knowledge regarding fuses made that difficult, and the manufacturing costs were prohibitively high. This method solved every one of those problems.

The only materials required were low-value, small Magic Stones—like those from Horn Rabbits or Goblins—and whatever sharp junk I could find lying around. One might think there was nothing to work with up in the sky, but as long as there are clouds, there is water vapor. Unless I was in a desert, I’d never lack for water.

Furthermore, since I didn't have to carry them in "bomb" form, there was no risk of an accidental explosion. I’d brought along five small Magic Bags that I’d been steadily buying from the Lulu Store, all filled to the brim with raw materials. They’d been a painful expense, but desperate times called for desperate measures. 

As long as I had these materials, I never had to worry about running out of ammo. And, since I was staying at an altitude of two hundred meters, neither the Imperial magic nor their arrows could reach me.

While I was lost in thought, the bombs hit the ground.

A massive BOOM signaled the start. The dozens of bombs I’d released detonated in rapid succession, the roar of the explosions reaching my ears from behind. I banked the Vytol Custom, regaining a bit of lost altitude as I turned to inspect the results.

I checked the area where the dust clouds were billowing. Even through the binoculars, everything looked tiny and hard to distinguish, but I couldn't see anything moving. It looked like a total wipeout.

Oh? Wait. Looking closer at the edge of the blast zone, I saw a few figures moving, but they appeared heavily wounded. 

Even though I’m used to dealing with monsters and bandits, staring too long at the carnage I’ve caused feels like a one-way ticket to PTSD. Better to leave it at that. I’d neutralized the combat capability of an entire company; that was enough.

“Mission complete. Right, next.”

I psyched myself up and went in search of the next group of enemies. Whenever I found a unit, I rained bombs down upon them.

I spent the rest of the day in a cycle of searching and bombing. As the sun began to dip below the horizon, I brought the first day of combat to a close and returned to base.



“Allen, back from the mission.”

“A-Ah... Good work. I heard some incredible sounds echoing from the distance multiple times. What on earth was that?”

“That was me. As for today’s results: I wiped out four battalion-scale Imperial units, twelve company-scale ones, and nine platoon-scale ones.”

“Wha—? What did you say? How is that even possible?”

“I bombed them from the sky with magic. They didn't seem to have a clue what was happening, so the tactic should remain effective for a while longer.”

“I... I see.”

The garrison commander looked like he still couldn't wrap his head around what was happening, but that was all he managed to say.
Chapter 66: Townsman A Overruns the Forts

A week had passed since I joined the unit. As expected, my treatment improved once I started delivering such massive results.

To date, the list of Imperial units I’d driven to total destruction included ten battalions, thirty-one companies, and forty-seven platoons. If you included the even smaller squads, I’d lost count of how much work I’d put in.

For the record, "total destruction" in this context meant I’d rendered them combat-ineffective, not necessarily that I’d confirmed every single soldier was dead. In other words, survivors could theoretically crawl back to base, reorganize, and deploy again as a new unit.

But realistically, if a massive explosion suddenly erupted around you out of nowhere and you looked around to find your friends, superiors, and subordinates all turned into silent corpses... how many people would actually be able to stand on a battlefield again after that? If it were me, I’d be traumatized for a good long while. Even being told to return to the same location without some kind of countermeasure would be a nightmare.

And of course, since I’d achieved such spectacular results, I was now being asked to hit even tougher targets. So far, things were going smoothly.

"And so, Allen, I want you to support the capture of Fortress City Cardacia."

"Understood. Consider it done. What’s the plan?"

"Hey! You! What’s with that attitude?! You’re just a student here on mobilization! Mind your manners toward a superior officer!"

Well, it was inevitable that a guy like this would show up. And I got where he was coming from. I mean, you wouldn't exactly expect the garrison commander of some fort to be the head of the entire Bruzeni Regional Army. Still, it felt weird to switch back to polite speech at this point, so I just rolled with it.

"It does not matter," the commander said, waving him off. "Besides, Allen is a B-rank Adventurer. You saw those results yourself. Furthermore, Allen is a member of House Ramslett, dispatched by royal order. He is not under our command."

"But—"

"Enough, be quiet. Besides, I want to finish this before the weirdos arrive from the Royal Capital."

Apparently, "weirdos" referred to the high-ranking knights and generals from the capital who were supposedly on their way now that war had been declared.

"...That is certainly... I understand."

Dealing with some noble lord who’d only make things worse by ignoring every request would just be a nuisance.



"Right then, I’m off!"

I launched the Vytol Custom and flew in the designated direction until the massive silhouette of a fortress city came into view.

I see. The city was protected by triple walls and a water-filled moat. Each wall looked to be at least thirty meters high, and the moat was easily ten—no, maybe twenty meters wide. Furthermore, to the west of the city, three formidable forts stood in the way of the Centlaren Army.

Our forces were currently laying siege to one of them. However, they seemed to be struggling with the height of the walls; magic and arrows were keeping them from getting their battering rams and scaling ladders into position. Their struggle actually made my job easier, though—it meant I didn't have to worry about friendly fire.

Approaching from the sky as usual, I started dropping bombs. Every one of them landed inside the fort, though my aim was admittedly haphazard. Precision targeting against specific soldiers on the walls wasn't really an option.

It turned out my bombing operations up until today had been more effective than I'd realized. The enemy soldiers fell into an instant panic. Their counterattack lost all cohesion, and some even started fleeing in an "every man for himself" frenzy. While they were distracted, the battering ram reached the gate and the ladders hit the walls. Confident that the first fort would fall, I moved on to the next.

Since the friendly units hadn't reached the second fort yet, I took the liberty of carpet-bombing the place. I must have dropped two or three hundred bombs. Anyone caught outside was probably annihilated. These bombs were designed for shrapnel and blast waves, so they weren't going to punch holes in stone walls, but they definitely shattered every window in the place. The buildings themselves remained standing, just as I’d expected.

Then came the third fort. I wanted to try something different here. I Transmuted a new type of payload—one that drained a significant chunk of my mana. It was a stout glass container, which I sent plummeting toward the target.

It shattered against a building, splashing a colorless, transparent liquid that immediately ignited with a roar.

Bingo. A DIY incendiary.

I breathed a sigh of relief when it actually worked in the field. The liquid inside was essentially gasoline. I wasn't sure if it could actually power an engine, but it vaporized at room temperature and burned like a dream. Real gasoline is usually dyed pink or orange to make it identifiable, but my Transmuted version was perfectly clear. 

For the fuse, I used sodium and water extracted from salt. Since sodium ignites when it hits water, it acted as a trigger. Honestly, it was a total hack job that a professional chemist would probably laugh at. But I lacked the technical expertise and the time for proper R&D, so I just applied basic chemistry knowledge. 

My tests showed a high rate of duds, though. Honestly, it wasn't much better than dropping a lit torch and praying the flame didn't go out on the way down. The chemistry was finicky—it only ignited if the vaporized gas was right there when the sodium-water reaction occurred. There was definitely room for improvement. Personally, I’d prefer a more sophisticated mechanism, but...

Anyway, back to the battle.

The Imperial soldiers were understandably panicked by the sudden explosions and fire. As they rushed to put out the flames, I mercilessly rained more gasoline-bottles down on them. Once a fire is going, splashing more fuel on it turns the place into a literal hellscape. 

I kept at it until I ran out of glass material for the bottles. By the time I decided to head back, the fire was so intense that extinguishing it was a lost cause. Mission accomplished.

On my way home, I passed our ground troops. They’d already taken the first two forts and were marching toward the third—the one I’d just turned into a bonfire. They were raising their swords toward me as I flew over. 

Ah, I see. A salute. 

I banked the aircraft in a wide circle to return the gesture, then zipped back to base ahead of them.
Chapter 67: Townsperson A Overruns the Fortress City

The morning of the fifth day since the fort’s fall arrived. During the interim, I had spent my time systematically firebombing every Imperial fort and garrison in the vicinity, save for the Fortress City Cardacia itself. At this point, Kardachia was the last major stronghold of the Est Empire remaining in the Bulzeni Region.

As for the city, our Sentlaren Kingdom forces already had it completely surrounded.

However, because the city still held a large civilian population, we had issued a formal proclamation: an indiscriminate attack would commence in five days. We urged the civilians to evacuate during that window, intentionally leaving the siege lines open at the East Gate to facilitate their flight.

A significant number of people fled during the first two days, but the crowd had visibly thinned by the third. By yesterday, only a few families were seen trickling out.

Now, the fifth day had come. The morning of fate was here.

Up until now, I had been dealing exclusively with soldiers, but today I would be killing those who weren't. Of course, since my role was limited to aerial bombardment, the psychological impact would likely be less severe for me than for the men fighting the ground war.

Even so, firebombing an urban center—attacking a civilian population—still weighed heavily on my conscience.

But it was too late for second thoughts. I had already stained my hands with blood for the sake of my own ego. I was the one who chose this path.

I will take Ana back. And this time, I will protect her to the very end. To the current me, nothing in this world mattered more than that.

I boarded the Vytol Custom and ignited the Wind Magic Engine.

“I’m counting on you!” the Garrison Commander shouted.

I gave him a silent thumbs-up in return. The Vytol Custom roared, rapidly gaining speed before soaring into the vast, open sky.

Don’t think. Don’t think. They’re just the enemy. They chose to stay and fight instead of heading the warning.

I repeated the mantra to myself until I reached the airspace above Fortress City Cardacia.

Once in position, I began raining down glass bottles filled with gasoline onto the sturdy complex at the center of the city. This was the lord’s manor, the heart of Kardachia’s defense; it apparently functioned as the city hall and military barracks all at once.

The Imperial Army seemed to have realized that I was responsible for the recent string of aerial attacks. I could see soldiers pointing up at me from the high spires, desperately letting fly with arrows to try and bring me down.

Their efforts were utterly futile.

I was hovering at an altitude of roughly 200 meters. Magic has a range of only a few dozen meters, and even a longbow’s effective range is a hundred meters at best. Even if someone possessed an arrow capable of traveling 200 meters horizontally, they couldn’t possibly fire it 200 meters straight up against the unrelenting pull of gravity.

I’m no physicist, so I’ll leave the specifics to the experts, but it’s a simple fact: you cannot win a battle when there is such a staggering disparity in technology.

I recalled hearing stories of people in another world who tried to down stratospheric bombers with bamboo spears. It was a romanticized impossibility. When an opponent can unilaterally dump firepower from an "out-range" position where you can't even touch them, no commander—no matter how brilliant—can lead their troops to victory.

All they can do is surrender, retreat, or hunker down and pray during a siege.

I emptied my mind, dropping bottle after bottle. After several duds, one finally shattered and ignited, the impact triggering an explosion that sent flames roaring upward. The fire quickly spread, leaping to the unexploded gasoline from the previous drops.

After that, the conflagration grew of its own accord every time I dropped another bottle.

Once I confirmed that the heart of Kardachia was thoroughly engulfed in flames, I moved on to the barracks locations marked on my map and began dropping bombs.

I made a conscious effort not to look at the results.

I spent the rest of the sortie circling the city, dropping bombs on enemy squads moving through the streets. I didn't check to see if I hit my marks.

If I looked back, if I allowed myself to see the civilians dying below, I knew I wouldn't be able to keep going.

By the time I finished tearing the interior to pieces and numbing my own soul, the resistance was hollow. When our allied forces finally breached the gates and stormed the city, they met almost no organized opposition.

I saw the national flag of Sentlaren raised over the scorched plaza in front of the lord's manor and atop each of the city gates. Only then did I turn back toward the fort.



Two days later, I accompanied the Garrison Commander into the fully suppressed city. It had been half a century since the Sentlaren Kingdom last held Kardachia.

I heard that yesterday had seen some intense fighting against remnant soldiers and civilian insurgents who had resorted to guerrilla tactics. It had been a brutal urban skirmish with high casualties on both sides, but in the end, Sentlaren emerged victorious.

The remaining civilians, with a few exceptions, were formally deported. They were packed into carriages and sent back toward the Est Empire. The wounded prisoners were handed over as well, sent along with the civilian convoys.

It felt like a cold, harsh policy to drive out the residents, but I understood the pragmatism behind it; it was the only way to avoid a quagmire of endless terrorist attacks and urban unrest. Besides, I was told the Est Empire had done the exact same thing to the Sentlaren citizens when they first captured the city.

Consequently, the only people left in the Fortress City Cardacia were our troops, a handful of local civilians, and the healthy prisoners of war.

As for the prisoners, they were put to work. Forced labor. They were tasked with tilling the fields and repairing the buildings I had destroyed.

In this era and at this level of civilization, I suppose this was the norm. In fact, considering the original game's storyline involved the total massacre of the Royal Capital's population, this treatment was probably considered incredibly lenient.

For the first time in weeks, I was able to leave the cramped confines of the fort behind and sleep in a spacious room on a soft, feathered bed.

That night, the information I had been desperately seeking was finally delivered to me.
side. Anastasia (11)

The blood drained from my face the moment I saw the written order His Highness handed me. It bore the unmistakable, heavy imprint of the King’s Great Seal.

"Daughter of Duke Ramslett, Anastasia Kleiner von Ramslett, is hereby ordered to marry Gunter Werner, Magic Division Commander of the Est Empire."

I tried to protest, the words tumbling out in a frantic rush, but His Highness didn't even blink. He looked at me as if I were a nuisance already dealt with.

"With the Great Seal attached, this is a royal command," he said coldly. "Refuse, and both you and House Ramslett will be officially branded as traitors."

"Guh..."

But was such a thing even possible? No matter how much authority the Royal Family wielded, to order a ducal house—without any prior consultation—to marry a daughter off to a foreign nation, especially to a man whose social standing didn't even come close to mine... it was madness.

His Highness barked an order for me to be taken into custody. When Allen moved to protect me, I reflexively signaled for him to stop.

If Allen drew his blade now, he would be a rebel. No matter the status of a ducal house, openly revolting against an order backed by the Great Seal and using force to resist the Crown Prince was a death sentence. I wouldn't be able to protect him from the fallout.

"Wait, Allen! I cannot believe my father would have ever consented to this. Go to him. Tell him what is happening!"

"Ugh... I understand."

I thrust the written order into Allen’s hands just as a group of knights closed in around me. Their formation was tight, clearly designed to ensure I had no path for escape.

Wait. Knights? Were these men truly knights?

Something about their posture and the way they carried themselves felt off, sending a flicker of doubt through my mind. I saw Allen—who seemed to have been provoked by something that woman said—reach for his sword again. I shouted to stop him before he did something irreversible.

"Allen, I’ll be fine! Trust me!"

"Kuh..."

And so, I was led away like a prisoner. The knights escorted me to a carriage with a surprisingly rugged, utilitarian interior. I pointedly refused their offer of an escort to board, my way of maintaining at least a shred of dignity in protest.

It was only after I sat down inside that a critical realization struck me.

A carriage with such a crude interior? Why doesn't a carriage from the Royal Palace bear the royal crest?

"Wait! Don't tell me you lot are—!"

"Took you long enough," one of them sneered. "You’ve been sold out by that Crown Prince of yours. Welcome to the Est Empire, princess."

I was too slow to react. Several men lunged at once, pinning me down before I could move. They bound my hands behind my back, shoved a gag into my mouth, and stuffed me unceremoniously into a large sack.

It was dark. I could hardly breathe.

I’m such a fool. I was so blinded by my own common sense and the rules of nobility that I missed what was right in front of me.

Allen!

Help me...!

＊＊＊＊

It felt as though I had been changed between several carriages before being smuggled out of the Royal Capital through the sewers. Now, I was back in a carriage again, being transported to some unknown destination.

I could piece together the journey based on the sensations. There were several times I felt like I was floating—likely when they were tossing me from one carriage to another like common luggage. Later, someone had carried me on their shoulder. During that time, I’d heard the constant rush of water and smelled a stench so foul it made my head swim. That had to have been the sewers.

But if the Est Empire knows the layout of our sewers, the kingdom is in grave danger.

The city walls would be utterly useless in the event of an invasion. 

I almost laughed at myself when my thoughts reached that point. After the way His Highness—the man destined to be our next king—treated me, why am I still worrying about the fate of this country?

The carriage eventually lurched to a halt. I was hoisted up once more, carried for a short distance, and then dropped roughly onto the hard ground.

The mouth of the sack was pulled open, and I finally tasted fresh air for the first time in what felt like ages. As soon as they ripped the gag from my mouth, I glared at the men surrounding me.

"Heh... hah... You lot... do you really think you’ll get away with this?"

The man standing directly in front of me was massive—likely the one who had been carrying me. There were about ten others encircling us.

"Whoa, look at that. The little lady of House Ramslett still has some bite in her," the big man said, a greasy, unpleasant smirk spreading across his face. The other men were just as bad, their eyes traveling up and down my body as if they were licking me.

"But yeah, we’re gonna get away with it just fine. See, the Crown Prince sold you to us. And as for your family? Every last one of 'em is scheduled for execution for high treason soon. Failing to cooperate with the crown during a foreign invasion makes 'em traitors, right? Well, it’s all going exactly according to our plan, anyway."

The men erupted into vulgar, raucous laughter.

"And so," the man continued, "the one who put in the request to buy you was none other than the Magic Division Commander of our Est Empire."

"I would never become the wife of such a man!" I snapped, my voice trembling with rage.

But the response I got was nothing like I expected.

"Ah, see, it’s not really gonna be like that."

"……What?"

"I don't know the details, but the boss said as long as your body stays in one piece, he doesn't care if your mind is shattered. So, from now until we reach the Imperial Capital, the boys and I are gonna take turns passing you around every night. Hope you're ready."

"Eh...?"

The thought was hideous. To have anyone other than Allen touch me...!

I reflexively reached for my magic to strike them down.

"O Mana, root of all things! Become a spear of ice and strike my enemy! Ice Spear!"

Nothing. The magic I had practiced since childhood failed to manifest.

"W-Why...?"

"The lady’s supposed to be a genius, but she’s pretty dim-witted, ain't she? Those ropes we used to tie you up have a Magic Sealing effect. They’re high-quality goods we got straight from the Magic Division Commander."

"No... that can't be..."

Despair flooded my heart as I realized my only means of resistance had been stripped away before I even knew I was in a fight.

"Now then, let's get this started."

"N-No! Stay back!"

I tried to scramble away, but I was immediately backed against a wall.

"Gyahaha! Listen to that. You can make a real cute voice when you want to, can't you?"

The men reached out, their filthy hands closing in on me.
Side: Anastasia (12)

When the bag was finally opened and I was allowed to peer out, I winced at the sudden glare. The transition from the darkness was jarring.

The room was as opulent as any royal court, illuminated by a magnificent chandelier hanging from the ceiling. Expensive furnishings were arranged meticulously throughout the space.

“Anastasia Kleiner von Ramslett. Welcome to the Est Empire. How was your journey?”

I turned toward the voice. Standing there were the Emperor of the Est Empire, the Crown Prince, and the Imperial Chief Magician. Next to them stood the man who had transported me here.

“Adolf... the Emperor of the Est Empire.”

“You’re missing a ‘Your Majesty,’ I believe?” Adolf said, mocking me. I glared at him.

“Forgive her, Your Majesty,” Günther interjected. “I’ll see to it that my wife is properly disciplined from here on out.”

“Who are you calling your wife?! You kidnapped me! I would never marry someone like you!” I shouted, directed my sharpest glare at Günther.

“So she says,” Crown Prince Igor added, his voice dripping with amusement.

“Good grief. My wife certainly is a stubborn one. What do you think, Prince Igor? Care to join in on her ‘education’?”

Igor flashed a vulgar, greasy smirk. “Perhaps. But she’s filthy. She smells so bad I don’t even have the urge to touch her.”

“Quite true,” Günther agreed.

I felt my face flush with a mix of humiliation and rage. It was true that I hadn't been allowed to bathe or even comb my hair since my abduction. But you’re the ones who forced this state upon me! 

As I seethed, Günther turned to the man who had brought me here, his tone turning into an interrogation. “Hey, what’s the meaning of this?”

“For that matter, why does she still have the energy to resist?” Igor added. “Weren’t you supposed to violate her every day?”

“W-well, about that... Actually, she’s protected by some kind of mysterious power...” The man gave a strained, forced smile, looking visibly troubled.

“A mysterious power? With the Magic-Sealing Rope restraining her, she shouldn't be able to use a lick of magic.”

“That’s the thing! Whenever we tried to touch her, this incredible force blew us away. Even when three of us tried at once, we all got thrown back so hard we couldn’t move. It was just impossible.”

“What nonsense is this? Fine, then. Show us.”

When Günther gave the command, the man’s face twisted in blatant reluctance.

“What’s wrong? Do you have no use for your head?”

“U-understood!”

The man reached out, intending to strip me of my clothes. The moment his hands neared me, he was repelled by an invisible force and slammed violently against the wall.

“Ugh... gah... Y-you see? That’s what happens.” The man stood up unsteadily, leaning against the wall for support.

I see. So that’s what’s been happening. My chastity was still intact despite everything. This must be thanks to Lord Roh, the Spirits, and the Elf Queen.

“S-so, regarding the reward...” the man stammered.

“Half price,” Günther declared coldly. “I told you to violate her and break her spirit every day. Simply delivering her here is a job half-done.”

“Wait, you can’t be serious! I didn't sign up for this! I was even chased by a Sky Dragon at the end! You promised—”

“Do you have a problem with my decision?”

Under Günther’s glare, the man’s mouth snapped shut. He bowed once and hurried out of the room.

“Well, no matter,” Günther said. 

Emperor Adolf turned to him with a questioning look. “Is this going to be an issue, Günther?”

“No, Your Majesty. There are plenty of other ways to break a person's spirit.”

“Very well. I shall leave the rest to you. Igor, don't overindulge yourself.”

“Understood, Father.”

With those parting words, Emperor Adolf exited the room, seen off respectfully by the Crown Prince and Günther. Then, Günther turned back to me, his tone purely businesslike.

“Anastasia. You are to become a loyal warrior for our Est Empire. But first, you will take a bath. You smell far too foul to be tolerated.”

As if I would ever serve the Est Empire!

His words were infuriating, but the prospect of a bath was a mercy I wouldn't refuse. I remained silent and allowed myself to be led away.



I refused all assistance from the maid they provided and finally cleansed my body for the first time in two weeks. I didn't trust her, and I also feared the barrier might blast her away if she touched me.

For the first time in a fortnight, my hands were untied. My arms felt strange and numb after being bound for so long, but the joy of moving my limbs freely was incomparable.

However, the relief was short-lived. In place of the Magic-Sealing Rope, they fitted me with a Magic-Sealing Collar. It was a crude, heavy thing made of hard metal. Since it was locked, I couldn't remove it myself.

Ultimately, I was still a prisoner.

My brief moment of respite vanished in an instant. When I stepped out of the bath, I found the clothes they had prepared for me: obscene garments that were little more than lingerie.

Damn them. They expect me to wear something so shameful? This is practically...

But I couldn't exactly walk around naked. With no other choice, I put them on. The fabric covered almost nothing, disgustingly emphasizing the lines of my body and my chest. It was an outfit designed solely to entice men.

I felt sick with embarrassment. I wrapped a bath towel around myself before leaving the bathroom. The maid tried to take it from me, but I refused with such vehemence that she eventually relented. 

Even so, in this state—and with my magic sealed—escape felt like a distant dream.

I was led down into a dungeon. The cell was luxurious as far as prisons go, but it had no windows and the door locked from the outside. A high-quality king-size bed dominated the room, and next to it sat a row of outfits similar to the one I was wearing.

It was clear what this room was intended for.

But Lord Roh, the Spirits, and the Queen will protect me. I know they will.

Clinging to that belief, I resolved to endure, no matter how long it took.

Contrary to my expectations of an immediate assault, the door was simply shut and locked from the outside. The small peephole slid open, and Günther’s voice drifted through.

“Well then, I’ll see you in a year. I hope you can survive on nothing but bread and water until then.”

“...Eh?”

The peephole snapped shut. The lights illuminating the room died, and I was swallowed by absolute darkness.
Chapter 68: Townsperson A Infiltrates the Imperial Capital

The man who snatched Ana had fled to the Imperial Capital. Melissa was the one who brought me the news.

That night, when Melissa’s face suddenly loomed in the window of my room in the quiet fortress, I thought my heart was going to stop. Once I realized she was there about Ana, though, I managed to calm down.

I thanked her and immediately headed outside. I pulled out the Vytol Custom and soared into the sky in a vertical takeoff.

“Hold on, what do you think you’re doing?” Melissa asked, pulling up alongside me.

“I’m getting her back, no matter what it takes!”

“Honestly... fine. We’ll help you out.”

Melissa kept pace with the Vytol Custom effortlessly as she spoke.

“Wait, really? But I already gave you your reward for the information...”

“It’s fine. You’re way too panicked right now, Allen; I can’t just leave you be. Besides, you’re always worrying about everyone else. You could’ve just left Jerry to his own devices, and you didn't have to go out of your way to warn us about that weird pink thing attacking, either, did you?”

“Ah, well...”

“And even though you warned us, it turned out to be so weak. That pink thing must have been someone you knew—you pulled some strings to make it that way, didn't you?”

Certainly, I can’t say it was unrelated. There’s no doubt that many things went haywire because I won that duel.

“That was just how things turned out. I didn't particularly—”

“Oh, enough. Just let us help. Besides, anyone who’d dare kidnap Allen’s mate deserves to be wiped out!”

“...Thank you. But don’t overdo it, okay?”

At my words, Melissa’s expression broke into a smile.

“A-A-A-Allen-san!”

Jerome flew toward me at incredible speed, pulling up on our other side.

“I-I-I heard everything! Leave it to me! Teeto? Or whatever it’s called... I’ll level the place!”

“No, that’s not the plan. If you just start blasting indiscriminately, you might hit Ana. I’m going to sneak in first and gather information.”

“So... if I make sure I don’t hit her, then I can blast it?”

“Well, if you’re absolutely sure you won’t hit her.”

“Got it! Leave it to me!”

He wagged his tail vigorously as he flew. That habit of Jerome’s hadn't changed a bit. Even though he’d been such a coward back when we met, Jerome felt very reliable now.

“For now, I’ll sneak in and search. Melissa, Jerome, I need you two to provide a diversion when it’s time to escape.”

“Leave it to us,” Melissa said. “By the way, Allen, your mate is in the largest building right in the center of the Imperial Capital.”

“How can you be so sure?”

“It’s obvious, isn’t it? We’re Sky Dragons; we caught her scent and memorized it thoroughly. We can tell exactly where she is.”

“Oh, that’s incredible.”

“Hmph. See? Aren’t you glad we’re on your side?”

“Yeah. Truly. Thank you!”

“You’re very welcome!”

And so, with my two reliable comrades and the starlight to guide us, I continued flying toward the Est Empire’s capital.



We arrived in the skies above the Imperial Capital under the cover of the dark night.

I probably wouldn't have even been able to find this place in the pitch black without Melissa and Jerome’s guidance. I really am blessed with good friends.

Looking down, the streetlights along the main boulevards were lit, and light spilled from the windows of the palace and the larger buildings in the city center. It seemed the place was quite prosperous.

“Time to give them a little shock.”

I used Transmutation to create glass bottles filled with gasoline and dropped them indiscriminately near the palace. This time, the flames caught instantly. Between the sudden explosions and the rising fire, the area near the palace turned into a commotion like a poked beehive.

“That should do it, don’t you think?” Melissa asked.

“Yeah.”

I landed in the palace’s backyard where the security was thin. Using Transmutation, I buried the Vytol Custom beneath the earth to keep it hidden.

“Good luck! Your mate’s scent is coming from that building. But even though we’re this close, it’s extremely faint. She might be deep inside.”

“Understood! Thank you!”

I immediately activated Stealth and sprinted toward the building Melissa had pointed out. Once she saw me off, she took to the sky again.

I infiltrated the building. I kept my ears open while searching for an entrance to the basement, but nothing obvious stood out.

The reason I was looking for a basement was based on an inference from Melissa’s words. First, she said she was sensing Ana by “scent.” However, it shouldn't be possible to pinpoint a location just by what humans consider a smell. No matter how sensitive a nose one has, considering how wind and other odors mix, you can’t just track something from dozens of kilometers away. If I recall, even elephants—famous for having the best sense of smell on Earth—could only manage a few kilometers under perfect conditions.

Which means...

I suspect that what they call a “scent” isn’t actually an odor, but something else—perhaps a magical signature—and Sky Dragons use their noses to perceive it.

The fact that the “scent” grew weaker deep inside the building suggested it was being blocked by something like thick stone. Back in Kardachia, they had found me instantly even though I was sleeping in a stone room. In other words, a single stone wall or a pane of window glass wasn't enough to dampen the signal.

Usually, buildings like this have windows in every room, and from the sky, I’d seen that this building had a central courtyard. If the signal was being muffled, it meant the location had to be surrounded on all sides—ceiling, floor, and walls—by thick stone or earth, without any windows.

A basement was the only logical conclusion.

Ana, please be safe!

Praying for her safety, I threw myself into the search.
Side Story: Anastasia (13)

It was pitch black—I couldn’t see a thing.

I had long since lost my sense of time; I had no idea how many hours or days had passed since I was brought here. I traced the ring Allen had given me, then moved my fingers to the hair ornament I’d received from the Queen. I tried to steady my heart by clinging to the belief that we would meet again.

But whenever bread and water were occasionally slid into the cell, the words that accompanied them gouged at my soul.

"Your father is dead," the voice would say. "Apparently, the Royal Family sold you out, and when he protested, his entire clan was executed as rebels."

It’s a lie, I told myself. They could never do something like that.

"Because you refused the marriage proposal, it turned into a full-scale war. If you’d just fulfilled your duty as a noble, the commoners and the soldiers wouldn't have had to die. Bruseni is already almost entirely under the Empire’s control."

They’re just using me as a convenient excuse, I thought. But the people... what if the people really are...

"Oh, by the way, I heard the man you love died in battle. Took a spear to the gut. Quite the pathetic way to go, really."

My breath hitched.

No! That’s a lie! There’s no way that could happen to Allen.

"If it weren't for someone like you, that man wouldn't have had to die. Oh well. How very pitiful."

It’s a lie! It’s a lie! It’s a lie!

"It’s all your fault, really. If only you didn’t exist, he’d still be alive and living happily right now."

Allen? It’s... it’s a lie, isn't it? Allen?

"Oh, well."

Allen...

After that, the man stopped speaking to me altogether.

Allen...

・

・

・

I wondered how much time had passed by then.

It was the same eternal darkness as before, yet I suddenly felt as if someone was there with me.

Was that... Allen?

"Allen?" I whispered.

I thought I saw his face materialize in the gloom, but it vanished an instant later.

"Wait... Allen? Don't go. Hey, aren't you going to protect me? Allen?"

But my voice only echoed back from the void.

That’s right. There’s no way Allen could be here, in the very heart of the enemy capital. It’s just a hallucination.

I touched the precious ring on my left ring finger, trying to conjure his memory.

"Allen... please."

No one answered. Nothing moved.

I’m... all alone...

・

・

・

Clatter.

It seemed more bread and water had been delivered. I fumbled in the dark, reaching for the usual spot. However, my fingers didn't brush against the familiar bread or a cup. Instead, I felt something hard, like a rod.

"What... is this?"

The moment I touched it, something began to flow into me.

Startled, I tried to jerk my hand away, but my right palm was stuck fast to the object. I couldn't pull free.

In the next heartbeat, I was overwhelmed. It was cold and lonely. A crushing certainty welled up inside me that I was no longer needed by anyone in the world.

No! I have a family! And more than anything, I have Allen!

But at my weakest moment, the poison they had whispered to me surged back to life.

My father, my mother, and my older brother—all executed. Allen, run through with a spear, dying in the dirt.

The scenes flickered through my mind with a terrifying, vivid clarity. I fought desperately to deny them, but the visions poured into me one after another. The darkness in my mind swelled, expanding until it threatened to consume my very self.

Am I... already... unwanted by everyone...?

"Ah... n-no... I..."

I reached up with my free left hand to touch my hair ornament. I poured a prayer into my precious ring, trying to reject the nightmare.

But my desperate resistance was futile. Bit by bit, my consciousness was eroded, painted over by a creeping, suffocating fear.

No... stop...

"Alle...n... help... me..."
Chapter 69: Townsperson A Desperately Wants to Save the Villainess

As I crept down the hallway, keeping to the shadows, two well-dressed men approached from the opposite direction, deep in conversation.

“How is her condition?”

“A little longer, I should think. Normally, the ego collapses within a single day.”

“I suppose that is only to be expected of the daughter of House Ramslett.”

My hand twitched toward my gun. I wanted nothing more than to corner them and force the truth out, but I bit back the impulse at the last possible second. I needed to grasp exactly where she was and what they had done to her. I couldn’t afford to let another fit of rage ruin everything now.

“Indeed, Your Highness. However, she had weakened quite nicely, so I had her hold the Demonic Sword of Absolute Ice last night. It is only a matter of time now.”

Your Highness? And given his age, does that make this guy the Crown Prince of the Est Empire? And a demonic sword? Then Ana is—!

An image from the game flashed through my mind: the fallen Villainess, her expression frozen in a mask of ice as she laid waste to the Royal Capital.

“Still, it was quite unexpected that the daughter of a Ducal House would actually have a paramour.”

“She was wearing an engagement ring, after all. I assume she had a fiancé. I’m told she refused to remove the ring or her hair ornament even when bathing.”

“I heard that pampered brat of a Crown Prince cast her aside... but she was likely playing around with some servant anyway. When I told her the man had died in the war, the look on her face was priceless.”

“I see. Can we capture the man as well?”

“Once we break her heart and have her under our thumb, we should be able to pry the information out of her.”

You absolute scum! Ana isn’t an object!

“In that case, it might be amusing to make her spread her legs for us right in front of the fellow.”

“Conditioning her to that extent will take more time. For now, our priority is dominating her heart through the despair of the demonic sword. She is a one-of-a-kind vessel, possessing the dual Divine Protections of [Ice Magic] and [Knight]. She was born to host the Demonic Sword of Absolute Ice. We cannot afford to fail this time.”

These bastards... what do they think people are?

“Tch. Fine. Regardless, those spineless cowards in Centlaren seem to have stayed true to form and made no preparations whatsoever. The conquest of the entire Bruseni region should be reaching its conclusion about now.”

The conversation shifted from Ana to the war. They were operating on the assumption that Centlaren’s defeat was a foregone conclusion. But they were in for a rude awakening—the ones who had lost the entire Bruseni region were the imperial forces.

“Quite right. Though, I must say, I never imagined he would actually agree to such a preposterous deal.”

“Because that Crown Prince is a genuine moron. He only managed to keep up appearances because that woman was backing him; there’s nothing but air inside his head. Apparently, he even stole the Royal Seal and used it without the Duke’s permission, convinced that Bruseni would be returned to him in exchange for the girl.”

“Good grief. His stupidity truly knows no bounds.”

What?! Did that idiot really think a deal like that was possible? That absolute bastard!

“By now, the forces from Zaus should be invading the Ramslett Ducal Territory. No matter how elite the Ramslett Ducal Army may be, they won’t survive being severed from the rest of the kingdom.”

“And then there is the question of whether Norsane in the north will mobilize.”

“They’ll move. I’ve already reached an agreement with Westhadel. Once that idiot Crown Prince takes the throne, we’ll have a nation of fools that’s easy to control. With the Ramslett Ducal Territory carved away, they won't be able to feed their own people. They’ll collapse on their own after that.”

I see. So Westhadel really was working with Est behind the scenes. In that case, Claude probably won't be returning to the stage.

And it seemed Centlaren was viewed as nothing more than a joke. This country was already... No, wait. Now wasn't the time for politics.

“Ah, here we are.”

The man who wasn't the prince cast a spell on the wall. Suddenly, the masonry vanished to reveal a hidden staircase. A magic-triggered secret passage. No wonder I hadn’t been able to find it, no matter how hard I searched.

The Crown Prince and his companion lit a lamp and began their rhythmic descent. I followed immediately after them. I’d originally acquired [Stealth] just to get my hands on a Scroll of Appraisal, but I was damn glad I had it now. Without this skill, I never could have infiltrated a place like this alone.

At the bottom of the long spiral staircase, they reached an iron door. It was secured by a heavy external lock, clearly designed to keep someone in. The man slid back the peephole and peered inside.

“Ah, it looks like she’s coming along nicely. Let’s give her a little stimulation.”

He turned the key and pushed the door open. I slipped inside right behind them.

The lamplight spilled into the room, revealing Ana. She was unrecognizable.

What on earth had they done to her?

They had dressed her in a provocative, revealing outfit, but her face was a total void. Her eyes were hollow and vacant. Her face was a mess of tears and snot, and she was drooling slovenly. The stench of human waste hung in the air.

“Ah, she must have put up quite a fight. In this state, she won’t be able to use the magic she was born with. We’ll have to start her re-education from scratch.”

“What? Tch. Can’t you fix her?”

“Impossible. It’s far too late for that. It only means her deployment to the front lines will be delayed by a few years.”

They spoke of her as if she were livestock. No—as if she were a machine. Ana turned her head toward us, but I knew nothing was actually registering in those eyes.

“Ah... ah...”

Ana let out a small, broken sound. Her expression held no hint of intelligence. There was nothing left in her that reminded me of the Ana I knew.

The Ana who had looked like a sleeping angel in my arms.
The Ana who spoke with such a sweet, endearing voice.
The Ana who was terrified of her first flight, only to end up frolicking like a child.
The Ana who accepted my proposal and cried with pure joy.
The Ana who was so stiff and nervous when holding Milly for the first time, terrified she’d drop her.
The Ana whose ears turned bright red with embarrassment whenever I carried her.
The Ana who got jealous whenever she suspected something between me and Sherilralra.
The Ana who sighed and told me that there was a fine line between a genius and a madman.
The Ana who beamed with pride when her exam scores finally caught up to mine.
The Ana who worked herself to the bone trying to create something wonderful.
The Ana who got angry at me for volunteering to be her proxy in a duel because she was so worried about my safety.
The Ana who was still fuming and red-faced when we reunited afterward.
Even the Ana who had frozen her heart to endure the weight of her duties with a cold, desperate mask.

Every single version of her was precious to me. But the charming girl I loved was nowhere to be found. Maybe that man was right. Maybe it was already too late.

But.

Even so.

...Even so!

I! Will! Save her! No matter what it takes!
Chapter 70: Townsperson A Recaptures the Villainess

“Well, since she’s broken to this extent, there’s nothing that can be done. I suppose I’ll just get on with overwriting her with the Magic Sword’s power.”

As the man muttered a small incantation, a viscous black substance welled out from the Magic Sword Ana was gripping and clung to her.

Then, Ana slowly reached her hand out toward me. And then...

A... lle... n.

It felt as if I could hear her voice.

It wasn’t that she had actually spoken. Her eyes were unfocused, and I didn't think her pupils were actually reflecting anything in the room. 

Yet, she had undeniably reached out toward me—someone who should have been invisible thanks to my Stealth Skill. It was as if she knew I was there. As if she were pleading for me to save her.

I’d wanted to find out how to return her to normal, but I couldn't hold back anymore. As if I’d let them do anything else to her!

I fired two shots from Karashi into the Crown Prince and two more into the man who appeared to be his co-conspirator. One shot hit the Crown Prince in the left side of his chest and another in his neck. The other man took one in the flank and one in his left shoulder.

“Gah... hah. Wh-when did you...?”

The man stared at me, likely perceiving that I had appeared out of thin air. Meanwhile, the Crown Prince collapsed into a growing pool of blood without so much as a twitch. He was almost certainly dead on impact.

Crack.

I shot through the man’s right knee.

Crack.

Then I shot his left.

Crack.

Then his right shoulder.

That should have stripped him of any ability to resist. He was bleeding profusely, too; he wouldn't be around much longer.

Having secured the area, I rushed over to Ana and pried the Magic Sword from her hands, desperate to stop the black miasma it was emitting.

“Ana! Pull yourself together! Ana!”

But her eyes only stared into the void. She didn't react to my voice.

“You! What did you do to her?!” 

I drew the dagger from my waist and pressed the tip between the man’s eyebrows.

“Hahaha. What’s this? Are you her lover, Allen? I’m afraid you’re too late. There isn’t a shred of will left in that thing.”

“Answer the question!”

“Hmph. I simply broke her spirit so the Magic Sword could control her. It seems she was quite fond of you, but you took far too long to arrive. Well, fine. She’s yours now, fair and square. Though, at this point, she’s only good for breeding. Hahahaha!”

“You bastard!”

Driven by pure rage, I slashed the man across the face with my dagger.

“Guh... ha... ha. It doesn't matter. You won't be getting out of here anyway. Why don't you have a go at her as a souvenir for the afterlife?”

His words snapped me back to reality. It seemed the gunshots had been heard. I could hear the heavy thud of boots coming down the stairs.

“Heh... You killed His Highness. You should be proud. With such a talented member of the Anbu here, how did we... ever...”

The man lost consciousness, likely from the massive blood loss. I shot him through the heart just to be sure.

Then, using Wind Magic, I decapitated both of them and stuffed their heads into my Magic Bag. I had probably killed too many people by now, yet as I did this, my emotions didn't even flicker. It felt no different from dismantling monsters for parts.

I had only one objective now. I had to bring Ana back safely. That was it.

Don’t ever mistake the order of what’s important.

My mother’s words pushed me forward. Using the surrounding stone walls as material, I used Transmutation to fashion a sheath—or perhaps a lead-lined wrapping—to encase the Magic Sword before hanging it from my belt. It was probably dangerous to carry, but this way I wouldn't have to touch it directly. Fortunately, now that the man was dead, the black miasma had vanished. If I left it here in the Empire, someone else might use it to target Ana. I had to be the one to take it.

I moved to scoop Ana up and escape, but the soldiers reached the basement before I could move.

“His Highness! Lord Günther!”

Tsk, fine.

I pulled out Saiga and opened fire. Ignoring the soldier who went down in a single shot, I hoisted Ana onto my back and sprinted.

By the time I reached the top of the stairs, a small army had gathered. I cleared a path by gunning them down or blowing them back with Wind Magic, all while looking for a gap to re-engage Stealth. But there were just too many of them.

If I weren't carrying Ana—if I left her behind—I could have escaped easily. But that would defeat the point of everything. I couldn't imagine a life without her anymore. 

Slowly, painfully, I carved a path toward the backyard through sheer brute force. That was when the shouting started outside.

“D-Dragon! It’s a dragon!”

“What? Why is there a dragon in the Imperial Capital?!”

“Dammit! Half of you, go deal with the dragon!”

I see. Melissa and Jerome!

I offered them a silent thanks, swapped Saiga for Karashi, and laid down suppressive fire. An automatic rifle was far better for area denial. With the enemy numbers thinned, I managed to shake off my pursuers, readjusted Ana on my back, and finally activated Stealth.

I reached the backyard where I had buried the Vytol Custom, but they had anticipated my route. A wall of soldiers stood waiting for me. However, since they couldn't see me yet, the advantage was mine. 

Using Transmutation, I created a hand-grenade version of the compressed-air bombs I usually dropped from the air and lobbed it into the center of their formation. I crouched, covered my ears with one arm, opened my mouth, and shut my eyes tight. With my free hand, I covered one of Ana's ears and used Transmutation to mold a temporary earthen plug for her other.

The grenade shattered on impact, and the compressed air erupted. 

When I looked up, the courtyard was a gruesome scene. The soldiers caught in the blast were in no condition to fight. I finished off the stragglers with Karashi and ran to the spot where the Vytol Custom was hidden.

“Transmutation.”

Instead of digging up the craft immediately, I first raised a three-meter-high earthen wall. This would block their line of sight and protect me during the takeoff, which was when I was most vulnerable. Then I pulled the Vytol Custom from the earth, strapped Ana securely into the seat, and climbed in over her. I slammed the starter for the Wind Magic Engine.

Come on, Allen! Don’t panic! Stay calm!

Vertical takeoffs were nerve-wracking at the best of times. I balanced the output of the engines, gradually increasing the power until the Vytol Custom lifted off the ground with a gentle lurch.

“Where is the intruder?!”

“Captain! There’s a strange wall in the backyard!”

The Vytol Custom cleared the height of the wall in seconds.

“What is that thing?!”

“I don’t care what it is! Shoot it down! Archers, fire!”

I scrambled to engage the propulsion engine. A sharp horizontal G-force yanked us forward as the craft began to pick up speed. But the archers were faster.

“Fall!”

An arrow streaked through the air, aimed straight for me—or rather, aimed for Ana, who was positioned right below me. I twisted my torso, putting myself in the path of the projectile.

“Guh...!”

The arrow buried itself in my left hip. White-hot pain surged through my side. 

But I was fine. I was still alive. No matter what happened, I was taking Ana home. I kept the Wind Magic Engine pinned with sheer willpower as the Vytol Custom gained altitude and speed.

The soldiers weren't giving up. 

“Don't let them get away! Fire!”

A volley of arrows darkened the sky. This is bad. Just as I braced for the impact that would surely bring us down, a massive black shape blocked the sun. The dragon’s body soaked up every single arrow intended for us.

“Jerome!”

“A-Allen... are you... okay? The... the mate-girl?”

“I got her back.”

“Th-then... do we go? Or... can I destroy... everything?”

“No, Jerome, what about the arrows? Are you hurt?”

“I-I’m fine. My... well, my scales are hard, at least.”

“Alright. Let’s get out of here.”

The Vytol Custom screamed as it gained speed and altitude, quickly leaving the reach of the Imperial Army’s weapons. Once we were safely out of range, I looked back at the Imperial Capital.

