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§ Prologue
"just……."
Weapon Master Grace Euclid, once a knight of a fallen empire and a master of swordsmanship.
In the midst of the crimson blooming death, she was speaking.
"Please look back at me… … ."
He felt sad that the gaze that had passed over everything in the world at least once never came to him.
"Please call my name… … ."
Even though all the names of those around me had left and I was left alone, I was resentful that Grace, those four syllables, were never called.
Ironically, all of this might not have happened if there had been just one glance and one call.
「…….」
Grace put her hand to her empty chest.
It wasn't just a simple metaphor.
There was a hole in her chest that was literally the size of a fist.
It was the most painful wound, made by the one I loved the most.
Blood gushed out from between his lips.
And again, over it, her tears flowed.
In the midst of mixed blood and tears, Grace endlessly asks why she exists.
I just stared blankly.
“… …I hoped.”
Above Grace's eyes, which are slowly losing their vitality, only one person comes to mind.
Michael Riepenstein, the wizard who brought down the empire that Grace had dedicated her life to protecting.
No matter how many times you turn back your life, you will never be able to reach that ‘him’.
Grace died loving him even in her last moments.
“What is this…….”
I scrolled up and down repeatedly.
No matter how many times I checked the content, what I read did not change.
“What is this?”
I ruminate on Grace's death, which I can vividly imagine.
It was a ridiculous development.
I couldn't understand it at all.
“Is this how you consume Grace?”
This is an insult to the reader.
While reading this novel, I would like to say that it is an insult to the readers who have been rooting for the character of ‘Grace Euclid’!
“Writer, this son of a bitch…….”
If things had gone as planned, Grace should not have died like this, and she could not have died.
Grace was originally a good person who sacrificed her life to protect the 'Habledown' empire and its commoners.
If we were to compare her life to a painting, it would not be an exaggeration to call it a portrait of a beautiful and just person who, without a single hint of hatred or anger, protected peace and learned humanity throughout her life.
“I was so anxious and nervous, but in the end……”
… … It was from the moment a new ‘heroine’ appeared that Grace, who had been like that, began to go astray.
The biggest victim of the so-called ‘heroine push’.
Not only was he treated like air due to the sudden appearance of a character named ‘Ariel Riepenstein’, but in the middle of the story, he even caused the setting to collapse by making him a vengeful demon who kills everyone without distinction between peace, humanity, and friend.
What kind of child is the protagonist of this novel, Michael Riepenstein?
First of all, he is an alumnus of the Imperial Sword Academy, ‘Springwind’, who graduated together with Grace.
What's more, they were promised marriage with the consent of each other's families when they were young, in other words, they were 'childhood friends'.
Anyway, this kid suddenly appeared and fell in love with Ariel or something, so he abandoned his fiancée and started playing Tiki-Taka…
“……The more I think about it, the angrier I get.”
Anyway, Grace shouldn't die like this.
“You, Shin-seon, lost today. It shows how scary it is when a reader who loves his own work turns around.”
It's no different from an author who was swayed by comments and threw a main character who had been building up the narrative for so long into the trash can in the name of communication.
I opened the comments window and tapped my thumb in anger.
[Grace's Guard: I'm one of the readers who's been reading this. But did you really have to kill Grace? In episode 137, Grace suddenly loses her left arm, and in the next episode, episode 138, the disciples laugh at Grace who can't even swing her sword properly anymore, and in episode 152, Grace turns evil and becomes a vengeful spirit after finding out that the Noir family's attack was on her behalf, and in episode 155, Grace massacres the commoners she's protected her entire life in order to make a contract with the devil. Isn't the development of losing her left arm just too absurd? No matter how mentally unstable you are, the Weapon Master loses his left arm to an attack by an Auror user? The collapse of the setting is too much. Anyway, I read it with patience. Still, I thought Grace wouldn't be killed since she's the main heroine. But she did. Today. And so easily. Is this really okay? [I've been putting up with the author's brain-splitting in verses 2 and 3, but I really can't stand it today.]
I vented my anger like a drunkard, hugging a telephone pole and vomiting.
As much as I love this novel, the anger expressed in words was so intense that it would fill a whole page of comments.
Then I got a notification that someone had replied to my comment.
[Advance Team Member #999: What are you going to do if you can't stand it? Haha]
“This kid?”
But that reply was just the beginning.
N[Muyaho: I was really angry today, but is it because your taste is weird???]
[I shouted out the status window on the day of enlistment: Isn't it disgusting how you act like a malicious reader and point things out? The build-up was really good, so don't act like you're commenting without even reading it. Tsk tsk]
N[Daisy's Slave: To be honest, I also feel a bit sorry that Grace died, but she deserved to die. It's even stranger that she didn't die after massacring civilians.]
[qRuRup: When did the trend start to tilt towards Ariel? LOL]
ㅤㄴ[Ariel's Guard: Ariel! Ariel! Ariel! Grace Out!]
Before I knew it, the comments were filled with insults towards me.
All they said were nonsense like, "You didn't read the text properly," or "The original heroine was Ariel."
I was so angry that I started swearing in an instant.
But he couldn't deal with the majority alone.
My comment was immediately reported for abusive language, and was blocked, and I was subjected to all kinds of abusive language with my eyes open.
“What the hell!”
I roughly threw my smartphone down and lay down on the bed.
It doesn't calm me down at all.
Rather, the overlapping of Grace's death and the readers' reactions made me feel like vomiting.
Some people might laugh at me and ask why I'm getting so angry and exploding over something like a web novel. I guess they don't understand.
But, this novel.
"The Genius Wizard of Springwind" is not just a 'web novel' to me.
This novel was, to me, ‘One Day.’
“…….”
One day, after failing to find a job for three years.
One day, I was filling up seats at my friends' weddings without ever having had a girlfriend.
One day, I met a psychopathic boss at the company I had just gotten a job at, and every day felt like hell.
The subway where I stood blankly for over two hours a day, the one-room apartment that greeted me after work, the nights when I fell asleep in a messy loneliness, the work where I had to make mistakes because no one taught me, the supervisor who scolded me for those mistakes, saying “You’re only good for this”, the lunch where I always emptied the same lunch box alone, and it kept repeating like that… … one day.
This novel gave me a reason to live on that ‘one day.’
The beginning was an accident.
It just happened, very coincidentally, that it caught my eye.
I think the number of episodes serialized at that time was 10.
It was around that time that I started reading Grace.
She struggled desperately to save everyone.
I read her while eating my packed lunch at lunch.
I read her in a corner of the subway on my way home from work.
I read her in the midst of a chaotic loneliness.
I always read her.
She was there at every moment.
I held on only because she was there.
However, on one day when life was difficult, I went to the page I had bookmarked and read it over and over again.
Grace Euclid. She was the savior of my life.
Although she is nothing more than a letter, the descriptions of her burned onto my retina are so vivid.
Sometimes when I close my eyes from fatigue or in my dreams, she is alive and breathing in front of me.
That's why every time Grace fell apart, I felt like I was falling apart too.
… … You are the ones who killed my grace.
[Grace is the protagonist's fiancée. And she's pretty.]
[Who will protect the empire without Grace? And she's pretty.]
[I can't imagine this novel without Grace. I'm getting off, so you go get on and off.]
At first, most readers, including myself, reacted negatively to comments like these.
But a novel is the writer's world.
This means that if the writer wants to, it is nothing to turn a successful character into a piece of human garbage that is not satisfying to eat.
When Grace, who was a Weapon Master, was ambushed by Ariel, an Auror user, and had her left arm cut off, I quietly turned the page.
Because I believed that the writer's build-up would lead to Grace gaining new powers.
When Grace learned the truth and turned dark and vengeful, I quietly turned the page.
Because I believed that the blade of revenge would point in the right direction.
Even when Grace slaughtered commoners to make a pact with the devil, even when her relationship with the protagonist fell apart as she confronted him, even when she ate her own disciples and became more and more monstrous, and even when she dropped the hint that she still had a human heart, even when she didn't go back when she had the chance to regenerate to her past self, even when it was revealed that she was actually a fake final boss, and even when she improbably immediately stuck with the true final boss who made her this way.
When Grace abandoned everyone, and when everyone abandoned Grace.
Only I have never abandoned Grace.
Even for a single moment. Even for that single moment, I believed.
My Grace, she will come back again someday.
Even if that's the end of the story, an epilogue...
… … I believed this, you little writer.
"ha⸺"
A sigh escaped me as regret welled up deep in my heart.
As the hot heat left my body, I came to my senses.
And then I turned my smartphone on again.
Yes, this novel is not over yet.
Since it's a fairly popular novel, I can't help but hope that Grace comes back alive at least in the epilogue, or rather, in the side story...
It was the moment I logged in to delete my comment.
"huh?"
In the meantime, a notification popped up.
I was about to skip it, thinking it was just another platform advertisement, but then I remembered the comment I had written and checked the notification.
[A note of ‘1’ has arrived.]
A note?
[Sender: Shinsun]
… …was a writer.
Shin Seon, author of "The Genius Wizard of Springwind."
He sent me a note.
[Title: Hello. This is Shinsun.]
It was the first time I received a note from the author.
Why did a person who has never written a single notice suddenly… … read my comment in the meantime?
[Would you like to change it?]
Change?
what.
[The fate of ‘Grace Euclid’.]
Grace's fate...?
[I think maybe you could change it.]
What are you talking about now?
No, it's you, the writer, who can change it!
If you just fix it, Grace will… … .
[Please save her.]
……what?
Paat⸻
For a moment, my vision was folded in half, as if a book cover had been closed.

            And when my vision opened again, a new world unfolded before my eyes.
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                                § Associate Professor (1)
“Sit comfortably.”
The knight, who had been looking at his own face reflected in the window, turned his gaze to me.
“I called you because…….”
I didn't hear it.
I couldn't hear the voice that was blowing like the spring breeze.
“⸺In this Congress⸻”
Like a flower petal passing by on a bright spring day, she is flickering before my eyes.
“After much thought⸻”
Neatly-tied hair that represents a calm atmosphere.
Purple hair like hyacinths that hold a sorrow that cannot be expressed in words.
“So I will take you out”
Eyes that hold an elegant color that not even a jewel can hold.
On the contrary, lips that let out a pale voice that could not coexist with joy or sadness.
Looking at all that beauty, I thought:
If there is a standard for beauty in the world, it is right there.
I'm sure of it.
“……Are you listening now?”
“Yes…… Yes?!”
In an instant, snow-white skin came right up to my nose as if pouring cold water over me.
Then, the pleasant scent that had been faintly lingering in my nose for a while became stronger.
Let's focus on her, Grace, who is just facing me with a blank face.
“You’ve changed a lot since I last saw you.”
A sigh escaped her lips, unlike her neatly dressed uniform.
It's Grace!
Grace Euclid!
… … She was alive and breathing right now, in front of me.
I don't know how this happened.
My last memory is of my son-in-law reading the author's note and the lights going out.
And now, when I opened my eyes again, it was now.
This is the moment.
“I guess I need time to think. The only thing I get in return for stepping down from my position as Vice-Captain of the Eclat Knights is the seat next to me. And of all places, it’s only the ‘Associate Professor’ position…….”
For a split second, the intricately crafted facial features were disturbed.
For a moment, an inexplicable sadness crossed Grace's face.
She quickly got up from her seat, turned her back to me, and continued speaking.
“Excuse me. I didn’t hear what you just said… Let’s just pretend I didn’t hear that.”
Again and again⸺
She moves away.
I couldn't move.
In a reality where fiction and reality are chaotically mixed, all I could do was take long, thin breaths.
Squeak - thud.
When Grace left, it was as if everything that had been binding me had disappeared, and only then was I able to move.
First, I tried moving my hands and feet.
I tried getting up and sitting down again.
About ten minutes like that.
I realized.
“Mr. Heo”
[‘Rohan’ is a person with neat words and actions. It is not “likely” that he would use foul language.]
“It is not like you, Miss Grace, to expect fruit before you have even planted the seed.”
[This is consistent with Rohan’s usual words and actions.]
[Your understanding of ‘Rohan’ increases.]
〔 Obtaining ‘1P (Probability)’ 〕
That I had become ‘Rohan’, a character from ‘The Genius Wizard of Springwind’.
* * *
A day has passed by in a flash.
As the title of ‘Vice-Chief’ suggests, my living conditions were not bad.
It's even better.
It's ten times bigger than my room, where I used to lie in bed all day and read web novels.
Every time, the meals the servants bring are so delicious that they awaken the spirit of a gourmet even in a person like me who eats anything like a dog.
It's so pitiful that I can only express it to this extent.
There are many other things that are satisfying as well.
A desk equipped with the latest engineering tools to do your work, a window that allows you to look out into the world just by turning your head from the desk, and beyond the lukewarm glass window, you can see high-rise buildings built in medieval architectural style, and in that mixed aesthetic, cars and airplanes run just like in the modern era.
The only problem here is the hilt of this sword I have on my belt right now.
Actually, there is no problem. It is a very natural thing.
The setting of "The Genius Wizard of Springwind" is a clever mix of medieval fantasy and modern times.
Here, magic is science, and swordsmanship is force.
This novel is that kind of world.
And the conclusion I have reached so far is that I have come to live in this novel under the name of ‘Rohan.’
“……It’s confusing.”
Even after staying up all night, I still couldn't figure out why I was possessed by this novel.
It was too vivid to be a lucid dream.
The idea that I'm crazy and having delusions... ... is honestly not improbable.
Because somewhere beyond this world, in my original world, ‘I’ have not lived an easy life.
But, if I were to name just one reason, excluding all possibilities.
The author of this novel, Shin Seon.
“He made me…….”
… … was sent here.
To change Grace's fate.
When I read the note, I thought it was just a joke.
I just thought it was the author's cuteness for angry readers.
Or it's a deception.
No it wasn't.
“Rohan. A loyal subordinate who died protecting Miss Grace until the end…….”
If the blackened Grace is the fake final boss, then Rohan is the one who followed her and turned his back on the world.
But Rohan's fate is not much different from Grace's.
Blinded by revenge, Grace looked only ahead and swung the blade sharpened with hatred.
Everyone thought they had abandoned him, but that wasn't the case.
Only Rohan looked at Grace, called Grace, and protected Grace.
But Grace did not understand Rohan's feelings.
She simply inflicted the same wounds on Rohan as she had suffered on the protagonist, Michael Riepenstein.
That doesn't mean Grace is bad.
The cause of all this was Michael, that bastard.
So… … So my lady never hurt me
"⸺uh?"
Something seems strange right now?
Why do you keep calling Grace a young lady…?
And why do you think about Michael's chewy as a child? … .
“……Could it be because of the probability?”
This world has placed one limitation on me.
I won't explain at length.
That's right,
“Michael you piece of shit”
[It is not "probable" that he would use profanity.]
This is it.
I already know that ‘Rohan’ is a ‘knight’ who is just and refined, not inferior to the young lady, or even to Grace.
Because that was the setting.
Now I am Rohan. - Perhaps I should be convinced that way, so that I may be at ease. -
What that means, and considering that message as well.
“In the end, do I have no choice but to act like ‘Rohan’?”
That's fine, I guess.
But isn't controlling even your thoughts too much? Damn it!
… … If you push through it because you’re angry, it works?
Bam!
At that moment, the door opened, and a man who looked like he had read something somewhere entered the room, wearing an antique-looking greaves that looked like something from an Italian luxury goods store.
“You didn’t even attend the morning practice, let alone the dawn practice. With that grumpy expression on your face, you don’t seem like yourself today, Rohan.”
I barely managed to hold back the retort, “What is so special about me?”
“I need to think about something for a moment… I apologize for the inconvenience, Captain Dennis.”
Oh, I remember.
Was it a prologue?
Anyway, the leader of the Eclat Knights, who appeared briefly in episode 5 and then never appeared again.
‘Dennis Eclat.’
He is not an important person.
However, since the place where I, ‘Rohan’, am currently a member is the Knights of Dennis, he is not someone I can treat lightly.
First, let's give an example just like the description we read in the book.
The Knights Templar are a place where the hierarchy is more strict than the military.
“I was about to go out to practice. What’s the matter with you?”
“What’s going on? Aren’t you also worried about ‘that thing’?”
“If that’s the case……”
I intentionally left the ending of my sentences ambiguous.
I am Rohan, but I am not Rohan.
What this means is that my only memories of Rohan are the texts I've read, and I have no recollection of what Rohan did the day before yesterday.
Dennis, who had come all the way to me, furrowed his eyebrows for a moment.
“Mr. Euclid. At the recommendation of Grace Euclid. Ah, I guess I should call you Professor Grace from now on.”
By the way, yesterday the young lady told me… … .
… … I feel like I’ve been screwed a little.
This is different from the development I know.
“Why would Professor Grace offer you the position of Associate Professor? Sometimes it’s better to teach and learn than to train…….”
Ah, shut up for now.
Anyway, if the original story had been developed, ‘Rohan’ would not have refused the position of associate professor at ‘Springwind’ University.
He also accepted Grace's offer on the spot.
therefore,
―You've changed a lot since I last saw you.
This ambassador too,
―Excuse me. I didn't hear what you just said... ...Please assume I heard it.
No, that's nonsense too.
It shouldn't have existed in the first place.
That was when.
【 Mainstream: The Fate of ‘Grace Euclid’ 】
✵ Initial goal: Follow the advice of ‘Grace Euclid’ and become an ‘associate professor’ at ‘Springwind’ University.
- Failure》 The worsening fate of ‘Grace Euclid’
- Success 》 ‘10P’
“But, Professor Grace didn’t seem to know that you would reject me. She said she was looking for other talent, but it’s the first time since ‘that time’ that she’s seen your shoulders so sullen.”
… … Ah, seeds.
* * *
Tick… … .
"The Genius Wizard of Springwind"
This novel does not have any settings such as a rotating bezel or status window.
To be more precise, fantasy.
Among them, it is closer to fusion fantasy.
Because of this, there is no way to explain the message you are seeing now.
Also, there is no time or leisure to think.
Because something more important came up.
Tick… … .
“I thought you rejected me back then.”
A cafe located on Roman Road overlooking Willow Street.
Grace's face is reflected in the clear water in the glass.
The expression on his face was not good.
“I needed time to think about it. It wasn’t something I could make a hasty decision about!”
I spoke passionately like a lawyer standing in the middle of a courtroom.
The more this happened, the more the girl's expression darkened.
It felt like the sentence had already been decided.
“That’s right. It wasn’t something to be decided hastily. I think I was asking too much of you from the beginning, Rohan.”
Tick… … .
This is not it.
My head nodded involuntarily.
It hasn't even been a day yet, and you've already hired another associate professor.
That was the moment.
Tick tock
A strange gauge-like thing appeared above Grace's bowed head.
ㅤㅤ【Grace's Fate】
○━━━━◑━━━━●
And the gauge was slowly, very slowly, tilting to the right.
[Failure to achieve desired goal.]
ㅤㅤ【Grace's Fate】
○━━━━━●━━━●
A circle where the symmetrical light and dark changes to black and stops.
For a moment, the illusion of the background that Grace had been turning her back on becoming distorted and blurred occurred.
[Grace Euclid’s fate worsens.]
I was at a loss and just stood there with my mouth open.
The feeling of being torn from my body, of having failed without even buttoning up the first button, rose against gravity.
My gaze was blankly fixed on just one word.
[ … … worse… … . ]
hey.
Why are you here?
[ … worse… ]
To save Grace.
Aren't you here to change that shitty development?
But more,
[ Worsening . ]
What if it gets worse… … .
····[ Would you like to use the “Bookmark” function? ]
… … Bookmark?
[You can move to the previous page by using “Bookmark”.]
what.
Then this situation.
No, this development can be reversed?
I slowly reached out my hand toward the message that appeared before my eyes.
Then, the interior of the café, including Grace, began to turn like pages in the newly combined letters.
Charararak⸻
I kept closing and opening my eyes in front of a certain page.
And my eyes, like camera lenses, were constantly taking pictures of the most beautiful person in the world.
“I called you because…….”
Grace was speaking.
“……I want you to follow me to the position of associate professor at Springwind University.”

            Just like the first time.
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                                § Associate Professor (2)
This is truly like a dream.
It all feels like my imagination.
But even now, this pounding heart and my gaze that tries not to miss a single movement are extremely realistic.
“I have been nominated by this council to fill the vacant position of Professor of Swordsmanship at Springwind University. Of course, it is right for me to devote my efforts to nurturing disciples, but I am not ready yet, and there is still work to be done in this position.”
The story Grace tells is one we already know.
She currently serves the Empire as Captain of the Imperial Guard.
If I vaguely say 'Captain of the Imperial Guard', it might not give you a good feeling.
Among modern general officers, he is a 4-star general, or in simple terms, he can be thought of as the ‘Chairman of the Joint Chiefs of Staff.’
The meaning of a person like that being appointed as a professor at a local university (readers called ‘Springwind’ University as local university) is one.
“However, after much deliberation, I decided to accept the offer. Since ‘that time,’ many talented people have passed away, and it is also my job to try to fill the gaps.”
Here, ‘that time’ refers to the ‘Second Great War between Man and Demon’ that lasted from 939 to 945 in the imperial calendar.
The setting of "The Genius Wizard of Springwind" is about five years after that.
Contrary to what it looks like, if you leave the capital of Habledown, Blinn, and go to the satellite city, you can see the scars of war that have not yet healed.
First of all, this is not important.
What's important here is why the young lady was 'demoted', not 'relegated', from the position of captain of the guard to the position of a mere professor.
There is one reason.
Even though she was in a very close position to politics, she neglected politics.
I have simply lived day and night to defend the empire, protect the people, and revive the people's livelihood.
That is why her reputation is incomparable to that of any other person.
People loved Grace, a war hero who risked her life for them.
If you go online right now and search for ‘Grace Euclid’, or ‘God’, you will find yourself flooded with praising comments and posts.
But the young lady doesn't know how to handle people.
I don't know who to keep by my side and who to keep away from.
That's why the young lady is the one who has been hurt a lot in interpersonal relationships.
Perhaps the young lady's personality was created not by war, but by fellow humans...
… … You were calling Grace “Miss” again.
“So, I would like to have you as my assistant, that is, as an associate professor.”
There is one person, even Grace, that she can confide in.
“Rohan.”
That's me.
“I’m listening now……”
“I will do it.”
"……uh?"
I stood up and looked down at Grace.
For a moment, he politely knelt on one knee and bowed his head.
“I am still lacking, but if you still hire me, I will do my best to assist Miss Grace, even to the point of death.”
When I looked up from the message.
[ Achieved target goal ]
A smile I had never seen before was written before my eyes.
“If you give me that…….”
It was a sentence I wanted to read at least once.
“I bet you’re so happy.”
Grace smiling brightly.
The sight was so admirable that I couldn't help but laugh.
* * *
[ Current probability: 12P ]
In addition to the ‘10P’ I earned for successfully achieving my initial goal, I also gained an additional ‘Understanding’ increase and ‘1P’ for my answer to Grace matching ‘Rohan’s’.
But what can I do?
Actually, I don't even know what this P, "probability" is.
Surely it's not something like 'You can use swear words 12 times'.
“Tomorrow or the day after?”
In two days, I will be following Grace to her new position as an associate professor at Jijab University.
Of course, that university is not really a local university.
In the world of language, it is the world's best educational institution.
A gateway that must be passed by anyone who is called the central figure of this world.
‘Springwind Imperial University.’
The current empress of the empire, Adela Historia, and Baldwin Vandal, the forerunner of the Vandal Knights, also graduated from this local university.
Not only that, the main villain of this novel, ‘Queos Lumiere du Noir’, and ‘Karen di Arilleria’, who would later become the Alpha (α) rank Archmage of ‘Canterbury’, are also currently attending school.
At first glance, it may seem like a prestigious university among prestigious universities that has produced legendary figures like juggling.
There is one reason why readers call Springwind University Jijab University.
“……Unlike in the past, now it’s a place where anyone can enroll as long as they pay money.”
Even readers who object to calling the university a local university had to admit this.
Even Dennis Ecklatt's daughter paid a huge sum of money to get into the school, so that says it all.
Anyway, aside from the probability, there were still many things that left me wondering.
“Is it some kind of regression?”
"Bookmark"
The supernatural power that activated the moment I thought I had ‘failed’.
Because the incident occurred shortly after I arrived in this world, I was left defenseless and faced failure.
It was this feature that made it worth it.
“…….”
I recalled that moment once more.
There was a time when I secretly wished to turn back the clock.
"Bookmark" ⸺ Unique features
✵Description
- You can save the page you are currently reading and load it again.
- If nothing is saved, it will revert to the beginning of the most recent event.
oh?
This time, instead of using the function, information came to mind.
However, it seems that it is not available at all times.
[ Time left until next use: 355 hours 21 minutes 49 seconds. ]
Usually, fraudulent skills are balanced with restrictions, so it wouldn't be strange if they had cooldowns.
It's been almost 4 hours since then, so the cooldown is 15 days?
And what these 15 days mean is,
‘If I die in the meantime, there is no turning back.’
Before I could even think about death, the following message came to my mind. But this time it was a little strange.
ㅤㅤㅤ ㅤ 【Bookmark】
ㅤ「None」ㅤ「Locked」ㅤ「Locked」
ㅤ ┣━━━━━╋━━━━━┫
ㅤ「Locked」ㅤ「Locked」ㅤ「Locked」
One none and five locks.
Aha, is this the ‘slot’ for the bookmark?
Even a child would know that up to six can be stored.
The question is how to unlock the remaining five.
“Let’s save now.”
[ The current page has been saved . ]
Now that you've successfully achieved your goal, it's the perfect time to save.
I tried using it again to see if there was a cooldown time for saving.
[ The current page has been saved . ]
Fortunately, it seems that saving is possible freely.
Now back to "probability".
I repeated the words I wanted to read, just as I had done the first time.
"Probability" ⸺ Unique feature
✵Description
- Currency in the settings store.
It's such a short and clear sentence, but I read it over and over again.
Settings store?
Is there such a thing?
“Seo… Settings store open?”
[You must pay ‘25P’ to activate the “Settings Shop” function.]
No, but does opening a store require costs?
Bam!
In the meantime, the door opened.
There is only one person in this order who can open the door to the vice-captain's office.
“Captain.”
I looked at Dennis and saluted.
He grabbed my shoulder without even saluting.
“Congratulations, Rohan! Grace Euclid. Ah, I guess I should call you Professor Grace now. Anyway, I heard you’ve been appointed as a professor of swordsmanship at Springwind University, following Professor Grace?”
“He is a professor, but he is only an associate professor.”
“That’s it!”
Dennis, I can kind of guess why he's so happy.
“The position of Vice-Captain of our Eclat Knights will be waiting for you to return.”
“I feel very reassured when you say that.”
“So, by the way… Rohan.”
“Please speak comfortably.”
Dennis, who had been chewing on something in his mouth for a while as if he was making mixed grain rice, looked at me.
“Do you know Ellie?”
“How could I forget my daughter Ellis?”
“Yes! Yes! My daughter Ellis! Anyway, Ellis is currently studying at the swordsmanship department where you are planning to apply…….”
I chuckled.
Ellis Eclat.
Although he is known to be incompetent in swordsmanship, he is a popular character in "Springwind's Genius Wizards" for being cute.
Ellie also loves Grace beyond just respecting her.
The most important fact of all.
“Don’t worry. I will take responsibility for Ellis and see her graduate.”
He is the real master of the Eclat Knights, who is moving while holding onto this foolish daughter, Dennis.
Dennis may only have a minor role, but the power he and the Knights hold cannot be ignored.
In fact, he played an important role in helping Michael in ‘that incident’ that occurred around episode 103.
If I think about what will happen next, Grace's fate is not something I can change alone.
The fate that has bound her is so cruel and difficult that it would be impossible to overcome it without the help of many.
“Ah. I feel a little relieved now. Did you pack all your bags?”
“I’ve almost packed everything. I’ll be back anyway, so I don’t want to take anything I don’t need.”
“Yes. But it’s still a shame that you’re leaving. The only joy I had was sharing a drink with you after training and listening to my stories. I guess I really got in the way. Pack your bags.”
“I’ll make sure to listen to the whole story when I get back.”
After finishing the request and leaving Dennis behind, I finished packing my things into my carrier.
Before I knew it, I had finished packing my bags, including a change of clothes, a faded music box, and a few sword hilts that seemed to become one with my hand when I held them.
Then suddenly, a palm-sized picture frame sitting on a corner of the desk caught my eye.
A photograph kept in a frame.
In the photo, a man and a woman stand expressionless, their backs turned to the ruined world.
"miss……."
The people in the photo were ‘Rohan’ and ‘Grace’ on a certain day.
The sight of dried blood stuck to their skin and clothes, a perfect replica of the horrors they had endured.
Through Grace's shattered armor, wounds large and small were visible.
Yet their expressions somehow look refreshing.
It was probably right after the war ended.
That was when.
[Your understanding of ‘Rohan’ increases.]
“……I still haven’t forgotten that day.”
Some memories are coming back to me like a tide.
“When everyone has abandoned you, I will never let you go.”
“… … If it hurts, say it hurts… … .”
“Just like you did.”
「… … Come to the system with me. Forget everything, and start anew there… … .」
Rohan was speaking, completely against my will.
“……I will also protect you, young lady.”
「… … ‘Rohan’… … .」

            It was a day that Rohan and Grace would never forget.
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                                § Associate Professor (3)
A week later, Springwind Swordsmanship Academy.
“Hey, did you hear that rumor?”
“That God is coming to our swordsmanship department as a professor? Of course!”
The whole classroom was in an uproar.
Even in the midst of the commotion filled with strange excitement and nervousness, there was one theme throughout.
“Ah~ It’s like a dream that I can see Grace, who I’ve only seen on screen every day, in person. And every week!”
“I saw it on the internet, Professor Grace even stepped down from her position as captain of the royal guard to train new knights!”
“Real? Wow…… So they don’t call him God, God for nothing…….”
Even as the lecture time was almost over, the excitement showed no sign of cooling down.
No wonder, for to knights and aspiring knights, ‘Grace Euclid’ was a divine being.
The students' voices all stopped at the moment the front door opened quietly.
“…….”
The students watched Grace take a step forward with eyes filled with excitement.
I followed Grace silently.
As I look around the interior of the stepped lecture room that can easily accommodate about 300 people, memories come flooding back.
Oh, I was sitting among those students until a few years ago.
"……Nice to meet you."
Grace stood on the stage, holding her luggage behind her back.
All the students, including me, were extremely tense at the sight of the neat posture.
“My name is Grace Euclid, and I will be your instructor from now on.”
There was no need for titles like “weapon master”, which was rare even in the empire, “captain of the imperial guard”, which was the dream of all knights, or “leading figure who led the Second World War to victory”.
Grace Euclid.
Grace's accomplishments cannot be adorned with any titles, and her flawless appearance cannot be expressed in any words.
If you try to force it, the words will become shabby and the meaning contained in her name and surname will fade.
The grace that flowed gracefully along her body was a tradition of the Euclid family.
Just like Grace's unique beauty, where just breathing creates perfect harmony with the place.
“This is my first time teaching someone, but if it can help, I’ll teach you everything I know.”
There was no student who accepted that greeting.
Everyone was equally, completely holding their breath, anxious to engrave Grace into their eyes for as long as possible.
“I guess there are no questions……”
Grace, who was groaning in embarrassment in the room filled with silence, glanced at me.
I was so fascinated by Grace that I barely came to my senses.
“Nice to meet you. I am Associate Professor Rohan, who will be teaching you as an assistant to Professor Grace…….”
“Crazy, I never thought Grace would become a professor……”
“This isn’t some kind of hidden camera, right…?”
“It wasn’t for nothing that Mom kept pestering me to go to Springwind…….”
… … For the time being, he is not listening to me.
My presence in the classroom was like air.
Only Grace filled this space.
The students felt that grace with their whole bodies.
That was the reaction I expected.
Even if it weren't for me, the character 'Rohan' would have been like this, and no matter how much of a Sword Master he was, he would naturally be overshadowed by the light and dark side of being a Weapon Master.
More importantly, this is the important part.
Maybe everything started from this moment.
Let me give you a spoiler in advance:
"then……."
It is said that this lecture caused the students' perspectives toward Grace to change 180 degrees.
“Let’s get started.”
Grace reaches for the practice sword on her waist.
It was the moment when she closed her eyes, holding the sword she had just drawn up right in front of her eyes.
Tsutsuji!
From the beginning, it was unstoppably releasing ‘aura’ that even I had difficulty handling.
* * *
It was natural.
The moment a cool and warm breeze blew, signaling the beginning of spring.
We faced a merciless storm.
The mana that spread in all directions soaked our faces and shoulders, and before it could dry, another storm came and covered us.
We were scarecrows in front of her.
Scarecrows, whose ankles could break at any moment in the face of the storm, repeatedly stumbled in the "Auror Storm" that was difficult to predict.
When the ordeal finally ended, the mana-soaked body froze white.
The illusion that a single snowflake was blooming in the air was not an illusion, and her blade was fluttering in the silence.
When it was all over, the mana that had fallen to the ground was piled up like snow.
“……This is the “Four Seasons” that I mainly use.”
Although it was only a moment, Grace spoke without losing her breath despite the intense swordsmanship.
“You can use it like this.”
At those words, one of the students who had been blankly staring at the camera raised his hand without thinking.
Perhaps the student doesn't even know what he is saying or that he is saying anything.
“Uh… how?”
For a moment, the students' expressions became unified.
I sighed as I looked at the students whose faces were covered in question marks.
Grace Euclid.
Even she, who is perfect, has imperfections.
that…….
"therefore."
Tsuzutsu⸺
⸺Paang!
"like this."
… … means that you have no talent for teaching.
“Do you understand?”
at all.
* * *
There are many people living in the world, but only a few can be called special.
And it has always been the minority who change the world.
Unfortunately, because they are a minority, they are never understood by the majority.
So is the majority bad?
Is it bad to pretend to understand the uniqueness of one person that no one else can emulate and not respond positively?
The atmosphere I saw in the classroom today was of that kind.
“……Rohan.”
“Yes, professor.”
Grace, who had been curled up on the sofa in her office, raised her head.
His expression was the same as usual.
However, his shoulders were more tense than usual and his knuckles were curled up.
Those few gestures spoke volumes about her state of mind.
Grace, she's always been a body slammer.
“Today’s lecture… what did you think of it?”
Should I pretend to understand, or should I answer with the same perspective as the students?
How would the real Rohan have responded?
In fact, from the moment I entered the office, my answer was already decided.
“It was like asking a baby who can’t even walk yet to fly.”
"……I see."
Grace bowed her head again.
Damn, my heart is aching.
Still, I have to say what I have to say.
Maybe this is why I am here, to change Grace's fate.
“Do you know the painting ‘Landscape with Clouds’ painted by Ivan Leonhard around 743 in the Imperial Calendar?”
Grace stared at me in response to my question.
My gaze, which had been brushing past her, was now directed toward one wall of the office.
Grace, who had been following me and looking at the paintings on the wall, tilted her head.
“This picture?”
"yes."
“First time seeing you.”
“So, what did you feel when you first saw it?”
"……huh?"
This is a big deal.
It's hard to calm down when I actually see Grace's 'exhausted appearance' that I've only read about.
The way she looked at me with her feeble features was so sad and cute… … .
… … Let’s come to our senses. I am Rohan now. I have to act as Rohan as possible.
“Can you guess what this picture means?”
My question caused a shallow furrow between Grace's eyebrows.
Those wrinkles mean that Grace is extremely focused.
Also, I don't know.
What is that picture, when was it painted, and who painted it?
Ivan Leonhart, the swaying landscape, Imperial Calendar 740… … Anyway.
It was all made up.
“I don’t know. It just seems like a beautiful painting……”
“That’s exactly how the students felt in the classroom.”
The truth that came out of my mouth became a cold reality and froze her.
I continued speaking as I looked at her, who had become a statue like the Venus de Milo.
“I don’t know a thing, but I knew it was beautiful. But that’s all.”
So-called geniuses do not know things that others do not.
“Just as we don’t know where beauty begins and ends, we don’t know where the mana begins and passes through and where it is emitted.”
Geniuses are people who understand things more deeply than others.
The trigger for Newton's discovery of the law of universal gravitation was 'an apple falling from a tree'.
When everyone was watching the apples fall from the tree, only he pondered why the apples fell.
“Professor Grace’s “Four Seasons” today was perfect as always. But what she had to show the students was ‘how to swing and stab’, not ‘who to kill and who to save.’”
Grace squirmed slightly as if she was wearing clothes that didn't fit her body.
My words may be uncomfortable.
Rather, this statement may make even less sense.
Of course.
Just as we don't understand Grace, Grace doesn't understand us.
Perhaps Grace's true feelings are something like this.
‘Why don’t you understand this?’
Errors in thinking.
‘Ordinary generalizations’ where I assume others know what I know.
That's why we can't understand each other any more.
However, being a ‘professor’ is not a position to impose one’s ‘knowledge’.
Understanding ignorance and further filling the gaps in knowledge.
That's why the seat Grace sits in exists.
And that's why I'm sitting next to Grace.
“Then how should I teach?”
Grace comes to me.
My heart raced at the sight of her slowly approaching me.
“Professor Grace, you can do it like you did today.”
That's enough to pique your interest.
If I were to step forward without any justification, it would not only scratch Grace’s pride, but would also not be befitting of the title of ‘Associate Professor.’
My plan is just,
“Can I explain it instead?”
Grace voluntarily delegates the lecture to me.
“Rohan, explain?”
“Yes. From my limited knowledge, I thought Professor Grace had chosen the four seasons as the topic of this lecture. I apologize if I offended you.”
“No, that’s right.”
“That’s fortunate. Since I’ve been watching the Four Seasons from the side for a long time, I think I’ll be able to explain it without any problems.”
Grace wrapped her arms around her waist and pondered.
At the same time, an apologetic look passed by me for a moment.
Grace probably didn't expect this situation to happen.
Moreover, he hesitated to the point of feeling sorry when he offered me the assistant professorship, and he must have felt even more sorry that he ended up becoming an obstacle.
Finally, she nodded.
“Then may I ask you a favor, Rohan?”
Okay.
This will change the future development… … .
That was when.
〔 Development Modification 〕
The moment I read that message.
〔 Obtain 10P 〕
A thought occurred to me naturally.
… … Perhaps, someday, I will be reading a story I don’t know about.

            It was such a strange thought.
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The first problem has been solved.
I successfully followed Grace to become an associate professor at Springwind, and I was also in charge of giving lectures to make up for her lack of teaching skills.
But there still remained an ambiguous issue.
“How do I solve this…….”
I was in a hurry now, but the problem I was given was not one that could be solved simply because it was urgent.
“We are three points short.”
The "probability" I have now is 22.
If I could just collect 30,000 more, I could open the "Settings Shop".
“Big, big.”
First, I cleared my throat.
There is one more way to earn points besides adapting to or modifying the development.
That's right.
“The young lady’s lecture was stiff today. Perhaps it was because she had been locked in her own world for too long.”
Surely, ‘Rohan’ would have said this.
No, actually, Rohan said the same thing just now.
Because that is the ‘setting’ given to Rohan.
“……The students are afraid of the professor. They are all stiff as if they are holding a sword for the first time. This is not right.”
I would like to recite it as it is, but that would mean saying it in front of Grace.
By default, Rohan has a straightforward personality.
But that personality doesn't suit me.
He doesn't know how to talk back.
Perhaps it is a habit of a reporting system that pursues clarity and accuracy.
Maybe that's why Rohan sometimes secretly glared at Grace.
It's not because Grace doesn't show it, she's also a person who gets hurt and suffers.
“But why…….”
Why is there no news until now?
Points don't go up.
If things go as planned, the points should go up if your words and actions match.
……for a moment.
By the way, what does Rohan mean by “understanding”?
I had so much to think about that I put it off for a while, but every once in a while, although not often, a message would pop up saying, "Your understanding has increased."
Even if it only happens two or three times, it's not something you can just let go of.
First of all, there is no choice but to check the information.
Anyway, this may be a setting that is as important as probability.
"Understanding" ⸺ Rohan
✵Description
- Indicates your level of understanding of Rohan.
- As your understanding grows, you will be able to see the target more clearly.
✵Current understanding: 0.1%
… … No matter how much I read, I still don’t understand.
I understand that it shows understanding.
But what.
What's good about knowing more clearly?
I already know all the information about the important people in this novel, no, in this world.
Wasn't it important after all… … .
"……ha."
First, let's face reality.
The next lecture is in two days.
Until then, I must study the introduction to "The Four Seasons" by any means necessary.
I did it confidently because I was frustrated, but now I'm the problem.
It’s my first time teaching students, and as an ‘associate professor’, shouldn’t I have some basic skills?
I am ‘Rohan’, but I am not Rohan.
What this means is that the body is complete, but the technique is incomplete.
Standing alone in the office where Grace had left, I came face to face with the man reflected in the glass of the bookshelf.
An ordinary face. But a face that would be handsome if you put some effort into it.
A body with straight shoulders that shows at a glance that he has trained for a long time.
From a real world perspective, he's an athlete, but from here, he's a knight, nothing more or less.
Still, the Rohan I know is a strong person.
Even if he isn't a Weapon Master like Grace, he's at least a Sword Master.
However, titles like ‘Weapon Master’, ‘Sword Master’, and ‘Archmage’ are merely ‘titles’.
In this world, there are five ranks that divide the ranks regardless of whether they are knights or magicians.
Currently the highest rank within the class, like Grace.
Alpha (α).
In the case of Alpha rank, not only is the influence considerable enough to interfere with the will of the empire, but at least hundreds of thousands of people will follow that one person.
Alpha is a rank that literally means the first, the most important being in the world.
Grace is truly exceptional, but that's because Grace doesn't want to be.
Next are beta (β), gamma (γ), delta (δ), and epsilon (ε).
Most of the students who entered Springwind are Epsilons, and I, a Rohan, am at around the Gamma rank.
Perhaps this gamma level is the highest Rohan can reach.
It's the same for ordinary people too.
Rohan was a commoner.
Let alone a commoner who doesn't even have a family name.
He was even a pharmacist.
I don't know the exact details, but when Rohan was reminiscing about the past (I think it was only two or three lines when I read it), he also mentioned that he had been hanging around in an opium den or something.
… … It was Grace who saved Rohan.
Thinking back on it this way, I think I can understand Rohan a little better.
Why did he not give up on Grace and remain loyal to her until the end, even with his life?
Grace… … .
… … You were the savior of Rohan.
[Your “understanding” of ‘Rohan’ will increase significantly.]
At that moment, some memories similar to last time came flooding back to me through the message.
"“……Rohan…….”
It wasn't just a coincidence.
"“……I will never give up on you…….”
In some memory, Grace was talking to me.
“……So you too…….”
At this moment, I was Rohan, and Rohan was me.
That was a mistake.
"“……Don’t give up…….”
An illusion so vivid that it is impossible to distinguish between reality and fiction.
*The most basic way to protect Grace.
It makes me stronger.
But I don't even know the theory, let alone swordsmanship.
It would be the same for anyone but me.
As for the iron, the only time I've ever held a kitchen knife is when I cook for myself. The reality I lived in was a peaceful world, unlike here.
Still, the author wouldn't have thrown me into this world without any plan.
“Is there no other way than opening it?”
"Settings Store"
I don't know what this function is, but it costs "probability".
Probability is the certainty that something will happen.
As far as I know, yes.
So then, this “probability” now is “artificially” raising that “possibility.”
Looking at it this way, isn't this just a complete deus ex machina rather than a possibility?
“Hello, professor.”
As I was walking down the hallway, lost in thought, a student I didn't know nodded and passed me by.
It felt unfamiliar and I wasn't used to it yet, so I couldn't accept the greeting.
What should I say next time we meet… … .
"for a moment."
I called the student back.
The student who turned to me opened his eyes wide while holding a specialized book titled “Understanding Mana: Advanced Edition” in his arms.
"yes?"
“Let me ask you one thing.”
This habit is really important.
Now that I look at it, I'm totally Rohan, with my accent and way of speaking.
“Do you know a student named Ellis Eclat?”
“Elliot? You know.”
A student who greets us with a bright face.
Luckily, he seems to know Ellie.
“Where is Ellie now… Eclat?”
“Now that class time is over, I guess he’s probably at the university?”
“University district?”
ah.
If it's Springwind's college town, it's 'Little Heath'.
As far as I know, the characters sometimes eat or enjoy leisure activities on this street.
There's no way Ellie, the most popular kid among popular kids, would be locked up in the dorm alone at this hour.
Hopefully I'll find it soon.
“That was helpful. Go.”
"yes……."
First, let's meet Ellie.
If I build up a good relationship with Ellie, it will help me someday. Plus, she's cute.
Also, since Grace can't use her legs, it'll be easy if you use Grace. Plus, she's cute.
Maybe you can get some plausibility by talking to the characters. Plus, it's cute.
The problem is that I like Grace on a romantic level, but she's cute so it doesn't matter.
"professor."
Then the student's voice was heard again.
This time I turned to the student who had called me.
As I continued to remain silent, the student who had been mumbling asked me a question.
“Excuse me, are you the new professor?”
“He’s an associate professor. In the Department of Swordsmanship.”
“Ah! You’re the associate professor…….”
“Just keep it brief. I’m busy.”
I have to go quickly.
As quickly as possible, before Ellie gets drunk and enters 'that state'.
"excuse me……."
“This is the third ‘there’ right now.”
“So, what is your name…?”
“Rohan.”
“I see…… Ah, I’m sorry. Then goodbye. No, goodbye? Oh, is this right? Hehe…….”
Is this child lacking something?
How did Springwind get in?
Ah, if you pay money, even a dog or a cow can come in here.
If only the damn Inma War hadn't happened...
“I will go.”
If I talk any further, I'll start to feel strange.
* * *
It's a bit shocking that a newly appointed associate professor would personally visit a student, but it's not without justification.
Before I became an associate professor in the Department of Swordsmanship, I was the vice-captain of the Eclat Knights.
Even though it was in the past tense, Dennis boasted that he would take over as vice-captain.
Anyway, now I'm going to see Ellie as a vice-principal, not as an associate professor.
But where is it?
Where on earth is the alcohol being blown?
The sun hasn't set yet.
"phone call."
As I watched people walking around in medieval clothing in a modern city, I momentarily forgot about the historical setting.
I have a smartphone.
In that case, the phone number of Ellie, the vice-captain's daughter, would definitely be saved as well.
“Ellis, how many times…….”
1. Grace Euclid
2. General Manager Dennis Eclat
3. Ellis Eclat
……?
Why are there only 3 numbers saved in my contacts?
Rohan, you too… … must have lived a lonely life.
I also only had 7 contacts saved.
Still, I'm better than you.
Anyway, I called Ellie straight away.
It was a long time after the ringtone started that Ellie picked up the phone.
“Ellie⸺”
[No one can go out today! Drink whatever you want! Drink whatever you want! Yes, this is Ellis Eclat.]
What just happened?
“Lady Ellis. Here you go.”
[Who's that? Oh, it's noisy. Be quiet! I can't hear you well! Hello?]
“Ellis, I, Rohan…….”
[Hey, hey, hey! Drunkard Susan Black Jangmueeee!]
I'm going crazy.
“……I am with Captain Eclat now.”
Stop
The phone hung up at that moment.
Just as I was about to reconnect, wondering what was going on, I got a call from Ellie.
I took a deep breath and answered the phone.
[Hello? Rohan? Are you with dad right now?]
The call is quieter than before.
I laughed bitterly at Ellie's voice that had become clearer.
“Where are you? I’ll come over to you.”
[No! No! No! No! I will! I will go there! Where, where shall we meet?!]
Of course, even Dennis, the doting father, would be furious if he saw his child, whom he had sent to study by donating a large sum of money, drinking all afternoon.
Ellie also seemed to know that fact and sobered up immediately.
My gaze, which was wandering around the area, stopped at a restaurant.
“Then I will wait for you at the ‘10th Circle Archmage Grandma Stew’.”
Let's eat something first. I'll also give this helpless girl something to soothe her hangover.
[Okay! I'll be there soon! Please don't tell Dad anything. Got it?!]
“You are truly foolish, Ellis.”
[…….]

            〔 Obtain ‘1P’ 〕
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                                § Associate Professor (5)
Ellis Eclat.
She is a short but powerful character.
Although her appearances became rare after episode 50, where she dropped out of Springwind University, most readers remembered Ellie because of the strong impression she made in the previous episodes.
And it was the same for me.
“Oh my…….”
Ellie, who hadn't touched the stew until it cooled, bit her lower lip. She looked at me with one eye slightly squinted as if she was uncomfortable.
It's a really easy expression to read. Ellie was such an innocent child.
“You were joking with me?”
“It’s not a joke, it’s a lie. Please be careful with your words and actions.”
“Do you know how surprised I am because of you just now!”
thud.
“……Okay. It was my fault.”
Ellie lightly slammed her wrist on the table and shut her mouth again.
It must be quite frustrating for her.
By now, the mood should be heating up, but I interrupted it.
Even to Ellie, it was unacceptable, and even Dennis was mentioned.
Ellie let out a sigh and glanced around as she asked.
“Are you sure Dad isn’t really here?”
As expected.
“Don’t worry. I’m alone.”
“I know Rohan is single. So why, why did you come all of a sudden? It’s not like I miss you because I haven’t seen you in a few days.”
Those baseless jokes and that smug, self-indulgent way of speaking.
After meeting Grace and Ellie, I really felt like I was inside a novel.
No, is this reality now?
Anyway, this is not important.
“You didn’t attend class today. And you haven’t been there since yesterday, all day.”
At those words, Ellie flinched greatly. It seemed as if she had been stabbed a lot.
Actually, Ellie was nowhere to be found in Grace's lecture today.
If I had planned to drink in the afternoon, I would have prepared in the morning, and since this has happened more than once or twice, it is not difficult for me to deduce that I missed it yesterday as well.
“But how does Rohan know that? What about the Knights? Is it okay for the Vice-Captain to be absent for something like this? Did my father secretly send me to spy on me?”
Ellie knows better than anyone that Dennis is a doting father. That's why she was flustered when I brought up her father.
Ellie's wanderings were not simply a result of rebellion. They were more serious, inner problems.
That's why from now on, I have to speak as carefully as possible.
“As always, the captain is worried about Lady Ellis. But he’s not the type of person to order his subordinates to keep an eye on his trustworthy daughter.”
“Then what, a vacation?”
“I’m sorry to be late to inform you, but I am no longer the Vice-Captain of the Knights of Eclat. I will step down from my position as Vice-Captain for a while and become an Associate Professor of the Department of Swordsmanship together with Professor Grace…….”
At that moment, Ellie's eyes widened.
“He, he, he, he, Grace, who are you?”
I expected this kind of reaction, but I didn't expect it to get this bad. No matter how good it is, isn't it a bit too much?
“So, Rohan, you’re saying that Lady Grace came as a professor in the swordsmanship department?!”
"yes."
“Why! Why didn’t you contact me! No! Why didn’t you call me to class!”
“The contact would have been buried in the noise of the drinking party, and it was Ellis’ choice not to attend the lecture, wasn’t it?”
“…….”
Ellis, who was excited, soon realized her mistake and hit her head with her fist.
She asked shortly.
“I never thought Rohan would be an associate professor in the Department of Swordsmanship… I never thought that. Before that, you must never tell Dad, right? Okay? …What’s with that look? Why are you looking at me like that? Are you going to tell me? You’re going to tell me! Hey!”
I silently watched Ellie, who was foaming at the mouth alone.
‘Rohan’ and Ellie have been seeing each other for over five years, but that doesn’t mean he’s going to scold her for this.
“Lady Ellis.”
Everyone has their own circumstances, even Ellie.
“Your face looks particularly deep today.”
“……What do you know?”
Ellie muttered to herself in a very small voice. “Without knowing anything.”
okay.
The previous Rohan would have known nothing.
But I am not the Rohan of before.
I know you, Ellie.
Why did you drink in the afternoon?
Why is the word ‘worry’ so deeply engraved on that broad forehead?
Even now, what kind of worries you are carrying and how many battles you are fighting in your heart… … .
“You haven’t been close to swords since you were young, Lady Ellis.”
The young Ellie's eyes turn to me.
Her half-open lips were unable to find words and were only letting out a faint breath mixed with alcohol.
“And yet, Miss Ellis tried. Until her little white hands were covered in blisters and calluses.”
Ellie hid her hands, which had been on the table.
But the effort was not something that could be hidden just because it was hidden.
“One day, she couldn’t even walk, so I had to carry her to the bathroom.”
Perhaps embarrassed, Ellie half-hid her face between her voluminous, red bob.
The blush that rose slightly resembles young Ellie one day.
I remembered the moment I read her. All the descriptions, the actions, the pain.
“I was so happy when you said you wanted to go to Springwind University. In a world where dreams are a laughing stock, you were the only one who dreamed.”
Only then did Ellie look at me properly.
Where did the stubborn facial features go? Now, he has a relaxed and uplifted expression.
"but."
Now it's time for Ellie to face reality.
“I dare ask you to give up your sword.”
“……What did you just say?”
I didn't say it again.
Clearly, Ellie heard correctly.
Ellie must put down her sword.
Because she has no talent.
“You now……!”
I continued to speak calmly, even though Ellie seemed ready to spill the stew on my face at any moment.
“Ellis is not suited for swords.”
Despite her confident and cheerful appearance, Ellie's heart is more delicate and pure than that of any other character.
Perhaps this one word will break Ellie.
No, it has to be torn down.
To build everything ‘newly’ from scratch.
""Give up.""
And these are also the words Grace said to Ellie.
"You have no talent, Ellis Eclat."
The moment Ellie heard those words directly from Grace, she felt like her world was being denied.
The truth is sharper than a blade.
The cruelest words you hear from the person you respect the most
That's what causes Ellie to drop out of Springwind.
“I hope that Ellis graduates from Springwind safely.”
If Grace is my number 0, then Ellie is my number 1.
Maybe it's just a feeling of incongruous sympathy. Maybe it's just meddling and interference.
‘Me’ who had to give up on my dream because I had no talent or ability.
The ‘reality’ where we had to constantly give up something.
… … It might have been projected onto Ellie.
So I.
“Therefore, I would like to make a cautious recommendation.”
Ellie didn't want to give up either.
“Don’t be so crazy…….”
Ellie glares at me with tearful eyes.
Her expression clearly showed what she was feeling at the moment.
I responded to Ellie like that and said goodbye to her dream.
“Learn magic instead.”
Ellis Eclat.
A person who would later become an Archmage and greatly contribute to Michael's cause.
“That’s the only way to become a knight.”
To change Grace's fate, I need her.
* * *
Chick-
After taking a bath, Ellis sat on the edge of her dorm bed and opened the can of beer she was holding.
She lifted her head and drank half of it in one gulp. When she opened her tightly shut eyes, she saw the ceiling.
“…….”
Unlike what Rohan had been looking at, Ellis's eyes were lifeless and just blank.
In his head, the words Rohan had said to him at the restaurant were playing over and over again like a broken cassette tape.
― Start learning telekinesis from now on. Your talent lies there, Ellis.
"Spirit" is an intermediate magic.
However, for the students of Springwind who are somewhat skilled in magic, it is just a minor talent that can be used even while sleeping.
It was clear that he would be laughed at. In the end, he was lucky that he would not be ridiculed for giving up the sword and choosing such magic.
“Rohan knows better than anyone that this isn’t a world where you can survive with just a few tricks……”
In such a world, there is only one reason why Ellis wants to hold a sword.
Just like during the Inma War, I never wanted to experience the same thing again when I lost my mother.
'……mom.'
Her mother died during the Indian War.
Death was common in war. It was a blessing to die with your limbs intact.
But Ellis's mother was a different story. Her death was preventable.
- Run away, Ellie! Quickly!
Those were the last words and will of his mother who sacrificed herself for him.
That day unfolded vividly before Ellis' eyes.
In the ruined streets, the image of my mother, who had broken her ankle and could not run, who had died fighting demons for me, was constantly, constantly… … .
“……I have to become a knight.”
Since I inherited the blood of my father, who was a Beta-ranked knight, I can become a knight too. If even an idiot like Rohan became a knight, why can't I?
Absolutely.
I am definitely a knight… … .
- Learn magic.
Jeez, jeez!
At that moment, the can of beer Ellis was holding rapidly froze.
“What do you know!”
The anger that I had barely been able to suppress burst out.
The can, which had finally frozen completely, shattered like broken ice the moment I put force into my hand.
“You don’t know anything…….”
Ellis, who was barely holding onto the frozen beer, looked down at the sight quietly.
Rohan's face overlapped over it. When I looked at him, his face, which was always so gentle and playful, seemed especially annoying today.
“……Rohan.”
Woof⸺
Manas resonating in the atmosphere.
Sharp pieces of can floated up and began to circle irregularly before Ellis' eyes.
“You always told me the right thing. Like today.”
The advice Rohan gave to Ellis was never wrong.
Moreover, it was Rohan who taught him how to use the sword.
The fact that she has not put down her sword until now would have been impossible without Rohan.
That's why Rohan was already like a real older brother to her.
“But if you say that now, what do you want me to do…?”
As the mana disappeared like the end of a word fading away, the disjointed pieces of the can fell to the floor.
It was all true, so I couldn't deny it even if I wanted to.
Maybe Ellis had known for a very long time.
But I was just denying it as much as I could until someone told me for sure.
“What on earth do you want me to do……!”
That imperfect confidence was brutally denied today.
Ellis collapsed sideways and curled up on the bed, unable to resist the sadness that was washing over her.
"……mom."
A day that ended in a seemingly never-ending wandering.