Huge fires were raging, mostly concentrated around the palace and what I assumed was the Noble District. Furthermore, the tall, ornate spires that had defined the city's skyline were gone. It looked as if they had been sheared off, leaving the buildings looking like featureless, flat-roofed tofu blocks.

It seemed Jerome and Melissa had been quite thorough in their rampage.

“Where’s Melissa?”

“O-over there.”

Jerome gestured with his massive head. I looked in that direction and saw Melissa flying toward us at incredible speed. She looked unharmed.

“Allen? Thank goodness, you got her back. ...Wait. What’s wrong with your mate? She looks... strange.”

“The truth is...”

I explained the situation to both of them.

“...And I didn't get there in time.”

“U-u-unforgivable. I changed... my mind. I won't just destroy half. I'll destroy... all of it.”

“I agree,” Melissa added, her voice cold.

“I’m sorry, but leave the destruction for later. I need to get Ana to a doctor first. And... when the time comes to settle the score, make sure you call me.”

“...Very well. We understand.”

With Ana finally back in my arms, I set a course straight for Viechen, the capital of the Ramslett Ducal Territory.

Dammit! If only I’d been faster!

Dammit! Dammit!
Chapter 71: Townsperson A Overruns the Kingdom of Saus Army

I flew through the night, and by the time the sky began to pale with the coming dawn, I had crossed into the Ramslett Ducal Territory.

Below me stretched autumn fields, the soil empty of the wheat yet to be sown. If the scale of my map was correct, it would take about another hour to reach the ducal capital of Wiechen, where the Duke should be stationed.

That I could traverse mountains, forests, and stretches of untamed wilderness untouched by man was entirely thanks to the Vytol Custom. Even though we had already passed the Valley of the Flying Dragons, both Jerome and Melissa continued to accompany me. I truly have wonderful friends. I couldn't thank them enough.

As for Ana, she had been sleeping with a peaceful expression ever since we took off in the Vytol Custom. That beautiful face I loved so much remained unchanged from the girl I remembered.

I’m sorry... I was late to save you...

I gently stroked Ana’s hair and pressed a kiss to her forehead.



A notably large town loomed ahead. Even comparing it to the map, there was no doubt—that was the ducal capital. 

We reached the skies above the city in the blink of an eye, but I quickly spotted a massive gathering of people to the south. I checked through my binoculars; the side closer to the capital flew the banners of House Ramslett, while the opposing side raised the flags of the Zaus Kingdom.

The Est Empire soldiers hadn't been lying. The Zaus Kingdom had indeed invaded the Ramslett Ducal Territory. The fact that they had pushed this close to the capital meant the tide of war was likely turned against the Duke.

Furthermore, the Zaus Kingdom’s numbers were staggering. No, wait—wasn't that a bit excessive? Our side had maybe ten thousand men, tops. Looking at the opposition, I felt like they had ten times that amount. It was a miracle the line hadn't been broken yet.

"Hey, what is going on down there?" Melissa asked. "Why are humans always fighting like this?"

"Because they’re fools," I replied. "But the ones on the defensive are Ana’s father's people. So, I’m going to go scatter the invaders."

Hearing my words, Melissa wore a look of weary resignation.

"E-eh? T-then should we help too...?" Jerome stammered.

"Don't bother," Melissa told him. "Besides, Allen-san will be fine on his own."

I appreciated the vote of confidence. As expected of Melissa.

"Ana, I'm sorry. Bear with me just a little longer."

I nodded to Melissa, then gently stroked the cheek of the still-sleeping Ana. It might have been my imagination, but I thought I saw Ana offer a faint, gentle smile.



I revved the Wind Magic Engine, accelerated over the Kingdom of Saus Army, and began dropping bombs in rapid succession. 

By carpet-bombing across the enemy lines, I didn't have to worry about friendly fire. Just like back in Bruseni, I had the run of the place. As the bombs burst, the Zaus soldiers were caught in the explosions one after another, losing their ability to fight exactly like the Est Empire soldiers had. 

Unlike the incident at Bruseni, however, my heart didn't waver at all.

Well, that's only natural, after everything I've been through, I muttered self-deprecatingly as I continued the bombardment to annihilate the Zaus forces.

A short distance away, I spotted a command post flying the Zaus Kingdom flag along with two other unknown banners. This was likely the enemy headquarters. Naturally, I decided to treat that position to a massive helping of explosives as well.

Since I kept up a constant stream of fire while moving, a trail of destruction formed on the ground, tracing my wake exactly. Even the Kingdom of Saus Army seemed to realize that something was above them, dropping death from the sky. The soldiers desperately fired arrows at me, but of course, they couldn't reach my altitude.

I soared across the battlefield in every direction, relentlessly bombing them for about thirty minutes. Eventually, the units clashing with the Ramslett Ducal Army began to unravel.

From my observation point in the sky, it appeared that the individual combat capability of the Ramslett Ducal Army was superior. In contrast, the Kingdom of Saus Army was using overwhelming numbers to crush that quality gap. 

That said, the Ramslett Ducal Army had likely fought skillfully to avoid being encircled and annihilated. The Kingdom of Saus Army had resorted to a strategy of pure attrition, pushing through with raw numbers. They would rotate front-line units out before they were wiped out and push fresh units from the rear. By ensuring that new enemies appeared no matter how many were cut down, they were slowly grinding down the Ramslett Ducal Army's morale and numbers.

In that situation, I focused my thorough bombardment on the reserve forces and the command centers. Having lost their numerical advantage and their tactical leadership, the Kingdom of Saus Army collapsed in less than ten minutes and began to flee in a total rout.

Once I confirmed the state of the battle, I spotted the Duke on horseback in the center of his army. I began a slow descent to speak with him.

"I’ll cover you," Melissa said.

"Thanks, Melissa."

With that, Melissa and Jerome flanked the Vytol Custom as if to guard it, lowering their altitude alongside me. 

Naturally, the Ramslett Ducal Army had noticed something was overhead. However, when two dragons—and Sky Dragons, the kings of the sky, at that—appeared, it was a different story entirely. The Knights surrounding the Duke tightened their formation to protect him, readying bows and shields to intercept us.

However, they didn't actually open fire—perhaps because the Duke was holding them back, or perhaps because they realized that a clumsy move would mean certain death.

"Heh. He's quite wise. As expected of the father of Allen-san's mate," Melissa said with a satisfied look.

She touched down on the ground first, followed by Jerome. Finally, I landed my Vytol Custom right between the two of them.
Chapter 72: Townsperson A Gets the Villainess to a Doctor

"What? Is that… Allen? What on earth is going on here!?"

"Duke Ramslett, please. I need a doctor immediately—the best one you’ve got. And I need a bed prepared for Ana where she can rest in peace and quiet."

I cut straight to the point without even a greeting. I knew it was rude, but getting a doctor to look at Ana was the only thing on my mind.

"A doctor? Ana? No, wait! What happened to her?"

"She’s right here. Please! You have to hurry! I’m begging you!"

I implored the Duke while pointing toward Ana, who lay unconscious atop the Vytol Custom.

"Ana! …I see. You there, prepare a carriage at once!"

"No need for that. I’ll carry her straight to your mansion’s garden on this. Just get the bed and the doctor ready!"

"E-enough! I understand. I’ll ask no more for now. You heard him—move! Allen, you go as well. My mansion is the largest building in the center of town. You can’t miss it."

"Yes, sir! Thank you!"

I brought the Vytol Custom back into the air and flew directly over the territorial capital. With the help of Melissa and Jerome, I performed a forced landing right in the middle of the Duke’s garden.

"Eek! D-D-Dragons!"

"Waaaaah!"

The servants who saw Melissa and Jerome collapsed in terror, while the guards, though trembling violently, leveled their swords and spears at us.

"Gao~♪"

Melissa opened her mouth and gave a playful little roar. Some of the servants fainted on the spot, and one or two even lost control of their bladders.

"Melissa, don’t tease them too much…"

"You’re right. Sorry. I wasn’t going to do anything, but their reactions were just so funny I couldn’t help myself."

I stood up, cradling Ana in my arms. My arrow wound throbbed with a dull, burning heat, and I could tell I was starting to run a fever.

But none of that mattered right now.

Holding Ana close, I shouted at the top of my lungs.

"I have rescued Lady Anastasia from the Empire! The Duke has already been informed! A doctor is on the way, so prepare a room for her immediately!"

"What is all this—Milady! What has happened to you!?"

A dignified-looking maid rushed out from the building, likely drawn by the commotion. She froze for a heartbeat at the sight of Melissa and Jerome, but the moment she spotted Ana in my arms, she rushed over in a panic.

She flinched almost immediately, however. It might have been Ana’s tattered clothes, but more likely, it was the fact that both of us probably smelled like rotting corpses.

"Take her somewhere she can rest! Now!"

"I—I understand! I don’t know who you are, sir, but you have my thanks. This way!"

I followed her inside, still carrying Ana, and was led to a lavish bedroom where I laid her down on a large, plush bed. 

Did her expression just flicker for a second, or was it my imagination?

"Allen-sama, was it? We must change Milady’s clothes. We will prepare a room for you as well, so would you mind waiting there?"

"……Fine."

I followed another young maid to a room diagonally across the hall. It was a spacious guest room, decorated with simple but high-quality furnishings.

"Please use this room, sir. Your military uniform is quite soiled, so I will bring you a change of clothes. Please wait a moment."

"……Thanks."

The maid left and returned shortly with a stack of clothes. They appeared to be standard Ramslett Ducal Army uniforms, and she had brought several different sizes.

"I shall assist you in changing."

"Eh? Oh, no, that’s—"

"Please, sir. This is a maid’s duty. Besides, you’re injured, aren't you? I can at least provide basic first aid."

She essentially steamrolled me into getting my arrow wound treated and helped me change into the fresh uniform.

"And Allen-sama… thank you for saving Milady. I shall take my leave."

With that, she exited the room.

To be honest, I was exhausted after being awake since yesterday, but the burning pain in my shoulder kept me tethered to consciousness. And more than that, I was worried sick about Ana.

Unable to sit still, I slipped out of the room and headed back toward hers. I ran into a group of maids filing out; they must have finished changing her. I tried to knock, but one of the maids blocked my path.

"Milady is resting. Please refrain from entering."

"What?"

I felt a flash of irritation, though I knew she was only doing her job. Still, I couldn't just leave. Even if I was being selfish, I had to push.

"Look, I’m worried about her. I just want to see her face…"

"Milady is asleep. We will call for you once she wakes. Until then, please return to your room."

That’s exactly why I’m worried, you idiot.

As I was trying to figure out a way past her, the Duke’s voice echoed from behind me.

"It is fine. We need Allen in here anyway. Come."

"Yes, sir."

"As you wish, Your Grace."

The maid stepped aside without another word. The Duke arrived with Elizaveta and an elderly man in a white coat—the doctor, presumably.

We entered the room together. Ana had been cleaned and her hair brushed; she looked like she was merely sleeping peacefully. I felt a surge of relief seeing her like that, but it was immediately followed by a crushing fear that she might never open her eyes again.

The Duke broke the silence.

"Now then, Allen. Tell me what happened."

"Yes, sir. It involves some very sensitive military and political matters. Are you sure you want me to speak freely here?" I asked, glancing at the doctor.

"It’s fine. He has served my house for years. He isn’t the type of fool to spread rumors."

"Understood. To start… the mastermind behind Lady Anastasia’s kidnapping was the Crown Prince of the Est Empire and a mage who appeared to be his close confidant."

The Duke’s expression turned grim, and I saw the doctor visibly recoil.

"The Prince said they intended to break Lady Anastasia’s heart so they could force her to be controlled by a Magic Sword. From what I overheard, they kept her in solitary confinement in total darkness, feeding her lies to shake her resolve. Once she was sufficiently weakened, they forced the sword upon her."

"And this… Magic Sword? What is it?"

"I don’t know. But this is the blade she was holding when I rescued her. I believe it exerts some kind of influence over the wielder’s mind, so I’ve kept it wrapped up like this."

I placed the bundle—made from the magically reinforced prison walls—on the floor. I hadn’t had the mental leeway to use Appraisal back in the Empire, and I couldn't use it now while the blade was completely covered. The details of the Magic Sword remained a total mystery.

"So that is the cursed thing…"

"I can unwrapping it if you like, but—"

"No, don't. We aren't prepared to handle the consequences if something goes wrong."

I nodded, agreeing with the Duke’s judgment, and continued my report.

"Understood. Moving on—I tracked the two of them to a dungeon beneath the palace. When the mage began using some kind of spell to torture Lady Anastasia further, I couldn't stay hidden any longer. I intervened, killed them both, and rescued her. With the help of my friends, the Sky Dragons, we fled the Imperial Capital and flew through the night to get here."

By the time I finished the summary, the Duke was holding his head in his hands.

"Wait, wait, wait. Did you say the Imperial Capital? You killed the Crown Prince? You crossed the distance from the capital to here in a single night? And those Sky Dragons are your… friends?"

The Duke let out a long, weary sigh.

"You aren't just spinning a tall tale, are you?"

"I’m not. The Sky Dragons were the ones who found Lady Anastasia in the first place. And if you need proof, I have the heads of the Prince and the mage in my Magic Bag."

The Duke looked up at the ceiling, speechless.

"That’s everything I know. I watched her the whole time we were in the air, but she never woke up."

"I see… I understand. You," he said, turning to the elderly doctor with a look of desperation that belied his stern tone. "Can you save her?"

The doctor shook his head slowly.

"My deepest apologies, Your Grace. When a Magic Sword is involved, the arts of medicine are useless. At this point, we can only pray for divine mercy. If there is anyone left in this world capable of healing such a thing, it would be the Great Sage. But he is already—"

"I see…"

Right. There was someone amazing like that once. But if he’s dead… that’s a dead end.

"Master Loringas…" Elizaveta murmured.

I froze.

"Loringas? If it’s him! Duke! We have to take Ana to—!"

Suddenly, the world tilted. 

My arrow wound flared with a pain so intense it felt like I was being branded with a white-hot iron. My heart began to hammer erratically against my ribs.

Wait… what’s happening? I can’t… catch my breath…

"Allen!" "Allen!?" "Lad!"

Through the haze of my fading consciousness, I thought I heard someone calling my name.
Chapter 73: Townsman A Speaks with the Villainess’s Father

"Uugh..."

When I finally came to, I was lying in a bed.

"Have you awakened, Master Allen?"

I opened my eyes to find the maid who had guided me earlier. She was peering down at me, her face pinched with worry.

"Where am I?"

"In the guest quarters I showed you to earlier. You collapsed, sir. You’ve been asleep for approximately five hours."

Thank goodness. It wasn't like I’d been out for three days or something.

"According to the doctor, the arrow that struck you was likely coated in a unique magical poison developed by the Est Empire. It’s a lethal toxin designed to kill after a set period, and the only known antidote is held by the Empire. Under normal circumstances, you wouldn't have survived, but..."

Wait, a poison arrow!?

I hurriedly checked my left hand. Just as I suspected, the Ring of Substitution I had been wearing had shattered into dust.

I see. Well, I guess that’s the end of my insurance policy.

"How is... Anastasia-sama?"

"She remains asleep. However, her life is not in immediate danger."

"I see..."

I slowly pushed myself up into a sitting position.

"Shall I assist you, sir?"

"No, I’m fine."

The moment I tried to stand, my stomach let out a thunderous roar.

Crap. Come to think of it, I haven’t eaten a thing since last night.

Between the embarrassment and the awkwardness of the situation, I was probably making a very strange face.

"I shall bring you a meal. I will also report your recovery to the Master, so please wait here a moment."

"Sorry for the trouble."

The maid bowed and left the room. She returned shortly with a tray of sandwiches. I was halfway through a bite when I received an immediate summons from the Duke.

I was led to a room where I found not only the Duke but Elizaveta and Friedrich as well. Once the Duke confirmed I was seated, he dismissed all the attendants, leaving us in private.

"Allen, you’ve pulled through. That is a relief."

The Duke let out a long, heavy sigh. Then, to my surprise, he offered a sudden, sincere apology.

"Allen, it is my responsibility that my daughter ended up in such a state. And... thank you. You risked everything to rescue her. I am a foolish father who could do nothing for his own child, but even so, let me express my gratitude. Thank you."

"Allen-kun, thank you so much for bringing her back to us," Elizaveta added.

I see. The Duke had cleared the room because it would be a political disaster for him to be seen bowing his head to a commoner like this.

"Please, don't. I only did it because it was what I wanted to do."

When I said that, the three of them wore complex expressions—a mixture of being troubled and deeply relieved.

Friedrich was the next to speak. "Allen, Ana is my precious younger sister. I want to thank you as well. Truly."

"It was nothing..."

"Now then," Friedrich continued, his tone shifting. "About today. You were the one behind that mysterious explosion that leveled the Kingdom of Saus Army, weren't you?"

"...Yes. That was me. You could call it a specialty of my magic. They were in the way, and I needed to get Ana to a doctor."

"As I thought..." Friedrich trailed off and fell silent.

The Duke leaned forward. "Allen, you were meant to have gone to the Bruseni front alone to oppose the Est Empire’s invasion. Is that correct?"

"Yes. The entirety of the Bruseni Region has fallen under Centlaren's control. There might be minor pockets of resistance, but no significant enemy strongholds remain."

"What? What about Kardachia?"

"I took it. I’ve already expelled the majority of the residents back to the Est Empire."

"...I see. Kardachia... the fortress we couldn't reclaim for fifty years."

"Yes."

For a moment, a heavy silence dominated the room.

It might have been cowardly of me to bring this up while they were so vulnerable. But I knew this was my only chance.

"Duke Ramslett, I have a request."

"...What is it?"

The Duke’s gaze sharpened. He looked incredibly guarded, as if bracing himself for an impossible demand. It was rare to see him wear his emotions so plainly on his sleeve.

"I believe I have fulfilled my promise. Therefore, I want you to give your daughter to me. Give me Ana."

In that instant, all three of them froze. If there was ever a moment that perfectly captured the phrase 'like a pigeon that swallowed a pea-shooter,' this was it.

My request was clearly that far outside their expectations.

"Eh? A-Allen-kun?" Elizaveta stammered. "You don't have to do this. You’ve already done more than enough for our daughter. You should seek your own happiness..."

"I want Ana. I can't imagine being with any woman other than her."

"But the doctor said... he said she might never wake up."

"I believe she’ll come back to us. No—I will make her come back."

"...I see. You feel that strongly..." Elizaveta’s voice trailed off into a whisper.

"W-Well, if you're that determined, I don't see the harm," Friedrich added. He sounded like he was either lost for words or considering the practical benefits, but either way, he was on my side. He seemed a bit flippant for a future Duke, but I wasn't complaining.

Based on her reaction, Elizaveta wouldn't oppose it either.

"Allen," the Duke interrupted, his voice stern. "What exactly do you mean by saying you 'fulfilled the promise'?"

The Duke wasn't going to be swayed by sentiment alone. Fortunately, I was confident I could make him yield.

"Please look at this."

I pulled out the written military order I had received from the King. As the Duke scanned the contents, his face twisted into a grimace.

"To think he would issue an order this absolute..."

And why wouldn't he? Defeat the Est Empire, capture Kardachia, and lead the country to victory by reclaiming the Bruseni Region. Full discretionary power is granted for this purpose. It was an order written in the King’s own hand.

Better yet, it explicitly stated that the reward would be whatever the bearer desired. The royal seal was stamped firmly at the bottom.

"I am the one who destroyed the bulk of the enemy forces in Bruseni," I explained. "I used the attack you witnessed today, and in other areas, I dropped massive quantities of oil from the sky to incinerate their positions."

"I... see."

"Furthermore, I infiltrated the Imperial Capital. Inside the palace, I executed the Crown Prince and his chief advisor. I’ve brought their heads back with me. Shall I present them now?"

"Yes, bring them out."

I glanced at Elizaveta. She gave a small nod, so I reached into my Magic Bag and unceremoniously pulled out two severed heads.

"This is certainly Igor, the Crown Prince of the Est Empire," the Duke muttered, leaning in. "And... isn't this Günther, the Imperial Court Mage Leader!?"

"Throughout the campaign in Bruseni, I fought under the name of Allen, a B-rank Adventurer under the protection of House Ramslett."

I said it as a finishing blow.

The Duke crossed his arms, a deep furrow appearing between his brows as he fell into deep thought. Finally, he spoke.

"Very well. I accept. On the honor of House Ramslett, I recognize the marriage between Allen and Anastasia. Furthermore, as the house providing you protection, we shall handle all negotiations with the Royal Family as your representative."

"Thank you very much."

I stood, knelt, and performed the formal salute of a vassal. After handing over the heads of those two detestable men, I took my leave.



Returning to my room, I sat on the edge of the bed and let out a long, weary sigh.

I knew that if I was going to force his hand, it had to be now.

From the moment the Duke told me he would wait three years, I had assumed his stance was flexible—that he might recognize me if the circumstances were right. But I also knew he was cold-blooded enough to use Ana as a political tool for the stability of his territory without a second thought.

I never truly believed he would feel bound by a three-year verbal agreement. However, I figured he would stick to it unless a better offer came along.

The reason he had entertained my request in the first place was because I had the power to casually gift Ana an Epic-class item. To a noble who lived in constant fear of assassination, a Ring of Substitution was something they would kill for. On the black market, it would easily fetch hundreds of billions—maybe even trillions—of gold.

And I, a mere adventurer, had plucked it from a labyrinth myself.

At that point, the Duke’s scales had tipped in my favor, outweighing any wealthy upstart or lecherous old noble who simply wanted the Ramslett name. Then, after I conquered the Wind Mountain Labyrinth with Ana, he realized I wasn't bluffing. My value in his eyes skyrocketed.

And then, this tragedy happened to Ana.

The Duke was grieving as a father; that much was true. Unlike the cold, distant noble families commoners whispered about, House Ramslett actually shared genuine bonds of affection. I could see it in the way they looked at her.

However, despite that love, the idea of not using Ana as a political pawn had likely never crossed the Duke’s mind. It was simply how their world worked.

But now, Ana was useless as a political tool. No man would go out of his way to marry a woman who was comatose and bedridden, with a doctor who had already given up on her. Her value as a pawn had dropped to zero—no, it was negative.

And then I walked in. The man who had single-handedly annihilated two armies and assassinated the enemy Crown Prince. I offered a deal that would secure the glory of those achievements for the Ducal House.

Give me the daughter the doctors have abandoned, and I will give you the credit for this victory and serve under your banner.

I had shamelessly exploited their weakness. But in doing so, I had finally, truly obtained her.

I flopped backward onto the soft bed and sighed again.

But... more than any of this, I just wanted to see her smiling again.
Chapter 74: Townsperson A Seeks Help from a Pervert

As I rested in my room, the sun dipped below the horizon, and the view from my window faded into a murky twilight.

Melissa and Jerome had already slipped away back to the Valley of the Flying Dragons. My Vytol Custom sat solitary in the middle of the sprawling garden. I realized I’d missed my chance to thank them.

I was staring blankly at the garden when a maid came to fetch me. It seemed I was expected to join the Duke’s family for dinner.

I went, of course, but I found someone there I hadn't expected in my wildest dreams. I was so stunned I thought my eyes might actually bulge out of my skull.

"Mother?! Why are you here?"

"Are you surprised? Well, seeing that look on your face makes the trip worthwhile."

"The Duke..."

I shot the Duke a look of mild reproach—you could have given me a heads-up—but he just looked back at me with a face full of smug satisfaction.

"Allen, I'm so glad you're safe," my mother said. "When I heard you were injured, I thought my heart was going to stop."

"Mother..."

We shared a brief, tight embrace.

"Now, Allen. Take your seat," the Duke commanded.

"Yes, sir."

"Allen, I brought your mother with me when I withdrew from the Royal Capital. You and Katerina are people under my protection. Once I have given my word to protect someone, I see it through. This is only natural."

The Duke said it as if it were a trivial matter. 

Despite the verbal abuse I’d hurled at him earlier, I had to be grateful. He had still given me advice, and he’d kept his promise. To be honest, I had been racking my brain trying to figure out how to smuggle my mother out of the Royal Capital.

"Furthermore, the reason we are dining together tonight is because Katerina is joining the family as well."

"Eh?"

Upon hearing that, my mother began looking around the room restlessly.

"My daughter has fallen ill," the Duke continued. "She has yet to regain consciousness. However, House Ramslett has officially recognized the bond between her and Allen."

"Allen! Oh, you did it. You worked so hard. Congratulations."

My mother hugged me again, more tightly this time, and stroked my hair. I was already a full head taller than her, so I had to stoop to let her do as she pleased. It was more than a little embarrassing to have this happen in front of an audience.

The conversation turned back to Ana’s condition. As the details were explained, a shadow of grief crossed my mother’s face.

"By the way," I said, "regarding Loringas the Unselfish Great Sage... I actually have a lead. Is there any way we can move Ana tomorrow?"

"No. The doctor has ordered absolute rest. Besides, where would you even take her?"

"To a place deep within the Forest of Bewilderment, near where Loringas was last seen."

The Duke furrowed his brow. "You aren't suggesting you’re going to see the Elves of rumor, are you?"

"Exactly. Both Ana and I are acquainted with the Elves of that village. That hairpin Ana always wears is a special item called the Fairy Hairpin, a gift from the Elf Queen herself."

"...I see. That hairpin. The maids found it creepy because it would return to Ana's hair on its own even after being removed. So that was the reason."

"Yes. In that village, there is a Light Spirit who was born for the first time in eight hundred years. That Spirit might be able to do something."

"Then, can I ask you to go as my messenger? I am still too worried to move Ana in her current state. If this Spirit could be persuaded to travel here, that would be ideal. I guarantee I will not harm them, and I will ensure the safety of any escort they bring."

"Understood."

And so, it was decided. I was going to see that pervert.



The following morning, I launched the Vytol Custom from the courtyard. Since a non-stop flight from the south of the Kingdom to the north would be grueling, I touched down at Luluden airport for a brief rest before pushing on toward the Elven Village.

The sun was beginning to dip when I finally landed at the village’s airstrip.

"Huh? Allen? It’s rare to see you this time of year," a local called out. "Wait, where’s your wife?"

"A lot has happened. I’m here to see the Queen."

"I see. Well, make yourself at home."

"Yeah, thanks."

There’s a saying that the autumn sun sets like a bucket dropping down a well. One moment it was bright, and the next, everything had turned to dusk.

"My Queen, it has been a long time."

"Lord Allen, welcome. To what do we owe this visit?"

"I have come with a request for Lord Roh, the Light Spirit."

"Oh, for Lord Roh? Milly, come here, dear!"

"Coming!"

Milly came trotting over. Beside her, of course, that pervert was hovering, stuck to her like glue.

"Ah! Allen! Carry me!"

"There, there."

I scooped Milly up. She weighed exactly the same as she had that day back in the summer. It was clear she hadn't grown at all.

"Master Allen, I had a feeling you'd be showing up soon-o," the pervert whispered into my ear.

"What do you mean, you 'had a feeling'?"

"It felt like that girl was going through a hellish time-o! I was shocked by how fast the power of my Blessing was being drained! I had to expend quite a bit of my own strength to keep up, so you’d better explain yourself-o."

I gave the pervert a full rundown of the situation.

"So that massive surge from three days ago was the fault of a Magic Sword-o? Even I didn't see that coming-o!"

Apparently, the only reason Ana hadn't been consumed by the Magic Sword was because this pervert had been funneling power to her through the Fairy Hairpin. 

I bowed my head to him.

"Thank you for protecting Ana. And... I have a request. No, I’m begging you. Please, heal her."

I lowered my voice so only the pervert could hear me.

"A doctor told me... that if it were you, back before you were reborn, you could save her."

The pervert looked troubled and whispered back into my ear.

"I can't just fix everything-o. Besides, we're too far away for me to even know if I can heal her-o. You have to bring the girl here-o."

"The problem is, the doctor said she needs absolute rest."

"Ah... that is a problem-o. In that case, you’ll have to take me and Milly with you-o."

Since the pervert had brought it up himself, I hesitantly turned to the Queen to ask for permission.

"Um... Lord Roh says he wants me to take Milly along as well..."

"I understand," the Queen replied. "Lord Roh has spoken. Lord Allen, please look after Milly."

I’d braced myself for a rejection, but the permission came surprisingly easily.

And just like that, the pervert and Milly’s business trip was finalized. Still, I couldn't help but wonder—is it really okay to take a child this young out of the village?
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Side Story: The King of Centralen

Ever since the Est Empire declared war, I had been hearing nothing but a string of dismal reports. It was putting me in a foul mood.

Today, yet another man with a grim expression arrived to deliver a report.

“Your Majesty, a messenger has arrived with a report on the war situation.”

“Umu. Speak.”

“Sir! Against the Est Empire, which has invaded our territory in the Bulzeni Region, our forts have fallen one after another. Currently, only five percent of the Bulzeni Region remains under our control.”

“Enough! What in the world are they doing?! Why were the defenses so neglected?!”

Upon hearing the report, my rage reached its boiling point. I slammed my fist onto the desk with all my might. A dull pain throbbed through my hand alongside the heavy thud of the impact.

“Th-that is, well... The application for reinforcements had actually been submitted six months ago, but it was held up due to procedural issues.”

“Who was it?! Who was the one dawdling?!”

How could anyone stall such an important request? If I didn't punish the culprit, the country would surely fall into ruin.

“Th-the thing is, every single application was rejected...”

“I asked you who did it!”

“Th-that is... I simply cannot say, not with my own lips...”

What on earth was this foolish man talking about? If I didn't know who it was, I couldn't very well punish them, could I?

“Eei, enough! Out with it!”

“Th-that is...”

“Speak! If you do not, I’ll have your head!”

“Eek! I-it was you, Your Majesty!”

“What?! Are you suggesting that I am such a fool?!”

Of all the things he could have said, trying to pin the responsibility on me was absolutely beyond the pale!

“Guards! Take this insolent man away!”

“Understood!”

At my command, the foolish man was dragged out. He would likely be executed before long.

That reminded me. Speaking of fools, there was that delusional student who didn't know his place. Well, no matter how much skill he thought he had, he would surely be nothing more than a corpse once he reached Bulzeni.

I didn't particularly care what happened to a student that confused, but it was a grave problem that such an idiot was allowed to attend the Higher Academy in the first place. Very well—once this war is over, I shall personally provide some guidance to ensure such morons can no longer enroll.

Yes, that is for the best.



“A messenger, sire. The Zaus Kingdom has attacked from the south. A request for reinforcements has arrived from Duke Ramslett.”

“That man is currently back in his own territory. Tell him to handle it himself.”

“B-but sire, they report the enemy numbers at one hundred thousand. The Duke has never requested reinforcements before...”

One hundred thousand? That was practically the entire mobilized force the Zaus Kingdom could send on an expedition. There was no way such a thing was possible. It was clearly a convenient lie intended to minimize the damage to his own private army.

Come to think of it, that man had been making a fuss about his daughter lately. Honestly, getting so worked up over a simple broken engagement.

I could understand being annoyed at losing a pawn if she truly was missing, but that only happened because he failed to educate his daughter properly. In the first place, I couldn't fathom why she would get into a carriage associated with the Est Empire of her own volition.

In all likelihood, she had been coasting on her status as a duke's daughter and went man-hunting, only to get herself into trouble. That was why my son, who possessed the Divine Protection of the [Hero], had abandoned her.

To go as far as to shift the blame onto my son—claiming the [Hero] himself had plotted against her—was simply outrageous.

And then there was the uproar over the Imperial Seal. I had merely let my son, the future King, use it a little. If I said there was no problem, then there was no problem. To think the Duke couldn't even grasp that.

Everyone around me was a fool.

That being said, it was a fact that we would be in trouble without House Ramslett for the time being. Their military was elite, and their lands served as the kingdom's largest breadbasket. Therefore, the best course of action would be to use this opportunity to whittle down House Ramslett’s power.

“Tell Lord Ramslett this: No reinforcements will be sent. He is to defend our territory to the death, no matter what.”

“Understood, sire!”



“A messenger, sire! Regarding the Bulzeni Region—the war situation has taken a turn for the better!”

“Is that true?!”

“According to the reports, a young man calling himself Allen, an adventurer of House Ramslett acting on Your Majesty's orders, has achieved a string of overwhelming victories! Word is that this young man is actually a student; the people are already praising Your Majesty's brilliant foresight!”

Umu? Did I do that?

Well, perhaps I had. A Great Ruler is one who constantly makes the right decisions, after all. A feat of this caliber was likely just a daily occurrence for someone like me.

“It was I who chose him. Therefore, he is not an adventurer of House Ramslett, but my adventurer—an adventurer of the Royal Family. Is that understood?”

“Yes, Your Majesty!”

Hahaha. I don't know who this boy is, but I'll certainly use him for all he's worth!



“A messenger, sire! We have recaptured the Fortress City Cardacia in the Bulzeni Region! It is reported that the adventurer Your Majesty dispatched played the leading role in the victory. As expected of Your Majesty! Everyone is in awe of your incredible discernment!”

Umu. Quite right, quite right. I felt remarkably good today.

“Very well. I shall grant you a reward for this news.”

“I am deeply honored, Your Majesty!”

Rewarding good subordinates to boost their morale—this, too, was the duty of a King. Sometimes I frightened myself with my own competence. Today was one of those days.



“A messenger, sire! Duke Ramslett reports that he has repelled the one hundred thousand soldiers of the Kingdom of Saus Army.”

“Just as I thought.”

“...Huh?”

The Duke’s personal army was ten thousand strong; even if he mobilized every last soul, he might have reached twenty thousand. There was no way he could have pushed back a force of one hundred thousand with those numbers.

This proved that the initial report of one hundred thousand had been a lie. As I suspected, Lord Ramslett was getting a bit too big for his boots. It was time for him to exit the stage.

“No, I am merely musing to myself. Tell Lord Ramslett he has done a satisfactory job.”

“Understood. Also, regarding the matter of the adventurer Your Majesty discovered, the one who was so instrumental in pacifying the Bulzeni Region...”

“Hm? What of him?”

“Duke Ramslett is demanding negotiations regarding the boy's rewards.”

“What? He has some nerve trying to snatch away my adventurer. Very well. Tell Lord Ramslett to come here in person.”

“Understood!”

I didn't know who this adventurer was, but since he had crushed the Est Empire, my own royal army was almost entirely unscathed. On the other hand, even if Lord Ramslett had repelled Zaus, he wouldn't have escaped without heavy losses.

Which meant the time was ripe to cut him loose. I no longer had any need for such a treacherous vassal.

The only remaining issue was how to govern the southern territories once he was gone.

With that thought, I began to draft my plans for the future.
Chapter 77: Townsperson A Heads to the Royal Capital

Once the word got out that harboring impure thoughts about Milly-chan would leave you completely drained, the victims among the servants vanished.

Still, Lord Ramslett and Friedrich-san couldn't help but let their minds wander, and they apparently tripped the pervert’s Auto-Defense more than once.

Of course, when I say "impure thoughts," I don't mean anything like kidnapping. It was more about trade, technical exchanges, or leveraging a connection with the Elves to boost the status of the Ducal House. Apparently, their political instincts just kicked in automatically.

Initially, it seems they tried to lure her with sweets just to get her to say she wanted to visit the mansion again.

Honestly, I think he should have cut them some slack for that much, I thought. But from that pervert’s perspective, even a bribe of candy was an unforgivable transgression against a toddler.

I was dying to retort, "What about you, then?" though.

Oh, right. I found this out when one of the maids apologized to me, but it turns out I was suspected of child abduction or having a secret love child.

No way! I’d never do that!

I suppose I can’t entirely blame them for the misunderstanding. A commoner man allowed into Ana’s room suddenly returns with nothing but a hooded toddler in tow—it’s not exactly a great look.

Anyway, Milly-chan stayed for two more days. She behaved exactly like the three-year-old she appeared to be, tearing through the mansion like a whirlwind before finally heading back to the Elven Village.

By the way, she never did say, "I want to come back." Instead, she told me to "Bring Ana and come visit," so the Duke’s scheme was a total bust.

Oh, and one more thing. That pervert didn’t ask for a single thing in return. As I was seeing her off at the Elven Village, she just left me with one final remark.

"When you get married and have kids, make sure to bring them by, okay?"

In a way, I had to admit that despite being a pervert, he truly lived up to the title of the Selfless Great Sage. He was still a pervert, obviously, but for a fleeting moment, I wondered if he was just a pervert who happened to really like kids.

No, well... no matter which way you slice it, a pervert is a pervert.

Then there was the most important matter: Ana. I tried everything—holding her hand, kissing her, hugging her—but nothing worked. I still haven't found the key to waking her up.



It’s been a little while since Milly-chan went home, so I should probably take a moment to organize the current situation.

First, the Zaus Kingdom’s invasion. After losing the bulk of their forces, they’ve retreated, and peace has returned to the Ramslett Ducal Territory. Losing their stored grain and having their cities pillaged was a massive blow to the region, but they managed to squeeze nearly the full amount of reparations out of Zaus. Thanks to that, the territory’s balance sheet is actually looking quite positive.

Friedrich-san’s negotiation skills certainly played a part, but the main reason was likely the sheer scale of the Zaus Kingdom's defeat. It was a disaster they simply couldn't ignore.

According to Lord Ramslett, the invading force was over a hundred thousand strong—essentially the kingdom’s entire mobile expeditionary force. They were utterly crushed by a Ramslett Ducal Army of only ten thousand. It’s estimated that only twenty to thirty thousand made it back across the border safely.

If anyone were to exploit this opening and invade them now, the Zaus Kingdom would likely lose massive chunks of its territory.

Incidentally, the Ducal House had requested reinforcements, but the Royal Family never sent a single soldier. Consequently, House Ramslett handled all the peace negotiations themselves. This world has a feudal feel to it, so apparently, that’s not a legal problem, but it’s still bizarre that the Crown wouldn't send help to defend its own borders.

Was it because the Duke refused to cooperate further unless the Crown Prince was disinherited?

Meanwhile, the eastern front with the Est Empire has fallen into a stalemate since I left. The Sentlaren Kingdom is desperate to hold onto Bruseni, while the Est Empire is itching to take it back. Both sides are currently just staring each other down.

However, with the fall of Fortress City Cardacia and the conquest of the Bulzeni Region, the King’s victory conditions have technically been met.

Yes, as far as I’m concerned, that should be the end of it. Honestly, I think it’d be smarter to either sign a peace treaty with the Empire quickly or send in more troops to push the advantage.

Well, unlike in the game, we have an overwhelming military advantage now. The risk of the Royal Capital being destroyed has dropped significantly. Provided the King doesn't make any catastrophically stupid decisions, that is...



Which brings us to now. I’m currently sharing a carriage with Lord Ramslett, heading toward the Royal Capital.

The King summoned the Duke specifically by name. Ostensibly, it’s to negotiate my rewards, but the Duke suspects it’s a trap for assassination or house arrest.

On top of that, the Duke’s spies report that the King is claiming I’m a "Royal Adventurer" that he personally discovered. I honestly have no idea what he’s thinking. But when you look at the whole picture, it’s clear: the King wants to eliminate House Ramslett. I’m in total agreement with the Duke on that one.

We’ve discussed every possibility and come up with several plans. Some involve fighting; some involve playing along. At this rate, it looks like we’re heading for a confrontation. But if a civil war breaks out, the country will split and the people will suffer. That’s why the Duke decided to walk into the lion’s den—knowing full well it’s a trap—for one last negotiation.

During our talks, I came clean about my Divine Protections and Skills. I’m practically part of the Duke’s family now, so there’s no point in hiding things anymore.

To my surprise, Lord Ramslett had already deduced that I had more than just the 【Wind Magic】 Skill. He’d guessed I had a Divine Protection related to assassination or a stealth-type Skill, a mastery of hidden weapons, and the 【Chantless】 Skill. He suspected I was hiding even more beyond that.

He was mostly right. Though, understandably, the Divine Protection of the 【Wind God】 took him by surprise.

Armed with the truth about my abilities, the Duke decided to bring me along as his shadow guard. If we handle this wrong, the kingdom will tear itself apart. I can’t afford to lose the Duke here. I have to do everything in my power to prevent a disaster and find a path that minimizes the suffering of the common people just trying to live their lives.

Lord Ramslett feels the same way. And I’m sure Ana would, too.

Clinging to that sliver of hope, we made our entry into the Royal Capital.
Episode 78: Townsperson A Watches the Negotiations in the Royal Capital (Part 1)

"Your Majesty, I have come before you as requested."

"Lord Ramslett, it is good of you to come."

The Duke offered his formal greeting, and the King replied with a characteristically arrogant air.

"Regarding my daughter, I thank you for your efforts in the search."

"Think nothing of it. It is unacceptable for a noble's daughter to be kidnapped within our Royal Capital. I currently have my men searching for her whereabouts with all our might."

"I am most grateful for your kindness."

Unacceptable, my ass. Your own son was the one who pulled the strings.

I was currently observing the meeting between the Duke and the King while hidden by my Stealth skill, but the stress from their very first exchange was already off the charts. I felt a sudden, violent urge to punch the King’s shameless face, but I forced myself to endure it.

Incidentally, even though neither of them meant a word they were saying, they both wore pleasant smiles as they tested each other's defenses. The Duke might have the physique of a gorilla, but his tactical maneuvering was that of a cunning old fox.

"Now then, Your Majesty. Regarding Allen, an adventurer of House Ramslett—as his guardian, he has turned to my house requesting that I negotiate an appropriate reward on his behalf."

"Hmm? What are you talking about? He is an adventurer under the protection of the Royal Family, dispatched by my own decree. I am certain no such person exists under your house."

No way. I’d heard he might try this, but is he really going through with it? Has he gone senile at his age?

Surely he realized that his logic didn’t hold up, no matter how much he tried to twist it.

"...But Your Majesty was the one who agreed to place him under the protection of House Ramslett, was he not? The documents confirming that still exist."

"Hmm? What are you talking about? Are you suggesting that I have broken my word?"

"Oh my, Your Majesty. With all due respect, he is the same man who served as my daughter Anastasia’s proxy during that duel disturbance. Surely you aren't suggesting you’ve forgotten him?"

"A duel? Now, let me see... what was that about? I recall some trivial spat between children, but nothing more."

A trivial spat, huh? You’re really going to go with that?

"Is that so? Then let us proceed to the matter of the reward."

Neither of them so much as twitched an eyebrow during the exchange, maintaining their smiles while their eyes remained cold and calculating. It seemed even the King wasn’t foolish enough to lose his temper immediately when facing the Duke.

"First, the adventurer Allen of House Ramslett was the primary contributor to the annihilation of the enemy army in the Bulzeni Region. He accounted for fifty percent of all military achievements and accomplished numerous other great feats. To reward these services, I request that he be granted the rank of Count."

The moment the Duke stated his demand directly, a stir ran through the audience chamber.

Admittedly, claiming I was responsible for fifty percent of the total war effort was a bit of a stretch, but there was no doubt that if I hadn't bombarded and overrun the enemy, the Centlaren Kingdom would have lost Bruseni entirely.

"W-What are you saying? Has Lord Ramslett gone mad? Such a reward is impossible! To suddenly elevate a mere commoner adventurer to the rank of Count! At most, the rank of Knight is appropriate."

It’s a basic negotiation tactic: hit the opponent with an outrageous demand to shake them, then look for a middle ground. I’m sure the onlookers took it that way as well.

However, this time, the Duke had no intention of backing down.

To clarify, the ranks of nobility in this country are, in descending order: Duke, Marquis, Count, Viscount, and Baron. Among these, the title of Duke is reserved solely for branch families of the Royal Family, so no matter what I do, I can't reach that rank.

A Count, however, owns a reasonably large amount of land and possesses significant political power, often acting as a patron for lower-ranking nobles known as vassals.

On the other hand, the rank of Knight is a non-hereditary title for a single generation. They’re essentially "quasi-nobles" who aren't granted territory; in some cases, the title can even be bought with gold. For the Royal Family, handing out Knight titles costs them absolutely nothing.

As a side note, the title of Margrave—common in the German-influenced settings of my previous life—doesn't exist here. The Great Ducal Houses essentially fulfill that role.

"No, no. Considering his performance, I believe this level of reward is perfectly妥当 appropriate. After all, we are talking about Bruseni. It was no ordinary feat. Given the possibility of a re-invasion by the Empire, I actually think the price is a bit of a bargain."

The Duke continued the negotiation with a smile, but a deep crease had formed between the King's eyebrows. The King was clearly trying to maintain his composure, but his fury was palpable.

What the Duke was implicitly demanding was this:

Appoint Allen, the man most responsible for the victory, as the Count of the recaptured Bulzeni Region. And since Allen is under the protection of House Ramslett, he will naturally become our vassal—so recognize that authority as well.

Naturally, the Royal Family desperately wanted the fertile Bulzeni Region for themselves. The last thing they wanted was for that land to fall under the influence of House Ramslett, who was already a massive thorn in their side.

Realistically, however, since another Imperial invasion was expected, placing me there as a defensive bulwark wasn't a bad move for the country’s safety.

But upon hearing that demand, the King did exactly what the Duke had predicted in our prior meetings: he flew into a rage and raised his voice.
Chapter 79: Townsman A Observes the Negotiations in the Royal Capital (Part 2)

“Unacceptable! I don’t care how much an adventurer of the Royal Family has achieved; I will not permit it. He shall be granted the rank of Knight. That is my final decision. Do I make myself clear?”

Even the man standing beside the King—likely his advisor—let out a faint, startled gasp at the decree.

“I see,” Lord Ramslett replied, his voice level. “So, Your Majesty is suggesting that the achievements of Allen, an adventurer of House Ramslett, are worth only the rank of Knight? This is a man who recaptured the Bulzeni Region from the Est Empire—a feat no one has managed in fifty years. Is that truly what you are saying?”

He had a point. Looking back at history, those who performed great deeds in war were typically appointed as Barons or Viscounts. According to custom, the standard for retaking a single region or a major city was the rank of Viscount.

The recapture of the Bulzeni Region was, without a doubt, a far greater military achievement than that.

The advisor whispered something into the King’s ear.

“Hmph. Fine, let him be a Baron. We will settle the matter of territory later. Is that satisfactory?”

“No, no. That is quite out of the question,” the Duke countered. “We are talking about the recapture of Bulzeni, after all. That is precisely why I am requesting the rank of Count. Besides, Your Majesty, did you not promise Allen that if he scattered the Imperial soldiers and brought victory to Centralen, his reward would be whatever he desired? Gold, treasures, rank, women—you said he could have anything.”

“The Kingdom has not yet defeated the Est Empire! The war is still ongoing!”

“And yet, Your Majesty, you personally stated that you would consider the recapture of Bulzeni as victory. You even issued a formal written order to that effect, did you not?”

“E-Enough! Even so, there is no way I can permit the rank of Count! Such a thing is—”

Just as the King was about to explode into another shout, the advisor leaned in and whispered to him again.

“T-That’s right! It was only possible thanks to the support of my magnificent army! Besides, I don’t care how much military merit someone has; I simply cannot hand out the rank of Count!”

“Then what, precisely, would be required to earn the rank of Count?” the Duke asked. “Would taking the head of an Imperial high official suffice?”

“Hmph. I suppose. If you were to personally take the head of the Est Empire’s Emperor or the Crown Prince, I might consider it.”

Yikes. The King had just stepped right into a trap with pinpoint accuracy.

Hearing those words, Lord Ramslett flashed that dark, sinister smile of his once again.

“Is that so? By the way, I mentioned at the start that Allen’s military contributions weren't limited to the recapture of Bulzeni. You recall that, I hope?”

“What? Was there something else? I have received no such report.”

“Yes, well, the achievement was so monumental that I felt it was my duty as a vassal to inform Your Majesty of the details—and how to handle them—personally.”

“Hmph?”

With that, the Duke reached into a high-quality Magic Bag—one equipped with a preservation function—and pulled out the severed heads of Crown Prince Igor and Chief Magician Günther. He lined them up on the floor in front of the King.

“What? N-No... it can’t be!”

“You recognize these two, don’t you?”

“I-Igor... the Crown Prince? And... Chief Magician Günther?”

“Indeed,” the Duke said. “Allen, the adventurer of House Ramslett, infiltrated their lines alone and brought these back. My house maintains close contact with him. Given the recent movements on the front, we suspected the Est Empire and the Zaus Kingdom were working in tandem, so we ordered Allen to take out the core members of the Empire’s leadership. That is why he did not participate in the mopping-up operations after Bulzeni was retaken.”

“……”

Completely dismantled by the Duke’s logic, the King fell silent, biting his lip.

The Duke watched him for a moment before calling out, his expression as calm as ever.

“Your Majesty?”

“Duke... you gave me a false report, didn’t you?”

The King’s face suddenly twisted with rage as he tried to pivot the conversation.

“A false report? Whatever do you mean?”

“You claimed you were being attacked by a force of one hundred thousand, yet you repelled them with ease! No matter how elite your troops are, there is no way you could drive off an army of that size. To give me a false report and then claim the Royal Family’s adventurer as your own is an absolute outrage!”

The dark smile vanished from the Duke’s face.

“Your Majesty, that was no false report; it was the reality of the situation. I believe you have received reports from sources other than myself, have you not? My army repelled them, but only at a great cost. To hear you speak of it in such a manner... what is your intent? We have shown our loyalty and risked our lives to protect this nation, only to receive no word of thanks—and to be called liars on top of it? I, Gerhardt, am so shocked I feel I might lose my very mind.”

Then, the dark smile returned.

“But of course, I am certain a monarch as wise as Your Majesty would never truly mean such things.”

Provoked further, the King finally snapped, shouting the one thing he should never have said.

“Guh! Enough! Arrest this insolent man!”

“Wait, Your Majesty! You mustn’t!” the advisor—the Prime Minister—shouted, trying to intervene, but the King was too far gone.

“Silence, Prime Minister! Unless you want to be thrown into the dungeon as well!”

“...I apologize for my overstepping, Your Majesty.”

So that guy was the Prime Minister.

The man stood up and retreated toward the wall, effectively washing his hands of the situation. Wait, is that okay? Is he just abandoning the King? Or maybe the King really does threaten him with the dungeon so often that this is just his standard procedure?

“I see. So, negotiations have broken down. How regrettable,” the Duke said. He stood up and began walking toward the exit. “Oh, that reminds me. I trust the Crown Prince is well? I would dearly love to see him fighting bravely for his country one of these days, as befits a member of the Royal Family. Now, if you’ll excuse me, I shall take my leave.”

That last bit of sarcasm was aimed at the Crown Prince for failing to volunteer for the front, but it was a double-edged sword aimed at the King as well. Despite being surrounded by enemies, the King himself had never once stepped onto a battlefield.

Like father, like son, I suppose.

That was likely why the King had designated the boy as his successor so early—simply because he was born with the [Hero] Divine Protection—and then proceeded to spoil him rotten. A Divine Protection doesn't make the man; a person only becomes a hero by putting in the effort to live up to that power.

In the game, the Crown Prince didn't realize that until the Royal Capital had been reduced to ash and he’d lost everything. But in this world, things were different. The capital wouldn't be destroyed by a fallen Villainess, and Amy—the one who was supposed to support him—was... well, Amy.

I guess I’m partly to blame for stirring things up, but I think the Prince is past the point of being reformed.

“What are you doing?! Seize him!” the King roared at the Kingsguards.

Finally, the guards moved. It was telling that six of the ten guards stayed behind to shield the King. They knew House Ramslett had an adventurer capable of infiltrating the Imperial Capital to assassinate a prince and a chief magician. They probably realized that if they touched the Duke, that same blade would be turned toward the Centralen Royal Family next.

Honestly, any country led by a King this dense is probably doomed anyway.

“Duke Ramslett, you are being detained on suspicion of treason.”

“Move,” the Duke growled. “Unless you wish to be injured.”

The Duke attempted to intimidate them, but the Kingsguards showed no intention of backing down.

“No choice, then,” I muttered.

As four of the guards closed in to restrain the Duke, I opened fire with non-lethal rounds.

“Gah!”

“Guh!”

“What—?!”

“Urgh!”

The guards collapsed, groaning, before they could lay a finger on him.

“Lord Ramslett, this way.”

“Understood.”

I kicked off a smokescreen and led the Duke on a sprint through the palace.
Chapter 102

This is a polished translation of Chapter 80, following your stylistic and glossary requirements.

Chapter 80: Townsman A Escapes the Royal Capital

I used Wind Magic to blow away the soldiers blocking my path.

The magic power displayed on my Guild Card had already reached S-rank. Before I knew it, I’d attained the same level of power I’d reached in the game when I min-maxed Marcus to the extreme.

However, perhaps due to a lack of physical conditioning, my stamina was still stuck at C.

“Your Wind Magic is incredible, Allen,” the Duke remarked, sounding genuinely impressed.

This is probably thanks to the Divine Protection of the Wind God.

I really was glad I’d put in the effort to help Jerome with his matchmaking back then. Still, I didn't have the luxury of getting lost in nostalgia right now.

“This way, Lord Ramslett.”

“Right.”

We rendezvoused with the Duke’s personal guards, who had been waiting in the anteroom. Together, we forced our way through the soldiers standing in our path and bolted out into the city.

We sprinted down the main street before ducking into an alleyway a short distance away. After weaving through the labyrinthine backstreets, we finally reached the entrance to the sewers.

“All right, as we discussed, I’ll create a diversion within the capital. While I’m doing that, you and your men should head through the sewers. I’ll make my own escape and fly back home afterward.”

“Understood. Be careful.”

“You too, Lord Ramslett. Please don't go dying in a place like this and make Ana cry.”

“...Hmph. You’re right. I can’t die until I’ve seen my grandchild’s face.”

The Duke gave me a broad grin, then turned and disappeared into the darkness of the sewer without looking back.

I’d already completed a preliminary survey of these tunnels with one of the Duke’s attendants, and there was a unit waiting at the exit to escort him to safety. All I had to do now was cause enough of a ruckus to ensure no one realized they’d gone underground.

It was a dangerous mission, but it was a job perfectly suited for someone with the Concealment and Alchemy skills.

I closed the sewer grate and locked it using Transmutation. Changing the shape of objects was easy enough. I really couldn't thank the Lulu Store enough for selling me such a cheat-tier skill at such a bargain price.

Now then, I activated Concealment and began my distraction campaign.

First, I decided to cause a “foul odor incident” near the city center. I took a gas that emitted a pungent stench like rotten eggs, sealed it inside thin shells of ice, and planted them one after another around the guard outposts. My plan was simple: once the ice melted, the stench would start wafting through the air.

I felt a bit bad for the ordinary citizens, but the amount of gas wasn't enough to actually harm anyone outdoors, so I figured it was fine.

I also splashed a body-temperature liquid with a sharp ammonia scent onto the thighs of some of the patrolling soldiers. The ammonia was just a spur-of-the-moment idea, but I figured the pungent smell would make them notice it immediately.

Watching them immediately start arguing and accusing each other of wetting themselves made me feel like a bit of a villain, but well... it was effective.

After stirring up trouble with bad smells and fake filth near the center, I moved toward the North Gate.

This time, I used low-lethality bombs—essentially, I lowered the air pressure to weaken the blast and ensured there was no shrapnel—to create a series of loud disturbances.

On a whim, I’d bought some wheat flour and packed it into the bombs, which turned out to be great for causing a scene. The thick clouds of flour looked exactly like smoke from a major fire, and the visual impact was outstanding. It lured in a massive number of soldiers, so I called the experiment a success.

I’d made sure there were no open flames nearby to avoid a secondary dust explosion. If the flour had actually ignited, it would have been a catastrophe, so I decided to call it quits after one try.

Yeah, I definitely got a little too carried away there. Note to self: be more careful.

By the way, there was a specific reason I was focusing my diversions between the city center and the North Gate.

The Ramslett Ducal Territory lies to the south of Luluden. Naturally, the authorities would expect the Duke to try and break through the South Gate. My goal was to make them think I was creating an uproar in the north specifically to draw their forces away from his actual escape route.

Of course, the real goal was just to keep their eyes off the sewers. It didn't matter if they gathered in the north, reinforced the south, or scoured the city center. As long as they were confused and taking meaningless actions, my strategy was a success.

Satisfied with the chaos I’d sown, I wrapped up my operations in the north and headed for the East Gate.



As expected, the East Gate was shut tight. It seemed the order to prevent the Duke’s escape had been disseminated effectively.

According to some conversations I overheard, the official story was that Lord Ramslett had lost his mind and attempted to harm the King. On those grounds, the arrest of the entire Ducal House had been ordered.

With an order like that, it was highly likely that a punitive force would be mobilized against House Ramslett.

The situation had spiraled into the worst-case scenario, just as I’d feared.

The circumstances were different from the game, but it seemed the fate of House Ramslett—to be shunned and purged by a foolish King for growing too powerful—remained unchanged.

But there’s no doubt that an anomaly like me is twisting that fate into a new shape.

Things had turned out terribly for Ana, but I wasn't about to give up hope. The Duke was still alive. Friedrich-san and Elizaveta-san were still alive too. As long as you kept pushing toward your goal, you could bend fate as much as you wanted.

I just had to do what I could.

Remaining hidden with Concealment, I approached the gate used by commoners. I used Alchemy to transmute some highly flammable liquid on the spot, soaked a bundle of straw in it, and lit it up.

The straw flared up in an instant, and the fire quickly spread to the wooden gate doors.

The East Gate fell into a total panic as the flames rose. While the soldiers were running around frantically trying to put out the fire, I slipped away unnoticed.



“I heard the hens will caw tomorrow night. Yesterday, I plowed the fields.”

Click.

The lock turned, and I slipped inside the Lulu Store.

“Welcome back. I see you’re safe,” the shopkeeper said. “What can I get for you today?”

“I’m here to scout you. Eventually, this city is going to fall into chaos. Before that happens, why don’t you move to the Ramslett Ducal Territory?”

“Oh? But didn't you just drive off the Est Empire? For the hero who saved the nation to be saying things like that... is it civil war, then?”

“Interpret it however you like. But I’d like to keep doing business with you. That’s all. Sorry for the intrusion.”

I left the shop after saying my piece.

From there, I moved through the dark back alleys toward the Adventurer’s Guild. Once there, I secretly delivered letters to my Master, Monica-san, and the senior adventurers, who were already half-drunk.

Since there was a good chance I was already a wanted man, I didn't show my face. I just slipped the notes onto tables or into pockets when they weren't looking.

The contents were simple: I asked them to leave the capital and to please not take up arms against House Ramslett. In a war, adventurers were often hired as mercenaries. If that happened, I might end up in a position where I had to kill the very people who had looked after me.

It was a selfish request, but I didn't want any of them to die.

I hope they listen to me. It was frustrating that all I could do was trust in them, but I couldn't afford to linger any longer.

Having finished everything I needed to do in the Royal Capital, I walked out through the East Gate—or rather, what was left of it after my earlier arson attempt.
Episode 81: Townsman A Thinks of the Villainess

We successfully made it back to the territorial capital.

Apparently, no one had been watching the sewers. The Duke and his entourage rendezvoused with their standby units without a hitch and pushed straight back to the Ramslett Ducal Territory in one move.

I flew back on the first-generation Vuitol I’d stashed at the airport in the Luluden Northeast Forest. It was a bit of a shock; after getting used to the improved model, the old one felt clunky and difficult to handle. 

Seeing the difference firsthand gave me a real sense of satisfaction—my improvements were working. At the same time, it stirred my inner engineer; I wanted to refine it even more. I’m not sure when I’ll find the time, but eventually, I’d like to build a two-seater glider with proper seats like the ones back in my previous life, or maybe even a light aircraft with a bit more capacity.

Anyway, the situation back in the Royal Capital hasn't been looking great since we left. The various lords were divided in their reactions to the King’s recent decree.

First, the southern nobles, rallied firmly around House Ramslett, didn't produce a single defector. They supported the Duke to a man. This was likely the result of very thorough groundwork laid well in advance.

Meanwhile, the lords in the east, who are currently exposed to the threat of the Est Empire, haven’t made their stance clear. However, most seem to lean toward the Duke's side.

There are two reasons for this. The first is food. If the Ramslett Ducal Territory cuts off exports, several of their domains will face immediate starvation. Even with the fertile land of Bruseni now in the Kingdom's hands, it's obvious the Imperial Army is going to keep harassing them. Moreover, since the Kingdom expelled a massive number of the local residents, it will take a considerable amount of time before agricultural production recovers. 

I suppose it’s a matter of long-standing grudges, but I honestly don’t get why they kicked the locals out. They could have taken a page out of the Ancient Roman Empire's book on how to manage conquered territories. Not that anyone here would know about Rome, of course; a gargantuan empire like that didn't exist in the history I was taught in this world.

But back to the point. The second reason for the eastern lords’ hesitation is me—the "Ramslett adventurer." 

Word has already spread about how I unilaterally bombed and trampled the Est Empire. The soldiers who served on the Bruseni front have felt that power firsthand. While it’s reassuring to have someone like me as an ally, the moment I become an enemy, I turn into a living nightmare. 

The math is simple: there’s no way to shoot me down unless I'm taking off or landing. Otherwise, it’s just a never-ending rain of bombs and incendiary shells from the sky. Facing an opponent like that makes "maintaining morale" a joke. In fact, the Est Imperial Army clearly lost its will to fight halfway through the last conflict.

On the other hand, the nobles of the west and north are supporting the Royal Family, calling for Duke Ramslett’s head. However, even they aren't united. The westerners mostly back the King and the Crown Prince, while the northerners favor the Second Prince. They’re publicly condemning House Ramslett while busy stabbing each other in the back.

As for the King himself, he’s shouting for the "traitor" Duke Ramslett to be struck down. But despite his demands, the lords are dragging their feet. Nobody wants to be the first to lose their own soldiers or deplete their personal factions.

It’s the kind of bureaucratic mess I remember reading about in world history. If the enemy is going to get stuck in the mud like this, I’m not complaining.

The Duke, however, showed no such hesitation. He moved ruthlessly.

First, he halted the export of all wheat outside our territory. The official excuse was that looting by the Zaus Kingdom had depleted our stocks, but that was a lie. It was actually planting season, so the damage wasn't nearly as bad as claimed. Plus, we squeezed more in reparations out of the Zaus Kingdom than they actually stole. House Ramslett didn't lose a cent.

As proof, we’re still shipping wheat to allies like Margaret’s Altomunt and Isabella’s Lyuinberg. But for everyone else, the embargo has hit hard. Prices are skyrocketing. In some towns, the cost of bread doubled in a single week.

I feel for the commoners, I really do, but we can’t just roll over and accept the King's tyranny. I’ve had to harden my heart.

Next came the mass exodus of adventurers. Since they live by hunting monsters and clearing labyrinths, they’re naturally mobile. Once wheat prices spiked, they started flocking to cities under the Duke’s protection or places that were self-sufficient. I’ve even heard some are heading straight for the Ramslett territory, smelling a profitable war on the horizon.

Margaret’s territory, Altomunt, is a fan favorite. Adventurers are swarming there for the Orc meat from the Great Orc Labyrinth. I just hope my Master and the others are among them.

So far, everything is moving according to the plan the Duke and I hashed out. We’ve mapped out several scenarios for the future, but there are still plenty of wildcards. We have to keep a close eye on the Est Empire now that they’ve lost two of their big players, not to mention the United Kingdom of Northorne. They haven't made a move yet despite the political upheaval next door. Between that and the worsening food crisis in the non-Ramslett territories, the situation is a powder keg.



After finishing today's work, I went to Ana's room.

Lately, "work" has meant helping the Duke with his administrative tasks. Given the circumstances, the territory is in a state where even a cat's help would be welcome. There is no time to slack off.

"Good evening, Ana. The stars are beautiful tonight."

I called out to her, but she didn't show even a twitch of a reaction. The maids look after her every day, keeping her appearance pristine. She looks ethereal—as beautiful as a masterfully crafted sculpture.

I gently lifted her, shifting her position to prevent bedsores and turning her toward me. Every time I pick up that body, feeling how light and thin she’s become, my chest tightens with a dull ache.

"Hey, Ana? The Duke gave us his blessing. He’s letting us get married. Don't you think it's about time you opened your eyes?"

I know she won't answer.

I sat her up and began massaging her limbs so her joints wouldn’t stiffen, talking to her all the while.

"Oh, that’s right. The day after tomorrow is your birthday. Everyone at the mansion is excited to celebrate it here in the capital for the first time in years. So... please. Just wake up."

Damn it. I promised myself I’d keep smiling when I talked to her, but my voice cracked. If she were to wake up and see me like this, I'd only make her worry.

"Good night, Ana."

I laid her back on the bed, pressed a light kiss to her forehead, and left the room.

Bathed in the moonlight, Ana looked hauntingly beautiful—and so fragile that I was overcome with the terrifying thought that she might simply vanish at any moment.
Chapter 82: Townsman A Celebrates the Villainess's Birthday

With a maid’s help, I got dressed in my formal attire. My hair was styled to perfection, and I made sure I had the gift ready.

Okay, I was all set.

I headed over to my mother’s room to pick her up. Ever since the Duke officially recognized my engagement to Ana, my mother has been staying here at the Territorial Capital Mansion as well. The logic was that as the mother of the lady's fiancé, she was now a potential target and needed protection. 

Fair enough. I suppose that’s just how things work in this world. Noble society is a massive headache, but I stepped onto this path with my eyes wide open. I just have to deal with it.

After waiting for about ten minutes, my mother emerged from her room in a full gown. She looked like she was struggling with the unfamiliar heels and the restrictive dress, but she looked quite different from her usual, gentle self. How do I put this? She looked truly beautiful.

I took her hand, offered my arm, and escorted her to Ana’s room. 

The maid opened the door for us. Inside, we found the Duke, Elizaveta, and Friedrich already gathered. They were chatting warmly by the bed where Ana remained in her deep, unending slumber.

“Sorry we’re late,” I said.

“Thank you so much for inviting us today,” my mother added, much more politely.

I kept my greeting casual as usual, while my mother was the picture of courtesy.

“Hahaha. We all just happened to get here before the scheduled time,” the Duke replied.

I glanced at the clock; as he said, we were still ten minutes early. I suppose everyone was just that excited for Ana’s birthday.

“Ah, you’re right.”

“Well, it’s a bit early, but let’s begin,” the Duke said. He cleared his throat once, then spoke softly to Ana. “Ana, happy seventeenth birthday.”

Taking the Duke’s words as a signal, we each began to offer our own quiet well-wishes.

“Now then, Ana. There is something I wanted to properly report to you today.” The Duke took Ana’s hand, a prayer-like expression crossing his face. “Ana, your Allen has officially become your fiancé.”

He waited, but when she continued to sleep like a silent statue, his shoulders slumped in disappointment.

“Besides, I’ve prepared so many of the things you like today. You can eat as much as you want, alright?” He pointed to the spread of extravagant dishes on the table, but Ana remained unresponsive.

“Ana, happy birthday,” Elizaveta said. “I’ve prepared that handmade cake you’ve loved since you were a little girl.”

“Happy birthday, Ana,” Friedrich added. “I’ve prepared that white horse you always wanted. It’s waiting outside. What do you think? Don't you want to try riding it?”

“Lady Anastasia, happy birthday. And thank you, truly, for choosing my son, even though he still has much to learn. I heard that you were fond of these.”

Elizaveta had brought the cake of memories; Friedrich had prepared a horse—which was news to me—and my mother presented a box of sweets. Still, Ana slept on.

Next was my turn.

“Ana, happy birthday. I’m sorry I was so useless—I'm sorry you had to go through this because of me. Here, this is the Sword of the Sky Knight I promised you.”

I drew the sword and held it up, letting the beautiful, slender, sky-blue blade catch the light in front of her. Her peaceful face was reflected in the steel. Carefully, I wrapped Ana’s fingers around the hilt of the Sword of the Sky Knight.

That was when it happened.

A dazzling light erupted from the blade.

“Wha—? Ana!”

I lunged forward to grab her hand, but the light was so blinding I had to screw my eyes shut and turn away.

The moment the light faded, a faint voice reached my ears.

“Al... len...?”

It was the voice I had been desperate to hear. It was the miracle I had prayed for every single day. 

I couldn't hold back my emotions. I pulled Ana into a fierce embrace right there on the bed.

“Ana! Ana!”

The tears started falling and wouldn't stop. Dammit. I was supposed to greet her with a smile!

In a weak, fragile voice, Ana answered me.

“...len. Don’t... cry.”

She moved her left hand—the one not holding the sword—to my back. Her touch was incredibly faint and weak. A wave of joy and relief washed over me, but at the same time, my heart wrenched with a painful ache.

“Ana, I’m never letting you go again. I don’t care what anyone says, I’m not letting you go off on your own ever again.”

“Al... len.”

As we held each other, a soft cough sounded from behind us.

“Ah.”

I pressed a kiss to her forehead and slowly, reluctantly, pulled away.

“Fa... ther... Mo... ther... Bro... ther... Whe... re... am... I?”

Her voice was still strained, coming out in weak fragments as she called out to the three of them.

“Ohh, Ana! You’ve come back to us! You’re at the Territorial Capital Mansion. Ana! Ana!”

The Duke broke into a loud wail as he threw his arms around her. Elizaveta and Friedrich followed suit, sobbing just as hard as they embraced her. 

We all sat there crying for a long time. It took a while for everyone to settle down.



“Once again, happy birthday, Ana.”

“Thank you very much.”

Ana was sitting up in bed now. Her voice was much firmer after having some water to moisten her throat.

The Duke continued, “Ana, Allen went alone to rescue you from the Empire’s palace. He's the one who brought you home.”

“Wait, Allen? You did that...?”

“I just... I had to. I couldn't do anything else.”

“Allen...”

Ana’s expression was a mix of happiness and lingering sadness. She was probably worried sick hearing that I’d gone in solo.

“Ana,” the Duke said, “the man you chose is a remarkable one.”

“Father... does that mean...?”

Ana’s eyes went wide with surprise. Just seeing her make a face like that made me the happiest man alive.

I knelt by the bedside and took her hand, looking her in the eye.

“Ana, as promised, I’ve received the Duke’s blessing. Will you marry me?”

I offered my proposal one more time.

“...Yes.”

She nodded, tears streaming down her cheeks. I gently wiped them away, then pulled her close for a tender kiss.
Chapter 83: Townsperson A Helps the Villainess with Her Rehabilitation

Starting the morning after Ana’s birthday, I threw myself into my work while spending every spare moment helping her with her physical therapy.

Being bedridden for so long had left her body incredibly weak. Initially, she couldn't even stand on her own, but she had since recovered enough to walk with some support.

I wasn't sure how long it would take for her to swing a sword or manipulate magic like she used to, but seeing her condition improve day by day brought me a joy that was hard to put into words.

Ana seemed determined to master the Sword of the Sky Knight I’d given her. I planned to help her, of course, but a part of me felt conflicted. Ideally, I didn't want her in any more situations where she’d actually need to use a blade.

Still, just having her here, alive and smiling by my side... that was enough for me. No, it was enough for all of us.

Fortunately, she seemed to have almost no memory of the period after she’d been forced to hold the Magic Sword. It was a blessing in disguise; at the very least, she’d been spared any deep psychological trauma from the sword's mental interference.

She was, however, afraid of being alone in the dark. She kept a light by her side whenever she slept, and Elizaveta-san stayed with her until she drifted off. I want to be the one watching over her while she sleeps soon, I thought.

I eventually filled her in on everything that had happened since her kidnapping. I told her how the King had shielded the Crown Prince despite the mountain of evidence against him, and how the Prince himself refused to admit any guilt. I told her how I’d killed the man who actually took her, and how the Est Empire had used her "failure to marry into their line" as a pretext to start a war. I even mentioned how the academy had been suspended and students were being mobilized for the front lines—though technically voluntary. 

As I expected, a deep sadness clouded Ana's face as she listened.

As the daughter of House Ramslett and the future queen of the Sentlaren Kingdom, Ana had always displayed a level of self-sacrifice that seemed almost excessive to me. It was all rooted in her fierce sense of noble responsibility. But realizing that everything she’d built was going unrewarded—that the country was hurtling toward collapse—clearly pained her.

She was also furious on my behalf when she heard how they’d tried to pay off my achievements with a mere title of Knight.

"If they cannot properly reward someone who has accomplished such feats, they have no right to rule," she spat. "Besides, bringing the entirety of Bruseni under our control... has that ever even happened since the founding of this nation?"

"Now that you mention it, you're right. It's been a disputed territory since the start."

"Exactly. I wonder when the Royal Family became so... diminished. The founding king stood at the front lines to protect his people. He became king because he crushed his enemies. If a ruler cannot fight for their people, they should step down."

She shook her head in disappointment.

"And to think the Crown Prince didn't even volunteer for the front... The Royal Family is finished."

Ana stared off into the distance. I couldn't sense that "for the sake of the country" resolve she used to have; she looked at the situation almost like it was someone else's problem now.

As I gazed at her, I found myself thinking of nothing but how cute she was. I was being ridiculous.

"Hmm? What is it? Is there something on my face?" Ana asked, noticing my gaze and looking suspicious.

"Eh? No. I just thought you looked cute staring into the distance like that."

"Wha—! You idiot! Where did that come from?!"

"The way you turn bright red is cute, and you're cute when you're angry, too."

"H-Hey! Allen! What’s gotten into you?!"

"Well... how should I put this? I think I've come down with something."

"What?! W-We must get a doctor at once!"

Seeing her turn pale with worry made me chuckle.

"I've got the 'wanting to look at Ana all day' sickness."

Her face flushed crimson again.

"D-Don't say such stupid things! I... I was actually worried!"

"Sorry. But I was hundreds of times more worried about you. That's why seeing you give me such cute reactions makes me so happy."

Ana seemed taken aback. Still blushing, she looked down and murmured softly.

"……I'm sorry."

"It's okay. You're back now. That's all that matters."

"Allen……"

"I'm never letting you go again. Never."

"Yeah. I'll never leave you behind again, Allen. I promise."

I pulled her into a gentle embrace, and she squeezed back tightly. As I felt her warmth, I took a deep breath. Her sweet scent filled my senses, and my heart swelled with gratitude. She was finally back.
Side Story: Amy (8)

A lot had happened, but the Villainess should have arrived in the Empire by now. She was supposed to transform into the final boss and attack come winter, right?

In that case, I figured it would be a good idea to grab the Holy Staff of Guidance ahead of schedule. The Scenario was already a total mess, but as long as I had that staff, I was guaranteed to become the Saint.

That gloomy loner might have sabotaged my Blessing event, but since I hadn't hit a Game Over yet, it just proved that the event hadn't been necessary to begin with. Honestly, I’m kind of a genius for realizing that, don't you think?

Once I'd made up my mind, there was no time like the present. I asked Karl-sama to track down an abandoned church for me—specifically, the one where my staff was waiting. When we headed into the forest west of the Royal Capital to investigate a lead, we found it almost immediately.

There were supposed to be dozens of abandoned churches scattered around, so the fact that I’d found the right one so effortlessly was a sign. Yes, it was definitive proof that I was the Heroine.

And there it was, resting upon the altar—the staff! 

Oh, wow. It was a gorgeous piece of work, looking exactly like the CG stills I’d seen in the game. I put on a little performance to properly recreate the event.

"W-What is this?" I asked, breathless.

"It is the staff meant for Amy. Is it not?" Karl-sama replied.

"It’s so beautiful, it took my breath away... Is it really alright for someone like me to touch it?"

"Of course. This staff has undoubtedly chosen you, Amy."

"Leo... Y-Yes. I understand."

The moment my fingers closed around the wood, a voice echoed inside my head.

“O seeker of guidance. I recognize the strength of your desire and shall bestow power upon you.”

A moment later, my entire body was enveloped in a pillar of light. When the glow finally subsided, I felt a surge of absolute certainty. I had become a truly special existence.

Fufufu, it was the most incredible feeling in the world.

Karl-sama and the others were staring at me, their eyes wide with shock.

"A-Amy? That light just now..." Karl-sama stammered, his face pale with surprise. Leo looked just as stunned.

Marcus and Oscar had actually collapsed to the floor, their mouths hanging agape as they stared up at me. 

Fufu. I wondered if they were falling in love with me all over again now that I’d awakened as the Saint.

"Karl-sama, I’ve just awakened as the Saint of Benevolence. Everyone feels it too, don't they?"

"Ah... yes, that’s right," he managed.

"I think so, too," Leo added.

The two of them agreed without a second thought.

"See? Marcus, Oscar—you think so too, right?"

I turned toward the two who were still too stunned to speak and gave them a beaming smile.

"Yes. I believe so as well," Marcus said.

"That's right. I agree. The Saint of Benevolence is the perfect fit for a girl as kind as Amy," Oscar added.

Fufu. As I thought, they all saw it. I was so happy!

"Thank you, everyone!"

Fufu. How do you like that? This was my total victory!



From that day on, Karl-sama and the others were kinder to me than ever. I suppose that’s just the power of being a Saint. 

There were some downsides, though. It was incredibly annoying to be constantly ogled by men I didn't even want looking at me. It felt like my already-cute looks had been polished to a blinding shine, but it was a total drag. I wanted to tell them to stop staring already!

Well, unless they were hotties. I was more than happy to let handsome guys look. After all, a woman needs an audience to truly become beautiful.

There was something else, too. I didn't quite understand why, but ever since I became the Saint of Benevolence, everyone started doing whatever I said. In the game, I was supposed to go to Westerdale and struggle through these long, desperate scenes to persuade various people, so this felt a bit strange. I’d memorized all the dialogue choices perfectly, so it felt like a bit of a waste.

According to the lore, the Saint of Benevolence moved people's hearts through her prayers for peace. Since the Scenario had gone off the rails, I figured the world was just skipping the boring parts for my sake. Yes, that had to be it. No doubt about it.

All that was left was to flee to Westerdale once the Royal Capital came under attack. Then I’d just ask Claude to dispatch the army to save us.

That was the plan, anyway, but then everything went sideways. Apparently, we fought the Est Empire and won? I had no idea how that even happened.

On top of that, the Villainess’s family—who were supposed to be executed—were still alive. And to make matters worse, that gloomy loner supposedly took the head of the Empire’s Crown Prince himself. Did he go all the way there just to rescue his precious Villainess? It almost made me want to cry.

Wait, if that was the case, what happened to her? If she were safe, I would’ve heard rumors. That meant it must have been too late. She was probably dead, or maybe so broken she was no longer fit to be seen. Or, hey, maybe she’d already been charmed by the Magic Sword and turned into a Dark Knight. 

Fufu, how unfortunate for her. Fufufu.

It served her right. That gloomy loser who kept getting in my way lost his Villainess; now he’ll have to crawl back and kneel before me, the true Heroine. 

Aha, aha, ahahahaha!



Or so I thought... but things were still weird. Now the Villainess’s family was raising a flag of rebellion against the King and cutting off the wheat supply. 

That’s treason, isn't it? When I mentioned it to Karl-sama, he gallantly volunteered to lead the subjugation. He was so cool! My Karl-sama really was the best. He was going to reclaim the lands of Centlaren from the hands of those traitors.

Wait? Maybe this was the final boss fight? Defeating the Villainess’s family to reach the ending? The Empire was already dealt with, so this had to be it. 

Yes, that was definitely it!

So, I spoke to Karl-sama and the King. I told them that since the Empire's Crown Prince was dead, we should focus every bit of our strength on crushing those rebels. They both showered me with praise, saying it was exactly what they’d expect from the Saint of Benevolence. 

Fufufu. Now I was the King’s officially recognized Saint. His eyes were a bit lecherous when he looked at me, but that was just the price of fame. Even a King can't help but stare at a woman as popular as me. It was only natural, after all.

Ahaha. 

Ah—this felt amazing.
Chapter 84: Townsperson A Overruns the Centlaren Army

It had been about two weeks since Ana woke up. She had recovered enough to walk on her own, and she was finally at the point where she could manage short strolls through the garden. Watching her smile more and more was the greatest reward I could ask for as her fiancé.

On a side note, the Magic-Sealing Collar is gone. Just as that pervert claimed, it wasn't much of an item; one quick application of Transmutation was all it took to snap it like a twig.

Meanwhile, the Sentlaren Kingdom finally stopped dragging its feet and launched a campaign to subjugate the "traitorous" House Ramslett. My spies reported that the Crown Prince was weirdly gung-ho about the whole thing. I couldn't shake the feeling that this was going to end in a complete disaster, but maybe that was just me.

Regardless, the King’s formal decree had gone out, and troops were being mobilized from across the land. It was almost laughable—I heard some of the units were even pulled from their posts in Bruseni. I have no idea what tactical genius leads to a decision like that, but apparently, that was the play.

For the record, the Sentlaren Kingdom still hasn't signed a peace treaty with the Est Empire. In fact, they’d been loudly boasting about taking the Imperial Prince's head—using those two corpses we’d left behind as proof. Naturally, the Est Empire saw this as a call for vengeance, and their morale was through the roof. I’d handled that situation so delicately specifically to avoid this outcome. They really are breathtakingly stupid. 

Not that it matters to us anymore.

Facing off against the Centralen Royal Family, our own House Ramslett finally declared independence, joining forces with the Southern Nobles to form the Kingdom of Ramslett. Several other lords besides the Southerners offered us their fealty as well. Most of them held territories in steep, mountainous regions or monster-infested lands—places where they couldn't produce enough food to keep their people from starving. To them, our new kingdom was a lifeline, and they jumped at the chance to submit.

Put simply, they chose the practical route of submission over the inevitable collapse that comes with a peasant revolt. Plus, if they’d stayed with Centlaren, they would have been ordered to send troops for the Ramslett subjugation force. That would have meant facing off against the guy who single-handedly crushed the Est Empire. No one wants to throw away soldiers—who are also their primary farm laborers—on a suicide mission.

Consequently, the Kingdom of Ramslett’s reach extended beyond the south into parts of the east and west, eventually swallowing up thirty to forty percent of the former Sentlaren Kingdom’s land.

That was the backdrop when the Centlaren Army finally made their move.

The commander-in-chief was Crown Prince Karlheinz. To nobody's surprise, he was accompanied by the usual members of Amy's reverse harem: Amy herself, Marcus, Leonard, and Oscar. Not that I cared.

"Well, Ana, I’m heading out. You’re still recovering, so please stay in your room and rest."

"I will. Be careful, Allen."

We shared a quick embrace. As I went to pull away, Ana stood on her toes and kissed me on the cheek. 

Oh man. Talk about a morale boost.

"In that case, allow me to dedicate this victory to my lady," I said, trying to act cool. 

I activated the Vytol Custom's Wind Magic Engine and took flight. I gave a small wave to the blushing Ana before turning toward the battlefield.



It took less than an hour to reach the front lines where the two armies were squared off. Our side had five thousand men; Centlaren had around thirty thousand. We were at an overwhelming numerical disadvantage, but there wasn't a hint of despair in our ranks. Everyone knew I could flip the board whenever I felt like it.

From the air, I could see they were still in the initial skirmishing phase, trading volleys of arrows and magic. You might imagine a battle as a grand, sweeping cavalry charge, but the reality is more methodical: soften them up from a distance, thin the numbers, and then move in for the melee. Of course, you have cavalry breakthroughs or flanking maneuvers, but when two armies just stare each other down, this is usually how it goes. No one wants to charge headfirst into a storm of arrows.

Time to get to work. I started dropping bombs on the enemy camp, not bothering to check who was standing where. It was an incredibly simple job. I might have been hitting people I knew, but that's just how it goes when you meet on a battlefield as enemies. I’d made my peace with that reality a long time ago.

The Centlaren Army plummeted into a state of total panic the moment the first bombs hit. I showed no mercy, raining down explosives like hail. It had ceased to be a battle and turned into manual labor. It was the same scene I’d watched when I routed the soldiers of the Est Empire and the Zaus Kingdom. 

After an hour of consistent bombing, I watched the Centlaren Army break into a full retreat and turned back toward the Territorial Capital.



I touched down in the backyard of the Ducal Mansion—or rather, the Royal Palace. Ana was there in an instant.

"Allen! You're not hurt, are you?"

"I'm home. And as you can see, I'm perfectly fine. All I did was fly around the sky for a bit."

Ana let out a long, shaky breath of relief. I pulled her close, kissed her softly, and then we began walking back into the palace. I could feel the warmth of the woman I loved against my arm.



In the end, my unilateral aerial bombardment had turned the clash at the northern border into a massacre. The Kingdom of Ramslett had utterly demolished a Centlaren force that should have possessed overwhelming superiority.

Of the thirty thousand soldiers who had marched out, the Sentlaren Kingdom lost twenty-five thousand to injuries, death, or desertion. It was a humiliating defeat that would be forever etched into their history—the capture or death of numerous heads of noble houses, their heirs, and the commander-in-chief himself, Crown Prince Karlheinz.
Chapter 85: Townsperson A Meets with the Prisoners

"Why do I have to talk to those people?" I asked the soldier who’d come to fetch me, making no effort to hide my irritation.

"Well, they insisted. He may be a prisoner, but he's still the Crown Prince of the Sentlaren Kingdom, and he specifically requested his schoolmate, Lord Allen. Don't worry, everyone is thoroughly restrained, so I don't believe there's any danger."

Good grief, what a pain.

"It’s all right," Ana interjected. "I’ll go with you and help talk some sense into them. I can’t use a sword yet, but my magic is back to full strength. I’ll protect you if anything happens."

"No, it’s your safety I’m most worried about..."

Seriously. Despite everything they’d done to her—despite the fact that they’d pointed their swords at her as enemies—she was still trying to resolve things through dialogue. I really had to wonder which one of them was the Saint and which one was the Villainess.

And so, despite my extreme reluctance, I arrived at the room where Amy and her reverse-harem goons were being detained.

The moment I walked in, all five of them glared at me as if I’d personally murdered their parents. They were all tied up with their hands behind their backs, and everyone except for the Crown Prince and Amy had been gagged.

The guards had stepped out, waiting a short distance from the door to give us privacy for what they assumed would be a sensitive conversation. I’d asked Ana to wait in the hallway as well.

Noticing me, the Crown Prince immediately issued a command in his usual haughty, condescending tone. "You! Commoner! Release us this instant! To defy the Royal Family is treason!"

Is this guy serious? Does he even realize the situation he’s in?

"Exactly," Amy added. "Do you really think you can get away with treating the Saint of Benevolence like this?"

It seemed this woman still hadn't woken up from her delusions.

"More importantly, untie these ropes for me. Pretty please?" 

Then, for reasons beyond my comprehension, her attitude did a total 180. She tried to turn on the charm with some of the most clichéd, hackneyed acting I’d ever seen. 

Gross. Does she actually think she can seduce me with that?

I ignored Amy’s repulsive display and looked the Crown Prince straight in the eye. "There’s something I need to confirm with Your Highness. You were the one who arranged to sell Lady Anastasia to the Empire and forged the orders, weren't you?"

He didn't even look guilty. He just nodded casually. "I am the future King. A matter of this scale is no issue for me. Besides, the Empire wanted that woman. If giving her up meant getting Bruseni back, then it was a fair trade! That is the duty of a noble!"

"So you made a deal with Günther, the Head Magician?"

"Yes! If you hadn't interfered, we could have reclaimed Bruseni without spilling a drop of blood!"

I see. He really believed such a ridiculous story and took the bait.

"Lady Amy, you knew about this too, didn't you?" I asked. "Or rather, were you the one who instigated it?"

Amy snorted, looking triumphant. "Hmph. Obviously. That woman was born to be violated until she breaks, just to serve as a weapon for the Empire. Honestly, I should be praised for doing the right thing."

I wonder where that sweet, coaxing voice from a moment ago went.

"Exactly!" the Crown Prince barked, immediately affirming her statement. The remaining three men nodded along to the terrible arguments made by Amy and the Prince—arguments that didn't even qualify as logic.

These guys were hopeless. It seemed they didn't have a shred of decent judgment left. 

No, wait... I thought Marcus and Oscar looked like they were on the verge of turning things around back at the academy. Just what on earth happened to them?

"For starters," I said, "the Est Empire never had any intention of returning Bruseni. Lady Anastasia was just a convenient excuse. You have to be insane to invite enemy soldiers into your borders to stage a sneak attack on one of your own Ducal Houses."

"What did you say?!"

As usual, his boiling point was hilariously low. I didn't think he was this bad in the game. Then again, people are shaped by those around them, and his "Heroine" was this version of Amy instead of the real deal. On that point alone, I actually felt a bit of sympathy for the guy.

While I was lost in thought, Amy provoked me with her usual condescension. "But that woman is already in the Empire's hands. By now, she's probably been possessed by the Magic Sword, hasn't she?"

Hey, lady. Weren't you just trying to seduce me? The conversation was so disconnected from reality that my head was starting to spin.

"So it is as I thought," the Crown Prince said, appearing to readily believe Amy's outlandish claim. "That woman harbored enough darkness in her heart to be consumed by the Magic Sword."

"Wait, are you serious? Why do you believe a story about a Magic Sword so easily?"

"Amy is the Saint of Benevolence! If she says it, it must be true!"

A Saint, huh?

Right then, the door clicked open. Ana, who had been listening outside, stepped into the room.

"Wh—? Anastasia?!"

"H-How are you here?!"

The two of them cried out in shock, and the eyes of the other three went wide.

"It has been a long time, Your Highness. Everyone. It seems you all still have more energy than you know what to do with," Ana said—her greeting dripping with sarcasm—as she glided to my side. She leaned her weight against me, and I gently supported her. I wasn't just trying to show off; even though she could walk now, she wasn't supposed to overexert herself.

"Furthermore, Your Highness, you've forgotten my title. I am currently the First Princess of the Kingdom of Ramslett. I’ve told you this repeatedly until my voice was hoarse, but it seems you still haven't learned a thing."

"W-What! We do not recognize any such thing as the Kingdom of Ramslett! You are merely rebels! In any case, while calling yourself a princess, you lean against a mere commoner like that—do you not feel any shame?!"

At the Crown Prince's outburst, Ana and I sighed in unison.

"Your Highness, watch your tone," Ana said, glaring at him with eyes as cold as ice. "Even if you do not recognize this country now, you will soon have no choice. Furthermore, I will not permit you to insult Allen as a 'mere commoner'."

Her expression was entirely different from the days when she used to endure his abuse for the sake of the country. Now, she looked at him as if she were staring at filth.

"Allen is my fiancé. An insult to my fiancé is an insult to me."

"What? Engaged to a commoner? Have you lost your mind?!"

"No. Allen is the Hero of the Kingdom of Ramslett. He saved me from the despicable conspiracy hatched by Your Highness and the Empire. He single-handedly annihilated the majority of the enemy forces in the battle against the Zaus Kingdom, and then utterly crushed the Sentlaren army when they dared to invade us without cause. It is only natural for the princess of a nation to marry such an unparalleled hero. History is full of such precedents."

"What?! Then you're saying this guy was the cause of all those explosions?! To not fight fair and square... you coward!"

To the Crown Prince, who was now shouting and hurling insults at me, Ana declared without changing her expression in the slightest, "In short, this is a political marriage. Though, I should add that Allen and I love each other."