            It was a night when I wanted to run away anywhere.
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I regret it.
I couldn't sleep because of that regret.
“……I think I said something unnecessary.”
If it had been me before, I would have woken up from my sleep and kicked the blankets off with such embarrassment.
“You suddenly appeared and told me to give up my sword and my dreams……”
When I close my eyes, Ellie's face is vividly depicted. I can't forget those eyes stained with sadness, as if they would burst into tears at any moment.
Maybe it was a little hasty.
Still, it's not enough to use bookmarks to go back to the page.
It was something that had to be said someday, and it was a reality that Ellie had to accept someday. It just happened to come a little sooner.
Above all, it was a development different from what I expected, but it also brought about completely unexpected benefits.
〔 Development Modification 〕
〔 Obtain 10P 〕
Once again, things were going in a direction I didn't know about.
Maybe something about Ellie will change as I intended.
But I couldn't just be happy.
“It’s subtle. Somehow, subtly…….”
……different.
Ellie wasn't the Ellie I remember.
‘Rohan’ is Dennis’s subordinate.
He is also the vice-captain of the Eclat Knights.
Even though Ellie and I knew each other, she wouldn't talk to me.
There was no such setting.
“Is this what it means?”
Does the fact that the plot has been revised mean that the outcome will change in this way?
In this case, “understanding” may become important.
If I continue to revise the development, someday I will.
… …Because you’ll be reading a story I don’t know.
There were also changes beyond Ellie.
Memories I don't know.
Memories only related to ‘Rohan’.
― One day, he couldn’t even walk, so I had to carry him to the bathroom.
It was a word I blurted out at that moment, unconsciously, without realizing it.
As if it were something I had experienced, very naturally.
I don't remember reading a scene like this.
"Understanding" ⸺ Rohan
✵Current understanding: 1.1%
Could it be because Rohan's level of understanding has increased significantly compared to before?
I feel like a part of me, a tiny part not even the size of a fingertip, has become ‘Rohan’s’.
I can actually feel it.
It's like meat stuck in between, secretly uncomfortable and uneasy.
If I keep doing this, I might really become Rohan… …
… … Ah, I am already Rohan.
Settings store open.
As I thought of the "setting store" in my head, a message came to mind.
Thanks to meeting Ellie, I also collected 35 ‘P’s.
Now I can unlock this feature.
I hope you gain the ability to change your destiny… … .
[Pay ‘25P’.]
[ The “Settings Store” feature has been opened. ]
ㅤㅤㅤㅤ【Settings Store】
"Growth" "Sixth Sense" "Add Bookmark"
「Status Window」 ㅤ「Added Understanding」 ㅤ「Enhanced Settings Shop」
[You can freely obtain one setting as a feature unlock privilege.]
This feeling that is somehow familiar and yet unfamiliar.
This time, an interface that looked like something out of a game appeared.
First of all, this is not important.
As a special privilege, you can obtain one of these six settings!
Well then, that's right.
There's no reason why you'd need 25P for nothing.
First of all, be careful. Don't get excited.
Let's look at it one by one, starting from the beginning.
"Growth Lv.1" ⸺ Setting
✵Description
- The possibility of breaking through physical limitations and reaching a higher level than now opens up.
- As your level increases, your growth speed increases and various possibilities open up.
This is it.
This is it!
With this, I can become as strong as Grace, if not stronger than Grace.
No matter how much ‘Rohan’ struggles, he can never change Grace’s fate with the power he has now.
I have to assume that Grace's fate has taken a turn for the worst.
When Grace made a contract with the devil and became the ‘end’ of this world.
To protect Grace and further help her 'destroy' the world.
… … This is really the worst case scenario.
The choice I had to make when I couldn't change Grace's fate at all.
A development that leads to becoming the ‘evil of the world.’
Anyway, I will understand whatever choice Grace makes, just like the original Rohan did.
Of course, I have no choice but to roll around like crazy from now on to prevent that from happening.
Let's keep this setting for now and take a look at other things.
Because there might be something better.
「Sixth Sense Lv.1」 ⸺ Settings
✵Description
- By using a sense that goes beyond the five senses, you can sense things that you normally could not feel.
- You will be able to gauge your fate more clearly.
- Detection ability increases as level increases.
“This is a bit…….”
It's ambiguous.
Well, when you say sixth sense, that's all that comes to mind right now.
‘You will be able to gauge your fate more clearly.’ This may be a bit harsh, but it is a gamble that is too uncertain to risk even for a special privilege.
Besides that, “Add bookmarks”, “Enhance settings store”, and “Add understanding” were settings related to my “unique functions”.
Adding a bookmark costs 30P. I'll pass on this one for now.
Setting shop enhancement 500… … oh, pass.
Among them, the additional understanding could increase the understanding of a target by 0.1% by giving 10P.
It's a feature I might need someday, but it's too expensive for me right now.
Putting everything else aside, this setting is the most problematic.
Ah… …Should I buy this?
No matter how much I like it, I avoid novels with this setting unless they're really fun.
"Status Window Lv.1" ⸺ Settings
- Information about people and objects is viewed as objective numbers.
- As the level increases, the clarity of the numbers increases and becomes more detailed.
No matter how much I think about it, the saying, ‘Adults like numbers’ seems to be true.
Now that this has become a reality, I feel like I absolutely want to buy it.
Actually, I hated the status window setting because I thought it was a waste of time to read and it took up pages.
Still… … shouldn’t I buy this setting?
No, let's think about it rationally. Think about it.
For example, how do I know how much stronger that kid is than me?
How do you know if you're a strong man who has regressed or a strong man who has been reincarnated?
And the equipment.
If you can just check the status window, you won't get scammed, right?
And look!
If you just say, ‘In front of millions of people, a great wizard with a legendary staff blows away Ouroboros with a meteor strike,’ no one will understand.
‘A great wizard with 1 million followers killed Ouroboros with a staff worth 350,000 magic points.’
‘Wow, that’s a really cool BJ wizard!’ he said and clapped his hands like a seal.
This is a fact… … Ugh, why am I convincing myself now?
But it's a setting that you have to buy it at some point.
In order to change Grace's fate, it wouldn't be enough even if I made a sword out of my spine and offered it up.
“……First, I have to become stronger.”
This is the setting that best suits my current goals.
I chose that setting.
〔 Added setting: "Growth" 〕
There was no significant change other than the consumption of ‘P’.
It feels like things have changed, but it also feels like things have changed.
“Is cultivation the only way? It’s been quite a while since I’ve cultivated…….”
What am I saying now?
No, I'm going to exercise now?
… … Nonsense.
I hate moving, so my hobby was reading web novels.
I used to be like that, so I'm exercising? Does that make sense?
It makes sense that you have to bring up the probability of 20,000!
My practicing here right now is no different from a signal that the Earth will be destroyed the very next day.
It's a serious change for me, but...
“……But, for the young lady, there’s nothing I won’t do.”
In order to change something, I must change first.
I can't even change myself, so what can I change?
“But right now I have to study the Four Seasons, so unfortunately I have no choice but to wait until next time to practice.”
… … Did P go up?
Didn't it come up?
Fucking crap… … .
There's a reason why I talk to myself like I'm crazy on purpose.
I wonder if my points will go up.
Now I'm in a position where I have to manage the worst assets.
There's still a lot to buy in the store besides the growth.
I also need to add bookmarks, buy the sixth sense, level up, and create a status screen…
Anyway, leaving that aside.
Now is the time to focus on getting P.
This will be the key that will change Grace's fate.
“Then for now, we have no choice but to study the four seasons as planned.”
This was the best way to get P at the moment.
I didn't want to just arbitrarily modify the plot and end up messing up something, so I didn't want to use bookmarks.
“The beginning of the four seasons is the mixture of the elements of wind and fire. First, let’s start with the element of wind…….”
I started the virtual lecture assuming that I was standing on the podium doing image training.
It was then that the thread of “Understanding” began to unravel.
Woof⸺
Manas that are emitted naturally, as is their habit, as they always have been.
〔 Current ‘Rohan’ and assimilation rate: 1.1% 〕
The moment the memories of my sleep came back to me, the spell began to manifest itself.
Thin blue lines started from the end of the stop and were embroidered into the air.
In an instant, what appeared before my eyes was the “Wind Spell.”
As I looked at the Chen-shaped ritual, I was reminded of the mystery circles I used to see at Surprise when I was young.
But at this moment, that ritual was no longer a mystery to me.
“Nine strings and six melodies. The Lady’s Four Seasons recreates spring by adding three strings and six melodies to this technique.”
The straight, straight "string" is literally a string.
In the art of magic, the power of the magic used changes not only by simply lining up the lines, but also by where and how much they intersect. It is also named as such because it has a similar role to the bowstring.
If "Hyeon" is a demonstration, "Gok", which is a collection of continuous points, is a bow.
"Bok" is the most basic and important "line" that distinguishes the "form" of a technique. No matter how elaborate the "string" is, if the "Bok" is poor, the technique will not be expressed.
… … It’s amazing that I know this.
There was no such content in "The Genius Wizard of Springwind" either.
“These three newly added strings are ‘Fire Spell’. And the next six strings are ‘Water Spell’…… The young lady’s spring was blowing from here.”
Even though it was Grace's main weapon that led the Inma War to victory, its introduction was extremely shabby.
I wanted to say it was simple, but it was so shabby that there was no room for defense.
This spell, which combines the elements of wind and fire, is literally just ‘warm wind.’
Adding the element of water to it completed the form of the swaying spring breeze we had seen.
A warm spring breeze. That's all.
“Why would the professor swing such a powerless thing on his sword?”
It was a power that couldn't even kill a single crawling ant, let alone an enemy.
For example, there were such spells. There were also some spells that were just for show, like those used for external events. For example, as a substitute for firecrackers.
Still, I thought this was a bit too much.
"The Four Seasons" is Grace's main work. It is no exaggeration to say that its meaning is everything to her.
Because of this, questions kept rising.
“There must be a reason why I didn’t notice.”
I drew my sword from my waist to solve that question.
Then we add 372 strings and 261 songs leading into summer… … .
"……hmm?"

            How many just now?
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Grace, who had climbed up to the podium, glanced at me.
Today, instead of a sword, she was holding thick papers in her hands.
I nodded my head quietly, so that I could feel at ease.
“Do you remember the four seasons we saw in the last lecture?”
The room was quiet.
Surely everyone will remember. Except for Ah Ellie.
Yet everyone remains silent because they lack the confidence to explain.
It's a given.
Even I took two full days just to write that research paper.
And that too, staying up all night and skipping meals.
“I think it might be a bit difficult for you to learn right away, so I’m going to summarize the Four Seasons to your level, but I’m going to teach them in more detail. Also, I’ve divided one Four Seasons into four, and each is composed of separate techniques.”
Grace is as consistent as ever.
He just treats his students with a blank expression.
But I know.
How nervous Grace is right now.
“So, the theme for this semester has been changed to the four seasons, and in particular, ‘spring.’”
The lecture started like that.
Before explaining “The Four Seasons: Spring,” Grace talked about “elemental synthesis.”
Elemental synthesis was one of the most basic theories used regardless of whether it was magic or swordsmanship.
“Both swordsmanship and magic originate from mana. Mana accumulated in the body, not decorated with any attributes, is what we call ‘pure mana.’ Attributes start from pure mana. Water, fire, wind, and finally earth. These four elements are called basic elements, or pure elements, because they have not undergone any transformation.”
The explanation Grace was giving now was something that all the students had learned at the academy before.
To put it simply, it was as if they were teaching the four basic operations at a university, and at Springwind, a prestigious university among prestigious universities.
“Element synthesis? You’re just explaining to us that you’re synthesizing elements…?”
“Hey, no way… I guess he’s just explaining the theory to refresh my mind.”
“No, but even so, where is the person who entered this school without knowing about synthetic elements?”
“Are you ignoring us now… But I’m still the top graduate of Leven Academy.”
Groan groan
The students' reactions were easy to understand.
Although their expressions were different, they had something in common: doubts and complaints.
Honestly, I debated a lot about whether I should include this in the beginning or not.
Because it was obvious that this kind of reaction would come out.
But no matter how much I thought about it, it was a process that absolutely had to come first in order to convey what ‘we’ wanted to teach.
Because what we were going to teach was not things like ‘1+1’=2, but the ‘reason’ why 1+1 becomes ‘2’.
Then someone raised a hand.
It was the moment when Grace's and my gaze met at the tips of our raised fingers.
“I’m sorry, but we’ve already learned that.”
The students nodded in agreement with those words.
Grace stared at the student silently.
The student continued speaking hurriedly.
“That, that…… so…….”
Rather, it was the students who were embarrassed by Grace's consistent silence.
Maybe Grace is afraid.
In the first lecture, I bragged about something so great.
“……I apologize for disturbing you.”
"it's okay."
Grace didn't beat that student in a fight.
I'm not the type of person to pick a fight with a student.
The reason Grace didn't say anything, or rather couldn't say anything...
“Rohan.”
“Yes, Professor.”
“Hey, can I get some water over there….”
… … I’m just nervous.
Even I, who was watching from the side, felt my heart pounding, so how much more so must the person involved be feeling.
“Here it is.”
"thank you."
Grace drank the 500ml bottle of water I brought her in one go.
By the way, I'm so nervous.
But that doesn’t mean I can step forward… … .
“……Therefore, in order to implement numerous synthetic elements, you must have a good understanding of the four basic elements.”
At first, I thought about explaining it myself.
But if you think about it, that could backfire.
Already during the first lecture, the students' gaze towards Grace changed.
Their idols, whom they had only seen in photos or videos, are in fact turning into bundles of luck who only rely on their talent and show off.
It's not just because this is how it originally unfolded.
It's simple human psychology.
It's human nature to want to break the wings and kick the ankles of those who are better than you.
Not everyone, but most of them.
Because in episode 138, the disciples laughed at Grace when she lost her left arm.
There was no sympathy for that painting.
"You act like you're so smart, but you're actually pretty."
There was only exhilaration.
""Get more ruined, more.""
A narrow-minded stubbornness that does not allow anyone to be better than me.
Such times and jealousies.
And the gap between genius and idiot who don't understand each other.
My job here is to make Grace respect and trust her students instead of making them jealous and envious.
To do that, we first need to make Grace a ‘professor.’
“The introduction of ‘Four Seasons·Spring’ begins with a synthetic element that mixes the magic of wind, water, and fire.”
Following Grace's gaze, the ejected mana hung in the air like threads.
Soon, the tightly pulled mana became the ‘warm wind’ spell that I had previously recreated.
“As an apology for the inconvenience caused to you during the first lecture, today I will dissect this technique in great detail.”
The gazes that had been as sharp as thorns were gradually becoming brighter.
Just like the first time the students met Grace.
* * *
it's tough.
Rather, I, who was watching, became more nervous and trembling.
I was so worried that I might make a mistake in what I said or that the material I wrote might be wrong.
Do you remember teaching anyone?
But the moment the lecture ended.
The moment I saw the students' bright faces.
My anxiety was washed away in an instant.
“Thanks to you, Rohan.”
Grace approached me as I was sitting on the sofa in my office catching my breath.
In her hand was the lecture material for “The Four Seasons: Spring” that I had delivered this morning.
“When did I ever… have time for something like this?”
“I promised I would explain, so I kept that promise.”
Grace faced me silently.
The words you want to tell me are dancing in your shaking eyes.
He's probably saying all sorts of things to me inside.
Grace is a very secretive person… … .
“Thank you. And I’m sorry.”
…….
“I have nothing to say since I am receiving help even though I cannot give it to you.”
… … Maybe you don’t know.
Just the fact that you are alive like this gives me strength and helps me so much.
What value does your existence have in my life?
I want you… … .
"Alive."
… …Why do you want to save me so much?
That was when.
[The fate of ‘Grace Euclid’ changes.]
Just then, something strange appeared over Grace's head.
ㅤㅤ【Grace's Fate】
○━━━○━━━━━●
Finally, Grace's fate changed.
In a good way, of course.
〔 Obtain 15P 〕
It also seemed quite probable, and Grace seemed more comfortable than before.
But it is still too early to feel relieved.
We have just passed the critical juncture, or in terms of a novel, the ‘prologue’.
I still haven't met the real 'main character' of this novel, of this world.
Moreover, I did not encounter ‘Queos Lumière du Noir’ or ‘Ariel Riepenstein’, the protagonist’s step-sister and the root of all evil.
The moment they intervene, there is no guarantee what fate will be.
But for now.
"professor."
“I'm listening.”
You might enjoy this page a little.
“You can speak comfortably when there are just the two of us.”
“What do you mean?”
Grace asked me back without showing any sign of embarrassment.
No, why is that there?
When the young lady was gloomy, her speech was neither harsh nor soft.
“I hope you feel comfortable when you’re with me, Miss. Sometimes I miss those days. When we could just talk comfortably, without any barriers between us… I’m sorry. I overstepped. I guess you didn’t hear what I just said.”
“No. No…… No.”
Grace hesitates despite her words.
I even liked the shy look on her face, as if she was about to smile at any moment.
Well, we've known each other for over 10 years, and even though we're a superior-subordinate relationship, it's okay to talk comfortably even if we don't speak frankly, right?
“Is this okay, Rohan?”
“……Yes. Please.”
I really like this look on you, young lady.
Trying to keep your distance on purpose doesn't suit you, young lady.
That was when.
“You look tired.”
It suddenly appeared in my eyes like a ray of sunshine one day.
It was Grace's touch.
“You’ve gone through a lot for me.”
A thin, white thumb that I thought I could never reach swept under my eyes.
All my thoughts evaporated, and the only thing that filled the empty space was the name ‘Grace.’
Thump thump.
Perhaps because the office was so quiet, my heartbeat was beating in my ears like a construction site drill.
“……Would you like a cup of coffee?”
“Coffee? Yeah, I like it.”
“Then I will go and get it. Please wait a moment.”
Then, holding his chest, which he couldn't control, he ran out of the office as if he was running away.
* * *
I was walking down the street holding two cups of Americano that I ordered from a cafe near the university.
“This stupid guy…….”
I couldn't stand it.
Grace was way beyond the 50cm gap between me and her that would allow me to maintain my senses.
If I stayed like that for a little longer, I felt like I would suffocate from Grace's scent.
“……Not bad.”
Rather, it was good.
How long has it been since I felt like I was with someone I really liked?
It felt so good to feel that way after such a long time.
Unbearable.
“……But this is only the beginning.”
I was faced with reality again.
Grace has someone she loves.
That's not me.
‘Michael Riepenstein’.
Grace loves him.
Even at this very moment.
One day I will have to watch Grace leave me.
Because that is fate for Grace.
… …Fuck.
“Assistant Professor.”
Someone called me.
I turn my head there without thinking.
“Are you the new associate professor from the Department of Swordsmanship?”
“…….”
"Her silver-white hair swayed as she walked, creating the illusion that it was snowing in May."
It was an unforgettable description.
No, that was an unforgettable description.
“Your name was Rohan, you said?”
“In a voice that was neither hopeful nor desperate, eyes filled with a darkness that I dare not name were shining upon me.”
“Nice to meet you. I’m a freshman at Springwind University.”
"A shaking family, a crumbling empire. My only hope found within it all. And the one I must protect."
“It’s Ariel.”

            "The name I gave her. 'Ariel Riepenstein.' She entered Springwind this year."
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My thoughts stop at the lips that seem ready to speak of someone's death at any moment.
“Lord Rohan?”
Calm down. Let's be calm.
You must not lose your composure.
“Lord Rohan?”
I don't know why Ariel is here at this point, but maybe because of the twisted plot… … .
“Lord Rohan.”
Before I knew it, Ariel's face was right before my eyes.
Eyes that look at me with a straight gaze.
The pupils were subtly lifeless, almost like dead eyes.
“Ariel Riepenstein.”
“Yes, go ahead.”
“That’s rude.”
"……yes?"
I took a step back.
Ariel's head tilted slightly to the left at my remark.
I didn't stop there.
The more he retreated, the more he pushed her back.
“Before you were the assistant professor of Springwind, were you allowed to call me by my name, a Gamma-ranking member of the Empire?”
Ariel is silent.
The person in front of me right now is not the person who blew off Grace's left arm.
Moreover, he did not later succeed Grace as the Weapon Master of the Habledown ‘Republic’.
In comparison, I am a veteran of the Inma War and a ‘hero’ of the Gamma rank.
So, to me, you are just ‘Ariel Riepenstein.’
You, just one of the many students I teach, are no match for me.
“Excuse me, Associate Professor.”
At that moment, Ariel immediately nodded her head.
She continued speaking as she looked down at Ariel's head, who had her right hand neatly placed on her chest.
“I apologize for my rudeness. Please forgive me…….”
There wasn't really an unexpected reaction.
Ariel is originally like this.
Hypocrisy that completely hides one's true intentions, pleases everyone, and makes it impossible for anyone to hate one.
But you don't know now.
The fact that there is someone right in front of you who is hiding himself more thoroughly than you.
The person you are seeing in my eyes right now is nothing more than a hypocrite.
“Get up. Are you trying to turn me into a tyrannical knight? What I meant was, I just wanted to hear the words ‘I’m sorry’ come out of your mouth.”
In fact, people around us were glancing at me and Ariel.
The concept of ‘nobility’ that exists in the Habledown Empire is different from that of the Middle Ages.
In the world of "The Genius Wizard of Springwind", even knights of the Gamma rank or so-called nobles have no right to punish or oppress commoners.
Only the ‘Emperor’ and the direct descendants of the ‘Imperial House’ have such rights.
However, rank indicates the level of honor and power.
Dignity and dignity, power and wealth.
Those intangible and tangible powers.
Since it is officially recognized by the empire, it cannot be ignored.
“…….”
But look at this guy.
Ariel didn't even show any sign of getting up after hearing what I said. Instead, she lowered her head even more as if to show off, drawing people's attention.
That sight only made me more angry.
“Get up, I said, Ariel Riepenstein. You intend to dishonor my honor…….”
“On the contrary. Rather, I think I should apologize even more because I tried to tarnish the reputation of the associate professor.”
This is how we're going to have a fight.
And that too, with a mere student fighting an associate professor.
“I’m sorry, Professor.”
… … This is not the ‘real’ apology I want.
My hatred towards you cannot be erased by an apology that is empty of sincerity.
Moreover, if a photo or video is taken and posted on the internet or school bulletin board, it is the end.
I don't know what grudge he has against me that's making him do this, but I don't plan on giving in so easily.
“Let me ask you.”
“Go ahead.”
Ariel Riepenstein.
I continued, recalling the descriptions of her I had read, the setting, and her actions.
“Are you seriously trying to pick a fight with me?”
"yes?"
Then Ariel looked up. Strangely, her expression was filled with confusion.
Did you know that you could make such an expression? I don't remember reading a description like this.
I continued speaking calmly.
“I asked if you had deliberately framed me to tarnish my reputation. Ariel Riepenstein.”
“Oh, no. I absolutely do not have that purpose……!”
“Then why are you apologizing?”
I helped Ariel up by supporting her shoulders.
Once we get back, let's go to the bathroom first.
I want to wash my hands right away after touching something unclean.
“Have you ever seen someone apologize when they accidentally hurt their own troops during combat?”
"……doesn't exist."
“Then tell me why you don’t apologize.”
Ariel quietly bit her lower lip.
Now she will know what I mean.
Ariel opened her mouth the moment her faintly trembling clothes stopped.
“It was a mistake…….”
“Yes. Not apologizing because it was a mistake. The person who was hurt also knows that it was a mistake, so they let it go. You didn’t intend to hurt me on purpose. Therefore, you did nothing wrong.”
I already know how to deal with you.
And how to strip away that petty hypocrisy.
“So you don’t have to apologize. Rather, I am the one who should be apologizing, because I used my position to treat you in an oppressive manner.”
“Huh? What do you mean…….”
“Please forgive me.”
I rolled up my sleeves.
Then, in the knightly manner, he knelt on one knee and placed his fist over his heart.
"sorry."
Maybe this apple is for some other time, not now.
It may be an apology from a reader who has read your future.
That's why someday, I might have to kill you.
So now.
When you can.
I need to apologize… … .
"are you okay."
Pale body heat embraces my hand.
In my gaze, I saw a small, slender hand gripping my fist.
“The associate professor did nothing wrong either. Just like me.”
When I raised my head, a dazzling smile was shining down on me.
“Right?”
I forgot.
How Ariel pushed Grace away and won the readers' hearts.
It's always been like this.
I thought to myself, under the illusion that all the emotions that had been pent up in my heart were melting away.
“Don’t worry, Grace.”
Your hypocrisy was always sincere.
Enough to fool everyone.
"I will protect you from now on."
Even the one who is doing it… … .
* * *
When I returned home, I was standing in front of the sink and looking at myself in the mirror.
“This is definitely not ordinary.”
For a moment, I almost thought of Ariel as a ‘good person’ without realizing it.
And that is me, who knows all the facts.
“I feel like I’ve been enchanted by some kind of magic….”
There was no movement of mana. It wasn't to the point where I couldn't detect it.
If I had known things would turn out like this, I would have purchased the "Status Window" settings first.
This kid is just impossible to get a handle on.
It seems strong, yet fragile enough to break at the touch, and it seems weak, yet unyielding even when facing knights of the Gamma class.
Power like a goblin.
An irresistible charm.
“Where did you start lying…….”
No, I don't know where I'm being fooled.
Ariel Riepenstein was a person who lived wearing so many masks that she even forgot her true nature.
However, one thing is certain: Ariel is not a character who should appear at this point, and she should not appear.
“Ariel Riepenstein. 20 years old. From Folkestone in the southern part of the Empire. Original name… unknown.”
Ariel Riepenstein is not her real name.
Her true identity is the ‘daughter’ of ‘Allen Leaderstone’, who was a pro-evil faction that betrayed his people during the Second World War and was the Alpha of the Empire.
There is no other information.
What her real name is, where and how she has been living until now, how she became Michael Riepenstein's sister, why she hates Grace, etc.
In fact, the reason why he hates Grace has been revealed.
No, it was the readers of "The Genius Wizard of Springwind" who inferred it.
One of the most influential hypotheses at the time was… … .
“……The young lady executed Allen Leaderstone.”
During the Great War of Inma, Allen Leaderstone was killed by Grace, the commander of the 9th Legion of the Empire.
It was an expected result.
The odds were tilted in favor of the Empire, and with even the demons retreating to their own dimensions, the treatment of traitors who turned their backs on the Empire was determined regardless of the era.
In that case, Ariel will be branded as a shameless person who does not know how to reflect and is only seeking revenge on her parents who are pro-evil (or pro-Japanese in reality).
At first, many readers also opposed it.
If that hypothesis is correct, the story will be about the pro-evil daughter taking revenge.
But that too is buried as the ‘true nature’ of the empire is revealed.
Among readers who learned the truth about the empire, there was even sympathy for Grace, who did not defect to the pro-evil faction.
Well, the writer twisted the story so much that it kept creating twists and turns, and in the end, it just fizzled out.
Anyway, to sum it up.
Ariel was the daughter of the pro-evil 'Allen Leaderstone', and is now the step-sister of 'Michael Riepenstein' who took her in, and entered Springwind to get revenge on Grace.
“But the timing is wrong.”
It has been a year since Ariel entered Springwind.
Michael's continued ignoring.
Incompetent qualifications as a professor.
That moment when Grace, who had become increasingly isolated, slowly began to break down.
It would be normal if it originally appeared on that page.
… … Maybe it’s because I revised the plot.
I've already modified two developments to change Grace's fate.
As a result, Ellie also changed, and just like Ellie, Ariel's appearance at this point in time was ultimately 'unexpected'.
The question is, ‘How does this variable affect Grace’s fate?’
If the Michael problem is added to this, fate could get worse out of control.
“Maybe it’s because the country intervened as a variable…….”
As a result of some kind of causal law, to prevent fate from changing, to create a predetermined future, and to interfere with me.
The world may be tuning this out.
But it is too early to be disappointed.
If it was something that couldn't be changed from the beginning, the author wouldn't have sent me here.
If things go wrong, you have no choice but to use the “Bookmark” to “regress infinitely” until you can change your fate.
Even though it's only once every 15 days, I have the ability to turn back pages, to turn back time.
“Before that, it is important to first develop the ability to deal with variables.”
The problem was that I might die in the process.
Now this world has become reality.
That is why death here is also ‘reality.’
Chorrrr
I turned on the faucet, scooped up the water, and splashed it on my face.
As the cold water touched my hot head, it cooled down and my thoughts began to clear up.
If you plan to change Grace's fate, you've already laid out the basics.
“……I pioneer my own way.”

            This new setting is based on "Growth".

Became the Savior of the Final Boss - Episode 9 (10/225)


                
                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                
                                § Main character (2)
“……Everything is perfect.”
It's perfect.
There is no other way to explain it.
How to hold the sword hilt, where to place the center of gravity, and even how much mana to use to cast the aura.
That was because I was a ‘Sword Master’, one of the few in the Empire.
Suddenly, I became greedy. It was a very primitive greed.
In this world, even Sword Masters are quite strong.
Humans are the embodiment of greed.
The driving force behind development has always been greed.
“If I can grow more here…….”
But even though we objectively knew that the limits of growth had become much higher, we could not dare to imagine it.
Is there a higher realm than this?
The level that ‘Rohan’ has achieved is truly incredible, to the point that such doubts are raised.
“……But something is missing.”
Here, the ‘somewhere’ was ‘understanding technology.’
I am Rohan, but I am not Rohan.
Although the swordsmanship I've practiced for decades has become a habit, every time I use it, it feels like reading the beginning of a book for the first time.
Because of this, my swordsmanship seemed perfect, but was secretly rough and incomplete.
“……We have no choice but to start over from the beginning.”
It is a well-known fact that the basics are important in both magic and swordsmanship.
Objectively speaking, I have the basics but they are not established.
To put it more simply, it's like a newbie who's just started playing the game with high performance.
Even if you know how to use a skill, you don't know how to use it and in what situation.
I went into my home study and started looking for a book to read.
“The aesthetics of stabbing”, “The joy of swinging”…….”
First of all, these two books were the most ‘basic’ swordsmanship books.
The rest were just in-depth theories that you would never know just by reading the titles, such as “Swordsmanship and Dynamics” or “The Equivalence Principle of Mana and Aura.”
No matter how much I read about this world, they are all just ‘narratives.’
It is not stated what theories exist or how the ritual is expressed through those theories.
Now what I’m going to do is ‘read it again.’
If you can read, I'm confident.
“‘Stabbing’ is the most important and basic movement for a knight, following ‘cutting’ and ‘blocking.’ Depending on where the center of gravity is placed, it can be a ‘pierce’ that simply penetrates the target, or an ‘aura bombing’ that explodes the target’s aura from within, causing fatal damage…….”
After putting the book I brought down on the desk, I first opened ‘The Aesthetics of Prickling’.
And I deliberately read out loud while placing the tip of my index finger on the point where I was reading. From experience, I found that studying like this helps me memorize things better.
There were things in the book that I already knew. It wasn't something I knew from the beginning.
As much as "Understanding", Rohan's memories were being absorbed into me, and even now, although not all of his past was vaguely remembered.
So there was no difficulty in understanding the content.
The fact that the book only talked about the ‘basics’ also played a part.
“……I guess I get the general idea of the theory with this.”
About three hours passed like that.
I turned the last page and stood up from my seat.
When I thought about reading a collection of settings for a novel I like instead of studying, ideas started to pop into my head.
Now that you've mastered the theory, it's time to put it into practice.
I went out into the living room and picked up the sword lying on the stand.
“First. Draw your sword.”
Slung⸺
The sword body, reflecting the fluorescent light, cried coldly. The hand that was holding the sword handle so familiarly still felt unfamiliar.
The following came to mind:
“Second. Get into position.”
That was when.
〔 「Growth Lv.1」 Activation 〕
As soon as the message came to mind, my posture was automatically corrected.
It wasn't the posture I read about in books.
According to the content, you were to tilt your body diagonally based on your left foot that has been bitten back, keep your balance with your left arm, and aim at the target with your right hand that is straightened.
But the stance I took was just the opposite.
“Rather, my right foot moved forward. The sword hilt held with both hands was level with my eyes, and the center point was… my dantian.”
Right foot forward.
The tip of the sword is aimed at the opponent's vital points, the neck and chest.
The fact that the center is the dantian, one of the aura's cores, also means that it is a sure kill.
It was quite an aggressive stance.
From what I've read, I learned that stabbing is a counter to cutting, that is, a defense.
At that time, some curiosity stimulated me.
What will happen if I swing my sword like this?
Before I knew it, my curiosity was stimulating my nervous system and moving my muscles.
See you later!
The sword returned, piercing the air before the noise of the air-crushing sound had even ended.
fast.
It was so fast that even I, the user, couldn't see it.
At that moment, the aura that had been in the sword's path scattered, and soon a strong wind swept through the living room.
Pfft!
I looked around the messy living room.
“If this aura had exploded inside the opponent’s body…….”
… … It was amazing.
After using it myself, I can't think of a more optimal stabbing position than this.
And the message, or rather the ‘setting’, conveyed to me more than I expected.
〔 Growth-specific application 〕
In that message, numerous stabbing theories began to be rewritten in my head.
They were all derived and reconstructed from a single stabbing posture.
It was just a simple 'poke', but the amount of knowledge it imparted was so vast.
Eventually, the ‘me’ created in my imagination was pierced countless times, and pierced countless times.
“……Ugh!”
Image training that seems so realistic.
Indeed, my muscles and aura were contracting and expanding repeatedly according to the images that came to mind.
As if decades of training had ended in a matter of seconds, his sweat-covered body collapsed as his “growth” stopped.
"……under."
But instead, I drew a pleasant smile.
〔Growth Completed: Swordsmanship/Stabbing〕
It was the moment when my choice was rewarded.
* * *
A room covered in night. A figure, covered in darkness like loneliness, was sitting quietly at the desk.
“Father…….”
The person was Ariel Riepenstein.
A stand light was shining on Ariel's hand holding the letter.
The letter was filled with words that were difficult to tell whether they were true or false.
[The current emperor, Adela Historia, is hiding a secret. My beloved ‘treasure’. This is the truth for you.]
If it had worn away a little bit every time I read it, it was probably a sentence I couldn't read anymore.
The letter began with that sentence.
[I am not pro-evil. I just turned my back on the empire for ‘them.’]
The great ‘evil deeds’ committed by the empire were written down in detail on that small letter.
Ariel's eyes closed in a truth that could never be changed or reversed.
Then fingers emerged from the darkness and pointed at her.
‘… … Even so, I am the daughter of a traitor.’
I never forgot my father for even a single moment.
And there was never a time when I didn't hate my father.
Her life was marred by suffering, carrying the sins of her parents.
Pains big and small were recorded in their entirety on her body, and the unrecorded pains were clearly engraved in her memory.
“Father, you are wrong. The truth is what everyone believes… even if it is a lie.”
The history of the empire was written by the victorious.
If he wins, even if he kills and annexs people, he becomes a hero.
On the other hand, if he is defeated even though he saved people and returned what was taken away, he is a villain.
The history of empires has always been like this.
The ‘Habbledown Empire’ of today was written with such lies.
“Grace Euclid…….”
Ariel whispered the name as if whispering death.
"……liar."
Deceived the people, deceived the empire, deceived his father… … .
… … A woman full of lies.
Ariel believed so.
But even she didn't know what the truth was.
Because to Ariel, the world, everything was a lie.
As she reached the last sentence of the letter, Ariel muttered a little fond title.
“Father…….”
[Please, Grace Euclid, kill her.]
‘How many more have to die?’
[If we do that, her severed head will become paper and ring out the truth to the world.]
‘Is this war going to end?’
[Our 'Leaderstone' family will regain its former glory. I trust you.]
‘Could it be that all these sentences are false? … … I don’t know.’
[⸺To my treasure, ‘Dorothy Leaderstone’.]
“……Now, I am not Dorothy……”
In a loneliness as neat and tidy as Ariel's room, she buried her face in the desk.
No tears came out.
Like a living mummy, all emotions have already dried up.
Yet there was something that still hadn't dried. It was someone's name.
“Rohan…… sir.”
At that moment, a person's face began to rise up in my empty chest.
It was an old face.
And it was an unforgettable face.
‘Don’t you remember me?’
A memory that I will never forget even today, a long time later.
One day, while I was dying from hunger and wounds.
“I wanted to give it back……”
Ariel's gaze, which followed the lying head, hit a wrapping paper on one side of the desk.
Inside the messy packaging that her eyes wandered around in, there was a loaf of bread that she had bought while thinking of him.
-Please forgive me.
“…….”
-sorry.
It was the same back then.
―I can only promise you a world like this… … .
Even then to me,
-……sorry.
He said he was sorry.
“The associate of the person who ruined our family…….”
… … and my savior, Rohan.
It was a life I wanted to end over and over again.
I wanted to take my life dozens of times a day.
No matter how much I endured, I could never get used to the pain the world threw at me.
But every time, I was able to barely hold on to the life I wanted to give up on, thanks to that one word I heard that day: “I’m sorry.”
‘If I can just have you, Rohan… … I don’t care what happens to me.’
The ‘revenge’ of the family, the ‘truth’ of the world, and the lost ‘me’.
Ariel didn't care what happened to them.
But not anymore.
“……Grace.”
The moment Ariel saw Rohan next to Grace, her blood rushed back.
‘It’s unfair that you’re so happy while I’m thrown into misery.’
It was unfair.
Unlike herself, who had everything taken away from her, Grace was living with everything.
And now, I couldn't stand the thought that I was monopolizing the 'meaning of life' for myself.
'……no.'
Long-held hatred and resentment simmered.
Her empty void was being filled with such negative emotions.
Never to be forgotten, never to be forgotten… …with revenge.
‘Not as good as that guy.’
The darkness within his eyes flowed quietly.
It was ‘Mana’.
‘I don’t want to get hurt anymore.’
I won't just take it anymore.
Now the girl of the past no longer exists.
Michael Riepenstein. The moment I met him.
That day, Dorothy was as good as dead in a stinking garbage heap.
Her past self was erased. She was now ‘Ariel.’

            ‘Because he is my world.’
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Ever since I was a child, I have deliberately avoided reading the last page of a book.
"-end."
Or the moment you read the last word, "Complete."
I felt like all the time I spent reading that book was wasted.
At the same time, the story ends and the hidden reality comes rushing in.
“How long did you sleep…….”
I found it hard to bear.
“……I guess I should clean up the house first.”
A room I'm still not used to, sunlight that's no different from any other day, a reality that doesn't feel like a novel at all.
It was early morning when I opened my eyes.
Some memories lingered in my hazy mind, but they were so faint that I soon forgot them.
It's probably just a trivial memory. Don't you sometimes have those kinds of dreams? The moment you open your eyes, you forget them quickly... .
“……Should I have done it outside?”
When I came out into the living room, the traces of yesterday's stabbing practice were still there.
It was a total mess.
The table and sofa were overturned, and objects that had fallen from open drawers lay on the floor, looking up at me with resentment.
I guess I should be thankful that nothing was broken.
The cause of the problem was that I fell asleep without even having time to organize things because I was so exhausted.
Swish— swish—
After cleaning for about 15 minutes, I finally swept and wiped away the spilled flower pot.
And I stood in front of the mirror and checked my body condition.
For someone who collapsed from exhaustion, his body didn't ache or feel sore.
Rather refreshing.
It felt refreshing and full of energy all over my body, as if someone had scratched the part of my body that usually itched while I was sleeping.
“As expected from the Sword Master of the Empire.”
Not everyone can use Auror like Rohan or Grace.
Even in a world where swords and magic coexist and are widespread, there are still ordinary people.
Rather, the vast majority were ordinary people.
Also, knights and wizards are also people with physical limitations.
If you exercise vigorously like in real life, you will suffer from muscle pain, and if you study for a long time, you will suffer from headaches and fatigue.
But I don't fall into the general category.
A body that has overcome its limits over and over again as if shedding its skin would not be able to find it difficult after only one or two hours of training.
Rather, this body was growing stronger and was delighted at the pain it was eating away at.
It was a truly amazing body. It was to the point where I wondered if being born with a body like this wasn't a talent.
“I wanted to move like this, but how did I endure it all this time?”
Ding- dong-
When the doorbell rang, I naturally checked my watch.
[7:03 AM / Sat.]
Was today Saturday?
Time really flies.
It seems like just yesterday was Monday when I took up my new position as an associate professor at Springwind.
Ding- dong-
… … I walked to the front door without even putting on my coat, to the irritating sound of the doorbell.
“You made a fuss at the residence of Lord Rohan, the Imperial Gamma Rank, so early in the morning. I will personally wear a paulownia coat on my way back—”
Bam.
“―Professor Grace.”
And then it froze.
As always, Grace was standing before my eyes, dressed in her uniform, holding a plastic bag in one hand.
Her face looked more expressionless today.
“I know it’s rude to come so early, but I have something to discuss with Rohan.”
I took a cautious step back.
The thought stopped there.
Even though my eyes are open, it feels like everything is dark as if they are closed.
… … How could I have predicted that?
The weekend. And Grace will be coming to my house in the morning.
“Rohan?”
Grace's voice brought me back to my senses.
She watches me with concern in a scenery that doesn't seem real at all.
"are you okay?"
“Oh, it’s okay.”
“Should I just go back today?”
“No, please come in.”
Although his heart was pounding inside his chest, he pretended not to care and guided Grace into the living room.
Grace, who had stopped in her seat, looked up at me somewhat obediently.
“Before revealing my purpose, I apologize for the sudden visit…….”
Grace's eyebrows, which had been trailing off, twitched.
Clear eyes turned to me, and that was the moment when I tilted my head, not knowing what was going on.
“How did it end up like this? Did we get caught in a surprise attack?”
"yes?"
Grace, who had come closer before I knew it, was placing her hand on my cheek.
Around 36 degrees.
The moment that body temperature, which had always made me feel uneasy, touched me, the thoughts that had been floating around in my head found their place.
“It’s okay. I think it was just a little scratched while practicing.”
I quickly turned my head. It seemed that the aura had exploded quite sharply yesterday, leaving marks not only on the living room but also on my cheek.
I smiled faintly to reassure Grace.
“Thank you for your concern. I’ll feel better soon.”
“Well, that’s good, but… Oh, I’m sorry for stopping by so suddenly. I called you in advance, but you didn’t answer….”
I instinctively looked for my smartphone.
… … There it is.
I couldn't hear it because I was stuck between the sofas.
Before Grace could apologize any further, he sat her down on the sofa and pointed to the document she was holding.
“Is this why you came to see me?”
That was the theory of "The Four Seasons and Spring" that I studied and wrote.
“Yeah, that’s right. I read it all night, and there’s something I’d like to discuss.”
“What kind of top would you like…?”
“Supplement to the art of drinking.”
Complement?
Well, definitely.
Even though they put in all their effort, it was something that was hastily created in just two days.
The theory was only a collection of insufficient information, and the breakdown of the technique was not done properly.
As it happens, I was also about to review the materials.
“Can I read it for a moment?”
"here."
I looked at the material Grace handed me.
Her handprints were left here and there, showing how much she had read.
I was secretly grateful.
Above all, the fact that each piece of data was marked with a colorful flag felt cute, which was not typical of Grace.
As I was slowly looking through the data, I looked at the page with the first flag and asked.
“Are you talking about this part?”
“A little further down. Yes, there. If we add a few more strings and notes, I think we can further strengthen the power of the defensive technique ‘Four Seasons Spring’.”
I nodded silently.
You probably already know that I divided Grace's technique, "The Four Seasons," into four.
Among the four seasons, “Spring” was reconstructed with a technique specialized in “defense” unlike other seasons.
The reason is simple.
This was because it was impossible to defeat the enemy with just a ‘warm wind.’
Grace continued.
“The Four Seasons and Spring technique designed by Rohan is a form of adding the strings and melodies that create the tension of water to the technique of wind, right?”
“You saw it. If you do this, the tensioned wind will be able to deflect physical and magical attacks with minimal impact.”
Grace kept her mouth shut. Then she glanced at me once and reluctantly opened her mouth.
“But there is a law of destruction. And it is too easy.”
"yes?"
Easily. Maybe it’s because I heard you say it with the modifier ‘too’ added to it.
Even though I had already expected that there would be a destruction law, I couldn't help but be surprised.
As I was blankly looking at the data, Grace got up from her seat and gestured toward the front door.
“Follow me.”
"All right."
As I followed Grace out into the alley in front of the gate, she faced me from a distance.
As I watched blankly, Grace's lips moved.
“Use spring.”
And then there's Grace, who's adjusting her aura.
How on earth can one destroy the spell?
I was very curious about the method, so I did as she said and created the spell by casting an aura.
Saaaah.
As the ritual was completed, a gentle breeze that seemed to herald the arrival of spring began to blew around me.
But this is not true spring, nor is it just a spring breeze.
Grace continued.
“The spring created by Rohan is a spell that surrounds the caster with an aura like a “barrier” or “shield” to protect them. That’s the problem.”
As Grace said, this wind, which is clearly flowing even though it is not visible, will defend me from any attack from any direction.
Even if it is a sword aimed at the heart or a "Chain Ember" that tries to burn until the target disappears.
The Spring of the Four Seasons, which was originally created by adding the water strings and melodies to the wind spell, was a modified form of a defensive spell like a barrier.
That was when.
"be careful."
The moment Grace's voice penetrated the barrier, my whole body trembled and I felt a chill.
“From now on, I will destroy the four seasons and spring.”
I naturally became nervous.
How on earth do you destroy it?
If you were planning to disrupt the arrangement with a ‘disruption type’ magic like ‘Remover’―
Saaaah!
The barrier that had been calm for a moment was now suffocating me with the wind.
At the same time, I couldn't breathe.
This was because the air inside had completely evaporated and turned into a vacuum.
… … Grace did not ‘break’ the barrier.
Grace actually strengthened my barrier even more.
I muttered as I noticed that the spell had changed.
“The destruction method you mentioned was…… “Ed”?”
Now the barrier that had been protecting me was strangling my life in an attempt to kill me.
"Ed" is a "supporting" skill, and is a "basic" skill that can be used by anyone, regardless of whether they are a magician or a knight.
The system of techniques I had devised collapsed due to such basic technology.
The ‘disruption’ and ‘interference’ series, which cause the opponent’s mana to flow backwards or damage their spells, were considered high-level techniques due to their high skill level.
However, the usage of the ‘support series’ that adapts to the opponent’s mana is much simpler.
Unlike the disruption series, which requires you to read the flow of mana and dismantle the opponent's spells in a short period of time, the support series simply adds new strings and melodies to a spell with an output set to 10 to enhance its power.
Because the barrier reinforced by "Ed" was absorbing the air inside the sealed space, it was attacking me instead.
“What do you think, Rohan?”
“I agree with Professor Grace. It’s so easily destroyed… I guess it’s hard to even call it a spell.”
Grace made no gesture in response to my suggestion, but the silence that followed along with her slightly closed eyelids indicated her agreement.
… …Fuck.
Since it has come to this, this also has to start from the beginning again… … .
“So, I made some improvements.”
“Are you saying you already did it?”
As expected, he is a weapon master.
In that short period of time, you were able to simultaneously destroy and repair the spell.
“Yeah. I want Rohan to see it and tell me what he thinks.”
Soon, Grace's aura that had been emitted began to swirl gently.
Up to this point, it was the same as the previous part of Four Seasons/Spring.
But the change started after that.
"ah……."
At first it was a sigh.
That scenery was a regret that I could not express in words.
In the middle of true spring, Grace asked me.
“How is it? Rohan.”
Countless flower petals scattered around her.
Upon closer inspection, I realized that what I had mistaken for flower petals were actually dazzling blue ‘fireworks.’
As I stared at the sight flashing across my retina, I unconsciously answered.
“……You are truly beautiful.”
Youth.

            It was a literal ‘blue spring.’
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We returned to the living room and spent the afternoon engrossed in editing the data.
After reviewing the materials with Grace, we found that there were more than a few areas that needed to be revised.
As she revised and supplemented it, the content became almost completely new.
Finally, I took my hands off the keyboard and rubbed my sore eyes.
“This concludes the editing.”
"great job."
I saved the edited file and glanced around the table we were sitting at.
Around me, there were a considerable number of books on swordsmanship theory lying haphazardly spread out and turned over.
Ah… … I didn’t do this much when I was doing my homework.
It's time that has passed anyway.
The theories I read while revising the supplementary materials were also helpful to me, and it was a useful time considering the next lecture.
Above all,
“Are you hungry?”
I was able to see Grace this close, and for such a long time.
I was just watching blankly, not even realizing that he hadn't answered, when I suddenly opened my mouth.
“I was just about to go out.”
I skipped breakfast and even lunch.
Maybe it was because I was so immersed in the material that I didn't even realize I was hungry.
Then Grace brought the plastic bag she had been holding and placed it in front of me.
All that was in the plastic bag was a sandwich and a carton of lukewarm milk.
“Eat. That’s why you came empty-handed.”
however…….
“……Did you buy only mine?”
There were two people, but only one sandwich and one milk.
Grace didn't know it would take this long either⸺
At that moment, I remembered Grace's 'setting' that I had forgotten. She answered expressionlessly.
“Maybe it’s because it’s morning, but there was only one in the convenience store.”
… … is false.
Grace probably didn't have the money to buy two in the first place.
Alpha rank of the Empire and Weapon Master.
And Grace, who had been serving as the captain of the imperial guard until recently, doesn't have any money?
If you just listen to it, it's right to be suspicious. It's more than just suspicious; it's a clear configuration error.
But once you know the inside story, you can't help but nod your head.
⸺ Grace Euclid, the fact that she donated a large sum of money to war orphans and refugees was hidden… … , Did angels really exist… … .
⸺ Grace Euclid donates 1 billion Rings in scholarships to the Imperial Relief School. “There should be no one who is too poor to learn,” she says, sounding the alarm to the desolate public sentiment of the Empire… … .
⸺ Grace Euclid, donating again… … .
As such, there are more than twenty types of donations that I know of.
Grace lived a life no different from that of a commoner, despite being a noble, because she spent all the money she received as donations.
Come to think of it, I was only drinking plain water at that cafe back then… … .
Anyway, these aspects are the reason Grace is called ‘God’ and the reason why I couldn’t help but love her.
“Please wait a moment.”
“Where? Ah, if it’s a cup, then I…….”
“No. Please wait here, Grace.”
I rolled up my sleeves and entered the kitchen.
I took the pasta out of the previously installed shelf, filled a pot with water, and placed it in the cooker.
I would love to make kimchi fried rice, but this is not South Korea, this is the Habledown Empire.
I don't even have rice to make risotto at home, let alone kimchi.
Bubble bubble⸺
So what I'm making now is spaghetti.
People don't know this, but spaghetti is surprisingly easier to make than ramen.
Just boil the noodles, pour the sauce over them, and lightly fry them in a frying pan with some olive oil.
“Excuse me, could you please clear the table?”
“Huh? Okay.”
While Grace was blankly watching my back, she was cleaning up the messy table, and the spaghetti was steadily being prepared.
“I thought a sandwich might not be enough, so I made spaghetti. As Professor Grace knows, I’m not an ordinary eater.”
I returned to Grace with a plateful of beautifully arranged spaghetti.
Grace watched my actions closely with questioning eyes.
“You cooked mine too?”
“It’s boring to eat alone. Now it’s my turn to ask for something.”
Then he put a fork in Grace's hand.
A leisurely afternoon.
A meal with a loved one.
That's all I ask.
Of course, as an associate professor, it was natural for me to help Grace with her work, but I wanted to compensate for the lost weekend mornings in some way.
Grace didn't say anything, but picked up her fork, wrapped a strand of spaghetti around it, and put it in her mouth.
“How does it taste…?”
While I was nervous and anxious, Grace, whose pupils were slowly dilating, nodded.
“It looks just like what they sell at the store. It’s delicious.”
“I’m glad you liked it.”
Only then did I relax and begin to eat with peace of mind.
We also shared a sandwich that contained two pieces.
The meal was generally quiet.
The only sounds that dominated the room were the clanking of dishes and the sound of my eyes furtively glancing at her face.
Halfway through my meal, Grace put down her fork with the meatballs on it and asked me a question.
“When did you learn to cook?”
“As I lived alone for a long time, I learned it naturally.”
Actually, no.
It's a bit embarrassing to say this myself, but the truth is that I've been refining this spaghetti every now and then, because I wanted to feed it to someone I love again.
Happily, that wish has now come true.
“Rohan.”
“Please speak.”
“You seem to have changed a lot since I last saw you.”
"yes?"
“So I’m happy.”
… … I know that those eyes looking at me are not directed at ‘me’.
“You’ve become more talkative, and sometimes you even laugh a lot. I was always worried that you were becoming more like me… I guess I worried for nothing.”
Even that faint smile that was meant to hide the embarrassment wasn’t directed at ‘me’… … .
But I don't mind.
If I could just keep Grace like this, whoever I am… … .
“If you felt that I had changed, then I must have changed.”
Whatever my fate may be… … .
“But I will always be ‘Rohan’.”
That kind of thing didn't matter.
* * *
Grace, who was getting ready to leave, turned to me as I was seeing her off.
“Rohan. Can I ask you one more thing?”
As I was putting on my coat, I stopped in my tracks at those words.
“I have a dinner appointment with Lord Riepenstein tomorrow, and I would like to have you accompany me there as my attendant.”
The moment I heard that name, I couldn't think of anything.
‘Riepenstein’.
The true ‘main character’ of this story that I was once obsessed with, and the ‘nim’ of Grace that I must face someday.
Michael Riepenstein is currently a professor of magical defense at Springwind University.
The reason I haven't encountered Michael until now is because I've been deliberately avoiding the paths he often takes.
I came to my senses when I heard Grace's voice.
“Rohan?”
“I’m sorry. I was just thinking about my schedule for a moment.”
“If it’s difficult, you can refuse. Rohan is no longer my subordinate.”
“No. I, Rohan, will faithfully fulfill my duty as Professor Grace’s attendant.”
As I was about to take a stand and bow, Grace tried to stop me.
“That’s not what I meant. I just wanted to invite Rohan to dinner, you know.”
“However, it is against the morality of a knight to abandon his duty.”
“This side of you is still the same.”
There's nothing I can do.
The moment Grace meets Michael, she cannot let her guard down for even a moment because she does not know how her fate will change.
And this development is, fortunately, the ‘development’ that I know.
The incident that made Grace, who had reunited with Michael after a long time, recall the icy coldness he had once again treated her.
As I recall, tomorrow's dinner is the one Grace barely managed to get Michael to agree to after clinging to him for work-related reasons.
… … But Michael doesn’t even look at Grace or say hello to her there.
There was only one reason Michael attended.
The purpose is to directly receive a ‘broken engagement’ from Grace.
Then, do I have to stop even the broken engagement?
“Professor Grace.”
Before that, there's something I'd like to ask.
“What kind of person is Mr. Riepenstein?”
Grace, I couldn't bring myself to ask you what Michael was like. I couldn't ask.
Grace couldn't answer right away, perhaps because my question was embarrassing.
As the silence grew longer, negative emotions began to build up, like fingernails digging into the palm of one's hand.
She answered within a moment.
“He may be authoritative and cold-hearted, but he actually cares about his people more than anyone else.”
Of course. He is the ‘main character’.
“And there’s a detailed side to it. Long ago, you always responded with a smile. A very long time ago…….”
That's why you are 'set up' to love Riepenstein. Because he is the 'main character'.
“I trust that Lord Riepenstein will protect this empire. Enough so that I can rest assured even if I die suddenly.”
okay.
He is the main character.
Compared to that, I am nothing more than ‘Character 344’, someone with no importance who could disappear at any time.
Then I became greedy.
And I also had a question.
… … What would happen if I were the main character in this story?
* * *
That question occurred to me shortly after I opened my eyes to this world.
‘Why did I possess Rohan and not Michael Riepenstein?’
If I had been Michael from the beginning, I could have set Grace's fate straight.
Grace could have just had the 'glance' and 'one word' she wanted, without any hurt feelings.
Was it a trick of the writer to send me here?
Are you going to throw me into this world and watch me struggle?
That doesn't mean I regret leaving a bunch of curses in the comments.
Rather, it is good.
Because I told the writer everything I wanted to say back then.
But it still remains a question.
Why am I not Michael, the main character?
“This way, Rohan.”
As I was walking, lost in thought, I soon arrived at the restaurant I had promised to meet with Grace.
I approached Grace, who shyly raised her hand.
“I didn’t know you’d arrived already. If you had told me in advance, you would have come earlier—”
“Just because the weather is nice.”
At those words, I followed Grace's gaze and looked up at the sky.
The sky turning blue at dusk.
A warm breeze blows down there.
The weather was really ‘nice.’
Also, in order to erase any ‘expectations’, I decided to believe that.
“…….”
Then I stole a glance at Grace's profile.
My Grace was just as dazzlingly beautiful today.
What are you thinking about?
As always, I wish I could read your inner thoughts, like reading a novel… … .
Boohoo!
Meanwhile, a luxurious limousine stopped in front of the restaurant.
Grace and I hurried downstairs and watched the driver open the back door.
Damn it.
The door opened and what appeared inside was the ‘description’ I had read countless times.
Grace's smile flashed like the lights of a busy street.
Another person who followed in ‘his’ footsteps, Ariel Riepenstein.
It was as if every description was written for him, as if everything in the world was moving around him.
“…….”
Michael Riepenstein frowns at us.