Having said that, Ana finally allowed her expression to soften. I pulled her close, and she responded by hugging me back tightly.

"Well, that’s how it is," I said. "You aren't being released. You’ll likely be allowed to go home once the peace treaty is signed, so just stay quiet—huh?"

At that moment, I noticed something tucked into Amy’s waist. A staff.

"Hey! Why does a prisoner have a weapon?!"

I hurriedly shoved Ana behind me and wrenched the staff away from Amy.

"Hey! Give it back! That's mine!"

"C-Could it be... this staff is...!"

"That's right! It's the staff meant for me, the Saint! It's not something a commoner like you, who wasn't chosen by it, should even touch! Give it back!"

I definitely recognized this thing. 

Yes. This was the exact staff that triggered Amy's awakening as the Saint in the game!
Episode 86: Townsperson A Protects the Villainess

"A Saint, you say?! You?"

"That’s right! The Holy Staff of Guidance has recognized me! That is why I am the Saint of Benevolence!"

No matter how you looked at it, she was the polar opposite of a Saint.

"Putting that aside, what happened to the Blessing? Without that, you shouldn't even be qualified for the title."

"Th-that’s... it is what it is! I’ve become a Saint!"

No, no. What kind of logic is that?

I decided to use Appraisal on the staff I had confiscated.



Name: Staff of Guidance
Effect: When a person holds this staff with truly powerful conviction and those feelings are recognized, they are granted one Skill or Divine Protection that fulfills the true wish lurking in the depths of their heart. Can only be used once per person.
Grade: Legendary
Price: ???



A Skill or Divine Protection that granted a "true wish"?

Startled, I set the staff down on a side table and pulled out a Magic Stone. I immediately performed a personal Appraisal on Amy.



Name: Amy von Braises
Age: 17
Divine Protection: [Healing], [Witch of Allurement]
Skill: —
Residence: Luluden
Money on Hand: 9,728
Level: 16
Stamina: E
Magic: C
Achievements: —



[Healing]: Granted to those who wish to heal the wounds, illnesses, and hearts of others. Significantly increases aptitude for healing magic.

[Witch of Allurement]: Granted to a woman who desires to possess every member of the opposite sex she wants and believes, from the bottom of her heart, that she can have them. Greatly increases her feminine charm and drastically increases her aptitude for [Kotodama].



[Kotodama]: Allows the user to imbue their spoken words with magic, imprinting the content onto the target. Only effective when the target perceives the user positively (affection, trust, lust, etc.). The higher the degree of positive perception, the more powerful the effect.



"Huh? Wait a second... A Witch?!"

I shouted in sheer shock. A terrifying monster had just been born right in front of me. If we left this unchecked, it would be a disaster.

"Hey! Guards!"

"Leo!" the Crown Prince bellowed at the exact same moment.

Leonard let out a roar from the bottom of his lungs. A sickening crack and a wet rip echoed through the room. Having forced himself out of his restraints by sheer, brutal strength, Leonard grabbed a nearby chair and lunged at Ana, who had been distracted staring at the Staff of Guidance.

"Look out!"

"Ah—!"

I instinctively threw my body between them to shield the frozen Ana. I managed to protect her, but I took the full force of Leonard's blow. The impact sent both of us flying backward.

"Dammit..."

I’d managed to absorb most of the shock so Ana wouldn't get hurt, but a white-hot agony flared in my abdomen. I forced myself to stand through the pain, preparing to counterattack, but Leonard was relentless. He drove another merciless blow into my face. 

Stars danced across my vision. My consciousness flickered, threatening to fade into black.

"Allen! Allen!"

Ana was on her knees beside me, looking at me with a face that seemed moments away from bursting into tears.

"Quickly! We’re getting out of here!" the Crown Prince shouted, standing up even as his hands remained bound.

"No! The staff! And we have to finish him—" Amy started.

"You're right. Ah—n-no, getting Amy to safety comes first." The Crown Prince seemed to waver under Amy's voice for a second, but ultimately chose flight.

"Amy is right. I will stay behind to deliver the finishing blow and retrieve the staff," Leonard declared with a firm nod. "Your Highness, please, take Amy and go."

"I... I understand. But you have to promise to come back alive, okay?"

Leonard gave a heavy nod, and Amy and the others bolted from the room.

Dammit. What the hell is going on? And what are the guards outside doing?

I struggled to my feet, shielding Ana behind my back while glaring at Leonard. Looking closer, I realized everything from his left wrist down was a mangled mess of crushed bone and flesh, dripping blood onto the floor. 

I see. He’d sacrificed his own hand to tear himself free from the ropes. He only could have pulled off a feat like that thanks to the [Hero] buff from the Crown Prince. But in that state, if he didn't get treatment soon, he’d never be able to hold a sword again. Even though Amy was right there—the girl who supposedly had the [Healing] protection.

They really were cruel to the very end.

That said, I wasn't in great shape either. A shard of the chair that had shattered against me was buried in my side, and I knew I couldn't keep this up for long.

"Die! You despicable commoner!"

Leonard brandished a heavy candlestick like a club. Once again, he ignored me and swung for Ana.

"Don't screw with me! Who's the coward here?!"

I whipped out my sword, stepping into the gap to parry the candlestick. I thought I could handle him since he only had one working hand, even if he did have the [Knight] protection. I was wrong. With the [Hero] buff active, the man was a monster.

He knocked my sword aside with ease and drove the candlestick into my side with a sickening thud. I couldn't brace for it. The strike sent me reeling, slamming my back against the stone wall.

The impact knocked the wind out of me, but I clawed for consciousness, desperate to stand. The blow had landed right where the wood shard was lodged; the wound had torn wide open, and I could feel my blood gushing out in a hot torrent.

This... might actually be a fatal wound.

The moment the realization hit, the strength vanished from my legs and I collapsed.

No! Not yet! I have to... protect Ana! Get up! Move!

"Allen! ...Leonard! How dare you!"

"A mere commoner like him deserves—"

Leonard tried to sneer another insult, casually dismissing Ana’s rage, but he didn't realize she had already finished her incantation.

"Dance of the Ice Swords!"

In an instant, a blizzard of shimmering ice blades materialized in the air, swarming Leonard in a flash.

"What—? Gha..."

Leonard couldn't even move. He took the full brunt of the spell and collapsed silently to the floor.

"Allen! Allen! Pull yourself together!"

Ana’s frantic, worried face hovered over me. 

Hey, now... don't look at me like that. I guess... this is my fault for being careless...

"Ugh... Ana... I’m sorry..."

"Forget that! Just stay with me!"

I tried to apologize for worrying her, but she just gripped my hand tightly. I was covered in blood, but she didn't seem to care.

"Ana... the blood... you’ll get dirty..."

"As if that matters! Don't you dare die! Not here! Allen!"

I know. I don't want to die either. But... at least you're safe.

My vision began to blur into a soft haze. I really thought we had reached the happy ending. I’d let my guard down again.

Ana’s voice felt like it was drifting away into the distance. All I could see was her crying.

If her face is the last thing I see... I suppose that isn't so bad.

But... I really wish... she was smiling instead.

Ana... I’m sorry...
Side: Amy (9)

What... what is going on? What is even happening right now?

Our side had thirty thousand men and theirs only ten thousand, right? No, wait—was it five thousand over here?

Whatever! It doesn't even matter!

Why are things going so south in a battle that should have been a guaranteed win?

Ugh, I seriously shouldn't have come along. I only joined because I heard it would be an easy victory! In the beginning, we had a massive army and they clearly had almost nobody. It was supposed to be a total cakewalk. But then, before I knew it, explosions were ripping through our ranks... and only our ranks.

What is it? What's happening?

Oh! That weird thing flying in the sky! That’s the cause, isn’t it?

"Lord Karl! Isn't that thing dropping bombs on us?"

When I pointed it out, everyone looked up. Their faces were twisted with despair.

"H-how can it be at such a high altitude? Just how...?"

"It's out of reach, even for my bow."

"Magic won't reach it either. Besides, what is a 'bomb'? Are you referring to those explosions?"

"Damn it! You cowards! Come down here and fight!"

Honestly, Leo! What are you even saying? Why would they come down just because you called them cowards? You total muscle-brained idiot! This is exactly why that introvert manages to get the better of you.

Wait... Introvert? Is it possible... Is that guy using a knowledge cheat?

Of course! That’s it! He’s a reincarnated person too. He just won’t stop getting in my way!

"Amy, this is bad. We’re running!"

"Eh?"

By the time I registered Lord Karl’s warning, it was already too late. Enemy soldiers had already surrounded us. Before I knew it, I was tied up and hauled away.

Ugh! What’s going to happen to me? And after I finally became the Saint of Benevolence, too!



Or so I thought, but the words of a Saint of Benevolence are powerful things. I tried acting all sweet and helpless with the guard who brought our food a few times, and he fell for me in an instant. At first, we were shoved into some cramped, dingy room, but he moved us to a decent one right away.

Plus, when we all asked to speak with that introvert, the guard gave us the okay without any fuss. It’s annoying, but I figured I might as well make that guy fall for me too. A lot has happened, but he was totally flustered the first time he saw me. If I just turn on the charm and push him a little, he'll be easy pickings, right?

And so, we were all gathered in one room.

Yeah, I'm glad everyone is safe. I mean, we're prisoners right now, so I guess I have to put up with being tied up, but it still sucks. If I push my luck and ask for too much and get a "no," I'll be in trouble.

After waiting for a while, the introvert finally entered the room. Lord Karl immediately started laying into him.

"Hey! Commoner! Release us this instant! Opposing the Royal Family is an act of treason!"

"That's right. Do you really think it's okay to treat me, the Saint of Benevolence, this way?"

Oops, careful. I almost started talking like I usually do. I'm supposed to be making him fall for me.

"More importantly... could you please untie these ropes? Pretty please?"

I flashed him a beaming smile, just like I did back then. Heh, this should be a piece of cake.

"There is something I wish to confirm with Your Highness," the introvert said, completely ignoring me. "It was Your Highness who arranged to sell Lady Anastasia to the Empire and forged the order, correct?"

Huh? What is with this guy? He's just a pathetic introvert, and he has the nerve to ignore me? How irritating!

"Lady Amy, you knew about this as well, didn't you? No—were you the one who instigated it?"

He shifted the conversation to me, bringing up that woman's business. I was starting to get genuinely annoyed, so I decided to bully him a bit.

"Hmph. Well, obviously. That woman exists for the sole purpose of being broken and turned into a weapon for the Empire. If anything, I think I deserve praise for doing the right thing."

"Exactly!" Lord Karl added.

See? Everyone agrees with me! That’s right—I’m the one who's right!

The guy kept rambling on, so I decided to shut him up.

"Besides, that woman has already fallen into the Empire's hands. By now, she's probably been possessed by the Magic Sword, don't you think?"

That finally made him go silent. Serves you right!

"As I thought," Lord Karl agreed. "That woman harbored enough darkness in her heart to be possessed by the Magic Sword."

Fufun! How's that? You don't have a single ally here!

"Wait, are you serious?" the introvert asked. "Why are you believing a story about a Magic Sword so easily?"

"Because the Saint, Amy, said so! There's no way she's wrong!"

He tried to keep arguing, but Lord Karl kept backing me up. I was feeling pretty good listening to Lord Karl's praise when the door suddenly swung open and that woman walked in.

Wait, what?! How?!

"Wh—? Anastasia?"

"H-how are you here?!" I stammered.

"It has been a long time, Your Highness. And to the rest of you as well. It seems you still have more energy than you know what to do with, as usual."

While we were reeling from the shock, that woman threw a sarcastic remark our way and then practically leaned her whole body against that introvert.

Ugh, what is she doing?! She looks like a total prostitute! And now she's calling herself a princess? She's claiming a commoner is her fiancé, and that even though it's a political marriage, they actually love each other? How pathetic. Anyone can just make things up!

While I was lost in thought, the introvert suddenly snatched the Holy Staff of Guidance from my waist.

"Hey! Give it back! That's mine!"

"N-no way... this staff is...!"

"That's right! It's the staff meant for me, the Saint! It's not something a person like you, who hasn't been chosen by the staff, should even be touching! Give it back!"

"A Saint, you say?"

"Yes! I was recognized by this holy staff! That is why I am the Saint of Benevolence!"

Despite my declaration, the introvert just kept giving me this suspicious, judging look.

"In the first place, what happened to the Holy Blessing? Without that, you shouldn't even be qualified as a Saint."

"T-that's... it is what it is! I became the Saint!"

Oh, shut up! You're so annoying! This is all your fault for stealing my event!

He stared intensely at my staff for a moment, then pulled out some kind of stone. What is he even doing? While I was wondering about that, the Villainess grabbed my staff without permission and started touching it.

Hey! What do you think you're doing, touching my staff?! Can't a mere Villainess understand that she's not allowed to lay a finger on it? What if she gets her weird germs all over it!

Then, Lord Karl and the introvert both shouted at the same time. Honestly, though, calling me a "Witch"... that is beyond rude!

"Gwaaaaaaah!"

Suddenly, Leo tore through his ropes and lunged at that woman. Amazing! He's incredible!

The introvert shielded her on instinct, but he got sent flying. He was absolutely covered in blood.

"Allen! Allen!"

Ahaha! Hearing that woman's pathetic, agonizing screams feels so refreshing! Serves you right!

As for the introvert who protected her... hmph. Not bad, I guess. Not that it matters, since he's going to die anyway.

"Hurry! We're getting out of here!"

"No! My staff! And we have to finish him—"

"You're right. Ah—no, it's no good. We have to get Amy to safety first!"

For Lord Karl—who always does whatever I say—to be this insistent!

"Yes, exactly," Leo said. "I'll stay behind to deliver the finishing blow. Your Highness, please, take care of Amy."

Well, if Leo says so, I guess I can relax.

"I... I understand. But you have to promise to come back alive, okay?"

I whispered a small prayer as I spoke, and Leo gave me a deep nod.

Fufu. Since I, the Saint of Benevolence, offered a prayer like that, Leo is guaranteed to kill these people and come back safely. That's right! I'm the Heroine and the Saint of Benevolence, so my words are absolute! Everything will be fine!

Well then, goodbye, Villainess and Mr. Introvert. Do us all a favor and go straight to hell.

It's my win!
side. Anastasia (14)

"Dance of the Ice Swords!"

I unleashed the most powerful anti-personnel spell I could manage indoors, riddling Leonard with wounds.

"Allen! Allen, stay with me!"

"Ugh... Ana... I’m sorry..."

"Don't you dare apologize! Just focus!"

"Ana... the blood... it’ll get on your clothes..."

Even at a time like this, he's worrying about me.

"I don't care about the blood! Don't you die! Not here! Not like this! Allen! Look at me!"

After he went through all that trouble to come and rescue me! I thought we were finally, finally going to be together!

This can't be happening. This can't be happening! Oh, God, please!

I could see the light gradually fading from Allen’s eyes.

No! Don't go! Don't leave me behind!

My face was surely a pathetic mess of tears and snot by now.

"Allen! Don't go! Don't leave me all alone! Allen! Allen!!"

Then, the last of the strength suddenly drained from Allen’s body.

"Aaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaagh!"

Anyone! Someone, please! Save Allen! I don't care what happens to me! Just save him!

『O seeker of guidance. I acknowledge the strength of your plea. I shall grant you power.』

"Eh...?"

In the next instant, a brilliant, vivid light enveloped my entire body.

"Ah... what is... this...?"

The moment the light subsided, a sudden sense of absolute certainty washed over me. I reached down, pulled the shards of the shattered chair out of Allen’s body, and began to chant.

"The seed of growth lies buried beneath the frost. Meltwater is the grace that summons life. Sacred ice, by the name of Anastasia Kleiner von Ramslett, I command you. Mend my Allen’s wounds. Holy Ice Healing!"

I didn't know how I knew the words. I didn't even understand how Ice Magic could possibly perform healing. Yet, I was certain that this was the only way to save him.

Under the influence of my magic, ice began to crawl over Allen’s skin. Within seconds, his entire body was perfectly preserved, encased within a solid block of ice.

"My Lady! Lord Allen!"

"W-what in the world...?"

"Explanations later!" I barked at the knights who had just burst in. "Those people escaped. Catch them immediately! I don't care if you have to kill them!"

"Y-Yes, Ma'am!"

As the soldiers scrambled to pursue the fleeing Crown Prince and his conspirators, my father and his retinue arrived. Together, we moved the frozen Allen back to my private chambers.



"How could you have allowed such a meeting to take place?! What were the guards doing?!"

"T-that is... I cannot explain it myself, my Lord. But when that woman spoke to me, for some reason, everything she said just felt... right."

My father was currently interrogating the soldier who had been on guard duty, but the man’s excuses were nonsensical.

"At first, I laughed when she claimed to be a Saint," the guard continued, "but the more she spoke, the more I began to believe her... I thought it was only natural that His Royal Highness—the royalty of the Sentlaren Kingdom—should be allowed to speak with his own academy classmate..."

"And so you just let them in?"

"Y-Yes!"

Father massaged his temples and dismissed the soldier with a sharp wave of his hand.

"What is happening here? That man wasn't a fool; he was a capable soldier. That’s why I put him in charge of the prisoners. And yet..."

"Father, Allen referred to that woman as a 'witch,'" I interjected. "He was using a Magic Stone from a Blizzard Phoenix. I believe he was using Appraisal on her."

"A witch, you say...?"

Father took a long breath to steady himself before changing the subject.

"And what about this, Ana? Why is Allen encased in ice?"

"I... I heard a voice coming from the staff that woman was carrying. Then I was wrapped in light. I can't explain the logic, but I just knew—I was certain—that this was the only way to save him."

I turned my gaze to the block of ice sealing Allen away.

"The wounds certainly seem to be closing," Father noted, stepping closer.

He was right. The horrific gashes had almost entirely knit themselves back together. Even the splinters of wood that had been lodged deep inside his chest seemed to have been pushed out of his body by the ice.

"I have never heard of ice-based healing magic. And what about that staff?"

"The woman claimed it was the proof of a Saint. She said that anyone recognized by the staff would become the Saint."

"But Allen’s Appraisal identified her as a witch."

"Yes. Most likely..."

Father fell silent for a moment, deep in thought, before making a suggestion.

"Ana, let’s check your status. Something has clearly changed."

"Yes, Father."

We sent for an Appraisal crystal. While they are incredibly expensive magic items, most high-ranking noble houses keep one on hand. Using the crystal allows one to check their Divine Protection and Skills without needing an adventurer's Guild Card. While a trip to the Guild would yield the same results, nobles generally despise the idea of the Guild holding a monopoly on their personal information. We prefer to keep such things private.

I placed my hand upon the crystal, and a shocking set of results flickered into view.



Name: Anastasia Kleiner von Ramslett
Age: 17
Divine Protection: 【Sky Knight】【Ice Saint】
Skill: 【Holy Ice Magic】
Residence: Wiechen
Level: 24
Stamina: G
Magic: B



"Um... Father? What is this?"

"What?! How is this possible? Saint? Holy Ice Magic? And you have the protection of the Sky Knight as well?!"

"Oh..."

The realization hit me all at once.

"The staff... It must have granted me this power because I wished so desperately to save Allen."

"That staff... Could it be a cursed artifact that creates 'witches'?"

"Perhaps. But in this moment, I can't think of any other explanation."

Suddenly, a sharp crack echoed through the room. A fissure appeared on the surface of the ice encasing Allen. A moment later, the entire block shattered with a thunderous roar.

"Allen!"

My body was still stiff and heavy, but I forced myself to move, rushing to his side. His skin was cold to the touch, but I could clearly hear the steady thrum of his heartbeat. As I pulled him into a tight embrace, I felt a warmth—a spark of life—gradually begin to glow within him.
Chapter 87: Townsman A is Saved by the Villainess

I heard Ana’s voice calling to me. It felt so cold.

Yet, despite that chill—or perhaps because of it—I wasn’t actually shivering. In fact, I felt almost... warm.

What on earth is going on?

Once again, I heard her calling my name. Then, the body that should have been freezing grew warmer by the second.

What is this?

“Allen!”

I jolted at the sound of her voice. When I opened my eyes, Ana was right there in front of me, her eyes brimming with tears and her face washed with relief.

“How...? Why? Is this... a dream?”

“You idiot. Of course it isn’t a dream. You’re alive, Allen. Oh, thank God... Allen!”

As she spoke, she pulled me into a crushing embrace. I felt her warmth surging through me, and her lovely scent filled my nose. I found the sensation so unbearably precious I could hardly stand it.

Only then did it finally sink in: my life had been preserved.



According to Ana and the Duke—wait, no, I should call him Gerhardt-san now—Ana was the one who healed my wounds. Apparently, she’d suddenly heard a voice and found she could do it.

Furthermore, she had been granted the Divine Protection of the [Ice Saint]. While her [Ice Magic] Divine Protection had vanished, it had been replaced by the [Holy Ice Magic] Skill. I had a pretty good idea what had caused the change, but I performed an Appraisal just in case.



[Sky Knight]
The Divine Protection of a Knight given to those who wish to protect people; evolved from a standard Knight’s blessing via the Sword of the Sky Knight. In addition to base Knight aptitude, it drastically increases aptitude for Wind Magic.

[Ice Saint]
Granted to a female practitioner of Ice Magic who possesses a noble spirit and deep love, and who has been granted a Holy Blessing. Allows the wielder to manifest holy power through ice. Drastically increases aptitude for Holy Ice Magic. Upon receiving this Divine Protection, the wielder is granted the [Holy Ice Magic] Skill.



[Holy Ice Magic]
An evolution of the Ice Magic Divine Protection or Skill, triggered when the owner becomes an Ice Saint. Allows the manipulation of ice imbued with holy power. Completely encompasses all functions of the [Ice Magic] Skill.



“...Or so it seems,” I concluded.

“F-For a woman like me to be a Saint...”

Ana looked genuinely bewildered.

“This is just a guess, but you received the Blessing of the Light Spirit, right, Ana? I think your intense desire was funneled through the Staff of Guidance to make it happen.”

“I-Is that so?”

Even after my explanation, she looked like it hadn’t quite sunk in yet.

“But thank you, Ana. It’s thanks to you that I’m still standing here.”

“A-Ah... Yes. You know, I thought my heart was going to stop.”

“I’m sorry.”

“I never want to go through something like that again. Ever.”

“Yeah. I’m sorry.”

“Hmph. As long as you understand, then it’s fine.”

She looked so cute saying that I couldn't help but pull her into another tight hug.

“Ahem. It is wonderful that you fiances are on such good terms, but could we perhaps move the conversation along?”

I’d just started flirting with Ana, and Gerhardt-san had already shut us down. Dammit.

“Now then. What is this about a ‘witch’?”

“Right. When I appraised that woman, Amy von Braises, I saw a Divine Protection called [Bewitching Witch]. Its effects include the enhancement of feminine charm and a drastic increase in aptitude for the [Kotodama] Skill.”

“[Kotodama], huh? I’ve heard of such things in fairy tales, but it is quite a troublesome Skill to encounter in reality. In short, if someone shows even the slightest hint of interest in her, she can corrupt them instantly just by speaking?”

“Does that mean that woman has been manipulating those five like that for years?” Ana asked, her face twisted into a scowl.

“No, I think she probably obtained that power recently. If she’d had it from the start, the academy would have likely ended up in a much worse state.”

However, considering the abnormal atmosphere at the academy, I couldn't rule out the possibility that she’d been using a weak version of [Kotodama] even without the official Skill or Divine Protection.

“I suppose so. It certainly wouldn't be out of character for that woman to demand every man on earth serve her. Which means Allen, too...!”

Perhaps imagining that scenario, a literal chill began to leak from Ana’s body.

“A-Ana, that’s not it at all! You can rest easy, okay? I only have eyes for you.”

I felt a cold sweat—and not from her magic—run down my spine. I certainly wasn't going to let it slip that since her looks were decent, things had been a bit touch-and-go at the very beginning. I didn't exactly have a death wish, and more importantly, saying something like that would only hurt her.

“I-I see. Right. That’s true. There’s no way Allen would be swayed by a woman like that.”

“That’s right. The only woman I love is you, Ana.”

I took her hand and gazed into her eyes. Her expression finally softened, and her cheeks flushed a light pink.

“Ahem. You two, if you don't mind?”

““Ah.””

We were once again pulled back from our private world.

“Well, fine. Regardless, this witch is a problem. If we leave someone with such a dangerous ability to her own devices, the world will be in chaos. I shall issue a high-priority order at once.”

With that, Gerhardt-san turned and exited the room.
Episode 88: Townsman A Witnesses the Founding of a Nation

Unfortunately, Amy and her cohorts managed to make a clean break of it.

Amy had apparently made full use of her abilities as a witch, lashing out with powerful Kotodama to bend both soldiers and civilians to her will. Of course, the Ramslett Army hadn’t just sat idly by. They had immediately dispatched a pursuit team and succeeded in capturing Oscar, but they lost the trail of Amy, the Crown Prince, and Marcus once the trio entered the forest.

I didn't know if they would actually make it through those woods alive, but if I was being honest, I hoped the monsters or wild beasts would just finish them off. Yeah, I know how harsh that sounds, but Amy is just too dangerous to be left at large.

Furthermore, we put out a "Dead or Alive" bounty of three hundred million through the Adventurer’s Guild, officially branding her a wanted witch who manipulated others with her voice. While the "Alive" part was technically an option, a request like that was essentially a "please kill her" order; adventurers were certain to come back with her head to guarantee the payout.

Even in a world where colorful hair was the norm, I had never seen anyone else with that specific shade of pink. With luck, someone would spot her.

On a more positive note, we discovered that people whose minds had been warped by her Kotodama could be restored using Ana’s Holy Ice Magic. The specific spell was called Holy Ice Awakening.

When used on someone under Amy’s influence, the spell literally encased their head in ice. The ice shattered almost instantly, but that brief flash-freeze was enough to snap them out of the spell’s control. Essentially, it was a literal manifestation of that "cool your head" trope you see in manga or anime.

According to Ana, she could even hitch the spell to a blizzard to cast it over a massive area. I’m probably not the only one who thinks they might fall into an eternal sleep before they actually "wake up" from that, I thought.



Now then, despite the chaos, the Kingdom of Ramslett proceeded with its founding ceremony.

As part of the preparations, I took the Vytol Custom to several major cities in the Est Empire and the United Kingdom of Northorne. There, I used the Adventurer’s Guild to arrange the delivery of personal letters from the King of Ramslett to their respective diplomatic departments. This was a necessity, as we couldn't reach those two countries from Ramslett without passing through the Sentlaren Kingdom.

Since we shared borders with the Zaus Kingdom and the Westerdale Kingdom, we delivered the letters directly—sending one to a border town in Zaus and another to a port city with regular ferry service to Westerdale—before dispatching formal envoys. The letters were, of course, notifications of our founding and requests for diplomatic recognition.

In response, the Zaus Kingdom—having been utterly crushed by us just the other day—recognized our sovereignty on the condition of a peace treaty. We hadn’t received replies from the others yet, but I predicted the Est Empire and the United Kingdom of Northorne would likely grant recognition, while Westerdale would probably waffle and delay their answer.

My reasoning for the Empire and Northorne was simple: the enemy of my enemy is my friend. Both nations viewed the Sentlaren Kingdom as an adversary. If the vital southern region of their enemy declared independence, it weakened their rival without them having to lift a finger. For them, there was no downside.

Of course, I personally couldn't forgive the Est Empire for what they did to Ana, but the current Kingdom of Ramslett didn't have the luxury of fighting a war on that many fronts. Since I’d already killed the two primary instigators, I was willing to let it slide for now. But if they ever lay a finger on us again, I’ll turn the Imperial Capital into a pile of rubble!

As for why I expected Westerdale to stall, it was because they were currently allied with the Sentlaren Kingdom. That said, we figured that if Sentlaren actually collapsed, Westerdale wouldn't hesitate to rush in and carve out a piece of the western territory for themselves. They didn't want to burn their bridges with Ramslett just in case, but they couldn't exactly pick a fight with Sentlaren yet, either. Their best move was to wait and see.

In short, international relations were never pretty. Honestly.



The day of the founding ceremony finally arrived. The palace square in our royal capital, Wiechen, was packed with people. Because we were still technically in the middle of a war of independence against the Sentlaren Kingdom, we didn't hold a massive parade. Instead, Gerhardt simply read the declaration of independence and introduced the new King and the royal family.

Since this city had always been the territorial capital of the Ramslett Ducal Territory, the actual ruler hadn't changed, but this was a necessary formality to mark the new era.

The second order of business was the announcement of my engagement to Ana.

For the occasion, I was decked out in a flamboyant, ceremonial Ramslett military uniform, while Ana was dressed in a gown so radiant she looked every bit the princess. Well, she was a daughter of a Ducal House and was now the First Princess of the Kingdom of Ramslett, so "princess" was exactly what she was. I was more used to seeing her in her school uniform, but she looked truly stunning in a dress.

On the ring finger of her left hand, she still wore the Ring of Substitution I had given her. She had insisted that she wanted that specific one, so it had officially become her engagement ring. I wore a matching ring—a normal one, but a custom piece made to look identical to hers.

The ceremony proceeded without a hitch. King Gerhardt read the declaration, citing the tyranny of the Sentlaren royals as the reason for their loss of legitimacy and explaining how House Ramslett had stood up as the protector of the people. It was a standard speech, but it felt right for the House Ramslett.

"And finally, I have one more joyous report for you all," Gerhardt announced, signaling the start of our introduction. "It concerns my daughter, First Princess Anastasia."

He paused for effect.

"I am pleased to report that my daughter, Anastasia, has become engaged to Allen, the hero who protected our land of Ramslett from the invaders!"

Cheers of joy erupted from the crowd, though I definitely caught a few groans of disappointment from the guys in the audience. Gerhardt pressed on regardless.

"Allen, recipient of the Divine Protection of the Wind God, has displayed peerless talent across repeated battles. He is a hero among heroes who single-handedly annihilated eighty percent of the enemy forces. It is no exaggeration to say that, through him, our Kingdom has secured the very protection of the gods!"

The crowd went wild at that. Apparently, a hero who brings home a victory is always going to be a fan favorite.

"Allen shall marry Anastasia and take the name Allen von Ramslett. I ask all my citizens to join us in blessing this joyous occasion!"

As Gerhardt concluded his speech, the square turned into a sea of celebration. Ana and I stood on the dais, waving to the crowd.

So, this is the view from the other side, huh? I wonder if I’ll ever truly get used to it.

"This is incredible," I whispered, watching Ana wave with a bright smile.

"Yes, it is," she replied. "I didn't expect this much support. It’s all thanks to your hard work, Allen. Thank you."

"Th-thanks. It’s a bit embarrassing, though."

Get it together, me. You decided to stand by her side. You can't start shrinking back now.

Ana gave me a gentle, knowing smile in response to my awkwardness.



Once the relatively brief ceremony concluded, a ball was held at the palace. The guests included the former Sentlaren nobles who had sworn fealty to the Kingdom of Ramslett, as well as the Second Princess of the Zaus Kingdom.

The Zaus princess was being incredibly persistent in talking to Friedrich, but he seemed to be brushing her off with practiced ease. I guess that’s just how things are going to be for him.

Since I wasn't much of a dancer and Ana was still recovering her strength, we didn't plan to stay for the whole party. We intended to make our rounds, offer our greetings, and then make an early exit.

We moved through the hall arm-in-arm, attending to the guests. I was a nervous wreck, wondering if I was following protocol correctly, but Ana was a natural. She chatted and laughed with everyone, gracefully using me as an excuse to turn down every invitation to dance.

"Lady Ana! Allen!"

Two familiar faces approached us: Margaret and Isabella. They had both returned to their respective family lands when the academy closed, but they had apparently pestered their parents into letting them attend the ceremony.

"Congratulations on your engagement," Margaret said.

"Our sincerest congratulations," Isabella added.

"Ah, thank you," I said, finding it much easier to smile naturally around them.

"Thank you so much," Ana added.

The two of them had always been Ana’s friends, but they had treated me normally without any social barriers. My happy memories of the academy were largely thanks to them.

"Still, Allen, you really did it," Margaret teased. "Crossing so many dangerous bridges just to win Lady Ana’s hand. And now you’re recognized by the Duke—I mean, His Majesty—and you're starting a branch family as an adopted son-in-law. Talk about the royal treatment!"

"But he earned it," Isabella countered. "Allen is amazing. I’m still in shock that you can actually fly!"

"Thank you," I said.

"Honestly, Lady Ana," Margaret said, leaning in. "You really are loved, aren't you?"

"It's true," Isabella agreed. "Please, tell us the secret to being adored like that."

"Wh-what? Hey! You two!" Ana stammered, her face turning bright red. It was adorable.

"I see," Margaret nodded sagely. "It's the contrast. That gap in her personality."

"I understand now," Isabella said. "Lady Ana, we shall follow your example!"

"Wait! Margaret? Isabella? High, Allen, say something!" Ana turned to me, eyes pleading for help.

She was just too cute.

"Ana, you're adorable," I said. "I love you."

"Wh-?! You—idiot! Not in front of everyone!"

"Ana, I love you. I love you more than anyone in the world."

"Ugh... you moron... me too..." she muttered, hiding her face.

Margaret and Isabella let out synchronous squeals of delight. 

A short while later, we took our leave, finally bringing the long day of the founding ceremony to a close.
Chapter 89: Townsperson A Celebrates a Birthday

Shortly after the founding ceremony, word arrived that the Sentlaren Kingdom had completely lost the Bulzeni Region. Considering the speed at which information travels, they had likely lost it right around the time the ceremony was taking place.

Well, it was the natural result of their own choices. They had stripped the garrison from Bulzeni—a region where a delicate power balance was being maintained—just to attack Ramslett.

Honestly, I could only call them morons.

Another piece of intel reported that the Second Prince Faction of the Sentlaren Kingdom had raised an army in the north, rallying around the Second Prince himself.

In response, the Crown Prince—who, unfortunately, was still alive alongside Amy—had returned to the Royal Capital. He was currently gathering support primarily in the west, preparing to counter the northern movement from his base in the center.

As for us, we intended to remain spectators for the time being.

We had no particular desire to meddle in their internal power struggle. However, we had to keep a close eye on Amy now that she had become a witch; if it came down to it, I was prepared to assassinate her. There was no telling what she might do if left to her own devices.

Oh, that reminds me. An envoy arrived from the Est Empire to officially recognize our independence.

It was the birth of diplomatic relations between a country harboring the man who killed their prince and a country that had kidnapped our princess. A strange foundation for a friendship, to be sure.

Meanwhile, we still hadn't heard back from Norsane or Westerdale.

Westerdale’s silence was exactly what I’d expected. As for Norsane, it was possible they were simply delayed by geographical factors, but there was another, more calculated possibility.

If I assume Norsane is backing the Second Prince Faction, it makes sense, I thought. If they recognize us as a nation now, it would make things awkward with the Kingdom of Ramslett once the Second Prince takes control.

This was purely hypothetical, of course, but if Norsane intended to exert strong influence over a Sentlaren ruled by the Second Prince, they would undoubtedly have to provide substantial food aid once they no longer had Ramslett’s territory to rely on.

Since we didn't have all the details yet, we decided to simply wait and see how that situation developed.



On a different note, Oscar’s wounds had finally healed. After having Ana "cool his head" with a bit of magic, we were able to sit him down and get his side of the story.

The conversation went something like this:

"Oscar. Why does that woman have that staff? And do you have any idea how she became a witch?"

Ana questioned him in the interrogation room, where Oscar sat restrained. He didn't show any sign of resistance as he began to speak.

"Amy suddenly claimed there was a staff meant for her in a ruined church somewhere in this country," Oscar explained. "She ordered the soldiers to search for it, and we eventually went to explore a ruin in the woods near the Royal Capital. And there it was—a staff that looked exactly like what she’d described."

I see. So Amy had finally realized she could get ahead of the curve by securing powerful items early.

I couldn't have found a specific ruined church when I didn't even know where to look, and back then, the staff had been a very low priority for me. Looking back, it would have been better if I’d secured it first. I was so focused on making sure things proceeded according to the Scenario that I forgot that moving on such a large scale would naturally draw attention. I thought I’d played this perfectly, but it seems I left more than a few gaps in my plan.

"The moment Amy touched it, the staff emitted a brilliant light," Oscar continued. "Then, this... jet-black, malevolent aura started pouring out of her body. It looked like a depiction of the apocalypse from a church fresco. I knew right then that something was wrong, but..."

Oscar lowered his head, a pained expression crossing his face.

"I still loved her. Unlike the women back home who only saw my face, my Divine Protection, or my family’s money, she seemed to understand my struggles. I play the part of a flirt, but I actually hate it—she knew that without me saying a word. She empathized with me. Because of that, I was willing to throw away my status just to be with her. Even if she didn't love me back, I wanted to stay by her side and support her."

Oscar bit his lip.

"But when you called her a witch, it all clicked. It wasn't that she understood me without words... she had just anticipated my worries beforehand, hadn't she?"

He looked incredibly lonely as he said it. In reality, she hadn't known because of "witch powers," but the end result was the same: she had known his character's "settings" from the start.

Oscar then looked Ana in the eye, his tone shifting to one of genuine gravity.

"Princess Anastasia, I apologize for my numerous instances of rude behavior at the academy. I know an apology isn't enough to earn forgiveness, but if my head will offer you any consolation, I will gladly offer it up."

It seemed my hunch was right. Both Oscar and Marcus had seemed conflicted during the conflict.

If that’s the case, Marcus might still be under her thumb as well, I noted.

"Oscar, I accept your apology," Ana said. "It is in the past. Besides, I am happy now. I harbor no grudge against you."

"You have my gratitude."

With Oscar admitting his faults and Ana accepting the apology, the grudge between them was finally laid to rest.

Before he was sent on his way, we gave him a very thorough lecture on the fact that if you hold affection for a witch, her words can twist your very will.

Oh, and of course, we collected a massive ransom, as per the customs of this world. He is, after all, the heir to the wealthy House of Marquis Wimlett. I didn't ask for the exact figure, but I’m sure it was a very pretty penny.



Returning to the matter of the Sentlaren Kingdom...

Because they no longer had the breathing room to worry about us, we had entered a de facto ceasefire. Since our land produced more than enough to sustain our people, we had no intention of expanding our borders further. We refrained from invading them, and a temporary peace returned to the two nations.

As for me, I was back to work. Apparently, once Ana and I are officially married, we’ll be entrusted with a territory of our own. This was my apprenticeship period, serving as my training for that future.

It was mostly paperwork, which wasn't exactly thrilling, but learning how to read ledgers was a new skill for me, so I found it somewhat interesting.

I would have lunch with Ana, work some more, and then finish my duties around tea time. After that came training.

Ana has recovered to the point where she can manage a light jog, so our days were filled with sword practice and—my personal nemesis—dance lessons.

Today was a dance day.

I managed to get through it without stepping on her toes, which I considered a massive victory. I wouldn't go so far as to say I was good at it, but a step forward is still progress.

Once the day was done, it was time for dinner. Lately, it’s become a tradition for the whole family to eat together. Tonight, I sat at the table with the Ramslett royal family and my mother.

The main dish was a beef fillet steak. It was so tender it practically melted on my tongue—definitely a high-end cut.

As I was savoring the exquisite meal, Ana spoke up.

"By the way, Allen. Do you know what day it is?"

"Eh? Er... well..."

I knew she was fishing for an anniversary, but I came up completely blank. Wait, this time last year, I wasn't even allowed to speak to her, right?

As I began to panic, Ana gave me an exasperated look.

Oh no. I forgot something important and made her mad, didn't I?

Just as the thought crossed my mind, Ana broke into a smile.

"Happy birthday, Allen."

"Huh?"

As I sat there dumbfounded, Gerhardt, Elizaveta, Friedrich, and even my mother all joined in with their congratulations.

"Ah... thank you?"

"Honestly, Allen. Why are you saying it like a question? Here, this is from me."

Ana handed me a gift—a handkerchief with exquisite embroidery. The motif featured two dragons, one white and one black, a Spirit (Hentai), and Vuitol, all arranged together like a coat of arms.

"Did you make this, Ana?"

"I did. While I was still unable to move much... well, do you like it?"

"Thank you. It’s wonderful. I’ll treasure it."

Ana looked visibly relieved at my response.

"I heard from Mother Katerina that you aren't fond of grand celebrations. That’s why I decided on something like this..."

"Yeah... thank you. I’m not great with things like that ball the other day, so this makes me really happy."

"I see. I'm glad, then."

Ana gave me a smile so beautiful I felt like I could stare at it forever.

After receiving gifts from everyone else, I realized this was the first time in my life I’d had a birthday celebrated by anyone other than my mother.

Yeah. So this is what it’s like when your family grows.

It was... a very good feeling.
Side Story: Amy (10)

"Haa... haa... Lord Karl..."

"Amy, hang in there. We’re almost across the border."

"He is right. Once we cross, we can return to the Royal Capital."

I ran with everything I had. I never imagined things would spiral out of control like this.

"Leo and Oscar stayed behind to let us escape," Karl said. "We have to survive, if only to make their sacrifice mean something."

"Y-Yeah..."

That’s right. No matter how much that gloom-wad cheated, there’s no way he could’ve survived those wounds. And Leo should have no problem taking down that Villainess. She didn't look like she was in top form anyway.

But still...

"I see it! A village!"

"Wait... are we actually safe?" I gasped.

"We are," Marcus confirmed. "We have finally escaped the territory occupied by those rebels."

"Oh, thank goodness..."

The moment relief washed over me, the strength drained right out of my legs. Before I could fall, Lord Karl swept me up into a princess carry.

"Kya! L-Lord Karl..."

"Don't worry about it, Amy. I'm doing this because I want to. I'm sorry for making you walk all the way here."

I shook my head with practiced, adorable fragility. 

"No. I'm just happy to have Lord Karl and Marcus by my side."

I looked up at him through my lashes, then cast my eyes down slightly, speaking with a voice full of feigned determination.

"Let’s go! We have to do this for the two of them!"

"You're right."

"We must protect Amy," Marcus added. "For their sake as well."

I nodded at their words. Somehow, we had managed to escape back to the Royal Capital with our lives.



Ugh, seriously. How did everything get so messy?

I finally became the Saint of Benevolence, so why did the Second Prince manage to escape? And a succession struggle breaking out now of all times? Honestly!

Those northern nobles defying me better watch their backs. And now I hear the front lines against the Est Empire are being pushed back? What is going on? I knew the soldiers in this country were a bunch of lightweights, but this is ridiculous.

Wait. I just had a brilliant idea.

It’ll be a bit of a hassle, but let’s go with this strategy.

Now that I’ve decided, I need to go 'request' a favor from Lord Karl.



"To think you would volunteer for such a task yourself... you really are something, Amy."

"It's true," Marcus agreed. "Since becoming the Saint of Benevolence, Amy has been growing at a pace that makes me feel like we’re being left behind."

"Oh, stop it, you two! You're flattering me way too much," I said, putting on my best bashful act. "Besides, I am the Saint of Benevolence. This is the least I should do!"

Hehe. I don't think I can max out their affection levels any further, but their favorability is still climbing steadily.

"Now, Amy, we've arrived."

Lord Karl escorted me into a large hall. A massive crowd of soldiers had been gathered there. Karl stepped forward to address them.

"Men, thank you for gathering. As you know, our nation faces the Est Empire to the east and the rebel former Duke Ramslett to the south. In the north, my foolish younger brother has been deceived by the rebel Duke Schlestein into starting a senseless rebellion."

Lord Karl is so dreamy when he's being authoritative. His speeches are the best.

"However! The reason the Royal Capital and its people can live in peace is because of your bravery on the field!"

""""Uoooohhhhh!""""

"Therefore! Our King's officially recognized Saint of Benevolence, Amy, has come here to encourage you. Out of the goodness of her heart, Amy has offered to personally cheer on each and every one of you. Form an orderly line and wait for your turn to speak with her!"

""""Uoooohhhhh!""""

Hehe, perfect. This is 'The Saint You Can Meet Operation'!

The soldiers lined up with pathetic predictability. All I had to do now was process them one by one, exactly like a high-stakes handshake event.

"I-I'm Daniel, ma'am! I'm a Knight apprentice. U-Um... you're really beautiful!"

"Oh, Lord Daniel! You're such a flatterer," I chirped. "Being an apprentice must be so difficult. Please, do your best for all of us!"

"Yes, ma'am! I will!"

"Next!" a guard called out.

"Wait a moment," I interrupted. "I want to grant Lord Daniel a Blessing."

I grabbed the hand of this unremarkable guy and peered up into his eyes. It was almost cute how quickly his face turned bright red.

"The Saint of Benevolence, Amy, will always be cheering for you. Please protect everyone, okay, Lord Daniel?"

Daniel looked like he was walking on air as he left. And just like that, Daniel is a total fanboy. Next!

"I-I'm Oliver! Knight apprentice! Um... you're wonderful!"

From there, it was a repetitive loop. It was time-consuming, but as long as I thought of them as a pile of potatoes, it wasn't so bad. Since they were Knights, they were at least in decent shape. There were plenty of scary faces, but at least there weren't any 'creepy-fats' in the mix. If I’d had to shake hands with guys like that, I wouldn't have lasted an hour.

"Amy, thank you for your hard work today."

"Indeed, Amy, that was impressive. The soldiers' morale has soared."

"Oh, please. I only did what I could."

"Your humility is as wonderful as your spirit, Amy."

I held these handshake events for different groups of soldiers every day. The results were instantaneous. I even 'healed' some of the injured, and soon enough, I was the legendary, beautiful, and kind 'Lady Amy, the Saint of Benevolence' to the entire rank and file.