            Finally, this was the moment when the ‘real’ protagonist was written on this page.
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I have never been the main character in my life.
When I was in elementary school, I couldn't even go on school trips with my classmates because I still couldn't control my bladder.
Because I was a bit lacking in middle and high school, my grades were always at the bottom, and my personality was introverted, which did not match my size, so I did not have many friends.
In this way, the description of me has always been that of a ‘supporting role.’
It was the ‘background’ for those who shine even when they are still, and the ‘lighting’ that made them shine even more.
And that didn't change even as I became an adult.
Rather, the society that we faced without the barrier of being minors was a world that was created even more thoroughly for the ‘main characters.’
“It’s been a while, Rohan. You seem to have grown a lot since I last saw you.”
That's how I felt right now.
Once again, I felt like I was faced with that reality.
"and……."
Michael's gaze, which was facing me, lingered on Grace for a moment.
But soon Michael passed by Grace without saying a word to her.
… … You fucking bastard.
“Lord Riepenstein.”
“Why, Rohan? It’s almost time for your appointment. It’s not too late to talk once you get inside.”
“No. You haven’t said hello to Euclid yet.”
“What?”
I won't just read this 'page' any longer.
Even if you ignore Grace in front of me, even if it is beneficial to me, even if it is a ‘development’ that must be done.
I can never sit idly by.
“…….”
Michael looked into my eyes, caressing the ring on his index finger.
It was the moment when I, who had no intention of backing down, was about to speak again.
“……I’m a little jealous that you have a practitioner like this.”
Michael let out a laugh that was hard to tell whether it was mockery or laughter.
His expression, seemingly incredulous, slowly turned towards Grace.
“It’s been a while, Grace Euclid. How is your lord?”
“Your Majesty is in good health as always. How have you been, Mr. Riepenstein?”
“Go in. The evening wind is cold.”
Michael turned around, ignoring Grace's greeting and guiding Ariel affectionately.
The Riepensteins are slowly moving away.
Grace, whose face was pale like a lost Mia, was just moving her lips.
When I saw Grace like that, all kinds of thoughts came to mind.
I was even thinking about just killing Michael and using the bookmark.
But Grace, as if she were used to this, faced me calmly as if nothing had happened… … .
“Let’s go in too.”
“……I will take care of it.”
* * *
Ariel's prediction was accurate.
‘I knew I would meet you, Rohan.’
The moment she saw Rohan standing in front of the restaurant, Ariel could barely suppress her uncontrollable joy.
The moment I heard Michael was going to see Grace, I was sure I would see Rohan.
On the one hand, he felt both happy and uncomfortable seeing Grace next to him as if it were natural.
And that ‘discomfort’ changed into ‘pleasure’ with Michael’s attitude towards his fiancée Grace.
“Lord Riepenstein.”
“…….”
“I heard before that you were nominated for the ‘Merlin of the Year’ award. If you win this time, it will be your 10th consecutive year, so I’m very happy.”
“I’m eating.”
Michael's characteristically sharp voice cut off Grace's words.
however.
“Chatting while eating can whet your appetite. Mr. Riepenstein, this is not a funeral.”
"……funeral service?"
The moment Michael's eyebrows furrowed, Rohan turned his gaze to Ariel as if he had been waiting for this moment.
“What do you think, my lady?”
“Yes, yes? Are you talking about me?”
Ariel was so surprised by the sudden call that she almost dropped her knife.
“I… I think the same way. You can savor food, and conversation is the best seasoning.”
Rohan, who received an answer from Ariel, looked at Michael with an expression that said, “Is that what your brother is like too?”
At that moment, Michael wanted to kick the seat and run away, but he couldn't get angry at Ariel who was watching him.
Michael ground his teeth inwardly.
‘That’s not like you, Rohan. You seem to have changed a lot.’
Every time Grace spoke to Michael, Michael ignored her.
Then, as expected, Rohan's mouth opened.
Those words were all concise and direct, and it made me angry to hear them, but at first glance, they all made sense, so I couldn't raise my voice rashly.
What was even stranger was that Ariel kept nodding to Rohan's words.
As if he were on my side.
‘I can’t believe I’m being swayed by such a trivial thing… … .’
This situation has been repeating itself like a hamster wheel since the moment I sat down.
‘I came here to break off the engagement. Just think about that.’
Michael, who had regained his composure, wiped his mouth with a napkin and looked at Grace.
“I heard that he personally stepped down from his position as captain of the imperial guard.”
“Yes. I stepped down because I felt there were still many people in the empire who desperately needed my help.”
Only then did Grace smile brightly at Michael's gaze directed at her.
But that joy didn't last long.
“Do you really think that position can be of help to the people?”
"yes……?"
“Judging by your reaction, it looks like you were sincere.”
In that moment, the atmosphere quickly froze.
Ariel, who was watching, also became tense as she saw Michael calmly continuing to speak with a noble look in his eyes.
“You still only bring me disappointment.”
The moment Rohan opened his mouth to speak, seeing a strange sadness on Grace's face, Grace grabbed Rohan's wrist.
'miss……?'
Rohan was taken aback by Grace's restraint.
As if telling me not to, as if he wanted to hear that story.
Seeing that, Rohan decided to endure it for a while longer.
Meanwhile, Michael turned his head again and looked at himself reflected in the window.
“Three years later, I will be taking office as the director of the Imperial Magical Technology Bureau. I have also spoken with the current chairman, Schwein Havgeir. I believe you are aware of what this means.”
Despite the conversation she so desperately wanted, Grace remained silent.
As Michael had said, Grace realized the meaning the moment she heard those words.
‘Does that mean I can never… … reach Michael… ?’
It is no exaggeration to say that the ‘Imperial Magical Technology Bureau’ is the workplace that every magician dreams of, and is an organization directly under the imperial family.
And belonging there was no different from becoming ‘the Emperor’s property.’
“If that happens, then according to the laws of the Empire, I, Michael Riepenstein, will become property of the Imperial House of Historia, not of the Riepenstein family. You should know better than that.”
Becoming the Emperor's property.
That means you'll get access to countless privileges that ordinary people wouldn't even dare to imagine.
But on the other hand, there were also responsibilities that came with it, that is, ‘restrictions.’
Michael uses one of those restrictions as an excuse,
“A man belonging to the Imperial Family cannot marry anyone without the Emperor’s permission. Therefore, I hereby notify you of my ‘broken engagement.’”
He was forcing a breakup with Grace.
“This is the last consideration I can give you.”
If the Riepenstein family unilaterally breaks off the marriage, the Euclid family will not suffer any significant damage and will even maintain its reputation.
That's why Michael said 'consideration'.
However, consideration is a privilege that only the “strong” can exercise toward the “weak.”
The fact that Michael took on all the risks meant that his family was strong, and that he had the upper hand over Grace.
“Please, as your reputation suggests, forgive me generously.”
“Michael.”
Grace, who called his name, was silent for a while.
Maybe I just wanted to stop this ridiculous reality.
But reality is as clear and unwavering as Michael's eyes.
“If I were to hold you… would you refuse that position?”
“It is for the greater good. So I reject your rejection.”
“Then, what should I do so that you don’t leave?”
Michael's eyes closed.
He also had fond memories of his time with Grace.
“……You used to ask me how to do this before.”
It was now a diluted memory, but it was a past that I didn't want to throw away, just like everything else is a memory.
however.
‘The Grace Euclid I knew no longer exists.’
In Michael's heart, the past Grace,
‘… … What is before my eyes now is nothing but a puppet of the empire.’
He was already dead.
“But this time, there is no way.”
Then Rohan stood up from his seat.
“Lord Riepenstein, I have something to tell you.”
It was no longer the limit.
* * *
Hwaruk⸺
A spark from Michael's fingertips lit a cigarette.
Sitting in the terrace room, he gazed at the city night view beyond the railing.
“It’s hard to believe that just a few years ago, that place was on fire.”
Michael Riepenstein is also a hero who fought in the last Great War.
Compared to Grace, his achievements are shabby, but it is true that he also achieved great things.
“I’m the same way. If it weren’t for the defensive techniques designed by Lord Riepenstein, this place would have been in ruins like other regions, busy rebuilding the city.”
“That’s too much flattery. Yes, Rohan. What did you want to say to me?”
Michael looking back at me.
I, who had been watching from a distance, brought up the words I had been holding back for a while.
“Why are you rejecting Grace?”
“It’s simple. Because I never loved her.”
My hands felt strong.
It was a ‘line’ I already knew.
So I got even more excited.
“Was that the only reason?”
So much so that I wanted to draw my sword right now and spread Michael's flesh across the night sky.
“Yes. My relationship with Euclid is connected by family. There was no time to refuse. We never had a choice from the beginning.”
“Then why does Grace love you……?”
“Well, I guess that means it’s a light love.”
Kwak⸺
I clenched my fist until my bones cracked.
Light love?
No, Grace's love for you is never light.
You wouldn't know.
The moment you raise your head and face the truth, how heavy the weight will be that you will have to bear.
And how painful it must be for Grace, who is bearing that weight alone.
Grace, the lady, she.
I died hoping for you until the very end.
That too, sadly, blaming myself for not being you, and loving you even in the last moment of my life.
"'just…….'"
In the pages that emerged, I said:
“Then let me ask you one more thing.”
“It’s strange. The Rohan I know is far from chatty.”
“May I take the young lady away from Lord Riepenstein?”
“……What?”
“‘Please look back at me… … .’”
“The lady’s gaze.”
"'Please call my name... ...'"
“A word from the young lady.”
"'... ... I hoped.'"
“I asked if I could have it all.”
“…….”

            I won't live as a supporting actor anymore.
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I know Grace's heart.
It's cruel and hopeless that there are things you want but can't have, and that they take up a large part of your life.
“I won’t let you be unhappy, young lady.”
That's why I will give it my all from now on.
I will give it my all and get what I want.
Just like when I was a child, I would rush in without knowing anything.
“I had guessed your feelings for her a long time ago, Rohan.”
Michael put out his cigarette in the ashtray and sank deep into the back of the chair.
“If it weren’t for her, you’d be dead already.”
……okay.
Maybe that's why.
“But don’t confuse grace with compassion. Your feelings are reciprocated, and she’s just using them.”
“Use… Does Mr. Riepenstein know his own mind well?”
“I am the one who knows myself best. So my heart also…….”
“Then why does it seem to me that Lord Riepenstein still has feelings for you?”
Only then did Michael look at me.
There was a bitter murderous intent in his gaze.
I continued.
“If you really didn’t care about Miss Grace, you wouldn’t be here.”
“I came here to inform you that we have broken off our engagement.”
“Aren’t you here because you’re worried about the young lady?”
“…….”
[Your “understanding” of ‘Michael Riepenstein’ increases.]
Michael got up from his seat and came towards me.
His face felt like a cold wall of ice.
A sense of oppression that makes you feel like you're frozen the moment you touch, and like you'll shatter into pieces the moment you collide.
Seeing this momentum, it seems that the main character is indeed the main character.
And Grace was always facing this wall alone.
“Say it again.”
“The reason he avoids your gaze and refuses to talk to you is because Lord Riepenstein is trying not to hate you anymore.”
Michael Riepenstein, he is the protagonist of this world.
There is a definition, a purpose, and a "setting" and a "narrative" that follow.
Michael has a sociopathic side, as he will push forward without regard for consequences to achieve his goals, but he always protects his people along the way.
His definition is ‘protection of the world’ and his goal is ‘happiness for the lost.’
Now Grace is one of the things he has ‘lost’.
But even though they wanted to get it back, their definitions of justice were subtly out of sync.
Grace Euclid's mission was "the survival of the empire," while Michael Riepenstein's mission was "the fall of the empire."
Although they all claim to be ‘people’, the ideologies they desire are very different.
That's why Michael gave up on Grace.
It was harder for Grace to give up her beliefs than it was for Michael to give up everything.
This is the ‘setting’ for Michael to reject Grace and even hate her.
“So you attended a place you didn’t have to attend, and you declared yourself cold-blooded before the young lady suffered from vain hopes.”
[Your “understanding” of ‘Michael Riepenstein’ increases.]
I asked as someone who had been rooting for him until recently.
“Is there anything wrong with what I said?”
No matter how much the plot was revised, these settings would not have changed.
The reason I could be sure of that was because he was a ‘righteous protagonist.’
The next moment, Michael's expression softened.
“Is that all there is to your poor reasoning? I deliberately watched to see how far you would cross the line, and you really are a person who knows how to keep to the line.”
Yeah, if I say 'that' you'll go crazy and go crazy.
The real reason why you took Ariel in as your step-sister.
“You said you would take Euclid away from me? You could have not informed me. So why did you declare war on me?”
“It was to get a definitive answer from Lord Riepenstein. In case he changes his mind.”
“Change of heart… In my opinion, it seems like you guys have changed the most. Don’t you?”
Michael was relaxed.
It was a sense of freedom that came from everything, as if everything I wished for would come true.
Compared to him, I didn't have much free time.
I have to change Grace's fate, or else I and she will die.
But at least now I can be a little more relaxed in front of Michael.
“In my limited experience, if you feel that something has changed, it is usually because you have changed.”
I know all about how to break Michael's composure.
Beyond that, there are ways to bring him down even more brutally than Grace.
“You don’t even want to say a word.”
“You can’t win on the battlefield if you’re used to losing.”
“Great. I commend that attitude. You should praise what is praiseworthy.”
“Thank you for your consideration.”
[Your “understanding” of ‘Michael Riepenstein’ increases dramatically.]
Michael's attitude became more relaxed, and I also felt less tense.
I was worried that I might have to pull out my sword, but thankfully I didn't.
Because I can't beat Michael yet.
At that moment, Michael's voice rang out as he passed by me.
“If you want it, take it.”
When I looked back, I saw his neat and tidy back moving away along with the voice.
That was when.
“If that is possible.”
〔 Development Modification 〕
···[Your fate gets worse.]
* * *
I don't know where it went wrong.
Many memories flashed through my mind, and every moment seemed to be a cause.
What was clear was that Grace also knew that certain choices had come together to create the present.
“Miss Grace.”
While Rohan and Michael were away for a moment, Grace, who had been staring blankly at her plate, raised her head at Ariel's voice.
Ariel held out a handkerchief.
“Please wipe it.”
“……?”
Grace blinked, not knowing what he was saying, and then quickly put her hands to her eyes.
Moisture on the fingertips.
Grace quickly turned her head at the lukewarm, damp sensation.
While she wiped away a tear that had fallen without her knowing, Ariel put away her handkerchief and gently rested her chin on her clasped hands.
“I heard that you were recently appointed as a professor at Springwind’s swordsmanship department. What a coincidence. I also completed my admission to Springwind a few days ago.”
“That’s good news.”
“We’ll be seeing each other often from now on.”
It was the moment when Grace, who had gathered her courage, was about to respond happily.
"⸺we."
Grace, who looked straight at Ariel's face, was momentarily unable to open her mouth.
There was something delicate about that smile.
The corners of the lips are clearly raised.
Unlike him, the eyes were not smiling at all.
Grace felt a burning sensation down her spine as she saw the darkness staring at her through the helpless, relaxed eyes.
‘Why do I have this feeling… … .’
Even Grace, who was called the incarnation of undefeatedness, could not avoid one emotion on the battlefield.
An alien and eerie sensation, as if my whole body was burning.
Its identity was ‘death.’
“As rumored, you are a quiet person. It’s okay. I’m used to silence. Oh, I also dream of becoming a knight. A knight as beautiful and dazzling as Professor Grace.”
That too for a moment.
As Ariel withdrew her smile, the feeling disappeared like a lie.
Grace, who thought it was just a simple mistake, returned to her usual self and answered.
“It will be so. I will also work hard to make it so.”
“I couldn’t attend the last lecture, but I heard that it was great among the students. I heard that the lecture topic was a variation of ‘The Four Seasons.’ Isn’t that your background?”
“I just teach everything I have, otherwise there’s no reason for me to be standing there.”
“Have you ever thought that you might die because of that teaching?”
Ariel straightened her back and slightly adjusted her posture.
Ariel couldn't help but take a picture of Grace's increasingly disheveled face and use it as her own bookmark.
“Grace Euclid.”
Ariel continued, her tone direct and cold.
“Everyone envies the glorious titles that follow that name. I am no exception.”
“…….”
“But you know, how many people’s ‘blood’ is on that title?”
The formula of Grace is painted with the blood of countless people.
‘The greatest weapon master’ and ‘Alpha rank swordsman’.
There are many other titles, but the one with the most blood on it is this one.
“How many lives have been lost to protect this land… Professor. How many people have you killed?”
He was the ‘Legion Commander’ of the 9th Legion of the Habledown Empire.
“……!”
The red that was painted on the name ‘Grace Euclid’ was more terrifying than the sunset that embroidered the mighty Samdocheon River, and darker than the blood staining the battlefield, so everyone bowed their heads at the mere mention of the name.
That is why no one can approach Grace, who is a celebrity, and why she is ‘alone’.
Everyone knows.
That Grace had no choice but to do so in order to protect the Empire and themselves.
Because of that, no one blamed her.
Rather, it was admired and revered.
But like the blood covering her eyes, a part of Grace's heart was filled with unspeakable guilt.
“Do you remember? Do you know what the person you killed looked like, what his name was, and whose ‘family’ he was?”
Ariel bowed her head politely at the voice that had risen without her knowing it.
“……I think I got a little excited. Please forgive me for being immature.”
“You are right.”
Grace's face was expressionless.
On the contrary, blood was flowing out between her hands hidden under the table.
“I killed many people.”
A confession more plain than ever began to pound Ariel's heart.
“Because our lords were different, our goals were different, our beliefs were different, our sense of justice was different, and our countries and races, our ‘worlds in which we live’ were different, we had to kill each other.”
Many faces passed over Grace's eyes.
They were all those who breathed their last under her sword.
Grace saw all of their faces… …
… … I never forgot.
“Beliefs, justice, goals… if those things are different, do we all have to die?”
“Because I had something to protect.”
“For that reason alone you have so many people⸺!”
“I wanted to protect this country, its people, and those I care about.”
Grace closed her eyes.
Then, in the place of the heartbreaking faces, faces with beating hearts began to appear.
All of them were her ‘loved ones’.
That was when.
‘Rohan… …?’
Among the few faces, only Rohan's face stood out clearly.
It was a strange thing.
The last face I always recalled would always be Michael… … .
Then I was confused.
Rohan was definitely a comrade Grace cared about, but he never occupied her heart to this extent.
Before she knew it, a "bud" named Rohan had sprouted in her heart.
Grace, who had just wiped Rohan's face, stood up and walked over to Ariel.
“What are you doing? Sit down! Don’t come any closer……!”
“That doesn’t mean I don’t feel anything towards them. I took what was theirs to protect what was mine. And…….”
In Ariel's eyes, Grace was slowly bending one knee.
Grace bowed her head to Ariel as if swearing her oath, just as she had on the day she first became a knight.
“If you lost something precious because of me, and if you were hurt because of me, please don’t forgive me for all I can say now is ‘I’m sorry.’”
“Stop…stop it.”
“Even if you want to atone, it is not the time yet.”
This wasn't the answer Ariel was hoping for.
So what's the problem?
He died anyway because he was weak.
A bunch of idiots who don't even know their place.
I was hoping for an answer like this.
Then, when you kill Grace according to the contents of the letter.
‘I have to… hate you.’
I thought it would make me feel a little better.
But what came out of Grace's mouth was not just her fame, but rather, it was the sincerity of one person who was so pure and weak that it made her fame known to the public seem shabby.
“So please, from this hell…….”
To Grace, this world was already hell.
“I wish you would allow me to live just a little longer.”

            Then Ariel again became unable to tell what was true.
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                                § Oath (2)
As I entered the private room where we were eating, I followed Michael's gaze as he stopped in silence.
At the end of his gaze, Grace was standing next to Ariel.
At that sight, a feeling of uneasiness crept up the back of my neck.
“Euclidean⸺!”
It was the moment when I shouted urgently.
“The meal is finished, Ariel.”
Michael held out his hand to Ariel as if nothing had happened.
Ariel got up from her seat, approached him, and gently placed her hand on his.
“Yes, my lord.”
“Let’s go back.”
… … Even if we are not related by blood, how can you see how that is the way an older brother treats his younger brother?
His attitude towards Ariel is too excessive to be called aristocratic.
Even excessive is too excessive.
So that even someone who doesn't know the circumstances can easily understand it.
As if, to someone, openly, and proudly.
"Euclid."
Michael, who was about to leave the restaurant without saying goodbye, looked back at Grace.
Grace's gaze, which had been abandoned on the floor, slowly turned to him.
“It’s not my style to go back on my word, but let’s put our engagement on hold for today.”
“Yes? That means…… I understand. Then, goodbye……”
Michael left the restaurant before Grace could even finish greeting him.
“……Please go. Lord Riepenstein.”
After a while, the sound of a limousine pulling away was heard from beyond the open door.
The sound of a receding engine.
Grace, left alone with me, looked like an exhausted soldier after a fierce battle.
Instead of blood and corpses, the floor is filled with only one person's sighs and worries.
Meanwhile, I looked at Grace.
ㅤㅤ【Grace's Fate】
○━━━○━━━━━●
thank god.
There was no change in Grace's fate.
But a lot has changed for Grace.
dump.
Grace sat down where Ariel had been sitting, her arms hanging down under the armrests and looking at me.
When I saw that sight, a lukewarm feeling welled up from the bottom of my heart.
"me……."
In the midst of her voice, which was trembling imperfectly, I clenched my fist behind my back as if it would break.
“……I’m hungry, Rohan.”
The sadness that must be watched.
Anger that can do nothing.
That too, today is the last day.
* * *
Michael's face reflected in the train as the sparkling night view passes by.
Michael, who was facing it, actually couldn't see anything.
‘Rohan.’
The Rohan Michael knew was not originally like that.
He was always honest and loyal, a knight who silently carried out his work in Grace's shadow.
Michael liked Rohan like that. He was the most worthy of the title of knight.
That's why I had Rohan in mind as one of the people who would be needed to carry out the 'Great cause' someday.
-I asked if I could have it all.
But today, the story is different.
‘I cannot remain silent now that you have revealed that you have feelings for Euclid.’
It’s not because of some shallow greed like, ‘It’s a shame to give Grace to someone else, but I don’t want to keep it for myself.’
‘One day, Grace will become my greatest enemy. At that moment, you will follow her and point your sword at me.’
After the Great War of Inma, there are only about 200 geniuses called ‘Sword Masters’ in the Empire.
Even if you look at the continent, not just the empire, there are at most 500 people. Of course, there are many people who live without showing their power, but those people are out of the question.
‘If you lose not only your power but also turn into an enemy, it will certainly cause problems in your future plans and make it difficult to predict the future.’
Among them, Rohan was one of the closest beings to the ‘Weapon Master’, belonging to the upper ranks.
It would be a mistake to turn such a being into an enemy, and Michael was not the type of person to enjoy making mistakes.
‘Before that, I have to tear you apart.’
So Michael put off the breakup.
Even though he had the power to crush a Gamma-level power like Rohan in an instant.
‘Today I will give you a break. It takes greater power to destroy great power, but it is mercy to destroy those weaker than you.’
The cause he cherishes is far-reaching.
Perhaps time was meaningless in a difficult situation that could never be achieved no matter how much you chased after it.
Furthermore, it is a goal that can never be achieved by being swayed by personal emotions and acting short-sightedly, blinded by immediate interests.
-I won't let you be unhappy, young lady.
At times like these, we must be more objective and careful in our judgment.
Michael Riepenstein, he was such a person.
‘Is that your goal…?’
Michael pondered Rohan's words. A splendid view of the city, forgotten of its war history, was reflected in his eyes.
‘… … How shabby.’
It was shabby compared to anything else.
Rohan, his hope was so insignificant compared to the power he possessed.
Perhaps because of that, Michael still found Rohan's presence even more splendid.
‘But you are still valuable. When you achieve a goal, another goal appears. Above all… … .’
Michael looked at his sword sitting next to him.
Ariel felt his gaze and turned her head.
‘… … You are absolutely necessary for my “sword” that may yet break.’
Michael, who had soon pushed the thought away, asked softly.
“Did you enjoy your meal?”
“Thanks to you, I was happy to be able to eat delicious food.”
It was the complete opposite of the way he had treated Grace at the restaurant, to the point where he felt like a different person.
“Well then, that’s good. But⸺”
Michael stared at Ariel's features, which were more gloomy than usual.
“⸺What did you talk about with Euclid? I’ve never seen such a troubled face before.”
“…….”
Ariel was silent.
While Michael was thinking about Rohan, Ariel was also thinking about Grace's words.
Ariel believed that there was no truth for her in this world.
That is why Michael's kindness to him was also unbelievable.
Michael, Ariel also knew that he had welcomed her into the Riepenstein family in order to use her.
“Mr. Euclid was a professor at our school’s fencing department. That’s why I asked him to take good care of me.”
“How did she respond?”
Then Ariel smiled falsely, as truthfully as possible.
“He answered that he would give it his all and work hard.”
“I see. Then I feel relieved.”
That ended the conversation.
After a while, the chauffeur was checking the limousine's magic power that was almost gone.
Ariel carefully picked up the conversation that had been interrupted.
“My lord, I have something to ask you.”
“Ask comfortably.”
“Why are you trying to break your engagement with Euclid? Wasn’t that a very old… promise between just the two of you?”
Ariel couldn't help but be cautious.
For Michael, engagement was a very sensitive topic, to the point where he frowned the moment he heard it.
But now Michael had neither anger nor regret.
“Because she is too much of a burden for me to protect.”
And then he stared at Ariel for a long time.
* * *
Chiik-
I sat down on the bench next to Grace and handed her a can of beer I had just opened.
“Here it is.”
“Thank you. I’ll enjoy it.”
But Grace just held the can of beer with both hands and didn't bring it to her mouth.
Grace doesn't normally drink alcohol.
It's not that I can't drink, but I put a lot of restrictions on myself to keep my mind clear.
It's a kind of self-management.
The fact that Grace, who used to be like that, is drinking now… … means that it must mean that she is having a hard time keeping her eyes open.
“Is this really okay?”
“This is enough.”
This is the second time you asked.
Grace, who told me she was hungry, wanted a convenience store sandwich and beer instead of restaurant food.
Just now you really looked like you had starved for several days… … .
“How did you… persuade Lord Riepenstein?”
A lake where only moonlight ripples.
I answered before Grace's voice sank into the sleep.
“It’s his decision. I didn’t persuade him.”
"……okay."
I can never tell Michael that I told him I wanted Grace.
At that time, I just hated that Grace was being ignored.
Looking at Grace, who couldn't say anything, I thought that it would be better for me to have it.
You won't be able to change your fate if you just sit back and watch your misfortune unfold.
“I don't like it.”
"……uh?"
“The fact that the professor was ignored, that it hurt because of that, and yet he kept going until he reached it, all of that…….”
Now that I think about it, I'm like, "Oh no."
It's like I'm confessing that I like Grace!
“What I mean is, it’s strange to see Lady Grace, who was once my superior, struggling with someone like that, and it’s a far cry from the way she used to sweep the battlefield. Lady Grace was originally a strong person……”
… … Stop talking nonsense!
Let's calm down first. Calm down and… … .
“⸺Put!”
… … It was a description that was not written on any page.
“I just realized that Rohan is such a fun person.”
Under the pouring moonlight.
A bright smile was spreading.
“Yes. Rohan is right. For some reason, whenever I stand in front of him, my lips won’t move, and my eyes become blurry and I can’t see anything.”
That's me.
I, too, am always the same when I look at you.
“I know that Lord Riepenstein hates me. And that’s why. But I believed that one day, he would understand my choice.”
Eyes, voice, scent.
My old feelings were coming back to me about everything about her.
“But it wasn’t like that. One day, two days, eight years have passed, and yet his heart hasn’t changed. Just like back then, he’s pushing me far, far away.”
The one emotion that I had suppressed until now, and now it has overflowed.
……solitude.
That feeling spread everywhere Grace's eyes landed.
“But I can’t give up. As much as I don’t want to give up on him, I want to protect this empire.”
I was just listening to the voice pouring out from my heavy heart.
I had to listen.
There is no part of me that gets mixed up in the emotions she sings.
“Rohan.”
The call sent shivers down my spine.
The emotions that had already overflowed began to overflow again, even in that space.
The reality we tried so hard to ignore came to mind along with those emotions.
“Why didn’t you leave my side? Was it because of the oath you made to me? Answer me.”
Those words were bitter.
It was said to ‘Rohan’, but at the same time it was said to ‘me’.
Then I couldn't breathe.
For me, this answer is more difficult than saying "I love you."
“For a knight, an oath is like his life.”
My whole body trembled at the sound of my voice resonating from deep within my chest.
But the moment I opened my mouth, I couldn't stop.
Couldn't stop.
“So, I will stay by your side forever.”

            This is my oath.
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                                § Interference (1)
I raise my head as dawn seeps into the room.
Only then do I realize that morning has come.
“That’s it for now.”
I put down my pen and closed the notebook spread out in front of me.
The note contained information written in code that only I could understand.
All of this was information related to this world.
“The most recent event that will take place is the auction that will take place in ‘Anabada’ in 5 days…….”
… … Here, I have to buy a ‘candy ring’.
To be exact, you have to intercept the ring from Michael.
You might be wondering why I suddenly intercepted the ‘Candy Ring’ from ‘Anabada’, but these are all codes I created.
‘Anabada’ is the ‘Imperial Auction’, and ‘Candy Ring’ is the ‘Horizon Pendant’.
I changed the name so that only I can understand it in this way to prevent accidents in which someone else might read this note.
My memory is finite.
There are limits, and they are evaporating even at this very moment.
So, even if not all, all incidents related to Michael must be recorded without exception.
To bring him down and make Grace mine.
“The pendant. It must not fall into Michael’s hands.”
The Horizon Pendant, as its name suggests, is a pendant from the Horizon family.
However, the Horizon family is a renowned ‘magic engineering family’ in the empire.
This world does not use electricity.
Moreover, there is not even an energy source called coal or oil.
Instead, there exists an ‘Aether Stone’, commonly called the God Stone, which contains mana.
Aether Stones are stones found in caves or stratums rich in mana, and are a type of natural battery that are created by absorbing mana over a long period of time.
And all magic engineering is based on ether stones.
That's why the energy used in the smartphone I use and the fluorescent lights are all powered by the mana of this ether stone.
Anyway, the pendant is a "magic weapon" that Luna Horizon, known as the top among magic engineers, put her heart and soul into creating to protect her family.
You may ask what kind of weapon that pendant is.
The pendant has the power to turn the wearer into a "weapon".
“Perhaps the most powerful weapon in the Empire. It shouldn’t be hanging around Ariel’s neck.”
Although Michael is the one who buys the pendant, he gives it to Ariel.
If that happens, Grace will lose her left arm again.
Although temporary, its power is threatening even to opponents who are Weapon Masters.
“……Was that your intention from the beginning?”
Looking back, I realized that the author had intended from the beginning to have Ariel cut off Grace's arm.
That means it was planned from the planning stage.
Oh, that damn Shinseon… … .
Ding- dong-
My body reacted immediately to the sound of the doorbell.
Is it Grace?
What's going on, it's not even the weekend?
Ding— dong—!
I stood in front of the mirror and straightened my collar.
Then I ran to the front door and opened it.
“Welcome……Ellis.”
“Oh, you’re so damn late. What’s with that expression? Why do you look so disappointed as soon as you see me?”
“……No. More importantly, why did you come here? And this early in the morning?”
As I opened the door with an excited heart, a blouse fluttered before my eyes.
Ellie's gaze, as she stood there holding her backpack, changed to one of suspicion.
“Why, are you hiding a woman?”
“If that is true, I will bite the sword.”
“You don’t have to go that far to commit suicide. Don’t make a fuss for nothing. Then can I go in?”
Ellie pushed me away and came inside before I could answer.
If that was the case, then why did you ask?
In the slightly strong scent of roses, I returned to the living room, putting away Ellie's carelessly placed shoes.
Ellie, who was still looking around the house with her backpack on, approached the stand and said.
“The house is as cozy as it looks from the outside. It’s clean for a single man to live in. Where did you get this stand? Online? Or from a workshop? The design is nice.”
“It’s been so long that I can’t remember, but it’s probably the Habledown Workshop in Crescent. And the space you live in is like your heart. So keep it clean, or really, why did you come here?”
I almost got caught up in Ellie's mood.
When I came to my senses and asked again, Ellie walked over and sat down on the sofa.
“I have a favor to ask.”
Another favor?
I wish it had been Grace's request.
“Grace’s lecture last time. Could you give me a summary of that?”
“Really how”
“If you say you’re foolish again, you’ll die.”
“…….”
Ellie, who was buried deep in the sofa, tilted her head up and looked up at me.
“I tried to buy from other girls, but there has to be someone who sells them. After all, they are the only ones who think they are good and important. Ah, those mean girls.”
There really is no solution, but I can't hate him because his appearance is so honest and unadorned.
If Grace is a sweet and soft marshmallow, this guy is just like a hot candy with a Scoville rating of 10,000.
It's the kind of candy that's so spicy you want to spit it out, but you keep holding it in your mouth.
“I don’t have a summary either. So I should have taken the class regularly.”
“No, just once. No, just once. A three-line summary is fine too!”
“Do I have to tell you twice before you understand?”
“Hey~~ Seriously! Make dad’s number appear on Rohan’s phone?”
“I’ll only tell you this once, so write it down carefully.”
The moment Ellie says a word to Dennis, he'll start to get annoyed for no reason.
Above all, I had been asked to do this before, and I also wanted to somehow help Ellie graduate from Springwind.
I cleared my throat and summarized only the main points of the last lecture.
“Oh, wait a minute. Okay. Go ahead.”
As I was wondering what she was doing, I saw Ellie taking out her smartphone and recording what I was saying.
Anyway, this part is crisp.
“……That’s it.”
“Crazy… You learned Grace’s four seasons without me? All of them?”
“There are some revisions to the Four Seasons and Spring, so I will re-teach them in the next lecture after supplementing those parts. It’s not too late, so please make sure to attend, Ellis. You need to earn credits, right?”
“Really? Thank goodness! Ah, I can live a little now. ……But how long are you going to be polite to me?”
I was heading to the kitchen because I was thirsty, so I stopped for a moment and looked back at Ellie.
In Ellie's case, the development has been revised and there have been some changes.
As I said before, Ellie should have been respectful to me as well.
“Strictly speaking, Rohan is now my teacher, right? But isn’t it a bit strange for a teacher to be respectful to a student?”
“That’s because they respect their students. And they’re all adults now.”
“But it’s still too stiff. Rohan, let’s be honest, we’ve known each other for years. Isn’t it time we could just be friends and talk when we’re alone?”
“……I was waiting for you to say that.”
Honestly, I felt like Ellie was a friend, not a lover or disciple.
It was partly because Ellie was so friendly, but also because I secretly thought it would be nice to have a friend like that when I was reading her.
“Then I’ll let it go when we’re alone. We have to separate the work.”
“I don’t care. Whatever you want, Rohan. I’m comfortable now. It was a bit burdensome for me to have someone like my older brother always ask ‘Yes’ or ‘Did you do it?’ whenever he did something.”
Whenever someone spoke to Ellie, they would always use polite language.
This was because Dennis, who led the Knights of Eclat, was relatively wealthy.
Because of this, Ellie's name always had to rely on the formal noun 'nim', and it must have been difficult for her, who was cheerful and couldn't stand being stuffy.
At that moment, Ellie, who had been looking at her smartphone, opened her mouth.
“But when are you going to work?”
“Well, it’s about time… What time is it now?”
“Seven o’clock. And fifty-eight minutes.”
Fuck!
If I do this, I'll be arriving at work later than Grace.
Even if you take the train that comes right from here, it will take at least 30 minutes… … .
“Why are you so serious? I brought my car. I’ll give you a ride. You did me a favor. Hehe—”
And then Ellie shakes the remote control key of the new hypercar ‘Inferno’ released this year.
This made me realize anew how important it is to have good friends.
“Just wait. I’ll be right back.”
“I’m going out. Do you need anything?”
“Second compartment of the fridge!”
I hurried to my room and changed my clothes.
I returned back to the living room and looked at Ellie for a while, feeling a bit anxious.
“……Ellie.”
“Oh, so now you’re totally calling me by my nickname? Okay.”
“I changed my mind.”
"huh?"
“I don’t need a car. Instead, I have another favor to ask.”
The owner of the pendant has just been decided.
* * *
"Horizon Pendant"
The world also called the pendant "Luna's masterpiece."
132 years ago.
The result of combining the soul of a master craftsman with the highest grade ether stone, rare even on the continent, was the birth of a bizarre treasure that would never be seen again in the world.
―If you want to protect, I will protect. If you want to kill, I will kill.
Luna Horizon, who completed the pendant, left these words on a page of the Empire's history and disappeared.
That was true.
"Imperial Year 873, Autumn. An incident occurred where the head of the Horizon family went mad and killed his entire clan. The cause was revealed to be a curse embedded in the pendant."
Unfortunately, the thing Luna created to protect her family ended up destroying it.
“A candy ring is an item that amplifies the wearer’s subconscious…….”
If the heart you hold is pure, the power is pure.
On the other hand, if the mind you harbor is evil, then it also becomes evil.
That's why the next head of the Horizon family, who had been harboring wrong intentions, went berserk the moment he inherited the pendant.
So the Horizon family is now gone, but the only remaining trace of them is that pendant.
“And that ring will be exhibited at this year’s Anabada……”
I'm glad I didn't miss that opportunity.
But there was another problem.
“……Can I live?”
The price of the pendant is ridiculously expensive.
The price Michael won in the novel was 30 billion rings.
For reference, one convenience store sandwich costs 600 rings.
That means it's a huge amount of money.
In reality, it's something that Rohan can't even dream of with the money he has.
This morning, I couldn't resist Ellie's insistence and took the Inferno (the ride was amazing) to the annex. When I got to the office, the first thing I did was check my account.
And the confirmation result is.
[ Deposit amount: 13,642,090,050 ℛ ]
About 13.6 billion.
This is all I have.
This was the result of having previously participated in the Great War of Inma and later serving as the Vice-Captain of the Eclat Knights.
Honestly, it's not that much for a war hero.
In fact, knights and magicians who achieved considerable success in the Great War are now living very well thanks to the rewards they received at that time.
As for that superior, that subordinate, I checked the account details and was able to confirm that Rohan had sent donations to several welfare facilities before I met him.
Among them, most of them were facilities like daycare centers.
… … Perhaps, it is because of Rohan’s ‘past’.
At this rate, I'm not even sure whether I should buy a pendant or a chain.
Still, you're better than Grace.
Fortunately, I had some money left over for marriage.
Anyway, that's why the first thing that came to mind was Ellie.
It's about 30 billion won. For the Eclat family, whose account is always full of zeros, it's money that can be spent like gambling on mobile games with just a little bit of determination.
Ellie is that kind of Dennis' daughter.
The question is whether Ellie will accept this ‘shopping’… … .
Tiring—
I checked my smartphone at the sound of a notification.
<Ellie>
: Let's go. I've decided to quit drinking anyway, so I have some free time.
Done!
If it goes like this… … !
<Ellie>
: Instead, if you don't like it, I'll make Rohan my foot scrubber.
What a joke… … .
<Ellie>
: Are you kidding? I'll show you at the royal auction. Look forward to it ^^

            ……okay.
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〔 Probability held: 31 P 〕
Without me knowing, a lot of people gathered here and there.
I think it's probably because I revised the plot again while dealing with Michael, but I was out of my mind for a while and just now confirmed it.
Then I guess I'll go shopping too.
When I called up the "Settings Store", a hazy interface appeared before my eyes.
The only five items I can purchase are the "Setting Shop Enhancement" which costs 500P.
Among them, "Growth" has already been purchased, so there are four left.
I'd like to level up the setups I've already purchased, but it might help to have multiple setups for now.
“I understand that too… This is an exception for now.”
It is not yet the time when “understanding” is urgently needed.
I don't even fully understand what this setting does to me, and more importantly.
"Understanding" ⸺ Michael Riepenstein
✵Current understanding: 5.3%
Even though my understanding of Michael had greatly increased, there was no change.
There is no feeling of memories coming back to me, like when my understanding of ‘Rohan’ increased, or of becoming more familiar with it.
If we were to guess, it would mean that understanding others works slightly differently... ...but let's pass for now.
So what's left is this.
"Add bookmark"
"Sixth Sense"
"Status Window"
These are the three.
Let's take a look at them one by one.
"Add bookmark".
This is really ambiguous.
It would be nice to have more spare slots (a kind of save point), but I don't feel the need for them yet.
Last Sunday, I wanted to believe that it was proof that I was doing well so far.
‘My fate’ has worsened.
It was my first time experiencing this.
And one thing I learned.
‘Like Grace, my fate could also worsen.’
No matter how you think about it, this is not a good change.
however.
I have no intention of struggling, tied down by my fate.
My goal is one.
… … Grace Euclid's Salvation.
It is my destiny to save her.
So even if my fate worsens, if her fate turns brighter, can we call it a ‘worsening’?
Maybe I'm just taking it too lightly.
It may seem like I am living everything for Grace alone, completely excluding the existence of ‘me’.
But if I had been a person who would be swayed by such thoughts, I would not have tried to change Grace's fate, nor would I have lived until now.
My selfishness is one.
Grace's happiness.
That's all.
… … I guess I was also upset because my thoughts were getting longer. Well, that’s only natural since my life was at stake.
Anyway, the conclusion is, ‘there is no need to add bookmarks yet.’
So let's put this setting on the back burner.
Next up is "The Sixth Sense".
A rough explanation of this setting would be something like ‘opening your sixth sense and detecting things you normally cannot feel.’
You will also be able to see your destiny accurately.
Even if I could see Grace's fate visualized, it would only be to the extent of estimating the change, and I would not be able to see my own fate, or that of anyone else, except her.
It's a bother to know the fate of many people.
But if it contains the information I need, it's a setting worth paying the odds for.
Above all, it would be great if you could sense dangers that you normally couldn't feel.
The problem is that, like "Growth", you have to buy it to know for sure.
Now finally, the “Status Window”… … .
… … After living in this world for so long, I have come to the conclusion that this setting is a must-buy.
It's called a status window, but you can also use it as a combat power meter.
I get to figure out whether or not I can currently defeat Michael, and how much of a threat Ariel is to Grace.
Because I can see everything.
Because I get to know how strong my opponent is and how weak I am, all in objective numbers.
One day I, no, we, must point our swords at the Riepensteins.
Their goal is the fall of the Empire, and even more so, the death of Grace.
If you use the status window, you will be able to predict the timing.
That was the moment when I had made all the decisions and was about to purchase the settings.
[There is not enough “probability” to purchase “Settings: Status Window”.]
No, this kind of seed?
[ The cost of this setting is ‘50P’ . ]
You didn't think of this?
Wasn't it all the same as growth, 25P?
what.
So does that mean there is something called ‘level’ in the settings?
This leaves only one thing.
Conversely, the options are divided into two.
Should I buy the Sixth Sense now or gather more probability… … .
[Pay ‘25P’.]
… … I’ve been worrying this much, but I can’t stand it anymore.
It's not like I need that timing right now.
〔 Added setting: "Sixth Sense" 〕
It didn't feel like much had changed since the first settings were added.
There are no dramatic changes, such as your whole body feeling tingly or feeling things you couldn't feel before.
But that doesn't mean it's embarrassing or vain.
I've already learned one thing from the setting called "Growth".
All settings are ‘active’.
I was sitting in my office and looked back at Grace.
“If we explain this ritual with this theory…….”
Grace is engrossed in her research materials.
I used the setting while looking at her pictorial-like appearance.
〔「Sixth Sense Lv.1」Activation〕
The moment the message came to mind, the scenery I was looking at seemed different.
An office no different from usual.
But everything was emitting a colorful aura.
And her fate lay at the center of a kaleidoscope painted in vivid colors.
ㅤㅤㅤㅤ【Grace's Fate⸺Page 17】
『Survival』 《━━━╋━━○━━━━╋━━━》 『Death』
ㅤㅤㅤㅤ "The turning point" ㅤㅤㅤㅤ "The turning point"
Oh… … That’s what it meant.
It's definitely clearer than before.
Moreover, the so-called "turning point" was also revealed.
It seems like a turning point in the story.
I guess that means it's an important point.
“Rohan.”
At that moment, he comes to his senses at the sound of Grace's voice.
If I look closely, I always come to my senses at the sound of her voice.
"yes?"
“Because it looks like you have something to say.”
“No. Well… I had something I wanted to ask, but I quickly forgot.”
“Okay. If you remember again, tell me. Be sure to tell me.”
“Thank you.”
I got caught.
I forgot that I was actually staring at Grace while thinking about using the settings.
I turned my body towards my desk as naturally as possible, but my pounding heart and flushed face did not calm down at all.
That was when.
“…….”
My face was reflected in the small mirror on the desk.
ㅤㅤㅤㅤ【Your Destiny⸺Page 17】
With my destiny.
* * *
We lectured on the supplemented content again and studied the theory accordingly.
Grace became more and more absorbed in her work.
I often glanced at her as if she was trying hard to forget something.
In the meantime, weekdays passed by in an instant.
Boohoo!
Finally, the day of the imperial auction.
"arrive!"
The Inferno carrying Ellie and me entered a street where it seemed like a festival would begin at any moment.
There was quite a crowd of people outside the car window.
The expressions of those enjoying a fresh weekend morning to their heart's content are all peaceful and gentle, like those of herbivores.
That freedom comes not from the heart, but from the bank account.
Blean Woods, the wealthiest and most glamorous street in the islands.
But on the contrary, the poor are a sanctuary for the bourgeoisie that can never be invaded.
“What would be good for brunch~?”
Ellie, who had been driving cautiously to avoid people, looked around the windshield to find a restaurant.
I answered firmly.
“There’s no time to eat. The auction starts in 30 minutes. You have to get there 10 minutes early to complete the ID check.”
“What? The basic auction time is 3 hours. What are you going to do about my hunger during that time?”
“The price for skipping breakfast.”
“Rohan, that hamburger looks delicious!”
"no."
“Okay. Today is hamburger day.”
… … Is there some kind of filter that only lets you hear what you want to hear?
Ellie immediately turned the wheel and stopped at the drive-thru.
“Two special cheeseburger combos and cheese sticks, please.”
[The total is 6,700 rings. Thank you. Please wait a moment.]
Ellie ordered a hamburger anyway.
Anyway, it's up to you.
We got our food and headed back out onto the street. I spotted a building where an auction was taking place and reached out.
“Zugigi Geongmega is drawing snow early. The military supplies are sold out…….”
“What did you say?”
Gulp
“……That’s the building.”
“How could you resist eating this much? Anyway, I told you that Rohan is not honest. Right?”
“I just ate it because it was too good to throw away. Even now, in the empire, there are mountains full of people starving to death…….”
“You are really stupid.”
“…….”
… … So this is how you felt.
* * *
As we entered the building, we presented our ID cards at the desk.
After our identity was verified, two guides who had been waiting nearby approached us.
“I will take care of Alice Eclat. This way.”
At those words, Ellie looked at me with a questioning look.
“Then what about Rohan?”
“Since Rohan is not a special member of the Imperial Auction, he will be assigned a general seat.”
Then, Ellie, who remembered something, rubbed her forehead as if she understood.
“That’s right. My dad is a special member here. It’s been so long since I’ve been here that I almost forgot.”
“Then I’ll go in economy class. I’ll contact you midway, so keep your smartphone in hand—”
“Why? Let’s go together, Rohan.”
Then Ellie turned to the guide.
When she smiled faintly, the guide folded his hands as if in trouble.
“Since Lord Rohan is not of the Eclat family, it is not…….”
“How much has Dad spent so far? Five hundred? No, maybe one hundred billion rings?”
"……it's possible."
“No way? Rohan, my forehead is red.”
Looking closely, it seems a bit red… … ?
“Remember Rohan too. When my forehead turns red, it means I’m angry.”
I nodded as the thought of a foot scrubber suddenly came to mind.
The guide who was watching the scene started to tremble.
“No, that’s not it. I meant that it was possible! I had momentarily forgotten that there was a rule that only one companion was allowed to enter if you were a special member…….”
Ellie glanced at me with a trusting smile as she received the answer.
This is why people have to succeed.
I patted Ellie's shoulder and asked.
“Are you ready, Ellie?”
“Of course, Rohan.”
An episode that may be the most important event of all.
Now is the time to really enjoy this page.
“Then both of you get special seats…….”
That was when.
“I never thought I’d see you here.”
That sound I never wanted to hear for a while.
A voice that mercilessly scratched and hurt Grace's heart.
“What a strange coincidence, Rohan.”
Michael Riepenstein.
I looked back and saw him standing there, showing off his fancy suit.
… … If possible, I didn’t want to run into you.
Damn it, the times seem to overlap.
Since it's come to this, let's just say hello and leave.
“It’s nice to see you again”
“Oh, what bad luck…….”
I turn my head at the sudden interruption of a voice.
“I didn’t want to see that face.”
Ellie stares at Michael with her teeth bared like a beast.
Her previously white forehead had turned really red.
“Anyway, nice to meet you? ……Professor Rapunshotin.”

            “It’s Riepenstein. Springwind’s troublemaker, Ellis Eclat.”
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                                § Interference (3)
People live without revealing their feelings.
I try not to laugh when I'm happy, and I try not to cry when I'm sad.
The reason is that most people live that way. In order to maintain their personal ‘normalcy.’
However, there are some words or feelings that must be conveyed on the spot.
“Problem child? Are you calling me a problem child just now?”
Ellis Eclat, she was different.
“The real problem is that you’re not even in a good engagement relationship!”
“Ellie.”
Ellie is bad at handling her emotions.
And another reason people hide their emotions is because it benefits them.
“You must be tired from practicing since dawn. Go and rest first.”
"huh?"
When I intervened, Ellie's eyes widened and she looked at me with an expression asking what I was talking about.
Even if Ellie doesn't care about profit, she needs to be careful if the opponent is Michael.
“Please, Ellie.”
As I stared into Ellie's eyes, she quickly understood what I meant and nodded.
“……Okay. Then I’ll go first and leave it somewhere with a good view, so come quickly.”
“Please.”
“Have fun, Professor Frankenstein. That’s all for now.”
“My name is Ripen… Still acting like a fool.”
Before Michael could even object, Ellie forcefully shook off her skirt and turned around.
Ellie was walking away. I blocked Michael's path, who was glaring at the back of her head with laser-like eyes.
“Greetings again, Professor Riepenstein.”
“Professor… Yes, Associate Professor Rohan. But that’s strange. He seems to be very close to that problem child.”
At the beginning of the story, Michael and Ellie's relationship was not good.
So Michael always called Eli a ‘problem child’, and Eli intentionally said Michael’s last name incorrectly.
I answered as if it were a given.
“Ellis is a disciple I cherish especially.”
Above all, if the story unfolds in the future, Ellie will be on Michael's side.
I had to stop it. I couldn't let that bastard take Ellie away from me.
“A disciple you especially cherish? It’s only been two weeks since you took office. Oh, I see. You seem to be more greedy than you look. Well, to become the leader of the Eclat Knights, you have to put in that much effort.”
You tie it together like this?
Is this how you're going to belittle me as a person blinded by success?
It's not even funny.
“Ellis is special. She will rise above everyone and above all ranks in the Empire, even if we haven’t found someone to lead her yet.”
The next moment he replied, mocking my assurance.
“My swordsmanship skills are terrible.”
The words that followed were the ‘evaluation’ that society had given Ellie.
“Poor attendance, poor grades, and poor attitude, including usual behavior. The only good thing about him is his harmonious relationships with his classmates. I will ask you, an associate professor at Springwind. Can this be considered someone who aims to be a knight?”
“Before that, I would like to ask Professor Riepenstein.”
I held my breath for a moment.
I have to devote my precious pages to this kid.
“How should someone who aims to become a knight behave?”
“I don’t know because I’m not a knight. But like anyone else, I can make predictions.”
“Ellis is just wandering now. She is still young. She has not yet learned how to follow the path given to her.”
“Then it’s even more miserable.”
“……Professor Riepenstein. What do you think is the reason for our existence? This is my opinion.”
The point I'm making is one.
“To be a milestone on that path. Otherwise, wouldn’t there be no reason for it to exist?”
The reason Ellie became Springwind's problem child was because of "you."
So you should be ashamed of yourself for degrading or denigrating Eli.
Michael stroked the ring without saying anything. His narrowed eyebrows remained fixed.
It was the moment he was about to open his mouth.
―The Imperial Auction will begin soon. Participants who are absent, please take your seats immediately. I will remind you once again… … .
An announcement echoed throughout the building.
The moment I turned around, Michael's voice touched my shoulder.
“I will remember what happened today.”
As I turned my head, Michael's collar passed before my eyes.
I quietly followed him into the auction house.
We'll find out what he meant when he said that.
* * *
In an atmosphere where tension, excitement, and laughter were mixed together, there was one person who was particularly grumpy.
That person was Ellie, who was sitting right next to me.
“Ah, I feel like drinking. Want to have a drink after we’re done?”
“I said I broke up.”
“I don’t know. How could I resist after seeing such a good side dish?”
“When you quit something, you have to quit it properly so that you don’t have any regrets. Quit.”
I looked around, leaving Ellie behind, still angry.
Since it was an auction hosted by the imperial family, many of the empire's most prominent figures were gathered in one place.
“There aren’t many familiar faces.”
There are descriptions of characters I've read here and there, but they aren't very important.
People shopping was a breeze. I was hoping I'd meet someone who might be helpful.
―Welcome to the 162nd Imperial Auction. Before we begin, His Majesty, who presides over the auction, unfortunately cannot attend due to a conflicting personal schedule. We ask for your generous understanding.
A spotlight illuminated the left side of the auction house. There, on display, was a dress that looked like something you would see in a luxury goods store.
―The first of the 87 auction items up for auction today is this dress! Starting at 100,000 rings, the bids increase by 5,000 rings… … .
Then someone's number appeared on the screen behind the auctioneer.
[No. 1321 - 200,000]
People sitting in the special seats on the second floor with us glanced around to find bidders based on their numbers.
But I just crossed my arms and stared at the numbers on the screen.
“……As expected, it’s strong from the start.”
The owner of that number cannot be seen from the second floor.
Number 1321. The owner is Michael Riepenstein, sitting in the private room on the third floor and ignoring everything.
Ellie shook her head as the auctioneer listed the dress's details, adding all sorts of details.
“The design is totally useless. Pass.”
Then he took his hand off the touchpad attached to the armrest.
As I watched that scene, the corners of my lips curled up as I remembered something.
“Ellie. Number 1321, who do you think it is?”
“How would I know that… What’s with that expression? By any chance?”
I nodded quietly.
Ellie followed me with an evil grin and put her hand on the pad.
―Ah! Surprisingly, number 652 just broke the record with 250,000 rings!
I also touched the pad, feeling as if I could hear the sound of rings shattering from upstairs.
“Keep it up.”
"okay."
―This time, the winner is number 653 with 300,000 rings! I think I can hear the winner’s laughter from here!
It's time to get revenge on him.
* * *
As the auction got closer, Michael's time became more and more horrific.
“……Hmm.”
Michael was clutching the pad under a long sigh. The reason he had participated in the royal auction was to see Ariel's smile.
The first dress submitted.
I thought it would look so good on Ariel that I bid 200,000 won, twice the starting price.
However, the price he won was more than ten times that amount, 2.1 million rings.
‘What kind of seeds dare to do that?’
I wanted to run to the 600 seat and check the face, but the owner of the ‘private room’ was grabbing my butt tightly and I had to save face.
The moment Michael's worries began to grow as the auction price increased.
―Person #653 has once again outbid with 118,010,000 rings! Will he be able to become the owner of the 67th auction item, the ‘Trinity Crown’?
Kwak⸺
Michael, clenching his left hand, stared at the screen as if he was going to pierce it.
It's been like this since a while ago.
Every time Michael was about to bid, lots 652 and 653 continued to beat the bid by a narrow margin.
My cheeks are cold even though they don't match.
Those numbers felt like a challenge slapping his cheek.
But Michael was not one to back down.
―200 million! The 1321st person has once again shown the difference in class with 200 million rings! It looks like he wants to hurry and go home.
Only then did Michael smile happily.
‘Climb back up again and I’ll trample on you again and again.’
There are still plenty of bullets.
No matter how much money the people here have, it can never match my wealth.
Michael, intoxicated by such arrogance, imagined Ariel's face as she received his gift.
‘I’m glad you did.’
That was when.
―Ah, number 652, 221 million rings! Not yet! Can't go home!
Crack!
Michael, whose composure had completely disappeared, repeatedly hit the pad.
“……I will gladly accept that challenge.”
* * *
That idiot.
He buys it because he doesn't even know that he is working on it.
I whispered to Ellie, my "Sixth Sense" activated.
“Stop. Up to here.”
A black aura flowing faintly from the third floor. It was white just a moment ago.
Next, my gut instinct was telling me that Michael was at his limit.
Because of this, whenever he was about to retire, we could give up before that. I didn't know I would use it like this, but it was a useful setting.
I calculated Michael's winning bid, which I had been calculating for a while.
I think I spent about 10 billion won.
While some people donate 1 billion won, others spend 10 billion won on luxury.
―The 85th auction item, ‘The Usurper’s Words’, was finally sold at lot 1597 for 3.28 billion Rings.
Certainly, as the number of Michaels passed the 70s, the number of successful bids decreased.
Normally, Michael would spend around 53 billion won in this auction, including the price of the pendant.
But since it has already surpassed 10 billion, it can be said that it was a successful revenge.
At that moment, something caught my eye as I was about to rest until my turn at the pendant, which was my original purpose.
―Now that we have only two items left, I'd like to give you some guidance.
A small case placed on display.
As I focused my mana into my eyes, the image magnified.
―The proceeds from the sale of this item will be donated to help the underprivileged. But the item can’t be defective, right? Don’t worry. This ring is a one-of-a-kind symbol in the world, handcrafted by Tony Ferguson, the best craftsman at Habledown Workshop. … … It’s a ‘silent promise.’
A pure white frame made of platinum and a design that continues forever like a Möbius strip.
The aesthetics of purity that is simple yet not simple at all, to the point where you might think that if an unsullied mind were to be embodied, it would look like this.
The moment I first saw it, I couldn't help but think of Grace.
―This item starts from ring 1 to confirm your sincerity… … .
The next moment, numbers appeared on the screen.
[653 -]
Everyone on the second floor, including the auctioneer, looked at me with astonishment.