Just the other day, I overheard a mere Knight apprentice seriously debating how he could best serve 'Lady Amy.'

It’s laughable. To think I view you people as nothing more than potatoes. But by all means, keep working yourselves to death for my sake.

Still, the power of the Saint of Benevolence is incredibly convenient. In the game, she used prayers and words to debuff the final boss Villainess, but... well, Leo should have handled that, so there won't be a 'next time' for her.

Leo... you're coming back to me, right?

.

.

.

Oops, I'm getting sidetracked.

Anyway, the only thing left is The Church. Once I get those fossils to recognize me, there won't be a soul left in this kingdom who can deny my status. But they are so stubborn. They keep saying it’s no good because I haven’t performed a 'miracle' yet, or they demand 'theological proof.'

My very existence is the proof! Why can't they see that? Dealing with stupid people is such a pain. Really.
Side: Amy (11)

Huh? What? I didn’t even understand what was happening!

How were the Villainess and that gloomy loner still alive? And branding me, the Saint of Benevolence, as a witch and putting me on the wanted list? Were they out of their minds? To make matters even worse, the notice said it was fine to kill me on sight. Seriously, how far were they going to go?

Are they really that afraid of me? The Saint of Benevolence?

Well, of course they were. She was the Villainess, after all. She probably had plenty of guilty secrets to hide. 

Just you wait. We’ll put you out of your misery soon enough.

Just as I was thinking that, some unbelievable news came flying in.

What? The Villainess’s family territory was recognized as a sovereign nation? Furthermore, the Zaus Kingdom—which was supposed to be at war with them—had acknowledged their independence and even sent a princess to the ceremony? And to top it all off, they announced an engagement between the Villainess and that gloomy loner?

"Huh? You’ve got to be kidding me!"

Just then, Marcus burst into the room.

"Your Highness! It’s an emergency!"

"What is it, Marcus?" Karl asked.

"Leo! It’s Leo!"

"What about Leo? Did he come back?!"

"Th-that’s... he’s in... a coffin..."

"What?"

"Wait... Leo? He’s... dead?"

My vision went white the moment I heard those words.

"Amy."

Karl reached out and held me tight. Ah, right. It was fine. I was still okay.

Even so, for them to kill Leo! Unlike that shitty mob of a Villainess or her gloomy loner, Leo was a capture target. Why was he dead? I was the Heroine and the Saint of Benevolence, and I specifically told him to come back. He was supposed to obey me! What were they thinking?!

...It was unforgivable. My Leo! How dare they!

"Lord Karl! Leo is... we have to avenge Leo!"

Fine. I would definitely kill them. That’s right; I should have just finished off the Villainess and that loner a long time ago. It was because I was too kind—because I acted too much like the Saint of Benevolence—that those pieces of trash got carried away. I wouldn't make that mistake again.

"I know, Amy. But unless we do something about that coward—"

"Excuse me! Your Highness!"

Another interruption? Honestly, some people just couldn't read the room.

"Ah, the Saint of Benevolence is here as well. You are as beautiful as ever, my Lady."

"Oh, thank you. You’re such a flatterer," I replied, slipping into my Saint of Benevolence persona for the time being.

"Enough! What’s happened?" Karl demanded.

"Sir! The front line against the Est Empire has collapsed. We have lost all of Bruseni."

"What?! How? You said Kardachia wouldn't fall even if we were pushed back slightly!"

"It seems there was a secret passage we were unaware of. They used it to stage an attack from inside the castle walls."

"Tch. And then?"

"Sir! Our forces were thrown into total confusion by the enemy soldiers appearing suddenly within the castle. We lost half our troops before the rest were routed."

"Half? You lost half the army?"

"Yes, sir. Furthermore, the Imperial Army has secured all of Bruseni and is currently reorganizing. It is expected they will begin their march on Luluden at any moment."

"Dammit!"

This couldn't be happening. Was the Royal Capital really going to fall even without the Villainess there to sabotage it? But I, the Saint of Benevolence, was right here. There was no way we could lose.

I realized then: This must be the final boss battle.

"I-I’m here, Lord Karl! I’ll stay by your side and support everyone’s struggle!"

"Y-you’re right. We have the Saint of Benevolence with us. We can’t possibly lose."

"Exactly! As long as we have the Saint of Benevolence, we have nothing to fear!"

At my words, the morale in the room surged visibly. That was more like it. Now was the time to show off my true power as the Heroine!
Chapter 90: Townsman A Heads North

Winter finally arrived in the Kingdom of Ramslett. Had we stayed at the academy, this would have been around the time of our graduation.

For now, Ramslett was the picture of peace, but major shifts were occurring in Centlaren. The Est Empire had begun its westward push, marching toward the Royal Capital of Luluden exactly as it had in the game. Much like the source material, the towns along the way were reportedly overrun in the blink of an eye. Unlike the game, however, Luluden hadn't fallen yet—it was holding out.

Reports suggested the capital’s soldiers had turned into "death troops," putting up a frantic, suicidal resistance. They were apparently dying with cries of "Long live the Saint!" on their lips. My fears had been realized. 

As expected, the men were being captivated one by one. We had already pulled back all our male spies who might have come into contact with that woman. Things weren't exactly going smoothly for everyone, though. While captivation could be used as a foothold to ensnare families and lovers, it also bred resentment in others. 

Currently, the Royal Capital was in the grip of what looked like a burgeoning cult centered on Amy as the Saint of Benevolence. It had started with the Crown Prince and the inner palace before spreading to the nobility and the military. Now, it was slowly trickling down to the commoners.

Interestingly, the Church refused to recognize Amy as a Saint. They were demanding proof, apparently. I couldn't wrap my head around why they hadn't just checked her status—that would have settled things instantly. Based on the way Amy had spoken back then, she seemed convinced she’d received the Divine Protection of the Saint of Benevolence, just like the heroine of the game. I wasn't sure if she was too dense to notice the discrepancy or if she knew the truth and was simply burying it.

Either way, the girl was insane. There was no telling how many lives she would ruin if left to her own devices. In the worst-case scenario, I might even have to get Ana officially recognized as the Ice Saint. Of course, that would mean dealing with the Church wanting her under their "protection." A Saint is a powerful symbol of authority, and getting the Church involved would undoubtedly make things messy.

That was why I wanted to dispose of Amy quickly, but life is rarely that simple. It was frustrating. Given Ramslett’s current national strength, we couldn't afford a direct confrontation with the Est Empire. I could win a local skirmish by bombing them, sure, but we were desperately short on manpower—soldiers and bureaucrats alike—needed to sustain a war. Dragging the country into a conflict now would just exhaust the populace for no real gain.

On the flip side, if we let the Empire topple Centlaren, we’d end up sharing a border with them, which presented its own set of problems. Helping one side in a fight between an enemy and a potential rival is usually a poor move. 

So, what was the plan? Simple: the "enemy of my enemy is my friend" theory. If we couldn't move ourselves, we just needed to find someone whose immediate interests aligned with ours.

That was how I found myself in Kielburg, the largest city in northern Centlaren, having arrived via the Vytol Custom. This region was the stronghold of the Second Prince Faction, governed by Duke Schlestein. The prince himself was supposedly in residence. My goal was to strike a deal with them to eliminate the Crown Prince and Amy. 

I slipped into the city using Concealment without a hitch, gathered some local gossip, and then infiltrated the Ducal Mansion.

"Is it him...?"

A young boy who looked quite similar to the Crown Prince was walking through the mansion alongside a stout, elderly man. That was likely the Second Prince, Ludwig, and Duke Schlestein. If I recalled correctly, the Second Prince was three years younger than the Crown Prince, making him thirteen or fourteen now. I moved closer to eavesdrop.

"Lord Gregor, I believe we must strike down that venomous woman immediately and stop my brother! He’s been driven mad! I don't think Lord Oscar’s account was a lie at all!"

Gregor was the Duke’s given name. His full name was Gregor Julius von Schlestien, if I remembered right.

"Your Highness, I understand your sentiment," the Duke replied. "However, it is best to let them clash for now. Besides, I find Lord Oscar’s story a touch hyperbolic. While that woman may have the power to cloud men's minds, it is just as likely that Oscar is only now realizing the weight of his actions and is seeking to evade responsibility."

So that’s where Oscar ended up. I’d lost track of him after sending him back to Centlaren.

"But Lord Gregor, if Luluden falls to them—"

"Then we shall let the self-proclaimed Saint of Benevolence and her zealots handle it. Besides, if Luluden falls, Ramslett will be forced to act. They’ll eventually deploy that [Hero] of theirs. We can simply reclaim the city after they’ve done the heavy lifting."

"But Luluden would be decimated! The commoners are the ones who will suffer! Is it not the duty of royalty to fight for their people?!"

The Second Prince was getting heated. It was actually quite surprising. How did he turn out so upright with a fool for a father and an idiot for a brother? Maybe he used them as a "what-not-to-do" guide.

"Your Highness, please, calm yourself. Your sentiment is noble, but you lack a Divine Protection. You do not possess the combat prowess of your brother or the [Hero]. Even if you took the field, you would hardly change the tide of battle."

I see. I’d never heard anything about his gift, but it wasn't a secret—he just didn't have one. That explained why the Crown Prince, who held the protection of the [Hero], had been so favored.

The Second Prince, clearly unconvinced, continued to snap at the Duke. "Ngh... But! However! Think of how many lives will be lost!"

"Your Highness, the masses are merely numbers. Individual fates are irrelevant. A man in your position cannot afford to break his heart over every commoner, or the business of statecraft would cease. As I have told you many times, as long as the whole functions, that is enough."

"But..."

"If you give alms to one person in need, you must do so for all. That is an impossibility. You must become a king who rules for the collective, not the individual. Do you understand?"

"I know. I know, but..."

I understood his point, but he was pivoting the argument. Sacrificing your own people to crush a political rival is a far cry from the principle of not showing favoritism. Still, the prince’s inability to counter that suggested he was still green.

"Your Highness, your compassion is a credit to your character. But for now, you must endure."

"I... I understand..." the prince muttered, looking utterly defeated.

Perhaps if he were the one running this country, we could come to an arrangement. As for Duke Schlestein, he seemed like the type I could strike a deal with if I played my cards right. 

Well, time to decide on my next move.
Chapter 91: Commoner A Pulls the Strings

“Good evening, Duke Schlestein.”

After weighing my options, I decided to approach the Duke.

I’d been eavesdropping on their conversation for a while, and it was clear the Second Prince was still far too green. The real power in this room rested with Duke Schlestein. If I wanted to get anything done, it made more sense to bring the proposal to the man pulling the Prince's strings.

With that in mind, I slipped into the Duke’s private chambers and spoke up.

“Who’s there?!”

Understandably startled by someone infiltrating his inner sanctum without a sound, the Duke whipped around, his eyes narrowed in a mix of shock and caution.

“A pleasure to meet you. I’m Allen,” I said, offering a polite bow. “Perhaps you’d recognize me more easily if I said I’ll be known as Allen von Ramslett by next year?”

“What?! Is this the extent of the Ramslett prodigy’s power?”

“You know what happened in Est, right?”

“Guh… W-what are you doing here?”

Schlestein’s face went pale the moment I hinted at the fact that I was the one who had taken the Est Empire’s Crown Prince's head. Good. The icebreaker worked.

“Rest easy. I’ve come to deliver a personal letter from His Majesty, King Gerhardt of the Kingdom of Ramslett. Please, have a look.”

I reached into my breast pocket, pulled out an envelope, and set it on his desk.

“Mm, this wax seal is… hmmm.”

The Duke broke the seal and began to read. It didn't take long for his brow to furrow into a deep scowl. 

“Are you aware of the contents of this letter, Lord Allen?”

“I am.”

“Then… is what is written here true? This passage regarding the Witch?”

“Every word. If that woman is left to her own devices—consumed by greed as she is—she could dominate the entire continent. And she won’t even need an army to do it.”

“Muu… Then what Lord Oscar told us was…” Schlestein muttered, his voice a low groan.

“Yes. I’m the one who let Oscar go with that information in the first place; it was the quickest way to spread word of the woman's danger. Your own King has likely already been ensnared. I assume your intelligence network has suffered more than a few hits recently?”

“…”

He didn’t say a word, but his silence was as good as a confession.

“So, what’s it going to be? If you won’t act, we will. But don't expect the Kingdom of Ramslett to just hand over what we’ve won with our own blood.”

Schlestein’s expression darkened further as he stared at the letter. “Are you telling us… to move?”

“Yes,” I answered curtly. There was no need to feed him more information than necessary. It was better to let him fill in the blanks with his own paranoia.

“But can we actually win? Even the elites of the Est Empire are struggling to handle her.”

“We’ll assist you with that. We have a way to counter her brainwashing.”

“And what, exactly, is this power?”

The Duke was biting at the hook, trying to probe for our secrets. Naturally, I wasn't about to show my hand yet.

“I’m afraid I can’t reveal that here and now.”

“Guh… What are your demands?”

“That the Sentlaren Kingdom recognizes the Kingdom of Ramslett as an equal, unconditionally.”

Schlestein fell into a long silence before finally letting out a pained groan. “You’re telling us to act as your shield against Est?”

“No, no. Nothing of the sort. We simply wish to ensure the peace and safety of our current territories and the people under our protection.”

The Duke looked like he’d just swallowed a bitter bug. “Is this power of yours guaranteed?”

“A portion of our own military fell under her spell, and we successfully restored them. Furthermore, that power is exactly how I broke the brainwashing on Oscar—the man you’re currently sheltering.”

“I see…” Schlestein lapsed into silence again.

“Can you not decide now?”

The Duke shook his head at my question. “Supposing we do move, what will Ramslett provide in return?”

“We will restore any soldiers who have been compromised by that woman.”

“But you won't provide troops? I can hardly recognize us as equals if you won't commit men to the field.”

He was a persistent negotiator, I’ll give him that, but I already had him where I wanted him.

“What a strange thing to say. This is your country’s internal conflict, isn't it? My country is offering to remove the single greatest obstacle standing in the way of the Second Prince’s faction. Is that not enough?”

“Kuh…”

“Besides, if we were to send troops, we’d require further compensation. We aren't so soft-hearted as to bleed for your civil war for free. That wouldn't be an equal arrangement, would it? …Actually, now that I think about it, the southern portion of your western territory—the area bordering our country—would integrate quite nicely with our local industries. How about we discuss that instead?”

Schlestein’s face fell into an expression of pure resignation. “If we lose any more of our grain belt, the kingdom won’t survive.” He let out a heavy sigh. “Fine. I accept. However, the moment recognition is granted, you will sign a peace treaty. The borders stay exactly where they are now. I won’t tolerate any future territorial violations.”

“Of course. I’m glad we could reach an understanding. It’s a relief, really; it means I won't have to resort to measures I’d rather not… no, never mind. Anyway, may I have your written reply?”

The Duke flinched at my slip of the tongue, his face turning a shade paler. “I-I understand. Wait here.”

The Duke’s pen flew across the paper as he drafted the response. He sealed it with wax and set it on the table. I put on a pair of gloves, took the envelope, wrapped it in a cloth I’d brought, and tucked it into my pocket.

“We’ll begin our own preparations as well. My best guess is that we’ll be ready to execute the operation around the turn of the year, when the winter cold is at its peak. Now, if you’ll excuse me.”

“W-Wait!”

Ignoring his call, I slipped out of the room. Once I was sure the coast was clear, I activated Stealth and vanished.

Man, I'm exhausted. Negotiations are a mental marathon, and maintaining that formal, noble-ish tone made my shoulders feel like lead.

I spent the next three days gathering intel around the Ducal Mansion before finally starting the long trek home.
Chapter 92: Townsperson A Prepares for the Decisive Battle

"I see. So Duke Schlestein accepted the terms?"

"Yes. There were no raised voices or blades drawn; we were able to negotiate quite peacefully."

"Is that so? It sounds like you handled it well."

"It was only possible thanks to your advice. Also, on my way back, I took a look at the state of the Royal Capital."

"Oh? And how did the battle look?"

"The city isn't under siege yet. For now, it seems the two sides are locked in a standoff."

"If that’s the case, the Empire might be unable to maintain its expeditionary force and eventually withdraw. What about the influence of that Witch?"

"It’s significant. From what I saw, about ten to twenty percent of the residents already appeared to be under her spell. She was deliberately performing healing magic in public squares and even holding rallies. I suspect she’s brought someone capable of managing her public image under her control."

"That is... problematic."

Gerhardt-san's expression, which had been detached until now, shifted into something much more grim.

To be blunt, the situation was worse than problematic.

Originally, Amy had been the game’s Heroine, so it went without saying that she was beautiful. We weren't talking about "cutest girl in class" territory; she was a one-in-ten-thousand-year beauty. On top of that, the Divine Protection of the Witch of Enchantment had amplified her feminine charms to a supernatural degree.

Until now, the simple-minded Amy had been thinking and acting for herself. But what would happen if someone who actually understood public relations stepped in? If a strategist wrote a Scenario and moved the exquisite pawn known as Amy according to a plan, the results would be catastrophic.

The number of people falling under Amy’s sway would grow exponentially. As proof, I’d noticed a significant number of women attending the rallies I’d scouted.

Regardless of what their initial intentions might have been, the person "producing" her was likely already fully under her influence. By now, they were surely racking their brains to better serve their beloved "Saint of Benevolence."

"So, Allen, what’s your read?"

"It’s just a guess, but I believe Centlaren will eventually repel the Imperial Army. After that, Duke Schlestein and his Second Prince Faction will likely launch a campaign against the Witch, using her defeat as their grand justification."

"I agree."

"Therefore, I’m going to spend the intervening time making preparations with Ana."

"Preparations?"

"Yes. We’re heading to the Wind Mountain Labyrinth to increase Ana's level. It’s the best spot for rapid growth."

"I see. Just be careful."

Lately, perhaps because I’d finally earned his trust, he’d stopped opposing my plans. Now that Ana’s stamina had recovered to a functional level, I wanted to get her to at least level 30 while I had the chance.

Between her two Divine Protections, [Sky Knight] and [Ice Saint], a properly leveled Ana should be unstoppable. I wanted to ensure our preparations were flawless for the coming decisive battle. This time, there would be no room for negligence.

"However," Gerhardt added, "no matter how much it’s for Ana’s sake, don't go throwing your life away."

"I won't. I'm done with that kind of thing. Well then, please excuse me."

With that, I left Gerhardt-san’s office and made a beeline for a specific spot in the town of Wiechen.



"Out-of-season snow fell on the southern island. Since I’m coming the day before yesterday, it will rain tomorrow."

Click.

As soon as I uttered those nonsensical words, the door swung open.

I stepped inside. Just like the shop back in Luluden, the tiny, six-tatami-mat space was crammed with all sorts of suspicious items. Sitting behind the back counter was the familiar old woman.

"Oh, welcome. What are you looking for today?"

"Ten large Ice Spirit Stones."

Ice Spirit Stones were special items created by processing the Magic Stones of ice-type monsters; they served to amplify ice magic. 

In the game, the player used a Sky Dragon's Magic Stone to create a super-sized Wind Spirit Stone, which was then used to rain down area-of-effect Wind Magic on the Villainess—the final boss—and the Imperial Army.

The Lulu Store was the only place that could perform that kind of processing. It required precious Magic Stones and cost a fortune. Naturally, it was an item meant for "pay-to-win" players.

"Ten large ones? I’m afraid I only have one large Ice Spirit Stone in stock. Magic Stones from Blizzard Phoenix-class monsters don't exactly grow on trees, you know."

I pulled nine Blizzard Phoenix Magic Stones from my Magic Bag and lined them up on the counter.

"Can you prepare them with these? I need them as soon as possible."

For the first time, I saw a flicker of genuine shock cross the old woman’s normally stoic face.

"I... Yes, I can do that. Impressive as always, Allen von Ramslett-sama. To think that little boy would grow into such a man... I'll have them ready in two weeks. Will 3.6 million Ram be acceptable?"

"Yeah. I appreciate it."

The Ram was the currency of the Kingdom of Ramslett. The name was, obviously, derived from Ramslett. For the moment, the exchange rate was 1 Cent to 1 Ram, but there was no telling how long that would last.

There was certainly no guarantee that the currency of the Sentlaren Kingdom—which was guaranteed to lose territory and influence—would maintain its value.

For the record, I’d already converted almost all of my Cent-based assets into Ram. My adventurer registration had been moved to Wiechen as well, so I wouldn't be hurting even if Cent assets became worthless.

With my business concluded, I left the Lulu Store behind.
Episode 93: Townsperson A and the Villainess Go to Give Their Thanks

The next day, Ana and I headed to the Valley of the Flying Dragons and arrived at the Temple of Wind.

"A-Allen-san, h-hello. Ah, I see your... t-the mate-girl is doing well too."

As soon as I touched down the Vytol Custom in the snow-covered plaza in front of the temple, Jerome-kun came scurrying out to meet us.

"Long time no see! Wait, where’s Melissa-chan?"

"Ah, um, she’s... she’s inside."

"Then let’s head in. Come on, Ana."

"Right."

Following Jerome-kun’s lead, we stepped inside the temple. Once we were through the doors, the air was unexpectedly warm, a sharp contrast to the biting cold outside.

"Oh, welcome, Allen-san. Your mate-girl looks much better, doesn't she? I'm glad."

Inside, Melissa-chan was curled up on a massive bed of grass. She didn’t move her body, only turning her neck to look at us.

"Yeah, thanks to you two. Ana’s fully recovered, so we came to give you an update and say thanks."

"I see. How polite of you."

"The feeling is mutual. It’s thanks to you and Jerome-kun that I was able to save Ana at all. Truly, thank you."

"Don't mention it. We never forget a debt. We were just returning the favor."

"T-That’s right, Allen-san. It was all because of what you did for us."

"Even so, I'm grateful. Also, let me introduce her properly. This is my fiancée, Anastasia. We’re planning to get married next autumn."

I ushered Ana forward. She took the cue and performed a perfectly composed, elegant curtsy.

"My name is Anastasia Kleiner von Ramslett, Allen’s fiancée. Please accept my sincerest apologies for my inability to greet you properly during our previous encounter. Melissa-sama, Jerome-sama—I have been told that you both assisted in my rescue from the Empire, and I thank you from the bottom of my heart. I am deeply sorry for the delay in expressing my gratitu—"

"That’s a bit long, don't you think? Um, is it okay if I just call you Ana-chan? As long as Allen-san’s mate is safe, that’s all that matters. We didn't really do anything that special."

"Melissa-san..."

"But, well, let me tell you one thing. If you ever decide to raze that 'Imperial Capital' place to the ground, you'd better let us know first. I won't forgive you if you go and destroy it behind our backs."

"Eh? What?"

Jerome-kun gave a series of vigorous nods in agreement.

"Melissa-chan, we don't actually have a plan like that right now. I already killed the two main ringleaders. Though, it's not like I've forgiven the rest of them."

"Is that so? Well, whatever. I wouldn't be able to go right now anyway."

"Why not?"

"We’re going to become a papa and mama before you two."

When Melissa-chan said that, she shifted her curled-up body slightly. There, nestled beneath her, was a large white egg.

I see. Melissa hasn't just been lounging around; she’s been incubating that egg this entire time.

"Congratulations, Melissa-chan, Jerome-kun."

"Congratulations to you both," Ana added.

"Fufu, thank you. And Ana-chan, you can drop the stiff way of talking, you know? Just speak normally. You don't need honorifics for me or Jerry, either."

"Oh?"

"I think it’s a good idea," I told her. "Melissa-chan did offer."

"I... I see. Very well. Then Melissa, Jerome—it's a pleasure to be here."

"Fufu. Likewise."

With that settled, Melissa-chan returned to her position, settling back down to keep the egg warm.

"U-Um, would you allow me to offer the two of you a Blessing?" Ana asked. "A lot has happened recently and... well, it’s a bit embarrassing to say, but I’ve become the Ice Saint."

From what I understood, a Blessing was one of the abilities granted to the Ice Saint. It wasn't a source of overwhelming power like the blessing from that perverted god; rather, it was more of a protective charm. It was said to promote healthy growth and provide a bit of protection against life-threatening illnesses. 

Neither Ana nor I fully understood the mechanics of it yet, so I figured we’d have to look into it eventually.

"Oh? Is that so? Good for you. But if you’re offering, could you give it to our little one instead? Jerry and I already have the Divine Protection of the God of Wind, so we’re fine. If we ask for too much, we’ll just be asking for divine punishment."

Melissa-chan’s response to the offer was characteristically casual.

"Y-Yeah. I think so too. Please, give it to the baby."

"But..."

"Well, if that’s the case, we’ll just have to come back once the baby is born. Right, Ana?"

"I... yes, I suppose so."

Ana backed down, though she still looked a little reluctant.

"Also, I brought plenty of beef as a thank-you gift. I imagine this is a pretty demanding time for you, right?"

I reached into my Magic Bag and pulled out the massive stash of beef I’d packed.

"Ah! Thank you! Allen-san, you’re the best!"

Melissa-chan didn't hesitate for a second, happily devouring the beef with gusto.

"Oh? Jerry, aren't you eating? If you don't want any, I'm going to finish it all."

"I-Is it really okay?"

"Allen-san brought this for both of us, didn't he? Why wouldn't it be okay?"

"T-Thank you for the food!"

Jerome-kun wagged his tail with joy and joined Melissa-chan, the two of them happily sharing the meat.

By the way, after that, I went to return the Staff of Guidance and took the opportunity to thank the pervert god as well. He put on his usual polite act, saying things like, "I see. Then I shall look forward to the child’s birth."

I have to admit, seeing Ana turn bright red when she heard that was pretty cute.
side. Amy (12)

Ahaha. I never imagined the power of the Saint of Benevolence would be this potent.

The King, the ministers, the Knights—every last one of them did exactly as I said. 

Let’s be honest: at this point, it was basically brainwashing. 

Everything had been going swimmingly, especially after I managed to win over the Prime Minister. 

It seemed the Saint of Benevolence’s power only worked on people who already felt some level of goodwill toward me. But here’s the thing—it was absolute. Even if they only liked me a little, repeating my words to them over and over ensured they would obey me and change into exactly the person I wanted them to be.

Thanks to the Prime Minister figuring that out, everyone in the castle now belonged to me.

Trust unconditionally in me, the Saint of Benevolence. Devote your entire being to me. I told them that a few times, and soon enough, they actually started to believe it.

The commoners were no different. I held rallies where I just read scripts the Prime Minister wrote, and I made sure to heal wounded soldiers right out in the street where people could see. Oh, and I tossed around a bit of spare change here and there.

Basically, as long as I acted like a "good person" before speaking to them, they were quick to believe I was the Saint of Benevolence.

I loved Karl and the others, so I didn't actually want to become the Queen, but for all intents and purposes, this country was already mine.

However, while I heard Oscar had been released, it seemed his father—who had apparently defected to the Second Prince Faction—had snatched him up and taken him away somewhere. 

I hadn't even been able to get in touch with Claude for the longest time. 

And don't you think it’s weird? I sent them both letters, yet neither of them bothered to reply. I was supposed to have successfully conquered them both.

Well, I was sure it would be fine once I talked to them again.

"Amy!"

While I was gazing out the window alone, Karl arrived, having finished his official duties.

"Karl!"

I ran to him, and he pulled me into a gentle embrace. Then, he kissed me passionately.

"Amy, I missed you."

"I missed you, too."

Karl had such a handsome face; he was wonderful to look at no matter how many times I saw him.

"Amy."

"Ah, Marcus!"

Marcus had come to see me as well. Karl released me, handing me over to Marcus.

"Amy, I’ve been longing to see you."

"Me too."

Marcus hugged me tightly and gave me a passionate kiss, just as Karl had done.

"Hehe, I’m so happy you both came."

"I have no one but you, Amy. Your happiness is my happiness."

"The same goes for me. I would do anything for your sake."

"Thank you, Karl, Marcus. I love you both, too. So, please... love only me."

"Of course."

"There is no way I could ever look at another woman."

That was the trick. By telling them every single day that I wanted them to love only me, they quickly ended up like this. I heard that now they didn't feel a thing even when they looked at women other than me.

It was perfect. No one in the castle complained anymore, no matter what we did or where we did it. If anything, people looked upon us with favor.

Lately, I’d even been sharing a bed with the two of them. I felt truly fulfilled.

"That's right, Amy. We received word from The Church. They are going to certify you as the Saint of Benevolence."

"Oh, finally!"

I was so happy to hear Karl say those words that I let out a little shout.

"Yes. All that steady persuasion was worth the effort," Marcus added.

"It really was."

Indeed, I had been diligently meeting with the priests and sisters of The Church, winning them over bit by bit.

My support for the orphanage had been particularly effective. I went there and drilled the idea that I was the Saint into the children's heads. Those kids believed I was the Saint of Benevolence almost instantly. They would look at me with sparkling eyes and call out, "Saint-sama, Saint-sama!"

Honestly, I didn't want to be anywhere near those filthy orphans, but I’d endured it and kept visiting until even the sisters and priests started listening to me.

I had them spread good rumors little by little, and before I knew it, the talk of me being The Witch had vanished.

And today, The Church finally recognized me as the God-chosen Saint of Benevolence.

With this, there was no one left to get in my way.

Hehe. Now, all that’s left is to deal with those people from the Empire.
Side: Amy (13)

The Empire soldiers outside were surprisingly persistent. I’d given our troops my support, turning them into fearless warriors who didn’t even care about death. They should have been incredibly strong, so I couldn't help but wonder what was taking so long.

Lord Karl and Marcus seemed to be giving it their all, yet something still felt off.

Wait, maybe that gloomy loner is pulling the strings?

If so, he was a cold-blooded, bottom-tier loser. To think he would actually cooperate with the country that had kidnapped the Villainess he loved—just how much did he hate me?!

But it didn't matter. 

As the Saint of Benevolence and the Heroine of this world, I was destined for a happy ending. I mean, it made sense, didn't it? This was the world of my favorite otome game. It would have been absurd not to get a happy ending when I hadn't made a single wrong choice!

Just as I was lost in thought, it seemed like things had taken a turn for the worse.

“Lord Karl... did something happen?” I asked, my voice trailing off in a sweet, concerned lilt.

“Ah, Amy. It seems the underground sewers were targeted by the Empire. Someone must have guided them; the enemy soldiers are using the tunnels to infiltrate the city.”

What?! To think there was a traitor in this city while I, the Saint of Benevolence, was right here!

“W-What are you going to do?”

“We have no choice but to take them down one by one. It’s alright, Amy. I will protect you no matter what.”

Lord Karl sounded reassuring, but I could tell he was panicking.

What was going on? Was this that one event from the game where the Royal Capital gets destroyed once? If so, that was bad. I hadn't come all this way just to be finished off in a place like this!

Come on, Amy! Think!

I tried to put my mind to it, and though a slight headache started to throb behind my eyes, I managed to hit upon a brilliant idea.

“Lord Karl... I’ve got it!”

“That’s my girl. Is it a prophecy from the Saint?” Lord Karl gazed at me with such tenderness.

“Yes. The enemies are in the sewers, right?”

“They are.”

“Then we should just flood the sewers with poison gas! That way, all those evil soldiers will be wiped out!”

Lord Karl’s eyes widened in surprise. Fufu, I really was amazing.

“But if we do that, the people living nearby and those downstream will be...”

Huh? Is that a no? 

But if the Empire took the Royal Capital now, everyone would be killed anyway, wouldn't they? Besides, if the enemy occupied the sewers I was supposed to use to escape in the game, running away was off the table. And since Claude wasn't around, I didn't even know if I could make it to the Westadale Kingdom.

In that case, we really had no other choice.

That’s right. Besides, it’s only the commoners who’ll get caught in the crossfire and die, right? They were basically dead the moment the Empire soldiers arrived. Oh, wait. That means it doesn't matter at all!

“Lord Karl, we have to do it! I, the Saint of Benevolence, will pray for those who fall as sacrifices! We have to, or else everyone in the Royal Capital will be slaughtered!”

I appealed to him with tears welling in my eyes, and Lord Karl finally nodded.

Yes. That was exactly how it should be.

Fufu, I’d won. This would count as clearing the event where the capital gets invaded. All I had to do afterward was go and retrieve the Scroll of Concealment.



Ahaha. The effect was perfect.

Apparently, a few residents living near the sewer entrances died, but that wasn't a big deal. We successfully repelled the Empire, and since they were planning some sort of memorial service for the victims soon, I just had to make sure I offered up a nice, proper prayer.

Now, all that was left was to collect the Scroll of Concealment.

Wait, I wonder who should use it?

Musing over the possibilities, we arrived at the sewer entrance located within the academy. After having the door opened for us, we entered the small room I remembered from the game.

I looked toward the desk, expecting to see it, but...

It wasn't there!

Why?!

“Ah! That brat!”

“Amy, what’s wrong?”

“If something is bothering you, please, let us help,” Marcus added.

Both Lord Karl and Marcus looked at me with deep concern. But I finally understood everything!

That gloomy loner! He’d stolen my Scroll of Concealment! That was how he pulled off those stunts during the duel, and how he’d managed to snatch back the Villainess after she’d been sold to the Empire!

In that case! That meant!

I...!

“Lord Karl! Marcus! I have a favor to ask! Please, listen to me!”
Chapter 94: Townsperson A Heads to the Land of the Decisive Battle with the Villainess

The year turned, marking the onset of the season’s harshest cold.

It appeared the Est Empire forces besieging Luluden had finally been routed. I say "appeared" because I’d already withdrawn every spy I had inside Luluden, leaving me without the finer details. My assessment was based entirely on reports filtered in from spies stationed in the neighboring towns.

The catalyst for pulling back had been the news that Amy had managed to wrap even The Church around her finger.

Though many people in this region aren't particularly devout, the populace is, by and large, comprised of followers of The Church. If she secured their official endorsement, it wouldn't matter that Amy was actually The Witch; the masses would fall in line, believing she was a Saint.

If my spies were compromised through Church channels, the entire network would be dismantled from the inside. I’d decided to cut my losses and withdraw before that could happen.

In light of these developments, we coordinated with Duke Schlestien to finalize the Royal Capital Reclamation Operation and put it into motion.

First, the Second Prince Faction—spearheaded by Duke Schlestien’s forces—advanced on Luluden with the Second Prince acting as Commander-in-Chief. In support, the Kingdom of Ramslett provided food aid and conducted large-scale military drills along the southern and southwestern borders of Centlaren. It was a classic feint, a move to keep the Crown Prince Faction’s army pinned down through indirect pressure.

As a result, the Second Prince’s forces managed to surround Luluden with little resistance.

The troops remaining in Luluden were likely a shell of their former selves after clashing with the Est Empire, but the true variable was the soldiers of the Royal Capital. Now little more than fanatics, there was no telling how much resistance they would put up.

With our own preparations complete, we made our way to the camp of the Second Prince and Duke Schlestien, just as planned.

Rather than using Vytol Custom, we hitched a ride on Jerome’s back, landing smack-dab in the center of the command post. For the record, I hadn't exactly asked Jerome for a favor. After I’d spent a fair amount of time bribing him with meat, Melissa simply ordered him to take us.

Naturally, I’d offered up five Orcs’ worth of meat as a token of gratitude, so Melissa’s pantry should be well-stocked for the time being.

"Aaaaahhh! Monster!"

"Enough! Stay your panic! This was in the report!" 

Duke Schlestien stepped forward to calm the soldiers of the Second Prince Faction, who had broken into a panic at the sight of Jerome.

"It has been some time, Your Excellency."

I carried Ana bridal-style as I hopped off Jerome's back, setting her down before offering my greetings.

Ana was dressed in white today—outfitted in something functional yet somehow still radiating a divine aura. To put it in gaming terms, she looked like a Saint who’d picked up a sword to become an adventurer. This was a calculated move, of course—a visual message that justice was on our side and our opponent was The Witch.

"It has been a while, Duke Schlestien, Prince Ludwig."

"C-Could it be? Sister-in-law?"

"Your Highness! Mind your tongue!" the Duke barked. "I did not expect Her Highness, Princess Anastasia, to grace us with her presence in person."

In contrast to Duke Schlestien, who immediately dropped to one knee, the Second Prince simply stared at Anastasia with a stunned, vacant expression. Ana made no secret of her displeasure.

"Prince Ludwig, I am not your sister-in-law, nor do I ever intend to be. Have you no shame, addressing a woman who is already spoken for in such a manner? Or is this a deliberate insult?"

"Eh? But…?"

"Your Highness! Apologize this instant!" the Duke hissed, cornering the prince. "This is the First Princess of the Kingdom of Ramslett, and she is betrothed to the Hero, Lord Allen. Do you intend to sabotage our one chance at retaking the Royal Capital?!"

The Second Prince seemed taken aback by Ana's icy tone, but under the Duke’s harsh questioning, he scrambled to offer an apology.

"Princess Anastasia, please forgive me. It was a lapse in judgment, a remnant of old habits. And… allow me to offer my congratulations on your engagement to Lord Allen the Hero."

"It is fine. I accept the apology," Ana replied. "However, do not forget that I am Allen’s fiancée—and his alone."

Ana directed that last remark toward Duke Schlestien rather than the Second Prince. She was likely driving the point home to prevent any "unnecessary" ideas from taking root in the Duke's head, but the Second Prince—completely oblivious—simply bowed in relief. It’s safe to say that even if the leadership of this country passes to the Second Prince, the future looks bleak.

"So then," the Duke asked, "how do we break the spell of that Witch, Amy?"

"The ritual for a spell targeting the whole of Luluden is already prepared," I explained. "However, the effect only reaches those who are outdoors. It won't penetrate stone walls or rooftops."

"Then our task is to draw out as many of them as possible?"

"Exactly. Once you raise the signal fire at the opportune moment, we’ll trigger the magic. But be warned: we only have one shot at this. If you mistime the signal, it’s a wasted effort, and we’ll be left with very few options. The success of this operation rests entirely on the Commander-in-Chief’s judgment. I trust you’re up to the task?"

I turned my gaze toward the Second Prince.

"I-I understand, Lord Allen. I will watch the tides of battle closely and signal when the time is right."

"I'm counting on you. Neither my King nor Her Highness wishes for us to overstep or spill more blood than necessary. Pray, do not disappoint us."

"Ah… yes. Leave it to us."

Duke Schlestien was the one to answer, likely because the Second Prince didn't grasp the weight of my words. It was, essentially, a declaration: if they fumbled the play, we would be taking over.

Naturally, the "one-shot" limit was a lie. And if push came to shove, we were prepared to storm the castle ourselves. If stopping Amy required it, I was fully intent on breaching the walls and taking her head personally.

But we were here as representatives of a foreign power. We had to make sure the favors we sold were priced at a premium.

"Excellent. We'll head to our station, then."

With the agreement reached, we mounted Jerome once more and flew to a nearby hill that offered a sweeping, panoramic view of the battlefield.
Episode 95: Mob A Watches the Battle with the Villainess

As we looked on from our vantage point atop a small hill, the Second Prince Faction began their assault on Luluden’s northern wall using catapults.

I hadn’t been briefed on their specific strategy, but I hadn’t expected them to resort to such sudden brute force. One thing was clear: the Second Prince Faction—or rather, Duke Schlestein—had no intention of reclaiming Luluden unscathed. As far as he was concerned, as long as the city fell, that was good enough.

The Luluden garrison responded to the bombardment by sending their soldiers on a frontal charge.

They were likely soldiers whose minds had been broken by Amy’s brainwashing. Common sense dictated that in a situation like this, the standard move would be to retaliate with their own catapults, fire arrows, or ballistae to destroy the siege engines. Alternatively, they could have hidden troops in the forest to launch a stealthy flanking maneuver.

"How terrible," Ana muttered, her brow furrowed as she peered at the scene.

"By now, obeying Amy’s orders has likely become their only priority," I noted.

"Unbelievable. Even a soldier is a person of this kingdom. To discard them like that..."

The fact that she could give such orders without batting an eye was exactly why that woman had become The Witch. 

However, the look on Ana’s face was one of pained complexity. She genuinely cared for the people—even these soldiers being sent to die in vain—so it wasn't something she could just rationalize away.

I turned my gaze back to the battlefield. Hundreds of soldiers were charging in formation, shields raised. The Second Prince Faction intercepted them with a hail of arrows, but the way the enemy charged without a single thought for their own lives was, frankly, terrifying.

I could see the Second Prince Faction’s army being gradually pushed back, intimidated by the sheer intensity of the Centlaren soldiers, who didn't hesitate to use the corpses of their own comrades as shields.

Eventually, they reached one of the catapults and succeeded in wrecking it. The man who struck the final blow thrust his fist toward the sky and screamed at the top of his lungs.

"Long live the Saint!"

The cry reached all the way out here, despite the distance. Hearing that, the Second Prince Faction’s army seemed to lose even more of its nerve, and I could see the unrest spreading through their ranks.

With the interception efforts faltering, the enemy reached a second catapult and destroyed it as well. Once all the catapults had been silenced, the city gates swung open, and a massive wave of cavalry surged out. They were clearly seizing the opening created by the Faction’s hesitation.

The Second Prince Faction’s archers and mages tried to retaliate, but they couldn't blunt the enemy's momentum.

The Faction's infantry units immediately stepped forward, forming a dense wall to intercept the charge. However, they weren't heavy infantry, and they lacked the weight to stop the impact. The enemy cavalry tore through their ranks with ease, shredding the front line.

"That’s... not good."

Seeing their advantage, the Centlaren side deployed even more troops, mostly infantry units this time. 

Just then, a signal fire rose from the main camp. They were calling for the strike already.

"Uh, that’s a bit faster than I expected."

"It is the commander-in-chief’s judgment. We have no choice. Allen, let's do it."

With that, Ana began her chant. I didn’t have a specific role in the spell, so I simply placed my hand gently on her back to let her know I was there for support.

"Grand Holy Snow Awakening!"

As Ana called out the spell’s name, she channeled her mana into the Ice Spirit Stones we had embedded in the ground. In response, the stones—arranged in a massive circle around the Royal Capital—began to glow with a brilliant light as they drank in her power.

An instant later, a violent blizzard engulfed the entire area surrounding the city.

The storm died down as quickly as it had arrived, leaving the soldiers standing there with snow piled high on their heads like snowmen. 

The snow covering their faces crumbled away a moment later, and the soldiers all returned to their senses. They began looking around in confusion, clearly having no idea where they were or why they were standing on a battlefield.

Stripped of their zealotry, they immediately surrendered and were taken prisoner by the Second Prince Faction.

Seeing the path clear, the Second Prince Faction’s army charged toward the city gate. The guards stationed outside had likely been cured of their brainwashing as well.

However, the soldiers who had been on guard inside the buildings were naturally unaffected by the spell. The gate remained firmly closed, still held by Amy’s diehard fanatics.

The Second Prince Faction brought out a battering ram and began hammering away at the gate. In response, the defenders simply swapped out the "useless" soldiers for fresh fanatics, who lined the top of the wall and began raining attacks down on the Prince’s army.

"Is it just me, or is the Second Prince Faction kind of... weak?" I asked.

"No, that's not it," Ana replied. "The proficiency of the soldiers themselves isn't bad. It’s the person giving the orders who is the problem. I know they're in a hurry and can't afford a long siege, but it seems their bait was too small to draw out the big fish."

While we were talking, the unit at the gate was repelled. Watching their momentum crumble, the Second Prince Faction’s soldiers began a full retreat back toward their main camp.

"Ah, jeez. It can’t be helped. Looks like we'll have to step in."

"I agree. Allen, Jerome, let's go."

"L-Leave it to me!"

We mounted Jerome and took flight, soaring toward the Royal Castle.
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Jerome’s sudden appearance threw the town of Luluden into an absolute panic. Because he was intentionally letting out a Roar while flying at a low altitude, the soldiers and townspeople alike were scurrying in every direction, their faces twisted with the kind of despair you’d expect at the end of the world.

Incidentally, a dragon’s Roar is a species-specific ability. Anyone weak enough to be caught in its wake is either paralyzed by fear or finds their movements severely sluggish. It is generally understood that unless a person is at least level twenty-five or possesses a remarkably iron will, it is nearly impossible to withstand the Roar and remain mobile.

However, a few soldiers managed to launch attacks despite the Roar. Their efforts were wasted; their weapons simply bounced off Jerome’s hardened scales without leaving so much as a scratch.

From atop Jerome’s back, Ana used Holy Ice Awakening to systematically dispel the brainwashing on any soldiers who crossed our path.

Finally, we made a forced landing right in front of the castle. The majority of the soldiers who had been deployed to intercept us were already collapsed on the ground, incapacitated by Jerome’s Roar.

“I-I just need to keep everyone unconscious here, right?” Jerome asked.

“Yeah. I’m counting on you.”

“Got it. Y-you can count on me! It’ll be like... like you’re on a sinking ship!”

“Uh... yeah. Right.”

I wasn’t about to correct his idioms now. As Ana and I hit the ground and prepared to sprint toward the gate, a familiar voice called out to me.

“Whoa there, Allen-boy. No more mischief, okay? This world is being guided by the Saint of Benevolence herself. Besides, having a woman like that dress up as a Saint is a total blasphemy against her, don't you think?”

“Master!”

I couldn't believe it. Even Master had fallen victim to that woman’s poisonous fangs.

...Not that I actually let it rattle me. This development was well within the scope of my assumptions.

I reached into my coat, pulled out the custom gun loaded with the non-lethal rounds I’d used during the duel, and fired a rapid burst.

“Wha—? Gha!”

Master dropped to his knees instantly. Ana didn't hesitate, immediately blasting him with Holy Ice Awakening. Ice encased Master’s head for a split second before shattering into mist.

“Wh-huh? Why am I standing here?”

Master blinked, looking around the area in a daze as he returned to his senses.