            [⸺ 100 million ℛ]
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                                § Fate (1)
“Rohan. Why are you being so pushy?”
Ellie's words became faster as she knew my situation. Unlike her, I was calm.
“I like it.”
That wasn't all.
"A Silent Promise"
According to the original, this ring is not an item that would be up for auction at the royal palace.
This was the ring that Grace had personally commissioned from the workshop in episode 107 of the original work to give to Michael.
The meaning of the ring appearing here earlier than in the original is one.
Deployment fix.
“… … Perhaps, someday, I will be reading a story I don’t know about.”
That bizarre idea was becoming a reality and unfolding vividly.
The plot has already changed three times.
As a result, I am now reading ‘A Story I Don’t Know’.
-100 million. The 653rd bid 100 million without hesitation. It seems that the Empire is still worth living in.
The question is whether Michael wants that ring.
I could vaguely guess the answer to that question.
“……Come in.”
The moment I muttered like that.
[No. 1321 - 110 million ℛ]
The real competition has begun, under the guise of donations.
* * *
The original cost of that ring, including the commission fee, is less than 10,000 rings.
But the value within it is more than enough to pay for one person's entire fortune.
―No. 653, 570 million rings. Oh, No. 395 is shaking his head.
The ring that was worth 1 ring at the start was now worth close to 600 million.
In the meantime, there were many competitors besides Michael, but they had all retired from the pad.
Everyone gathered here knows the value of that ring.
Even if you pay a high price, it's only 100,000 rings.
The only reason they bought it for tens or hundreds of times the price was for the sake of ‘donation.’
Then again, numbers appeared on the screen.
―Number 1321 has 600 million rings! With 600 million rings, I will usurp the throne of the Donation King!
As the competition heated up, the atmosphere in the audience also became more and more excited.
How much on earth would you pay for that ring?
How much are we going to pay to these useless lower classes?
“How many new Infernos can you get for 600 million?”
“This is crazy. This is crazy. With that kind of money, you could buy five or six decent pieces of art.”
That's why others no longer bid.
But there were many who did not, which was proof that this empire had not yet fallen to the level of garbage.
“Isn’t that Rohan, the vice-captain of the Knights of Eclat? Oh, to work so hard for the common people. He is a role model, following in the footsteps of Euclid.”
“I heard that he is now working as an adjunct professor at Springwind, following Euclid. I heard that Euclid went to Springwind for the sake of the people. They are truly devoted people to the empire.”
“That’s right. The world shouldn’t become a place where people like that are fools…….”
Meanwhile, the price of rings continued to rise.
When it reached 700 million, 800 million, and finally 1 billion, people cheered.
I looked up for a moment.
… … It’s still white.
That white aura became clearer the moment it surpassed 1 billion.
Michael had no intention of giving up.
But that goes for me too.
[653 - 2 billion ℛ]
[No. 1321 - 2.5 billion ℛ]
[653 - 3 billion ℛ]
……
[No. 1321 - 5 billion ℛ]
Finally, the units started to increase by billions.
Every time a single number changed, people would wiggle their butts in excitement.
In between, there were also people who sent me small words of encouragement.
in the end.
[653 - 13.6 billion ℛ]
I reached my entire fortune.
If I go any higher from here, I will lose to Michael.
And that aura is still white.
〔 Development Modification 〕
That was when.
―13.6 billion, 13.6 billion, 13.6 billion! I hereby declare that the 86th auction item, ‘Silent Promise’, has been sold to bidder 653! Congratulations!
… … The aura was still white.
Michael had no intention of giving up.
But I gave up.
why.
That question never left my mind.
―Actually, this auction was a small event prepared by the Imperial Family. Therefore, the 13.6 billion rings that the Imperial Family will pay on your behalf will be donated in full to the underprivileged under the name of No. 653. On behalf of the Imperial Family, I would like to express my deepest gratitude for your sincerity. Now, let me introduce the last auction item… … !
I was so shocked that I couldn't hear anything.
I just sat there in my chair, staring at the ceiling.
However, I felt the corners of my mouth slowly rising.
In a world I know, a story I don't know.
It didn't feel too bad.
* * *
“Here is the ‘Horizon Pendant’ and certificate that Ellis Eclat won.”
The shape of the pendant, which had the Horizon family seal engraved in three dimensions, was just as I had read.
Ellie, with the pendant dangling in front of her eyes, looked at the intricately crafted ether stone.
“5 billion, that’s okay. I like it.”
We were able to purchase this pendant for 5 billion rings instead of 30 billion because Michael suddenly stopped bidding.
I don't know if he left right after the 86th auction ended or if there was another reason, but either way, it was a good thing.
“How is it? Does it suit you?”
Ellie tapped me on the shoulder and showed off the pendant she was wearing around her neck. I gave her a thumbs up.
“It’s expensive. It suits you well.”
Then Ellie smiled brightly, as if she felt better.
If Ellie has that pendant, then you're safe. Just like your heart towards Grace, you're the one with the purest heart in the world, Ellis Eclat.
At that moment, Ellie frowned slightly and closed the space between her thighs.
“Oh, wait a minute.”
“……What is it? Why?”
Could it be a side effect of the pendant?
“I need to go to the bathroom. I’ve been holding it in for hours… I’ll be right back!”
… … I was a fool to worry.
I then approached the clerk and handed him my ID.
“Ah! Number 653 is Rohan! Here is the item you won. 13.6 billion. That was really cool earlier. The best, the best!”
"thank you."
I was vaguely embarrassed by the unexpected compliment and was handed a pure white case containing a ring.
Wow, the case is well made too.
Who would've thought I'd get something like this for free? Life is a gamble after all...
“Number 653.”
I turned around as if it were a scene from a horror movie when I heard a voice calling my number.
“It was you, Rohan.”
There, Michael was watching me with his head tilted to the side like Michael Myers from the Halloween series.
I came in after making sure this kid wasn't there. It would be a disaster if I got caught like this.
“No. 1321. Pick up the winning item by courier.”
“…….”
But contrary to my expectations, Michael did not throw any reprimands at me.
Given his personality, I knew that even if he didn't get angry openly, he would at least say something to me.
But there is no word.
It just makes me feel more awkward.
Crackle, crackle
Michael Riepenstein is moving away.
Rather, it was I who held back.
“Lord Riepenstein.”
Michael, who had paused for a moment at my call, turned his head and stared at me.
“Lot number 86. Why did you give it up?”
Michael's expression has become somewhat calm.
On the contrary, the eyes directed at the case in my hand were shaking slightly.
"well."
That person has a habit of talking like that.
If you want to know, find out for yourself… … .
“I felt a sense of urgency.”
“……?”
“I didn’t want to trample on the feelings contained in the mere number 136.”
……okay.
What may be the best number for someone else may feel like ‘nothing’ to you.
but.
For me, who had witnessed his actions up until now, that answer was very unexpected.
“I feel the same way too.”
My actions, words, glances and expressions for Grace.
I had to admit that all of those feelings were no different from Michael's feelings toward Ariel.
Michael then turned his head and continued speaking.
“If only I had known it was you, I wouldn’t have given up. What a pity. But it’s nothing compared to the prank you played on me.”
That was a tense moment when I heard those words.
“Still, let’s call it a draw today.”
Again - Again⸺
Michael left the auction house like that.
* * *
We came into a nearby restaurant to have dinner.
While Ellie was looking at the menu, I looked out the window and fiddled with the case in my pocket.
""Ah, you can't do that here! Sweet potato Evande.""
I curse him.
"“……That kid is cool.””
Sometimes I praise.
"Please make that kid eat half-and-half porridge."
And cheering
“Why, do I have to give up Grace……”
I felt resentful.
That’s how I lived ‘one day.’
Michael Riepenstein.
He became my protagonist one day.
Sometimes I recite your lines and think about what made you act that way.
Every time, I found the answer to my life.
Every single one of your actions was my answer sheet.
Maybe Grace was jealous of you, the person she loved, and wanted to be like you.
“……Rohan!”
My gaze was stolen by the sky turning into a vivid sunset, so I shook off my thoughts and turned my gaze away.
Then, the menu that Ellie had lifted filled my eyes.
“What are you going to eat? You’ve been looking like you’ve lost your mind since earlier. What’s with that expression? Ah— You were a little dizzy earlier, weren’t you?”
“It’s dizzying. What did you order?”
“I can’t do it either because of Rohan. Choose quickly. I have this, this, this, this, and this.”
“……Let’s order that and split it.”
After finishing my order, I rubbed the back of my neck. The fatigue I had forgotten was coming back to me.
Ellie said.
“Who are you going to give that to?”
"huh?"
Ellie's eyes were focused on my pocket.
Only then did I take my hands off the case that had been fiddling with it for a while.
“Who on earth could it be? The person who will receive the ring that was almost traded for all of Rohan’s wealth. Be honest. It’s me, right?”
What is he talking about now…?
“Oh, but I’m sorry. What should I do?”
And then Ellie sighs as if she feels sorry.
“I like someone. It’s a secret, of course.”
I know, it's Grace.
“Yes. I can feel that way because I’ve known Rohan and I for a long time. More than anything, I… don’t you love me so much?”
… … Can I pay 1P probability and hit that one chestnut?
Settings store open!
“What can I do about my poor Rohan? I even prepared a ring, but there’s no one to give it to. Alright! I did him a favor. I’ll let you put it on my hand. Okay.”
… … So you were saying that you wanted to try it out just once?
"no."
“I told you I was going to give you a chance?”
"no."
“Oh, just this once.”
“I said no.”
“Ah, that’s fatal. Okay, okay. You little punk.”
"what?"
“Whew.”
Anyway, he's a cute guy.
I would like to tell you to try it on, but I'm sorry, but there is someone else who will be wearing this ring first.
But how do I convey this?
“Rohan.”
“You’re more persistent than you look.”
“No, how did you know?”
"……what?"
“You know, I started practicing at dawn…….”
Ellie's voice trailed off, perhaps out of embarrassment.
Actually, I just said that because I couldn't stand seeing Ellie getting cursed at by Michael.
But that's not something I just threw out there.
“Because I trust you.”
"uh?"
“I believed you would. The Ellis Eclat I know has always been like that.”
“What the… that idiot….”
Ellie, who didn't know what to do, quickly covered her face with her hair.
The hair was red, so I could imagine the face hidden inside.
Then I glanced away and looked at our reflection in the window.
To be exact, I was looking at something else.
ㅤㅤㅤㅤ【Your Destiny⸺Page 19】
『Death』 《━━━╋━━━━━●━╋━━━》 『Death』

            ㅤㅤㅤㅤ「Death」 ㅤㅤㅤㅤ「Death」
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                                § Fate (2)
… … It was my fate and my fate, and now I was facing a huge problem.
“Desk or drawer, that is the question.”
I started work at 6 a.m. and sat in front of Grace's desk, thinking for nearly an hour.
The question was, ‘How should I give this ring to Grace?’
It's a worry so leisurely that it's almost ridiculous.
It's a very important issue to me.
“A drawer would be better for a secret gift.”
After making up my mind, I decided to adopt the ‘drawer drop’ method, which is the traditional way my ancestors used to give gifts.
And the moment I opened the drawer.
“…….”
I could see a huge pile of gifts.
They were all sent by Grace's fans.
How can everyone think the same way? Such cliche people.
… … It’s not my place to say that.
I guess I approached it in too traditional a way.
Slowly, slowly
At that moment, I heard footsteps near my ears.
A careful, yet straightforward sound without any distortion.
These were definitely Grace's footprints.
Knock knock.
“Good morning, Rohan.”
“Welcome, Professor Grace. How was your night?”
At that fleeting moment, I snatched the coffee cup from the table, ran to the window, and stood there, looking out at the East River, like a New Yorker greeting the morning.
Grace, who responded to me with a calm gaze, sat down and opened her mouth.
“Rohan?”
“Please speak.”
“Do you need any candy?”
"……yes?"
When I looked into the glass at those words, I saw sugar cubes stacked up like bricks.
I picked up the sugar cube as naturally as possible and put it in my mouth.
“I’ve been using my head a lot lately, so I’ve been filling up on the sugar I’m lacking.”
"I see."
“Would you like one too, Professor?”
"good."
And then Grace comes to me and holds out her hand.
I absentmindedly placed a sugar cube on her palm.
“I’ll eat well.”
… … You fooled me with this.
Perhaps because Grace's heart was so sweet, there was no taste in the mouth holding the sugar cube.
“Oh, right. I saw the article yesterday.”
“What article are you talking about?”
Grace, who had sat down again and was chewing on a sugar cube, looked at me with a curious look.
“You donated a lot of money.”
Oh, it was the royal auction.
Well, 13.6 billion is enough money to buy a few buildings on prime land.
“It must have been a difficult decision, but thank you for choosing me for the people.”
… … If I could hear just one word from you, I could repeat that choice over and over again.
“Yes. It was a very difficult decision.”
If it could get me a piece of your heart, even if it were hundreds of billions, it would be a very generous offer.
“And I realized how difficult it is to readily give away the money you’ve saved your whole life to someone. I respect you, professor, all over again.”
Because your heart is something that money can never buy, not even 1mm.
“Professor, you always make such difficult decisions as if it were nothing.”
“…….”
Grace faces me expressionlessly and silently.
However, she looked a little surprised as she held one index finger with both hands together.
“Today… what time did you say the lecture was today?”
“It’s ten o’clock. Today we will be having in-depth study in the annex.”
“That’s right. Thanks, Rohan.”
“I was just doing my job. Feel free to ask me questions anytime.”
Grace nodded and tied her hair into a ponytail, quickly becoming absorbed in the material.
I went back to my seat and snuck the case into my drawer.
Because I was worrying too much, I missed the timing to give the gift.
Well, it's not just today, there will come a day when I will be able to tell you.
Yeah, someday.
* * *
“Get started.”
Grace's voice echoed throughout the practice room.
Unlike the other students who were preparing the drinks, Ellis just stood there blankly, staring at Grace.
“Ah…… Grace is my professor.”
It's like a dream.
I don't know what to do when the fantasies I often have before going to bed are becoming reality.
Then Susan, who was near Ellis, grumbled.
“Ellie! Ellieeee―!”
“Oh, why.”
“What are you doing blankly? The associate professor is watching you!”
"ok?"
When he turned his gaze away from Grace, he saw Rohan with his arms crossed, glaring menacingly at Ellie.
There was no atmosphere like a real older brother, and his gaze was that of an academy instructor just waiting for a mistake.
Ellis also graduated from Hartsdown Academy before entering Springwind, so she knew very well how scary the instructors were.
But Ellis just laughed.
“So what? It’s so far away. Is it okay?”
-Because I trust you.
“…….”
―The Ellis Eclat I know has always been that kind of person.
Someone believes in themselves.
Ellis, who remembered that fact, used Aura.
“……Tch, I can’t help it.”
Ellis soon recalls the ritual.
Woooow⸺
The aura that flowed out following her gestures began to form the Four Seasons and Spring ritual.
‘So that the string connecting the wind and fire does not get out of sync, this part must be done as precisely and slowly as possible.’
As a result of studying and practicing day and night, her technique was close to perfection, although it was a little lacking.
From the beginning, Ellis was quite knowledgeable about alcohol.
‘Synthetic elements are just gum.’
After a while, the flower petals began to scatter around Ellis, following the other students.
The amount was far less than what Grace had implemented herself, but it was good for the students.
But as always, what happened after that was the problem.
Chijijijik
“Huh, huh?”
The moment the spell was activated, the sparks that had been flying around her died down.
Spring soon disappeared completely.
Ellis quickly checked the spell. Most of the strings and notes that made up the spell were in a messy, distorted state.
‘Here it comes again… … .’
Yesterday, no, until the early hours of this morning, the drinking party was a success.
But Ellis did not realize that success was a coincidence that came ‘once’ after thousands of attempts.
‘Why on earth… … .’
That was when.
"wow."
Exclamations of admiration burst out around her as she fell into despair.
Ellis's eyes shook as she slowly raised her head to follow the students' gaze.
“Isn’t that Ariel Riepenstein?”
“Yeah, yeah. As expected from Professor Riepenstein’s younger sibling.”
“It was originally so beautiful…… Looking at that recipe, mine looks shabby.”
Ariel was handling the sparks as if she was catching falling flower petals in the middle of a blooming spring.
The sight was so similar to the sight Grace had previously recreated.
Then Ellis became jealous.
It wasn't because of talent superior to his own.
Ellis knows her subject better than anyone.
That's why she looked upon such people not with petty jealousy, but as objects to be emulated.
But what made me jealous was that this superior human happened to be from the Riepenstein family.
Riepenstein.
Ellis hated them so much that the mere mention of their names made her shiver.
“Don’t show off.”
Everyone's attention was drawn to Ellis due to her loud voice.
“You always act like you’re unlucky, lest someone think you’re a Riepenstein. Isn’t that right, Susan?”
“Huh? Hey! What bad luck. …That professor.”
The next moment.
“…….”
Finally, Ariel's darkness turned towards Ellis. However, Ariel only glanced at her and then focused on her magic again.
It was a strange neglect.
A look that tells you to talk more if you want, as if you don't care about yourself.
“That’s what…….”
So it got even more heated.
Ellis, her forehead reddening, put her hands on her hips and spoke to the students around her, or rather, to Ariel, as if to listen.
“Well, I guess I should do something like that. I don’t want to be abandoned again. Right, Susan?”
“Huh? Uh— that’s true, but isn’t that a bit too harsh? Why are you suddenly saying that so out of the blue…….”
Susan couldn't continue speaking because Ariel was coming towards her after releasing her spell.
Eventually, Alice and Ariel come face to face with Susan between them.
Ariel, with her eyes fixed on Ellis, asked Susan.
“You, what did that guy just say?”
“That, that. That’s why…… I said it was pretty! Your drinking style is so pretty. Ha, hahaha…….”
Then Ellis, who was responding to Ariel, said to Susan.
“Susan, you have to speak straight. When did I ever say that? I said, ‘I don’t want to be abandoned again.’”
“Ellie…….”
Susan, caught between the two, looked at Ellis with a pitiful face.
However, seeing Ellis's unwavering attitude, Susan had no choice but to turn back to Ariel.
“What Alice said was….”
“Get out of here.”
“Huh?”
Ariel, with her eyes downcast, looked down at Susan.
“Vicky.”
As Susan was wandering about in some hair-pulling terror, Ellis gently stroked her shoulder.
“Susan, can you step aside for a moment? I’m sorry.”
Susan, whose heart was calmed by Ellis' soft voice as if nothing had happened, stepped back.
Susan, who was watching them, was full of worry.
‘Ellie isn’t originally like that… … .’
The Ellie she knew was always lively, generous, and sometimes kind, a ‘good friend.’
Other students also followed Ellie's lead because of that aspect.
But at this moment, the Ellie Susan knew was not there.
“What’s so great about scaring our Susan? Do you really believe Professor Diffenstein and are you yapping?”
“Do not change our master’s name so carelessly. Please behave as befitting the noble name of Eclat. Do not act like a horny animal.”
“What? Livestock? What the f*ck?”
Ellis, who almost lost her temper for a moment, almost started speaking the standard language of the citizens of Bonnington, also known as the Empire's slums.
But there were too many eyes watching for that.
Ellis held back for a moment, thinking of her own image (although most students know it).
“What is a horny livestock, you idiot? You are so lowly. Isn’t the Riepenstein family too noble to say such things? I can see how you have lived all this time, my child.”
“What do you know?”
“It’s obvious. Isn’t that right, guys?”
Ellie looks around at the students, shrugging her shoulders leisurely.
Then the students nodded.
Everyone was Ellis's friend, and everyone was on Ellis' side.
In contrast, there was no one on Ariel's side here.
Ellis, holding the backpack, took a step towards Ariel and opened her eyes.
“Ariel Riepenstein. You’d better act like a mouse from now on. The moment your name comes out of my mouth one more time, I’ll tear the rest of your campus life apart.”
“……Are you sure?”
Ariel followed Alice as if she would not give up.
Ariel continued, looking down at Ellis from right in front of her.
“If you want to ruin someone’s life, you have to bet your own life too, right?”
“I guess you’ve decided to stop being so formal? It’s finally starting to look good. Who’s going to go all in first? You want to make a bet? Call?”
As their relationship grew increasingly threatening, students reached out to stop them.
That was when.
"stop."
Unlike the darkness fleeing from Ariel's face, someone's shadow was cast behind Ellis's back.
“What are you guys doing right now?”
When Ellis turned around, Rohan was growling through his teeth.

            “……That too during Professor Grace’s lecture time.”
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Still can't see it.
No matter how hard I strained my eyes to look at Ellie, "The Sixth Sense" did not reveal her fate.
Contrary to fears, it is not possible to see anyone's fate.
Well then, that's fortunate. Even if I were to see various fates, it would only be annoying for me.
At that moment, Ellie's aura, which was a mixture of various colors, began to grow darker.
“……Blue?”
This is the first time that an aura has glowed blue after white and black.
And Ariel's aura as she approaches Ellie is also rippling blue.
I focused my mana on my ears to hear their conversation.
“……When did I ever say that? I said, ‘I don’t want to be abandoned again.’ Tell that.”
“Ellie…….”
Are they fighting?
Well, it's strange that Ellie's personality is so quiet.
Fortunately, this is the development I read.
That period was brought forward by Ariel's appearance, but in the original work, Ellie was the first to pick a fight with Ariel.
However, the problem is that the ending of this episode leads to ‘Ellie’s dropping out’.
That must be stopped.
“…….”
Grace also seemed to be aware of this situation and was watching them. However, she did not move readily.
Grace just waved her hands and didn't know what to do.
Even though she is skilled in tactics and combat, she is still an outsider to the emotional struggles of ‘adults’ who have just become adults.
“Professor, I’ll be back soon.”
“……Please.”
This is where I have to step up.
Before Grace steps forward and takes the side of 'Michael's brother', before Ellie's mind is momentarily twisted.
"stop."
We must prevent this ending.
* * *
A green space shelter behind the main building.
I stood facing Ellie and Ariel, who were sitting on the marble bench.
“I think the time for fighting without reason has passed. Don’t you think so?”
Two people just lowering their heads in silence.
I already know why.
Self-esteem.
Although they were so different from each other, their hearts were the same.
“If no one speaks, I will have to refer this to the disciplinary committee.”
"excuse me……."
Only then does Ellie raise her head.
As I shifted my gaze, Ellie trembled as if she had been burned.
"say."
“So…… a disciplinary committee for something like this is a bit excessive……”
“Just? Because of you two, I disrupted class today. As a result, nearly two hundred of your friends suffered. Do you still think that’s ‘just’?”
That was when.
“It's because of me.”
Ellie's eyes widened in surprise at Ariel's words.
Ariel got up from her seat and knelt down on one knee before me.
“I was the first to see Eclat’s technique and say it was poor. I am the one who started the fight and deserves to be punished.”
……okay.
I knew you would turn out like this.
“Ellis. Is that true?”
“…….”
Ellie kept her mouth shut and didn't say a word or make any gestures.
He just looked at Ariel with a subtle gaze.
“Then the story is over. You guys figure out how to make up. You guys are too grown up to arrange that.”
And then he just left the shelter.
The only sound that could be heard was my footsteps, echoing endlessly through the silence that spread between them.
When I arrived at the main building, I stopped in front of the door and glanced at them for a moment.
Children who want to become adults… …
… … So, two kids pretending to be adults.
That imperfection will eventually burst out like this.
Like a bomb, without any way of telling time.
* * *
After Rohan left, Ariel stood up and walked away silently.
Ellis, who was watching her back as she left, shouted urgently.
"hey!"
Ariel, who had stopped, looked at Ellis who was running towards her. Ellis asked.
“Why are you lying?”
At those words, Ariel remembered Rohan whom she had seen in the training room.
Then Ariel read the flow of mana in his ear.
‘Rohan already knows everything. But he still held me accountable… … .’
test.
Ariel knew right away that Rohan was testing them.
So I lied.
Because I noticed that the associate professor knew.
“Don’t you still get that the associate professor treated us like children?”
"what……?"
Ariel's words were unexpected.
She didn't feel that way at all. Ellis thought she was just being scolded for doing something.
“That’s why I apologized first. Because I’m not a child.”
Even the dullest Ellis could immediately understand Ariel's intentions.
“So you’re an adult and I’m a kid?”
“I never said that. If it sounded like that, then that’s what you thought.”
At that moment, Ariel turned completely to Alice.
“You said you could see how I’ve lived, right? Tell me.”
An abyss of darkness gaped open as if it would swallow Ellis.
“How do you think I’ve been living all this time?”
Its true identity was Ariel's eye.
An indescribable emptiness.
The emptiness was so deep and profound that one misstep seemed like it would send me crashing down forever.
‘What’s wrong, kid? Why are your eyes so creepy… …?’
Similar age, and similar time.
And yet, in Ariel's eyes, she felt as if she was living in a different time, or rather, a time that seemed to pass slowly.
“!”
The gap was so tight it was hard to breathe.
The moment Ariel, who had turned away from her gaze, began to walk again, Ellis's breathing returned to normal.
“…….”
Ellis, left alone, felt heavy-hearted. Now she realized that she had made a mistake.
* * *
Ellis spent the day comforted by her friends.
are you okay.
You did nothing wrong.
It'll be okay.
After hearing all day that I was okay, I started to feel like I wasn't okay.
After barely finishing all the lectures, Ellis shook off the offers from her friends to have a drink and went out the back door alone.
"ha……."
A heavy sigh flowing down.
As Ellis was walking with her eyes fixed on the ground, a familiar shadow loomed before her eyes.
“I was waiting.”
When he raised his head, Rohan was standing before him under a sky dyed crimson.
The detailed ‘Rohan’ was not here.
The only thing before her eyes is the empire's 'hero', a 'sword master' of the 'Gamma' rank, and an 'assistant professor' of the Springwind swordsmanship department.
He was an ‘adult’ who had achieved everything properly.
“Eclat.”
"……huh."
“I thought you’d be the first to admit you were wrong.”
“……!”
Kung - Those words made my sinking heart feel like it was shattered into pieces.
“But that wasn’t the case.”
Another thud—this time, the sound seemed to come from Rohan’s chest. It was the ‘trust’ he had built up in someone over the years.
“You knew all this…?”
Rohan neither nodded nor opened his mouth.
This time there was no sound.
As if there was nothing left.
Ellis smiled bitterly.
“So you’re disappointed? Oh, you didn’t know until now, Rohan? That’s just the way I am. I can’t stand anyone better than me, and I can’t stand anyone worse than me!”
Rohan is still silent.
That sight was more painful to Ellis than any words.
If only he would give me a piece of his mind, I could use that as an excuse to hate Rohan for a little while… … .
She deliberately poured out bad words to hide her welling tears.
“I can’t do it anyway. No matter how hard I try, it won’t work. Why? Because it just won’t work. I was born that way from the start, so what do you want me to do?”
“……Ellie.”
“People like Rohan will never know. How horrible it is to want to do something but not be able to!”
“Ellie.”
“You said you trusted me, right? You were nice to me too… You just wanted to catch my dad’s eye⸺”
“Ellis!”
It was the first time I saw Rohan angry.
Then, the tears that had been forming in Ellis' eyes began to flow down drop by drop.
Rohan said to Ellis, who was crying quietly.
“No one is good at something from the beginning.”
The person who said that was not ‘Rohan’.
“I know how hard you’ve tried, how many times you’ve fought a war with yourself in your mind whenever you wanted to give up.”
There was one ‘reader’ who had been reading her all this time.
“Even though I knew it wouldn’t work, I tried, resisted, and didn’t give up. That’s how I tried to change myself.”
Perhaps it was because of a person named ‘Ellis Eclat’ that he was able to be sure that he could change Grace’s fate.
Her example of changing the future gave him hope.
“Ellie. You don’t know how much you’ve changed since you were a kid. You’ve been so stubborn about it that you’ve changed.”
“…….”
“It doesn’t matter how slow you go, as long as you don’t give up.”
The moment she heard those words, Ellie made up her mind.
“So don’t give up, Ellie.”
To have faith in yourself, to have faith in yourself too.
* * *
‘White hole’ located in the southeast of Canterbury.
Whitehall was a 'war memorial' built to commemorate the Second World War.
“Why here?”
“I think you forgot something for a moment.”
“Ah…… I don’t like places like this.”
Ellie wasn't too happy about this place.
That's only natural, since he lost his mother during the war.
Still, the reason I came here with Ellie was to help her regain what she had forgotten.
A weekday evening. The interior of Whitehall was deserted, like the memories of people forgetting the war.
Ellie, who had been wandering around the exhibition hall for a while, seemed to be excited and pointed somewhere.
“Rohan! Remember this place? This is where Rohan did it with Grace.”
“The Ashford recapture? That was a terrible time. It was like coming back from hell.”
… … Actually, I don’t know.
Because it was not me who experienced the war, but ‘Rohan’.
Still, I had read about the empire's war history here and there, so I had no difficulty explaining that day.
“If the Knights of Eclat hadn’t sent reinforcements, the entire 9th Legion would have been isolated. Then I wouldn’t be here, and Lady Grace wouldn’t have been appointed as a professor of swordsmanship. The fact that I took on the role of Vice-Commander of the Knights of Eclat after the war can be seen as a way to repay the favor I received back then.”
“I didn’t come here because I admired you, Ellis?”
“It’s annoying again.”
Ellie, who had been laughing bashfully, approached the display window. Her smile reflected through the glass began to dim.
“If I remember correctly, Grace went in there and smashed everything.”
“It’s a rumor that gets distorted every time it leaves your mouth. Lady Grace almost died that time. It was that critical of a situation.”
“But Rohan survived somehow?”
“I am Rohan, the Sword Master of the Empire. Do not make fun of me.”
“You’re so foolish, really.”
Joking aside, upon entering Hall 2, the horrific scenes of battle were on display beyond a giant dome-shaped glass panel.
Ellie frowned at the sight.
“……It’s still the same. It’s still terrible.”
Ellie is also one of those who experienced the war firsthand.
The scene of that terrible day remained vividly somewhere in her memory.
I asked.
“Does it all sound like a lie?”
“Yeah. It’s so peaceful now, it’s hard to believe that just a few years ago, the world was so violent.”
“There is still a lot of violence in the world. That’s why there are knights like me to stop it.”
“I know. That’s why I want to be a knight too.”
I paused for a moment and looked at Ellie.
Ellie felt my gaze and looked up at me.
“But displaying someone’s misfortune and making fun of it is also an act of violence. Like what you did to Ariel today.”
“…….”
It was Ellie who first touched Ariel's pain.
No matter who Ariel is, her wounds deserve to be protected as long as she hasn't done anything.
That's why I still watch Ariel.
“I believe you made a mistake. Everyone makes mistakes.”
“……You mean I should go and apologize to him tomorrow? Okay, got it.”
There is no one who would not squirm when a wound is touched.
This is especially true if the wound is deeper and more festering.
-I feel the same way.
Michael's feelings for Ariel are probably no different from my feelings for Grace.
If someone you love comes back hurt, if they come back with their wounds already bursting open and dripping blood like tears… … .

            … … Knowing that feeling, I will give you a tie just this once. Riepenstein.
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"I'm very sorry I can't bring you good news."
There is a path given to each of us.
And the path is a path because anyone can walk on it.
“The final interview results show that despite your outstanding qualifications and capabilities… … .”
If you still can't move forward, then you need to stop for a moment and look back on the path you have walked.
“… … You were not selected… … .”
In my experience, there are times when that approach is wrong and you don't get anywhere… … .
“… … I would like to inform you.”
… … Because there were countless of them.
“What you’re using is closer to ‘circle’ than ‘aura’.”
Ellie and I were wearing protective gear in room 311 on the second floor of the third training building.
Ellie, who was tightening the belt of the armored suit she was wearing, tilted her head.
“If it’s a circle, is it the one that wizards use?”
“That’s right. The result is that the formula is stable, but the results will continue to deviate. For example, after the manifestation, there may be distortions in the strings or the song.”
“Oh, that’s right… The Sword Master is different.”
Leaving Ellie behind, who was amazed, I recalled the technique she had observed during the last lecture.
Ellie's understanding of alcohol is excellent.
Not only the arrangement of the strings and the melody, but also the slope and correction were textbook perfect.
However, the driving force behind the technique, that is, the ‘type of mana’, was the problem.
There are three types of mana in this world.
First, just "Mana".
If we look at it from an academic perspective of this world, mana is also one of countless ‘atoms’.
However, living things, including humans, are organically connected to mana.
Simply put, mana is ‘life’, a part of it.
Next, there are "Auras" and "Circles" that originate from this Mana.
The two are similar, but they have properties that make them absolutely indistinguishable.
Both magicians and knights use spells. However, the way they construct spells differs depending on which mana they use.
For example, it is like this.
<Mana Management> - <Prepare Magic> - <Placement of Strings and Songs> - <Display Magic> = "Aura".
<Mana Management>-<Prepare Spell>-<Placement of Currents and Songs>-<Calculate Coordinates>-<Expression of Spell>-<Injection>=「Circle」.
If we simply list the process of manifesting the spell, it seems that Aura is easier to use than Circle.
It's a given.
In the ritual, the aura and circle have completely different points of action.
From the beginning, things like the Orani Circle were evolved methods to make it easier to use magic and swordsmanship.
For this reason, unlike auras that have properties of being ‘manifested’ or ‘condensed’ in things like swords or bodies, circles have properties that are intertwined, such as ‘emission’ and ‘spreading’.
Ah, let's stop.
If it weren't for Rohan's memories, I wouldn't have known this much.
Anyway, Ellie's mana, which is talented in magic, is closer to circle than aura.
This is an innate talent, an ability she inherited from her mother from the beginning.
… … No, ‘settings’.
This is why Ellie cannot become a ‘knight’.
“Now try to manifest the spell. This time, don’t forcefully convert mana into aura.”
“……You knew that far?”
“More or less.”
“Okay. Then step away for a moment. I need to focus.”
I took five or six steps back and used my "Sixth Sense" just in case.
Ellie took a deep breath and raised her right arm.
Boooowoong⸺
Ellie's mana, whose sound, color, and wavelength had changed. It was clearly a circle.
Soon she began to compose her recipe. As I was watching her, I noticed something and opened my mouth.
“That part again. In order to make the result of the circle-based spell the same as the aura, you need to reverse the sixth string connecting the wind and fire and the second song.”
“I know…… I know……”
Ellie's voice was shaking, as if she was struggling.
On the contrary, Ellie was instinctively reinterpreting existing techniques in her own way.
Fortunately, Ellie had a better understanding of the art of magic than I thought.
The smoothly constructed formula so far was proof of this.
“This is the last time.”
As I watched Ellie, beads of sweat formed on my forehead.
The parties involved will suffer more.
Because I was completely overhauling habits that I had maintained like baby steps from the beginning.
“…….”
At that moment, Ellie's hands went limp.
A silence without a sound. In it, a spark rose before her eyes.
That was when.
Saaaa ...
Suddenly, in the wind, a single spark began to split into numerous flower petals.
Soon, pure white sparks filled the training room.
“I…… am fine.”
It was the fruit of one person's earnest heart, not a circle or an aura.
Ellie was looking at me with a face that looked like she was about to cry in the middle of a spring field full of bright magnolias.
“Good job, Ellie.”
* * *
After that, while Ellie was busy with "Memorize", I also went to the training room next door to train. As a result of training in my spare time these days, my understanding of swordsmanship has improved a lot compared to before.
Arriving in front of the training room, I reached out to the handle without hesitation.
Creak— The door opens. The back of someone is visible through the widening gap.
The moment her shoulder-length hair fluttered like the Milky Way, ‘she’ looked back at me.
“……Ariel Riepenstein.”
I didn't know she would be here either.
Well, it's not strange, since she's a student at Springwind.
The only question is, out of all the training rooms out there, why the one right next to ours?
“Hello, Associate Professor.”
It was the moment when I was about to nod my head at the unpleasant greeting and close the door.
“Excuse me. Can I ask you a favor?”
“What are you talking about?”
“Private tutoring from the associate professor.”
… … The soundproofing of the training room is absolute.
No matter how hard I try, it's hard to hear the sounds coming from beyond this sound barrier.
That means… … .
“I happened to see the assistant professor and Eclat going in together.”
A biting cold air comes rushing in.
Could a human voice be this cold if it weren't for magic?
Ariel, who had come up to me without me noticing, slowly closed the door.
“Assistant Professor.”
“…….”
“Can’t I? Or is it just me who can’t do it?”
What is the purpose?
What on earth is your purpose in approaching me?
Getting involved with Ariel is something I find extremely uncomfortable.
“……Tell me. I will help you if I can.”
“Really?”
And then Ariel, brightly rejoicing.
I know that that pure appearance is your ‘mask’.
But still, you are also my student, so I will not discriminate against you.
“Then, can you please correct my posture?”
“What kind of posture?”
“Stabbing. I feel like I lack the basics.”
… … It’s nice to hear that.
“Get ready.”
“Yes, Associate Professor.”
I followed Ariel and picked up the training sword from the stand.
Ariel, who had been looking at me, smiled incomprehensibly and got into a stabbing stance.
"What do you think?"
That pose is the same as the one seen in "The Aesthetics of Stabbing". However, Ariel's pose has several flaws.
As if you were deliberately making a mistake about something you already knew, as if you were expecting someone to correct you.
But Ariel… … .
“……They’re all wrong.”
"yes?"
widely-!
Without hesitation, I swung down Ariel's sword. I looked down at Ariel, who had lost her balance and fallen to the ground due to the recoil, and pointed at Ariel's sword, which was scattered about, with the tip of my sword.
“Pick up your sword, Ariel.”
I will teach you the essence of stabbing today.
* * *
‘Why not me?’
He even lied on purpose.
So, I thought I ‘passed’ the test.
But that wasn't the case.
‘Ellis Eclat… … .’
The moment Ariel saw Rohan comforting Ellis, who was crying at the back door, she couldn't help but feel her fingertips tremble.
Ariel also knew that Ellis and Rohan's relationship was tied to the 'Knights of Eclat'.
There was no room for her to interfere in their relationship, so Ariel deliberately took Ellis's challenge head on.
He thought that if he made Ellis the ‘perpetrator’ and himself the ‘victim’, he would be able to get the attention of Rohan that he so desperately wanted.
‘Surely not… … right?’
Ariel's heart creaked loudly as she watched them enter Whitehall affectionately that evening.
Some ‘bad delusions’ kept plaguing her mind.
But I tried hard to believe it wasn't true.
I didn't think so... ...but this time, when I saw them entering the training room, I couldn't think that way anymore.
'no…….'
I felt resentful of myself for not being able to do anything even though there was a thick wall between us.
As time passed and Rohan and Ellie spent more time together, jealousy began to transform into other emotions.
‘Absolutely not Rohan.’
It was the moment when Ariel decided to have a very ‘bad mind’.
Squeak
I felt someone's gaze through the open door. It was the gaze of the person I had been longing for.
He was extremely cold and emotionless only when he looked at himself… … .
‘How did Rohan get here?’
All I could do was suppress the joy that felt like it was going to explode.
I want to run to him right now and hold his hand, but it's so hard to pretend like nothing's wrong.
And the emotions that had been transformed took root in Ariel's heart as some kind of emotion.
“Can I ask you a favor too?”
We need to make contact here.
If I don't make a move now, I'll never get another chance.
Since he's such a cool guy, it can't be helped that he's popular.
… … It was a completely arbitrary illusion, but Ariel began to move based on that illusion.
‘If it’s stabbing, then Rohan-nim’s hand… … Okay. Act well from now on, Doro, no, Ariel. You can do it. You’re a beginner from now on.’
It was the moment when he was waiting for Rohan's hand to approach him, even making self-suggestions.
“You’re all wrong.”
widely.
“Pick up your sword, Ariel.”
Contrary to her thoughts, Rohan's gaze completely changed into that of an educator.
“The sword is level with the line of sight. Extend it properly.”
widely.
“Why are you concentrating your aura on the sword? The center of the thrust is the dantian, not the sword.”
widely.
“Totally wrong. Again!”
widely⸺!
Ariel, drenched in sweat from repeated corrections and training, sat down without realizing it and took a deep breath.
She wiped the sweat dripping down her forehead and glanced at Rohan with a puzzled expression.
‘This isn’t it… … ?’
Something was going wrong.
On the contrary, the change gave her a different feeling.
‘… … This isn’t it, but this is my first time in this position. I didn’t know that stabbing was originally a technique like this… … .’
What Ariel was learning was the most basic of the basics, but what Rohan was teaching was not the basics.
As if he had studied only stabbing for decades, the techniques Rohan taught were the pinnacle of swordsmanship, the ‘ultimate’.
Therefore, Ariel's talent was not enough to learn Rohan's stabbing in a short period of time.
however.
‘I don’t know this feeling… … .’
The joy of learning something you never knew before, of finding out something.
Ariel's body trembled with pleasure.
“That should be enough rest. Get up.”
"yes!"
Her voice was filled with fighting spirit as she became absorbed in training and forgot her original purpose.
It was at that moment when Ariel's body began to sway as she was holding the sword again.
"uh?"
The cause was that my legs had lost strength due to intense training.
I tried to keep my balance, but my body was already tilting to the side.
Ariel closed her eyes tightly, bracing herself for the shock that was to come.
… … thud.
But instead of the cold training room floor touching my face, I felt something soft, firm, and warm.
Ariel slowly opened her eyes and saw a familiar collar.
"……ah."

            A familiar scent tickled her nose. When she raised her head following the scent, she was in Rohan's arms like an old fantasy.
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                                § Preparation (1)
… … The thoughts kept coming back to me.
Ariel.
You always make my heart beat in unexpected places and at unexpected times.
When I first saw you that day, if there had been no one around, I might have killed you.
That much I hated you, and you were poison to Grace's precarious fate.
“Totally wrong. Again!”
"yes!"
Beads of sweat sprang up before her eyes.
Tears of effort that are truly shed while moving the body.
I know that the efforts you show me are fake.
But at this moment, can I dismiss the sight of you being so genuinely passionate about something as a lie?
“…….”
The emotions that had been spreading like paint dropped into a cup suddenly became transparent the moment I reached out my arm to Ariel, who was falling.
Ariel just stood there.
Like a broken doll, she looks up at me with eyes that seem to be asking me to wind it up, her breathing still holding.
… … You must not be fooled.
Ariel is our enemy.
One day, a threat will come to Grace, a time that will dye her fate red.
That's why you and I can't be together.
“Ariel Riepenstein.”
"……yes?"
“Stand up straight.”
“Sorry. Wait a minute…….”
Ariel, whose focus had returned, fell out of my arms.
I look away from her as she turns away.
“Anything in excess becomes poisonous. This concludes our training. Don’t forget today’s lesson.”
Fate may still be moving to hinder me.
Since the Horizon Pendant didn't go to you, a corresponding variable may occur.
No, it will definitely happen.
I left the training room with that in mind.
* * *
<Ellie>
[What? When did you leave?]
<Me>
ㅤㅤㅤㅤ [I went first because urgent work came up.
ㅤㅤㅤㅤ I called but there was no answer. Sorry.]
<Ellie>
[You searched for a long time without even knowing that, you idiot!]
After finishing texting with Ellie, I was waiting for the train on the platform.
"ha……."
……hey.
Are you hanging out with Ariel right now?
It's not enough to go around looking for something like a hidden piece to change Grace's fate.
“……I know too.”
however.
The moment I saw Ariel up close today, I realized something.
The eyes looking at me.
Eyes that seem familiar somewhere.
It looked like me.
I was taking a shower, thinking of Grace, when I suddenly came face to face with my reflection in the mirror.
I had those kinds of eyes too.
“Maybe Ariel can change too…….”
Just like Grace's fate, Ariel's fate could also be changed? ... ... A leisurely thought.
Throw it away.
“……I chose you, young lady.”
I could add Ellie to that, but anything more than that would be too much for me.
I walk towards my destiny to change the future… … .
"stop."
… … Ariel definitely confuses me.
But that's it.
[The train to Margate will arrive shortly. Passengers, please… … .]
First, let’s go to ‘Acol’.
Soon my fate will be "death".
Even if fate worsens, you won't die suddenly from an improbable heart attack or something.
But to prepare for fate, to prepare for the imminent threat. And to protect Grace.
I need to arm myself.
* * *
Grace, who was studying theory in the study, suddenly felt a sharp pain in her stomach.
There has never been anything like this before. No, it has been so long that I thought I had forgotten.
“Rohan…….”
Grace looked out the window. Instead of the scenery, his face was floating in the distance.
‘… … Did you eat dinner?’
Rohan, who was always busy helping himself, couldn't even eat properly.
While all the other professors were resting in the shelter, Rohan stayed by her side and helped with her research.
Whenever I asked if he was okay, Rohan would always reply with a calm smile, “I was just doing my job as an associate professor.”
Grace's worries before he took up his post as professor were completely dispelled by his dependability.
‘If Rohan hadn’t existed.’
She also knows that she has no talent for teaching.
I still can't forget the incident that happened during my first lecture. Even now, when I recall the students' gazes that day, I get goosebumps.
But now the students' gaze was good.
When I look at the children's eyes that sparkle like their own dreams, the thought of working harder and teaching more naturally comes to mind.
It was all because of Rohan.
‘I have to buy some sandwiches tomorrow. I’m sure Rohan will be happy… … .’
Hwaak⸺
Grace's face flushed as she recalled Rohan's smile.
… … I keep doing this these days. Is it because of the changing of seasons or do I have a fever?
Come to think of it, I thought of Riepenstein a few times today.
Ten times? No. Five times?
“…….”
It happened twice.
It was quite shocking for Grace to think of Michael less than five times.
Even when I practiced for more than 18 hours a day, I never forgot Michael.
In comparison, the moments that reminded me of Rohan kept increasing.
Grace, who felt that things couldn't go on like this, came out of the study and went into her room.
And then Grace collapsed on the bed.
She quietly hugged the pink stuffed rabbit that greeted her at the bedside.
“Pee pee…….”
I, a Weapon Master, am suffering from a fever.
I think it's a new type of fever.
Let's just go to sleep for today and think about tomorrow.
“……Rohan.”
But I couldn't stop thinking about his smile, which made me forget everything just by looking at it.
* * *
“Custom made?”
“Yes, I will pay any price.”
A man with a cool waxed head was looking down at me with his arms crossed.
This man's name is 'Bald'.
And he is also the famous general who will be entrusted with my ‘armoring’.
I thought about going to the Habledown workshop, but the unit price there is too expensive and it is also very popular, so it would be difficult to meet the deadline I set.
Above all, Bald's craftsmanship is top-notch, to the point that even Michael acknowledges it.
So the place we decided on was this place, ‘Acol Bikers’.
That's the biker you're expecting.
That too, a biker of ‘bicycle’.
You might be wondering why I came to a bike shop with such a heavy load, but this is exactly the load I need right now.
To get the real 'materials' to make my sword, I need to get a high-performance bike from here.
‘Amuller World Championship’.
It sounds like a grand name.
To put it simply, it is an ‘international bicycle competition.’
But it's not just any bike race.
All the bicycles used by the athletes competing here are ‘Amuller bikes’ that were created through the application of engineering.
The history of the Amulet bike is quite long.
The Amuller bike is a racing bike that was first developed about 230 years ago by a bicycle-crazy man named Joseph Amuller.
Maximum speed: 320 km/h.
From standstill to 100 km/h in just 3.1 seconds.
It may be hard to believe, but these are the specifications of the ‘bicycle’.
Even the driving method is pedal.
Strictly speaking, it is similar to a real-life ‘electric bicycle’.
This is possible because all output is ‘mana’ and not electricity.
Bald gestured to the workbench.
“Let me draw it.”
I have a design in mind.
To beat the ‘main character team’ in this match.
Swish- Swish⸺
The sketch was drawn with reference to other drawings lying around nearby.
Bald, who had been watching the design I was drawing, came over and stroked his chin.
"oh……."
As expected, you can tell a great master right away.
“You don’t have any talent for drawing?”
…….
“I get the general outline. But wouldn’t the unit price be too high if we used these parts? This material is the Ultimate Numbering Series. Are you thinking of making a bicycle version of Inferno?”
“It doesn’t matter.”
“If I just get a quote right now, it’ll be at least 10 million rings… Is that really okay?”
Anyway, the value of the winning prize is at least several hundred million rings.
This level of investment is something that needs to be taken into account anyway.
“It doesn’t matter if it’s two thousand or three thousand. Just keep it like this, or if you make it by supplementing the missing parts, that’s fine.”
“So how long will it take?”
“A month, no, two weeks.”
“……Full moon? Hey, are you kidding me? How can you do this in just two weeks!?”
“The production cost is high.”
“I will make it well and bring it to your garage.”
After all, money is the best.
I asked Bald, who had turned into a merchant in an instant, for one more favor.
“And there’s one more thing I’d like to add, even though it’s not in the blueprint.”
“Yes, yes, just say it!”
“I want to remove the mana controller, is that possible?”
"……yes?"
Parts are parts, but the most important part of an emulator bike is the user's skills.
The stronger the user's mana, the faster the bike will go.
The purpose of using good parts is to balance the mana consumed in long-range battles.
When someone can go 1 kilometer using 1 mana, it's absolutely advantageous for someone else to be able to go 10 kilometers.
However, there are also disadvantages.
As the output is artificially controlled, the stability of the engine deteriorates.
Also, if the user pours in too much mana, he may explode while riding the bicycle.
The means to prevent this is the mana controller, or ‘safety device’, located at the bottom of the engine.
Michael is a wizard.
Naturally, the mana a wizard has is far superior to that of a knight.
No matter how good your equipment is, you can't keep up with his mana control.
Plus, ‘main character correction’.
If everything goes according to plan, Michael will win the upcoming championship.
In order to defeat him, I must find a way to overcome this development.
“That won’t do.”
Bald, who had been sighing as if the ground was collapsing, continued speaking sheepishly.
“If that happens, people might die. It’s only a one in a million chance, but I think that even if that one in a million chance happens, I might lose my business and even my life.”
At those words, I took out my wallet and showed my ID.
“I forgot this.”
“Why the ID card all of a sudden……”
Bald shook his hand as he checked my ID.
“Hey, Sword Master Rohan?!”
“I’m late in greeting you. Imperial Gamma…….”
The next moment, Bald lowered his head, his clenched fist resting on his heart.
“Don’t you know me?”
huh?
“9th Corps Maintenance Officer Bald! Are you sure you don’t remember?”
Oh my… … I didn’t know about this part.
I looked at Bald with the mind of a reader who clicks on a newly uploaded article.
“During the Second Front Battle, Commander Euclid and Lord Rohan saved me from death. Now, look here!”
An excited Bald lifted his left leg up to his knee.
What was revealed was a prosthetic leg made of titanium alloy.
“Because Acol is so far away, I am ignorant of the news and did not dare to meet you.”
“……Don’t do this.”
I helped Bald up by his shoulders.
“The war is over now, and I am just a citizen of the empire just like you. But still, I see that the person I saved is still alive…….”
I intentionally left the ending of my sentences ambiguous.
Then, as if overcome with emotion, he raised his head and looked up at the ceiling.
“I’m glad I did something worthwhile.”
“……I will only charge the cost price.”
……okay.
“You said two weeks? I’ll make it for you within ten days.”
“That can’t be. Public and private affairs must be separated.”
Bald shook his head at that answer.
“I can’t do business with my benefactor. Considering the value of my life, I would like to make it for free, but please understand that my circumstances are not favorable and I cannot do that.”
“No. … Haa, then there’s nothing I can do. Please.”
“I can’t tell you how grateful I am that I can finally repay you.”
As expected, if you do good deeds, they will come back to you.
That Rohan kid has lived a pretty decent life.
As I was about to pay the money, I remembered something and said to Bald.
“Oh, I think I’ll need one more. One with the controller attached.”
Then Bald's face turned blue.

            Of course, if they were sold at cost price, Bald's life would become difficult, so they agreed to pay the regular price for two units, including the production fee.
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I flipped through the calendar, still stuck on last month.
“Time has passed so quickly already.”
It's a new feeling.
I was so engrossed in it that I forgot the sense of time.
But looking back, a lot has happened.
I wondered when I had ever lived like this in reality.
“40 days…….”
There isn't much time left until the championship.
One month, excluding the time to wait for the bike I ordered here.
In less than 30 days, we had to complete a ridiculous number of processes including course familiarization, strategy formulation, and practice.
Even if we had known this in advance and prepared for it, this development would not have been much different.
Even if we take the longest, it is only about +10 days from the given time.
It was like this in the original too.
However, since it was a main episode, it would not have been affected by the plot revisions.
dripping⸺
Grace and I, who were in the middle of a lecture, turned our heads at the sound of a knock.
“Come in.”
As Grace answered, the door opened as if it had been waiting. The face poking its head out through it was one I had seen in the hallway before.
“Professor Grace. Oh, and Associate Professor Rohan is here too. Hello.”
That's the student.
A student who seemed a bit lacking and who made you wonder how he got into Springwind.
I don't know the name. I don't remember reading a description like that. Or maybe I didn't read it.
First of all, it doesn't seem like you're taking swordsmanship classes. Are you an aspiring magician?
Grace asked.
“I’m in class right now. What’s your business?”
“The president is looking for you. He said it’s urgent and asked me to come right away.”
It's almost time for the president to call.
But that president… … I wonder if he’ll be okay.
“I will come and see you soon after I finish. You may go back now.”
"yes."
As I was thinking about the president, a message came to mind for the first time in a long time.
【 Mainstream: Starting Line Towards Victory 】
✵ Initial objective: Help ‘Grace Euclid’ win the ‘Amuller World Championship’.
- Failure 》 The fate of ‘Grace Euclid’ worsens, reaching the turning point of your death
- Success 》 ‘150 P’, ‘Eternal Stone 2kg’
… … The first thing I saw when I opened my eyes in this world was Grace.
And the moment I saw her, the same message appeared.
The goal this time is to win the championship.
The difficulty is on a whole other level than last time.
Of course I plan to win, but honestly I can't guarantee it.
Even in the original, the main character's team almost didn't win.
Anyway, the composition of the ‘main character team’ is as follows.
Michael, Queos, Ellie.
… … Queos.
Is it time for that character to appear now?
This is not important.
I will definitely take Ellie out of that team.
Ellie is one of the key players to succeed Grace.
Although she rides a bike as a hobby, Ellie's skills are at a professional level. In the first place, riding an emulator bike was a sport for the upper-middle class.
So our team consists of Grace, Ellie and me.
If Ellie comes to our team, it is clear that the variable Ariel will fill that void.
The only question is how much power Ariel has.
If I could have gathered more probability, I could have gotten the "Status Window".
Even as time passes, the “probability” is still lacking… … .
"……what?"
"yes?"
I was lost in thought when I felt someone's gaze and turned my head towards the door.
I made eye contact with the student who had not yet left. Unlike before, his gaze did not look blank.
“Do you still have more to say?”
“No. It’s nothing. Yes, nothing. Then I’ll go. Bye……”
I caught her as she was trying to leave in a hurry.
"for a moment."
An inexplicable feeling of nausea was welling up from the bottom of my stomach.
“What’s your name?”
“Me? Ugh… I feel a little sad.”
A smile that looks a bit stupid.
The moment I recalled that page, that smile was eerily creepy.
She answered.
“Corinne.”
Now I remember.
That ‘description’, which seems so clumsy and dull.
“What if the professor doesn’t even know the students’ names, hehe?”
… … I should have read it carefully then.
* * *
The photos of past presidents are lined up on the wall. They were all great men whose names alone would make you exclaim in admiration.
You can guess what kind of history Springwind has just by looking at the people in the photo.
The president spoke under their gazes that seemed to be watching his descendants.
“I have an important favor to ask of you two.”
Grace and I were looking at a ‘child’ who was too small to occupy this large principal’s office alone.
“After the Second World War, the imperial family finally lifted the ban on international competitions after five years.”
Those cute eyes that look like they might say, “Give me candy” at any moment.
Her hair, combed neatly like a doll's, is shiny.
“Thanks to that, we are preparing to hold international competitions that were suspended, such as the ‘Olympiad’, ‘High London Games’, and ‘Amule World Championships’ again. Oh, do you want one?”
The president held out to us some candies from a basket with his hands like ferns.
“Here it is.”
"it's okay."
I politely declined and observed the child, no, the president.
This child, who looks to be about ten years old and should be attending elementary school rather than college, is the 26th president of Springwind University, Cornelia Lynn Farcastal.
That doesn't mean it's something to be laughed at.
You shouldn't laugh at her appearance.
Cornelia, who was once the deputy director of the Imperial Magical Technology Bureau, became like that because of the Human-Magic War.
“Why do you keep bringing me candy even though I don’t eat it… My body has gotten used to it, but my eyes just can’t seem to get used to it.”
Cornelia grumbled, pushing aside the basket of candy. It was all brought to her by the professors and students who had been fond of the president, for them to eat during recess.
“Oh, just talking to myself. Don’t worry about it. I’m just a little lonely these days.”
The reason she became like that was for the empire.
On the day that Habledown's capital, Blin, was attacked, she took the 'medicine' she had created to buy time for Michael to perfect his defensive technique.
The name of the drug is ‘Soma’.
The ultimate amplifier that instantly transcends the present and future upon consumption.
But with such tremendous power came great side effects.
The side effect is that when the drug wears off, time ‘reverses’ ‘alone’.
At one time, the empire even attempted to ban it because of its medicinal properties and side effects.
There are still rumors that the Technology Bureau is secretly researching Soma… … .
dripping⸺
“I will go in.”
Michael Riepenstein entered the president's office straight away.
He passed me without even looking at Grace and stood in front of Cornelia.
“I heard you found me, General Farkastal.”
“You came at a good time. I called you three today because I have something important to talk about.”
Cornelia, leaning over the desk, continued speaking in a deliberately solemn voice.
“The Ministry of Foreign Affairs, which hosts the championship, has asked us to cooperate in allowing Professor Grace Euclid and Professor Michael Riepenstein to participate in this competition.”
Michael, who had been rubbing his chin at those words, clicked his tongue as if he was annoyed.
“Are you aiming for publicity? Doing something so pointless… It seems that the rumors about the Ministry of Foreign Affairs officials being as brainy as earwax are true.”
Michael growled quietly, befitting his dignity.
Given his personality, he probably thinks of international competitions as ‘unnecessarily noisy and smelly sports days.’
First of all, the Ministry of Foreign Affairs is an organization directly under the Imperial Family. This means that it is the same as the Imperial Family's orders. And Michael was allergic to anything related to the Imperial Family.
Grace asked.
“What is our mission?”
“There’s no particular mission to be had, just go and show your face. It’s like taking a bike ride or taking a walk.”
“I understand. Since it is for the Empire, I will gladly obey the Emperor’s command.”
“Okay. As expected, Professor Grace lives up to her reputation. Unlike some others.”
Cornelia's eyes, which had been glancing at Michael as if comparing them, turned to me this time.
“Is Professor Rohan okay too?”
"yes."
“Then Professor Riepenstein, now you’re the only one left. What do you want to do? I won’t force you either. This is just a recommendation.”
Michael, who had guarded the capital with Cornelia, knew her personality well.
Michael, who had been caressing the ring and watching Cornelia, eventually furrowed his brow.
“……I understand. If I refuse, you will continue to harass my daily life until the end of the competition. With those short arms and legs.”
“Short arms and legs? You want to get hit by someone with short arms and legs?”
“I’m sorry, but I will never be able to reach you.”
Cornelia bit her lip and clenched her cute fists.
I cleared my throat out loud before Michael got kneaded by that fist.
Only then did Cornelia realize our presence and calm down.
“So, all three of you agreed?”
“But just this once. There will be no next time. I will make it so that there will be no next time.”
Cornelia shivered. She seemed to be getting goosebumps. It made me feel hot just watching, so how much more must it have felt for the person involved?
“Okay, okay. The equipment including the emulator bike will be prepared by the competition organizers.”
bang.
“……Anyway, that unlucky person.”
Before he could finish speaking, Michael left the president's office. Today again, Michael did not even look at Grace or say a word to her.
But I thought that as the story progressed, you would have changed a bit too… … .
Cornelia, who realized her slip of the tongue in an instant, looked at Grace.
“I’m sorry. I forgot you were next to me.”
“……I’m used to it now.”
Unlike Grace, who answered calmly, Cornelia took a deep breath and asked with a look of incomprehension.
“Ha. Now that we’re on the subject, what’s the big deal about being with someone like that… No. I’m sorry again. I got off topic. What did I say?”
Cornelia took a deep breath and suppressed her anger.
Michael, that bastard, he's the main character, but he keeps too many enemies around him.
If it weren't for the main character with that personality, I would have been killed a long time ago.
If you look closely, the main character is the most evil.
“Anyway, let’s try our best. You never know. Someone like Professor Grace is more than capable of winning. And the promising Rohan is with us. They’ve prepared a kilogram of Eternal Stone as a special prize for winning this time. If we do well, we can raise the status of our school, and it’s a rare opportunity.”
"All right."
You also get 2 kilograms as a mainstream reward, so if you win, you get a total of 3 kilograms.
I quietly glanced at Grace's waist. The sword that was now due for replacement was hanging precariously.
If I do this well, I might even be able to make Grace a weapon.
As we were leaving after saying our goodbyes, Cornelia stood up on tiptoe and warned us.
“Oh, and Professor Riepenstein. I don’t know about anything else, but don’t ever lose to that professor. Is that right?”
And then he extended his little finger to us.
"promise!"