“Master,” I said.

“Hmm? If it isn’t Allen-boy. Why are you here? For that matter, what the hell is going on?”

Realizing I was there, Master asked his questions with a look of genuine confusion. Seeing that he was back to normal, Ana spoke up.

“So, you are Allen’s sword master.”

“Hey, Allen-boy. Who’s the beautiful lady dressed like a Saint?”

“Master, this is my fiancée—Lady Anastasia, the First Princess of the Kingdom of Ramslett.”

“Geh! The Princess of Ramslett? M-my sincerest apologies!”

Master hurriedly dropped to one knee before her.

“It is fine,” Ana said, waving off the formality. “More importantly, do you know where the woman named Amy is?”

“Amy? Oh, right—that fake Saint of Benevolence. Huh? Wait. Hmm... Come to think of it, why was I so convinced she was a Saint until a second ago?”

Master tilted his head, his memories of the past few weeks clearly beginning to realign.

“That is the nature of her power,” I explained. “Regardless, do you know where she is in the castle?”

“Ah, well, I haven't been inside much, but word is she’s been sitting on the throne lately.”

“That woman... The King is still alive, and yet... Fine. Let’s go, Allen. We’re stopping her!”

“Right. We’ll take our leave then, Master. Oh, and you should get out of here quickly. My mother and I are living in Wiechen now; if you can make it there, we can look after you.”

“Huh? Oh, right. You be careful, Allen-boy!”

“I will!”

We hurried into the royal castle, using a smoke screen to momentarily obscure our presence. Once we were out of sight, I took Ana’s hand firmly in mine and activated 【Stealth】.

This was something I’d discovered during my research for this operation: 【Stealth】 can extend its effects to people or objects as long as they are in direct contact with the user. I wasn't sure if this was a result of the Skill leveling up because I used it so much, or if it had always been possible, but I was just glad it worked.

With Ana acting as my guide, we easily reached the doors of the throne room. We waited for a messenger to arrive, then slipped inside right behind him, completely undetected.

Inside, I saw Amy. She was sitting arrogantly on the throne in a gaudy dress, flanked by the Crown Prince and Marcus.

In a manga or a game, this would be the part where I reveal myself and shout, “Your evil deeds end here!” or some other line to kick off a dramatic debate.

But I had no intention of being the kind of idiot who reveals himself just to trade barbs and increase the risk of failure. To be honest, I had already moved past hating Amy for what she did to Ana; I had reached a point where I simply didn't care about her as a person. 

The only reason I was here was that if I left her alone, Ana and the people I cared about would be in danger. The world would go to hell. I was here for the sole purpose of killing her.

That was it. Truly.

And so, I would end this in a single heartbeat.

“Goodbye.”

I leveled Saiga, aiming the muzzle directly at Amy’s torso, and pulled the trigger.

BOOM!

“Eh?” Amy gasped.

“Guu... gaha...”

Somehow, despite the fact that he shouldn't have been able to react, Marcus had thrown himself between us. He shielded Amy, using his own body to take the hit.

“Amy... I’m... glad... I... pro... tec... ted... you...”

With those final, ragged words, the strength slowly drained from Marcus’s blood-stained body.
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“Nooooo! Marcus! Why?! Marcus!”

Even as I watched Amy wail—even though I’d just shot and killed a person I actually knew—I couldn’t find it in me to feel a shred of sympathy. 

How did it even come to this? That was the only question swirling in my head. 

Ah, I guess I really am a cold-hearted bastard. Then again, it’s a bit late for that realization after everything I’ve done.

I leveled Saiga once more, aiming for my next shot at Amy.

“As if I’d let you!”

The Crown Prince let out a roar and closed the distance between us in a single, desperate lunging stride. 

Before he could reach me, however, Ana drew the Sword of the Sky Knight and stepped into his path. Sword clashed against sword, the sharp ring of metal echoing through the throne room.

“Anastasia! Get out of my way! It’s him! If only this man weren't here!”

The Crown Prince unleashed a follow-up strike in an attempt to cut through her. His movements were far more refined than anything I’d seen during our classes. He was almost certainly buffing himself with the [Hero] skill. If I had been the one on the receiving end of that, I probably would have been killed instantly.

But Ana parried his blade with effortless grace. Unable to keep up with the sheer fluidity of her movements, the Crown Prince lost his balance and stumbled.

“Your Highness,” Ana said, her voice sounding almost like a lecture. “It is time you woke up from this dream.”

“What?!”

With a casual flick, Ana knocked the Crown Prince's sword aside and buried a sharp middle kick into his gut.

“Gah... hah...”

His body doubled over. Groaning in agony, the Crown Prince collapsed to his knees. 

The gap in their levels was so massive that it wasn't even a contest. Having obtained the Divine Protection of the Sky Knight and the Divine Protection of the Ice Saint, and having been tempered by our high-speed power-leveling in the Wind Mountain Labyrinth, Ana’s current stats for both Stamina and Mana were S-rank.

Even with the [Hero] buff active, the Crown Prince didn't stand a ghost of a chance.

“Holy Ice Awakening.”

The Crown Prince’s head was briefly encased in ice before it shattered.

“Wh—? I... what am I? A-Amy? Huh? What’s happening?”

As the Crown Prince sat there, dazed by the sudden collapse of Amy’s brainwashing, Ana pressed the advantage.

“Holy World of Ice Binding.”

Ice surged forth from her magic, completely encasing the Crown Prince's body.

“Wh-What is this?! Anastasia! Damn it! Unngh... O Mana! Source of all creation! Become an armor of flames and protect me! Flame Armor!”

The Crown Prince wreathed himself in a shroud of fire. Based on elemental affinities, the ice should have melted instantly—yet the frost Ana had created didn't show the slightest sign of thawing.

“Why?! Why won't it melt?! Fire is supposed to melt ice!”

“Your Highness, that is holy ice. It cannot be melted by conventional means. You will remain there as our prisoner.”

“Damn it! Damn you! Anastasiaaa!”

The Crown Prince glared at her with eyes full of pure loathing and screamed at the top of his lungs. He didn't get far, however; the ice crept up to seal his mouth, cutting off any further vitriol.

Having confirmed he was secured, Ana seemed to lose all interest in him. She turned her back on the muffled grunts of the Prince and faced Amy.

I leveled Saiga, intending to finish her off for good this time. But then Amy spoke, her voice dropping into a theatrical, sickeningly sweet tone.

“Lady Anastasia! Please, open your eyes! This isn't what you really wanted!”

I recognize those lines. 

It was the same dialogue the Heroine used against the fallen Villainess during the final boss battle of the game. I saw the strategy now. In the original timeline, the power of the Saint of Benevolence would have triggered here, purifying a portion of the Despair of the Magic Sword and weakening the Villainess's power.

But the Ana standing here wasn't being possessed by some Magic Sword.

And even if she were, the two people who were supposed to protect Amy and defeat the weakened Villainess—the Crown Prince and Marcus—were already out of commission.

“The Saint!”

The soldiers, who had been standing by in a daze, finally snapped out of it and rushed toward us. I raised Saiga to intercept them, but Ana stopped me with a small gesture before casting a spell.

“Holy Ice Awakening.”

A moment later, the soldiers' heads were "cooled" by the holy ice, dispelling their brainwashing in an instant.

“Huh? What? Wait, where am I?”

The soldiers skidded to a halt, looking around in total confusion. They looked like they couldn't even process why they were armed or what they were doing there.

Seeing her control crumble, Amy finally lost her composure.

“Hi—! Hiiiieee! Why?! Why is a Villainess like you even here?! What is going on?! Someone! Help me! Save me!”

“Holy Ice Barrier.”

Ana cast another spell I didn't recognize, and a massive dome of ice materialized, sealing off the throne room and trapping us inside. It was likely another Ice Saint ability, similar to the one holding the Prince.

I pointed Saiga at Amy again, but Ana looked at me and gave a small shake of her head.

Personally, I thought even talking to her was a dangerous risk and wanted to shoot her dead on the spot, but Ana clearly had something in mind. I lowered the gun and gave a small nod. Ana nodded back, then addressed Amy.

“You.”

“Hiii! Someone! Help! Save me!”

Amy shrieked and tried to bolt, desperately pounding on the frozen walls of the dome. Naturally, the ice didn't even chip.

Give me a break. Marcus and the Prince had literally put their lives on the line to protect her, even if it was under brainwashing—and this was how she acted the moment things went south?

“Ice Binding.”

Ana’s magic surged, and ice snapped around Amy, pinning her in place. Forcing the girl to face her, Ana spoke in a voice devoid of any warmth or emotion.

“Listen well. I am of the mind that if a person reflects on their actions and atones for their sins, they deserve to be forgiven.”
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As Ana spun those detached words, Amy’s face lit up with hope. 

Could it be that Amy actually thinks she’s going to be saved?

"However... you are the one person I can never forgive," Ana said, her expression returning to a coldness I hadn't seen in a long time. "You seduced and corrupted the Crown Prince and the men who were meant to be the pillars of the Sentlaren Kingdom. Because of you, this country fell into chaos, and the blood of so many innocent people has been spilled."

Then, her tone shifted, her voice vibrating with a layer of suppressed fury.

"And that’s not all! How dare you sell me off to the Est Empire for such a ridiculous reason!"

"W-What! It’s your own fault for being such an unattractive woman!" Amy retorted hysterically.

No, that wasn't even a proper retort. 

Seriously, what is wrong with her head? What kind of nerve does it take to talk back like that to the person you were just about to beg for your life?

"That man and I were nothing more than a political arrangement," Ana countered, her anger directed squarely at Amy. "There was duty, but never love. But you... how dare you try to stain my virtue! And to have the audacity to wound Allen like that!"

Despite the situation, Amy tried to maintain a sense of superiority, attempting to talk down to Ana.

"H-Hmph. Well, it doesn't matter. You were still ravished by dozens of men. Serves you right."

Seriously, what is going on here? Does this woman even understand the situation she's in?

"Heh. Sorry to disappoint you," Ana said, a triumphant smirk crossing her face as she gently touched the Fairy Hairpin with her right hand. "My virtue is intact. The Light Spirit protected me."

"Wha—?" 

Amy let out a strangled sound, glaring at Ana with a look of pure, unadulterated malice.

"At first, I agreed with Allen," Ana continued. "I thought it would be best to just kill you and be done with it. However, after seeing the state Marcus was in, after dispelling the Crown Prince's brainwashing, and after curing Allen's sword master and all those soldiers on the way here... I changed my mind."

"Then—!" Amy’s face instantly filled with hope again.

I honestly don't get it. What is going on inside her brain? There is no way the next thing out of Ana’s mouth is going to be positive.

"Yes. I won't take your life. But I am taking that voice of yours."

"Eh?" Amy’s eyes went wide.

"Silence is the domain of ice. No sound remains in the silver world. My holy ice, I command thee in the name of Anastasia Kleiner von Ramslett! Seal the voice of the enchanting witch, Amy von Braises. Holy Ice Voice Sealing!"

Ice coiled around Amy’s throat, then immediately shattered and vanished. 

Amy’s mouth moved open and shut like a fish out of water. Realizing no sound was coming out, she turned deathly pale.

"Now this woman will never speak again. Come, Allen."

I gave a short nod and used Transmutation to create ropes, binding the Crown Prince and Amy—ice and all—together.

"Ana, I'm ready."

"Good. We’re leaving, and we’re taking these two with us. No... wait."

Ana walked over to where Marcus lay in a pool of blood.

"It might already be too late, but it's worth a try."

She cast Holy Ice Awakening and Holy Ice Healing in quick succession, enveloping Marcus in holy ice. 

Was he actually still breathing? I couldn't imagine Marcus surviving a shotgun blast to the chest. Even though he'd been one of the guys constantly harassing Ana, she was still reaching out to save him. I guess that's why she was chosen as the Saint.

I'm sure she wanted to treat the fallen soldiers outside, too. But since Gerhardt had forbidden it, she had to restrain herself.

"Now, for real this time—let’s get out of here."

"Right. Let's go."

And so, we made our escape from the royal castle, dragging the frozen Amy and Crown Prince behind us while Ana dispelled the brainwashing of any soldiers we passed. We hopped onto Jerome’s back and flew toward the main camp where the Second Prince and Duke Schlestien were waiting.



"Wh-What?! Brother?"

"The Crown Prince?!"

The Second Prince and Duke Schlestien cried out in shock.

"We’ve plucked them right out of the royal castle," I said. "As promised, the Crown Prince is now in your custody. Do with him as you please."

The Crown Prince was mumbling some sort of protest, but it was impossible to tell what he was trying to say.

"And... what of the Witch?"

"Yes," Ana replied. "Our Kingdom of Ramslett will dispose of her after administering an appropriate punishment. Her voice has been sealed, so she won't be able to cause any more trouble."

"I see..."

"However, since we’ve handled almost all of the heavy lifting, Lord Duke, we’re counting on you to handle the rest, alright?"

"U-Umu..."

Leaving the Duke and his non-committal reply behind, we released the Crown Prince from his ice and took off again with Jerome.

"By the way, Ana," I asked. "What do you actually plan to do with her?"

"Ah. This woman apparently publicly stated that it would be fine if I were messily raped by ruffians. As a woman myself, I can't begin to fathom that kind of thinking... but I thought she might learn some humility if she experienced the same fate."

"...That is, well."

"I'm told the mines hire prostitutes at high wages, but the work is brutal. Most quit immediately, and few ever volunteer. The only ones who stay are criminals sent there in lieu of execution—like this woman."

While the ice-bound Amy turned deathly pale and moved her mouth open and shut in a desperate attempt to speak, her voice was never heard again.

And just like that, our battle with Amy reached its conclusion.
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Months had flown by since the battle in Luluden, and autumn had arrived. I’d been keeping busy with the liberation of the people Amy brainwashed and the peace negotiations with the Sentlaren Kingdom, but it was just one trouble after another. It was exhausting.

The first headache started during the de-brainwashing process when they demanded we send Ana to The Church. From their perspective, maybe they needed her to help dispel the distrust lingering after they had backed The Witch, but for us, the idea was out of the question.

Since the churches within the Kingdom of Ramslett were originally pro-Ramslett anyway, we took the opportunity to resolve the issue by making our domestic branch independent from the one in Sentlaren. Given that the basic rule of the faith was one nation per diocese, I suppose it was only natural for it to turn out this way.

Then there were the peace negotiations with the Sentlaren Kingdom. They grumbled and balked so much that Gerhardt-san eventually lost his temper and stormed out of the room, which led to some minor skirmishes.

They were obviously trying to secure the most favorable conditions possible, but we eventually settled the matter by having them cede a portion of the granary region in the southwest and a mountainous area in the southeast. It was a lucky break for us; because they ceded that mountainous region, the entire area around the Valley of the Flying Dragons—where Melissa-chan and Jerome-kun live—is now our territory.

As for the Sentlaren Kingdom, they ended up losing a little over forty percent of their land, and on top of that, their wheat production took a massive hit. Originally, we’d intended to keep the borders exactly where they were as per our prior agreement; that’s why I’d repeatedly warned Duke Schlestien about his behavior.

Well, since they chose to keep complaining anyway, I suppose they reaped what they sowed. Besides, if we hadn't taken a firm stance, the other neighboring countries would have started looking for ways to take advantage of us. It was unavoidable.

By the way, regarding the Crown Prince—no, the former Crown Prince—who messed things up so spectacularly... that soft-hearted sap of a Second Prince who took the throne gave him a ridiculously lenient sentence. He merely stripped him of his succession rights instead of executing him.

From what I hear, the former prince suffered such a mental shock that he refuses to leave his room. He doesn't seem to have any influence on politics for the time being. Though I don't know if he won't come out, or if he just can't.

Furthermore, the previous King was only sentenced to imprisonment. Between the two of them, that country still has a massive spark smoldering in its heart, but that’s none of our business anymore. Neither Ana nor I have any interest in what becomes of the former Crown Prince or the old King.

Digging up the past now just to get revenge would be a total waste of time. We’ve worked so hard to find this happiness; I want to share it with Ana, and with our family. If I’m going to spend my time on anything, I’d much rather spend it on the people we need to protect.

Ah, and you might not be interested, but a rumor floated by that Claude, one of the members of Amy’s reverse harem, is "recuperating from an illness" in the countryside. In short, it’s exactly what it sounds like. Personally, I don't have any feelings on the matter.

Now, today is the long-awaited day: my wedding with Ana. I stood there in a sharp tuxedo, ready for the sacred ceremony. Since this is the wedding of Anastasia, the First Princess of the Kingdom of Ramslett, many guests have come from both inside and outside our borders.

From the Zaus Kingdom, His Majesty the King, Her Majesty the Queen, and Her Highness the Second Princess; from the Est Empire, His Highness the Third Prince; from the United Kingdom of Northorne, His Highness the First Prince; and from the Westadale Kingdom, Her Highness the First Princess. Even the Sentlaren Kingdom sent representatives: the young King Ludwig and his fiancée, the daughter of Duke Schlestien, along with Oscar and a fully recovered Marcus.

After narrowly escaping death, Marcus had apologized to Ana, and she chose to accept it and forgive him. However, his standing within his family is quite precarious now, and he’s apparently on the verge of being disinherited. He’s been working himself to the bone as if he were a changed man to redeem his honor.

I walked the virgin road of Wiechen Cathedral alone, passing the rows of distinguished guests until I reached the altar. I turned back toward the entrance. In the front row, my mother sat next to Elizaveta-san and Friedrich-san. She was already weeping uncontrollably.

No, you’re too early, Mom. Really. But... thank you.

A moment later, the church doors swung open, and Ana appeared in her wedding dress, escorted by Gerhardt-san. I couldn't see her expression behind the veil, but I had a feeling she looked like a mixture of joy and bittersweet nostalgia.

The two of them walked slowly down the path toward me. Small children toddled along behind her, lifting the hem and veil of her gorgeous gown. It was a heartwarming sight.

When they reached me, I exchanged a glance with Gerhardt-san and took over as her escort. Together, we stepped up to the altar.

The attendees stood as a hymn was sung to the accompaniment of the pipe organ, and then everyone took their seats again. The priest read a passage about love from the Bible and offered a prayer. Then, he turned to me for the confirmation.

"Groom Allen, do you take Anastasia to be your wife? Do you vow to love her, honor her, comfort her, and help her, in health and in sickness, in joy and in sorrow, in wealth and in poverty, and to be faithful to her with all your heart as long as you both shall live, until death do you part?"

"I do," I answered without a moment’s hesitation.

"Bride Anastasia, do you take Allen to be your husband? Do you vow to love him, honor him, comfort him, and help her, in health and in sickness, in joy and in sorrow, in wealth and in poverty, and to be faithful to him with all your heart as long as you both shall live, until death do you part?"

Anastasia paused for a heartbeat, took a deep breath, and spoke.

"I do."

The priest then asked us both, "Do you give yourselves to one another?"

We looked at each other and, without needing a signal, answered in unison.

""We do.""

The rings were brought forward. They were made of precious Mithril—special rings that Ana had begged that "pervert" to have the spirits grant their Blessing upon.

"Then, the exchange of rings. Groom Allen, do you give this ring as a sign of your love for Bride Anastasia?"

"I do."

"Bride Anastasia, do you receive this ring as a sign of love from Groom Allen?"

"I do."

"Bride Anastasia, do you give this ring as a sign of your love for Groom Allen?"

"I do."

"Groom Allen, do you receive this ring as a sign of love from Bride Anastasia?"

"I do."

"Then, exchange the rings."

I slid the ring onto Ana’s finger, and she did the same for me. It was the same hand I always held, but perhaps because she was in her wedding dress, my heart was racing like crazy.

"Now, lift the veil and give the kiss of vow."

Prompted by the priest, I gently lifted Ana’s veil. There she was—the woman I love most in the world. She looked incredibly beautiful, her expression soft and her cheeks lightly flushed. She was, quite frankly, irresistibly charming.

"...Allen?"

"Sorry. I was staring."

"...Stupid."

After that whispered exchange, I gently kissed her.

"Now, please sign the marriage certificate."

Ana and I each signed our names, and finally, the priest added his signature.

"Everyone, here and now, a married couple who has made their vows to God is born. No man shall put them asunder. With this, I close the wedding ceremony."

And just like that, Ana and I were husband and wife.

Escorting my beloved, I walked back down the virgin road. Now that the tension had broken, I finally noticed all the familiar faces. Margaret, Isabella, and in the back, my Master, my senior adventurers, and even Monica-san had come.

Monica-san looked fine, but Master and the seniors looked like they’d borrowed suits that didn't fit them at all. I couldn't help but let out a little chuckle.

As we passed through the crowd, the cathedral doors were thrown open. Outside, a roar of cheers loud enough to split the sky welcomed us. I never imagined so many people would be here to celebrate us.

"Allen-san, Ana-chan, you’re finally married! Congratulations!"

"A-Allen-san, Ana-san, congratulations."

Stationed firmly in the plaza in front of the cathedral were Melissa-chan and Jerome-kun. Melissa had a ribbon tied to her tail, and Jerome was dressed up in a necktie. Both were custom-made items embroidered with the crest of the Kingdom of Ramslett.

"Thank you, Melissa-chan, Jerome-kun."

As we thanked them, a small dragonling poked its head out from between the two of them. Her name was Ciel-chan, the beloved daughter of Melissa-chan and Jerome-kun. She had a beautiful, pure white body like her mother, but her eyes were gold just like Jerome’s.

"Kyuu~"

Ciel-chan trotted over to us, let out a pampered little chirp. We’d visited her so many times that she had become quite attached to us. As we gently petted her, she narrowed her eyes in contentment.

I picked Ciel-chan up, and we climbed into the basket prepared for us. Normally, there would be a parade through the city in a horse-drawn carriage, but Melissa-chan had suggested that Jerome-kun carry us through the sky instead.

Melissa-chan probably just wanted them to be able to participate, but I imagine the sight was quite a shock for the foreign dignitaries.

Our basket floated softly into the air, maintaining a height of about five or six meters as we proceeded down the street. The roads were overflowing with people waving at us. As we waved back, my eyes met Ana’s.

We shared a smile, and I decided to tell her exactly how I felt.

"Ana, thank you for marrying me. I promise I’ll make you happy. I love you."

"Yes. Allen, I feel the same. Wait, no... the ceremony is over now, isn't it? Right."

Ana took on an expression of firm resolve, and then she gave me the most brilliant smile I’d ever seen.

"Allen, I love you, too. And it is I who will surely make you happy."

Melissa-chan, who had been listening, muttered in an exasperated tone, "What are you two saying? You're supposed to work together to be happy, right?"

I looked at Melissa-chan, then Jerome-kun, then down at Ciel-chan squirming at my feet. Finally, I looked back at Ana and gave a firm nod.

"You’re right. Ana, let's be happy together."

"Yes, Allen. My husband."

We gazed into each other's eyes, and enveloped by the never-ending cheers of the people, we shared a passionate embrace and a kiss.

Ding-dong, ding-dong.

The bells of the cathedral rang out solemnly, echoing through the streets of Wiechen as the town celebrated in a frenzy of joy.
Afterword

Thank you so much for reading this story to the very end. How did you find it?

There are countless works out there where a protagonist reincarnates as the "villainess of an otome game" and uses their knowledge of the world to avoid ruin. However, I couldn't recall a single story where a complete non-entity—someone who wasn’t even a character in the game—rose from the absolute bottom of society just to save that Villainess. That thought was the spark that started this whole project.

In the beginning, I was very conscious of following established tropes to the letter. Because of that, I suspect many of the early elements felt familiar, like something you’d seen somewhere else before. Within the scope of my own knowledge, the only truly "uncommon" elements I introduced were probably the Glider and the Selfless Great Sage.

When I first started, I estimated the story would run for about sixty to seventy chapters. Somehow, it just kept growing until I realized I’d written more than double my original projection. As you might have guessed from the title drop in Chapter 69, my original plan was to have Anastasia wake up, deliver a swift dose of poetic justice to Amy, and call it a day. Things didn't quite go as planned, did they?

Though I managed to see it through to the end, Amy gave me no end of trouble. Her erratic, impulsive behavior actually frustrated me so much at one point that I threw down my pen and walked away from the story for a while. Because I was constantly worried the series might end up on an indefinite hiatus, I actually finished writing the entire thing in private before I began posting it online.

To be honest, I started this project because I wanted to improve my writing skills by trying my hand at a romance novel. I hope I succeeded in expressing the characters' emotions effectively. That being said, for a "romance," there were precious few date scenes, a distinct lack of proper love rivals, and a staggering number of people dying. It turned into something quite different from a standard romance before I even realized it (sweat).

Thanks to all of you, this story reached the top of various rankings on Shousetsuka ni Narou. It remains a deeply memorable work for me, as your support helped me realize exactly where my skills were still lacking.

As luck would have it, this work was selected for an Honorable Mention at the 2nd Earth Star Novel Award. This means Allen and Anastasia's story will have a new life on the printed page. For the book version, I plan to add and revise several sections that were originally cut to keep the pacing fast. This includes more about Allen’s mother and the veteran adventurers, his interactions at the academy, his relationship with Ana’s father, and a deeper look at the protagonist's changing state of mind.

If you’re interested in seeing more of their journey—or if you felt the web version left you wanting more, or if you had specific grievances you'd like to see addressed—I would be honored if you picked up a copy of the light novel. 

Volume 1 of the Earth Star Novel edition is scheduled for release on March 15, 2021. You should be able to find it at your local bookstore, through online retailers, or on digital platforms.

Regarding our protagonist, Allen: I established him as being quite brilliant. In a world governed by a strict class system, it would have been fundamentally impossible for him to win the heart of a girl from a Ducal House like Anastasia without that level of talent and an unwavering, singular devotion to his goal.

I’ve seen some comments suggesting his character changed or that he "became an idiot" halfway through. In reality, he was always making mistakes; it’s just that his errors were less visible when he was working toward a clear goal without much social interaction. From the start, he was never a perfectly calm, collected genius. He crashed his Glider because he didn’t think about a landing zone, he lost his temper and snapped at Jerome for being "useless," and he ended up in the Elven Village entirely by accident. Part of this stems from his mental age regressing slightly due to the reincarnation process, but it’s also just his natural personality.

I also realize I might have left some readers behind regarding his evolving perspective—specifically his pragmatic view on killing and the massive shift in worldview required for a commoner to marry into a Ducal House. The fact that I couldn't convey those transitions more smoothly is a reflection of my own lack of skill. I intend to rectify these points in the book version, so I hope you look forward to that.

Then there is Amy. Despite her blessed position as the Heroine, she relied entirely on the "cheats" of her past-life knowledge and neglected any real effort. That was her path to ruin. She sprinted down the road of "a prodigy at ten, a genius at fifteen, and just another face in the crowd by twenty." Incapable of self-reflection, her obsessions eventually clouded her judgment entirely.

As for Amy’s ultimate fate, even though I stayed within the R15 rating limits, I struggled with whether or not the content was appropriate for a general audience. Ultimately, I decided to leave it out of the main story. I’ve written her end from her own perspective as a separate after-story.

If you’re interested in that, please keep this story bookmarked or follow me on Twitter for updates. You can find the link to my Twitter at the bottom of the page or on my user profile. I plan to post these after-stories sporadically. If you have specific requests for scenes you'd like to see, please let me know in the comments; if I can visualize it clearly, I’ll do my best to write it.

Looking ahead, Allen and Anastasia are destined to be appointed as lords of a certain territory, dedicating themselves to its prosperity as a married couple. And, thanks to the Bracelet of Fertility, I expect they’ll be blessed with many children—but that is a story for another time.

Thank you once again for accompanying me on this journey. I look forward to meeting you again in my next work.

Isshiki Koutarou
side. Amy (End)

2021/03/17: Typos corrected. Thank you very much.

================

Why? Why did this happen?

Why do I have to go through this?

The Light Spirit protected her? You’ve got to be kidding me!

That was actually supposed to be mine. Everything—the hair ornament, the Blessing of the Light Spirit... all of it!

And what was that about Holy Ice? She was supposed to fall into darkness! Why was she using a power like that? It was all wrong! She was supposed to use Dark Ice. Don’t mess with me!

And on top of all that, they were forcing me into prostitution at the mines? What were they thinking? That couldn't be allowed! I was the Saint of Benevolence. Did they really think they could do this to a Saint and get away with it?

And what was the deal with the Sky Dragon? That was a boss character! How did they make it an ally? There was no route like that in the game. It wasn't possible!

And yet...

And yet, I was dragged before some hulking, gorilla-like man I didn’t even recognize.

"I didn't see her when she was captured the first time," the man said. "So, is this the Witch who caused our Ana and Allen so much grief?"

You’re wrong! I’m the Saint of Benevolence!

I wanted to scream it, but not a single sound would come out of my mouth. To steal a person’s voice... the Villainess was much more of a Witch than I ever was!

"Well, whatever. Normally, I would execute you on the spot. But Ana said she wants you to properly reflect on your actions, so I’ll spare your life for now."

Eh? Oh, I see. I’m innocent after all, right? I mean, I haven't done anything wrong!

"I've considered many things," the man continued, "but it seems you orchestrated that incident back in the Empire, specifically so those thugs could have their way with Ana."

Wh—What?! How could he bring up something from so long ago? Besides, if it follows the Scenario, that’s exactly what’s supposed to happen to the Villainess! It was only natural!

"Judging by your face, you still don't think you're in the wrong. Just as I thought. I’ll have you work the mines as a prostitute. I don't know how many years you'll last, but you can use that time to reflect on your crimes."

Wait, what? I haven't done anything wrong! Hey! Listen to me!

But no matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t get the words out. I was shoved into a cage, like a common pet, and loaded onto a carriage like a piece of luggage.

The coachman and the four guards all looked at me with disgusting, predatory eyes, occasionally flashing vulgar smiles. They were gross. Being stared at by ugly men like them made my skin crawl.

But I still couldn't speak. And just like that, the carriage began to roll, carrying me away.

Oh, God. What’s going to happen to me?



"Alright, we're camping here tonight."

"Yes, sir!"

What? Camping? What were they thinking? I’m the Saint of Benevolence!

"Here. This is your dinner."

The man held out a bowl of soup made from vegetable scraps and a piece of bread so hard I couldn’t tell how many days ago it had been baked.

What is this? This is worse than the food I had back when I was living in the slums!

But when I tried to complain, no sound emerged. That bitch! Even though she's just a Villainess!

"What’s wrong? Not eating?"

I glared at him. This wasn't food for human beings. I wanted him to bring me something decent.

But then, he said something strange.

"I heard you grew up in the poor district of Luluden. Can't you eat this? I guess a self-proclaimed Saint of Benevolence who’s been living in luxury can't go back to her old life after all."

Eh? My old life? What did he mean? I had lived at the bottom of society, but even then, it had never been this bad.

"Hm? Is that not it? Well, whatever. I don't care what you think, but this is what life at the absolute bottom looks like. Your meals are going to be like this from now on, so eat up. If you don't, I’ll force-feed you."

Fine! I get it! I’ll eat!

I brought the food to my mouth, but... it was disgusting. It had no taste at all. And the bread? I couldn't even bite through it. This wasn't bread.

"Soak it in the soup to soften it. Honestly. What happened to all that 'poverty-stricken experience' you boasted about? You Witch."

I’m not a Witch! I’m the Saint of Benevolence! I’m the Heroine of this world!

That was right. I was sure Karl-sama, Oscar, and Claude would come to rescue me. Yes. Surely. If they didn't, then this whole world was a lie.



"Well, you've finished eating. Good. Tonight, I’m going to have you look after ten of our men. Everyone’s been pent up for a while, so we’re counting on you, 'Saint'?"

The man let out a vulgar laugh as he took the dishes away.

Eh? What did he mean? Ten people? Look after?

Before I could process it, several rough-looking men stepped into the tent.

"Ho ho, this one’s a pretty high-quality piece, isn't she?"

"Gahaha! She’ll be a mess soon enough anyway. You won't even be able to tell what she looks like."

"You've got that right."

"You go last. After you’re done, she’s always too loose."

"What are you talking about? Yours is just small."

"The hell did you say? Yours is just too damn big!"

Eh? What? What was happening?

"Well, I’ll go first. It’s not often we get to use a noble’s daughter."

No! Stop! I’m the Heroine!

The moment the thought crossed my mind, stars exploded in my vision. A split second later, a burning pain radiated across my left cheek.

Eh? Did he just hit me?

"Oi! Hurry up! Or do you want me to just shove it in while you’re still dry?!"

Hie... Th-that's... No, stop! Stop!

Noooooo!



It took twenty long days to reach the mine. It should have only taken ten, but they took a detour. During that time, they did whatever they wanted with me.

I didn't even have the energy to resist anymore. I just prayed that the worst hadn't happened.

Ah. Come to think of it, since I couldn't speak, I couldn't use Healing magic either. I only just realized it. I couldn't chant the spells.

Even though I was the Heroine.

Why do I have to go through this? It’s all wrong.

This was what was supposed to happen to the Villainess.

Sigh. From today on, I’ll be with the men here... Fine. Whatever. It’s all the same now. Someone will come to save me soon. Yes... Karl-sama will...



I wondered how much time had passed.

Lately, I hadn't been feeling well. My skin was in tatters. My hair was a matted mess. I’d been running fevers and feeling nauseous constantly. Rashes and strange lumps had started appearing all over my body.

Because of that, the men started calling me "gross" and stopped coming for me.

Sigh. I know. I’m finished, aren't I?

I wondered where I’d made the wrong choice.

No, that wasn't it. From the very beginning... I had been wrong.

Oh, Karl-sama... I’m... sorry...



Huh? Where am I?

The royal castle's... dance hall?

"Anastasia, as of this moment, I annul my engagement to you!"

"Your Highness, I do not understand the meaning of your words."

"Hmph. A woman as slow-witted as always. A woman with a rotten nature like yours is unfit. Amy, who possesses a kind heart and the power of Healing, is the one truly suitable to be my fiancée."

Eh? Karl-sama? The Villainess?

And he was holding me?

Eh? Why?

"Are you saying that woman—who knows nothing of etiquette, the duties of nobility, or the state of this nation—is superior? Your Highness, do you seriously believe that woman is capable of serving as the Mother of the Kingdom?"

The Villainess turned a cold, unwavering gaze toward me. That look made me remember that time, and I began to tremble with fear. But Karl-sama held me gently.

And then... and then... Karl-sama defeated the Villainess for me...

Huh? Everything is getting dark...?

Where is Karl-sama?

Karl-sama?

Karl-sama?!

Ah... I see...
After-story: Former Townsman A Teaches Wind Magic

"Allen, good morning."

"Morning, Ana."

When I woke up, the warmth of the person I cherished most was right there beside me. We exchanged greetings; it was the moment I truly realized just how happy I was.

"Ah, I mean... Good morning, Allen."

"Good morning, Ana."

After a brief morning kiss, we climbed out of bed and began our morning routines. Ana headed to the dressing room to change, leaving us separated for a short while.

Regarding that speech of hers—the one she insisted on fixing herself—it seemed that changing a tone of voice one had been comfortable with for years was no easy feat. Whenever she let her guard down like this, she immediately slipped back into her old way of talking.

Personally, I thought both versions of Ana were wonderful, so I was happy to let her do as she pleased. However, Ana herself was determined to return to a more "ladylike" register.

It was hard to believe two weeks had already passed since our wedding. The performance by Melissa and Jerome during the wedding parade seemed to have dealt a massive shock not only to the citizens but to the leaders of every nation.

The people spoke with unbridled joy about having obtained the protection of a Dragon. In contrast, the foreign heads of state had all returned home with pale faces.

The power balance was already completely broken because of me, and now that an even more symbolic military force had been added to the mix, they were likely worrying themselves sick.

Under normal circumstances, they might have considered assassinating me, but trying to assassinate a Sky Dragon was an exercise in futility. Furthermore, it was only natural for them to assume that if they laid a finger on me—the person perceived to have the Sky Dragon's protection—retaliation would be swift and certain. I had become someone they couldn't touch on a whim.

I doubted the Empire, in particular, would ever think of making a move again after that first disastrous attack.

Once Ana had finished changing into a beautiful dress, I escorted her toward the dining hall. Normally, we wouldn't need to be so formal for breakfast, but she was helping me train since I still wasn't accustomed to the etiquette of noble society.

"Good morning. You two certainly are close."

"Good morning, Father-in-law, Mother-in-law, Older brother-in-law... and Mother."

For the record, this way of addressing everyone was part of my own speech correction. Even though my mother never appeared in official settings, I would be required to call her "Mother" when the occasion arose. Like Ana, I was currently undergoing a bit of "rehabilitation" in the vocabulary department.

"Being that close, I suppose we can expect grandchildren soon."

"Oh, hush, dear. It’s only been two weeks. You shouldn't rush them."

"Hm. I suppose you're right."

"Father..."

With that sort of harmless banter out of the way, we finished breakfast and went our separate ways to begin our respective duties.

I was still assisting my father-in-law and brother-in-law with government affairs, but lately, they had started showing me the figures for the entire country. The plan was for us to eventually manage a territory under the Ducal House with Ana as the head of the family, so this served as my apprenticeship. 

However, the wedding display had been so impactful that even my father-in-law seemed to be struggling with how to maintain the political balance. Both in terms of military might and popularity among the commoners, our presence was simply too large. If they granted us a fief in a sensitive location, it might create unnecessary tension with neighboring countries; yet, if they sent us too far into the sticks, it would invite rumors that we’d been demoted.

Administration is a field where my past-life knowledge is almost entirely useless, so I'd honestly prefer a post that isn't too complicated.



Once the morning's office work concluded, the afternoon was free. I had promised to practice magic with Ana today.

When I arrived at the training grounds, Ana was already waiting for me, having changed into more practical, mobile clothing.

"Sorry. Did I keep you waiting?"

"No... ahem. No, I only just arrived myself."

"I see."

It was a trivial interaction, but I found her so incredibly cute that I couldn't stop a smile from tugging at the corners of my mouth.

"W-What is it?"

"Nothing. I just thought we looked like a fresh young couple, and I found myself thinking you were even lovelier than usual."

"Wha—! Th-That... U-Using a surprise attack like that is cowardly!"

Ana protested while turning bright red. Watching her get flustered and revert to her old tone was, as expected, adorable.

"Yeah, you really are cute."

When I said that and pulled her into a gentle hug, she hugged me back and whispered a tiny "Idiot."



"Mana. Mana, the source of all things. Gather in my hand and become wind."

I used Wind Magic, chanting for the first time in a while. A pleasant breeze blew from my hand, swaying Ana's long hair.

"I see. So the basic structure of the chant remains the same."

"Yeah. Now it's just a matter of practice."

"Then, let me try. Mana. Mana, the source of all things. Gather in my hand and become wind."

Along with Ana’s melodic chant, magical power surged into her hand. In the next instant, a violent gale roared through the area.

"Whoa!"

"Ah! Allen! Are you all right?!"

"Y-Yeah. It was just a gust of wind. I'm fine."

"Oh, thank goodness. I'm sorry."

"It's just because it's your first time. Control is the hard part. Why don't we try using much less mana?"

"Right. I understand."

Ana tried to activate the Wind Magic again, but another tremendous blast of air erupted.

No, no... why is it getting stronger when she’s supposed to be holding back?

Wait, I get it. With a Mana stat at an impossible S-rank, trying to use a rudimentary Wind Magic spell might actually be harder because of the lack of precision. The Holy Ice Magic Ana usually used was essentially "cheat-tier" magic; it likely required massive dumps of mana by default. If she applied that same sense of scale to a simple breeze, she’d end up with a hurricane every time.

I pondered this while bracing myself against the storm Ana had conjured.



We practiced Wind Magic thoroughly until evening, and Ana eventually succeeded in producing a gentle breeze.

"How's that? This seems right, doesn't it?"

"Yeah, that’s perfect. Is it really that much harder than Holy Ice Magic?"

"I think so. I suspect my Holy Ice Magic relies heavily on my Skills. Since I don't actually have the Wind Magic Skill, that gap in assistance becomes obvious. Beyond that, the amount of mana required for this is so small that it took me a while to find the right 'setting' for it."

"Makes sense. But I think you've got the hang of it now, right?"

"Yes. Does this mean I can finally fly Allen's Glider?"

"Hmm, almost. Next, you need to learn how to change the wind speed on the fly. Like this."

I demonstrated by creating a soft breeze, gradually intensifying it, then immediately dropping it back down to a whisper.

"Mm. This... looks quite difficult."

"It is. But it's getting dark, and I don't want you catching a cold, so let's head back."

"...I suppose you're right. Allen, thank you for today."

"Don't mention it. I'm looking forward to flying with you, Ana."

"Yes, as am I."

Arm in arm, we made our way back to our room.
After-Story: Former Townsman A Teaches Piloting

"Allen, this is quite different from the gliders we’ve used until now. How do you make it fly?"

"Yeah. It’s a model I built specifically for training. Before we take off, I’ll walk you through the controls for this new version."

We were currently standing on the dry riverbed of a large, nearby river. Today was the day I had promised to teach Ana how to pilot a Wind Magic Glider, and a makeshift practice runway had been cleared along the banks for just this occasion.

I had begun the development of this trainer in earnest shortly after the decisive battle with Amy. It had finally reached a standard I considered a passing grade, so I’d brought Ana out to test it.

Utilizing my memories from my previous life and the technical knowledge I’d gained from Vuitol, I had designed this glider as a two-seater. Naturally, the seats were arranged side-by-side to make instruction easier. I weighed a few different designs, but for teaching purposes, this was definitely the right call. Since Ana has such high mana capacity, the fact that the fuselage is a bit larger—and thus requires more output from the Wind Magic Engine—shouldn't be a problem.

Additionally, the controls for the rudder and elevators were mechanical. It was a bit analog, but since Ana didn't possess the Alchemy skill, it was the only way. Of course, I had designed it so that I could override her inputs from the passenger seat using my own Alchemy, and in the worst-case scenario, we were both equipped with parachutes.

Still, the mechanical system gave me pause when it came to maintenance. We didn’t exactly have a team of qualified mechanics on hand, and I had to manufacture every replacement part myself. My father-in-law seemed to expect me to churn out a fleet of these gliders to bolster our military strength, but looking at it from a practical standpoint, that was going to be impossible for a while.

"So this is the control stick... I see. If I move it like this, this section of the wing goes down. That changes the airflow and points the nose up, which is why it’s called an elevator. And if I step on these pedals, this part moves... This changes the glider's direction, so it’s the rudder. It’s a fascinating mechanism."

Ana carefully confirmed each movement. She was as sharp as ever; she clearly understood the mechanics behind the classroom lectures I’d given her.

"Allen, I’ve memorized it. May I try a test flight?"

"Hold on a second. I’ll handle the takeoff and landing for now. Those are the most dangerous parts of piloting. Once we’re at a stable altitude, I’ll let you take the stick bit by bit."

"Understood."

Ana usually maintained a calm, composed exterior, but it was clear she had been looking forward to this. She was practically vibrating with excitement, like a child who couldn't wait to play with a new toy. It was adorable.

Keeping my thoughts to myself, I climbed in and buckled my seatbelt. Once I confirmed Ana was safely strapped in as well, I started the Wind Magic Engine. The trainer aircraft rattled and hummed as it accelerated down the riverbed before lifting softly into the air.

"Allen? Why can't we take off the way we did with Vuitol?"

"Actually, Vuitol is the outlier. This method is much more efficient. Vuitol stays airborne by blasting wind directly downward to lift its entire weight, but this model uses the lift generated by the wings."

"But I have nearly as much mana as you do, don't I?"

"You do, but Vuitol requires the simultaneous control of five separate engines. You can't manage that without Multi-Cast."

"I see... So taking off from the castle gardens is out of the question."

"For now, yeah. If I had more time for development, I might find a workaround."

"I suppose so. You’re a busy man, Allen. It can’t be helped."

Ana looked a little dejected, so I decided to change the subject.

"Look, we’ve reached cruising altitude. Want to take the controls?"

"Yes!" Her face lit up instantly.

"Alright, I’m handing control over to you. I’ll keep the Wind Magic Engine at a steady output, so just take it slow."

"Right. Leave it to me."

Wearing a massive grin, Ana gingerly gripped the stick. It looked like she wanted to try a climb.

"Oh!"

The nose tipped up, and the glider began to gain altitude.

"Allen! Look! This is amazing! I’m actually flying the glider!"

"Yeah, you're doing great."

In her excitement, her formal tone had completely slipped. Her eyes were sparkling with pure, unadulterated joy.

For a while after that, Ana enjoyed her first flight, banking the plane into wide turns and testing different altitudes. As she piloted the glider, she seemed as lively and carefree as a young girl. When I thought about the hardships she must have endured in her past, seeing her wear such a brilliant smile made me feel an overwhelming surge of affection for her.

The sunlight hitting her beautiful face gradually began to take on the orange hue of dusk. We had been enjoying ourselves for so long that we’d lost track of time.

"Ana. It's almost time to head back."

"Eh? Ah... I see. Is it that time already? Fun moments really do pass in the blink of an eye."

"They do. Are you ready?"

"Just one more turn, please."

Ana took the glider through one last wide arc before releasing the stick. She looked reluctant to stop, yet deeply satisfied.

Yeah, I’ll definitely have to bring her up here again.

With that thought in mind, I turned the nose toward the runway to begin our descent.
Epilogue: Former Townsman A Attends New Year's Eve Services

Bong... bong... bong...

The church bells echoed through the town of Wiechen as the veil of night descended.

Today was December 31st, the final day of the year.

Snow was fluttering down over the town—a rare sight for Wiechen—and the biting wind that occasionally pierced my skin only served to thicken the white haze in my vision. 