            … … I think I understand a little why professors and students give each other candy.
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I was the kind of person who only read what I wanted to read.
The moment something went awry from what I expected, I inevitably closed the book.
But after a while, I would open the book again and read it, just skipping over the pages I didn't like.
In most cases, things tend to get better once you get over a certain hurdle.
That was my way of reading.
But in a novel that has become reality, there is no bookshelf that I can cover when I encounter such a part.
“……Soma.”
I had forgotten about this, but this is the representative scene where Springwind came to be called ‘Jijapdae’.
How did I end up on this page?
Damn it. I wasn't reading it roughly back then.
Bam!
An exciting melody that hits your eardrums the moment you let your guard down.
What is this?
Where did you get the game sound effects…?
“Your Majesty Rohan Bugyeoshu!”
As I was walking down the hallway, I turned around when a hand grabbed my collar.
Then, three students were huddled together and looking up at me.
“Oh, my tongue is tied. Oh! Hello, Professor Rohan!”
“You guys…….”
The student on the left had her hair tied up in a bun, the middle student looked like a troublemaker I had seen somewhere, and the last student had his robe pulled back like loneliness… … .
These are all descriptions I am seeing for the first time.
So you're saying they're not important guys?
Then the student, whose tongue was tied, spoke.
“I’m Sarah Watson, the leader of the Walgadak Sisters, and the one who looks like a rabbit is Gravit Azel. This friend who looks a bit gloomy is Glashalavolas Savnak Gremory. Laura for short!”
“So you’re Sarah, Gravit on the left, Glashalap on the right… what?”
“Laura! Laura!”
“Yes, Laura. ……Laura?”
So, ‘Shalabollas Savnak Gremory’.
How do I shorten this to become Laura?
What could it be?
Walgadak Sisters?
Was there a character like that in the original?
no.
I don't remember.
Could it be that these are characters who appeared as the plot was revised?
So then, does that mean there might be characters I didn't expect appearing? ... .
“Anyway. I managed to get a rumor that some of the professors are participating in the championship this time.”
"so?"
“That, that ...
Bam!
… … The source of that sound effect was the smartphone Gravit was holding.
"and?"
“Ge, Lee, Go, we are also participating in this championship”
“I’m busy. Bye.”
“Hey, wait a minute!”
I turned around sharply.
Then, the Walgadak Sisters came running naked and blocked my path.
I didn't want to get involved with these guys anymore, so I summoned Michael's demon and possessed my body.
“Before you ask why, let me tell you three things. First. The maximum number of players per team is three.”
Bam!
“Hey! Grab it! What if you play it at a bad time?”
“Sorry! My hand slipped…….”
Bam— Bam— Bam— Bam— Bam!
“Hey, I think this is broken……!”
“Just turn it off! I told you to hold down the middle button to turn it off! ……Phew. That’s it.”
… … How long must I watch this farce?
I thought it might be too harsh for an associate professor to take on something like this.
“……Second. The players have already been decided.”
“Please reconsider one more time! We are strong enough too.”
“Third. You are weak.”
“…….”
It's so easy to silence them.
I can kind of understand why Michael sticks to this style of speaking.
Gravit, who was curled up like a rabbit that had encountered a predator, cautiously shouted at me.
“We, we’re not weak! We are… strong…….”
That kind of weak appearance doesn't seem convincing at all.
I answered.
“Show me anything, whether it’s a circle or an aura.”
“Okay. Get out of the way. I’ll do it.”
And then Sarah confidently stepped forward and began to release her mana. Gravit whispered to Sarah without me knowing.
“Wouldn’t it be better if Laura did it……?”
“Be quiet and focus.”
Meanwhile, I looked at Sarah's circle. I didn't even need to look closely.
Sarah's mana was hazy like the morning fog.
Looking at this, I felt like Springwind was really a jerk and a sigh rose up in my throat.
“It’s good to enjoy your youth. Now that you’re an adult, you probably want to try anything.”
Rather, the sisters' faces brightened at my positive answer.
however.
“However, challenging the impossible with insufficient ability is not courage, but recklessness. How far do you plan to humiliate Springwind before you are satisfied?”
“……!”
Sarah bared her teeth and glared at me.
He is also clumsy at hiding his emotions.
To combat irrationality, we do not even know what rational anger is, not emotional anger.
I guess there's no need to look any further.
“So give up. The championship is not a joke or a game.”
"All right."
Still, it seemed like he knew how to endure.
I headed back to my office, leaving the sisters shivering with anger behind me.
* * *
… … That was the right choice.
This is the choice for you.
The championship is not a ‘game’.
It is also an extension of the fierce battlefield.
“It’s too trivial to risk your life for an experience.”
It never occurred to me that your lives and efforts were insignificant.
Compared to life, the championship is nothing more than a ‘tiny experience’.
… … So far, 1,081 players have died in the Emulator World Championships.
The distance of the track on which the race is held according to regulations is 388 km.
It is not simply a flat course, but a high-risk course that includes a mountain range that crosses the continent.
There are frequent clashes between each team, so it is difficult to guarantee life or death unless you are a very skilled player.
Of course, there are safety devices for that. But you won't be able to survive the 'moment' when those safety devices kick in.
This is why I threw the Walgadak Sisters out so hard.
“……Still, was it a bit too much?”
I thought it was a bit too much to even include Michael's poop.
But even if someone's life is at stake, even if they are names I don't know and are unnecessary to this page,
I heard he was going to kill himself, so I couldn't just sit still.
Yeah. I couldn't help it.
Later, I'll go to the 10th Circle Archmage Grandma's Stew and buy her a meal.
Bam!
I was lost in thought when I suddenly looked around in surprise.
Then my eyes met with those of the sisters who were huddled together next to my desk and secretly watching me.
“When did you guys… No, what are you doing now?”
I almost swore and the plausibility of the situation was diminished. Luckily, Grace was not there.
Sarah, her eyes sparkling as if nothing had happened, suddenly got up and spoke to me.
“Assistant Professor!”
“What, what is it?”
The face of a knight heading out for the final battle could not be more tragic than mine.
Sarah continued speaking with a face that said the word "give up" would never be used.
“Then please let me form a bike club!”
“Bike club?”
“Yes. I will practice there and definitely compete in the next Emulator World Championship!”
“…….”
I realized it in that moment.
Your goal is neither absurd nor foolish… … but a dream.
… … It was a training session that was not the same.
Without knowing anything, you dismiss your dreams as nothing… … .
Bam!
“……Your smartphone will be confiscated for two weeks. Go get it when the time comes.”
“You’re going too far, Professor……!”
* * *
As I entered the club room, I covered my nose from the thick dust.
At first glance, it looked like it hadn't been used for a long time, and thick dust had settled here and there like memories of those who had used it.
“This is our club room!”
“It must be the club room.”
“I’m a little tongue-tied… Anyway! If you could just sign here, a bike club would be born in Springwind!”
There were quite a few classrooms like this one that were not being used. Looking at them, I could really feel the lack of students. As such, the war had taken a lot from us.
The moment I received the application for approval, I took out a pen from my front pocket.
“……Wait a minute. Why am I a torture professor?”
“Of course you signed it, so it must be torture, right?”
Oh my… … .
“But there is a condition.”
“I told you so!”
Sarah's eyes lit up, perhaps not even knowing that her tongue was tied. Was it really that good?
“In return for becoming the advisory professor for this club, I will neither interfere nor be interfered with in any way.”
“That’s what I wanted. We just want to have fun among ourselves. But can I ask you to do something for us sometimes?”
“One more thing. Be careful not to harm anyone.”
“Isn’t that obvious?”
“If these two things are not observed, I will not be your adviser, but your torturer.”
I was rushing to sign up to get ready to leave work.
The reason is the sandwich I received from Grace this morning.
Gulp⸺
I skipped lunch just to enjoy it.
That was when.
Boom!
A loud noise heard out of nowhere.
That's nearby too.
“Club approval is on hold for the time being.”
“Yes? Associate Professor! Associate Professor! Oh, me… Let’s go too!”
Is it finally starting?
There are ‘pages’… that I haven’t read.
* * *
“I think I missed it.”
Ariel, who had her nose covered with a handkerchief, released her aura and approached Michael.
“Are you hurt anywhere?”
"doesn't exist."
Likewise, Michael, who covered his nose with his sleeve, bent down and picked up something that had fallen on the floor.
A black wrapper with a logo shaped like an H. It was the moment Michael rolled up his sleeves and brought the wrapper to his nose.
“……Tsk.”
Hurrruk!
As Michael frowned, the wrapping paper he was holding burned without a trace.
At that moment, Rohan and the sisters heard the commotion nearby and ran in, but as they entered, they covered their noses at the pungent smell.
Rohan asked Michael.
“What on earth is going on?”
Michael still didn't answer. His eyes, filled with contempt, were directed beyond the window with fluttering curtains.
Ariel approached Rohan and opened her mouth.
“Pills of unknown origin are currently being found throughout the school.”
"also……."
At that moment, Michael, who was roughly passing by Rohan, let out a word.
“This is ‘Black Candy.’”
He was angry.
* * *
The entire faculty was called together.
The black wrapping paper found at the scene of the crime was placed in front of each person's desk.
Some people who saw it were angry, some were sad, and some were calm.
Cornelia, who was sitting alone on a step like a podium at the end of the meeting room, opened her mouth.
“Is anyone aware of this incident?”
Silence. And silence again.
The professors bowed their heads even more because the person who asked the question looked like a child.
“So you’re saying no one knew? Raise your head. This isn’t the interrogation room where you’re being questioned.”
At that moment, the professor sitting in the middle right row of 13 seats opened his mouth and adjusted his glasses.
“Excuse me, Mr. President. I tasted the packaging for a moment, and I think it is ‘Homa.’ Yes…….”
The room began to stir at the remarks of Thomas Bacon, professor of potions and crafts.
Homa?
Homa?
Why is there such a thing in school?
Who? Why! These impudent things… … !
“……It’s noisy.”
Amid the commotion, one person's voice rang out sharply.
Michael Riepenstein, when he opened his mouth, everyone else's mouth fell silent.
“What I discovered today was ‘Black Candy’ made using Homa. I heard it’s been secretly popular all over the continent recently. But before that, I’ll ask you, President Cornelia. You were the former Deputy Director of the Technology Bureau. Whether it’s Homa or Black Candy, aren’t they all derived from the ‘Soma’ you developed?”
Then everyone's eyes turned to Cornelia. She responded to Michael absentmindedly.
“Does that mean I am the mastermind behind this incident?”
“Well, that’s true. The president is distributing such items to the school… Professor Riepenstein. This time, you’ve gone too far.”
“That’s right, that’s right! There’s no way the president, let alone someone else, would do something like that. And the professor too…….”
Most of the professors, including Professor Thomas, came to the president's defense.
Michael simply shook his head.
“I’m not saying that I doubt the president. I just have my doubts.”
“……I’m sorry, but I don’t know. All I did was step down from my position as deputy director at the technology bureau and take up the position of president here.”
This was the price Cornelia paid for her sacrifice for the empire.
Everyone knew that fact, but it was regrettable to hear those words coming out of the person involved.
Cornelia continued.
“Anyway, now that we know that such an item is circulating around the school, solving this case is a priority. First, let’s report this to the administration office……”
At that moment, Michael and I opened our mouths at the same time.
“That won’t work.”
“No.”
Michael looking back at me.
I guess you had the same thoughts as me.
Then, William Burkett, a professor of Neutral Mana Studies, found me sitting in Grace's seat and asked me:
“But where is Professor Euclid and where is Associate Professor Rohan sitting?”
“Professor Euclid was unable to attend due to personal reasons. So I, an associate professor in the Department of Swordsmanship, will be attending.”
“According to the regulations, if the professor is absent, the associate professor is supposed to take over the duties…….”
Actually, I couldn't get in touch with Grace.
He just disappeared, leaving behind a text message saying, ‘I was summoned by the family.’
If it was a family call... ... did you go to see that grandmother?
Anyway, I thought this was my chance so I said to Cornelia.
“If the administration investigates this case, ‘they’ will hide deeper, like cockroaches that are illuminated by a flashlight. Also, if the investigation proceeds, the atmosphere will become chaotic, and it will cause disruption to the students’ classes.”
“It’s an inevitable result, Associate Professor Rohan. So, is your opinion that we should ‘bury’ this case?”
“Absolutely not. If there is a rotten part, we must find it and cut it out to protect the whole thing. That is why I ask you, Director. Please leave the investigation of this case to me.”
It is clear that this incident is a nuisance.
Still, there was one reason why I came forward.
〔 Substream: The Right to Be Unhappy 〕
✵ Primary objective: Arrest the distributor of ‘Black Candy’.
- Failure 》Your Death
- Success 》 ‘40 P’
After a long time, I got a chance to earn points.
Also, it clearly says that I will die if I fail, so I have no choice but to do it.
Cornelia, who had been pondering for a moment, turned her gaze to Michael.
“Does Professor Riepenstein think the same?”
“…….”
“Okay. Then I will assign the investigation of this case to the first discoverers of the scene, Associate Professor Rohan, Professor Riepenstein, and student Ariel Riepenstein. However, if, in my judgment, the investigation does not make any progress or the case grows out of control, I will immediately notify the Administration.”
At that moment, Cornelia's eyes met mine.
There was a sad, almost sorrowful look written on her face.

            “……I hope that the two of you will investigate the truth of this incident. I hereby dismiss you from the assembly.”
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How do I feel right now?
“When we attacked them, what they activated was a trap-type spell.”
When I'm sitting with two bosses at work who want to smack me every time they show me the back of their heads.
That's exactly how it feels.
“Even I didn’t detect it until just before it was activated, so at least it wasn’t the work of a student. It’s highly likely that this was the work of an outsider.”
I refuted Michael's attitude of almost assuming that I was an outsider.
“Even Karen di Arilleria is top-notch when it comes to drinking. Doesn’t Professor Riepenstein know better?”
Karen di Arilleria.
The current student council president and future Archmage.
No matter how much they are called Jijabdae and have fallen in status, there are many such monstrous beings in Springwind.
This was also the reason why Michael did not go straight to the Technology Bureau but remained here as a professor of Magic Defense.
“You’re right. We still can’t say for sure who the culprit is. That goes for you, Rohan, and me too.”
As he said, everyone was a suspect.
Also, the president should not be excluded. After all, it was she who developed ‘Soma’, the root of Black Candy.
I asked Ariel.
“How many people ran away at that time? Oh, Professor Riepenstein. Since I am an associate professor now, can I treat Ariel as a student?”
“……Do whatever you want.”
Michael wiggled his eyebrows for a moment, but Ariel, who had been searching for memories, shook her head.
“Not only trap series but also distortion series magic was used.”
"distortion?"
“Yes. When I looked from outside, it looked like no one was there. I couldn’t see anything beyond the trap that activated the moment I opened the door.”
“Then how did you know and attack them?”
Then Ariel took out her smartphone and showed me the screen.
An anonymous text message from an unknown sender was displayed on the screen.
<Unknown>
:Today at 6 o'clock. Medicine of unknown origin will be traded in the temporary warehouse on the 4th floor of the 2nd annex.
Michael added.
“I wouldn’t have known if Ariel hadn’t shown me this text.”
That was all there was to it.
It was a text message from someone I didn't even know, but what it said was true.
So who would it be?
Whistleblowing? No.
I didn't tell you that there were pitfalls to whistleblowing.
That means this person also only knew that the criminals were making deals.
Even the magic of distortion was being practiced at the trading place.
And that too at a very high level, with skills that even Michael couldn't detect.
But how could this informant have informed us of this fact?
At that moment Michael opened his mouth.
“At least there was no betrayal during the transaction. If he had reported to us, we would have naturally considered arrest, and if that were the case, he would not have gone to the meeting place.”
“Then the criminals who noticed it must have broken the deal and escaped first.”
Rather, the more I tried to solve the mystery, the more the case became a labyrinth.
Black candy.
A top-notch drink.
And the unidentified informer.
It was around this time that these three clues became tangled up like gum stuck to hair.
Tiring⸺
Ariel's smartphone spit out a notification.
A new message had arrived, this time anonymously.
Ariel took a deep breath and opened the text.
<Unknown>
:Two days later, at 6 AM, a potion of unknown origin is scheduled to be traded in the Magic Defense Lecture Room on the 6th floor of the main building.
… … Now I’m starting to get the general idea.
Who sent this text?
Michael Riepenstein, the professor of magical defense who was sweeping away the ring, growled softly.
“……Are you challenging me?”
* * *
After that, I returned home and opened the desk next to my bed.
A drawer with nothing in it. I lifted the bottom and took out a notebook hidden in a hidden space.
Click.
The future of this world was written under the standing lights.
‘Development Notes’, which I wrote before.
I started reading the content carefully from the beginning.
And when I reached the last page, I closed the book.
“……I still haven’t read it.”
There was no mention of ‘black candy’ anywhere in the notes.
But this episode definitely appeared in the original.
It's just that I haven't read it.
If you ask why I didn't read it... ...because I didn't know it would turn out like this.
How could I have known that I would become so absorbed in this novel?
If that were the case, I would have read it a long time ago.
The reason I didn't read this page was because it just didn't suit me.
It was hard to predict the development, and it just gave me a headache, so I didn't have any trouble understanding the next part even if I didn't read it.
I don't regret it though. After all, it was my choice.
Still, things like Homa and Black Candy were mentioned here and there.
In conclusion, black candy was actually being distributed among students, and even Michael couldn't catch the culprit.
“The text Ariel received was clearly a trap.”
I couldn't shake the feeling that she was trying to 'lure' Michael.
No, he openly created that kind of atmosphere.
That may be the reason why the text was sent to Ariel and not Michael.
Now the matter is settled.
“Then who… is trying to kill Michael?”
… … That kid had too many enemies.
Right now, Cornelia is like that, and so am I.
Still, he is the main character.
If he dies, Grace will be sad, and I don't want to see her sad.
I'm just curious.
What would happen to a novel, or rather, a world, without a protagonist?
* * *
“Professor Grace.”
"……uh?"
“How about a cup of tea? I received some nice coffee beans as a gift last time, so I thought I’d return the favor for yesterday.”
In fact, I was so grateful for the sandwich Grace gave me that I bought myself some premium coffee beans this morning.
But I'm worried. Since receiving the family's call, Grace has seemed somewhat absent-minded.
But that doesn't mean there's anything to be excited about.
Maybe he was called home and nagged by his ‘grandmother.’
Well, when you're Grace's age, you hear the same old nagging.
When are you planning to get married? Donating is good, but when are you going to save up money? This old lady can't close her eyes because she's worried about you? I'll give you a card, so don't just wear your uniform and buy some casual clothes? You act just like your mother? Daisy, come and sew my torn dress...
… … Just thinking about it makes me dizzy.
Because that old lady is someone who would do that and still have others.
I want to comfort Grace, but now is just meddling.
Also, Grace will shake it off and return to her usual self after a while.
Because she's always been like that, enduring it like that.
As I placed the fragrant cup down on the table, Grace responded with a nod.
“I’ll drink well.”
“No. By the way, do you know what kind of coffee beans these are?”
"huh?"
Grace stared blankly into her cup of coffee in response to my question.
I was so in love with that sight that I barely managed to hold back my laughter as I continued speaking.
“A magical bean grown in Stockberry, known for its fertile mana fields.”
“Magic beans…?”
“Yes. They call it the magic bean because it has the ‘magic’ of making you forget about reality and become happy the moment you take a sip, all your worries will fly away, your mind will feel at ease, and you will soon forget about reality.”
Last time, I saw a painting and called it a ‘rainy landscape’, right?
It's the same as that.
“That’s really interesting.”
“Try it first.”
Grace brought the cup to her lips and sipped the coffee slowly.
There's something like that, right?
If something is expensive, it just seems like it's good for your health, and when you try it, it really does seem to make you feel better.
That placebo effect.
Even if it's a lie, I can tell as many lies as I want if it makes Grace feel better.
“It smells really good. It makes me feel at ease. Thank you, Rohan.”
… … Now I can tell what the young lady is thinking just by looking at her expression.
Eyes that shine brightly at me.
A faint smile spread as if obscured by mist.
… … A lie entirely for me.
Rather, the lie was told by the young lady for my sake.
“Then that is fortunate, Professor.”
This is why I can't help but love you.
* * *
The next morning.
Michael, Ariel, and I headed to his classroom earlier than scheduled.
Following Michael's footsteps as he walked briskly, forgetting even his dignity, mana, crushed by anger, flowed out like water.
Looks like he's pretty excited.
It was strange that Michael, who had openly accepted the challenge, remained calm.
Michael suddenly stopped walking when he discovered something.
“You show yourself like that. You’re so fearless.”
In the distance, at the end of the dark hallway, someone's silhouette was fading away.
Judging from the silhouette alone, he looked quite large. Although he was short, he looked like the size of two adult men combined.
Hwaruk!
A heat wave swept in front of Michael, who had just activated his magic.
A fireball shoots out, lighting up the classroom windows one by one.
The moment I reached that silhouette, I leapt forward while concentrating my mana in my eyes.
“Assistant Professor?”
I ran ahead of the fireball, leaving Ariel's voice behind. It was the moment when I wrapped my drawn sword in aura.
Pfft!
Even though it was a spell that was woven in an instant, my arm that had received the fireball felt hot. If I had been hit head-on by that, even I wouldn't be able to guarantee the power.
Michael lifted the spell after seeing the fireball return to him.
His voice came from the darkness.
“What are you doing, Rohan?”
I put my sword away and looked back at the silhouettes huddled together behind me.
“I think we misunderstood.”
Then he pressed a nearby switch to turn on the lights in the hallway.
“Now explain what happened.”
The identity of those ‘silhouettes’ is,
“Sarah Watson.”
It was the Walgadak Sisters.
Still, Sarah, who held Grabbit and Laura tightly in her arms as the leader, let out tears through her trembling lips.
“Boo, boo, boo, Boogyushunim……!”
* * *
We went up to the rooftop to interrogate the sisters.
thud!
When Michael stomped his feet hard, Sarah, who had been explaining the whole story, trembled.
“Really! That’s all! We just wanted to help the professors…….”
Their story went like this.
He said that he happened to hear about it while waiting for me to sign the petition on the day the incident occurred and the professors were summoned.
But Michael did not give up his doubts.
“The soundproofing of the conference room is as perfect as I designed it to be. So how can you, a mere ‘donor student,’ eavesdrop on it?”
“Grabbit, Grabit has sharp ears!”
Soon, Michael's gaze turned to Gravit. Gravit, who had been receiving all of his contempt, was trembling with his head held high.
Michael stroked his chin as he noticed Gravitt's unusual hairstyle that resembled a rabbit's.
“Are you of the Azel family blood?”
“Do you know my family……?”
“I am well aware of your family’s accomplishments. I have seen it with my own eyes. If you have inherited ‘his’ blood, then it is not impossible.”
Michael turned to the door and opened his mouth without even looking at them.
“Go back. This is not something that ‘problem children’ like you should be involved in.”
… … That kid is making enemies again.
When I heard the word problem child, even I, who wasn't involved in the problem, got angry.
“Is it wrong for students to guard the school?”
It was accidental.
“Those students are not problem children. They are just like other Springwind students. Even though they paid a donation to get in, they are just like the students that the professor and I teach.”
I was upset by Michael's unchanging attitude even on pages I hadn't read.
“What exactly is the meaning behind the word ‘problem child’? Are all people who don’t like the professor, like Ellis, problem children?”
“The term ‘problem child’ means ‘useless.’”
“It’s useless……?”
I chewed on those words. I chewed on those words over and over again.
I, too, have been wandering around looking for my ‘usefulness’ throughout my life.
I wondered where I should be written and where I was born to be written.
So one day, I came to one conclusion.
“Isn’t it the professor’s magic that was destroyed by Gravit that is truly useless?”
“What did you just say?”
“I wanted to tell you that even if these children are not talented in swordsmanship or magic, they each have something they are good at. I would like to ask Professor Riepenstein again. Do you still see those students as problem children?”
“…….”
Michael stopped walking and looked over his shoulder at the sisters.
The sisters flinched again at his distorted eyes. Michael answered.
“……Do as you wish. However, if you get in my way, I will throw you out the window immediately.”
The sisters' faces brightened at his approval.
The sisters who rushed to me in an instant clung to my waist. I could feel Sarah, who had buried her face in my back, muttering.
"thank you……."

            ……okay.
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We decided to go into the classroom first and hide, so we arrived at the back door.
The moment Ariel was about to open the door, Michael grabbed her wrist.
“Stop.”
“Master? ……I understand.”
Michael's expression was unusual. It was the moment he put his hand on the door.
Woooow⸺
As Michael released his mana, previously invisible spells appeared like lasers touching smoke.
The formula, consisting of 96 strings and 103 melodies, is not only a mixture of numerous elements, but is also chained together as if the elements are colliding and causing nuclear fission at this very moment.
Is this the ‘trap series’ technique?
Because I was ignorant of magic, the geometric patterns of this spell seemed too complicated to me.
Still, reading the flow of the circle, I guessed that it would contain quite a strong force.
It has enough power to easily blow away this classroom. It's quite dangerous.
That was when.
Bam-
The moment Michael flicked his fingertips, one of the lines forming the spell snapped without a trace.
The next moment, he was tapping the table as if he was playing the piano.
Thud thud thud⸺
A spell that was dismantled in an instant.
The sisters, who were looking at the unbelievable sight, could not help but be surprised.
It was the same for me.
Anyway, he's a monster kid.
“Go in.”
Michael opened the door without hesitation. The peaceful scenery of the classroom came into view beyond it.
Neatly organized equipment, neatly arranged desks, and cleanliness without a speck of dust, as if trying not to leave a trace.
The appearance of the Magic Defense classroom resembled its owner.
As I was looking around for a place to hide, I pointed to a toolbox the size of a closet.
“First, hide over there and see what happens…….”
Sasa Sak
Then I saw a bug growing on my fingertips.
The moment they realized this, the bugs began to multiply into hundreds and thousands.
Pavabavabat!
Soon, bugs covered my whole body.
Was there another spell?
Could this be… … an illusion series?
Michael you useless bastard!
“Everyone, be careful……!”
Gyaaaa!
The sisters who were standing next to him screamed.
Sarah and Grabbit were staring into space in horror.
The situation was the same for Michael and Ariel.
Hurrah!
Tsuzuzuzu… … !
The spells that were created to protect Michael caused lightning and fire, and Ariel, crouching in place, was muttering something continuously.
“……Claudia. How did you…….”
“No, no, no, no, no……!”
Hallucinations. Everyone was hallucinating.
I detonated an aura inside my body to wake up from the hallucination.
But when I realized this situation, it was too late.
…⸺…⸺…⸺……⸺…
Tinnitus came over me and the lights went out everywhere.
I can't see anything.
I couldn't hear anything.
⸺Paat!
In an instant, the tinnitus disappeared and my ears opened. My ear holes felt hot. It was as if my brain was melting, something was slowly… … flowing out.
“…….”
In the middle of that darkness, someone was lying down.
It was a familiar sight.
""what's this…….""
Description. That was the last 'description' I read.
"What is this?"
I take heavy steps through pages I will never forget.
Finally, I reached ‘her’ and knelt down.
“…….”
The Imperial Weapon Master who became a half-demon in order to destroy this world.
A person who was always alone, but wanted to be loved more than anyone else.
… … Grace Euclid.
Here, she lay dead.
With a hole in her chest, in the blood-red swamp of death, she… … .
“……Ugh!”
In an instant, Grace's hand, which had turned black and dead, strangled my neck. In the midst of the pain of not being able to breathe, she opened her eyes and looked at me with bloodshot eyes.
“……This is my destiny.”
The voice came into my head as if it was pushing its lips into the spot where my ear had been ripped off.
“You can't change anything.”
And again, the tinnitus came.
“The page you want to read doesn’t exist anywhere.”
⸺…….
“No matter how many times I reread this world, you cannot save me.”
⸺……⸺…⸺··⸺·.
“That is your destiny.”
…⸺⸺……⸺…⸺⸺⸺··⸺⸺·⸺!
I felt like my whole body was being torn to shreds.
It wasn't because of a hallucination.
… … Maybe it won’t be possible to save her like that.
Reading the given page, living the given life, within the given destiny, taking the given opportunity
Opportunity
Opportunity
Opportunity
Opportunity… … .
“……This isn’t it.”
My mind, which had been scattered like puzzle pieces, piece by piece.
It started to come together in my head again.
“This is not the page I wanted.”
Everything became clear.
Only then do I realize that all this was my hallucination.
"……I am……."
A right that can only be exercised because you are a ‘reader.’
At the same time, because I loved this novel, I could assert it more confidently than anyone else.
“……I reject this development.”
Damn it!
A crack appeared in the space that had confined me.
The darkness fell piece by piece. The moment I closed my eyes again and opened them.
“Assistant Professor!”
In the reality I regained, Sarah was holding my hand.
* * *
I couldn't control my body, as if I had a hangover.
At that moment, Sarah began to carve a spell on the back of my hand, which was gasping for breath.
“Just hold on a little longer. Just a little longer……!”
The string that ran down my wrist soon reached my shoulder.
"Cure" is a healing spell that requires "pure mana" rather than an aura or circle.
The technique was of a low level, but at this moment it felt more urgent than any magic.
Sarah was having a hard time even with that, but to me she seemed stronger and more beautiful than any wizard.
I couldn't help but laugh.
“Look…… Why is this useless……”
Sarah bit her lower lip when she heard that.
“……The assistant professor is the first person to say something like that to us. Anyway, please bear with it for a little longer!”
As time passed and my body recovered somewhat, I looked around.
“Underground, underground, she was calling me… I let my guard down.”
Laura was dispelling the illusion magic that had been cast on the fallen Michael and Ariel. Judging from her skill, her understanding of the illusion series seemed quite high.
That was when.
"ah……."
When I turned my head at the sound of sighs, I saw someone watching us from the podium.
I focused on that character.
A face that gradually becomes clearer.
Corinne, who had been watching us, opened her mouth with a blank smile.
“This wasn’t in the script.”
It was you after all.
At first I was hesitant, but now I know for sure.
… … Queos.
But that wouldn't be the true identity of 'them'.
I pulled Sarah back and raised my sword.
Michael, who had finally come out of his illusions, ran to Ariel and checked on her condition.
“Who, who are you?!”
“It’s me, Ariel. Come to your senses—”
“Don’t touch me……!”
“…….”
Ariel still… … can’t stay like that.
Michael said, glancing at the sisters.
“I will take back my comments about calling you problem children.”
I opened my mouth, watching Corinne warily as I released my aura.
“That student, the distortion of mana is unusual.”
“It’s because of the medicine. Even if it’s a fake of Soma, its effects cannot be ignored.”
Wow!
It was the moment when Corinne chewed the black candy she was holding in her hand like a marble.
“In this script, someone was supposed to die.”
Crunch crunch crunch!
After finishing speaking, Corinne took out the black candies and ate them indiscriminately.
After a while she smiled with black crumbs covering the corners of her mouth.
“……So who wants to die?”
* * *
Have people gone crazy along with the world, or have people who were already crazy just been waiting for the world to go crazy?
Queos, he belonged to that kind of human being.
“Listen carefully, Sarah.”
I, who was expressing the four seasons of spring, whispered.
“You take Ariel and run away from here immediately. And when you feel it is safe, contact the director immediately.”
“No, we don’t want to help. We need help too…….”
“You guys have been helpful enough.”
I looked back at Sarah amidst the flying flames.
It's too much to leave something like this to the students...
“Now I’m leaving it to the embarrassing adults. Do you understand?”
It was also from Soma that Homa and Black Candy were derived, and how these things ended up in the hands of students who knew nothing about them.
All because of the empire's karma.
And now, it's time to cut out the real 'rotten part'.
Before it's too late.
“Grab it, Laura!”
Sarah, who had been keeping her lips tightly shut as if in thought, ran towards them.
The sisters surround Ariel and head towards the exit. A red spell appears in front of Corinne, who is watching them.
“Are you running away? It’s a shame for an actor to leave the stage.”
Soon, the flames that had been ejected in an instant advanced fiercely toward the sisters.
But the flames were extinguished with a single gesture from Michael.
“Your interest is piqued. I think this hospitality is enough. Now, why don’t you raise the curtain on the stage you were talking about?”
… … I forgot.
Michael isn't your average crazy guy.
I'm glad one of those crazy guys is on my side right now.
In the meantime, I activated my "sixth sense".
Woof… … Woof! Woof… … Woof!
As expected, Mana's wavelength is unusual.
Sometimes he was weak, but at other times he soared to Michael's level.
“Professor Riepenstein. Please do not kill.”
"well."
And then Michael runs towards Corinne, performing five spells in succession.
He continued speaking under the salt smoke that engulfed half the classroom.
“Someone has to die, someone has to die.”
Anyway, that fucking kid… … .
Kwaaang!
I quickly protected myself with a spark from the swirling flames.
But was that a concern?
Michael's salt was not causing me any harm.
Not only that, the desk, the wall, and even the flower pot on the windowsill were all intact, without a single speck of soot.
The ‘genius wizard’ of ‘The Genius Wizard of Springwind’.
The Middle Way of moderation, fierce yet calm, boiling hot yet cool.
The magic he used was art.
Then, at one moment, the salt completely disappeared.
As if nothing had happened, the classroom returned to its original state, and Corinne was writhing around with her skin melting like plastic.
Michael frowned as if he didn't agree.
“You were so confident, but was that all?”
… … It’s not over yet.
That's not the end of that 'replication'.
She mumbled with her half-mouthed mouth, her flesh and blood tangled together.
“Yeah, yeah, yeah, shi, shi, shi, ah, no, no, okay, okay, yes.”
The next moment, her body began to inflate like a balloon.
I leaped within arm's reach of her and unleashed the spell I had been preparing.
The end of replication is ‘self-destruction.’
And the moment this thing explodes, not just the classroom, but the entire floor will be blown away.
The auxiliary series, "Van"'s magic, bound her from all sides like a box.
Michael, who understood my actions and came running, rearranged the spell with "Ed".
He quickly implemented the advanced technique of "Time Freeze" and turned to the door as if nothing had happened.
“Then please clean it up.”

            Left alone in the classroom, I looked down at Corinne, no… … Queos’ ‘homunculus’, who had stopped in her drinking trance.
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“I thought it was Corinne’s doing…….”
Cornelia, who had been informed of all the facts, stared blankly at the magic spell that sealed Corinne.
It seemed like it was a big shock.
Corinne was an officer of the ‘Student Council’, whose president was Karen di Arilleria.
And the student council was run under the jurisdiction of the president.
“Chief Parcastal. Do not blame yourself for your own incompetence.”
Surprisingly, what Michael offered was comfort.
“This thing is a homunculus. It is one of the many taboos of the Empire. It is not something you can control.”
"Homunculus".
In modern terms, it can be interpreted as something like ‘cloned human’.
However, even in a world where magic based on mana exists and is scientific, ‘human cloning’ is close to impossible, a “realm of the gods.”
And yet, the ‘clone’ before our eyes was so close to perfection that it fooled everyone in Springwind.
“I will report this to the Administration. Black Candy… Don’t worry, the ‘traitors’ won’t be able to move for the time being. There will be no one in this empire who ‘does not fear’ the Administration.”
Slowly, slowly
Michael, who had been staring at Cornelia without answering, soon left the president's office.
Even after he left, Cornelia couldn't raise her head.
Perhaps it was because he realized that the thing he had created to protect the empire was being misused.
This is also to unidentified beings who break taboos and commit ‘rebellion’ against the empire.
Cornelia let out a soft breath as she brushed her hair back.
“……Vice Professor Rohan, you should also go back now. The Empire will now resolve this issue.”
"All right."
I answered, but my steps did not move easily.
It would be a burden for her to handle alone, having lost all her strength and become a child.
I guess I need some time alone to think now.
Squeak-
As I opened the door to the president's office and came out, I came face to face with Michael, who was leaning against the wall.
I called him as soon as I closed the door.
“Professor Riepenstein.”
Michael remained silent despite my call.
Michael's mouth opened just as laughter was heard from the end of the hallway.
“What do you think about this incident?”
I told you what I had been thinking from the beginning when I was choosing my words.
“The Empire will try to shift all the blame to the Chancellor. And it’s obvious that the hyena-like press will publicize this incident nationwide.”
“……Is that so.”
Yeah, that's how the empire has always been.
In that way, they erased their own blemishes.
“If that happens, it is certain that Mr. Farkastal will be removed from his position as president.”
“I think so too.”
Michael turned his head and stared beyond the wall. His eyes deepened.
“She has nowhere else to turn. And no one cares more about the students here than she does.”
The students won't want Cornelia to leave either.
The person who remembered each and every student's name and worked harder than anyone else for the development of Springwind was none other than Cornelia Lynn Farcastal.
Michael turned away from me and continued speaking.
“To prevent that, we must restore the fallen Springwind’s phase. The Emulator World Championship. You only get one chance.”
Even though he growls like that, he is a person who cares more than anyone else about those who are with him.
A man who appears indifferent and cold-blooded on the outside, but on the inside, he works harder for them than anyone else.
Michael Riepenstein.
“Make sure to rank 2nd.”
He was the main character after all.
* * *
[Bike Club]
I finished signing under a very elaborate script.
Sarah, who received the application form, hugged Grabbit and Laura and jumped up and down.
“Yay! We finally have a bike club!”
“Now, just a moment!”
Gravitt took out his smartphone and tapped the screen.
Bam!
Guys, you're so excited just because you just created a club.
Now that I think about it, I've been like that too.
When I was in college, I used to make a chess club and play with my friends.
With the money I earned from my part-time job, I bought a janggi board, collected records of matches, and put my head together to study new moves.
Those were the moments when I was creating my own club.
There was nothing more rewarding than filling up a club room, one by one, from the empty space. It was really fun back then.
As time passed, I became a senior and was about to enter the job market. I no longer had the time to enjoy my club activities.
Then one day, I saw a light on in the club room and secretly took a peek inside.
Everything was the same, except I wasn't there. There was no awkwardness at all.
That was the last I remember of the long-term club.
… … I wonder if the memories I’ve accumulated over the years are still there.
Since no one likes chess these days, I guess it has disappeared.
“Assistant Professor! Associate Professor!”
“Huh? Why?”
I was lost in my memories for a while when I heard Sarah calling me.
Sarah grabbed my sleeve and pointed to Gravit's smartphone.
“Let’s take a picture together!”
"picture?"
“Yes! We must preserve this historic moment forever! Come on~”
After thinking about it for a moment, I ended up laughing.
Because it reminded me of myself one day.
“Okay. Okay then.”
Sarah was huddled together on the right with me in the center, and Gravit and Laura were on the left.
Laura levitated her smartphone into the air using "psychic".
Thump—for a moment, my heart raced greatly.
“One, two, three, and everyone laughs and says ‘bike’ together!”
… … Perhaps this moment for you will pass quickly. It was the same for me too.
"one."
But the moment that has passed never comes back.
So now.
This moment that seems like it will last forever.
"two."
Just for you guys
With brightly shining memories,
Decorate this place.
“Set! Bike~”
One day.
When you look back on this moment.
Click!
… …so that you don’t have any regrets.
[ The current page has been saved . ]
* * *
〔 Substream Complete 〕
〔 40P Acquisition 〕
Finally, I reached a page I hadn't read.
I think I got through it safely, but I still feel regretful that I wasn't able to completely control the situation.
It's funny that I, who's so desperate for Grace's fate, talk about 'perfection' and 'control'.
I wonder what the original page's contents were, but it doesn't matter anymore.
Now, I know what it is about.
Now it's time to prepare for the mainstream.
I recalled the episode from the beginning, step by step.
… … Michael originally had no intention of competing in the championship.
Not at all.
Anyway, since it was publicity, Grace alone would have been enough, and Michael, who was just a friendly appearance, would have been the same whether he was there or not.
It was thanks to the past incident that Michael's thoughts changed 180 degrees.
The page I ‘rewrote’.
Because from beginning to end, the pages are decorated only with ‘my story.’
It was the same in the original. Perhaps the main plot of the story hasn't changed.
-Make sure to rank 2nd.
But this kid is funny.
Does that mean you want to be number one?
“That won’t do.”
Regardless of the consequences, we must absolutely prevent the ‘Eternal Stone’ from falling into his hands.
"Eternal Stone".
‘Alien material’ that falls from space to Earth once every few hundred years.
Its true identity is the remains of a meteor, or ‘heavenly meteorite.’
Once refined, it will not be damaged no matter how much it is hit, and it will not break no matter how much mana is injected into it.
The power contained in this meteorite, which does not exist on Earth, is ‘eternal.’ That is why it is also named the ‘Eternal Stone.’
And Grace meets eternal death before that weapon.
So, I must get my hands on the Eternal Stone at any cost.
Still, for Cornelia's sake, I have to help Michael get at least second place.
Tiring—
I took out my smartphone at the sound of the notification and opened my text inbox. The sender was Bald.
<Bald>
:The bike you requested is almost finished. It will be delivered in two days.
It was a text message that came a week after I requested a custom-made item from Bald.
Even if it's same-day delivery, it takes 9 days. I only see three employees, so it must have been quite difficult.
After sending a thank you text to Bald, I immediately called Ellie.
[I'm training right now. Just... ...tell me what's going on.]
Ellie's voice was quiet, as if she was meditating.
“This time, Professor Grace and I will be competing in the Emulator World Championship…….”
[I know. So what.]
Of course, there's no way Ellie wouldn't know.
I explained as briefly as possible to Ellie, who wanted to hang up the phone quickly.
“You want to participate in that championship?”
[What?! Oh my god, what the heck… … Wait a minute… … .]
Ellie was in pain as she was so surprised that she caused a backflow of mana.
It was the moment I was about to ask if it was okay.
[Of course you're on the same team as Professor Grace?]
“Okay. If you give it your okay, Professor Grace, you, and I will be on the same team.”
[Call! I'll do it no matter what! No matter what! Do you need Rohan and Professor's equipment by any chance? Just wait a minute. Get ready for the best right now... ... !]
As expected, when it comes to Grace, you can't use your legs.
I calmed Ellie down, who was so excited that she seemed like she was going to break through her smartphone.
“The professor and I have our own equipment. You just need to prepare it.”
[Of course I do. Don't you know that my hobby is road biking?]
Clearly, Ellie is an expert when it comes to bikes.
This is exactly why I chose Ellie.
Above all, the Emulator World Championship is a ‘game of skill.’
“Then that’s the end of the story. Come to my house in three days. Put on all your gear.”
[3 days later? In 3 days, it's Saturday. Okay. Oh my gosh, who would've thought I'd be competing in the championship with Professor Grace... ... !]
Could she be that happy? Ellie muttered to herself like crazy. Because of that, she ended the call without saying goodbye.
* * *
"thank you."
As I left the delivery driver behind, I took a closer look at the two bicycles in front of me.
An aerodynamically sleek design, the frame is made with the Ultimate Numbering Series, which sets a new standard in elegance and strength.
It even has a handlebar with nine built-in functions including a booster, brake, and instant acceleration, and wheels with a drawn-on base instead of a wheel.
"……wow."
It was such an amazing sight that I thought, if I ever reach the future and see a bike like this, this is probably what it will look like.
Then I got a call from Bald.
“The items were delivered safely. As expected from the Akol Bikers, they are just as rumored.”
[I'm glad you're satisfied. After making it, I don't think I'll be able to make such a masterpiece again. Anyway, I'm contacting you to tell you a few things to keep in mind.]
I heeded the word caution.
[Of course, removing the mana controller in an official championship is against the law. So, we attached it, but added a button to turn off the function.]
“Is it a button?”
[Yes, if you look, the cover color of the mana controller will be blue on one side and purple on the other.]
I checked the mana controller at that remark. The two were indeed different colors.
[The one requested by Rohan is blue. Now, look at the handlebar of the bike with the blue controller attached.]
“Yes. I’m watching it now.”
[There will be a part where the handlebar connects to the stem, and if you recognize Rohan's fingerprint on that part, the controller will turn on and off.]
“So, thank you for your fingerprints last time… Thank you for your hard work.”
[No. I just regret not being able to finish a better bike. And by the way, regarding that ‘thing’ you asked me to do last time… … I closed my eyes and bought it.]
If it's 'that'... ... Ah.
Michael's bike.
In the original, Michael requests a bike from Akol Bikers. I knew about it and took action in advance, but it seems like it got a little screwed.
My original plan was to make Michael the second best, not the first.
But since Cornelia's safety is at stake in this championship, competing with him is out of the question.
Damn it. That snowball rolled all the way here.
“Did you happen to deliver that bike?”
[Not yet. I think it will be finished in a day or two.]
“Then I’m sorry, but please put it back the way it was. Something came up and I think I’ll have to cancel my plans.”
[Well, I understand. It's not that hard. It's a shame, though. I didn't really like the Riepenstein family either.]
… … There were more than one or two snowballs. If you weren't the real protagonist, you would have died a long time ago, Michael.
At that moment, I quickly ended the conversation after seeing Grace's hair over the wall.
“Then please. Oh, just in case……”
“Rohan. I’m here.”
“……You know, right? I have work to do right now, so come in.”
After hanging up the phone, I greeted Grace as if nothing had happened.
She tilted her head when she saw the parked bike as she greeted me.
“This is… a bike?”
“Yes. Actually, I bought a bike for Professor Grace.”
Then Grace muttered worriedly.
“The emulsion bike must be expensive…….”
“Don’t worry. Even though it looks like this, it’s only worth about 100,000 rings per unit.”
… … I can’t say it even if I’m beaten to death that one of these costs 34.5 million rings.
Grace nodded after thinking for a while.
“Well, since I got my paycheck yesterday, I’ll treat you to a delicious dinner today.”
In return for gifting me this bike, Grace bought me dinner… … .
It's a gain.
That's a huge plus too.
“Don’t worry. As you know, I’m not a very picky eater.”
As I smiled back, she looked around.
“What about Eclat?”
“We will be there soon.”
After all, our team's 'team leader' is Grace.
Fortunately, there wasn't much difficulty in getting Ellie onto the team.
At first, Grace hesitated, saying it was dangerous, but I convinced her by saying, "What's dangerous when you and I are here?" and she was able to recruit Ellie.
I opened the front door while checking the time.
“Let’s go inside first and wait.”
Then Grace hesitated.
“……I’m sorry, Rohan. I forgot and came empty-handed.”
“I have been treated well by Professor Grace. And on top of that, didn’t you have an appointment for dinner tonight?”
“Okay. Then excuse me.”
As I was about to follow Grace inside, I glanced back at the bike.
There was still one problem.
“……How do you ride this?”

            I can't ride a bicycle.
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“The weather is nice. It’s perfect for a bike ride.”
Chomp!
Ellie's skill in sliding sideways while braking was no ordinary skill.
She finally let out a sigh as she adjusted the gears.
“Come quickly, Rohan! … What am I going to do with that idiot, really?”
“Uh, uh uh…… Here we go, gaaaak!”
Iron Pudeok⸺
I almost went to the other world.
I rolled along with my bike, barely able to withstand 180 kilometers per hour.
The world was spinning. Round and round.
It didn't hurt. Instead, it was so painful that I was beaten to death. If I had just broken my neck and died, would it have been less painful?
ah.
This development was unexpected.
After I had made all these preparations, I forgot that I couldn't ride a bike.
I was just thinking about beating Michael… … .
“Are you okay? Okay.”
As I was lying there blankly staring at the sky, Grace came over and held out her hand.
"……thank you."
“Where are you hurt?”
“I'm safe.”
Perhaps because he was a Sword Master, he reflexively wrapped an aura around his body when he fell, so there were no injuries.
With Grace's help, I got up and straightened my bike, but I couldn't raise my head.
What kind of fate can a person who can't even ride a bicycle change?
A sigh comes out on its own.
Anyway, it was possible to ride a bike.
Because Rohan's body, including his reflexes and dynamic vision, was able to cover that much.
But the problem was more than that.
The championship track is very tough.
If you challenge yourself with skills at this level of play, you won't be able to avoid retirement, let alone finish the race.
But it's not like I don't have a way.
“Ellie.”
“Huh? Who called me?”
“Don’t joke around.”
“What? You can’t even ride a bike, you idiot. You can’t hear me.”
…….
“……Just hang out with the professor for a bit. I’ll go practice and come back.”
“You can’t do that in one or two days! I don’t know. Rohan, figure it out yourself. If you feel like it’s not working out, just tell me. I can give you a rough idea.”
“I’ll tell you if I need anything. Then please do me a favor.”
“Okay, Professor. Would you like to take a spin with me?”
Ellie led Grace up the hill.
I shook off the dirt from my clothes and went down the slope, pushing the bike with my hands.
* * *
"I can't ride a bike."
Every time I said that, my friends would always laugh.
What have you been doing all this time without learning how to ride a bike? Then you take a taxi? You must have a lot of money, you bourgeois son.
Would I have wanted to not be able to ride a bike?
There just wasn't a chance.
When I was young, my parents' business failed and my circumstances were not good.
I had no money for transportation, let alone a bicycle, so I had to walk.
I used to walk to school for two hours until I was in middle school, so that says it all.
Then you might think, why don't you just borrow a friend's bike and learn?
I didn't have any friends.
There were some, but they were all kids with similar circumstances to mine. There's a saying that goes, "birds of a feather flock together."
Anyway, that's why I never learned to ride a bike.
Things got better after I entered high school, but at the time, I didn't have enough time because of the college entrance exam, job hunting, and other things.
So I became an adult who couldn't ride a bicycle.
It was the same even if it was a novel.
“I hope so……”
The Mourne Mountains, a mountain range not far from the island.
That scenery, with its vast greenery like Daegwallyeong, is too precious for a human who can't even ride a bicycle... ... Let's stop talking about this now.
I got on the saddle and activated "Growth". But.
〔Cancel activation〕
〔 No possibility of "growth" 〕
What the message told me was despair.
This is the worst case scenario I'm thinking of.
I guess I thought too broadly about the meaning of ‘growth’.
Does that mean that it applies to swordsmanship, but not to daily life?
However, it is still too early to despair.
〔 "Probability" held: 63 P 〕
Clear the substream and get a probability of 40.
There is one more development there, with additional probability gained.
Now it seems to me that there is a lot of probability.
Originally, I planned to open the "Status Window" settings with this.
But this episode can't be solved with just the "Status Window".
So then, what is the ‘setting’ that I most desperately need right now?
As is the case with all protagonists in novels, what ‘key’ must one hold in order to overcome this difficulty?
I already know the answer.
… … Settings store opens.
[Pay ‘40 P’.]
〔 Setting Enhancement: "Growth" 〕
〔 "Growth" Lv.1 ⸺> Lv.2 〕
And then, as I grip the handlebars and put my feet on the pedals, the nervousness and anxiety that had been gripping my neck melts away like snow.
I've seen countless people riding bicycles.
Students coming home from school late at night, newspaper deliverymen waking up sleeping people in alleys at dawn, athletes galloping without hesitation on screen, and even the bike action seen on screen.
〔 Growth-specific application 〕
Now I was them.
They became and pedaled.
Woooow⸺
Every time I injected mana into my bike, it got faster and faster.
50, 60, 70… … .
When we reached 300 kilometers like that.
I hit the brakes as the cliff edge appeared in front of me.
Squeak!
The wheels rubbed against the uneven ground, making a pleasant sound.
I turned the handlebars in an instant and jumped into the sky with my bike.
At the same time, when the booster button was pressed, the mana turbine built into the rear part glowed blue in an endless orbit.
Paang!
A bike that falls steeply, leaving a long, blue tail behind.
I looked at the speedometer and it was approaching 770 kilometers per hour.
My heart is pounding. But without fear, it's thrilling.
I turned off the booster and lifted the front wheel, feeling as if my whole body was being electrified.
… … Crunch!
I landed safely and looked around.
I couldn't tell how far I had run, so I couldn't tell where I was. Then I remembered the impact and checked the condition of my bike.
“It was worth the money.”
Despite falling off that high cliff, the bike was fine.
Only then was I able to catch my breath with relief.
“……This should be enough.”
〔Growth Completed: Mount/Bike〕
* * *
As I was waiting in the shade, Ellie, who had just finished her date with Grace, came running excitedly toward me.
I pulled out my smartphone and showed a map of the track on the screen, and said to Grace.
“First, we need to decide on the ‘position’ and ‘formation’.”
Due to the nature of the championship where teams are made up of three people, each team has a set position and corresponding role.
I kindly explained it to Grace, who may not be familiar with the structure of the championship.
“There are three types of positions. First, the player who is the center of the team, the ‘runner.’ Usually, the fastest player on the team takes this position.”
All three run the track, but only the fastest time is recognized as the split time.
In simple terms, this means that even if two others fall behind, as long as one person who starts ahead crosses the finish line, the race is considered complete.
That's why the role of the 'runner' is quite important. It requires not only bike proficiency but also considerable mana control to control the pace.
The fuel economy of the Emulator bike is truly abhorrent. At the same time, it is also a reason to fit good parts.
Even for a wizard who is confident in his mana, finishing a match will drain his mana for several days, so it would be impossible to run while pouring everything into a final spurt without a certain level of skill.
For that reason, the runner on our team is naturally… … .
“I would like the professor to take charge of the runner.”
"I?"
“Yes. You have the most mana among us, and more than anything, when the opposing team decides on a target, you are the runner.”
According to the rules of the championship, all magic and sword techniques that directly hit players, including ‘attack series’ magic, are prohibited.
However, there are also technologies that are acceptable.
For example, using synthetic elements to freeze the line the opposing team is running on, or modifying wind magic to create strong winds on steep cliffs.
These indirect interference techniques are available.
In normal times, these are techniques that can be used regardless, but when driving at speeds of over 300 kilometers per hour, especially on high-risk courses that include continuous curves or are less than 2 meters wide, such as ‘cloud bridges’, they become a huge threat.
At that speed, it is not only difficult to just dismantle the opponent's spell, but it is also completely impossible to deal with.
Well, people like Grace or Michael would be fine in a situation like that. They are people to whom common sense does not apply.
Grace nodded, looking back at her bike.
“Okay. I’ll try.”
"thank you."
So, with this the runner has been decided.
“The next position is ‘Fighter.’ The role of a Fighter is to disrupt the opposing team or protect our team’s runners so that they can run without interference. In this case, you need to have a high understanding of the technique, but when I watched the last match video, there were many cases where they blocked with their body. Since I am confident in the sandbag, I will take on the Fighter role.”
I had a certain level of understanding of the art of drinking thanks to studying numerous theories for the lecture materials.
That was also why I was able to recognize the ‘illusion’ and ‘trap’ types of magic last time.
And I, Rohan, as I always said, am the Sword Master.
I don't know about anything else, but I'm not the type of person who would die from falling off a cliff or rolling over on a bike going 320 km/h.
Well… … It hurts the same, but… … It’s better than Grace being sick, right?
“Yeah. Then Rohan will be the fighter. If you can’t ride a bike, you have to beat him with your body. Right?”
“……Be quiet. And I’ll ride now.”
“Would that be different if I only practiced for an hour or two? What’s with that confident look on your face? If you just said, ‘Please, Ellis~’, I would foolishly teach you.”
Honey chestnut.
I really want some chestnuts.
Yeah. Talk when you can.
That damn mouthful will make you rip the whole world apart.
I continued my explanation, promising the following:
“Lastly, ‘Supporter’. Ellie will be the supporter. She is skilled on the bike and has a high level of understanding of techniques.”
“Ah, I don’t like being a supporter. I almost always run from behind. Why can’t I just be a fighter? Two fighters and one runner in a ‘V-formation.’ What do you think? Sounds like a good idea.”
“Grace, the runner, is too overwhelming to use the V-formation. The V-formation is a structure that amplifies the effect when the runners and fighters have similar abilities.”
The distribution of positions may change depending on the formation.
The V formation that Ellie spoke of is the opposite of other formations where the runners are in the front line, with the fighters positioned in the front line.
This is the formation mainly used when adopting the so-called ‘bulldozer strategy’.
Regardless of player skill, it is a really strong combination in the early game, but paradoxically, skill becomes extremely important in order to maintain that power until the later game.
I patted Ellie's shoulder, which was pouting.
“Just because the supporter runs furthest behind doesn’t mean he or she is the least important position. In order to run with confidence, you need to have the supporter supporting you.”
“……Okay, I understand. I’ll be your supporter.”
Ellie glanced at me and Grace, feeling displeased but also secretly pleased.
Now that the positions have been decided, it's time to decide the formation.
I stood up and pointed to the bike and said.
“Professor, I think it would be best to decide on the formation while coordinating our breathing. First, the formations that suit our combination are ‘A’, ‘I’, and ‘L’, so please choose one of them.”
“Okay. Then shall we go practice?”
Ellie and I started practicing, following Grace who took the lead.
29 days from now.
It's a tight time frame even if you only focus on understanding the course.