Dressed in formal attire, we traveled slowly through the streets in a carriage, heading toward the Great Cathedral to attend the service that would ring in the new year.

“To think it would snow tonight. It’s getting quite cold,” I said to Ana, who sat beside me.

“It is,” she replied. “However, I’m fond of the snow. Because it snows, we have meltwater in the spring, and that water allows the crops to grow and the people to live without hunger.”

“Yeah, you’re right. Besides, snow—or rather, ice—has always been a constant in your life, hasn't it?”

“Yes. Since I was a small child, ice has always been with me.”

“I didn’t realize it before, but ice and snow are actually quite warm, aren't they?”

“Yes.”

As she spoke, Ana rested her head on my shoulder.

For context, when I say "warm," I’m talking about her Holy Ice Magic. It usually depends on her mood, of course, but whenever I’m stiff from too much paperwork, having her cast it on my shoulders or back feels incredibly soothing.

My father-in-law probably appreciates it even more than I do, though. He has Ana treat him every other day. It’s essentially the same vibe as a father in my previous life getting his daughter to massage his shoulders. I mean, the fact that this "massage" happens to be the divine magic of the Saint is a little absurd, but it would be boorish to meddle in the affairs of a blood-related family.

Bong... bong...

The bells rang out once more.

They were being rung from the Great Cathedral we were currently approaching. Apparently, they intended to ring them 108 times. When I lived in the Royal Capital, I never paid much attention to the count, but I hadn't expected them to actually have "New Year's Eve Bells" here.

I often catch myself forgetting, but this really is a world that served as the setting for an Otome Game. I found it a bit strange for a church to be ringing the joya no kane, but since the custom was so firmly rooted here, there was no point in overthinking it.

As the tradition goes, the Royal Family and the nobility attend the services at their patron churches first, and then the common citizens arrive to offer their prayers afterward. Basically, it was the equivalent of hatsumode—the first shrine visit of the year—from my old life. Since this, too, was a long-established custom, worrying about the logic behind it was a fool's errand.

Bong... bong...

The bells chimed again as the carriage came to a smooth stop. It seemed we had arrived.

The door was opened for us, and I escorted Ana down to the ground. The snow had picked up speed; despite the path having been cleared, the fresh powder crunched under my boots as I stepped onto it.

It really was freezing out here.

I took Ana’s hand and hurried into the warmth of the Great Cathedral. Most of the nobles residing in Wiechen had already gathered inside. All that remained was to wait for my father-in-law, mother-in-law, and brother-in-law to arrive.

My own mother didn’t attend, as this was an official function. Even though she’s my mother, she occupies the awkward social position of being a commoner who is the mother-in-law of a Duchess’s consort. My father-in-law arranged things this way out of consideration for her comfort.

We exchanged polite greetings with the gathered guests as we made our way to the front row. After we took our seats, we waited. The interior of the cathedral was massive, and though fires were burning in the hearths, it remained chilly. Just as I felt the sensation beginning to leave my fingers and toes, the rest of the family arrived.

“Ah, you beat us here,” Lord Ramslett noted.

“Yes, though we only just arrived ourselves.”

“I see. Well, don’t look so tense. The timing is a bit unusual, but it’s no different from a standard service.”

“Understood.”

My father-in-law offered those kind words to put me at ease for my first participation, then took his seat in the front row on the opposite side of the aisle. 

Apparently, the seating was strictly divided by household. The chairs Ana and I occupied were designated for the New Ramslett Ducal House that Ana was set to establish, while the seats across from us were for the Royal Family. It felt a little lonely to be separated from our new family like that, but I supposed that was just the way of the nobility.

Bong... bong...

The bells rang again, signaling the start of the New Year's Eve service. The priest—the same one who had officiated our wedding—delivered a greeting and a prayer, followed by a sermon on the importance of family based on a passage of scripture.

Normally, the service would have ended with a final prayer, but for the new year, the priest shared one more passage. It was a lesson on humility: If you wish to stand above others, you must first lower yourself.

Bong, bong, bong, bong!

As we listened to the sermon, the bells began to ring with newfound intensity. The date had officially changed.

“Now, let us offer a prayer to God to mark the beginning of this new year.”

I closed my eyes and offered my prayer alongside the priest’s invocation.

That was when it happened. Suddenly, my vision washed out into pure white. I felt a strange, buoyant sensation, as if I were floating in midair.

What? What is this?

Sensing something was wrong, I forced my eyes open. I was surrounded by a void of pure white. There was no one else in sight.

“What’s going on?”

“I’m the one who called you here. It’s been a while, hasn't it?” 

An incredibly handsome man with green hair and golden eyes appeared out of nowhere in the white space.

“God of Wind... it’s an honor to see you again.”

I dropped to one knee before my great benefactor—well, my Great Benefactor Deity.

“Hahaha, stand up. You can relax. You’ve done a brilliant job of changing the future.”

“It was only possible because of you, Lord. If I hadn't received your Divine Protection back then, I wouldn't be here today. Truly, thank you.”

“Yes, well, I’m glad it didn't end up like the conclusion you were expecting. Even that useless lizard is acting like a proper father now.”

“I’m glad to hear it.”

“So, here’s the thing. There’s something I want you—or rather, both of you—to do. Since you were already offering a prayer, I figured I’d pull you in.”

“Something you want us to do?”

“Yeah. Oh, looks like they’re finished talking on the other side. Let’s bring her in.”

The God of Wind waved a hand, and suddenly Ana appeared alongside a mysterious, beautiful woman.

“Ana!”

“Allen!”

I rushed to her side, and she did the same, grabbing my hands.

“Yes, yes. It’s wonderful to see a husband and wife so well-matched,” the God said. “Now, as for my request... I want you to build a temple for us.”

“Lord, and... um, is the lady with you a Goddess?”

“Allen, this is the Goddess of Ice,” Ana whispered urgently. “It seems she and the God of Wind share a... very close relationship.”

“Oh, I see. My apologies, Goddess.”

I offered a respectful bow, and the Goddess gave me a soft, knowing smile.

“Listen closely,” the God continued. “I want you to build a temple to enshrine us in a place where the wind never stops and the ice never melts. And within it, I want you to house the Staff of Guidance—the relic that triggered the Witch’s appearance.”

“You want us to take the staff?”

“Yes. After watching this recent mess, I’ve decided that staff is too much for humans to handle. I’m taking it back. I never imagined someone with the potential to be a Saint would harbor such a powerful, purely selfish desire.”

That name brought back memories of Amy for the first time in a while. It was true that the staff was the catalyst for that whole disaster. Without it, things never would have spiraled so far out of control. The Sentlaren Kingdom wouldn't have lost Bruseni, the Est Empire wouldn't have trampled the eastern territories, and so many lives wouldn't have been cut short.

Then again, it was impossible to know if things would have turned out this well otherwise. The world might still be trapped in a quagmire of war. When I realized that any other outcome might have meant I couldn't be here with Ana, I felt a pang of complicated emotion.

“Hahaha. You really do love your wife, don't you?”

The God’s teasing remark made Ana squeeze my hand a little tighter.

“However,” the God added, “that staff shouldn't normally be so easily swayed unless the wish is as pure as the one your beloved wife holds.”

Hearing that, Ana let go of my hand and looked down, her face flushing red. I immediately reached back out and took her hand again to show her how I felt.

The God of Wind didn't seem to mind our display and kept talking. “Wishes made for one's own sake rarely remain pure. Human desire is a fickle thing, prone to shifting with the wind.”

“I suppose that’s true.”

I wondered... in Amy’s case, was it because she had such a singular, unwavering focus on reaching the Reverse Harem Route ending of the game?

“Perhaps it’s exactly as you think, or perhaps it’s something else entirely. Either way, I want to retrieve it and investigate. I’m counting on you.”

“Yes. Of course.”

The God nodded with satisfaction and draped an arm over the Goddess’s shoulder. Without another word of farewell, they vanished.

The next thing I knew, the white void was gone. My vision returned to my own feet and the familiar marble floor of the cathedral.

I was back.

When I looked up, I saw my father-in-law and the others standing over us, looking concerned.

“Ah, Father-in-law... where is Ana?”

“Allen...”

Ana’s voice came from right beside me, sounding just as bewildered as I felt. It looked like we were sitting exactly where we had been before the world turned white.

“Are you two quite finished with your prayers?” Lord Ramslett asked. “It’s nearly time. If we stay out here much longer, the people waiting in the snow will freeze.”

“Right. Yes. Sorry to have kept you waiting. Come on, Ana.”

“Yes, let's go.”

With that, we boarded our carriage and left the Great Cathedral behind to begin our new year.
After Story: Former Townsman A Begins His Investigation
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"I see. So the God of Wind and the Goddess of Ice said such things..."

When I reported what had happened at the Church, my father-in-law crossed his arms, his expression clouding with thought.

"A place where the wind always blows and ice never melts, hm? If we’re looking for a location that fits those criteria, the Eastern Mountain Range comes to mind. It serves as the border with the Est Empire, and several of its higher peaks are capped with perpetual snow. However, building a temple to enshrine two gods upon those summits would be a logistical nightmare."

"That is true," I said, nodding in agreement. 

Besides, the fact that the God went out of his way to use such a cryptic description makes me think he was pointing toward somewhere else.

"Father," Ana interjected. "Is it not snow that covers the mountain peaks, rather than ice? If so, I believe that differs slightly from the conditions the God of Wind described."

"Hm, you have a point there."

My father-in-law’s face grew even more grim as he considered Ana’s observation. To me, snow was essentially just another form of ice, but apparently, as the Ice Saint, Ana saw a clear distinction. Since she had spoken directly with the Goddess of Ice, I figured she knew what she was talking about.

"In that case, perhaps further north?" my older brother-in-law suggested.

"Umu. One certainly finds ice in the north, but I have never heard of such a place within the territory of Norsane, let alone Centlaren. It might be possible if we look beyond the northern seas of Norsane, but..."

If we went that far north, we’d be reaching the level of something like the Arctic Ocean. I didn't know if this world actually had an "Arctic Ocean" or if there was just more land up there, but an island floating in a frozen sea—much like the one from my previous life—might satisfy the divine requirements.

"Should I head up to the northern reaches of Norsane to investigate?" I asked.

"No, Allen. If you go, it will provoke the neighboring nations. Furthermore, the northern seas of Norsane are distant and treacherous. I cannot allow you to be exposed to such danger for a mere scouting mission."

"I understand."

He was right, of course. There was no helping it. Even though everything I’d done had been to save Ana, I was officially a "dangerous person" now. While the pressure of retaliation from the Sky Dragon was always looming, there was also the very real possibility of a "man-made" accident occurring if I wandered too close to sensitive borders.

"I know... let’s consult Lord Roh."

It had been a while, so I nearly blurted out "that pervert," but I managed to restrain myself.

"I see. That is an excellent idea," my father-in-law replied. "Lord Roh is currently safeguarding the staff, and he is a man connected to the lineage of the Selfless Great Sage. He may well know something."

"Allen, Father," Ana added. "Melissa at the Valley of the Flying Dragons might also have some idea."

"Oh! Lady Melissa traveled the world on her own wings before she became a Sky Dragon, didn’t she? She might have discovered something during her journeys."

"Yes."

Right, I remember now. Originally, my goal had been to help Amy and her friends avoid certain "events," but those guys had slacked off on their level grinding so much that they’d been thrashed by ordinary Wyverns. In the end, though, the two of them had enjoyed their trip to the fullest, so I suppose it was a case of "all’s well that ends well."

"Furthermore, the Valley of the Flying Dragons is within our borders, unlike the Elven Village," my father-in-law noted. "It would be wise to visit the valley before heading to the village."

"Understood. Then, as soon as the snow lets up, I’ll head to the Valley of the Flying Dragons."

"Yeah, sounds like a plan."

"Will you come with me, Ana?"

"Yes. I would love to see them again after all this time."

"Great. Let’s go together, then."

"I would be delighted."

And so, it was decided that our first stop would be the Valley of the Flying Dragons.

◆◇◆

Three days later, we arrived at the Valley of the Flying Dragons. I landed the Vytol Custom in the temple’s front plaza, which was buried under a thick layer of snow. After unbuckling my seatbelt and disembarking, I moved to the passenger side to escort Ana out.

The moment she stepped down, a small white mass shot out from the temple like a bullet.

"Kyuu!"

"Whoa!"

I managed to catch the projectile and hold my ground, though the impact was surprisingly heavy.

"Ciel-chan, you’ve grown, haven't you?"

"It has been a long time, Ciel," Ana said softly.

"Kyuu—"

Ciel-chan had been squirming and trying to play-fight with me, but the moment she heard Ana’s voice, she settled down instantly. She trotted over to Ana and began nuzzling her hand, acting like a total spoiled brat.

A tackle for me, yet total adoration for Ana? I see how it is.

"Oh my, Allen-san. And Ana-chan too. Welcome!"

Melissa-chan appeared from the temple entrance. A moment later, I saw Jerome-kun hurrying out behind her, looking slightly frantic.

"Come on, Jerry! Move it! Allen-san and the others are already here!"

"W-Wait for me..."

As they carried on with an exchange typical of their marriage, Jerome-kun came clattering out of the temple.

"W-W-Welcome. Ugh, it’s freezing out here."

"Kyuu!"

Ciel-chan, who had been acting all sweet with Ana, spotted Jerome-kun and accelerated to bullet-speed again, tackling him with everything she had.

"Y-You shouldn’t run! It’ll hurt if you fall!"

"Kyuu!"

Despite his warning, Jerome-kun let Ciel-chan frolic all over him. She was play-biting him everywhere; I had to wonder if it actually hurt or not.

"Ciel!"

With a single word from Melissa-chan, Ciel-chan stopped her antics immediately and sat perfectly still.

Ah, I see. I completely understand the power dynamic in this house now.

"Well, let’s go inside. It’s too cold to stand around out here."

"Thank you."

Following Melissa-chan’s lead, we headed into the warmth of the temple.

================

With the release of the first volume of the book version approaching on March 15th, the wonderful cover art by Parum-sensei has been made public.

In the printed version, not only has Parum-sensei provided incredible illustrations, but I have also included episodes that I felt should have been depicted in the main story, as well as a certain beloved character's past.

Roughly twenty percent of the book consists of completely new content. Combined with Sensei's illustrations, I believe it has become a truly top-tier volume.

I have summarized detailed information regarding pre-order bonuses and other news in the Activity Report, so please take a look there if you're interested.

The fact that Allen and Anastasia’s story is moving to the new stage of a published book is entirely thanks to all of you who have supported us.

I will continue to work hard and improve, so I look forward to your continued support!
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"Hmm. The Staff of Guidance, huh? Is it really that dangerous?" Melissa asked, tilting her head curiously after hearing the story.

"You might not believe it, but one woman used it to brainwash almost every person of importance in the kingdom. We managed to pull through this time because our opponent was Amy, but if someone with real ambition had claimed that power, the world might have ended."

"Is that so? Well, if the God of Wind said so, I suppose that’s that."

Melissa didn't seem to fully grasp the gravity of the situation, but she appeared to force herself to accept the explanation since it came from a God.

"So, regarding what the God said about a 'place where the wind always blows and ice never melts'... I thought since you and Jerome have traveled the world, you might have an idea where that is."

"Let's see. Would this temple not work?"

"There’s no ice here, so I doubt it."

"True... If that's the case, it must be somewhere cold in the north, right? But we hate the cold, so we didn't visit the northern regions much."

"I see..."

It seemed this wasn't going to be easy.

"In that case, Melissa, did you happen to see anything else unusual during your travels?" Ana asked.

"Oh, Ana. You've certainly started speaking in a very ladylike way, haven't you?"

"Yes. Since I have already become Allen's wife, I wish to carry myself with the grace of a proper lady from now on."

"My, how nice. I wish our Jerry would shape up a bit more, too."

Melissa shot a glance toward Jerome, who was playing with Ciel a short distance away.

As usual, he was being playfully gnawed on and pounced upon from all directions. It was a fairly violent display; if a human were subjected to that, they’d be lucky to escape without serious injury. However, as expected of a Sky Dragon, he seemed completely unscathed.

"Now, about that mysterious place... Let me think..." Melissa tilted her head and went into deep thought for a moment. "Oh, right. I think there was a forest somewhere with an unusually high density of mana. Where was that again...?"

She trailed off, pondering once more. Then, she turned her attention back toward Jerome.

"Hey, Jerry!"

"W-What is it? W-Whoa! Hold on, Ciel! Mom is talking to me right now!"

"Ciel!"

With one firm word from Melissa, Ciel stopped her assault on Jerome. However, the little dragon looked over at us with a face that practically begged for attention.

"Kyu~?"

"It cannot be helped," Ana said, standing up smoothly. She walked over to Ciel and gently stroked her head.

"Kyu~!" Ciel chirped happily, acting spoiled as she rubbed her head against Ana's hand.

"Th-Th-Thank you," Jerome stuttered.

"Not at all."

"S-S-So, Melissa. What was it you needed?"

"Think back. When we were traveling, we found a forest with a strangely high concentration of mana. Do you remember where that was?"

"Ah, um, let's see. I-I believe it was t-t-to the west of Auto?"

"Ah, that’s it! That was it. I remember now. Shall I guide you there?"

"Thank you, that would be a huge help."

And so, we decided to head toward the mysterious forest Melissa and Jerome had discovered.

◆◇◆

After spending the night at the Temple of Wind, we prepared to take flight, but we hit a snag.

Ciel was clinging to Ana and refused to let go.

"Now, Ciel. I promise I'll come back to play again," Ana said, gently patting her head, but there was no sign of the dragon letting go.

"Kyūūūūū!"

"Ciel! No! You can't cause trouble for Ana!" Melissa scolded.

"Kyūūūūū!"

She let out a cry that sounded almost like weeping, desperately clinging on as if her life depended on it.

"Sigh. Once she’s like this, there’s no talking sense into her. Ana, why don't you stay here while Allen goes on ahead?"

"Hmm..."

"No. That won't do," Ana insisted. "I was also personally asked by the God."

"I suppose you're right. Ciel!"

"Kyūūūūū!"

This back-and-forth continued for nearly an hour until Ciel finally grew exhausted. She began to nod off, still hugging Ana tightly.

"Jerry."

"Y-Yeah."

Jerome stepped in and gently pried Ciel away from Ana. Using his tail with surprising dexterity, he scooped her up and cradled her.

"L-L-Leave the h-h-house-sitting to me."

"I'm counting on you, Jerome."

"See you soon, Jerome."

"Y-Yeah."

With our farewells finished, we finally soared up into the sky.

◆◇◆

After flying for several hours, we arrived above a vast forest region far to the west of the Royal Capital of Sentlaren. Since things like GPS don't exist here, I couldn't be certain of our exact coordinates, but we were definitely further north than the highway leading toward Westerdale.

The concept of national airspace doesn't really exist in this world, so it shouldn't cause a diplomatic incident, but we were undoubtedly over the territory of the Sentlaren Kingdom.

"I'm fairly sure it was around here," Melissa said, sniffing the air as she surveyed the canopy below.

Back when I was still an adventurer, I’d heard rumors that the monsters to the west were exceptionally strong. If I recalled the logic of the Otome Game, the party only headed west after the fall of the Royal Capital. In other words, if I used the game as a benchmark, the "strong monsters" could be explained away simply as "high-level end-game content."

But this was reality. If the monsters were strong, there had to be a concrete biological or environmental reason for it.

Melissa had mentioned the forest had a high mana density. I wondered if that concentration of power was the reason the local fauna was so dangerous.

"Ah, over there! Follow me!"

It looked like she’d found the spot. Following Melissa’s lead, we descended toward a sudden clearing in the middle of the dense forest.

There was a small pond at the center—no, "spring" was probably a more accurate description of its size. The banks were covered in a patch of open grassland, making it a perfect spot for a vertical landing.

"We're going down."

"Got it."

We followed Melissa and touched down near the water’s edge.

"Phew."

Once the landing was handled, we unfastened our seatbelts and stepped out onto the grass.

"Good job, Allen."

"It was nothing. Thanks, Ana."

"Oh, no, it was my plea—"

"Alright, alright. I get that you two are lovey-dovey, but can we focus?"

"Ah."

"Sorry."

Ana and I had just started to drift into our own little world when Melissa’s comment snapped us back to reality. Well, she has a point.

I cleared my throat and took a look around. At first glance, it seemed like an ordinary forest, but I noticed some unfamiliar flora growing near the spring.

"I wonder what those plants are. I guess rare species grow this deep in the woods."

"Oh, you're right. They look... surprisingly delicious," Melissa noted.

I wasn't sure what to make of that, but apparently, as a Sky Dragon, Melissa’s diet included local greenery.

"Wait, that's odd. Why does a patch of grass look so tasty to me?" Melissa tilted her head, looking confused by her own appetite.

"That plant... I feel as though I've heard of it somewhere before..." Ana murmured, though she couldn't quite place it.

Since there didn't seem to be any immediate danger, I stepped closer and used Appraisal.



Name: Moon Magic Grass
Effect: A special magic grass that only grows in mana-rich locations. It bears seeds only on the night of a new moon.
Rank: Epic
Price: ???



"Moon Magic Grass? It sounds valuable, but..."

"Who goes there?"

The moment I muttered the name, a woman’s voice rang out. Almost immediately, a figure pushed through the nearby thicket and stepped into the clearing.

"I am the Witch of the Forest. These woods are my garden. Leave this place at once."

================

Thank you for reading.
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For those who have already read the light novel version, did you notice a certain "Oh?" moment?

While you can understand the story perfectly fine without the book version, I believe you’ll find the experience even deeper if you read it.

If you haven’t yet, please consider picking it up at your local bookstore, online retailers, or as an e-book. I’ve received feedback from early readers saying:

"The book version is much easier to read than the web version and has been significantly improved. There are many corrections, so even those who have read the web version should definitely check it out."

I'm sure you’ll be satisfied with the quality!
The Former Commoner A Talks with the Witch of the Forest

“The Witch?!”

The word dragged up a slew of unpleasant memories, and I reflexively triggered Appraisal.



Name: ???
Age: ???
Divine Protection: ???
Skill: ???
Residence: ???
Money: ???
Level: ???
Health: ???
Mana: ???
Achievements: ???



“What?”

I can't see a thing! No way—how is that even possible?!

I hurriedly stepped in front of Ana to shield her, leveling Nikov at the woman. Amy’s primary weapon had been brainwashing through Kotodama, but what kind of power was I dealing with this time?

“...The fact that I can deflect your Appraisal should tell you everything you need to know about the gap in our strength. I don’t know what that tool is, but if you attempt to attack, you will lose your life.”

“Guh...”

How should I handle this? I never expected to run into someone this powerful out here! Cold sweat trickled down my spine.

“Allen. I don’t sense any ill intent from her,” Ana said.

She sounded calm, but was it really okay to take her word for it? If anything happened to hurt Ana, I’d never forgive myself!

“Allen.”

Ana placed a gentle hand on my shoulder, and the touch finally allowed me to steady my breathing. I slowly lowered the muzzle of my gun, though I couldn't quite shake the sense of vigilance. 

Dammit. I still have a long way to go. When the unexpected happened, I still had a habit of losing my cool.

Ana stepped out from behind me, moving past my protective stance.

“We are—”

“I do not care who you are,” the Witch of the Forest interrupted, her voice cutting through Ana’s. “That Moon Magic Grass is necessary. I cannot hand it over to you.”

“We didn't come here to harvest the Moon Magic Grass,” Ana replied.

She was speaking to the woman quite normally, but I worried. Was it safe to even listen to her? Then again, Ana was the only person capable of resisting that Kotodama brainwashing.

“Then for what purpose have you come?”

“We received Divine Revelations from the God of Wind and the Goddess of Ice. We are searching for a site to build a temple to enshrine both deities.”

“...A Divine Revelation? Those two gods should have no connection to this forest. Why come here?”

“We have no specific leads,” Ana explained. “However, Melissa, the Sky Dragon with us, mentioned there was a mysterious place in these woods. We came to investigate in the hopes of finding a clue.”

“...”

The Witch of the Forest went quiet, looking as though she were weighing our words.

“We truly have no need for your Moon Magic Grass,” Ana continued. “I apologize for my companion rudely directing his Appraisal at you. However, knowing it is an imposition, I must ask—could we perhaps borrow your wisdom?”

“...Very well. Is that Sky Dragon indeed named Melissa? If you touch the Moon Magic Grass, I will show no mercy.”

The Witch turned a sharp, piercing gaze toward Melissa.

“Yeah, yeah. I’m not interested in the stuff anyway,” Melissa replied dismissively. “I just have to not eat that tasty-looking grass over there, right?”

“Precisely. I am glad you understand. Follow me.”

The Witch of the Forest turned and began walking, guiding us deeper into the thicket.



“I see. So that is what has been happening in the world outside.”

“I’m the one who should apologize again,” I said. “I shouldn't have used Appraisal without asking.”

“No. Given what you’ve been through, it is only natural that you would try to protect your family. Besides, there are few people capable of even recognizing they are being appraised, let alone blocking it.”

“I’m sorry regardless.”

We had been led to a small hut—the Witch’s home—where we laid out the entire situation. Naturally, the topic of Amy came up, which helped clear the air and resolve our mutual misunderstandings.

“Given the circumstances, I would like to assist you,” the Witch said, her expression clouding over. “However, I cannot leave this forest.”

A heavy silence followed her statement. Eventually, Ana spoke up.

“This may be forward of me, but... does this perhaps have something to do with your child?”

“!” 

The Witch’s eyes snapped wide, and she caught her breath. “...How could you possibly know that?”

The question was barely a whisper. Ana replied with a slightly apologetic tone.

“I noticed the small mug on your cupboard. If a child were living here, I imagine the house would be a bit noisier... but since it’s so quiet, I wondered if perhaps they were bedridden.”

The Witch fell silent once more.

“If that is the case,” Ana said, “I might be able to help with the Divine Protection I have been granted.”

“Divine Protection? What kind of power do you possess?”

“I am the 【Ice Saint】.”

“!!!”

The Witch froze, her eyes wide with shock. “Are you truly... truly a Saint?” Her eyes began to shimmer with tears, and her voice trembled.

“I am.”

“If you are truly a Saint... then please, could you save my daughter’s soul? She is trapped in this forest.”

“A soul trapped in the forest?”

“Yes. She was a child with immense magical power. Because of that, she became tethered to this forest that produces the Moon Magic Grass.”

“To think such a thing could happen...” Ana murmured, her face etched with sorrow.

“It would not have come to this... If only that man hadn't come, I should have been able to free her by now.”

“That man?” I interjected, unable to stay quiet.

“Yes. That pathetic mage. If only that man, Loringas, had never set foot in this forest!”

“Wait, him?”

I blurted it out before I could stop myself. I hadn't expected to hear that name here. Ana looked just as surprised.

“Master Loringas? That can’t be right. He would never do anything to cause trouble for someone else!”

Ana defended the pervert with a completely straight face. Personally, I thought it sounded exactly like something he’d do.

The Witch didn't back down. “That man is... no. That is in the past. More importantly, I am running out of time. Ice Saint Anastasia, please. I beg of you, free my daughter’s soul from this forest.”

The Witch stared directly into Ana’s eyes, her expression desperate. 

“If you do this, I will give you all the help you need regarding your Divine Revelation.”

Ana looked toward me. “Allen?”

“Yeah. I think we should help.”

We didn't have any other leads anyway, and I couldn't imagine the pain of having a daughter’s soul trapped in a place like this. Besides, I could always squeeze the truth out of that pervert the next time we visited his village.

“We understand,” Ana said. “We’ll do it.”

“Thank you...”

At those words, a small, fragile smile finally touched the Witch’s lips.
Afterstory Episode 7: The Former Townsperson A Learns His Wife’s Feelings

The day after we stayed at the Witch of the Forest’s house, we made our way to a small grave tucked away in the woods. Melissa had already headed home, leaving only the three of us here.

The name "Mary" was carved into the meticulously maintained headstone. Her year of death was roughly five hundred years ago.

Wait, five hundred years ago?! That means the Witch of the Forest is—!

"I’ll give it a try."

Ana’s voice cut through my racing thoughts.

"Please do," the Witch replied.

"Yes."

Ana knelt before the headstone and offered a prayer. Then, she began an incantation that sounded as beautiful as a song.

"Ice, embrace the form of days gone by. Snow, bury the thoughts of the past. O, my Holy Ice—by the name of Anastasia Kleiner von Ramslett, I command thee. Release Mary’s soul from its bonds within the Demon Forest and guide her to the Goddess’s side. Holy Ice Funeral!"

As she finished the chant and stood, countless large snowflakes materialized around her. They drifted through the air, sparkling with a brilliant light. Eventually, they were drawn toward the headstone as if by a vacuum, slowly encasing the entire marker in ice.

But Ana’s magic didn’t stop there. The ice spread out from the base of the grave, gradually covering the surrounding ground. Then, in the next instant—

Clatter.

With a sharp crack, Ana’s ice shattered. It vanished without a trace, leaving the area as if the frost had never existed at all.

"Ah..."

Ana staggered, her balance failing as she began to collapse. I rushed over and caught her limp body before she could hit the ground.

"Ana? Are you okay?"

She gave a small, pained nod, gasping for breath.

Thank goodness.

I let out a sigh of relief, but when I looked up, I saw the Witch of the Forest watching us with a sorrowful expression.

"Um... did it work?" I asked tentatively.

"...Unfortunately, it seems your strength is insufficient, Ice Saint."

The Witch looked down and shook her head slowly.

"Guh..." Ana let out a frustrated groan, her face contorting with regret.

"Ana, if you're short on mana, let’s use an Ice Spirit Stone," I suggested. "We can have it processed at the Lulu Store, and if we need a Magic Stone, we can just go hunt a Blizzard Phoenix."

"...Yes. You’re right."

A small smile of relief touched Ana’s lips, but it was quickly clouded over by the Witch's blunt interjection.

"No. If you were to use an Ice Spirit Stone now, you would likely be swallowed by your own spell. Being a Saint isn't something one achieves simply by receiving a Divine Protection."

"Oh..."

"According to legend, the Saints of old were always in service to God. While you possess a fair amount of magic, I am forced to say that your abilities as a Saint are remarkably immature."

Ana fell silent.

"I won't tell you to leave immediately while you're exhausted," the Witch continued. "I’ll let you stay for one more night, but you must leave this forest tomorrow. I must save Mary’s soul at all costs. I simply don't have time to spare."

The Witch's words left us with no retort.

It was true—Ana hadn't spent her life honing her powers as a Saint. She had refused to join the Church, choosing instead to marry me and live as a commoner among the people.

I loved her with all my heart, and I wanted to support her in every way I could. But what if she had to join the Church and leave the secular world behind just to master her powers?

Could I really send her off with a smile if it came to that?

"Allen?"

"Ah..."

I must have let that inner conflict show on my face.

"I-I’m fine," I stammered. "I was just thinking... if it’s a matter of God, then the Church is the place to go, right?"

Ana let out a deep, heavy sigh. "Allen. I am not going to the Church."

"Eh?"

"Honestly, I knew you were thinking something like that. You are the spouse of the new Duchess Ramslett, you know? It’s a bit of a problem if you can't keep your thoughts from leaking onto your face."

"S-Sorry."

"I’ve already decided to walk through this life with you," Ana said firmly. "Even if my power as a Saint is lacking, I have absolutely no intention of joining the Church."

"Ana..."

"I learned it from you, Allen. You taught me that if you have conviction and keep working for it, you can change fate. Didn't you save the people—and more importantly, me—from that terrible crisis?"

"Well, that was—"

"I’m not giving up. I have no intention of slacking off; I won't be an embarrassment to the man who did so much for me."

Exhaustion was plain to see on her face, but her eyes held a fierce, unwavering light.

"Ana..."

"Allen..."

As we stood there gazing into each other's eyes, a pointed "Ahem" broke the silence.

"Oh, sorry," I said, rubbing the back of my head.

"...No. It’s good for a husband and wife to be close," the Witch said. "Come. Let’s head back."

"Right."

And so, having failed to free Mary’s soul, we spent one more night under the Witch’s roof.

The following morning, we returned to the spring where we had first landed to prepare for our departure.

"I haven't given up," Ana declared. "I will find a way to save Mary's soul."

The Witch's expression remained one of weary resignation. "...I shall wait without expectations."

"I am Allen’s wife," Ana countered. "I always keep my promises."

"...Is that so?" the Witch replied, her smile noncommittal.
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After leaving the Witch's Forest, we made our way to the Elven Village. Our goal was to speak with the pervert who had apparently caused so much trouble for the Witch of the Forest.

He’s a pervert, sure, but he was once revered as a Great Sage. Whatever his true motives might be, there’s no denying the depth of his knowledge. I figured there was a decent chance he’d know something useful.

At the very least, he might have a lead on what we need to do to liberate Mary’s soul.

"Allen. And Anastasia as well. It is good of you to come."

The pervert greeted us in his full "public persona" mode.

"Lord Roh. It has been quite a while," Ana replied.

His acting was as flawless as ever. Looking at him now, I doubted many people would suspect his inner self was... well, that.

(Oho? And what brings the happy couple here today-o?) he whispered to me, dropping the act instantly.

(You’re as much of a creep as ever,) I muttered back.

(Little me isn’t going to change that quickly-o!)

Honestly, this guy...

As I stood there exasperated, Ana explained the situation to him.

"I see. So that is what happened," Roh said, nodding thoughtfully. "If those were the divine revelations of the God of Wind and the Goddess of Ice, then it would be wise to follow them."

"Yes," Ana said. "We thought that you, as the successor to Loringas the Unselfish Great Sage, might know something. We’ve come to borrow your wisdom."

"I understand. However, I am afraid I know of no geographical 'place where the wind always blows and there is always ice.' There is a location in the Far North that comes close, but even there, the wind eventually dies down."

"Lord Roh, what about a high mountain peak?" I asked.

"The result is the same. Even at the summit of the tallest mountain, there are moments when the wind goes still."

"Is that so..." Ana murmured, looking dejected. "To think that even Lord Roh doesn't know..."

She seemed discouraged, but the pervert continued with a look of supreme confidence.

"Actually, I believe your mistake lies in fixating on a physical, geographical 'location' to begin with."

"Eh? What do you mean by that?"

"Anastasia, you should try to be a bit more flexible in your thinking. That staff is perfectly safe as long as it remains in this village, so let's consider this your homework."

"B-but..."

"Besides, you have a reliable partner right beside you, don't you?"

"Ah..."

Ana stole a glance at me, her cheeks turning a faint shade of pink.

Guh... she’s too cute. Even though it’s been a while since we got married, seeing Ana make gestures like that still makes my heart race.

"Your usual room should be prepared," Roh said. "Why not distance yourselves from the secular world for a bit and think it over slowly here in the village?"

"Thank you very much."

As we turned to go, the pervert leaned in and whispered in my ear once more.

(For now, you should just do what needs to be done, get it all out of your system, and then think-o!)

"..."



When I woke up the next morning, I realized I’d lost all sensation in my left arm for the first time in a while.

Ana was breathing peacefully, using my arm as a pillow. She really was beautiful. I could have stayed there forever, watching her sleep in this place full of memories, but it was almost time to get up.

Just as I was about to wake her, Ana’s eyes fluttered open.

"Ah..."

The moment our eyes met, Ana turned bright red—likely remembering the events of last night. I found it irresistibly endearing that she still gave me such cute reactions.

"Good morning, Ana."

"Good morning, Allen."

Ana smiled and leaned in, silently asking for a kiss. I leaned down and gave my precious princess a gentle morning kiss.

"Ana, we should probably get up soon."

"...I suppose so."

Reluctant as we were, we finally climbed out of bed and began to get ready.



I finished my preparations first and stepped out of the room to wait. The pervert didn't waste a second before scurrying over to me.

"Allen-uji, did you enjoy yourself last night-o?"

That was the very first thing out of his mouth.

"You really never change, do you?"

"Whatever do you mean-o? Little me is constant as the stars-o!"

"I guess you’d have to be, to play the part of a Great Sage while hiding a personality like yours..." I muttered, letting out a heavy sigh.

"So, when’s it happening-o?"

"What?"

"The baby talk-o! Little me will teach you all sorts of things, you know-o!"

"..."

If anyone else heard him say that, they’d probably weep with joy at the 'Great Sage’s' kindness, but knowing his true nature just made me feel conflicted.

"Well, fine-o. I can wait. So, now that you’ve cleared your head, did you come up with anything-o?"

Actually, I’d been thinking about it regardless of his "advice," and I’d arrived at a certain hypothesis.

"Yeah. I have an idea."

"I see. Most impressive."

"Eh?"

The pervert had suddenly switched back into his "saintly sage" mode. I froze for a few seconds, caught off guard by the lightning-fast transition. Then the door opened, and Ana emerged, fully prepared.

I see. So that’s why.

"Well then, Allen," Ana said. "Could you tell me what you concluded after thinking it over last night?"

"Right. Since it’s not in the Far North or on a mountain peak, that leaves only one place: underground."

"Allen? But the wind doesn't blow underground, does it?"

Ana looked at me, her expression skeptical.

"Usually, no. But remember all those strange places we visited? The ones that were deep underground but still had a sky?"

"...Ah!"

Ana finally realized where I was going with this.

"Exactly. I think 'a place where the wind always blows and there is always ice' refers to a labyrinth hidden somewhere in this world."

"As expected, Allen," Roh chimed in. "To reach that conclusion in a single night is impressive. However, as far as I am aware, no such labyrinth exists on this continent."

"No..."

Ana’s face fell at the pervert’s words.

"But Anastasia, there is no need for sorrow," he continued. "If such a place does not exist, then we shall simply have to build it."

"「Eh!?」"
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"Lord Roh. Is it actually possible to create a labyrinth?"

Ana asked the question reflexively, her voice tinged with the wariness she usually reserved for the eccentric sage. 

"Of course. Even a labyrinth is a construct. They don't simply sprout from the earth by chance," Roh replied.

"So, they were built by human hands?"

"No, that is incorrect."

As Ana blinked in surprise, the pervert offered a flat denial, his expression remaining perfectly composed.

"Then who built them?"

"The majority were created by the hands of the gods."

"Wait, what?" I interjected. "If they’re built with divine power, then there’s no way we can do anything about it, right?"

"Indeed. For the two of you as you are now, it would be impossible."

Wait, what? He just said we should build one ourselves, and now he's saying we can't?

"Creating a labyrinth requires power that transcends human understanding," Roh continued. "Without it, one cannot perform a feat like manifesting a sky deep underground."

"I get that, but doesn't that bring us right back to square one? This doesn't solve our problem."

"Not necessarily."

The pervert shot me a smug, knowing look. He was acting refined because Ana was in the room, but I knew his true nature. If we had been alone, he definitely would have started mocking me. “Pee-hee-hee! Does Master Allen really not understand something so simple? Honestly!” or some other nonsense.

"What are you getting at?" I asked.

He stared at me in silence for a long moment before finally opening his mouth.

"To create a labyrinth, one must be able to channel and wield the power of a god."

"Channel the power of a god?"

"Precisely. However, the mana capacity of you two hasn't reached that realm yet. That is why I said it would be 'impossible for you as you are now.'"

"Lord Roh," Ana spoke up, "what kind of training is required to obtain that level of mana?"

"That is a good question, Anastasia. There are several ways to increase one’s mana, but standard training won't get you anywhere near the necessary threshold. If you were granted the highest tier of Divine Protection from a god and spent several decades of ceaseless, grueling effort... well, perhaps you might reach it then."

"And the other methods?" she pressed.

"If your own mana is insufficient, you simply borrow it from another source."

"Borrow it?"

"Yes. It is the same method Loringas once employed."

"Lord Loringas did that!?"

"He did. You must consume the seeds of the Moon Magic Grass. There is a very high probability that doing so will kill you. However, if you survive, you will obtain mana that far exceeds the limits of humanity."

"It... it could kill us!?"

"Yes. There is no way to know the outcome until you ingest them. But as the two of you have a mission to fulfill, I am certain the gods will watch over you."

No way. That’s basically a suicide mission. I can’t let Ana take a risk like that. If someone has to eat those seeds, it’s going to be me.

I opened my mouth to volunteer, but Ana beat me to the punch.

"I'll do it."

"Ana!?"

"Allen, you are indispensable to the Kingdom of Ramslett. I cannot allow you to risk your life here."

"Don't give me that! You're the one who's indispensable, Ana! I don't even have Ramslett blood in my veins. Besides, I only became a part of this kingdom because of you. A world without you is—"

"But Allen, if you aren't there, Ramslett will—"

"I don't care! I’m going to live my life with you. Anything else is meaningless!"

I grabbed her hand, and she squeezed back just as hard.

"Allen..."

"Ana..."

"I understand your feelings perfectly, you two, but could you please save the 'world for two' for a later time?"

""Ah...""

Snapped back to reality, we both let go of each other's hands, faces flushing with embarrassment.

"Now, listen. The probability of death is only high if a single person consumes the seeds alone. If you reduce the dosage to an appropriate amount, it won't be fatal."

You could have led with that!

I barely managed to swallow the retort before it escaped my lips.

"Besides, it should be just about time for the Moon Magic Grass to bloom. I shall guide you to the forest where it grows. I happen to have some business of my own to attend to there."

Right. Judging by the way the Witch of the Forest talked about him, there was clearly some history there. I'm sure he had his reasons.

"Now then, Anastasia. Go and inform the Queen that you will be taking Milly with you."

"Understood."

Ana followed his instructions obediently and stepped out of the room. As soon as the door clicked shut, the Great Sage’s posture slumped.

"Man, I am wiped-o!"

"You're as hopeless as ever."

"And Master Allen is as foul-mouthed as ever-o! Honestly, if I hadn't given you this lead, you'd be wandering around aimlessly without a single clue-o."

"Yeah, yeah. I'm... grateful for that, I guess."

"If you're really grateful, then hurry up and have a daughter so you can bring her to see me-o!"

"...You really are a creep."

Oops. I let my inner thoughts leak out.

"H-How rude-o! I just want to dote on her-o! Besides, Master Allen, you and I are kindred spirits-o!"

"No, we are definitely not."

"Oh, you say that now, but I know for a fact you're going to be blessed with a daughter and absolutely spoil her rotten-o! It’s the prophecy of the Light Spirit-o!"

"...Why are you so convinced it'll be a girl anyway? There's a fifty-percent chance it'll be a boy."

"It’s a daughter-o! The Light Spirit’s prophecy is absolute-o!"

"Are you sure you didn't mistake a curse for a prophecy?"

"Y-You're as insulting as ever-o!" 

The pervert gave a strained, twitchy smile.

"Look, maybe 'curse' was a bit much, but there's no way to know which it'll be until it happens."

"I’m telling you, you're wrong-o! It’s definitely a girl-o!"

For some reason, the pervert finished the conversation with a look of pure, unearned triumph.
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The bullet I fired took the Great Wolf right between the eyes. It collapsed where it stood, its life snuffed out instantly.

"To think you possess such power..." the Witch of the Forest muttered, a look of pure shock crossing her face.

"Against an opponent of this caliber, one shot is all I need," I said. "Let's hold this position and protect the seeds until dawn."

"Understood!" Ana replied, her voice brimming with resolve.

After that, more Great Wolves swarmed us in waves, drawn by the seeds. However, monsters of this level were hardly a threat to us.

I picked off the distant targets with Karashi, while the Witch and the Hentai used magic to handle anything that got closer. Any wolves that managed to slip through the barrage were efficiently cut down by Ana’s blade.

Before long, I realized the ground around us was littered with an appalling number of wolf carcasses.

"...This is wrong. I've never known Great Wolves to show this much persistence," the Witch of the Forest whispered, her expression growing dubious.

Then, the atmosphere shifted. The air grew heavy and stifling.

"What? What is this?"

"N-no... it can't be...?" 

Fear seeped into the Witch’s features. The oppressive weight in the air intensified as a black mist began to drift across the clearing.

"Here it comes!" the Hentai barked. 

A split second later, a bolt of black lightning tore through the sky and struck the ground right in front of our eyes!

KRA-BOOM!

I flinched at the deafening roar and shielded my eyes, but I looked back toward the impact site as soon as I could. Standing there was a massive black wolf, several times taller than a man, glaring down at us.

Its fur was a void that swallowed the light, looking like a patch of pure darkness, while its eyes burned with a sinister, crimson glow that sent a shiver down my spine.

"Wh-What is that...!?"

"It is likely a Dark Fenrir," the Hentai answered without a moment's hesitation.

"A Dark Fenrir?"

"The Divine Beast Fenrir loses its reason and falls into darkness, transforming into a magic beast."

"A Divine Beast?"

"Yes. A Divine Beast is a creature that has received a special Divine Protection from a god. Legends say the Dark Fenrir is born when a Fenrir loses its mate to the hands of humans; it is a creature consumed by grief and rage."

The faces of Jerome and Melissa flashed through my mind. Then came the memory of the Sky Dragon—the boss of the Sage’s Tower in the Otome Game.

"A Dark Fenrir is said to have no sanity left. It will slaughter and devour every human it encounters. If we don't take it down, we're dead!"

"Right!"

Against an opponent that large, Saiga was the better choice. I switched weapons and loaded a Slug Shell.

"AWOOOOOOOOOOOH!!"

The Dark Fenrir suddenly unleashed a bone-chilling growl that sounded more like a death-knell than a howl.

"っ!?"

The moment the sound hit me, my body grew heavy, as if I were being physically crushed into the dirt.

"Th-this is..."

"A... Allen..."

It looked like Ana was suffering from the same sensation.

"Anastasia! Your magic should be able to nullify the effects of its Roar!"