            But time passed fairly and steadily for everyone.
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Blues rock filled the car.
Owen, a newbie in the convoy who was sitting in the passenger seat with his heart pounding regularly, was getting anxious.
It was at that moment that the convoy entered the unpaved road.
… … Crunch!
"omg!"
The car body rocked back and forth as if it was being swept by waves. Owen, who was holding onto the handlebar as if it were his life, calmed his startled heart.
Dmitry glanced at him as he held the steering wheel and nodded his head to the music flowing from the speakers.
“Why are you so surprised, Inma?”
“Oh, no…….”
Owen's condition was unstable.
An hour ago.
He arrived in Springwind with a convoy under the direction of the Administration.
And what he saw at the gathering of the most famous and talented people in the empire was an unidentified ‘something’ sealed with magic.
It was such a strong impression.
Every part of his body was melted, but strangely enough, not a single drop of blood was shed.
Owen's hands and feet would sweat coldly whenever he recalled the sight, which was reminiscent of a 'demon' rather than a living thing.
Owen, who had been glancing through the window in the isolation panel, opened his mouth cautiously.
“I… Mr. Dmitry.”
“Why, let’s go to ‘Lucid’ after we finish? Wait, it’s been a while since I’ve had a cold.”
“No, that’s not it… I just have a bad feeling.”
“What are you talking about, you punk? Stop talking nonsense and bring me some donuts.”
At the shooter's reprimand, Owen had no choice but to open the glove box and take out the donut.
But Owen's anxiety was something he couldn't shake off. He bit his fingernails and stared out the window.
‘Why am I like this today? I have a bad feeling. This feeling… … .’
… … I have never been wrong.
I felt the same way when my father died a few years ago.
After that, I lived without any problems, but today, the anxiety from that day was coming back to me.
At that moment, Dmitry tilted his head forward and frowned as he stared at something.
“What is that?”
In the middle of a dirt road.
A man dressed neatly in a black suit was standing there.
Even though his hair, eyes, and even his shirt and shoes were all painted black, he had other colors.
Tie bar. It was white and stood out.
The convoy vehicles, which had been slowing down along the lead because the man was blocking the road, eventually came to a stop.
Dmitry shouted harshly, turning down the volume and rolling down the window.
“Hey, I’m escorting a ‘traitor’ right now. Can you please step aside?”
Then the man lightly grabbed her hand.
“Please give it back.”
Dmitry frowned at those words.
“What the hell is that kid saying? Hey, Owen. Did you hear what he just said?”
But no answer came.
Dmitry looked back at the passenger seat, feeling something strange.
Owen kept muttering, his head bowed as if he was trying not to make eye contact with anything.
“Hey, what’s wrong with you, Inma?”
“Tsk, tsk, tsk, tsk, tsk……!”
“What? Tell me straight, you little punk―”
“Turn the car around!”
Owen suddenly screamed.
Dmitry, who was momentarily stunned by the absurdity, soon raised the corners of his mouth.
“……This kid is also a fool.”
Then he took a cigarette out of his shirt pocket.
Dmitry, with a cigarette in his mouth, reached for the lighter placed on the console box.
“They belong to our administration. They belong to the administration that destroyed the ‘Lauren’ family. So what’s there to be afraid of?”
Dmitry's voice cut off there.
Only the music he was listening to was heard in a very low volume.
Owen, sensing something, slowly turned his head towards the driver's seat.
What he encountered was Dmitry's lower body, his upper body completely destroyed.
“……!”
I couldn't even scream.
Blood was seeping out of the cut section, staining the sheets, Owen thought.
What the hell happened? ㅤWhat the heck,
ㅤㅤㅤㅤ What happened,
ㅤㅤWhat's going on? ㅤㅤㅤWhat happened?
Why?
ㅤDead? ㅤㅤㅤㅤI don't know.
I don't know... ... .
Knock knock knock
Owen was startled by the knock on the passenger window and buried his head between his knees.
dripping⸺
The knocking sound is heard once more.
It felt like death, which he had usually forgotten about, had come to find him.
yet.
Click, the door opened.
Owen couldn't do anything.
Even if they were part of the Empire's administrative agency, they were no different from insects crawling underfoot and getting crushed to death in the face of death.
And then a voice was heard.
“My daughter, is she here?”
“!”
Her voice was too young to even say the word ‘daughter.’
Even in this situation, Owen's curiosity was piqued.
It's just like how animals die stupidly, driven by their 'instinct' of curiosity.
“…….”
Owen slowly turned his head. He saw a familiar, pure white tie bar.
That was the end.
Owen was no longer alive.
* * *
When I reached the top of the mountain with Grace, I handed her the water bottle I had taken out.
“Professor Grace.”
“Thank you, Rohan.”
Unlike Grace, who was drinking water with a calm face, I was out of breath.
It is 6 o'clock now.
We started practicing at 10 in the morning, so we ran for almost 8 hours.
The mana remaining in his body was almost depleted.
It wasn’t that ‘Rohan’ had little mana.
It's just that my mana control was still immature.
I think we need to ‘grow up’ a bit more.
“Hey, Rohan! Hold my hand.”
After a while, Ellie came up the hill, her hand outstretched.
Ellie grumbled as I ran over and grabbed her hand.
“No matter how much I think about it, it’s still strange.”
“What now?”
“No, does that mean you’re suddenly riding better than me?”
“You underestimated the Sword Master.”
Certainly, the result of activating growth was that my bike proficiency increased to almost the same level as Ellie's.
With Rohan's physical abilities, including his mana reserves, added to that, he was now able to run alongside Grace.
By the way, Grace was more than I expected.
No matter how much I run, my pace doesn't change.
In addition, the more I ran, the more I understood the course, and I dug into the line more boldly.
Indeed, Weapon Master. Truly amazing. That must be talent.
“Professor, it’s getting dark, so how about we head down now?”
“Yeah. It seems like it would be dangerous if it got any darker.”
“And as a fighter, I think the L formation would be good for me to protect Ellie.”
Then, Ellie, who was lying on the floor, raised her head and got angry.
“Why don’t we do it in I-jinhyeong? I’m the fastest.”
“I want to do that too, but I’m not very stable. If an accident happens in front of us, we could all fall apart.”
“That’s true.”
“How about the professor……”
I couldn't continue speaking.
Grace stood with her back to the wind, as if looking at some distant world.
Although I had read all the descriptions of her, they always gave me a new feeling.
I would like to capture every moment of her in photos if I could, but I will have to hold back.
Even now, I often want to know what she is thinking.
I wanted to know, but I didn't want to use a shortcut like "Sixth Sense."
Because that is an act of ‘deceiving’ the person I love.
Grace turned to us, her eyebrows raised.
“……Huh? Sorry. I didn’t hear you.”
“No. Oh, I’m trying to decide on a formation. What do you think, Professor?”
“I think A or L would be good, but how about riding it for a few more days and then deciding?”
“Okay, I guess I was in too much of a hurry. Well then, let’s go down now.”
Grace nodded and took the lead on her bike.
As I was following her down the mountain, Ellie came close to me and stuck close to me.
“Rohan, did you see me earlier?”
"what?"
“Grace, you were so beautiful. I thought my heart stopped for a second. How could you be so perfect?”
“Don’t be so excited.”
“What, what!”
I poked Ellie in the forehead and increased my speed. Ellie was following me as if she was going to kill me.
* * *
“You’ve really changed, Jack, haven’t you?”
Cornelia grabbed the candy basket as if she was going to throw it.
But she couldn't bring herself to throw it away and just bit her lip.
Jack Cloud, the man sitting across from Cornelia on one side of the president's office, answered.
“I can’t help it.”
Jack Cloud was a high-ranking official in the Bureau and a close friend of Cornelia.
But now he was sitting here not as Cornelia's acquaintance, but as an executive of the Administration Bureau.
“The convoy transporting the traitors arrested here was completely destroyed. The traitors themselves were captured.”
“And you’re saying we’re going to send ‘watchers’? This is Springwind. It’s a place where children from influential families in the Empire are going to school. Do you think they’ll just sit there and do nothing? At the very least, if the head of the Arilleria family raises an issue about this, even the Management Bureau won’t be safe.”
“So how many times do I have to tell you that I’m going to do it secretly?”
“Secret? Since when did the word secret mean something like going around poking around and digging into other people’s private lives? Do I really look like a brat to you when I look like this?”
Cloud sighed.
It was just as complicated.
‘Even if you are the Alpha of the Empire, you cannot be safe since you have broken the Empire’s taboo. If you fail to deal with this incident, how much more blood will be shed… … .’
There was nothing the royal family wouldn't do to find out the truth about the incident.
In addition, the homunculus was a top secret research topic even in the imperial palace, on a level similar to the real-life Manhattan Project.
Meanwhile, Cornelia, who had been worrying, spoke in a self-mocking voice.
“Okay. Do as you wish. How could a mere piece of trash like me disobey the orders of the Management Bureau, an organization directly under the Imperial Family?”
“……You are a hero of the empire. Don’t humble yourself.”
Cornelia muttered in disapproval at those words.
“That hero… You like heroes.”
If ‘hero’ means a useless and discarded person, then he was a hero.
Cornelia then turned around with her chair and continued speaking while looking at the wall.
“Instead, I’m going to make this public as soon as the students are harmed. Oh, and by public, I mean ‘the whole world.’ You understand?”
“That won’t happen. And that would kill both you and me.”
Cornelia snorted at those words.
“I’m sorry, but I have nothing to lose now. I have nothing to give to my students, and I have lost my power so I can’t protect them.”
Helpless.
To make yourself feel resentful for not being able to do anything.
“But I still have connections in each country. If I say a word with my life on the line, I can cut off at least one limb of the executives of the Management Bureau.”
“Lin, please. I need to eat too.”
The Jack that Cornelia remembered no longer remained. She answered with a pitiful look in her eyes.
“……You are just one of many long-term pawns. You never know when you might be abandoned. How did you end up like that? You poor thing.”
Jack bit his molars. Who is it all because of? He swallowed the words that were filling his mouth without being able to spit them out.
Meanwhile, Cornelia, with her eyes closed, leaned back in her chair.

            “There is only one thing I want to do here. To teach students the right knowledge. That is all I can give you…….”
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                                § Decisive Battle (1)
There are countless names of mountain ranges that run through the continent.
‘Mon Mountains’ starting near the island.
‘Pyrenees’ is loved by many mountaineers for its relatively easy difficulty level.
The ‘Ertz Central Highlands’, where demons often appear and knights reside in various places.
‘Wolf Mountains’, called the land of the dead, with withered grass and trees growing under gloomy skies.
Finally, to the final destination of all those mountain ranges, the Whitefish Range.
People called all these mountain ranges together ‘Ales’ or ‘the backbone of the continent’.
Among them, the mountain ranges that are part of the championship track are the Mourne Mountains, the Erz Central Highlands, and the Wolf Mountains.
“Ellie! Speed up! Ignore any spells that can be drained. There is no need to dismantle all the spells.”
[I know! Isn't it too much to go all out on the Sword Master topic!]
Having familiarized ourselves with the courses of the Mon Mountains and the Erz Central Highlands, we were now running the complex bends of the Wolf Mountains.
I, running side by side with Ellie, started to use my magic.
Woohoo!
The aura released at the same time froze the track and stretched out towards Grace.
Tsk tsk tsk!
This interference will be effective.
Just now, Ellie was slowed down while defending against the spells I deployed.
At that moment, Grace turned her head to me and her eyes became strange.
"……also."
In less than a second, the spell disintegrated and the aura I had released was scattered by the wind.
What Grace just did wasn't a dismantling of the spell.
"Cancel".
It was the technique that Michael had used to protect Ariel in the classroom a while ago, and it was one of the highest level techniques in the interference series.
In the case of "Cancel", rather than interpreting the spell and dismantling it, the caster literally uses his/her ability to suppress the opponent's mana.
It would take a lot of concentration to activate this technique.
Yeah, it's called the 'final boss' so it had to be like this.
That was when.
Slippery—
In an instant the handlebars veered sharply to the left and the bike went out of my control.
I quickly looked at the floor and saw that it was already covered in ice.
It was the moment when I heard Ellie's laughter from the Bluetooth earphones I was wearing.
[Is it too late to dismantle it?]
Instead, the very method I was trying to attack was used against me.
I tried to find my balance, but the situation was already out of control.
I felt like my body was floating, and then I crashed into a stone wall with my bike.
Boom!
If you let your guard down for even one second like this, you will immediately retire.
At that moment, Grace came running over as soon as she stopped her bike and checked on my well-being.
“Rohan!”
“It’s okay. Don’t worry.”
I cleared away the fallen stones and stood up.
He said he was fine, but he must have hit himself pretty hard because his entire back was in pain even with the aura on.
It felt like my spine had completely collapsed.
Fortunately, Rohan's body was stronger than I thought.
Ellie approached Grace and avoided my gaze as if she was sorry.
“No…… You should have avoided that well…….”
“Good job, Ellie.”
"huh?"
“You’re really good at exploiting the gaps that your opponent creates when they attack. Just do the same thing as before during the game.”
Now is the time for training.
Just now, it was a mock match where I was attacking Grace and Ellie as the opposing team's fighter.
And Ellie faithfully fulfilled her role as a supporter.
Ellie, who I thought would say something, turned her head to the side when I praised her. She glanced at me and asked,
“That… doesn’t it hurt?”
"it hurts."
“Look, I told you that your expression looks like it’s in pain! Where are you? I’ll take a look.”
“Okay. It’s better than you or the professor being sick.”
“…….”
Then I carefully pulled the bike out from next to where I had crashed.
This thing really doesn't break.
Even after this level of accident, the bike was fine.
Even after handling it like this, there are only a few scratches.
I've had a few accidents that required repairs so far, but each time, only the bike was unharmed.
It seemed like Bald had put a lot of effort into it.
I guess we should paint the Akol Bikers logo during the championship to promote it a bit.
Grace asked me, her eyes filled with worry.
“Should we wrap things up and go back?”
At those words I checked the clock on my bike.
“It’s already this late. I think that would be a good idea.”
There are only two days left.
The championship is just two nights away.
Time passed so quickly. Training was basic, preparing lecture materials, and then assignments and exam preparation, so honestly, it was killing me.
That damn associate professorship. If it weren't for Grace, I would've quit a long time ago.
Still, they had decided on their formation, had the rhythm adjusted, and had mastered the track, so as long as they didn't make any mistakes, they should have no trouble winning.
Then, Ellie, who was excited, pointed to a small bustling area visible below the mountain range.
“Then I’ll buy dinner tonight! I saw this on my way here, and there’s a really famous pizza place over there. Do you want pizza today? Do you want the professor too? Me too!”
I'm really doing everything by myself, beating the drum and janggu.
Grace looked back at Ellie and asked softly.
“I see Eclat likes pizza. I like it too.”
“Yes! I really like it too…… Ah.”
Ellie's cheeks turned a bright pink as she was unable to continue speaking.
“Eclat?”
“Oh, it’s nothing……”
Walking alongside Grace, Ellie looked like a girl experiencing her first love.
I stared at the shining things around us.
Shyness that colors the sky, unbreakable innocence, dreamy sunsets, warmly frozen Grace, and my smile.
All of those things felt like my happiness and a poem for us.
* * *
ㅤ ㅤㅤㅤ ┏ㅤㅤㅤㅤ┓
ㅤ ㅤㅤㅤ ㅤㅤㅤ E - World
ㅤ ㅤㅤㅤ ㅤ ㅤChampionship
ㅤ ㅤㅤㅤ ㅤㅤ ㅤSpring 951
ㅤ ㅤㅤㅤ ㅤㅤ ㅤ FINAL
ㅤ ㅤㅤㅤ ┗ㅤㅤㅤㅤ┛
The stadium was heated up with the enthusiasm of the people.
Everyone seemed to have forgotten the pain of war, or was trying to forget it, and they were cheering loudly from the morning.
―The Emulator World Championship has always been the best.
The commentator's voice flowed softly from large speakers installed everywhere.
As his voice descends like dry ice, the heat that was about to burst gradually subsides.
―As we all know, due to an unfortunate incident, we were unable to see their drama, which was a mixture of sweat, passion, tears, despair and hope, for 16 long years.
Sighs came from all over.
Older fans, those in their middle years or older who had lived through the war years, were heartbroken.
For some, the championship was their whole life, and the absence felt like a part of their life had been cut out.
―… … So this spring of 951! Now is the time for fans all over the world to pay attention!
The commentator's voice resonated as if grabbing people by the collar.
―This championship will be more brilliant than any other!
Flashes of colorful spotlights lit up the stadium like a ray of light after a typhoon had passed.
―It will be more exciting than any other episode!
Boom! Boom!
ㅤㅤㅤㅤ… … Boom!
It was the moment when the opening song of the Emulator World Championship, ‘Wings’, was played.
―… … It will be remembered in your hearts more than any other episode.
Boom! Boom boom!
Firecrackers went up one after another behind a giant screen displaying the championship logo.
―Welcome to the Emulator World Championship!
The opening salutes dazzled the sky. The people once again shouted in a battlefield-like manner.
Wow!
…….
The waiting room of ‘Springwind Team 1’.
The cheers coming from outside shook the waiting room.
Ellie, who was servicing her bike, shrugged her shoulders in surprise.
“Wow, that’s surprising……! This is seriously not a joke. Aren’t you nervous, Rohan? And the professor?”
Grace just nodded expressionlessly.
For her, who has been through countless battlefields, this level of tension would be nothing.
As I sat there without answering, Grace called out to me.
“Rohan.”
“…….”
Grace's body temperature overlaps the back of my hand as I simulate the game situation.
Finally, I came to my senses and raised my head.
“I was thinking about it for a moment.”
“Rohan has a lot on his mind today too.”
“……Please speak.”
Instead, Grace closed her mouth.
Still, I can guess what he's trying to say.
Yesterday, Cornelia was dismissed from her position as president.
The Empire covered up all the facts, and only changed the ‘Black Candy’ into a ‘drug’ and announced this fact to the people of the Empire.
Naturally, the people were angry.
This was because the incident occurred in ‘Springwind’, of all places.
And people looked for someone to blame.
The person who is the most powerless and yet holds the highest position.
Cornelia, she was sacrificed like that.
“We will definitely win.”
I continued.
“To restore Springwind’s fallen status and to reinstate Chancellor Cornelia.”
Only then did Grace smile gently at my assurance.
“Okay, let’s win.”
"yes."
Then the door opened with a knock. It was the Championship manager.
“Springwind Team 1 personnel confirmed. The game will start in 5 minutes, so please get ready. Oh, is there anything wrong?”
“None. Let’s move on immediately.”
“Okay, I understand. Good luck.”
After the manager left, we checked the equipment we were wearing again.
I asked Ellie.
“Make sure to check for ‘recall’. If it breaks down, you could be retired not just from the game but from life when you have an accident.”
“Don’t say such horrible things, you idiot! I can only imagine it for no reason…….”
The 'Recall' attached to the chest is a safety device that warps you straight to the recovery room if you go off the track or suffer a serious injury.
Although this recall did help reduce the number of deaths among players, there were still cases of players sustaining irreparable injuries or breaking down during intense physical contact.
However, I've heard that it's been improved a lot over time to increase durability and stability, but I'm not sure about my memory.
"let's go."
After completing the inspection, we finally left the waiting room with our bikes in tow.
The atmosphere of the gate is a bit dark.
The players were heading towards the exit where the track at the end of the hallway was swaying.
Grace felt something for a moment and quickly turned around.
“Lord Riepenstein.”
Right next to the Springwind Team 1 waiting room was Team 2, which Michael belonged to.
At that name, Eli and I looked back at them.
Michael's bike, he must have spent a lot of money on it. It's not bad at all compared to mine.
Then, members of Team 2 caught my eye.
As expected, Eli's seat was filled by Ariel... ...Karen di Arrelia? Why are you here?
“Professor Euclid. And Assistant Professor Rohan.”
Karen greeted me and Grace politely.
But I didn't even get a greeting.
What about Queos?
If it were as planned, he would have participated in the championship too.
… … Ah, the plot has been revised.
Well, there's nothing we can do about it.
Unable to contain my curiosity, I asked Karen.
“I haven’t heard any news that you, the student body president, are participating.”
“I also want to help the president get reinstated. That’s why I asked Professor Riepenstein.”
“I see. Okay. I understand. I’ll support you.”
"thank you."
As soon as we finished talking, Michael led his team past us.
Grace followed him again today without saying hello.
As I was walking next to Grace, I called out to her quietly.
“Professor Grace.”
"……huh."
“Aren’t you angry?”
"uh?"
Grace's eyes widened.
I whispered to Grace, who was looking at me with an expression asking what I was talking about.
“There are a lot of physical fights during races. If you accidentally hit someone in the back of the head or something, it won’t be a big deal.”
“What is that……?”
“Because it’s a ‘body fight’ to some extent.”
“…….”
At those words, Grace looked at the back of Michael's head again.
Her hands, gripping the handlebars, were slowly gaining strength.
Grace is human too.
If you are ignored, you will get annoyed and angry.
Even though I have endured it until now, it was literally ‘enduring it.’
At that moment, Ellie, who was following me closely, ground her teeth.
“Seepalstein, you lost today.”
I feel a little sorry for Michael, but I'll have to hit him in the back of the head.
It was around that time that we were only aiming for the back of Michael's head.
―Please welcome the players with loud cheers and support!
Before I knew it, I had arrived at the starting line.
The starting point for the Springwind teams, who were almost parachuted in, was the rear.
In terms of ranking, our team is 99th, and Michael's team is 100th.
A total of 100 teams are participating, so they start out in last place.
―300 players from 19 countries including the Habledown Empire, the Kingdom of Ghent, the Kingdom of Charleroi, the Duchy of Steite, and the Kingdom of Viborg! Now it's time to see with your own eyes the skills they have honed over the years!
We climbed into the saddle and connected our earphones to each other.
[Supporter Ellie Test.]
[One, two, three. Can you hear me?]
<Fighter Rohan. Good reception.>
{Runner Grace. Check.}
At that moment, the countdown started on the scoreboard.
5, 4, 3…….
A championship I only read about with my eyes.
……2, 1!

            Now I'm standing in the middle of that episode.
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                                § Decisive Battle (2)
―Currently, all players have entered Course A, Mote Park. Due to the nature of the course that crosses the city center, the lines are narrow, so fierce competition between the mid- and upper-ranking teams is expected!
[The gaps in the line are starting to appear.]
Ellie's voice made me pay attention to the next corner.
<Grace, now is your chance. If the gap widens further from here, the rankings will be fixed at least up to Course C.>
{I'll sell the line. Follow me.}
Grace's bike quickly weaved its way through the crowd of players.
The players who were preparing their corners were taken aback by her sudden appearance.
―Grace Euclid of Springwind Team 1! I declare war with a bold body fight!
For a moment, a team of players blocked Grace's path.
I also increased my speed and shouted at Ellie.
<Ellie, Speed Up!>
[okay!]
A circle ejected from Ellie's bike and wrapped around Grace.
Soon, Ellie's circle began to carve spells into our wheels.
Woohoo!
The moment the auxiliary spell "Haste" was activated, the bike became lighter and the speedometer soared.
Grace shouted, turning the steering wheel.
{booster!}
The mana turbine begins to spin furiously.
Grace dug into the line to its limit, leaving behind a blue afterimage.
Squeak!
When drift was added to that, other players who could not overcome inertia began to be pushed to the outside course.
I followed closely behind Grace and shouted at Ellie.
<Go further, don't brake and manage your speed!>
- Amazing! The Springwind 1 team, which I thought was just a promotional event, has just defeated the Lightning team from the Kingdom of Viborg and has risen to 68th place!
[Professor, you're the best! That was awesome just now!]
<I think the rest of the teams will catch up soon. Let's just keep going like this.>
Soon we entered the straight course and reorganized our formation.
20 minutes into the game.
It took quite a while to climb from 99th to 68th place.
Anyway, the goal is first place. Anything less is meaningless.
“……Course C.”
Ertz Central Highlands.
The match will be decided there.
* * *
―The Centum Team's fighter just took down the Irregular Team's runner! Recall! The Centum Team's fighter is going crazy right now!
Teams that passed through Course A, Mote Park, were entering Course B, Reed Village, one by one.
Michael, a runner from Team Springwind 2 who entered Course B in 54th place, looked back.
‘… … It’s slow.’
Michael's team was able to advance to the middle ranks in no time thanks to using the V formation from the start.
There was nothing to fear as long as he, the genius wizard of Springwind, was with me.
Moreover, it was rather strange that he was left behind, since Karen di Arilleria, the top student at Springwind, was also with him.
Michael sent a voice to Ariel, who was running expressionlessly.
[Ariel, don't push yourself too hard.]
[…….]
Michael sighed softly at Ariel's appearance, who didn't even reply.
‘Are you still upset? I thought you’d feel better if you took a walk… … .’
Since that day, Ariel has changed somewhat.
Her smile had disappeared and her face was stained with sadness.
"If I follow you, can I live?"
That was the sight Michael had seen when he first discovered her.
‘I’ve been trying to erase that stain for a while now. It’s not easy.’
“……Tsk.”
[Arilleria.]
[Yes, Professor.]
[Increase speed. Follow along while protecting Ariel well.]
[All right.]
Woohoooo―
Michael pushed the speed to the limit.
Right now, I had to focus on winning rather than Ariel.
Cornelia. If he did not reinstate her, his plans would be disrupted.
‘I can’t leave Springwind in the hands of others. It will become my important base in the future.’
In this way, all the players were running to the finish line to achieve their own goals.
* * *
The Erz Central Highlands, awash in turquoise.
As the game reached its midway point, the players' movements became more aggressive.
The Centum team's leader and fighter, Schwein Haxen, checked the rear and said.
[Summary complete. I was really nervous because it was the first championship in 16 years, but it wasn't that bad?]
The Centum team, belonging to the Duchy of Steinten, is currently ranked 60th.
The gap with the leading team was slightly wide, but it was not a gap that could not be narrowed if they set their mind to catching up.
Another fighter, Pretzel, who was occupying the left position of the V formation, scolded Schwein.
[Take it easy. If you mess up your pace from now on, you'll be reprimanded.]
[Don't worry. I haven't even used half of my mana yet. Have you ever seen a fisherman in Steinten put all his effort into catching a pyramid? No.]
[The current track leader is the Blackout team of the Habledown Empire. If we want to defeat that team, we need to move according to strategy from now on.]
No matter what Pretzel said, Schwein was scanning the nearby teams with the eyes of a predator searching for prey.
[Strategy? I have only one strategy. To knock out all the dogs of the Empire. … … Attention. The rookies of the Empire are approaching us just now.]
Schwein's eyes lit up sharply as he caught sight of the new team that had appeared from behind, the Springwind 1st team.
They are well aware of that team's reputation.
The ‘PR Team’ includes Rohan, the hero of the Habledown Empire, and Grace Euclid, the goddess of the battlefield.
‘The only thing that bothers me is that the Weapon Master and Sword Master are on the same team, and this is not a battlefield.’
This is on the track.
Of course, in a one-on-one fight, Schwein would have no chance of winning, but in a race to test speed, he was confident even if his opponent was a Weapon Master.
Schweinshaxen, he was the champion of the Duchy of Stein.
Pretzel was astonished to see Schweins, who had just caught the break, close the gap on Rohan's team.
[Didn't you hear what I said? This is the Ertz Central Highlands⸺]
[Shut up. I'm the team leader. I make the decisions.]
Schwein, ignoring the voice, parked his bike next to Grace.
Schwein frowned the moment he saw the imperial flag painted on Grace's racing suit.
‘… … And we cannot just leave the Habledown Empire, which betrayed our principality, alone.’
During World War II.
The allied forces of the Duchy of Steinfelden, who were surrounded by enemies, had once asked for help from the 2nd Army Corps of the Habledown Empire, which was nearby.
But their requests were completely ignored.
The commander of the 2nd Corps decided that if they were going to be annihilated anyway, they should attack the gap in the enemy lines while they were being sacrificed.
In this way, the army of the Duchy of Stein died without any help.
And Schweinshaxen was one of the magicians of the Duchy of Stein who returned from that hell alive.
The real reason he participated in the championship was to retire all the teams of the Habledown Empire.
[Action Begins!]
Woohoo!
The formula gradually began to take shape on Schwein's base.
It was an array of attack spells.
Schwein knew full well that it was a clear violation, but he couldn't control his emotions as he thought about the faces of his dead comrades.
‘Damn imperial bastards… … This is just revenge!’
Soon, the spell was activated and the "Ice Tees" with their cool chills rushed towards Grace.
See you later!
Then, numerous sparks burst out around Grace.
Schwein's eyes widened as he saw the ice pick evaporate into steam the moment it touched the sparks.
“What, what is that?”
I have never seen such a beautiful and defensive technique.
It was then that Schwein recalled the title he had forgotten: ‘Weapon Master.’
"hey."
Rohan, who had dug in between them, grabbed Schwein's helmet.
Soon, Schwein's head was slammed into the handlebars along with Rohan's arm, which was covered in aura.
bang-!
Schweinsen rolling around the track with his wrecked bike.
Rohan, who was glancing at the recalled Schwein, said coldly.
“You just crossed the line.”
* * *
As I entered the hills of the central highlands of Erz, I checked the rankings displayed on my goggles.
“Still in 51st place…….”
I thought we had beaten a lot of teams so far.
Starting in 99th place was the cause of the trouble.
The teams that started out at the top still maintain that ranking.
There were still 50 teams ahead of us, 150 people ahead in terms of numbers.
“It’s still too early to be discouraged.”
The race was now halfway through and there were still plenty of opportunities to overtake on this course.
That was when.
“The back of my head…….”
Over there, a very attractive back of the head began to appear.
Springwind Team 2 led by Michael.
We didn't have to run into each other because we had been ahead from the beginning, but now we're finally catching up.
We picked up speed and followed Michael's team.
Michael glanced at us and opened his mouth.
“For a team with a Weapon Master and a Sword Master, there’s no turtle.”
“Professor Riepenstein’s team is also disappointing?”
Ellie pouts and taunts Michael.
“This year’s Merlin candidate is supported by Chairman Karen, who is known as a genius wizard, and is only ranked 50th. Isn’t it hard, Karen? You have to endure it. Oh! The professor was a genius wizard too, right? What was the name of this? Trash? Oh, that’s right, trash!”
“……The next task is to define magic from a relativistic perspective. So, look forward to it, Ellis Eclat.”
“It’s lethal. Who would call it a ‘lifeless thing’?”
“What? What did you just say?”
“It’s nothing. Hey, be careful! You have to watch ahead, right?”
“…….”
Even Michael, who was nominated for this year's Merlin Award, was not capable of keeping up with Ellie's venomous tongue.
Michael, who had been glaring at her as if he was going to kill her, suppressed his anger and spoke to me.
“From now on, we will work together to break through. Our goal is to get to 30th place before entering Course D.”
“I am a fighter, Professor. Please speak to Grace, the leader of our team.”
“……Euclid. I will explain the plan.”
Only then did Michael explain the plan to Grace.
As Grace listened to those words, a screaming sound of wind could be heard from ahead.
“Kwaaak!”
“Oh, the devil has appeared!”
The three teams ahead of us were lying on the ground, bleeding.
Twenty demons surround them.
Krrrr… … .
Woof! Woof! Woof!
Their true identity was the ‘black howling wolf’, one of the predators of the central highlands of Erz.
Covered in graphite-colored fur, the black howling wolves literally looked like wolves, but their size was comparable to that of an average car.
That demon is one I know.
They are a group of wolves that are not only quite numerous but also have the characteristic of howling to gather their kind at the slightest disadvantage, making them difficult to deal with.
Michael, who was watching them getting closer, opened his mouth.
“Ignore it and break through.”
Then Grace shook her head.
“No, the players are in danger.”
“I understand your feelings, but think of the dismissed Chancellor and Springwind. We don’t have the capacity to help them.”
Grace bit her lip at those words.
This time Michael was right.
Such accidents are also included as variables in the game, and if they were not prepared for it, the responsibility lies with them.
Michael, who had been glancing at Grace disapprovingly, continued speaking as if he had no other choice.
“And you won’t die. You’ll be recalled. But the players coming from behind will be in danger. They’ll smell the blood and more demons will come rushing in.”
“That’s why we have to help. No matter how many safety devices there are, if…!”
“Euclid. Your stuffy personality remains unchanged.”
“…….”
Grace, who was angry at this, eventually lowered her head.
okay.
Grace's behavior right now is frustrating.
If we're going by the pages of a novel, it's definitely sweet potatoes.
I also agree with Michael now.
however.
“I will stop it and go.”
For me, having to watch my loved one suffer is even more painful.
A surprised Grace looked back at me.
Michael was also watching me silently.
Meanwhile, we were getting closer and closer to the demons.
“If it’s a pack of howling wolves, I can handle them by myself in 5 minutes.”
“In a match, five minutes is no different than five hours. If you, a fighter, are out, your team will be in trouble.”
“I trust Grace and Ellie. And Professor Riepenstein is here too.”
“……Do whatever you want.”
And then he gathered his aura into his palm.
Soon, the aura began to take the shape of a sword.
The past 30 days haven't been spent just training on the bike.
"growth".
As I leveled up this setting, I tried to increase my strength by reducing my sleep until dawn.
This "Aura Blade" was one of the fruits of such efforts.
As we reached the demons, the guys who had discovered us started running towards us.
I stepped on the brakes and slashed the waist of the oncoming demon.
“Leave this to me!”
“Thank you, Rohan. And… I’m sorry.”
I smiled to reassure her.
“Don’t worry, miss. I’ll catch up with you in no time.”
Oww!
The Black Howling Wolves' spirits grew fierce after seeing the death of their own kind.
It was the moment when I got off my stopped bike and was preparing to form the circle of the four seasons.
“I'll help you too.”
Ariel ran to me and stopped her bike, continuing to speak while scattering black mana.

            “Instead, there’s something I’ve been wanting to ask you… for a very long time.”

Became the Savior of the Final Boss - Episode 32 (33/225)


                
                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                
                                § Decisive Battle (3)
When discussing what the most fundamental substance that makes up the world is, mana is an issue that inevitably comes up.
Humans are not the only ones dependent on mana.
Plants also live and breathe by utilizing mana, and the same goes for animals.
마수(魔獸).
Beasts that are no longer just influenced by mana, but have begun to use it instinctively.
At the same time, because it is instinctive, it often poses a threat to humans.
Even in the early days of civilization, it was not difficult to encounter demons all over the continent, and those who became the ancestors of brave explorers and adventurers inevitably met death.
In this environment, the birth of the Knights Templar and the Tower was inevitable.
Solidarity is a human instinct.
If a small number of humans fight a demon, the demon will win.
But if a million humans and a million demons go to war… … .
… … Systematic genocide by humans occurs.
Humans have always been like that. That's how they survived.
On the other hand, the demons survived but fled to unexplored areas where humans could not or did not live.
However, the demons still live at a close distance from humans.
For example, a wild boar coming down from the mountain ruins the crops.
Krrrr… … .
The black howling wolf that inhabits the central highlands of Erzburg was like that.
The wolves, who had barely survived the harsh cold of last winter, were very hungry.
To those wolves, humans who trained for months or years for a championship were no different from a buffet.
Woof woof woof!
Hungry wolves rushed to Rohan.
Wiping the blood splattered on his face, he aimed the tip of his sword at the three wolves that were attacking him.
"caution……."
Ariel, wearing her katana, took down a wolf and looked back at Rohan.
All he had to do was stab him three times in quick succession, and the heads of the wolves that charged at him burst like balloons.
Pfft!
Ariel watched Rohan slaughter the black howling wolves, catching her breath.
Every time I stabbed him, one of them died without fail.
A speed that cannot be followed by the eyes even though you are seeing it.
A majesty that naturally brings to mind the title of ‘Sword Master’.
On the road, Rohan was the Gamma Rank of the Empire and the Sword Master himself.
It took less than three minutes for twenty Howling Wolves to be slain by Rohan's Auror Blade.
The wolves died without even having time to howl to call out to their fellows.
Rohan wiped the blood off his hands. Ariel looked at him and thought.
‘… … Still strong. Just like back then.’
That day too, I saved myself like this.
He cut off the heads of three imperial knights who tried to kill him with one stroke of his sword and said he was sorry.
Rohan said to Ariel as he climbed onto the bike saddle.
“Let’s hurry.”
But Ariel did not move.
I couldn't move.
It was the moment when Ariel's eyes, which had been standing blankly, regained focus.
“Why did you save me?”
I wanted to know.
I wanted to know like crazy.
… … The world was hell to me too.
I lived alone in a world like a solitary cell, without my parents who gave birth to me and without anyone else.
It was hard. There were times when I collapsed from exhaustion and just wanted to never get up from that spot.
Every time that happened, Ariel would stand up and recall that voice.
-sorry.
A word I heard again when I met him again.
“Why, why me, the son of a traitor……!”
“This is not the time to talk. Let’s focus on the game.”
“No. I have to hear it today. If not…….”
Rohan had no choice but to ignore her and leave.
This match was a game that would determine the mainstream and his own ‘death-death turning point’.
But the moment he saw Ariel's face still watching him, Rohan felt as if a crack had formed in his heart.
“I don’t have the confidence to live any longer.”
There was no hypocrisy that Rohan knew of.
What was visible through the broken mask was not the false being called Ariel, but someone with whom she had not yet shared her identity.
“Ariel Riepenstein…….”
Rohan's eyes became sharp.
‘You are not this kind of person.’
He was a person who completely hid his intentions and deceived people in any situation, to the point where he himself was completely deceived.
but.
“……There was no reason.”
Rohan had to turn away from her, who seemed to be dying at any moment.
Rohan turned his head absentmindedly and put his foot on the pedal.
“I hope that answers your question. Let’s go.”
Like that, Rohan's back was fading away.
Ariel, left alone, lowered her head and muttered blankly.
“There was no reason…….”
Instead of dried tears, blood flowed from between her tightly clenched lips.
* * *
I was so far removed from the team.
I had no choice but to recognize the fingerprint and turn off the mana controller.
Woof-
As soon as the output limit was lifted, the speed quickly exceeded 400.
Focusing my eyes on the aura, I recall Ariel's words in the quickly passing background.
-Why did you save me?
…….
―Why, why me, the son of a traitor… …!
… … It wasn't me who saved you.
The one who saved you was ‘Rohan’.
So I couldn't say anything.
So, I couldn't bring myself to say out loud the memories of Rohan that were coming to mind.
"“What can a knight who can’t even save a child save?”
That's why Rohan saved Ariel.
Perhaps it was because of the favors he had received throughout his life, but Rohan had been wanting to save something for a very long time.
It looked a little like me.
I could have lied to Ariel.
I could have just recited Rohan's memories.
But that wasn't the case.
It's been two months since I became engrossed in this novel.
Beyond changing Grace's fate, I began to dream of something else.
‘Living’ as a complete me in this world.
Writing my own story entirely, without borrowing any pages.
No matter what anyone says, I exist here.
Not as ‘Rohan’, but as ‘me’.
“Please wait a moment!”
Then I heard a voice calling me from behind.
I looked back and saw two championship managers running towards me in a sidecar.
After checking with the manager, I quickly activated the mana controller.
I slowed down and asked the manager who was running alongside me.
“What's going on?”
“I came here to inform you of the changes due to the C Course accident. I saw Rohan of Springwind Team 1 dealing with the demons on the monitor. First of all, I would like to thank you on behalf of the Championship.”
The managers nodded to me and continued speaking.
“Anyway, the course has changed a bit.”
“Change?”
“Yes. After discussion with the association, it was decided that the gap between the top and bottom ranks is serious, so a shortcut will be provided to teams ranked 52nd or lower, including Rohan. The changed route will be transmitted to the helmet.”
"All right."
“Anyway, I am truly grateful that the game almost ended up being stopped because it could have been a major accident.”
I checked the route that was sent while the managers were leaving.
The changed route was a shortcut that skipped the D course, the Gisen Plains.
The next course, Course E, is the Mon Mountains section.
“……If we do this well, we can win.”
It was still doable.
* * *
[Be careful, Professor!]
Ellie screamed over the noise of screeching tires.
Grace looked at the players crashing into her.
Two fighters from the Syndicate Team belonging to the Kingdom of Ghent set out to attack Grace.
Woohoo!
The mana of the opposing team's fighters resonated with each other.
At that moment, a strong wind and water spray swept over her.
“…….”
Grace, unshaken by any attack.
Grace's face, soaking wet, was expressionless.
The next moment, the fighters who met her gaze flinched.
“!”
‘Wow, as expected from the Imperial Weapon Master… … The rumor that he can kill people with just a look is true!’
‘I guess this is fucked up? Damn… … We underestimated it.’
The players who saw the promotional teams Spring Wind 1 and 2 rise to the top 10 simply thought, ‘We were lucky.’
But when I actually bumped into it, it wasn't that.
In that moment, Grace's drinking base emitted light.
Soon, white ice crystals began to bloom over her body.
“What the heck……!”
The moment the opposing fighter muttered, Grace, who was wearing sharp ice armor, slammed into the other fighter's side.
thud!
―Is this really a promotion for that team? Anyway, Grace is really amazing! She took down one of the Syndicate team's fighters in one breath!
It was the same technology.
They were simply using the same auxiliary and interference spells as themselves.
However, the opponent is a Weapon Master who is not very common even on the continent.
From the concentration of mana to the understanding of the spell and the difference in experience.
Grace was overwhelmingly dominant over all the players.
As he became accustomed to the game, his proficiency on the bike was constantly improving.
Grace grows closer with the help of Ellie and Karen.
The remaining Sendicate fighter was left in silent shock.
‘These people are monsters… …!’
thud-!
Finally, he too was recalled along with his teammates.
―Even the Syndicate team, which was a strong contender for the championship, has retired! The crowd starts chanting for Grace Euclid all at once! With her on board, the Springwind team is invincible!
Michael, who had been watching from behind, opened his mouth as he passed Grace.
“One team ahead. If we can just beat the Empire’s Blackout team, we’ll be first.”
"All right."
Before we knew it, their rankings had reached 2nd and 3rd place.
It was all thanks to Grace and Michael's efforts.
With the support of Ellie and Karen added to that, they were literally invincible.
Grace calmly checked the condition of the bike. Then suddenly, the back of Michael's head caught her eye.
“…….”
And Rohan's words were played back.
―There are a lot of physical fights during races. If you accidentally hit someone in the back of the head or something, it won’t be a big deal.
Kuk.
Grace's hands were strengthened.
Rohan is right.
Sometimes I feel terribly resentful of Michael who ignores me.
At first I was sad.
But now he doesn't understand me… …
… … I start to hate it little by little.
“…….”
Grace slowly raised her hand.
The target is the back of the head.
It was such a cruel stab in the back of the head that he had never looked back at himself, and so he had to just watch all this time.
That was when.
… … Paat!
For a moment, the lights went dark and everything except the team members became invisible.
A sudden feeling of a flow of mana.
Only then did Michael look back and shout.
"pitfall⸺!"
Kkeeeek! Kkeeeek! Kkeeeek!
Ellie's body floated into the air as it collided with something invisible.
The bike rolled on the ground. Ellie was already unconscious.
“Eclat!”
Grace, who was the team leader, quickly activated Ellie's recall.
Michael, his eyebrows furrowed terribly, and roughly released the circle.
His circles scattered in all directions, clinging to the darkness and beginning to crack as if drawing a spell.
Damn it!
Eventually the darkness cleared and the surroundings returned to normal.
Then Karen pointed ahead.
“This is the Blackout Team.”
Grace muttered.
“Why would they… There would be no reason to ambush them.”
“It doesn’t matter what the reason is. If it gets in your way, I’ll just remove it.”
It was the moment when Michael manifested his magic beyond his magic base into the air.
Boohoo!
Suddenly, Karen's body shot upward, defying gravity.
Karen's body tumbled toward the floor in Grace's eyes.
Boom!
Karen's body, which had been gaining speed, bounced back once again.
“Lord Riepenstein!”
At the same time as Grace screamed, Michael activated Karen's recall.
A huge spell began to appear above Michael's head as he looked around at the Blackout team.
He said coldly.

            “You deserve to die.”
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                                § Things I want to know (1)
“Lord Riepenstein!”
Grace watched Michael throw down his bike and clutch at the air with his hands.
In her gaze, which was wavering with anxiety, Michael was pushing one of the Blackout Team's players to the brink of death.
“Stop it. I’ll die if you do that!”
But Michael didn't withdraw his hand. Instead, he amplified the circle.
A cold voice leaks out from between Michael's lips as he wraps his opponent's entire body around his "Mana Chain".
“They broke the rules.”
“Please calm down. No matter what…….”
“Can't you feel it?”
"……yes?"
“Look closely. ‘Those things’ are not human.”
Not human.
At those words, Grace looked back at the Blackout Team blocking the way.
Meanwhile, Michael was recalling the incident that had occurred in his classroom a month ago.
‘The wavelength of mana is no different than before. Homunculus. Who would have thought that the traitors would intervene here… … .’
Blackout Team.
Their true identity was none other than homunculi.
I don't know how they managed to disguise themselves as the Amulet Champions of the Habledown Empire, but I couldn't just sit back and watch them show their teeth so openly.
“Stretch your sword, Euclid.”
"……All right."
Woohoo.
Soon, it followed Grace's hand and took the shape of a sword.
In that moment, a spell began to appear in front of the homunculi.
A similar arrangement to the trap series techniques we've seen before.
But this time, the level was one level higher.
Michael spat out the words as if they were nothing.
“Is that all you can do?”
The gigantic spell that had been completed above Michael's head suddenly spit out mana like a waterfall.
"Absolute".
A great defensive magic consisting of 482 strings and 539 songs, known only to be wielded by Michael Riepenstein.
Michael, a master of defensive magic and a genius magician who protected the empire in the midst of saturation, had absolute defense.
Tsutsutsu… … !
The spells of the homunculi swept away by Michael's mana melted away as if they were oxidized.
Grace, who did not miss the gap, arrived in front of the enemy in an instant and extended her sword.
Phew!
The moment the sensation of something being stabbed was transmitted through the blade to her skin, Grace realized.
‘… … Different. You’re really not human.’
Only then did Grace gather her resolve.
She asked Michael, her aura radiating calmly.
“Subdue them? Or… shoot them?”
“You be the judge.”
Michael, who had also manifested "Hellfire" in succession, continued speaking.
“I will kill―”
The next moment, blood flowed out from between Michael's lips as he was unable to continue speaking.
Phew!
The homunculus caught up with Michael before he knew it.
He glanced at the dagger that had pierced his shoulder.
“……I admit that you’re acting like a rat.”
“Lord Riepenstein!”
As Grace was shaken by Michael's injury, the homunculus that pushed her away disappeared.
Soon, the other homunculi also seemed to have completed their missions and dispersed like fog before quickly disappearing.
Grace, who ran towards him, looked at Michael.
“Are you okay? I’ll call the emergency team right away!”
“Don’t be so excited. We’re running late. Let’s go immediately…….”
dump.
Michael, who was walking to his bike, knelt down.
He clutched his chest and checked the punctured area.
‘This is… … .’
Before I knew it, a black flower was blooming over the wound.
‘… … Euphoria.’
Euphoria.
This flower, well known as a parasitic plant, was one of the plants whose cultivation was prohibited even in the empire.
Euphoria's flower-shaped hunting method is poisonous.
If you are poisoned by the poison, a flower will grow on your wound and continue to grow by feeding off the infected person's mana.
Even the flowers that had grown had taken root in the bones and could not be pulled out by hand.
Fortunately, it only takes a week for it to die and a cure has been developed.
Michael wasn't in a position to die like this, but it was difficult for him to continue playing.
“Excuse me for a moment.”
Grace took Michael to the road first.
Michael said, leaning back against the wall and catching his breath.
“Go. You are the only one who can run now.”
Michael's gaze turned to the track. The finish line was just a little further away.
“No, they can come back.”
“Have you forgotten our purpose? The reinstatement of General Farcastal is at stake. Also, if you were trying to assassinate me, you would have used Hydra venom, not Euphoria venom. This seems to be just… a silent warning.”
"but……."
“You’re still indecisive.”
Only then did Michael look straight at Grace.
Grace avoided his straight gaze.
Michael said.
“I will ask you.”
That was the question Michael once asked Grace.
“What is it that you truly wish to protect? The Empire? The Royal Family? The People? No matter how much I think about it, I still don’t understand your purpose.”
“……Is that why you hate me?”
“It’s just a small part. It’s too much to say. That’s why I’m silent.”
Grace clenched her fist.
Her breath trembled between her lips as she slowly raised her head.
“Lord Riepenstein.”
“Speak.”
“Can I hit you once?”
“……What is that―”
puck!
Grace raised her fist and hit Michael in the face with all her might.
Grace didn't stop there.
“Just one more.”
“Okay, wait a minute……!”
puck!
“I’m sorry. I’ll hit you one more time.”
“You must have forgotten, I am a patient right now—”
puck!
While Michael, who had been badly beaten, was still unconscious, Grace, who was still angry, shouted.
“What did I want to protect? It was you that I wanted to protect so badly! For you, I……!”
Then all the resentment that had built up over the past several decades came pouring out at once.
Behind Grace, whose eyes were filled with tears, the players who had arrived were quickly passing by.
“I worked hard to become like the Claudia you loved. Lord Euclid told me that I had no talent and should just practice cross-stitch, but this is how I became a Weapon Master……”
Grace looked up at the sky as if she had given up on everything.
All the moments she had experienced flashed before her eyes like a panorama.
“But… but if even you don’t know that, then what on earth would I be…?”
There were many days when I broke my bones and vomited blood while training.
There were days when I was in so much pain that I just curled up in my blanket and cried.
But what was more painful than that was the day my heart broke.
Every time that happened, Grace would ask the air.
Claudia.
Please answer me.
Now that I'm yours, why doesn't Michael smile again?
Why… … .
At that moment, in the distance, countless fireworks shot up into the sky.
Boom! Boom boom!
Soon, the commentator's voice could be faintly heard on the blowing wind.
―The winner of the Emulator World Championship has just been decided! The first place winner is Rohan from Team Springwind 1! The crown of the championship held for the first time in 16 years goes to Team Springwind 1… …!
Despite her sadness, the world was still dazzlingly beautiful today.
Beautifully, the festival was beginning.
Grace, who sat down next to Michael, looked at the fireworks that colored the world so brightly and said.
“……Now I’m tired too.”
At those words, Michael turned to Grace.
Maybe it was because she had been beaten up so much, or maybe it was because she had heard the truth that she didn't know, but now she was starting to look a little different.
It was the moment Michael opened his mouth.
“Euclid. I―”
“Michael Riepenstein.”
Grace smiles as she calls his name.
“Please break off the engagement with me.”
Michael, looking at her, felt regret for the first time.
* * *
Springwind President's Office.
Cornelia, who had pretended to hold her luggage behind her back and turned around, opened her mouth while looking up at the pictures of the past presidents.
“What did you do?”
I answered as if I was nothing, standing between Grace and Michael.
“We just won the Emulator World Championship.”
The Eternal Stone wasn't the only prize at the Emulator World Championship.
Neutral resource zone.
The land where all nations mine ether stones is not owned by anyone.
Therefore, the ether stones obtained there were shared equally among all nations.
Even the empire had no choice. If it got greedy, it would end up going to war with the entire world.
However, there was only one way to temporarily occupy the neutral resource zone.
It was winning international competitions such as the Olympic Games, the High London Games and the Amulet World Championships.
The prize was the right to own a portion of the Neutral Resource Zone for four years, and thanks to our win this time, the Empire will get 50 hectares (about 150,000 pyeong) of resource zone.
As a result of Grace and Michael stepping forward and wishing for Cornelia's reinstatement, Cornelia was able to return as the principal of Springwind.
Cornelia said.
“To win the championship and beat professional players in such a short period of time… that’s unbelievable.”
Then Michael touched the ring.
“Any sentence that has ‘Michael Riepenstein’ in it makes sense.”
“Don’t be ridiculous. I’m not in the mood for jokes right now.”
“I’m not one to enjoy joking either. I was just explaining it to you at your level.”
“I really have to say it! How many times have I told you not to treat me like a child…!”
For a moment, Cornelia's face distorted.
It was pleasure that distorted her face.
“I didn’t expect it…… Thank you all……”
… …Until now, you probably thought you had been abandoned.
It must have been painful to think that it was just going to be discarded, like a useless part.
No, it is not.
That's why I, Grace, and Michael all worked hard for you.
Cornelia turned back to us again, regaining her composure. Then she noticed something and pointed to Michael's face.
“But why is your face like that? Who hit you?”
As Cornelia had said, one side of Michael's face was badly swollen.
“……I fell during the game. Well, I’m off now. I have class soon.”
Michael turned around in a hurry and left the president's office.
Soon Cornelia looked up at me and Grace. I continued speaking on her behalf.
“Professor Riepenstein’s words must have meant that we had put in that much effort.”
“I know, too. I just... I’m so sorry.”
“Don’t be sorry. This was our own decision. We just hope that the president will make Springwind better.”
“…….”
At that moment, Cornelia's eyes shook greatly.
After a moment, Cornelia regained her composure and returned to her desk, sitting down on her chair.
“I know what you mean. I don’t want to say thank you….”
“Okay, then we have a lecture scheduled soon, so we’ll have to leave now.”
Grace and I said hello and headed for the door.
Then Cornelia's voice caught our ankles.
“If you need help, let me know. Even though I may seem like a child who is just accepting help, I was once the Deputy Director of the Technology Bureau.”
“Thank you. If I ever need help, I’ll let you know.”
“Yes. Oh, and be careful.”
"yes?"
“……Actually, it seems that the management office has dispatched monitors to the school.”
Grace flinched at the word "watchers."
“Just like last time with Corinne, and this time with the Blackout Team, now that the homunculi are on the move in earnest, the surveillance of the Administration will become more intense.”
Cornelia paused for a moment and stared out the window at the garden. Springwind was as peaceful as ever.
“Your boss said he wouldn’t do any harm, but you’d better be careful. The administration is the one that stamps out even the most sane families by labeling them traitors.”
* * *
〔 Main Stream Complete 〕
〔 150P earned 〕
Two days after the championship ended.
A package arrived at my house.
Sender unknown.
When I opened the package from an unknown place or person, what was revealed was 2 kilograms of Eternal Stone.
Perhaps this is another reward for the mainstream.
I guess this is how you fill in the probability.
Still, it was better than having a meteorite crash down in front of me.
I arrived at the Habledown workshop on my bike and commissioned three kilograms of Eternal Stone to make a sword for me and Grace.
“The Eternal Stone is difficult to process, so it will take at least two weeks. Don’t worry about the commission fee. There was an imperial order to provide services free of charge for the Emulator Champion.”
I expected this, so I guess I should just think of it as being like the royal family.
“Then please do so.”
Later, as I was heading back home, I thought back to that day.
I saw Grace and Michael get attacked by the Blackout Team.
But I couldn't stop.
The situation seemed to have been settled already, and if I had stopped, the victory would have been lost.
“The question is, what did the two of them talk about…….”
Thanks to the considerable aura I was emitting as I ran with concentration, I could hear Grace's voice, although not clearly.
―… … I worked hard to become like Claudia. Lord Euclid told me… … .
… … Claudia Lauren.
I know her too.
But Claudia is no longer of this world.
Because Claudia died decades ago, before the Second Indo-Pacific War even began.
“The reason Michael took Ariel in as his step-sister, and the reason Grace became a Weapon Master…….”
But the information I had was too fragmentary.
The person Michael loves was originally one of his childhood friends along with Claudia and Grace.
If Michael was a genius magician, Claudia was a genius knight.
Considering that he became a Sword Master at the age of 12, that speaks volumes.
It was at this point that the Administration designated the Lauren family as traitors that Claudia died.
To cut a long story short, the entire Laurence family was executed on the execution grounds.
“……That’s when Michael became a son of a bitch.”
Michael, who grew to harbor hatred towards the empire that killed Claudia.
Grace, who has been living desperately to fill Claudia's empty spot.
She was the beginning of this story.
Her death led to the current tragedy… … .
“……I guess I need to find out more.”

            I turned the steering wheel and headed toward the national cemetery of the island.
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At the end of the room, Ariel was crouching alone.
Dark hands knocked outside the window. Thump, thump. Only after looking at the trembling window did I realize that those hands were in the night.
Ariel Riepenstein, she was always empty, like empty eyes.
-There was no reason.
Her precarious world came crashing down with just one word from Rohan.
Maybe she knew too, but she just denied it outright.
However, the truth that she faced was too harsh a reality for Ariel, who was suffocating with her throat choked by lies.
"liar……."
… … Everyone is a liar.
Everyone is lying to me.
Tears flowed down my face as I thought about it.
I thought it would all dry up and stop flowing, but it did.
They were tears like blood.
I want to live even in pain,
A signal sent while struggling.
“I have come this far to meet you…….”
I've lived.
I have lived.
But now, there is no longer any reason for that.
“…….”
Ariel quietly raised her head. Tears were still flowing.
Soon she got up from her seat, picked up her sword, and left the room.
* * *
It's always been like that.
“It’s the same everywhere you go…….”
If there is a place in the world where laughter does not exist, I think it is here, in a graveyard.
No matter how happy something may be, the moment you arrive here, you must lower the corners of your mouth and erase your smile.
It is a courtesy to the deceased.
Or perhaps, in the not-so-distant future, preparation for yourself to be buried here.
Saaaa… … .
Everywhere, the place was covered in tears from those who had visited before.
A bouquet of flowers still vivid, footprints deeply dug in by the weight of words swallowed, a tombstone that always silently awaits its loved ones.
In this place where the boundary between present and past is unclear, we used to ask about the afterlife.
The place where we comfort the dead and ourselves is right here, the ‘Memoria National Cemetery.’
The reason I came here was to meet Claudia.
“Claudia…….”
I searched for her as if I was calling out to a living person.
How many minutes will it take?
I found her smiling between the solid, cold tombstones that were neatly placed.
ㅤㅤ╱ㅤㅤㅤㅤ ㅤ╲
ㅤㅤㅤ Claudia Lauren
ㅤㅤ ㅤ ㅤ918 - 933.
ㅤㅤㅤㅤ ㅤIn the world
ㅤㅤㅤThe most beautiful treasure
ㅤㅤㅤ ㅤSleep here
ㅤㅤㅤ ㅤㅤㅤㅤ
ㅤㅤ╲ㅤㅤ ㅤ ㅤㅤㅤㅤ╱
Her gravestone, unlike the others around it, was uncovered by any moss.
Perhaps it was thanks to the daily maintenance of someone who visited the tombstone. Not a single trace of wind or time could be seen.
In the center of the gravestone, firmly rooted and firmly established in the soil, was engraved the face of a girl.
The face that was looking at me with its head turned away was exquisite, as if it had been made by a skilled craftsman, and the hair that hung from the forehead to the back seemed to be fluttering in the wind blowing from somewhere.
“This person is…….”
As described, the words “The most beautiful treasure in the world, sleeps here” were carefully engraved beneath her name.
In every syllable, I could feel the feelings of the person who likened her appearance to a beautiful treasure.
To that extent, this child's existence must have been more precious than anything to the parents.
“……Ariel Riepenstein.”
The name I blurted out when I faced all that was not Claudia.
“They really look alike.”
This is why Michael took Ariel in as his step-sister.
Claudia's childhood appearance was very similar to Ariel's.
To the point where I even had the illusion that she, who had been dead, had come back to life.
“Michael, what are you thinking…….”
… … Did you use Ariel as Claudia’s stand-in?
You know how sad Ariel will be when she finds out about this.
Even the fact that your choice is breaking the hearts of many people⸺
“Who is that person?”
When I turned around at the voice that was piercing my heart, the girl on the tombstone, who had now become an adult, was asking me.
“Who on earth are you, that you are looking at me like that……Assistant Professor.”
* * *
Michael was walking down a tree-lined street.
It was a place I could now visit with my eyes closed, having been there so many times.
I went here every day.
And I see her every day.
Always new. She is always new and smiling.
“…….”
There were many days when I didn't want to come.
When I see you, I remember the day I lost you.
When I see you, I think of myself for not being able to protect you.
When I see you, all the moments I remember you… …
… … It becomes meaningless.
Michael stopped for a moment and caught his breath.
A breeze blowing from somewhere gently touched the tip of his nose.
Come on, as if it were Claudia's call.
“Has spring come underground too…….”
Whenever spring came, a voice was always heard from underground.
She's calling me from underground… … .
“Wait, Claudia. The moment I achieve my goal, I will tell you…….”
… … I will go.
I can't go see Claudia right now.
plural.
I must take revenge on the empire that killed Claudia.
To do that, first, Grace, she… … must be killed.
-Please break off the engagement with me.
I already knew that Grace was getting tired.
Because I could see the eyes that looked at me day by day losing their vitality.
Michael would always whisper to Grace without saying a word, just with his eyes.
This is enough.
If it's hard, give up.
You can't have me.
forever
ㅤㅤㅤForever
ㅤㅤㅤㅤForever.
“…….”
Michael covered his face with his palms.
The place where I was hit still feels cold. I feel like an ignorant woman… … .
Still, I wondered how much he must have hated himself for him to hit me.
If you hit a normal person with that much force, they would be dead already.
‘I guess this will do.’
He was finally relieved that Grace had given up on him.
He was too merciful a protagonist to kill the person he loved.
‘Claudia. Like the jewels set in this ring, my love for you is eternal.’
Michael's heart was always focused on one thing.
Then suddenly Ariel came to mind.
She looked so much like Claudia in her last appearance.
When Michael first saw her, he thought he had gone crazy missing Claudia.
I thought I was going crazy and seeing hallucinations.
No it wasn't.
‘But Ariel is not Claudia.’
Michael knew it too.
Claudia must be the only one, the only one, in this world.
The moment he denied that proposition, his love would become a lie, not true.
‘Ariel is my tool. An unbreakable sword that will one day strike the neck of the empire for a greater cause… … .’
I thought so.
I tried to think like that.
But it is not well observed.
It was the same at the last royal auction.
When I came to, I found myself in the auction house to give Ariel a gift, and when I came to, I was repeatedly tapping the bidding pad while thinking of Ariel's smile.
‘This is compassion. You must not confuse love with compassion, Michael.’
Two months ago.
Michael had said that to Rohan at the restaurant.
But he himself was confused, unable to distinguish between the two.
Stupidly.
Thoughts naturally turned to Grace and Rohan.
‘It’s almost time to reach the end.’
Up until now, Michael had not interfered with their relationship out of ‘consideration,’ nothing more, nothing less.
Also, for the sake of the cause, he had to make Rohan his own while at the same time making Grace an outcast in the world.
however.
―… … Now I’m tired too.
Grace, in her weak state, no longer seemed like his rival.
As Claudia says, Grace is still just a small, fragile bird trapped in a cage.
"A bird that chirps endlessly for its master, and cannot fly on its own."
"Grace is that kind of girl. Michael, that's why we have to help her. Okay?"
‘… … I can’t help it. Tell me a little more—’
That was when.
“Who is that person?”
It was a familiar voice.
That voice, just hearing it made my heart flutter.
It was the moment Michael turned his head there.
“Who on earth are you, that you are looking at me like that……Assistant Professor.”
Someone was standing in front of Claudia's tombstone.
* * *
“……Ariel.”
I didn't think she would come here either.
Because in the pages I know of, there was no scene where Ariel came to the graveyard.
Perhaps this page right now is a page I don't know about.
“I asked who you were.”
Ariel asks again.
I had no choice but to lie.
“We briefly met when we were young―”
"lie."
what?
Are you able to read my thoughts now?
No, Ariel doesn't have a setting like that...
“It’s all a lie. Isn’t it?”
Ariel smiles brightly.
I realize that it's not that you don't believe me, it's that you don't believe me.
And I instinctively felt that something was wrong.
“……What are you doing here?”
“Of course I came to see you, Rohan.”
“How do you know that?”
Then Ariel's smile disappeared.
“I feel mana better than other people. That’s how I was able to survive.”
“Does that mean you tracked my mana?”
“That's correct.”
Was this the reason Ariel suddenly appeared that day?
For a moment, Ariel lowered her head. Her gaze was directed to the sword she was holding.
“Then do you want to try to guess this too?”
Swish.
Ariel slowly drew her sword.
The tip of the raised sword was pointed at me.
“Who will die now, you or me?”
“……This is a graveyard. Are you planning to insult the dead?”
“They are already dead. What honor or heart would they have if they were dead?”
“The moment the living deny that honor and heart, the dead are truly dead.”
"is it so……?"
In an instant, Ariel released her aura.
A black aura swirling quietly.
That was the moment that passed before my eyes.
[Your fate gets worse.]
【 Mainstream : Death Quarter 】
✵ Target Objective: The death of Ariel Riepenstein.
- Failure 》Your Death
- Success 》 ‘100P’
In the message, she smiles palely.
“Then I’m as good as dead already.”
After finishing speaking, Ariel twisted her wrist and aimed the tip of her sword at herself.
And that was the moment I was about to stab him.
“What are you doing in front of me……!”
I exploded my aura in an instant, leaping to within arm's reach of Ariel and grabbed her wrist.
She tried to take her own life.
Right before my eyes, without even a moment's hesitation.
I was getting angry.
“I asked, ‘What on earth are you doing?’”
“……I’ll ask you just one thing, just one thing.”
The voice seems fainter than the stars at dawn.
If I let go of her wrist now, it felt like she would disappear forever.
“Was it really, really meaningless……?”
As I looked at Ariel, I had my first doubts.
Is this kid really a bad guy?
Maybe I have reshaped your life according to my will.
“Please answer.”
Bam.
She was crying as she dropped the sword.
I was clutching my chest and just shedding tears without stopping.
“Otherwise, I…… have no meaning.”
As I was contemplating that sight, a word to describe you suddenly came to mind.
Alienation.
Only then did I understand the meaning of your eyes.
“……Ariel Riepenstein.”
In my memory, you were the villain who killed Grace.
You, who looked at the dying Grace and told her to be at ease.
You took everything from me in an instant.
That's all I remember about you.
……but.
If someone has to die for me to live.
If the reason is an uncertain concern about a future that has not yet occurred.
“You, your name alone is meaningful.”