Roar? This thing uses the same skill Jerome did? It was a reassuring ability when used by an ally, but facing it as an enemy was a nightmare.

"Kuh... Lord Roh... Yes!"

Ana struggled to focus her mind and forced her magic to activate.

"Holy Ice Sedation!"

In an instant, our bodies were encased in thin shells of ice that immediately shattered. The weight lifted. I was light on my feet again!

"Thanks, Ana!"

"Don't mention it. We have to do something about that beast!"

"On it!"

I immediately used Transmutation to whip up a thick smokescreen and activated my Stealth. This should have made me invisible to the creature. My plan was to circle around, get close enough to hit a vital spot, and pump a Slug Shell into it with Saiga.

I took a few steps to flank the Dark Fenrir, but I stopped dead when I noticed something terrifying.

It’s tracking me?

The Dark Fenrir’s eyes were locked onto my position. The moment I realized it, black electricity surged from its body. The bolts flew toward me with unerring accuracy. I barely managed to dodge by throwing myself into a roll.

"Ugh... how...?"

I'd avoided a direct hit, but the lightning had grazed my left shoulder. A sharp, throbbing pain radiated through my arm.

"Allen!?" Ana cried out, rushing toward me.

"Damn it... how did it see through my Stealth!?"

"It simply means the Dark Fenrir's power is that immense," the Hentai said. "Allen, half-baked tactics aren't going to win this."

"I know that! Can't you do something!?"

I shouted the question at him, but the Dark Fenrir moved before he could answer. It unleashed a torrent of black lightning, raining bolts down upon us.

"Whoa!"

"Kuh!"

"This is..."

The sheer volume and power of the assault forced us entirely onto the defensive. We managed to dodge or intercept the bolts with magic, but we had absolutely no openings to counterattack.

At this rate, we were just going to be worn down until we were dead.

Damn it! I have to find a way out of this!
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Although the situation was initially a desperate, one-sided struggle, we gradually grew accustomed to the onslaught. We searched for a way to land a decisive blow even as we focused on parrying the Dark Fenrir’s attacks.

The first thing we realized was that because the Dark Fenrir was targeting the Moon Magic Grass, it would only use its black lightning for harassment as long as we kept our backs to the plant. It was clearly afraid of damaging the goods.

This forced the beast to rely primarily on its Roar and direct physical strikes, which made the fight considerably more manageable. It might have been a cowardly tactic on our part, but we weren't in a position to care about playing fair.

The Hentai and the Witch of the Forest seemed to have some sort of history with a person named Mary who slept within these woods, and we absolutely required the seeds of the Moon Magic Grass to deal with the Staff of Guidance. To achieve our respective goals, we had to use every advantage available to us.

As for the Hentai, he was currently perched atop the cardboard box containing Milly, shielding it from the Dark Fenrir’s strikes. Apparently, the box alone wasn't enough to withstand a Divine Beast, requiring him to protect it personally.

"Wooooooooon!"

"Holy Ice Sedation!"

Another Roar ripped through the clearing, but Ana immediately used her magic to nullify the status ailment.

"Take this!"

I fired Saiga, aiming for the momentary opening the beast left after howling. Simultaneously, the Dark Fenrir wreathed itself in what looked like black lightning. The bullet I fired was repelled by that dark shroud, failing to inflict even a scratch.

No good, huh...

Even though Saiga’s muzzle velocity exceeded the speed of sound, the creature possessed terrifying reflexes. It didn't bother defending itself when I merely pointed the gun; it was clearly reacting to the bullet after it was fired. Even if it had fallen from grace, it was still a Divine Beast.

Consequently, while we weren't being killed, we weren't making any progress in repelling it either. As we continued this stalemate of offense and defense, the sky visible through the canopy began to brighten.

"...Is it dawn?"

"Allen! The Moon Magic Grass, quickly!"

Reacting to the Hentai’s sharp command from atop the box, I checked the plant. To my surprise, a single, large blue seed had ripened right where the flower had been blooming moments ago.

"Hurry! Split it in half and eat it!"

"Right!"

I rushed to the Moon Magic Grass and plucked the seed.

"Gwoooooo!"

"I won't let you!"

The Dark Fenrir let out a howl and charged. However, the Hentai and the Witch of the Forest sapped its momentum with their magic, followed by Ana, who drove her sword forward to force the beast back.

Taking advantage of the opening they created, I used my knife to split the seed into two pieces.

"Ana!"

"Yes!"

"Gwoooooooo!"

The Dark Fenrir lunged again.

"Allen! Anastasia! Hurry!"

The Hentai and the Witch of the Forest had moved from the cardboard box at some point and were now desperately holding back the beast’s charge.

"On it!"

I handed half the seed to Ana and tossed the remaining half into my mouth. It was hard and incredibly bitter, but I didn't have the luxury of complaining. I chewed it as fast as I could, endured the foul taste, and forced it down.

An instant later, a sickening sensation washed over me, as if the very blood in my body was flowing in reverse. My surroundings blurred and faded until I felt the dizzying illusion of drifting through a void of nothingness.

"A-gh... A-Ana..."

I instinctively called out her name.

"Alle... n..."

A pained reply reached my ears; it seemed Ana was suffering through the same sensation. Reaching out toward where I remembered her standing, my hand met a soft warmth. That warmth gripped my hand in return.

Ah, it’s Ana.

"Allen..."

"Ana..."

We called out to each other. We were floating in a pitch-black abyss, and I felt as though I might vanish into the dark at any moment, but her warmth acted as an anchor, holding us together.

As I relied on that warmth to endure the unpleasant transition, my physical senses suddenly snapped back into place.

"Ah... this is..."

My vision cleared instantly, and I felt a terrifying, almost overwhelming amount of magic power surging through my veins. Before me stood Ana, her eyes closed and her brow furrowed in a painful grimace. When I gave her hand a reassuring squeeze, the tension in her face vanished, replaced by a look of peace.

"Ana? Are you okay?"

"Ah... Allen... Yes."

"Good. Thank goodness."

"You as well, Allen..."

We both let out sighs of relief, seeing that the other was safe.

"Wooooooooon!"

The Dark Fenrir interrupted our moment with another Roar.

"That’s right! Dammit!"

The sound snapped me back to the reality of the battle. I quickly checked on the Hentai, the Witch of the Forest, and the box where Milly was hidden.

The sight was grim. The Witch of the Forest was down on one knee, and while the Hentai had returned to the top of the cardboard box, his clothes were in tatters and he looked exhausted.

"Are you all right?" I called out to the Witch.

"...It seems you succeeded," she replied weakly. "From the look of things, the magic power you two possess now should surpass even that of the Dark Fenrir."

"Wait, what?"
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"Ah, at last..."

The Witch of the Forest whispered, her voice thick with emotion.

"Finally, my long-held ambition is realized..."

"I'm just glad we could be of help," I said. "Wait... what?"

I let out a startled cry. To my surprise, even as she spoke, the Witch’s form had begun to turn transparent.

"No way..."

"I told you at the beginning, didn't I?" she asked softly. "That I was out of time."

"So, this is it?"

"Yes. I knew this from the start. But because of you, I can finally move on in peace."

"..."

"The books in this hut... please, use them as you see fit. It’s the only way I can repay you."

Even as we spoke, her body grew thinner and thinner before our eyes, eventually becoming enveloped in a soft radiance. Then, just like Mary, the Witch of the Forest ascended toward the heavens.

At the very last moment, her lips moved as if she were trying to say one last thing. I couldn't hear her voice, but it looked like she was saying, “Thank you.”

"Ana."

"Yes, Allen."

Together, we knelt before Mary’s grave marker and offered a silent prayer for both her and the Witch’s happiness in the next world.



We eventually made our way back into the Witch’s hut. In the cramped room she likely used as a study, there was a small bookshelf packed with a tidy row of volumes. 

Every single one looked ancient; there was no doubt they were priceless artifacts. The problem, however, was that I couldn't read a single word. The script bore no resemblance to the characters we used. To me, the difference was as jarring as comparing hiragana to the Latin alphabet. They clearly belonged to an entirely different linguistic lineage.

"What should we do?" I asked, sighing. "It feels like it’ll take a lifetime just to decipher these..."

"I agree," Ana replied, looking troubled. "This is a problem."

As we stood there at a loss, clutching the books, the Hentai slid over and pointed to a specific volume.

"The information you two are looking for is in this one," Lord Roh said.

"Wait, really?"

"Lord Roh! What does it say?" Ana asked.

"I don't mind telling you, but I have one condition."

"A condition?" I repeated warily.

"Yes. You must give the rest of these books to me."

"What? Why would you want them?"

"I am a man connected to the lineage of Great Sage Loringas. It is only natural that I would crave such knowledge, is it not?"

...Something felt off. This guy was a total Hentai who had prattled on about "mastering the path of the loli" before turning into a Light Spirit and supposedly discarding all his worldly possessions. Was a guy like that really interested in ancient knowledge now?

"Allen, wouldn't that be a fair trade?" Ana whispered. "We can't read them anyway."

"I guess so, but..."

"Then it’s settled," the Hentai declared. He opened the book he had pointed out and began to read. "The title of this volume is Records of Labyrinth Construction via [Alchemy]."

My heart skipped a beat. It was so perfectly aligned with what we were looking for that I actually caught my breath.

"Now then, let’s see what’s inside."

The Hentai began to read the text aloud with effortless fluency. He might be a Hentai, but the fact that he could breeze through an unknown language proved that his reputation as a Great Sage was no exaggeration.

However, as the reading progressed, a strange sense of deja vu began to nag at me. Ana seemed to feel it too; her brow furrowed with suspicion.

"Allen," she whispered, "this terrain and the structure of this labyrinth... doesn't it look like...?"

"Yeah," I nodded. "I was thinking the same thing."

"Is something the matter?" the Hentai asked, pausing his reading to look at us. "Does this seem familiar?"

"This labyrinth... it's the spitting image of the ruins near Luluden," I explained. "The ones people call the remains of the Ancient Labyrinth."

Ana nodded solemnly, watching him for a reaction.

"I see," Lord Roh said. He began flipping through the pages at a terrifying speed, scanning the later sections of the book in a matter of seconds. 

It was a pace that made me doubt he was actually processing the information—some kind of supernatural speed-reading, maybe?

"I understand now," he said eventually. "It appears this labyrinth never became a 'complete' version. It operated as a Pseudo-Labyrinth for a time, then ceased all functions once the magic power stored in its core was exhausted."

"Wait," I interjected. "If it's dead, then this isn't something we can just fix with Alchemy, is it?"

"Correct."

"Then what about our plan to build a labyrinth...?"

"That is precisely why I had you eat the Seeds of Moon Magic Grass. As long as you can construct a Pseudo-Labyrinth, you can simply ask the God who gave you this quest to turn it into the real thing."

"I... well, I guess that makes sense," I admitted. From a pragmatic standpoint, there was no reason we had to do 100% of the heavy lifting ourselves.

"Precisely. Now, let us continue."

With that, the Hentai proceeded to read the rest of the records to us.
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After dropping Milly and the Hentai off at the Elven Village, we headed back to Wiechen and went straight to see my father-in-law.

"Oh! You’re both back! How did it go?"

"Well, we finally figured out what the God of Wind meant," I replied. "We're going to build a labyrinth and turn it into a temple."

"What? A labyrinth? Is that something that can even be made by human hands?"

"With Lord Roh’s help, we’ve been studying the contents of some ancient texts. I’m going to use my Alchemy skill to construct a Pseudo-Labyrinth. Then, by borrowing the power of two gods, we’ll stabilize it into a true labyrinth. That way, the place will be permanently filled with wind and ice. We intend to make the deepest floor a temple dedicated to the God of Wind and the Goddess of Ice."

"Is such a thing truly possible...?"

"Father-in-law, do you remember those ruins near Luluden that were thought to be the remains of an Ancient Labyrinth?"

"The ones you two were researching?" he asked, nodding.

"Exactly. It turns out those were the ruins of a Pseudo-Labyrinth. Since they can't receive Divine Protection on their own, they eventually lose their power once the mana stored in their core runs dry."

"...But don't labyrinths spawn monsters? Is that really the work of a God?"

"According to Lord Roh, labyrinths only start producing monsters when people stop offering their prayers."

"I see... I never knew such a mechanic existed. Does that mean if we offered the proper prayers, we could neutralize the threat of existing labyrinths?"

"It’s a possibility, but I think it would be difficult in practice."

Admittedly, monster-spawning labyrinths are a massive headache. On the other hand, places like Altomunt rely on them to support the local economy. It’s a complicated issue. While people should be offering proper prayers, things are never that simple.

Besides, we don't even know which gods are enshrined in the labyrinths we already have. Why that knowledge has been so thoroughly lost to history remains a mystery, but practically speaking, restoring those ancient traditions would be a tall order.

"I suppose you're right," my father-in-law conceded. "So, you two are going to build your own?"

"Yes."

"What kind of location do you need?"

"Anywhere with a decent amount of land will work. More importantly, though, I’d like to build a town nearby to ensure that the prayers never cease."

"Hm, I see. We were already discussing entrusting a territory to you two. This might be the perfect opportunity."

With that, my father-in-law spread a map of the Kingdom of Ramslett across the table.

"In that case, how about this stretch of the western coast? There’s a massive, untouched forest out here. Building there won't provoke the Est Empire unnecessarily. Centlaren and Westerdale might not be thrilled about it, but it’s a far better alternative than agitating Est."

"Understood. I'll head out and conduct a field survey soon."

"Good. See that you do."

And just like that, it was decided that we would receive the undeveloped forest along the western coast as our new territory.



"It’s forest as far as the eye can see."

"It certainly is."

Ana and I were currently conducting an aerial survey of our prospective territory from the cockpit of the Vytol Custom 2.

Below us, a vast, dense forest stretched all the way to the shoreline. Looking inland, the higher ground was still quite a distance away. Given the terrain, it seemed wiser to build the town and the labyrinth a bit further back from the coast. I hadn't heard of any major earthquakes in the Kingdom of Ramslett, but the region definitely saw its fair share of storms.

"Allen, perhaps it would be better to avoid the immediate coastline?"

"I agree."

It seemed Ana was on the same page. I immediately banked the craft north toward the interior, searching for a more suitable construction site.

As we flew, the Vytol Custom 2’s sensors scanned the terrain, recording the data into its onboard computer.

The Vytol Custom 2 was a larger, upgraded version of the original Vytol Custom, outfitted with various sensors specifically for surveying and mapping. Of course, I’m a total layman when it comes to civil engineering, so I couldn't exactly draw up a professional blueprint.

However, after eating the Seeds of Moon Magic Grass, the mana levels Ana and I possessed had reached a point where I wondered if we’d technically stopped being human. Thanks to that massive pool of power, I could now manifest objects and structures based on nothing more than a general mental image.

Once I realized that, my inner engineer’s heart caught fire. I’d ended up finishing the craft with an absurdly high-tech—or rather, "magic-driven," since it ran on mana—design.

After flying north for a few minutes, the forest's vegetation began to change noticeably.

"The soil probably has a lower salt content around here," I noted.

"How can you tell?"

"Most plants wither if there's too much salt in the ground, so the trees near the coast are likely salt-resistant species. From this point on, even high waves probably don't reach the soil, so we're seeing more typical forest growth."

"I see," Ana whispered, looking impressed.

Come to think of it, I don't recall this kind of knowledge being taught at the academy. It might not be common knowledge in this world.

We flew a bit further until a wide river came into view.

"Ana, let's go check out the upstream section of that river."

"Right behind you."

With that, we adjusted our course and headed toward the water.
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As we flew along the river, I spotted a small hill rising from a plateau above the cliff line. There appeared to be a reasonably wide, flat area at the summit—it looked like an ideal spot for construction.

The hill was surrounded by dense forest, a clear sign that the area was rich in water. It looked suitable for farming, too. Wouldn't this be the perfect place for a new town?

"Allen, what do you think of the top of that hill?"

It seemed Ana was thinking the exact same thing.

"Yeah, I agree. It looks promising. Let’s take a closer look."

"Yes, let's."

I steered the nose of the craft toward the hill and began recording topographical data into the Vuitol 2, leaving no stone unturned.

"...There don't seem to be any private residences," I noted.

"No," Ana replied. "This is a frontier region, and the monsters haven't been cleared out yet."

"I see. I wonder if that's part of the reason my father-in-law decided to leave this place to us."

"...That may be so. Even in a place like this, it is our duty to exterminate monsters so that the people can live in peace."

"Right. I feel the same way."

Ana nodded with a serious expression, but I caught a glimpse of something like a mixture of joy and regret in her eyes. She probably feels like this was something she should have finished back when she was still part of House Ramslett.

"Still, having monsters around actually has its perks for a town," I said, trying to lighten the mood.

"That... is true."

It was a pragmatic reality. Monsters weren't necessarily all bad. Their presence meant a steady supply of Magic Stones, which would draw in adventurers. When adventurers gathered, the inns would profit, and so would the merchants. That demand would then trickle down to the people providing food and consumables, keeping the economy in motion. That was how a town developed.

By the time those thoughts had run their course, I’d finished surveying our target area.

"Alright, I think that covers the basics. Let's investigate the surrounding area just a bit more and then head back."

"Understood."

We finished the remaining survey work and turned back toward Wiechen.

◆◇◆

Upon returning to Wiechen, we visited my father-in-law’s office just as he was finishing his administrative duties for the day.

"Father-in-law, we've just returned."

"Ah, you're both back. Well? Did you find a suitable location?"

"Yes. We found a perfect hill a short distance inland from the coast, right along the river."

"Ho?"

"I’ve put together a topographical map; it looks something like this. We still need to investigate the soil quality and other factors, but..."

I handed him a piece of parchment where I’d transcribed the survey results.

"Hm? What is this?"

"It’s a precision topographical map. The thin lines represent ten-meter elevation intervals, and the thick lines are fifty meters."

"Hm? Hmmm... A-Allen, you only visited that location for the first time today, did you not?"

"Eh? Yes, that's right. I built a surveying function into the Vuitol 2."

"Good grief... to think such a thing was even possible..." My father-in-law’s expression darkened into a frown.

"Father, Allen is using this power for the good of the people—"

"I am well aware that Allen isn't the type of man to harbor malicious intent," he interrupted. "However, if the world finds out a map this sophisticated can be produced in a single day, it will cause an international incident."

"But Father-in-law, is my 'unusual' nature really news at this point?"

"True enough... but if a map like this fell into the hands of those Est Empire people, well..." He pinched the bridge of his nose, his brow furrowing.

I see. He had a point. I hadn't even considered using it for an invasion, but a map of this quality would have made the Est Empire's attempt to conquer the Sentlaren Kingdom significantly easier. As for the reverse... I doubt our side could have capitalized on it as effectively.

"But Father," Ana argued, "a map like this makes development so much more efficient."

"Indeed. However, this level of precision must be treated as a state secret. It’s a potential powder keg."

"Understood," I said. "I’ll make sure any maps I give to others are significantly less detailed."

"Good. See that you do." My father-in-law nodded, his expression remaining stern. "Now then, where do you plan to establish the labyrinth?"

"On the summit of that hill. We’ll build a temple to enshrine the God of Wind and the Goddess of Ice, then construct the labyrinth beneath it."

"I see. If you want to ensure a steady stream of faith, enshrining them from the start is a wise move. Do you have an architect in mind?"

"No, I actually wanted to consult you about that, as well as the general town planning."

"I see. I’ll dispatch our kingdom’s finest master craftsmen for the temple. As for the town, you two should design that yourselves. Though, a town centered on a temple usually follows a fairly standard layout."

"Understood."

"Also, I'll lend you these." He handed over a stack of papers.

"What are these?"

"Maps of the kingdom’s major cities. They should serve as a useful reference."

"Thank you very much!"

After providing a few more reports, we excused ourselves from my father-in-law’s office.
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After dinner that night, I returned to our room and broached the subject with Ana.

"Hey, what kind of town do you want ours to be?"

"Oh? Hmm... I suppose a town where the people can live with smiles on their faces would be best. What about you, Allen?"

"For me... I think I'd like a town where no child has to go hungry. I want to create a place where even commoner children aren't forced to work, where they can actually study and play with their friends. That's the kind of life I want for them."

Hearing that, Ana smiled softly.

"That sounds lovely. I'm sure there are children among the commoners with hidden talents just like you, Allen. It's important for them to have a place where they can hone those gifts."

"Yeah."

"To achieve that, we'll need a Knight Order to protect the citizens from monsters."

"Right. And proper city walls, too."

"Yes."

"We'll need to keep hygiene in mind, too. We have to build proper water and sewage systems."

"True. But what will we do for a water source? Being so close to the sea might make wells difficult."

"Then we'll have to build a dam upstream and pipe it in from there, I guess."

"I hope we can find a suitable spot."

"Yeah, good point..."

"Don't worry, Allen. I'm sure it will be fine. There was a river flowing nearby, remember?"

She didn't have any real evidence to back that up, but when Ana said it with such confidence, I found myself believing her.

"Once the town is built, I want Jerome, Melissa, and Ciel to come visit."

"Yeah, definitely. They really helped us out with that whole Moon Magic Grass business."

"Yes."

I could see them clearly in my mind's eye. I bet Jerome is still being bossed around by Melissa, acting as a human toy for that mischievous little Ciel. Ciel only ever acted that way with him, after all.

"I wonder if Jerome and the others might move to our town?"

"Hehe, that does sound fun. But..."

"I know, I know. They're right in the middle of raising a kid."

"Yes."

"In that case, we need to build a proper airport so we can visit them easily."

"That's a good idea."

"If possible, I want to make it a legitimate airport with a crosswind runway, too."

"Crosswinds? What do you mean by that?"

Ana looked at me with a puzzled expression. Ah, that's right. I haven't explained the concept of crosswinds to her yet.

"Well, you see, a Glider is safest when it's facing directly into the wind during takeoff and landing. If it isn't, the wind can toss you around, which could lead to a serious accident."

"I see."

"Exactly. Plus, if we can get more people flying Gliders eventually, they'll be useful for things like disaster relief and general travel. Cultural exchange would flourish. Though, I suppose there's always the risk of them being used for war."

"Yes. But that's not the only reason you want this, is it?"

Ana gazed directly into my eyes, a gentle smile playing on her lips. ...Man, I'm no match for her. She sees right through my ulterior motives.

"Well, yeah. Flying is just plain fun, isn't it? I want as many people as possible to experience that for themselves."

As I laid bare my true feelings, Ana continued to look at me with her usual kindness.

"Oh! I've got it! If we offer flight tours in the Glider, it could be a huge draw for tourists!"

"Hehe, you're right. Let's aim for that eventually."

Ana's face broke into a wide, radiant beam. She slid closer to me.

"Allen."

"Ana..."

Her face, as beautiful as a goddess's, drew nearer. Without a word from either of us, our lips met.

"Allen, it's getting late."

"Yeah."

Holding each other close, we headed to bed.



The following week, it was time to meet the architects. Our goal was to select a lead architect from among the group to head the project.

As we waited in the reception room, there was a knock at the door.

"Enter," Ana called out, her voice clear and commanding. 

The door opened immediately, and a well-dressed man of average build stepped inside. He kept a respectful distance before offering us a courtly bow.

"Thank you for coming. You may stand at ease."

"At once!"

At Ana's dignified command, the man straightened up. The butler standing at her side began the introduction.

"This man's name is Filippo. It is said that he is without equal, particularly when it comes to the construction of domes."

"I see. Please, Filippo, take a seat."

"Yes, My Lady!"

Filippo sat across from us and began pulling out several documents.

"I am Filippo. By the grace of Your Majesty's prestige, I have overseen numerous architectural projects centered in Wiechen. My specialty lies in ecclesiastical architecture; I pride myself on the fact that no one can rival my work with domes."

"I see. And what sort of buildings have you worked on previously?"

"Right here, please."

He presented the documents to us.

"For example, the great dome of the Third Church in the Wiechen West District is one of my most significant large-scale projects. I combined numerous sculptures with a ceiling height that rivals even that of the Great Cathedral..."

Filippo continued to talk up his past projects with great enthusiasm. However, it quickly became clear that while he excelled at massive, individual structures, he had zero experience in urban planning or designing an entire town from scratch.

"I see. Thank you for the explanation. Allen, do you have any questions?"

I shook my head, and Ana gave a small nod of agreement.

"Filippo, thank you for coming today. May we keep these documents for review?"

"Of course! I look forward to your favorable reply!"

We watched as Filippo bowed himself out of the room.
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The next architect entered the room.

"My name is Antonio. I handle a wide range of projects, but I specialize in harmonizing multiple structures to create beautiful, cohesive landscapes."

"I see. Antonio, please, have a seat."

"Thank you, My Lady."

Antonio sat before us and, following Filippo’s lead, spread out his portfolio.

"As I said, I am Antonio. I pride myself on being the finest architect in Ramslett when it comes to townscapes. Please, look here. For example—"

Antonio proceeded to highlight his achievements with as much flourish as he could muster.

But that wasn't what we were looking for. If we just wanted someone to put up a few buildings, we could hire any architect off the street, I thought.

We met several more candidates after him, but the result was always the same. Each one spent their time boasting about past projects; not a single person spoke from the perspective of comprehensive town planning.

Was I going to have to do everything myself?

Just as I was sinking into a state of resignation, the final architect arrived. He was a short man in somewhat scruffy clothes, but even from across the desk, I could see his hands were gnarled and calloused. Unlike the others, this was clearly a man who spent his time on a construction site, not just behind a drafting table.

"The name's Domingo. I’m a journeyman architect. I was brought here by royal decree, so I’m light on the details. I heard you're looking to build a town from scratch?"

"How dare you be so rude—" the butler began.

"Step back!" Ana commanded.

"My apologies, My Lady!" The butler, properly chastised, retreated into the shadows.

"Domingo, thank you for coming," Ana said, quickly summarizing our vision and the requirements for the new settlement.

"…A town centered around a temple, huh?" Domingo rubbed his chin. "It’s not a bad idea, but is that temple really necessary? If you build a massive shrine and nobody shows up to pray, it’ll be a pathetic sight."

"The temple is to honor a Divine Revelation," Ana explained. "The temple must come first; the town is being built to support it."

"A Divine Revelation? I see. Well, that changes how we have to look at things. Tell me, does this Revelation forbid you from rebuilding the temple later?"

"Once the temple is built, we cannot destroy it."

"Hoh. Then what about renovating the area around the temple?"

"That is not prohibited."

"Then it’s simple. At first, you build only what’s strictly required by the Divine Revelation. Then, as the town grows, you build a second, larger temple that completely encloses the first one. A double-layered structure. That way, the inner temple is protected from the elements so it’ll last longer, and the outer shell can be expanded or renovated whenever you need. It grows with the town."

I blinked. I hadn't thought of that. It’s a shell-and-core approach.

"Since you'll only have devout believers at the start, you keep the initial cost low," Domingo continued. "Once the town hits a certain size, you use taxes and donations to fund the outer structure. You won’t be throwing money away on a giant, empty building on day one."

"That sounds incredibly pragmatic," I said. "And what about the rest of the town?"

"Well, you grow it bit by bit, obviously. Building a massive city all at once is a waste of time if there are no people to fill it. Besides, there’s something more important than the buildings."

"And what would that be?"

"Roads. I don't care if it’s a town or a temple—if people can't get there, it’s useless. If it's by the sea or a river, you need a harbor. Your roads need to be wide enough for carriages to pass each other comfortably. And I don’t know the terrain yet, but if the area gets a lot of rain and turns into a bog, you’re going to need proper paving."

Wait, I thought, this guy is actually the most reliable one yet.

"You also need to secure the routes," Domingo added. "If your merchants are getting slaughtered by monsters or bandits on the way in, the whole project is a wash."

He was right. We’d have to hire adventurers to protect shipments, and even then, you couldn’t account for every disaster.

"Is there anything else we should be concerned about?" Ana asked.

"Maps. You can’t lay a single stone for a road or a house if you don't know the terrain. Once you have a map, everything else is just a matter of having enough coin and enough hands."

"Very well," Ana said, then turned to me. "Allen, do you have any questions for him?"

"Yeah. Domingo, when we start the town, I want to ensure the infrastructure—specifically hygiene—is handled from the ground up."

"You mean you want a full sewage system?"

"Exactly."

"Hoh. I heard you were a Hero, but you’re more concerned with the commoners' lot than I expected."

"I... beg your pardon?"

"Ah, don’t mind me. It’s just rare to find someone who actually gives a damn about sewers. Most nobles don't think about what happens to their waste."

"……"

"Fine by me. If you’re going to do it, you’d better do it from the start. I’ll need to see the land before I can figure out the grade, and keep in mind, it’s going to cost a fortune."

"But without it, we’d be inviting a plague, wouldn't we?"

The Royal Capital of Centlaren, where I grew up, had a decent sewage system. Even so, there were plenty of unsanitary corners. I shuddered to think what a town would look like without any drainage at all.

"Right you are," Domingo said, his eyes turning distant for a moment. "Exactly right."

He shook himself and stood up. "Alright! If you want my help, just say the word. I’ll put everything I’ve got into helping you build this town."

"Thank you, Domingo."

I wasn't entirely sure what had sparked his sudden enthusiasm, but he seemed motivated.

"Allen, anything else?" Ana asked.

"No, I'm satisfied."

"Understood. Domingo, you may go."

"Right."

The journeyman architect bowed and left the room.

"Ana, what did you think?" I asked as soon as the door closed.

"I think Domingo is by far the best candidate."

"I agree. He was the only one actually looking for solutions to our specific problems."

"Indeed. His idea for the double-structured temple was brilliant."

"Exactly. The other guys were just trying to sell us on their 'artistic vision.' They didn't seem interested in the actual logistics."

"Then it's settled."

"Yeah. Let's hire Domingo."

And so, we decided to entrust the future of our town to the journeyman architect, Domingo.



Notice:

Volume 5 of the manga adaptation of Villager A Wants to Save the Villainess was released today, February 9, 2024. The story has finally entered the Academy Arc, where Allen must confront the Scenario of the Otome Game. Please check out the beautiful and detailed artwork of Miyoshi Meguro-sensei, featuring Anastasia, Amy, and the rest of the cast.

There are also limited-edition store bonuses available. If you're interested, please pick up a copy!

2024/06/08:

I have launched a new work titled The Exiled Young Girl's Territory Development Chronicles. It’s the story of a reincarnated Villainess who is exiled at age eight. She becomes a lord in the sticks and starts making skeleton monsters to help her people, only to accidentally trigger an industrial revolution. I’m writing it to be a light, breezy read, so please give it a look!

https://kakuyomu.jp/works/16818093078833538977/episodes/16818093078842382216
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A few days later, I summoned Domingo to show him the topographical maps and explain the details of my request. Since Ana was busy with other official duties, I handled the meeting alone.

"I see, I see. I think I’ve got the gist of it," Domingo said, leaning over the parchment. "By the way, where exactly is this place located?"

"Right here." I pulled out a simplified map of the entire kingdom and pointed to the designated site.

"Huh. That’s pretty far west. What’s the climate like out there?"

"I don’t know the specifics. Based on the look of the forest, though, I’d wager it’s relatively warm. You’ll have to talk to the local villagers to get a better sense of things."

"Local villagers?"

"Yeah. There’s a fishing village called Weissenhafen in this inlet."

"Man, that is a trek. Are you planning to run the road from here?"

"That’s the idea."

"Right, right. And what about monsters?"

"We’re still assessing the situation, but we plan to handle that side of things ourselves."

"Got it. Well, I’ll start by drawing up a few proposals. Now, the God of this temple—it was the God of Wind, right?"

"That, and the God of Ice."

"Oh? Two Gods at once? That’s a bit unusual."

"That’s what the Divine Revelation called for."

"Hmph. If that's how it is, that's how it is. I’ll see what I can come up with, so give me some time. We’re building this on the mountain peak, yeah?"

"Correct. And—"

"The altar for the secret treasure goes underground. I know, I know," Domingo said with a dismissive wave. "Rest easy. Designing an Underground Temple is a first for me, but I’ll make sure it’s the finest one you’ve ever seen."

"I’m counting on you."

"Leave it to me."

With that, I officially handed the commission over to Domingo.



A few days later, I paid a visit to the Adventurer’s Guild for the first time in a while. Before we could start clearing the road to the construction site, I needed to hire adventurers to clear out the monsters nesting in the area.

Technically, since I’ve been brought into the fold as a fringe member of the Ramslett Royal Family, I could have mobilized the Knight Order if I really wanted to. However, the reality was that the Ramslett Kingdom Knight Order was currently spread thin, and I didn't want to strain their resources.

The recent invasions from the Zaus Kingdom and the Sentlaren Kingdom had taken a toll on our veteran Knights. We were still in the middle of a frantic rebuilding process. Most of our seasoned fighters were tied down with border security, leaving us with a surplus of green recruits. I wasn't about to lead a bunch of untrained rookies into an uncharted forest for their first taste of live combat.

Thus, the decision to turn to the Guild.

Usually, a noble would simply summon a representative from the Guild to their manor, but I had a very specific reason for coming here in person.

"Long time no see, Allen-boy."

I was waiting in the reception room when my Master walked in.

"It has been a while, Master."

"Or should I be calling you 'Lord Hero' now?"

"Please, don't. And I was rather hoping you’d finally drop the 'boy' part, too."

"Not a chance. To me, you’ll always be Allen-boy."

"Master..." 

I felt a mix of gratitude and a nagging desire to finally outgrow the name, leaving me in a state of internal conflict.

"Anyway, what’s the occasion? What brings you here today?"

"Right. I actually have a monster subdual request I’d like to place."

"Monster subdual? Couldn't you just send the Knights for that?"

"I wish it were that simple. This is an untouched forest, and I suspect the monster population is going to be quite high."

"And I suppose Allen-boy can't just handle it himself this time?"

"Exactly."

"Alright, I get it. Where's the site?"

"Weissenhafen."

"Hmm? Where’s that?"

"Right here. It’s a fishing port in this area." I pointed to the spot on my simplified map.

"Hah! People actually live out there? Why are you interested in a place like that?"

"We need to cut a road through the forest."

"Out there?"

"Yeah. It’s... complicated, but it has to be done."

"I see. You’ve certainly got your hands full, Allen-boy."

"Tell me about it..."

Master looked me straight in the eye for a moment, then gave me a sharp grin.

"Fine! I’ll put together the best team for the job."

"Thank you. I’m in your debt."

After making the arrangements with Master, I headed out of the Guild.



Two weeks later, Master sent word that the first wave of members had been assembled. I headed back to the Adventurer’s Guild immediately.

"Master."

"Hey, Allen-boy. They’re already inside."

"Understood."

I followed Master into the reception room, and my jaw nearly hit the floor. Sitting there, alongside Senior Jereid, were Botts, Angus, and Benjamin—the very same crew I used to see day-drinking back when I was an active adventurer.

Of course, they weren't just a bunch of drunks. They were all top-tier C-rank adventurers. I’d actually accompanied them once on a high-priority mission to protect a supply caravan from bandits traveling from the Sentlaren Capital to a tiny village called Iersdorf. I knew from first-hand experience that their skills were the real deal.

"Senior Jereid? And Botts, Angus, and Benjamin too! It’s been ages."

"Hey, Allen-boy! Good to see you again."

"Long time, no see."

"We’re ready when you are, Client!"

"The pleasure is all mine. I’m glad to have you on board."

I shook hands with Jereid. Naturally, he didn't smell like booze today.

"Well, we’ll head out ahead of you. You’re coming along later, Allen-boy?"

"Yeah. Probably in about a month."

"Got it. See you then."

"Safe travels."

With that, I saw Jereid and the others off on their journey.



Note: The episode regarding the trip to Iersdorf takes place between Chapters 26 and 27 of the Web Novel. For those interested, please check out Volume 1 of the Light Novel or Volume 3 of the Manga.
After Story Chapter 20: Former Villager A Prepares for Monster Extermination

After leaving the work in Wiechen to Ana, I headed for Weissenhafen. The advance party had already arrived and handled the preliminary arrangements, so my meeting with the village mayor proceeded without a hitch.

"Welcome, Lord Hero. I am Hans, the mayor of this village."

Deep wrinkles were etched across the face of the man who introduced himself; he appeared to be quite elderly. He was also painfully thin and heavily sunburnt, making it clear at a glance that life in this village was far from affluent.

"I’m Allen. It’s a pleasure to meet you."

I shook the mayor’s hand. It felt rugged and calloused, a testament to the fact that he likely still engaged in grueling field work even at his advanced age.

"You must have been busy preparing for us. My apologies."

"No, no. We are simply grateful that the Lord... ah, no, that the King is sending adventurers to exterminate the monsters for us."

Despite his words of gratitude, the mayor’s expression remained clouded.

"What is it? Are you feeling uneasy about something?"

"...Well, it is embarrassing to admit, but the truth is, we have very little in the way of stores..."

"Don’t worry about the food," I reassured him. "We’re bringing in wheat, and I plan to distribute any surplus meat from the hunted monsters among the villagers."

"...But as for the money we are to pay..."

"Consider it covered in lieu of a lodging fee. You don't need to worry about the cost this time."

At that, a look of profound relief washed over the mayor’s face.

Wait, I thought. "Mayor, what do you mean by that? Did someone demand money from you?"

I cast a sharp glance toward the officials of the advance party who were sitting in on the meeting. The mayor looked toward them with an awkward, conflicted expression before quickly averting his eyes as if he’d said too much.

"Klaus, what is the meaning of this? I’m certain I told you that the Kingdom would be footing the bill this time."

"Indeed, and I conveyed as much to the mayor. Isn't that right, Mayor?"

"Y-yes..."

"Then what was that talk about payment just now?"

"Now, let me see..." Klaus adopted a look of deep contemplation. "Ah, perhaps I know what happened."

"Well?"

"The amount of food support the mayor initially requested was enough for half a year, based on the population. However, your plan, Lord Hero, is only for three months. Therefore, I informed him that he would have to pay the actual costs for any supplies exceeding that three-month window. Otherwise, those extra supplies would essentially just become the village’s private stockpile."

"...Mayor?" I asked.

"T-that is... well..."

"Ah, and there is one more thing," Klaus added.

"There's more?"

"No, it’s just a guess on my part, but the mention of monster meat was news to me. Perhaps the mayor misunderstood and thought the meat wasn't included in the three-month food support plan."

"...Is that right, Mayor?"

"T-that is exactly right."

The mayor jumped on Klaus's explanation, but it was painfully obvious he was lying to cover his tracks, seizing the lifeline Klaus had thrown him.

Good grief. What a mess.

I had no intention of letting corruption slide, but for now, it seemed to have ended as a mere attempt. Getting the monsters under control was the priority; I decided I could afford to look the other way just this once.

"I see. If that's the case, don't worry about it. As I said, I intend to provide the surplus meat from the adventurers' kills to the village free of charge."

"Yes. Thank you, truly."

After that, I continued my discussion with the mayor, confirming the layout and details of the surrounding area.



After leaving the mayor’s house, Klaus and his men guided me to a vacant lot on the outskirts of the village. Timber, stone, and various other construction materials were piled high. A group of villagers had gathered to help move the supplies, and a large crowd of children had followed them, buzzing with curiosity.

The kids were just there for the show, no doubt.

Come to think of it, when I went to Iersdorf (), the local children pestered me relentlessly to show them some magic.*

"Alright, let's get to work."

I began drawing a series of prepared magic circles on the ground, encircling the mountain of construction materials.

"What's that?"

"What's he doing?"

"I've no idea, but..."

"Is that magic?"

"Eh?! Magic?!"

"Can that big brother use magic?!"

"Amazing!"

"I wish I could do that."

The children, hearing the adults mention magic, perked up instantly, watching me with wide, sparkling eyes.

Yeah, it was exactly like this back then. How nostalgic.

However, I didn't have time to indulge in sentimentality. I needed to get this done quickly.

"Transmutation!"

The magic circles erupted in a dazzling light. In an instant, a stone, Western-style manor stood where the materials had been.

"Ooooh..."

"So this is the Lord Hero's..."

"Incredible..."

"What is that?!"

"Magic can build a whole house!"

"So cool!"

"Big brother! Do it ag—"

"Hey! Hush! That man is a noble! Don't you dare be so disrespectful!"

The adults nearby turned pale, franticly holding back the children who tried to rush toward me.

Right. That’s how it is now. My status had changed.

It felt a little lonely, but I knew I couldn't act as freely as I once had.

"Alright, let's start moving things in. Everyone, to your stations."

"""Yes, sir!"""

At my command, the gathered villagers began carrying the furniture into the new building one by one.

================

(*) The visit to Iersdorf is an episode that takes place between Chapters 26 and 27 of the web novel. For those interested, please check out Volume 1 of the Light Novel or Volume 3 of the Manga.

Notice:
Volume 7 of the manga version of Villager A Wants to Save the Villainess was released today, February 12, 2025. Please be sure to pick up a copy!

Notice 2:
I have published a new work: Magic Revolution Starts from Muscle ~Since Magic Has Declined After Reincarnating into the Future, I Think I'll Do Some Muscle Training~.

In a world where the mistaken belief that muscles inhibit magic has become common sense, the protagonist stands against the status quo with the motto: "A healthy mana dwells in a healthy muscle." It’s an academy power-fantasy story.

It is scheduled to be 21 chapters in total, so please give it a read!

https://kakuyomu.jp/works/16818093094063379412/episodes/16818093094063845051
After Story Episode 21: Former Villager A Receives a Welcome

It took until evening, but we finally finished moving the luggage in. I’d managed to set up an environment where I could at least live and work comfortably.

"Everyone, good work. The Mayor will be paying your daily wages, so please see him to collect them."

When I made the announcement, cheers erupted from the villagers who had helped with the move. As the excitement bubbled, Klaus approached me.

"Lord Allen, the Mayor has invited you to a banquet this evening."

"Right, I understand."

Led by Klaus and his men, I headed toward the Mayor’s house.

While I call it the "Mayor’s house," it was quite different from the stone manor I’d transmuted or the buildings back in Wiechen. It was a wooden structure, yet compared to the other houses in the village, it was massive.

To give you an idea of the scale, the front of the building was roughly as wide as the long side of a tennis court. While the other villagers lived in small, single-story homes, the Mayor’s residence was two stories tall and featured a tower that looked like it was meant for a lookout.

The size wasn't a result of the Mayor being particularly extravagant, though. Apparently, the house doubled as the village office and served as a shelter for the residents during emergencies, such as monster attacks.

Setting that digression aside, we arrived at the house. Hans, the Mayor, was there to greet us at the entrance.

"Welcome back, Lord Hero. Everything is ready."

"Thank you, Hans."

"Now, please, come this way."

Guided by Hans, I stepped inside. We passed through the entrance hall and walked down a corridor to a room in the back. A long table had been set up there, surrounded by chairs.

"Lord Allen von Ramslett has arrived!"

At the Mayor’s announcement, the guests already seated rose as one and bowed deeply toward me.

Scanning the room, it looked like almost every seat was taken. It seemed we were the last ones to arrive.

"Please, take the seat of honor."

"Thank you."

I was ushered to the head of the table. Hans sat to my left, while Klaus took the seat to my right. Almost immediately, glasses filled with wine were brought out.

"Ladies and gentlemen, I would like to ask for a toast from Lord Allen von Ramslett—the hero who saved our Kingdom of Ramslett and the husband of Her Royal Highness, Princess Anastasia."

Huh? Oh, I guess that makes sense. No one told me about this, but given my position, I should have expected this kind of duty to fall on me.

I picked up my glass and stood.

"Thank you all for gathering. I am Allen von Ramslett."

I paused to look around at the faces of the attendees.

I see. It looks like quite a few villagers are participating as well.

"As some of you may have heard, we plan to begin exterminating monsters in the nearby forest and clearing a path for a new road. Adventurers will come, merchants will follow, and I have no doubt that Weissenhafen will soon prosper."

The villagers listened to my words with expressions full of hope. Still, I didn't want to drone on with a long-winded speech, so I decided to wrap things up quickly.

"To the future of Weissenhafen. Cheers."

"""Cheers!"""

I raised my glass, and the guests followed suit in unison.

I only pretended to take a sip before sitting back down. Hans, however, was quick to notice. He leaned in with an anxious look on his face.

"Oh? Lord Hero, is our wine not to your liking?"

"No, it's not that. I just don't drink much alcohol."

"Is that so...!"

Hans looked genuinely disappointed.

"I’m sorry, especially after you went to the trouble of preparing it."

"No... Please, forgive me for not researching your preferences beforehand."

"Don't worry about it. That kind of information hasn't exactly been made public anyway."

"You are too kind."

Hans seemed incredibly apologetic, but he quickly pivoted to a new topic.

"By the way, Lord Hero. This is my daughter, Rhea."

He gestured to a young woman standing behind him dressed in a maid’s uniform.

"Ah, I see."

"What do you think? It isn't my place as her father to say, but she is quite talented and has a reputation for being the most beautiful girl in the village..."

Wait, what? Ah, right. I get it.

I have Ana, so I had zero interest in his daughter. However, it would be cruel to embarrass the girl in front of a crowd, so I offered a polite platitude.

"Yes, I see. She is a very lovely young lady."

"Oh! Indeed she is! She's my pride and joy!"

"I... I see."

Hans began to boast about his daughter, clearly heartened by my comment. The girl herself didn't seem to mind the attention, either; her cheeks were tinged with a faint blush.

"Lord Hero, would you prefer some fruit juice instead?"

"Yes, please."

"Understood. Rhea, go and prepare some."

"Yes, Father."

The girl gave me a polite bow and withdrew from the room.



Announcement:
The eighth volume of the manga version of Villager A Wants to Save the Villainess is on sale today, August 8, 2025. Please be sure to pick up a copy!