            I reject this development.
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I always wanted to be recognized.
‘Well done.’
I've lived hard every day, wanting to hear those words from anyone.
Maybe that's why I wanted to find my meaning.
“That… is it true…?”
If I hadn't even looked for that, then the only reason I was born was just a coincidence.
“Really.”
Like everyone else, Ariel also lived to be recognized by someone.
That's why I could be sure.
… … A long time ago, one day.
I have some idea of the answer to that.
A way to be recognized, even if no one acknowledges you.
It all started with a very small change in perspective.
“So don’t trust me, trust yourself. Everything you believe in. That’s the truth.”
The way was for him to acknowledge his own meaning.
Otherwise, even if someone acknowledges me, it will be meaningless.
“Lord Rohan……”
Before I knew it, Ariel was smiling.
Like a plum blossom that blooms silently, white and melancholic… … .
There may not have been any villains in this novel from the beginning.
Everyone was just struggling to live.
We want to reach each other,
Waiting for the wind to blow again… …
Like the flowers blooming at my feet.
* * *
Every time I walked, my gaze would tap on the tips of my feet.
Ariel, who had been looking at the ground, was hugging her body with both arms as if she was cold.
‘What did I do… … .’
From the moment I picked up the sword, I had no memory.
Like a broken film, all I remember here and there is the image of myself following the longing Mana towards somewhere.
When I came to my senses again, I was crying in front of that person.
“This idiot, this fool…….”
I did something I shouldn't have done.
And that too in front of the person you most don't want to see.
I was embarrassed.
I'm so embarrassed that I want to die, but now I have a reason not to die.
-You, your name alone is meaningful.
Those words kept coming back to me.
The words I've been wanting to hear so badly.
Ariel felt happy and sad at the same time at those words.
‘… … What if it had been Dorothy instead of Ariel?’
Her real name, the one she was called since birth.
When she was given the new name 'Ariel', she wished that the name 'Dorothy' would be erased from the world forever.
But now, more than ever, he desperately wanted his real name.
Her name was always followed by epithets like traitor, traitor, and slave of the devil.
I was always covered in tears and hatred, and I wanted to rip off the name tags that were stuck all over my body.
But today, I found someone who truly looked at me, not Ariel or Dorothy.
-So don't trust me, trust yourself.
The man never asked anyone to trust him.
Instead, Ariel told her to believe in herself.
To say that someone should believe in something meant that they could not do it unless they believed in it.
‘Rohan trusted me.’
You saved me back then because you believed that I was not a traitor to the empire, a traitor, or a slave to the devil.
Like today.
‘But if even that is a lie… … .’
Like an unstable mind, she felt as if she would be crushed again by her own thoughts.
My legs gave out and I couldn't stand any longer.
“What should I do……?”
Ariel Riepenstein, curled up like an egg in that spot.
Dry breath trembles between her lips.
meow.
Even at the loud crying sound, Ariel trembled as if she was startled.
As she slowly raised her head, a stray cat was rubbing its face against the back of her hand, which was lying there like a corpse.
Meow~
The cat had a name tag hanging around its neck.
For a moment, Ariel saw the writing as ‘Dorothy.’
She said.
“You were abandoned too… just like me.”
I wanted to give something, but I couldn't give anything.
Even the sword was abandoned in front of Rohan, so what does she have now?
meow?
At that moment, a stray cat that had been looking around ran off somewhere.
Ariel reached out her hand urgently.
"wait!"
The stray cat that hid in the alley did not return.
“…….”
Ariel's outstretched fingertips flinched.
My fingertips were sore from not being able to hold on to anything.
Then Rohan's voice brushed her back.
―… …Everything you believe. That is the truth.
Today, all of Ariel's thoughts were denied by Rohan.
In that denial, there was one truth that Ariel faced.
‘I am meaningful, and what I believe is true… … .’
Ariel raised her head and looked up at the world.
The stars in the night sky twinkle especially brightly, and the moon watches over her like an eye.
"cat……."
Everything looked different.
‘The sky looks like a big cat.’
As she connected the stars with her fingertips, a black cat was facing her.
"……ah."
Ariel finally took a deep breath and realized something.
Even if it is a ridiculous lie, if she believes it, the night sky is a black cat.
‘So that’s what it meant.’
I felt like I was born again.
* * *
After sending Ariel away, I was left alone in the middle of a graveyard.
“……Now I am dead.”
Finally, my fate reached the crossroads of death.
Still, I'm not upset.
You knew it would end up like this, right?
〔 Mainstream failure 〕
The message that has now disappeared is still vivid before my eyes.
Except for the first time I used bookmarks, I've always completed the main stream.
It wasn't something you could call mainstream.
Because every moment I spent with Grace was my last story, my last destiny, my last love.
“Ariel…….”
The sword in her hand was perfectly sharp.
If I had hesitated even a little bit back then, you would have died.
I couldn't understand Ariel, who tried to take her own life.
I don't understand… … .
"Understanding" ⸺ Ariel Riepenstein
✵ Current understanding: 31.3%
… … Before I knew it, I had come to understand you this much.
No matter how much I am a country, I am not so insensitive as to not know Ariel's feelings when I saw her at the graveyard.
At first, I thought it was a no-no.
The Ariel I know doesn't love anyone.
She has been hurt too much to love anything. The hurt is not so light as to be mended.
That's why you thought you couldn't be loved by anyone and couldn't love anyone.
… … It is because of such arrogant thoughts that I am standing on this page now.
Suddenly, I remember the moment I first met you.
I used to treat you with contempt and tyranny.
Me saying sorry for the future that will kill you.
That must be all you remember about me.
“Fucking plot revision…….”
Grace, Michael, and even Ariel.
Not everyone was looking at the present.
They are still stuck in the past.
It's fortunate that Ellie has begun to see the future, but that's it.
“……Now there is nowhere to run.”
You can't even use bookmarks.
Even if you turn the page again, the plot doesn't change.
Ariel dies.
I stopped it, and by saving her, I came close to death.
This is the fate I chose.
But I'm not so stupid as to just look at my approaching death.
We need to prepare.
I have to survive somehow and move towards the end of my destiny, "death"...
… … It’s like fucking fate.
“Rohan.”
The thing that came to mind when I heard the voice suddenly calling me was probability.
The rewards obtained by completing the previous main stream came as ‘delivery’.
So how will my death come?
How should I approach this so that I can meet my death with the greatest probability?
I look back amidst the jumble of questions.
“……Professor Riepenstein.”
The greatest probability in the world was looking at me.
* * *
Fate was faster than I thought.
Quickly, this world was trying to kill me.
"It was as if every description was written for him, as if everything in the world was moving around him."
Michael Riepenstein.
It was the same when I first met him.
And now, the protagonist of this world was writing on this page to kill me.
“What is happening here?”
“There was someone I had to meet……”
Michael came closer to me and looked down at Claudia's tombstone.
“That’s true. There’s no one in this empire who hasn’t lost someone precious to them.”
Get your mind straight.
The opponent is Michael.
Springwind's genius wizard and the main character of this world.
If he tries to kill me, there is no answer right now.
“I met Ariel.”
Michael looking back at me.
What I'm throwing now is not a gamble, but a gamble.
“…….”
This guy saw me and Ariel together.
… … You’re fiddling with the ring like that.
At that moment Michael opened his mouth.
“Claudia Lauren.”
“……?”
“It is the name of the person buried under the tombstone you were standing on, and the name of the person I once loved.”
I know.
But I don't know as much as you.
Because what I read will only be fragments of your sorrows.
“Now it’s your turn to answer, Rohan.”
“Please speak.”
“Tell me about your conversation with Ariel.”
I chose my words slowly.
You must not touch Ariel in front of this guy.
So please be as careful as possible⸺
“Tell me! Why did Ariel try to take her life in front of you…!”
Tzuzuzuzu!
Mana sparked along Michael's body.
His face was distorted, he was angry.
The dignity of nobility had long been lost.
Michael simply stands before me as a person who loves Ariel.
“If you don’t tell me, I’ll kill you.”
Flash!
Soon, sparks spread in all directions and engulfed my body.
There was no manifestation of alcoholism.
He was subduing me with just pure mana.
“Ugh……!”
Even I, a so-called Sword Master, was unable to resist.
This is Michael's true power.
Truly, the phase that explodes when you think you're going to kill your opponent.
“This is your last chance.”
That kid is completely out of his mind.
This can't go on like this.
If this continues, I'll die.
“Speak.”
I cried out as the bonds became tighter and tighter.
“Ariel!”
Michael's mana instantly loosened at her name.
I didn't miss that gap and used my self-defense weapon to protect myself.
I continued.
“……I can’t be Claudia Lauren.”
“What do you mean? I asked what you meant!”
“How long do you plan to be stuck in the past? How long do you plan to live in the body heat of the dead?”
I suddenly felt angry. I don't know why I'm doing this.
“Did you think Ariel didn’t know anything? No way! Ariel knew everything before she became a member of the Riepenstein family. That you were using her as a tool to overthrow the empire! That she had to be the body double for her dead lover, everything!”
You're ruining not only Grace, but Ariel as well.
With your fucking gaslighting.
“Why did Ariel try to die? Isn’t that something you should ask yourself? If Ariel had been happy with the moment she was with you, she wouldn’t have decided to take her life!”
“That can’t be…….”
“Would you believe that Ariel’s body is still here? If I hadn’t stopped her, Ariel would have died today.”
“There’s no way… There’s no way….”
I slowly approached Michael.
He said, placing Ariel's sword in his hand.
“If you think I am wrong, kill me with this sword.”
Michael looks down at the sword in his hand.
The sword he was holding was shaking gently.
It was the truth Michael most wanted to avoid.
“Ariel is Claudia Lauren”
Sigh.
“…….”
When I lowered my head, I saw the sword blade piercing through my body.
Whoosh, blood flowing out of my mouth.

            … … I knew you would do this, Michael.
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… … This is the worst possible development.
Still, it was a development that had to be written someday.
Just as every book has a last page, I too cannot live in this world forever.
But if it's the Michael Riepenstein I know,
If you are a person who knows the definition, has a goal, and is careful.
“Is this… your answer?”
He can't kill me.
“You are right, Rohan.”
Michael pulled the sword out of my chest.
It was an injury that did not result in immediate death, as it narrowly avoided a fatal wound.
That was when.
“Euclid, if you want to save her, cut me down now.”
Michael held out his sword to me, dripping with my blood.
This was an unexpected answer.
If it was as I expected, it would have gone back just like that.
Somewhere, he starts to look unfamiliar.
Like the prologue of this story, I opened the first page without any expectations.
“I knew you had feelings for Euclid.”
“…….”
“With your personality, there’s no way your heart will waver. I’ve never seen anyone as old-fashioned as you. So kill me. If not…….”
What I read at that moment was nothingness.
Michael's eyes were looking at me like a protagonist who has reached the last page, as if he wanted to rest now.
“The person you love dies.”
… … I won’t kill anyone to live.
I would kill anyone to save Grace.
That is my belief.
I took the sword without hesitation.
If you swing this sword now, Michael will die.
And so the protagonist of this world disappears.
Now, on the contrary, all the probabilities in the world were urging me to do the same.
Kill him and usurp the protagonist's position.
It's about writing your own story.
For Grace Euclid… … .
“Michael Riepenstein.”
The next moment, I broke the sword.
Stop.
“I guess we know each other well.”
“……Well. Maybe so.”
“I can’t kill you.”
If I could kill you, I would have done it a long time ago.
It's not because I don't have the strength.
It's not because I'm weaker than you.
It's not because you are the main character of this world.
You are still alive today because of Grace, whom even you want to protect.
… … Michael.
As long as Grace loves you, I can never kill you.
I asked with a smile, amidst the regrettable unchanging facts.
“Do you know how to use healing magic?”
“I’m sorry, but I have no talent for pure mana.”
“I guess this year’s Merlin Awards are coming to an end.”
“You’re good at saying cheeky things.”
Michael continued speaking as he approached Claudia's grave.
“I have more questions to ask, but I’ll talk about them later. Go. I’ll stay for a while. And……”
Michael, bending one knee, brushed aside Claudia's portrait.
“You protect what you can. I will protect what I want to protect.”
After watching the scene for a while, I turned around and walked away.
"……yes."
* * *
When I returned home, I was bandaging the disinfected wound.
“Will this suffice…….”
But isn't this too painful?
It was my first time being stabbed with a knife.
It was fortunate that Rohan's body was accustomed to combat, otherwise he would have fallen backwards the moment Michael stabbed him.
Still, it was settled for now.
I lived.
In a slightly worse direction.
[Your fate gets worse.]
Deteriorating fate.
That was my only breakthrough.
If a certain fate line was reached and a death branch occurred, then it was over if you escaped that fate.
That's why I provoked Michael.
As I looked at my reflection in the mirror, I activated my "sixth sense."
ㅤㅤㅤㅤ【Your Destiny⸺Page 37】
『Death』 《━━━╋━━━━━━━╋●━━》 『Death?』
ㅤㅤㅤㅤ「Death」 ㅤㅤㅤㅤ「Death」
There are only two or three worsening episodes left before the next death.
Once you get to the end, there will be no way out like this.
But isn't that a bit too much?
How can they all end up dead?
That fucking writer… … .
"……huh?"
what?
When I checked my fate again, there was a ‘?’ instead of a ‘net’ as if there had been some kind of error.
What is the question mark?
It was at that moment that I took a closer look at it.
Ring ring.
The ringing bell.
I checked my smartphone screen and there was a number on it that made my heart race just by looking at it.
‘Grace Euclid.’
What's going on?
Oh, are you calling to discuss the next lecture?
“This is Rohan. … Lady Grace?”
There was no sound from the other end of the receiver.
A feeling of anxiety creeping up my back.
What the heck… … !
[… … Rohan.]
“Yes, please―!”
[Come here. Open this… … .]
Thump, thump, thump… … .
?!
* * *
How would you feel if the person you had a crush on was acting in a way they'd never shown you before?
That is, if you are knocking on the front door in the middle of the night while drunk.
That's how I feel right now.
“What the heck……?”
It's very confusing and mysteriously exciting.
“What on earth happened?”
Grace's body was shaking as she stood in the hallway with her head bowed.
Grace is a weapon master. This means that she doesn't get drunk no matter how much she drinks.
How many bottles would Grace have to drink to get drunk?
“Can I… come in?”
… … It was good to be alive.
Rohan, it's good that you're alive!
“Please come in. We will take you inside.”
Thank goodness. If I had dug around in the graveyard earlier, I would have become a ghost and wandered the world.
“I’ll bring you something to drink. Just a moment—”
I turned back to the kitchen.
At that moment Grace grabbed my sleeve.
……no way.
“Rohan.”
“Yes, ma’am.”
"don't go."
When I slowly turned around at those words, she was looking up at me.
The corners of the eyes are slightly downturned. The eyes are earnestly fluttering within them.
Those lips, without any makeup on, were whispering a wish to me as if looking at a meteor shower.
“Stay with me…….”
I guess this is where this story ends.
No, it has to end here.
Otherwise I reject this development… … .
“Please.”
…….
“What happened?”
A teardrop ran down her cheek, which resembled a pure white snowfield.
As I watched her sadness pooling at the tip of her chin, I realized something was wrong.
Grace, who had been forcing a smile, shook her head.
“Nothing…… happened.”
There's no way you, who has nothing wrong, can drink this much, laugh this much, and be sad like this.
I knelt down on one knee and looked up at Grace as I asked again.
“Please tell me so I can help you.”
“…….”
“Please, Miss.”
He wiped away her tears with his raised fingertips.
Her warmth was seeping into me.
I wanted to hear about your worries, like a doll that showed no emotion.
“I broke off the engagement.”
It felt strange to hear that.
I should be happy, but I wasn't happy at all.
Was it because I thought that even if Grace didn't love me, I just had to be happy?
What should I say to comfort her?
Well done. You did really well.
A bad person like that was not a match for the young lady.
On the contrary, it is a good thing.
Rejoice.
Can I say that?
“……It’ll be okay.”
I don't know.
“Everything will be okay.”
“Is it really okay…?”
“Yes. So don’t be too sad.”
Then suddenly I asked.
It's something I shouldn't have asked, but I was crazy curious.
“Do you still love that person?”
… … Grace, who remained frozen, neither confirmed nor denied.
Just sit there, quietly, looking at me.
“I’ll take you to your room. For now, you can sleep here today, and tomorrow…….”
Grace closed her eyes slowly and lowered her head.
The sound of breathing was ragged.
… … You’re shaking me up like this, it’s really too much.
You're really irresponsible, leaving everything up to me.
And then if you close your eyes like this… … .
“……I can’t hate you, can I?”
I went into the room, brought a blanket, and covered Grace's body tightly.
And he sat down a little away from Grace, leaning his back against the sofa.
I opened my mouth in an emotion I couldn't control.
"miss……."
The night sky seen beyond the veranda.
The world doesn't care about anyone's love, but it shines so brightly that you can't help but fall in love with someone.
“Until now, I knew that living was happiness and dying was misery.”
So I lived every day passionately.
Even though I was unhappy now, I believed that as I lived, happiness would come back to me someday.
“Right now, this is the happiest moment.”
I closed my eyes in a confession that would not be conveyed… … .
* * *
No matter what happened yesterday, tomorrow will come.
Ariel arrived at the main gate and put her hand on her chest and blew out a breath.
‘Act as usual. Nothing happened yesterday.’
But what I said to Rohan yesterday came back to me like a ghost.
- Otherwise, I… … it would be meaningless.
Ariel's ears turned red.
It was like a confession.
So much so that it was less embarrassing to just say, “I love you.”
"ha……."
“Sighing in the morning? I guess the rumors that Professor Riepenstein gave us a difficult assignment this time were true.”
"yes?"
When she reflexively turned her head, Rohan was standing next to her.
Now Ariel's face has become a newly bloomed camellia.
Ariel, who didn't know what to do, barely managed to tear away her lips that were curled up shyly like a flower petal.
“Hello, Associate Professor.”
Yet there was no trembling in his voice.
She had many masks, and she was used to wearing them.
Rohan answered.
“It’s still a long way to go before the lecture starts. Is this training?”
“Yes. You can’t become a good knight if you neglect your training.”
Those words made Rohan feel a sting inwardly.
That was because I barely trained after the championship ended.
Rohan, who had decided to start training again, handed the sword he had on his waist to Ariel.
Ariel muttered, looking down at her sword.
“This is…….”
“For a knight, a sword is something to protect his lord and himself. Losing your sword is no different from losing yourself.”
“I'll keep that in mind.”
Soon Ariel followed Rohan.
She took a step back and looked at the sword she was holding and Rohan's back.
… … He’s a cool guy no matter when I see him.
Perhaps if a sword had human form, it would look like this.
Can I become a knight like that?
“The training center is over there.”
Rohan, who had stopped in front of the main building, pointed in the direction of the training center.
Ariel, who had been standing there blankly, came to her senses and greeted calmly.
“Then I’ll see you in class, Associate Professor.”
I have to leave quickly.
Hurry up before Rohan can say anything.
At that moment, Rohan called her.
“Ariel.”
"yes?!"
When Ariel looked back in surprise, Rohan shook his head.
“……It’s nothing.”
And then Rohan opened the door and disappeared inside.
Ariel tightly shut her eyes as she saw him trying to say something but not saying anything.
‘How will I look at that face in the future… … .’
Do you perhaps despise me?
Of course you would hate it, since I tried to kill you right in front of your eyes… … .
It's really all over now.
Ariel swallowed the words that were rising to her throat and walked to the training center with trembling steps.
Then suddenly, he felt the weight of the sword was different and gently pulled the hilt.
“Huh……?”
The sword was broken.
She looked back at where Rohan had been standing.
The gloomy facial features were slowly brightening.
“Lord Rohan……”

            Rohan's will to never die again was engraved on the sword.
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“……I should have told you I’d buy you a new one.”
But it seemed too expensive.
The elegant hilt and sharp yet elegant blade were undoubtedly handcrafted by the best craftsmen in the Habledown workshop.
Even if it's not possible, it's worth 100 million won.
I could afford to buy three of my bikes.
“I bet Michael will buy you a new one.”
If it's Michael's personality, he might make it worth 1 billion this time.
After organizing my thoughts like that, I turned on the monitor.
He didn't come with Grace.
She didn't wake up until I left the house, so I just left her there.
Anyway, I only have afternoon lectures today, and I only have to review theories in the morning, so I have some free time.
But things didn't work out.
“Why me of all people…….”
Ariel's feelings towards me.
Now that was the problem.
Ariel's heart must stop there.
There is no room to dig into my heart.
If it was such a loose love, there would be no reason for me to exist in this world.
“……I’ll have to tell you properly later.”
Let's just wait and see what happens to Ariel's mind.
This is an issue that must be approached cautiously.
If I were to break that heart, I don't know how it would affect my fate and Grace's fate.
Maybe for Grace's sake I'll take Ariel... ... This is really getting tricky.
“Rohan, you are such a sinful man―”
Bam!
“Your Majesty, Bugyeoshu!”
When I turned my gaze, the Walgadak Sisters were hiding next to the desk, peeking out at me.
Then Sarah, her eyes wide open, asked me.
“What crime did you commit?”
“It’s nothing.”
“But just now, ‘Rohan, you are so sinful’—sob sob!”
I quickly covered Sarah's mouth and asked Gravit and Laura.
“What’s going on so early in the morning?”
Then Gravit hesitated and answered.
“Professor, I have a favor to ask you……!”
Then Sarah, who had shaken off my hand, showed me the membership application form she was holding.
“I want to get Sister Alice to join our club, but can’t you, Associate Professor, help me out a little bit?”
“What should I do?”
“You know Professor Ai and Sister Ellis, right? She was the vice-captain of the Eclat Knights.”
"so?"
“……Are you really going to do this?”
The sisters made an impression as a group.
You guys think it's a face made to scare you, but it's not scary at all―
“!”
What is it, Laura?
Why does this kid have such a pitiful expression?
“…··Assistant Professor, please…··.”
Beneath the shady robe, the unfortunate heroine, who seemed to have all the sorrow in the world to herself, was looking at me longingly.
Even the appearance that rivaled Grace's gave me goosebumps.
Until now, I had not noticed it at all because it had no presence.
I slowly avoided Laura's gaze, who looked like she might burst into tears at any moment.
“If that’s the case, wouldn’t it be better to go and tell them in person?”
The sisters, whose expressions had relaxed for a moment, lowered their heads sullenly.
“Actually, I was rejected by both Chairman Karen and Sister Ariel on my way back…….”
“I said I don’t have time for all this stuff…….”
“…….”
I briefly thought of Ellie and glanced at the Sisters.
A bunny, a rabbit, and a gloomy pretty girl… … .
Ellie, who likes to tease cute things, wouldn't refuse.
Even if you're not interested in the club, you'll join just to harass these guys.
In addition, if Ellie, who has knowledge about bikes, joins the club, the infrastructure will be established.
I pulled out a Post-it note, wrote something on it, and handed it to Sarah.
“Here’s Ellie’s phone number. Don’t talk on the phone. Just tell her to meet up. Definitely. And after we talk for a while, she’ll sign right away.”
“If I do that, will Sister Ellis join the club?”
“I will stake my claim to the title of Sword Master.”
“Really? If Sister Ellis doesn’t join, I’ll be the Sword Master now!”
“I’ll even give you a gamma rating.”
“Grabbit, Laura. Let’s go make the call quickly! Thank you, Mr. Bugyeosu!”
The sisters hastily greeted each other and quickly left the office.
It's finally quieter now.
The moment I was about to grab my each and concentrate on my work, the door opened again.
It was sisters again.
“Here, take this.”
“This is…….”
The object Sarah returned with was a soft, fluffy doll that looked like a rabbit's foot.
As I was examining the rabbit's foot, I looked at the grabbit.
Gravitt waved both his hands in surprise.
“It’s not my, it’s not my foot……!”
“That’s not what I meant. Did you make it?”
Then Sarah proudly answered, her chest puffed out and her hands on her hips.
“Laura did the sewing and Gravit did the design!”
“Then you?”
“I’m in charge of planning!”
“……So in the end, you’re saying you didn’t do anything.”
“What are you talking about, Mushun! I got all the materials and cheering!”
I looked at the rabbit's foot raised up to my eyes, leaving Sarah's voice behind as she made a fuss with her short tongue.
It's so fluffy and soft, and so cutely made.
“If I was good at sewing, I could have done something like this in 5 minutes……!”
“Thank you. I will keep it in mind.”
I smiled pleasantly.
Even if it's a very small gift, I can't help but feel good if I think it's meant for me.
Sarah slowly backed away.
“Don’t…don’t lose it!”
Then he turned his head and ran out of the office, leading Gravitt and Laura.
Anyway, they are cute enough to slap Ellie on the cheek.
I put the rabbit's foot in my shirt pocket and opened the data file.
Knock knock.
… … Honestly, not three times.
“If you continue to torment me, I will imprint on you what kind of being the Sword Master is―”
“The Sword Master is very strong. He is on par with any knight in the Order.”
Cornelia, with her arms crossed in an adult-like manner, was scanning the office with eyes that seemed to be looking at the toy corner.
I quickly got up from my seat and bowed my head.
“What are you doing here, Mr. President?”
“Of course you came because you had something to say, right? But it seems like the students are making Professor Rohan suffer.”
"no."
I went to the table and straightened the overturned cup.
“Is coffee okay?”
“Please, in black. I don’t like sweet things.”
At those words, I naturally reached for the sugar cube and picked up the thermos.
“So what do you want to say?”
Cornelia sat gracefully on her chair, picked up her glass, and answered, her feet not touching the floor.
“Is Professor Grace not here? I’d like to talk to you when we’re all together. This smells really good. Where did you get it?”
“If you go to 5th Street, Little Heath, there is a herb shop called Sixpence. They also sell coffee beans, so you can buy them there.”
“So what about Professor Grace?”
Let's take a look around.
“I went to the library to reinforce my theory. If you want, call me now…….”
“Just leave it. It might be hard to get it at the library.”
Cornelia savored her coffee and then got to the point.
“Not only the Empire, but the entire world has begun to subdue the demons.”
“Isn’t the demon subjugation usually done in the fall? And it’s all over the world.”
“I think it’s because of the demons that showed up at this year’s Emulator World Championship. That’s why the Knights of Vandal and Eclat turned the Ertz Central Highlands upside down right after the championship ended.”
surely.
The news that the Erz Central Highlands' demons had been spotted on the track during the championship was a topic of considerable interest at the time.
With two large imperial knight groups moving at once, the Black Howling Wolf and the nearby demons must have been wiped out.
By the way, the Knights of the Vandals... I didn't know they would move that person too.
“I guess Prince Edgar is a die-hard fan of the Championship. He must be very angry that he suddenly launched a large-scale suppression.”
“Does that have anything to do with us?”
“It’s not related, but you know that the royal family is the one who makes it related.”
She took the documents out of her bosom and pushed them towards me.
The imperial seal is clearly visible.
It was an unmistakable imperial decree.
“I guess winning the championship wasn’t enough to justify my reinstatement. Professor Grace, the Weapon Master, and Assistant Professor Rohan, the Sword Master, seem determined to take advantage of me.”
I looked through the papers in her voice.
Crundale Demon Subjugation Order… … .
If it's Krundale, it's not bad.
It was just a chore that even the real knights would be too embarrassed to move. It was at that level.
The number of demons living there is not that many, so it is less of a burden for students attending Springwind to hunt them without difficulty.
As I checked the calendar, I realized that the end of the semester was approaching.
“Is it okay if the subjugation is included in this final exam?”
“Final exams? Hmm… It’s okay. The difficulty level is just right, so it’s good for gaining practical experience.”
“Then let’s proceed right away.”
“I’ll make sure to take care of the travel expenses and equipment. You’ve done this to me, so I can’t just sit back and do nothing.”
“I would appreciate it if you could rip it out so I can have a single room at a nearby luxury hotel.”
“I’ll try to get to around one million rings per person, if not that much.”
“It will be a vacation, not a conquest.”
Cornelia pursed her lips as if her mouth was bitter and stared down at the glass she had put down.
“……I would like to go and help, but I feel bad about adding one more burden.”
After a while, the president looked up at me and smiled bitterly.
… … It is truly a strange and sad sight to see an adult’s agony felt in the child’s appearance.
Some would tell her to be happy that she had regressed to her youth, but even though her body had grown younger, her mind was still that of an adult.
“You’re reinstating me for nothing…….”
That sense of disconnect always plagued her.
The feeling of loss is indescribable, having lost all your strength.
“Springwind exists because of the president.”
“Huh? What did you just say…….”
I continued, putting a sugar cube into her glass.
“So, you don’t have to make that face. If you just stay there and take care of the students, that’s enough.”
Cornelia Lynn Farcastal.
I remember her as someone who really liked sweets.
“……Just one more. No, two.”
I was just hiding it so I wouldn't look like a child.
* * *
“……Ellie, don’t you think something has changed?”
“What I’m saying is, did Ellie work that hard?”
"Are we all hallucinating? But Ellie was good at magic."
The seat closest to the podium.
Ellis' friends grumbled as she clenched her teeth and took notes.
It was an ominous thing.
Ellis, who has built a wall between herself and studying, is taking notes!
And he doesn't even hesitate to raise his hand every now and then to ask questions!
This was no different from a signal that the Earth would soon be destroyed.
It's like animals exhibiting strange behavior that could be a precursor to a natural disaster.
Then Susan, who was sitting next to Ellis, scolded them.
“Can you guys be quiet? Can’t you see that Ellie is studying?”
“We didn’t mean it in a bad way! No, we were just curious…….”
“Yeah, yeah, it’s interesting…….”
Then Susan glanced at Grace and Rohan and sighed.
“What’s so strange? It’s been like this for a month now. Aren’t you guys just not interested in Ellie?”
“We didn’t know. One day, we saw that Ellie, who always slept face down, had quit drinking and was studying.”
“People are meant to change.”
“But I heard that if you change like this, you usually die…….”
widely.
Ellis lightly slammed the desk with the hand holding the pen and looked back at her friends.
“Excuse me, but could you turn down the volume a little? I can’t hear the professor’s voice very well. Okay?”
“……!”
A thought occurred to her friends at the sight of Ellis' completely changed appearance.
‘Let’s write a will when we get home!’
Ellis returns to class as if nothing happened.
Her goal was one.
‘I will definitely become a knight like Grace.’
It was the same dream before, but now the way to run towards that dream has changed.
No matter how hard you try, if you don't have talent, you're finished.
The talent being discussed here does not mean genius, but rather a ‘basic talent’ that even ordinary people possess.
However, Ellis lacked even that talent when it came to swordsmanship.
but.
‘It’s different now. I’m not the same as I used to be.’
The method Rohan taught me.
The way he implemented the swordsmanship technique with a ‘circle’ rather than an aura was amazing.
‘It may be a little complicated, but it can be overcome with effort.’
Furthermore, Ellis was a being with incredible talent in magic, to the point where she would become an ‘Archmage’ in the future that Rohan knew.
With that kind of talent, it was easier to use the circle to hone one's swordsmanship than to squeeze out talent from nowhere.
‘Look forward to it. Even though everyone is laughing at me now, let’s see if I can still do that after I become a knight.’
In fact, Ellis's grades were getting better and better.
Although her grades, which had only just improved from an average of an F to a C, were still a huge issue, those who knew Ellis Eclat would bet their entire fortune on the claim being false.
Then Grace, who was finishing class, opened her mouth.
“I have something to tell you today.”
The students, nervous about the word "delivery," all looked at her.
Whenever Grace mentioned that word, she would indiscriminately drop assignments or test bombs.
Of course, those bombs were undoubtedly Rohan's work.
“There are about two weeks left until the end of the semester.”
… … Gulp.
Everyone's mouths burned at the word 'final'.
“The last exam of this semester is a ‘real-life test.’”
… … A real-life subjugation?
What is that?
It's a subjugation, you piece of shit!
The students were in an uproar at the remarks that overturned their expectations.
There was even a student who suffered a complete Gestalt collapse and forgot the definition of the word ‘subjugation.’
At that moment, Rohan rolled his feet.
thud!
“……Quiet. Professor Grace hasn’t finished speaking yet.”
The Sword Master's majesty spread throughout the classroom in an instant.
Aura's body automatically freezes as if he had encountered a predator.
Rohan was showing off quite a strong momentum.
It was the result of training and “growth” every morning.
Rohan spoke softly to Grace as if nothing had happened.
“Please continue.”
“The expedition will be conducted as a group test. Each group will consist of four people, and we will organize them according to your performance to ensure fairness. The scores will also be graded by group, not by individuals.”
That was no different from a group project.
What do students dislike the most?
It's a group project.
It is said that when five or four people gather together, there is bound to be at least one piece of trash.
“Where is the subjugation area?”
Rohan answered Ariel's question, who raised her hand.
“The subjugation location is District 10 of Krundale.”
“Thank you for your reply…….”
The students looked relieved at the name ‘Crundale’, leaving behind a blushing Ariel.
It was fortunate that it wasn't the bustling Ertz Central Highlands or Challock, famous for being the front-line battleground during the last Great War.
Grace continued.
“You don’t have to worry about the high-risk monsters since they don’t live there. The grading method includes everything from the ability to attack the monsters to the loot you collect from the monsters you defeat. For more information, please refer to the exam category of the Department of Swordsmanship’s intranet.”
Ellie, who had been listening to those words quietly, clenched her fist.
‘This is an opportunity!’
Then he looked at Ariel, who was stealing glances at Rohan.
‘If I can just beat that bitch, I’ll be the top dog.’
Ellis' forehead slowly turns red.
But a huge fact was overlooked.
‘You dare ignore my apology? And what? You’re telling me not to act like livestock next time? Miss Ana… … Thinking about it makes me angry again? Yeah, come out like that. It’ll be more satisfying that way!’

            That was the fact that Ariel had an overall grade of A+, and was a ‘top’ in the top 0.1% within Springwind.
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“It seems like you’re teaching better and better.”
“It’s all thanks to Rohan…….”
Grace bowed her head.
She hurriedly finished getting ready to leave work and almost ran to the door.
“I'll go.”
“Listen carefully……”
Knock knock.
“……Please go.”
Grace left before the greetings were even finished.
The door wouldn't even close properly, as if my heart was stuck in the crack of the door.
“It’s still awkward…….”
The night a drunk Grace came to see me.
That day has become something that never happened.
Because she didn't remember.
I just told Grace a little bit about why she woke up in my house.
He said he was just drunk and came home thinking he was at home, he didn't say anything, nothing happened...
But it seems like a lie to say that I have no memories.
If you had no memories, there would be no reason for you to avoid me like that.
Perhaps the broken film has been reconnected.
“How long do you plan on avoiding me…….”
In a day or two, I won't even worry.
It's already been a week.
He doesn't avoid me when it comes to work, but he always avoids me like this during lunch or when he's leaving work.
I think it will take more time.
Until the memory of that day fades and I can recall it with a smile.
Still, I liked the way she looked embarrassed.
“……The engagement was broken off.”
If you think about it, it's not something you should be hesitating about.
That day, Grace confessed to me that she had broken off the engagement.
In the page I remember, Grace breaks off her engagement with Michael.
But, not this early.
"From now on, Lord Riepenstein must kill me."
“So now…… please break off our engagement.”
The day Grace, who made a contract with the devil, brought about the destruction of the world.
That's what she said as she pointed her sword at Michael.
A completely broken heart, a moment that can never be brought back, and beyond that, a person who chose anger, destruction, and hatred over sadness… … sorrow.
This was the development in the second half.
Of course, that is, if the story unfolds according to the original.
Does the fact that the ‘broken engagement’ that was like that came out at this point mean that this page is the latter half, or does it mean that this is a new page due to repeated development revisions?
Of course, I think it's the latter.
There are still many pages left to be written before this story is finished.
“Let’s just think about ‘that’ for now.”
In two days, it's the last exam of this semester.
Crundale.
There was something I had to get from there.
* * *
“Hey, Rohan! Why do I have to be in the same group as him?”
Ellie was holding me by the collar, with the gloomy landscape of Krundale behind her and a sky covered in dark clouds.
“Because that’s the most fair.”
“That’s right! How is it fair to put the two strongest kids in the department in the same group… What’s with that expression? What’s with that expression that says I’m the weakest!”
“I never said that.”
“Then what is that expression—!”
“And now I am here as an associate professor.”
“―Deyo…….”
Ellie, who had quickly become sullen, let go of my collar.
Ellie was wearing personal gear that was obviously very expensive.
Like father, like daughter, it seems like they swept up the entire luxury department store for this exam.
“There are no students in the 50 groups here who were assigned to a disadvantage. That’s because Grace and I distributed the students based on their abilities.”
“If that’s what Grace said, then there’s nothing I can do… Even so, isn’t it too much for Ariel and I to be in the same group? …Yes.”
“The other two, excluding you and Ariel. Think carefully.”
“Emily and Freddie? Those two, ah.”
Finally, Ellie realized something and looked back at Emily and Freddie, who were shivering and unable to even approach Ariel.
I said.
“Emily and Freddie are different from you. They may mean nothing to you, but to those students, this expedition is a life-threatening test.”
“…….”
Compared to other areas, Krundale is relatively easy, but it is by no means a playground.
In this world, knights and wizards are a minority.
Because not everyone can handle mana well.
Of course, the majority are ordinary people, and those who protect them are the Knights Templar, the Tower of Magic, and the Imperial Army.
If a normal person were to fight a demon, I guarantee you that they would die.
At least in this world, it is common sense that everyone knows.
Also, Emily and Freddie were no different from the Academy cadets, although not the majority of the donating students.
“Professor Grace and I will move before a dangerous situation arises, but you, the assistant, must protect them first. As the saying goes, a knight―”
“You’re saying that they’re meant to protect others and further defend the country? I know that too.”
“That’s good to know. Anyway, do your best. Don’t fight with Ariel.”
Ellie blushed at those words.
“Who, who fought?!”
“I heard that they didn’t properly reconcile.”
“That’s true… but don’t worry! It won’t be like what Rohan thinks. I just need to defeat Ariel. Yeah. That’ll be enough.”
“You must be stupid. If you know, then go back now. The test will start soon.”
Emily and Freddie greeted Ellie when she returned.
Ellie is a good kid with good sociability.
I really hope I can become that close with Ariel.
Ellie is a good friend who everyone likes, so she will figure it out soon.
“It’s time, Professor.”
"……huh."
"for a moment."
He handed Grace a sword as she began her exam without even looking at him.
“Take it.”
“This is……?”
“A sword made from Eternal Stone.”
Finally, yesterday, the sword I commissioned from the Habledown workshop was delivered.
Grace looked down at the sword she had accepted without saying a word.
“Why are you doing this to me?”
“I was able to win thanks to Grace.”
“No. I was just a nuisance. I don’t deserve it.”
“If you are not worthy, Grace, then you should throw away this sword now. Ellie and I are also not worthy.”
Grace hesitates as if she feels sorry.
I reassured her by showing her another sword at my waist.
“Of course I have one too. Ellis, when you get home, you’ll have a pile of swords, so you won’t care. …… Well, then I understand. Then donate this sword to the poor aspiring knights.”
"for a moment."
In an instant, Grace attached the sword to the white leather holder.
“We can’t do that to the things we worked so hard to get.”
“I appreciate you saying so.”
Grace is also a knight.
When you see a good sword, you become greedy and want to have it, just like every knight wants to have it.
Grace gently pulled on the hilt of the sword and was slightly impressed by the blade that resembled the Milky Way.
“A sword made from Eternal Stone… It’s truly beautiful. What’s the name of this sword?”
“Well, there are many names. Like Interstellar, because every time he swings his sword, it seems like the stars are connected, or Twilight, because he brings twilight to all demons.”
“I think I’ve heard of both. They’re famous swords.”
“So, I think it would be a good idea if you could give it a name, Professor.”
"I?"
“Yes. So that it can become the only sword that does not exist in this world.”
Grace, who had been thinking for a while, shook her head.
I guess I can't think of anything.
Well, I'm the type of person who spends almost three hours thinking about a nickname, so I understand that feeling.
Grace asked.
“What name did you give Rohan?”
"that is……."
I looked at her and answered, hiding the hilt of my sword with my hand in embarrassment.
“Eternal ha…….”
I picked up my smartphone, which had been holding the time, with the end of my words trailing off.
“Me neither. It’s already this late. Let’s get started.”
… … Eternal Heart.
Honestly, I don't think I have any talent for naming things.
* * *
“The status of each group is transmitted in real time through the camera built into each protective gear to Professor Rohan’s screen. In case of an emergency, press the signal bell immediately to call us. Then, we will begin the test.”
With those words, the 50 groups each moved to their assigned areas.
Team 7, which includes Ellis and Ariel, is in Zone 10-5.
Ellis, who had entered the forest of lush white birch trees, glared at the back of Ariel's head, who was walking in the lead.
“Walk a little slower. Can’t you see the kids falling behind?”
“…….”
“Hello? Ariel? Can’t you hear me? Ana… Emily, am I on mute?”
Emily shook her head, shaking as she gripped her sword with both hands at Ellis' question.
“Oh, no. I can hear you just fine……?”
“But why can’t Ariel hear my voice? Ah, I get it. You’re nervous, aren’t you, Ariel?”
Ariel glanced back at that moment and responded with a cold gaze.
“Freddie.”
“Huh?! No, yeah?”
“Could you please tell Eclat to be quiet? The wary Melk might escape.”
"all right."
It was the moment when Freddie, who had been observing the two, was about to say that like a parrot.
“Who would think you’re a member of the noble Riepenstein family? You’re really amazing. You treated our Susan like a servant before. Do you think you can’t have a conversation if you don’t tell her?”
“Because I don’t want to talk to you.”
“Oh…… Why have you been acting like this until now when you speak so directly?”
“……I’ll focus on my exams. I don’t want to fight with you. I don’t have time.”
Ellis' forehead, which had been holding back for the sake of her crew, eventually turned red.
“Listen carefully. I am not you, I am Ellis Eclat. Even though I am the daughter of the Riepenstein family, I am not someone you can call your way. Do you not know how big the Eclat Knights are?”
“I don’t know. I don’t want to know. By the way, didn’t I tell you not to act ‘like that’ last time? And yet… you’re acting ‘like that’ again.”
“What, horny cattle? You think I don’t do it because I can’t swear? Show me what the crazy rose of Heartsdown Academy is like? Huh!”
Finally, Ariel reached her limit and stopped in her tracks, letting out a sigh.
“Okay, okay. Okay, so just be quiet. Okay?”
“You should have done that a long time ago. Oh, I’m sorry, guys. We made a fuss, didn’t we? Don’t be so scared, Emily. And Freddie, relax too. I’m here~ Just trust me.”
Ellis began to take special care of Emily and Freddie as if she had always done so.
“……I really think I’m going crazy.”
Ariel couldn't stand seeing her acting even more strange as if she was trying to show off to him, so she started walking away.
‘Apple? Don’t make me laugh. Rohan is mine. I will never take it away from someone like you.’
In fact, Ellis's apology wasn't even half-hearted.
Ellis really wanted to reconcile with Ariel.
It wasn't because of what Rohan said.
But I also thought that it was too much to even touch his private life.
however.
‘Ellis Eclat. As long as you love Rohan, you and I can never be friends. Ever.’
It was Ariel who coldly refused.
She was convinced that Ellis loved Rohan.
Actually, there is someone else that Ellis really likes.
‘Let’s finish this quickly. After finishing this, let’s quickly go see Rohan… … .’
Rustle.
Suddenly, the faint sound of grass rustling could be heard from far away.
Ariel, who didn't miss it, ran out at the same time as she drew her sword.
Ellis shouted.
“Ariel! Don’t act alone!”
“……You guys stay here. I alone am enough.”
“This is driving me crazy, seriously… Let’s go too!”
And then Ellis runs away.
Then, she suddenly looked back and shouted at the crew members who were running towards her slowly.
“Hurry up! If this continues, Ariel will take everything away from me!”
Emily and Freddie, who were running as hard as they could, answered, panting.
“Hey, this is the fastest!”
“Don’t worry about us, Ellis goes first……!”
I'm seriously going crazy.
Ellis, who was rubbing her forehead, soon returned to her crew and matched their pace.
“Ellis? We’re fine, you first⸺”
Ellis, who was watching where Ariel had run to, spoke softly.
“It’s okay. We’re a team. If you fall behind, I fall behind. If you fall, I fall.”
“Ellis……!”
Emily and Freddie's hearts were touched by those words.
They too knew very well that they were nothing more than a burden to the people.
But Ellis didn't see them as a burden.
“So let’s move together. It’s better for you to just fail the test than for you to get hurt.”
“Ellis…….”
Emily and Freddie then realized why the students followed and liked Ellis.
Ellis responded with a smile.
“Don’t be sorry. We’re a team, right?”
That was when.
Pfft!
A loud noise coming from the front.
The waves of mana that blew like a gust of wind were Ariel's.
Ellis bit her lip.
‘Anyway, who would say that he’s not a lucky brother!’
Impatience is kicking her heels and shouting at her to hurry up, but she can't abandon her friends.
‘Ariel. You are closer to being a knight than anyone else, but you are the one who should not become a knight.’
Never abandoning your comrades under any circumstances is the unbreakable banner of a knight.
Ellis followed his father, Dennis, and learned the life of a knight at an early age.
Even though she wasn't a knight yet, her attitude was already knightly.
‘Why on earth do you want to be a knight… …?’
When they arrived, Melk's body was lying in front of Ariel.
Ellie shouted as she checked out the Melk that looked like a reindeer.
“What on earth are you thinking?”
Ariel, who had wiped the blood off her sword, approached the corpse and opened her mouth.
“I told you, my goal is to finish this test quickly.”
“If you take the test alone, what about the rest of you?”
“You’ll get the same score as me.”
“This is really giving me cancer... dude!”
Finally, Ellis, who was completely furious, ran to Ariel and grabbed the gauntlet.
“If you could get a good grade this way, the professor wouldn’t have given this as a group test. Don’t you know that this is actually a negative factor?”
“Well said. The grading system clearly includes not only conquering the demons, but also tracking the demons and collecting loot, right?”
The next moment, Ariel thrust her sword at Ellie.
“Try collecting them.”
"what……?"
“Just because we’re on the same team doesn’t mean everyone has to do the same thing.”
Ariel continued, her eyes moving to Emily and Freddie.
“Someone hunts, some track, some gather. It’s more efficient to distribute roles based on what each person is good at. The same goes for the Knights. Just like the raiding and support groups are divided.”
That wasn't a wrong statement.
Instead of having Emily or Freddie, who can't even swing a sword properly, hunt demons, it would have been more efficient to give them roles like carrying luggage or collecting loot.
This was the same principle as distributing work lines to each person in a factory.
"that……!"
“Am I wrong?”
“…….”
Ellis was speechless and couldn't refute the question.
In this situation, Ariel is right.
If we had forced Emily and Freddie to fight, there would have been injuries, as we had been worried about.
……but.
But that's it.
“Do you think they entered Springwind just to do something like that?”
This is a test.
It was a harsh reality, not to mention cruel, to be tasked with such ‘chores’ even during exams.
“You can only know what you can’t do if you try. Do you know what true incompetence is? Incompetence isn’t about not being able to do anything, it’s about not doing anything!”
Ellis Eclat.
She has always thought of herself as incompetent.
I kept blaming myself, thinking that I couldn't become a knight because I was incompetent.
But she was not incompetent.
I was just doing nothing.
“……I think it would be a good idea to decide on a leader around here.”
Ariel asked Emily and Freddie without taking her eyes off Alice.
“There are two people who choose. Who will be the leader between me and Eclat?”
“……Okay, fine. Choose without any pressure. No matter who you choose, I will follow your choice.”
Emily and Freddie, suddenly given a choice, looked back and forth between them, not knowing what to do.
“Can I talk to you for a moment? It’s so sudden…….”
Unlike Ariel, who remained silent, Ellis nodded.
Emily and Freddie, who were a little further away from them, walked behind a tree and talked.
“What should I do? Who do you think is the leader?”
“I don’t know. But what Ariel said seems right…….”
“Me too. But it’s Ellis who thinks about us. Oh really… It’s like the shrimp’s back is being crushed in a fight between whales.”
The two returned after a while.
While they were still glaring at each other, Emily and Freddie pointed to one person.
“…….”

            Ellis glanced to the side and saw one corner of her mouth curling up.
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I was monitoring the situation with my smartphone, and then I looked away from the screens of Team 7.
“Ellie won in the end.”
Since Ellie and Ariel are in the same group, friction is inevitable.
Honestly, I also find it difficult to predict the relationship between these two.
Because there was no connection between Ellie, who left before episode 50, and Ariel, who appeared after that.
“If this continues, it will be difficult for my friends……”
Are we going to end up becoming rivals?
Not a bad result.
Anyway, no matter what Ellie does, she can't defeat Ariel.
Ariel is a true ‘chief’ who combines talent with hard work.
That doesn't mean Ariel can play with Ellie though.
As we have seen, Ellie has ‘leadership’.
The power to nurture and unite people.
To humans, who are beings of solidarity, Ellie's ability is more powerful than anything else.
And I hope these two can join forces.
If only I could do that, it would be a great strength to me, and I would be able to deal with fate more easily.
“……It must have been around here.”
I was patrolling District 10, separated from Grace, and looked around.
Although this expedition is a test, it is an official expedition ordered by the imperial family.
If you handle it sloppily, you will be criticized for nothing and become the subject of new gossip.
If you're going to do something, you might as well finish it.
Still, we have to find what we need.
“I should have brought a mana detector…….”
What I'm looking for now is a ring.
You might be wondering why I'm looking for a ring when I came here to subdue people.
It's a really important ring.
Rhea Sylvia's ring.
The only trace of the Empire's former Weapon Master, who died during the Inmar War.
If the Horizon Pendant, now owned by Ellie, was made for ‘protection’, Sylvia’s ring was made solely for ‘destruction’.
who.
What material?
It is unknown what purpose it was created for, but it is a ring that has one definite ability.
“……I don’t know how I’ll die again.”
In just one day, his fate took a turn for the worse.
And the remaining deterioration until the next death is two or three times worse.
Until now, I have been thinking vaguely.
You can just use bookmarks to go back to the page right before you die.
That's how you change the plot again, he said.
… … But there was a development that could not be changed.
No matter how many times I turned the page or reread the moments that had passed, there was a development that reached the same conclusion.
It was something I never could have imagined.
“At least I should know how to take care of my own body.”
I've been so inspired by Ariel that I've been crazy about training these days.
In addition, with the level-up of "Growth" added, I was now confident in the basics.
Still, something is missing.
You have a good character now, but the important thing now is the equipment.
Unless you're up against real 'heroes' like Grace, once you reach a certain level, your 'equipment' will ultimately determine your victory or defeat.
In that sense, what I need now is equipment, or ‘artifact’.
“But how can I find this…….”
The fact that Sylvia's ring was buried in Krundale was only mentioned in passing by 'Wolfwin Vandalieu'.
""This ring? Ah... I found it. By chance while walking through Krundale. I was lucky."
It wasn't something Wolfwin picked up by chance.
Rhea Sylvia, because her subordinate was Wolfwin.
He would not have found it if it weren't for Sylvia's will, which was discovered later.
Let's look for it first.
Just because I'm standing here doesn't mean the ring that's buried somewhere here will roll over to me.
“……I have no choice but to try using it.”
"Sixth Sense" allows you to see the aura of not only people but also all objects.
The ring must be imbued with tremendous power, so we might be able to glean at least one small clue.
〔 "Sixth Sense" activated 〕
From the damp earth, a black, dead aura rose like a foul stench.
It was the moment when I raised my head and looked back.
"her……."
Nearby, 3 kilometers to the north.
There, I was dumbfounded as I faced the flash of light that seemed to pierce the sky.
“……The Horizon Pendant wasn’t even like that.”
* * *
When night fell, Grace and Rohan returned to a nearby city and rented the entire 7th and 8th floors of a premium hotel and distributed them to the students.
Rohan gathered the students in the hallway and checked the time.
“You worked hard today. The school will take care of room service and everything else, so enjoy yourself and rest well in preparation for the second day tomorrow. That’s all.”
“Wow! Really?”
“Awesome! Hey, let’s book room service quickly!”
The busy students each ran to their rooms.
Grace turned around and looked at Rohan, who was being pushed around among the students.
“…….”
The bitter eyes drew the floor.
Grace left the hotel and followed her footsteps.
I don't know where I'm going.
I just didn't want to be by Rohan's side.
No… … it couldn’t be.
‘Grace, why are you always like this… … .’
I felt sorry for Rohan.
Grace always felt sorry for Rohan.
When she had offered him the position of associate professor when he was doing well as vice-captain of the Knights of Eclat, when she didn't know how to teach her students, when she had suddenly visited his house on a weekend morning, when she had studied the transformation of the four seasons, when she had eaten the spaghetti he had made, when she had asked him to go see Michael with her, when she had gone to see him, when she had provoked Michael without saying a word during the meal, when she had been overcome with doubt while talking to Ariel, when she had poured out her feelings for Michael while sitting on the bench looking out at the lake, and even when Rohan had sworn to stay by her side forever...
… … Even when I, not Michael, but Rohan, think of you, I get out of breath… … .
"……Sorry."
Those words were always in Grace's heart.
I've received so much that I don't know how to repay it.
With what I had now, I wouldn't even be able to pay for the plate of spaghetti I ate then.
To her, who was left alone in the world, Rohan's favor was desperate.
“Here…….”
When I came to my senses, I found myself out of the city and walking down a quiet street.
I don't see a single person.
Stop walking for a moment.
When I look back, I see a city lit up like broad daylight.
The sight looks like a landscape from some distant world.
They are laughing now.
Because I protected it.
But I can't laugh.
I don't even know what I was protecting.
I thought I had protected it, but it seems I have protected a lot… …
… … There is nothing by my side right now.
When I look back, the pain of a world that has not been restored greets me.
Collapsed buildings, broken and rusted cars, fallen telephone poles, a beautifully destroyed world… … all traces of war.
That was the only world in which I was allowed to live and breathe.
Because I have taken so many lives, and I have trampled so much happiness.
“…….”
It is right to be punished.
I have committed many sins, so I thought it was time to pay the price.
This world was already like hell to her.
‘I want to run away.’
Repeated several times a day,
‘Anywhere is fine… … .’
A few words of encouragement.
‘… … Let me run away.’
I also lost someone I loved.
I was barely holding on, but then I let go.
Now all that's left is to fall to a place where no one can reach.
Deep, deep, deep, deep down… … .
“The wind is gentle.”
That was when.
“It’s a nice night for a walk.”
Before he knew it, Rohan was standing next to Grace, looking at the ruined scenery.
I didn't want to face Rohan yet.
I didn't know what to say or what kind of apology to offer.
“Rohan…….”
Grace slowly steps back.
Finally, she turned her head completely and asked.
“How is it here?”
“I was taking a walk.”
"……I see."
It's always been like this.
Always like this, cleverly yet reliably by his side.
At that moment, Grace was about to have a bad mind.
‘If it’s Rohan, won’t he run away with me?’
Since you swore to always be by my side, wouldn't you still be by my side even if I run away, abandoning my beliefs, justice, and duty?
“Rohan.”
It was at that moment that Grace was about to continue speaking.
“Don’t leave without saying anything again.”
"uh?"
The next moment, Rohan was smiling like an idiot.
“I searched for you for a long time without even knowing you were here.”
A smile that makes me feel relieved without me knowing it when I look at it.
“I’m sorry. I didn’t know you’d worry.”
“Of course I was worried. I thought I had to do all that grading by myself.”
“Should I have just run away……”
“Yes? What did you say?”
Grace looked at that smile and thought.
“No. It’s nothing.”
For now, I think it's bearable.
“Let’s go back now.”
Grace, who was following Rohan like that, suddenly asked.
“You know, Rohan.”
“Please speak.”
“That day, I… really didn’t say anything?”
Rohan was silent.
In fact, Grace remembered too.
I just wanted to pretend not to know and just leave Rohan alone.
At that moment, Rohan's mouth opened.
“You did.”
Grace, frozen as is.
“What did you say…?”
“……Come here. Open this.”
“What, what?!”
Rohan turned his gaze away from her, who was embarrassed and didn't know what to do, and soon looked up at the sky.
‘You were really cute just like now.’
The constellations that had been eavesdropping on their conversation were twinkling as if whispering.
* * *
Day 2 of the exam.
Whether it's because they slept well last night or because they're just starting to get into sync, everyone's hunting skills have gotten better.
As I was on patrol, I proudly held up the ring I was wearing on my left middle finger.
“I got a useful ring.”
Yesterday, I was able to find Sylvia's ring lying under a rotten tree at the place where I arrived following the flash.
It's just a black ring with no design, but it's the real deal.
In terms of games, it is an artifact that temporarily doubles the user's abilities.
I don't know if it's exactly double, but unlike Ellie's pendant, this ring was an item that glowed more the stronger the user was.
In the long run a pendant would be better, but that's something I can't use.
“I’d like to try it out since I already have it…….”
It's only natural that once you get good equipment, you should use it.
The students must have caught them all, because not even one demon was visible, let alone Melk.
Anyway, it's fortunate that the expedition was successful.
Besides, Cornelia somehow managed to rent a hotel and still have money left over for travel expenses.
Since we have 500,000 rings left per person, let's go to Little Heath and have a dinner with the students after the exams are over...
Wheein, wheein, wheein!
At that moment, a signal bell rang.
That doesn't mean you should panic.
Yesterday, students accidentally rang a signal bell during a battle.
So it'll be quiet soon... ... .
Wheein wheein!
… … It’s clear what happened.
Ring! Ring!
Soon, my smartphone rang.
Emily said sobbing when she picked up the phone.
[Professor, Professor! A monster, a monster has appeared… …!]
“Wait a minute. I’ll be right there.”
I hung up the phone and jumped into the trees while checking Team 7's location.
As I chewed on the word ‘monster’, my face crumpled.
“……Fuck.”

            Somehow the development was too peaceful.
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Ellis, looking around at her crew members, cheered.
“If we keep going like this, we’ll be first! Emily, Freddie. You’re doing so well. It’s all thanks to you.”
“Thanks to Ellie and Ariel... We were just trying to get your attention, like you said.”
“The most important thing in battle is to create an opening. If you hadn’t created an opening, we would still be behind Melk.”
“Is that so?”
“Of course! Aren’t you underestimating yourself? Then you can’t use it. Be more confident!”
“Oh, thanks Ellie! I’ll try harder!”
As Emily and Freddie were hunching their shoulders in excitement at those words, Ariel approached Ellis and spoke quietly.
“You’re taking too many planes.”
“An airplane?”
“You know that overconfidence is more fearsome than any enemy.”
“What? So what you’re saying is that if you act out of proportion to your abilities, you might get in trouble?”
“Well, isn’t what you believe the right answer?”
“Who would think that he is from that family? Even his unlucky way of speaking is the same.”
“Watch your mouth. I can’t let it go if you curse our lord.”
Ellis, who had been shaking her head, soon glanced at Emily and Freddie.
Their confidence had improved significantly since the beginning, and their steps had changed.
Ellis looked at them affectionately and said.
“No matter how weak Emily and Freddie are, they’re not so weak that they can’t catch a Melk. What they need isn’t talent, better theories, or expensive weapons, but confidence. Nothing is more important in battle than confidence.”
Ellis had an inkling of what Emily and Freddie needed.
It was instinct.
And it was also a vision that a commander must have.
Ellis looked at Ariel with those eyes.
“But you……”
… … I can't see anything.
There was no sign what Ariel lacked or needed.
It was as if the spot where Ariel was standing had been ripped from the scenery, leaving only an infinite void staring at Alice.
Ellis asked.
“……Why do you want to become a knight?”
Ariel, who had been staring straight ahead at those words, faced Ellis with a face asking what she was talking about.
“If you’re as strong as me, you could probably pass the entrance exam for any knighthood right away, but I’m curious as to what you lack that’s making you go all the way to Springwind. Oh, don’t get me wrong. I’m just curious. Really.”
“…….”
When Ariel heard that question, a person's face came to mind.
A person who makes your heart race and your steps unsteady just thinking about them.
A being that you want to have, but are satisfied with just standing next to it.
If there is a god in her worldview, it would be Rohan.
“Do you think I lack the qualities to be a knight?”
“Huh? Oh, no. I didn’t mean it like that… Sorry, I said something weird. Just forget about what I just said—”
“There is someone I would risk my life to protect.”
“Huh?”
At such an unexpected answer, Ellis covered her mouth, which was about to let out a strange moan.
Ariel, who was walking along the dirt floor as if she was walking towards Rohan, smiled faintly.
“A person who benefits me even if I trade everything I have. I want to become a knight to protect that person. Did this answer your question?”
“Huh? Uh…… Thank you……”
Ellis lowered her head in embarrassment.
It was a question I asked randomly, but I received an unexpectedly serious answer.
After finishing the conversation, Ariel moved away from Ellis again.
Ellis, who was glancing at Ariel, scolded herself.
‘I guess I was a bit… … careless.’
I almost laughed at someone's beliefs.
Ariel was also worthy of becoming a knight.
Also, I have never seen a knight who would risk his entire life to protect something, except for Grace.
Perhaps, that is the true spirit of a knight… … .
“Eh, Ellie? Ariel……?”
Then Emily, who was hiding behind Freddie, pointed forward and asked in a trembling voice.
“What is that…?”
Ellis and Ariel quickly checked where Emily was pointing.
“That… looks like a person?”
“It’s not a person. Look straight ahead.”
It clearly had a human form, but its entire body's skin was black as if it had been charred.
It was at that moment that the word ‘devil’ appeared in Ellis’ head.
Knock knock! Knock knock!
The demon's body began to twist and swell.
Ellis covered her mouth as she watched the demon fully transformed.
Krrrr… … .
A heavy body with black skin.
A horribly twisted being stood there, looking at them, so horribly distorted that it made you think that if a human were to become a monster, it would look like this.
《A lot, anger, no.》
“Ariel!”
Ariel drew her sword and emitted an aura amidst Ellis' screams.
Ellis' four swords, which had been used to deploy "Psychic Movement", were also embroidered on her back.
Ellis, who had entered a battle stance, shouted at Emily and Freddie.
“Call the professors! Quickly!”
Monster.
Or the devil.
Something that shouldn't be here was rushing at them.
* * *
Imperial year 914.
That year marked the start of the First World War, and the beginning of the tragedy of mankind being written across history.
At some point, gates began to open in the skies all over the world.
As a result of that incident, each country declared to its citizens the fact that an unidentified dimension existed beyond the gate, and that there were beings called 'demons' living in that dimension.
That's how the war began.
The course of the war was generally smooth.
As the Goddess of Victory smiled upon mankind, the knights of each country fought beyond the gate, undefeated, and returned with a huge amount of resources as spoils.
―A dimension filled with ether stones, what was discovered there were strange beings that could transform into monsters… … .
―Emperor Julius Historia, he defined that dimension and all beings belonging to that dimension as ‘the Demon World’ and ‘the Devil’… … .
―Cannibalistic demons, their appearance is very similar to humans due to their cannibalistic behavior, so be careful… … .
―… … Imperial Year 918. Finally, Emperor Historia declares an end to the war, and the gates disappear… … .
After the First World War, mankind enjoyed an unprecedented golden age.
This was because the amount of ether stones mined in the ‘Magic World’ was enormous.
However, in 939, the gate opened again and this time the demons invaded in return, beginning the Second Inma War.
In an instant, the continent became hell.
‘The rumors that the remnants of the Demon World were hiding among the people were true!’
But no one knew why the war had broken out, why some had to die and why others had to be lost.
They simply fought for their lives against beings from a dimension defined as enemies and evil, and protected the continent.
‘Can we win? No… …Can we hold out until the professors come?’
The demon's momentum shook the ground and suffocated the air.
To deal with a demon of that level, you would need to be at least a ‘sword expert.’
Ellis, who was watching the running demon, furrowed her brow.
‘I don’t know! I have to fight first!’
She alone could have somehow escaped, but Freddie and Emily were sure to be caught.
At that moment, Ariel charged straight at the demon and swung her sword while casting the spell.
Woofwoof - Kwaang!
A storm of aura blew in, bringing with it dust and dirt.
Ellis, covering her face with her arms, shouted at Ariel.
“No! You can’t do it alone! We need to buy some time!”
However, Ariel paid no attention and prepared for the next strike.
“I’ll buy you some time, so you run away.”
“Then you?”
“Since when did you care about me?”
“You really―!”
Pfft!
In the midst of the crashing sound, Ariel's blade advanced towards the demon's neck.
But the demon, who looked perfectly fine without a single scratch, reached out and grabbed her sword.
《Familiar, Mana-kun.》
“!”
The monster grabbed Ariel with one hand and pulled her along with the sword and asked.
"Why are you helping them?"
“What is that……?”
The demon tilted his head at Ariel's questioning voice.
《Is there no awareness?》
To her dismay, Ariel was understanding a ‘language’ she had never learned before.
For a moment, the devil gained strength in his hands.
Kwak!
A feeling of pressure that makes your body feel like it's going to burst.
To hold on, Ariel desperately emitted her aura.
But it wasn't enough.
Even though I bit my lip until it bled, I still found it difficult to withstand the simple force.
See you later!
Four swords flew in at that moment and slashed the devil's back.
Ellis shouted as she moved her hands and controlled her sword with psychokinesis.
“Now is the time!”
At the same time, Ariel turned her body and flew up, cutting off the demon's fingers.
Thud.
The demon muttered as he looked at his severed finger.
"Hesitation, huh?"
Soon, new fingers began to grow rapidly from the severed area.
《The mission, proceed, do it. Without exception.》
‘A mission… …?’
As Ariel pondered the meaning of those words, the monster swung its fist.
For a moment, Ariel was silently astonished at the sight of the mana of a demon like herself.
‘This is the same as me… …!’
puck!
A fist that hits Ariel's stomach straight in.
She rose into the air and soon rolled on the floor.
At the same time, the trees around the area were shattered along the path of the devil's swing.
“Ugh……!”
Ariel fell and vomited blood towards the sky.
Even when I tried to get up again, all the bones in my body were shattered like wood.
"what……."
Ellis, who was watching Ariel wriggling, bit her molars.
‘You’re no match for me… …!’
That demon was incomparably stronger than a demon like Melk.
And the feelings of the Melks who have been hunted so far have been deeply felt.
Thump, thump… … .
Soon the demon began to slowly walk towards Ellis.
Ellis wanted to run away, but her feet wouldn't move, as if she were stuck in a swamp.
Fear was creeping in.
In an instant, that day was replayed before my eyes.
“Fuck…….”
The day her mother died.
The day I had to witness the death of my beloved mother without being able to do anything.
That one day, when I started to hate myself so much that I wanted to die.
Kwak-
Ellis, who had been chewing on her own incompetence, clenched her fists.
‘Don’t run away anymore.’
I won't run away.
‘I won’t lose anything now.’
I didn't want to lose anymore.
"……I am……."
The next moment, the pendant around her neck was engulfed in light.
At the same time, Ellis, who had made up her mind, shouted with all her might.
“……He is the next captain of the Eclat Knights!”
Mana was exploding within her sublime will.
* * *
"Ellie, I think you look really pretty when you smile."
“Did I do that? Hehe”
ㅤ“Yeah, yeah! That’s why every day feels like a party when I’m with you!”
Every time I wanted to cry, I forced myself to smile.
As it turned out, it really became a smiling face.
““Then that’s fortunate…….”
The person who always tried to erase sadness and spread happiness was Ellis Eclat.
'thank god…….'
At that moment, the smile on her face disappeared.
‘… … I feel like I can fight.’
The moment the pendant began to glow, an indescribable amount of mana surrounded my entire body.
It feels like anything is possible if you just want it.
A confidence that makes the world seem infinitely low.
It was a feeling I had never felt before.
“The chief was nothing special either. He just got beaten by the devil.”
Contrary to her playful words, Ellis's eyes were cold.
Woohoooo―
Soon, mana was being concentrated in her core.
‘When it comes to theory, I am second to none.’
Although Ellis hadn't even completed the third circle yet, she was an expert, or more than that, in the theoretical field.
Ellis, with her hand on her heart, could feel it.
‘At this level, it’s between 4 and 5 circles. In terms of aura, it’s at the level of a Sword Expert.’
Then I looked down at the pendant floating in the air as if swimming in water.
‘I just thought it was a pretty piece of trash worth 5 billion won, but I didn’t know it had this much power… … .’
I realized why Rohan had been so insistent on bidding at the auction house that day.
Did Rohan expect this to happen?
… … Just like that day at the restaurant when they told me to practice my psychic skills.
See you later!
With even more powerful psychokinesis, Ellis' swords rushed towards the demons.
It was no longer a trance.
이기어검(以氣馭劍).
A true skill that can only be realized by reaching the level of swordsmanship along with the Aura Blade.
Ellis was using it right now.
Crunch!
In an instant, the devil's neck fell off.
Ellis' swords, remembering the fingers regenerating, did not stop there, but tore apart the falling neck.
… … Kuung!
The devil's body, which seemed as if it would never fall, tilted and fell to the floor.
Ellis jumped in place at the sight of herself she had never dared to imagine.
“I, I did it! Emily, Freddie! Did you see that? I just killed the devil…!”
And when Ellis looked back at them.
“Save me, save me Ellie……!”
Five demons surrounded them.
It was the moment when Ellis twisted the sword's trajectory towards the demons.
“Ah, Dad……!”
One of the demons had captured Emily and bit off her head.
Emily's decapitated body hung limply.
Tears were welling up in Ellis' eyes.
“……You little shits!”
Ellis' thoughts were paralyzed as she lost someone in front of her eyes again.
The moment the light of the pendant flickered, her swords flew at the demons in the more powerful mana.
That was when.
Kyaang!
The demon, who had struck the swords with one arm, looked at Ellis.
“……!”
It was an aura.
At the same time, the demons who had confirmed the death of their comrades recognized Ellis and rushed at her all at once.
"Kill him, starting from that one."
Krrrr!
Death was approaching at a rapid pace.
Ellis hurriedly used her sword to aim for their rear, but the blade was cut into pieces in the grip of the demons who had snatched the sword away.
These were luxury items worth tens of millions of rings each.
But it was too paltry a sum to save one's life.
“Freddie…….”
“Ellie, danger―”
“Run away! You run away too, you idiot!”
Freddie, who had been hesitating at those words, ran away as if crawling on the floor.
“I’m sorry,” Freddie’s tearful voice was fading away.
“……Are you really going to run away when I tell you to run away?”
Ellis just closed her eyes.
In the darkness, my mother's back was faintly visible.
“……Huh…… Huh……!”
Tears flowed as I faced death.
I was sad.
I feel so sad that I have to die like this, unable to protect anything.
I don't want to die yet... ... .
“……Sorry I’m late.”
It was the moment when Ellis opened her eyes to the all too familiar voice.
Whisper!
… … Fuhak⸺

            Beyond Rohan's shoulder, who was embracing Ellis, pieces of the demons' flesh were scattered into the air.
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                                § Evil (3)
“Professor, Professor! Please save me!”
The 10th and 13th groups, who were being chased by the monsters, found me and screamed until their throats were hoarse.
I calmly gestured while holding the sword hilt.
“Bow your head.”
"yes?"
The students who had been asking questions without even knowing the answer fell backwards as they looked at the Milky Way unfolding before their eyes.
Crunch!
The moment I drew the sword, the monster's body was split in two and pushed away.
Due to the nature of the monster, it is necessary to strike its heart with one blow in order to regenerate.
You shouldn't even cut off the head, unless you want to see the head grow back.
“Return to base camp immediately. We cleared out the monsters on the way, so you’ll be safe.”
“Thank you, Associate Professor……!”
“Stop crying and hurry up.”
After parting ways with the students, I ran back towards Team 7.
I've already killed eleven monsters on my way here.
Most of the students returned, and although there were minor and major injuries, fortunately no one died.
I touched one earbud and called Grace.
[Rohan.]
“This side has almost all been evacuated.”
[This side is the same. Now only 7 teams remain.]
“I checked the location and it’s in the center of Krundale. I’ll take responsibility for Team 7 and bring them back, so Professor, please return to base camp and take care of the remaining students.”
[But… … Okay.]
Just as I was about to hang up the call, Grace's voice came again.
[These monsters, are they because of ‘us’?]
“Don’t say that. It’s just that the war isn’t over yet.”
[… … Okay. Then, I’ll definitely be safe with Team 7―]
That was when.
“I, I’m sorry, Ellis……! I’m sorry……!”
In the distance, Freddie was crawling towards me, covered in tears and in disarray.
Beyond that, five monsters could be seen rushing towards Ellis.
… … Emily is dead.
The moment I pushed off the ground and jumped with all my might, the figures of monsters that had been far away appeared before my eyes.
Whisper!
The ultimate beating through "Growth" tore apart the monsters' bodies.
I passed through the scattered flesh and stopped in front of Ellis.
“……Huh…… Huh…….”
This fool even knows how to cry.
Now that I think about it, I cried just as sadly when I heard ‘those words’ from Grace.
I calmed Ellie down by hugging her.
“……Sorry I’m late.”
Ellis's body trembles weakly.
The fear she felt was conveyed clearly.
Then, looking around, he found Ariel in rags.
I never would have thought that Ariel, who was close to being a sword expert, would have been hit so badly.
The monster was stronger than I thought.
But I still didn't feel it that much.
That meant I was stronger than before.
Then Ellis patted my back hard.
“Ro, Rohan!”
"don't worry."
“No, that’s not it!”
I turned around, pulling out the sword I had placed on the floor.
“Because I know.”
I had already sensed the guy's presence.
Even though I gave you a chance to escape, you insist on bringing about your own death.
Kyaang!
“!”
It wasn't that I was surprised that the counterattack was blocked.
I was momentarily shocked when I saw the sight of the beheaded man.
Did Ariel cut it?
“Hey, I think I already cut off his head…?”
It was you, Ellie.
Well, you wouldn't know since you've never fought a monster, or rather a 'devil'.
Knock knock!
Eventually, the mouth opened on the head of the grown boy.
《Kuaaa!!!》
The first greeting was a cheer.
However, it is not a simple shout, but a "call" filled with mana.
But that call would be useless, since my comrades would already have died at Grace's hands.
He whispered quietly to Ellie.
“Take Ariel and return to base camp immediately.”
“What about Rohan?”
“I’ll follow you straight away.”
“Then Rohan is wearing this pendant. This is amazing……!”
When I looked at the pendant at those words, it was filled with light.
Have you already unlocked the power of the pendant?
However, it seems that even with this amount of mana, not even 1% has been released yet.
After all, if the power of this pendant had been fully released, the entire Krundale would have been blown away.
I shook my head.
“That’s something only you can use. I can’t use it.”
“What does that mean…?”
“If I move, it means you have to pick up Ariel and run away.”
At the same time, I rushed at the monster and cut off one of its arms.
Crunch!
Next is the right arm.
Left knee. Right thigh.
Kuung!
The severed limbs of the monster rolled along the floor like chopped logs.
I opened my mouth with the tip of the knife aimed at the guy's heart.
《… …Say your name, exile.》
* * *
You'll notice that I've got quite a few probabilities going for me now.
And finally, I bought the "Status Window".
ㅤㅤㅤㅤName: Rohan
ㅤㅤㅤ [Strength: A] ㅤㅤ ㅤㅤ [Agility: A]
ㅤㅤㅤㅤ├───Ability───┤
ㅤㅤㅤ [Stamina: A] ㅤ ㅤㅤㅤ [Magic Power: B]
ㅤㅤㅤㅤ⸺「List of Possessed Settings」⸺
ㅤㅤㅤㅤ ㅤ [Expand]
The status window looked exactly as I expected.
To the point where it's a little disappointing.
But then, the moment I opened the bottom of the "List of Possessed Settings".
I've been resentful of myself for not buying the status window until now.
〔 Activation of "Unified Language" 〕
Because I had a few more settings that I didn't know about.
One of them was the "Unified Language", which was one of the most important settings that allowed me to read and understand texts in this world.
"Stop talking nonsense. I'll stab you in the heart the moment I get a whiff of it."
The monster looked up at me.
Meanwhile, Ellie managed to escape safely with Ariel.
《There is no name.》
Then that means it is not a ‘Great Warrior’.
Perhaps the identity of these guys is… … ‘Nameless Ones’.
He is an ‘agent’ who crossed over from the Demon World to the Continent.
《How, Our, Words?》
"That's none of your business. I won't ask you anything. Go back."
《Go back, go away? How naive.》
And then the laughing monster.
The monster that had been laughing for a long time glared at me.
《Do you think I'll go back like this?》
"I am giving you a chance to return alive now, warrior of Hamelin."
《… …Who the hell are you?》
Warriors of Hamelin, exiles and demons.
I already know the result of combining all those keywords.
I put away my sword and looked into the monster's blood-like eyes as I answered.
《I am an observer.》
* * *
A very long time ago.
There were two types of people living together on this land.
One is the ‘Children of Merlin’ who simply lived by using mana.
The other one is the ‘Warriors of Hamelin’ who can transform into monsters beyond just using mana.
Immediately after the creation of the world, two groups joined forces to create civilization and bring prosperity to mankind.
However, unlike today, magic and swordsmanship at that time were at a primitive level.
Because of this, the warriors of Hamelin, who could become monsters, ruled, persecuted, and even trampled on the children of Merlin.
… … This was the position unilaterally expressed by Merlin’s children.
In reality, the opposite was true.
Although magic and swordsmanship remained primitive, the warriors of Hamelin never dominated the children of Merlin.
Rather, they dreamed of harmony, of the future, of the advancement of humanity.
I have always believed that harmony is the true prosperity.
Despite their terrifying appearance, the warriors of Hamelin were very gentle and peaceful people.
However, the development of magic and swordsmanship was a predictable process.
And then, at some point, a time came when the relationship reversed.
Just like the real history, when gunpowder was developed and rifled irons appeared, cold weapons such as swords, spears, and bows began to be pushed out by firearms such as guns and cannons.
Until this time, magic and swordsmanship were merely means to light a fire and hunt wild animals.
But the moment when ‘circle’ and ‘aura’ were derived from mana.
The magic began to burn the forest beyond the firewood, and the swordsmanship became powerful enough to cut through the hard and thick skin of the monsters.
It was from then on that the warriors of Hamelin began to be ostracized simply because they were ‘just’ terrible.
The grace that protected them so that they could develop had long since sunk somewhere in the desert of history that piled up like grains of sand.
Now, on the contrary, the uncivilized warriors of Hamelin did not rebel at all despite all the persecutions.
He was used, robbed, and begged, but he never fought back.
Perhaps this is the root of the chivalry that exists in this day and age.
Or maybe they were slaves.
Anyway, the situation didn't get better.
As time passed, the conflict only festered and festered like a festering wound.
-We must banish those monsters from the continent!
-Every time I look at it, I get goosebumps and feel nauseous. I can't stand it!
- In the first place, why do we ‘humans’ have to live with those ‘monsters’?
Public opinion increasingly leaned toward their expulsion.
At that time, Historia, the founding monarch of the Habledown Empire, made a proposal.
-How about just banishing them out of the dimension?
-What if it's outside the dimension?
―The world we live in is just a cross-section. If we tear the space like cutting paper, we can see the world beyond it, and it exists.
-Is that possible?
―… … It is possible.
The plan came together very quickly.
And it was simple.
All it took was a crack in space, a gate opening, and cramming all of Hamelin's tens of millions of warriors into that narrow hole.
There was no bloodshed due to resistance during the process.
This was because the warriors of Hamelin entered the gate obediently.
But Hamelin VI, who was passing through the gate for the last time, said the following:
―We are leaving. However, the moment we disappear from this land, the ‘contract’ with you will disappear. If you touch our warriors after that, we will not tolerate it.
The words of Hamelin VI were put into print and spread widely across the continent through books and newspapers.
The people who saw those words became lost in thought.
I laughed so hard that it made me think.
But Historia did not ignore the warning.
He sealed the gate's spell forever, and erased all memories of the 'Warriors of Hamelin' from the minds of humans.
… … This is the history of this world that no one knows and no one wants to know.
This is the ugly face of the Habledown Empire, no, of this world.
Those who remember all this are called ‘observers’.
Anyway, I read all of this, so I guess I'm an observer.
I spoke softly to the monster whose history was filled with resentment and hatred.
《Go back to your dimension. We don't want any more war.》
The monster's neck was bloodshot.
《You, humans, disobeyed the warning! You, lit the spark of war!》
"I won't apologize. Instead, weren't you the ones who led the Second Inma War?"
《……!》
These guys are clearly victims.
No, I was a victim.
Until they become tainted with revenge and start a war again.
This is not to say that I intend to belittle their grievances.
The country would have taken revenge too.
But, you know.
“…….”
I stared silently at Emily's body.
He was the kind of kid who would show up to every lecture, if not first, then within tenth place and occupy the front row.
When I stand on the podium, the faces of the students in the front row are the ones I see the most, so how could I not know…?
“Assistant Professor, can I become a journalist too?”
Even though he had no talent or ability, and even though he was a donor student, he was a student who suited Springwind better than anyone else in terms of effort.
“……You were already a knight.”
Who should I blame?
History has already begun to be written this way.
"Emily Rose. The name of the human you killed, and the name of my disciple."
《That's, well, what's that!》
"What are the names of your comrades I killed?"
《…….》
I continued speaking, looking at the shattered corpses of the monsters.
《What have you lost here? And what have you taken away? I understand your heart. I also now… … .》
Phew!
《… … Because I feel the same way.》
The sword blade that had momentarily brushed past the monster's ear sank into the dirt.
I strained my sword hilt and looked closely into the monster's eyes.
"I want to tear you to pieces right now and comfort you with Emily's death, but I will spare your life."
《Why… … ?》
《To break this tiresome chain of revenge.》
"If I live, I will come back to kill you again."
《I'll be waiting.》
《… … Are you, really, an observer?》
Without answering, I put away my sword and got up to collect Emily's body.
… … I can't see the head.
I wonder if there's some flesh mixed in there somewhere...
As I was about to leave without finding the head, the monster asked me.
"What's your name?"
I stopped walking and took a deep breath.
The smell of blood that had been lingering around was seeping deep into my lungs, as if it would never go away.
“……Knight Rohan.”
* * *
The fallen monster looked back at its severed limbs.
It would take some more time for limbs to grow back as the head regenerated.
Chiiik… … .
The monster's appearance shrank and soon returned to human form.
At that moment, footsteps thumped in the distance.
《Hey, captain!》
He was one of the warriors who were deployed on this mission.
The warrior who ran at the call of ‘A’, the leader of the nameless ones, released his demon transformation and knelt down.
A looked around him and asked.
“What about the other warriors?”
“……Everyone is dead.”
“Grace Euclid, are you talking to him?”
Then the warrior nodded.
“That’s true, but I’ve been beaten up by other knights too.”
“Was that knight’s name by any chance ‘Rohan’?”
“I don’t know. Please punish me!”
A looked up at the sky, catching his breath.
“……You did your best.”
It was a sky no different from their own dimension, with clouds drifting and sunlight pouring down.
‘No, we just did our best.’
The only difference is that all those living under that sky are enemies.
‘I never thought I would meet an observer here… … .’
There was only one reason why A led the warriors and the ‘nameless ones’ here.
‘Rather than trampling on Merlin’s descendants, we ended up getting trampled by them instead.’
Grace Euclid.
The commander of the Empire's legions, and the 'evil' who caused the most damage to the Demon World.
I knew Grace had been demoted to a professorship at Springwind due to political infighting.
If she were to inflict any more damage here, her honor would be further tarnished, and she would be driven into an abyss from which she would never rise again by the envy and jealousy of humans.
“I traded twenty-eight for one… It’s the same as before.”
A laughed in vain at the unbelievable reality.
‘Is this the result of deploying thirty warriors, including me?’
The worst outcome, with 28 warriors killed.
It was because everyone was blinded by revenge and looked down on humans.
‘That knight, his name was Rohan, right?’
I had no idea such a great person would be by Grace's side.
‘As an observer… … .’
The observer was a familiar name to him.
They too were conducting espionage operations throughout the empire with the help of other observers.
‘If I could just convince him, it would be a huge help.’
At that moment, what Rohan said stuck in my mind.
―To break this tiresome chain of revenge.
A, who had regenerated his limbs, stood up from his seat.
He opened his mouth as he swept his hair back in the wind.
“We retreat. I have something to report to the ‘Great Warrior.’”

            "yes!"
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                                § Alcohol (1)
The next day, Memoria National Cemetery.
Emily's funeral has begun.
While I was looking at the coffin among the students.
Thud thud—
I looked up at the sky as the rain poured down, like a cliché from a sad movie or drama.
Instead of dark clouds, a huge water spell was depicted.
This is how they express their condolences in this world. Funny enough.
“…….”
At that moment, her eyes met with Michael's, who was standing next to Cornelia.
He stared at me, dusted off his cigarette, and headed down a tall tree in the distance.
Still, he didn't take his eyes off me.
I straightened my suit and walked towards him.
Under the lush shade, Michael opened his mouth.
“They say a monster has appeared.”
“……Yes.”
“That’s too bad.”
And then there was silence.
I turned my gaze back to the cemetery.
The already damp ground was becoming soaked with shed tears.
Then I looked at Michael. Everything about him was listed before my eyes.
ㅤㅤㅤㅤName: Michael Riepenstein
ㅤㅤㅤ [Strength: A] ㅤㅤ ㅤㅤ [Agility: A]
ㅤㅤㅤㅤ├───Ability───┤
ㅤㅤㅤ [Stamina: A] ㅤ ㅤㅤㅤ [Magic Power: SSS]
ㅤㅤㅤㅤ⸺「List of Possessed Settings」⸺
ㅤ "Main Character", "Plot Armor", "Genius Magician"
ㅤ "Nobility", "Rewarding good and punishing evil", "Allergy to compliments"
ㅤ "Caustic remarks", "obsessive-compulsive disorder", "timidity"... ... [omitted]
Why are there so many settings?
Is it really necessary to have this many settings to create one main character?
What the heck is Plot Armor? Does it mean you can't die at all?
Anyway, it's a fucking munchkin.
“Do you remember what you said to me last time?”
I nodded cautiously, disabling the status window.
That day I said this and that about Ariel.
I was so angry at the time that I don't even remember what I said, but looking back, I realized that I also said things that I absolutely should not have said.
“Then you must know what that means.”
"……yes."
“Since when?”
“It’s been a while. About two years.”
“I see.”
Michael, holding the ring, looked at me.
Emily's coffin was sinking into the ground, past the perimeter of the cemetery.
“Why didn’t you report me?”
“As I already told you, I cannot kill Lord Riepenstein.”
As I turned away from the funeral, I came face to face with Michael.
He was calm.
He was just watching me, peacefully.
I continued.
“Moreover, treason in the Empire is a double-edged sword. If I fail to destroy my opponent, I will be next.”
“Are you saying there was no clear evidence?”
“There’s already a lot of evidence. I know of more than five, no, six. And you know that the Bureau is the one who creates crimes that don’t exist, right?”
“I see. Six… You know more than you look.”
I haven't seen any direct evidence of Michael's treason, but I know how to find it.
In fact, if we move right now, we'll quickly find two or three of them, and then we can cut off a few of the Riepenstein family's fingers.
But what happens after that is the problem.
Even if he loses a few fingers, a giant is still a giant.
“That was the basis of the confidence you had in front of me all this time.”
“That’s not all.”
“Is it because of Euclid?”
Michael looked at Grace at the same time as I did.
She stood there, looking as if she might be blown away by the slightest breeze.
“So, how much did you take after that day?”
Could not answer.
To be honest, I don't think I've been able to capture even a millimeter of Grace's heart so far.
Even though they broke off their engagement, Grace still wanted Michael.
“There is no rule that says you have to take it little by little.”
I smiled leisurely.
“I’ll bring it all at once. Without a single scratch.”
“Then I ask.”
“Please speak.”
“What do you plan to do after that?”
For a moment, I felt like I had a rat in my head and I couldn't think of anything.
It was a problem that had never been considered.
After I brought Grace.
What will happen after that?
“……To be honest, I’ve never thought about it.”
“I like it when you’re so honest.”
"still."
Still, if you could make one wish.
“I would like to open a restaurant in Little Heath and run it with Grace.”
"restaurant?"
“Yes. If I’m going to do it, I’d rather go to a pasta restaurant.”
“Huh, all I can do is bring along the Imperial Weapon Master…….”
Michael burst into laughter as if he was really shocked.
Even I think it's an absurd wish.
But that's all.
“A modest goal. Anyone who says this will be stoned to death if they call themselves a sword master.”
“I know, but most dreams start like this. The blank spaces that haven’t been drawn yet can be drawn later.”
“I agree with you. A dream that is hastily drawn will just end up ruined in the same way. The more earnest your desire is, the more carefully you have to draw it.”
“…….”
The question I wanted to ask earlier was crawling inside my mouth like a bug.
Unable to bear it any longer, I asked Michael.
“Why are you so kind to me?”
“Because when it comes to a truly formidable enemy, it’s better to offer a handshake than to barb your teeth.”
“Are you saying that someone like me is Lord Riepenstein’s rival?”
“Don’t underestimate me. You’re strong. At least you were the first to declare to my face that you’re going to steal my fiancée.”
It's not that there was nothing to collect.
Because Michael has always insisted on Rohan for the sake of justice.
Grace became the world's evil, and it was Michael who tried to convince Rohan to follow her path until the end.
In reality, I just wanted to have at least one more Sword Master.
“Enough introduction, let’s just get to the main point.”
At that moment Michael reached out to me.
“Come with me. I need your strength. Sword Master, Rohan.”
I need Michael too.
In order to destroy this empire, or rather to change it, one of the 13 major houses, Michael's Riepenstein family, must remain intact.
Anyway, I can't kill Michael.
No, it doesn't die.
Michael Riepenstein, he is the main character of this world.
“Don’t even think about refusing. This is the way for you and Euclid.”
The next moment I grabbed Michael's hand.
Michael, whose smile is slowly fading away.
He answered as if spitting in that face.
“I don’t want to die even if it means dying.”
* * *
The Warriors of Hamelin and Queos.
In this world, those called ‘evil’ began to move.
The past homunculi were the precursors.
I want to catch Queos and beat him up right now, but I have no reason to.
The only ones who can kill someone based on suspicion are the Imperial Administration, and the Noir family is above that Administration.
If I touch it rashly, I might get eaten instead.
No, it's 100 percent eaten.
Because the person who ruined Michael's plan and brought down Grace was none other than Queo Lumiere du Noir.
Moreover, what I have now is not enough to deal with Queos.
It would be barely possible to deal with them unless you had the power of a single force, not just one person.
And now, it's time to find that power.
It's tomorrow now.
Tomorrow, I will attend the ‘Imperial Banquet’ to which I was invited.
There's no way I don't know what that means.
Maybe my fate will be messed up.
But for the sake of the plan, I have to get that 'bad guy' on my side at this banquet.
If that person is like that, he will definitely attend this banquet.
“Rohan.”
I quickly turned around and saw Grace, who was getting ready to leave work, watching me.
“Yes, professor.”
“Shall we……get off work together?”
A voice that is hoarse, unlike before.
Although she didn't show it, Grace was having a hard time because of this incident.
But it won't last long.
If Grace had been obsessed with someone's death, she wouldn't be here now.
“Go ahead. I’ll take care of it for you.”
After leaving Springwind, we entered Little Heath.
The Euclid family's mansion in Canterbury was not far from here.
Knowing that, Grace's steps were vaguely slow.
“The day we leave for the palace is tomorrow, right?”
President Cornelia has ordered a week-long closure of classes to ensure the safety of those who experienced this 'tragedy'.
In addition, several students, including Ariel, were hospitalized, so the cancellation of classes was inevitable.
Ariel, whose injuries were quite serious... ...you don't have to worry.
If that's the 'setting', then you'll recover from your injury in just one day.
“Yes, we are ready. What are Grace’s plans?”
“I’m going to… practice.”
Grace became more and more absorbed in her training whenever she encountered difficulties.
It's her own way of overcoming reality.
He swings his sword until he collapses from exhaustion, then passes out and falls asleep.
Otherwise I won't be able to sleep.
I put my hands in my pockets and fiddled with the "bookmarks."
“If you could go back in time, do you think you could stop it?”
If we turn back the page, Emily might be able to survive.
But there is one reason why I don't do that.
Somewhere in this world right now, someone is dying.
You can't save everyone.
There is only one person I want to save.
And the moment I turn the page, it's only for that person.
I am not the protagonist, I am not a knight who practices justice, and I am not a savior who will save the world.
It is sheer arrogance to think that I should shoulder all that responsibility alone.
Maybe this is why I was possessed by Rohan and not Michael.
“Time can’t be turned back by regret. No matter how many mistakes you make, no matter how many failures you make…….”
Rather, Grace's belief is that she wants to save this world.
But she didn't care what was left in her hands.
Death was like that.
Her beliefs are never vague, but always clear and firm.
But at the same time, he was also a person who tried to protect what was left in his hands in any way possible.
“……Rose died, but we protected the 199. We won’t choose to abandon all the rest for that one.”
Grace can sometimes be frustrating in the wrong places, but she is often unwavering in her beliefs, as she is now.
That's why I spent my time quietly with Grace.
“But still today…….”
Grace's gaze, which had stopped walking, turned toward the brightly lit convenience store.
“……This is really hard.”
It seems like the plot has been revised a lot.
I've only read descriptions of Grace drinking a couple of times.
I naturally headed towards the convenience store.
“I will buy it today.”
* * *
Ariel, who was lying in the hospital room, opened her eyes.
She looked around, then finally looked out the window into the darkness.
‘I don’t know what’s going on… … .’
When I opened my eyes, I was in a hospital room.
Her last memory was of the devil's fist looming before her eyes.
Ariel, who was sitting on the bed, quickly got up from her seat.
“……My body feels light.”
My whole body feels refreshed, as if I had had a good rest all day.
For a moment, ominousness filled Ariel's eyes.
‘Was I… in a coma?’
How long has it been since that day?
A full month? A month? … … A year?!
Knock knock.
Just then the door opened and Ellis came in, dropping the basket of fruit she was holding.
Ariel, facing Alice, mumbled, unable to find the words to say.
Ellis shouted.
“You, you, you……!”
“I’m sorry for startling you. I didn’t know you’d be lying down for this long—”
“How did you wake up in one day?!”
"……what?"
Ariel's expression became blank at the mere word 'one day'.
For a moment, she calmed her expression and picked up the apple that had rolled over.
Crunchy-
“That’s true. You were lying in bed all day with just that little injury. The apples taste good. I’ll enjoy them.”
“Are you really sane?”
Ellis, who was gathering the rolling fruits into a basket, looked at Ariel suspiciously.
“You, you’re not a disguised monster, are you?”
I couldn't understand it otherwise.
All the bones in his body were crushed to dust.
Most of his organs except his heart were ruptured, and his mana was running wild due to the collapsed core.
It was strange that even a sword expert, not an ordinary person, didn't die.
Thud.
Ariel unbuttoned her top and pulled the collar aside to check her body.
“If you are so suspicious, then check it out.”
“Oh, I got it, so just lock it again!”
“……?”
Ellis turned her head away, her entire face blushing, not just her forehead.
Ariel tilted her head, buttoned up her shirt, and sat down on the bed.
“So what happened? Well, how did the test go?”
“I was so scared that someone might say I’m not the top student, so I opened my eyes and… As instructed by the president, we all got A+ on the exam.”
“That’s good. I thought I would fall again because of you, Eclat.”
“Instead, Emily died.”
At those words, Ariel's hand, which was combing her hair, suddenly stopped.
“……Freddie. What happened to Freddie Rounds?”
“Freddie is alive. Emily is dead.”
Ariel sighed, moving her hands again.
“Well, that’s fortunate. The devil appeared, but only one person died.”
“Just one! You only have one Emily?”
“Keep your voice down. This is a hospital. If you came here to fight, get out.”
Ellis bit her lip at the sight of Ariel speaking as if it were someone else's business without changing her expression at all.
Ellis, who had been glaring at me as if she was going to kill me while holding onto the hem of my skirt, soon released her grip.
“……Sorry. I didn’t come here to fight. I just keep seeing you and we end up fighting.”
Finally, Ellis put the basket down on the table and turned around.
“We’re temporarily closed for a week. Don’t sit alone in an empty classroom. Anyway, I’ll go…….”
Where had the momentum from before gone? Ellis walked towards the door with her shabby shoulders dragging her.
Ariel, who had been looking at the sight with displeasure, opened her mouth.
“It’s not your fault.”
"uh?"
“If I had chosen to protect rather than fight back then, at least Emily might have lived.”
Ellis became bitter at the unexpected consolation.
“No. It’s all my fault, Captain… You didn’t do anything wrong—”
“You did your best. You just had bad luck. So don’t blame yourself.”
“Who, who blamed themselves? I just felt sorry for Emily. You didn’t see it because you were passed out, right? Emily fought so well!”
Ellis forced a bright smile.
But that smile soon faded.
“How……well……we……fought…….”
Ellis's shoulders trembled slightly.
Ariel walked closer to the window and asked while looking down at the city night view that was as bright as day.
“Want a drink?”

            It was a night when no one had to get drunk.
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The blue sky was dazzling.
I was sitting in first class and covered the window with curtains.
“Thank you……”
I pulled out the invitation again from inside the airship that was crossing the continent.
I didn't count, but I think I killed more than fifteen monsters last time.
The invitation to the banquet was also intended to commend his achievements by the imperial family.
The demons are like spies on the continent.
Just as in real life, the Empire offered a generous reward for catching spies, and also offered a bounty of 100 million rings for each demon's head.
But I don't need money.
If you return to the Knights Templar right away, you'll be able to earn a lot of money.
“……Your Highness, Edgar Historia.”
The reason I participated in this banquet, and the person I absolutely had to get.
The second in command of the imperial family and the brother of the current emperor.
I will meet many people at the banquet.
Not only as an ally, but also as an opponent with whom you will one day cross swords to kill each other.
Unfortunately, all of these opponents are real power holders who can be said to be the pillars of the empire.
These are the ‘mainstays of the story’ who can blow my balls off the moment I make a single gesture or say a single word wrong.
I folded the invitation and thought about Edgar.
“……Edgar Historia.”
According to rumors floating around, Edgar is a ‘bad boy’ just as his nickname suggests.
This man was so wicked that one day he ordered one of his servants to strip naked and crawl around the garden like a dog.
Not only that, but if they were women, whether they were ministers or not, they would first be raped. If they refused, they would be stripped of all their positions, branded as traitors, and sold to a brothel.
Anyway, there are a lot.
There are many… … .
These are all rumors he made up himself.
“Pretending to be a loser and fooling everyone.”
Still, we'll have to meet first to find out.
Is he a saint pretending to be a scoundrel, or is he just a saint in disguise who pretended to be a scoundrel and ended up being a real scoundrel?
―Passengers, welcome to the Douglas. Please wait a moment until the aircraft comes to a complete stop and the navigation signs turn off.
The speed is decreasing.
It's arriving soon.
And then it all begins.
The opulence of the Haveldown Empire, in Douglas.
* * *
Wealth, Douglas.
This huge ‘castle’, the size of Jeju Island and located hundreds of kilometers above the ground, is the landmark of the Habledown Empire and the palace where the royal family, including the Historia family, reside.
History cannot be explained.
If I were to go into more detail about Douglas, I would probably go on for a week.
But to put it simply and briefly… … .
… … This one castle alone can destroy a decent kingdom.
It won't feel real. You won't understand what I'm saying.
Same goes for me.
That splendid and beautiful street was far from war.
“So much tax money was wasted here.”
Just a blessing. And elegance. A radiance for it all.
These were the common impressions felt by those who first set foot here.
Boooow!
A luxurious limousine was approaching along the tree-lined street lined with blue water, making a lot of noise.
Standing in front of the airport, I stretched out my arm when I saw the emblem with the imperial seal engraved on it.
The invitation clearly stated that royal servants would be there to greet them.
Soon, a limousine stopped in front of me. It was the moment the door opened.
“I am the Sword Master Rohan⸺”
“Welcome to Douglas, Weapon Master Wolfwin Vandal.”
At that moment, a boulder rolled towards me.
Correct it.
It was a person.
And the description I read was just as it was.
“I’ll go first.”
And then Wolfwin, who struggled to squeeze himself into the backseat of the limousine.
If a handsome ogre walked around, would it look like that?
“I’m in such bad shape that I want to give you a ride, but there’s no room. Excuse me, but is it okay if I go first?”
“……It’s okay. Rather, it was an honor to meet the predecessor of the Vandal Knights.”
“The whole body… that’s all in the past. Anyway, I’ll see you at the banquet, Rohan.”
The limousine drove off.
He was crushed by Wolfwin's weight and fell to the ground, not even noticing sparks flying from the bumper.
It's surprising that he knows my name, but that's about it.
Well then, that's right.
I was wondering if that was the case too.
Wolfwin is a beta ranker.
The higher you go, the bigger the difference in rank becomes, and it would never have been possible for someone of mere Gamma rank to be assigned a limousine like that.
Let's see, what car is coming to pick me up?
Thump thump bang!
The driver turned the handle in the driver's seat to open the window, looked at me, and waved.
“Lord Rohan! Please come to the palace to meet me!”
“I’ll just walk.”
“Huh? But you should still ride it out of consideration for His Majesty’s kindness!”
I can't possibly ride that thing that looks like an emperor, a Nabal, or an old-fashioned Tico.
You're not going to pedal to move it, are you?
no way.
“There is a limit to how much you can ignore someone…….”
“Stop mumbling and get on quickly! There’s no time!”
“……Tell me your affiliation name.”
* * *
The knight's name was 'Khan'.
He is not a chauffeur, but a real knight belonging to the Imperial Knights.
Even so, I was just a low-level employee who was responsible for such trivial tasks.
“Hey, I told you I saw you win the last championship live?”
“I’ll sign it for you later, so just drive first.”
“And this time, you killed fifteen demons! I guess you’re the one who can do it? Oh, and how long has it been since you came to Bu-su-seong?”
"front."
“Yes? Oh, you’re saying you’ll come here often from now on?”
“That’s not it, I’m telling you to look ahead”
Squeak!
We were driving in the wrong direction, crossing the center line, and narrowly missed the car in front of us.
What is this guy?
Why are you so interested in me?
Is this really a true article?
Judging from his speech and actions, he seems to be a very talkative taxi driver… … Why do I remember reading this somewhere?
“Where did you work before joining the Imperial Knights?”
“I am the first knight here.”
“Then what academy or university did you graduate from?”
“Hehehe, no.”
At those words, I looked back at the cabin as I was looking out the window.
The guy who was holding the steering wheel continued talking.
“Actually, I also came from the streets. Just like Rohan.”
A royal knight from the streets… … .
“So that’s why you’re happy to see me.”
“You call that a lie? Actually, I decided to become a knight after seeing you, Rohan.”
"me?"
“Yes! I thought, if someone like you can succeed, why can’t I?”
“……You’re destined to be successful.”
“Did you not hear that? The engine noise is too loud.”
“Just keep your eyes on the front.”
“Yay~”
The car, which had been running with its back to the artificial beach, soon entered Lord Street.
The banquet is tonight.
For now, I'm on my way to my accommodation.
Fortunately, the place I was staying was a decent hotel.
Arriving at the entrance, Khan quickly got out and opened the back seat door.
“Thank you for your hard work.”
Just as I was about to pack my bags and leave, Khan, who was blocking my path, swatted his hand away like a fly.
Wow, the palace is different.
What do you mean, a waiter or a driver gets a tip?
“Use it when you drink with your fellow knights.”
I took out nine ten-thousand ring notes from my wallet and handed them to Khan.
Khan, who was blankly staring at the bills, frowned.
“What are you doing now?”
“Well, if it’s Douglas, the prices will be expensive, but I’m short-sighted—”
In that moment, Khan's face hardened coldly.
“……No matter what, it would be a problem if you trampled on the pride of a knight.”
Then he took my hand and shook it politely.
handshake?
Oh, that's what it meant.
This is really awkward… … .
All I knew of the Imperial Knights were portraits of rotten, corrupt officials.
“I guess I misunderstood.”
When I tried to apologize sincerely, Khan just wavered as if nothing had happened.
“No! That would be expected. That’s what the ‘Imperial Knights’ are like. But next time, you should engrave your sign on my sword as well?”
“Okay, then. Okay, then.”
When did my popularity rise so much?
Well, since he defeated demons to win the championship, he may not be as good as Grace, but at least he's like Dennis of the Eclat Knights...
“Fighting together, street life!”
Khan, who had shouted like that, drove back in a car that looked like it might flip over at any moment.
“……I feel strangely irritated.”
I didn't know this when I only read the description, but when I saw it in person, I realized he was an even more frustrating character.
Cannes.
no.
“Lycan Loader.”
That ‘commander of the imperial knights’ was looking at me.
Of course, I also conveyed my opinion.
That would have been certain.
* * *
Khan, who had returned to the Knights Templar, was walking down the hallway with a blank expression.
The vice-captain of the Imperial Knights who discovered him then ran to him and struck him on the back of the head.
Bam!
“Hey, Khan! I told you to bring the VIP back right away, didn’t I? What have you been doing until now…!”
“I’m not in the mood to joke around. Come with me.”
“……I’m sorry, Captain.”
Lykan, who had just entered the captain's office, roughly closed the door and gave instructions to the vice captain.
“Weed out all the bastards who are still taking bribes from the Knights Templar. Cut off the ears, no, fingers, of any bastards you catch on the spot.”
"yes?"
“I told you over and over again. If anyone gets caught taking money from me after I become the manager, I’m going to beat them all up.”
Soon, the small tattoo drawn behind his ear disappeared and the Lycan returned to his original face.
The impression was completely different from before. What's more, even the body shape had changed, so clothes that were too small were now too tight.
The vice-captain said to Lycan, who was changing his clothes, with a face that said that couldn't be true.
“Didn’t you fire all the corrupt knights when you took office this year?”
“But what the hell, knights still give money to knights? Do you think that’s normal? Huh?”
“Calm down. Who dares disobey the captain’s orders? A knight’s orders are his life—”
In that moment, Lycan threw the greaves he was wearing at the vice-captain.
bang!
“Does the Commander of the Imperial Knights look easy to you because I always smile and joke around with you?”
“Yes……? Oh, no! Absolutely not!”
“This is a case of the upper class being rotten. What kind of arrogance does a low-level reporter have to take money? A senior like you⸺”
This time the gauntlet flew in.
bang!
“The knights⸺”
Next is the shoulder blade.
bang!
“What a mess!”
Finally, what flew before the vice-captain's eyes was a frosty sword.
Phew!
“……You didn’t learn it by watching, you fucking idiot.”
"sorry……."
The sword that barely grazed his cheek was completely embedded in the wall the vice-captain had his back to.
Lycan sighed as if the ground was falling apart.
“Please, don’t let the swearing come out of my mouth. Should I get down on my knees and beg? Huh? Like this?”
Just as Lycan was about to kneel, the vice-captain ran over and stopped him.
“Why are you doing this! You might as well cut off my knees!”
“……This is your last chance. Behave well, Ale. Before I do a real sword dance.”
"All right."
“I don’t even want to see your face, so get out.”
"yes!"
As soon as the words left his mouth, the vice-captain hurriedly left the captain's office.
The lycan left alone roughly tousled his hair.
“……People like Rohan should be the vice-captain.”
Among the knights of the Empire, Grace and Rohan were the ‘true knights’ praised by all.
It was the same when he donated 13.6 billion won at the last royal auction.
What about the championship?
Rumor has it that he won to reinstate the dismissed president, and while it is doubtful whether that is possible, his loyalty is admirable.
If it's character, then it's character.
If it's loyalty, then it's loyalty.
Plus, he has the guaranteed ability of a Sword Master.
There was no point in discussing such things anymore.
Knight Rohan.
That name value alone was enough to become the Vice-Captain of the Imperial Knights.
‘This time, he even took care of the demons. And the Sword Master alone took care of fifteen first-class demons in just six minutes. Ha, even if I were to hit him with a stick, it would take longer than that.’
Even the most skilled sword master would have a hard time fighting more than fifteen demons alone.
And he's a first-class demon.
Each and every one of them is a powerful monster at the level of a top sword expert.
It took Rohan only six minutes to do it all by himself.
This is all while protecting students who have just reached the Auror user level.
“……It wasn’t like he didn’t recognize me.”
Rohan, who kept looking at himself suspiciously from inside the moving car.
There's no way a sword master of that caliber wouldn't recognize a single cheap transformation technique.
“You even refused my handshake, and on top of that, you took 90,000 rings… I got beat up.”
A handshake is something that can happen.
Even if he was a sword master, he wouldn't have understood the meaning of that handshake.
But what happened after that was the problem.
The next thing Rohan took out of his wallet were nine ten thousand ring notes.
The meaning of 90,000 rings, which was neither eight nor ten, was one thing.
“9th Legion. Is the only one you are loyal to Grace Euclid?”
Grace Euclid, commander of the 9th Army Corps.
That was the meaning of the 90,000 rings that Rohan offered.
“Rohan……”
Lycan recalled the moment he first got his hands on his sword.
I felt this way back then too.
* * *
The descriptions of imperial banquets I've read are full of unpleasantness.
That day, Grace, who had been invited to the banquet with Michael, was stripped of her ‘Alpha Rank’ in front of all the nobles.
Of course, that won't happen as long as I exist.
Originally, it should have been Grace, not me, who was supposed to be here right now.
I'm starting to feel like the plot is being revised because of me.
“So when did you come?”
I was sitting in the waiting room and looked to the side.
Michael had his arms crossed and his eyes closed.
“……Don’t talk to me. It’ll make me breathe harder.”
How disgusting must the palace be that one refuses to even breathe here?
It would not be strange if Michael, the head of the Riepenstein family, were sitting here.
His family is also one of the pillars of the Empire, and he has raised the Empire's status by winning the Merlin Prize for the past nine years, so it is only natural that he would be invited.
If you're going to come, just say you're coming.
You're surprising people.
Well, it's not like we're on good terms and would take advantage of the airlift.
Although he doesn't show it, Michael seems to be curious as to why I attended the banquet.
Don't worry.
You'll find out soon enough.
―Thank you to all the distinguished guests from each country who attended this banquet. We will soon congratulate the distinguished guests who will make the banquet shine… … .
The host's voice flowed out from the speakers installed in the waiting room.
The waiting room we are currently staying in is on the basement level.
Upstairs, the banquet was just beginning.
“Excuse me, are you Rohan?”
When I looked back at the voice I heard, there was a beautiful woman sitting there that I had never seen before.
Ash-gray hair tied into twin tails. Blue eyes that seemed like they could suck you in. Overall, she was a woman with an innocent charm.
“That’s right. Judging from your accent, you don’t seem to be a citizen of the Empire. Where are you from?”
“Lucan. He recently transferred to the Imperial Knights.”
Lucan is a small country in the north, far from the empire.
I remember it as a small country with a population of 5,000, where even if we hugged each other, it would be difficult to withstand the bitter cold wind.
They say that all northerners are handsome and beautiful, and it seems to be true.
〔 Activation of “Status Window” 〕
I stood up from my seat as I was looking at her information and politely offered to shake her hand.
“I have read the article that you have distinguished yourself in this expedition. I would like to formally greet Lady Daphne Delenas. I am Rohan, the Sword Master of the Empire.”
“Did you know my name? It’s an honor!”
Daphne Delenas.
There weren't many settings, and the characters mostly had abilities ranging from D to C.
This would be the average ability level of a sword expert.
But this person, as far as I know, seemed to have shown interest in Michael.
“I’m sorry, but if you don’t mind…….”
Did you hear Michael and I talking earlier?
As expected, he was trying to get Michael's contact information from me... ... .
“……Can you give me your contact information?”
what?
“Well… when I actually saw him, he was really handsome.”
Aha, I see.
Are you trying to make Michael jealous?
More proactive and planned than it looks⸺
“…….”
It was only after I saw the smartphone she held out to me that I realized the reality.
This was a real situation.
“Here it is.”
I saved the number on Daphne's smartphone and gave it back to her.
It was the moment when her face brightened as she checked the number.
“He’s so handsome. Has the world become a better place these days? Potatoes can even talk.”
A sharp voice pierced my heart.
Daphne looked around.
A knight, painted in luxury goods comparable to Ellis's equipment, sat there, strutting about.
The name is… …Nelson DeGrio.
Looking at his strength level B and average ability level C, this guy is also a sword master.
A bewildered Daphne looked back at Nulson.
“Captain? What are you talking about all of a sudden….”
“You defeated the demon? What rank? Rank 9? Rank 8? Judging by the shape of the tail, it’s the lowest rank.”
Oh my… … .
This is unexpected.
I never thought this would happen to me.
You've made it, Rohan.
“Who are you?”
I deliberately provoked Nelson.
This guy is the one who was defeated by Michael in the original work and caused a commotion during the banquet and left.
“You don’t know the Nulson of the DiGriot family? Don’t you think you don’t read the newspapers? Anyway, it’s because of people like you that people have the stereotype that knights are ignorant.”
“Stop it, Captain!”
“Daphne, you get out. I’ll take care of it.”
okay.
I've been a bit thirsty lately.
“I understand that the knights under the Digrio family are subordinates of the Knights of Eclat.”
“Huh! Now you’re just a retired knight who’s become an associate professor at Springwind!”
I approached him and gently placed my hand on his shoulder.
“……But isn’t it polite to kneel when you see your old superior?”
Kuung!
The moment he took the aura in his hand, Nulson's knees touched the floor.
Nulson, who had not yet grasped the situation as it had happened in an instant, was looking up at me.
I said.
“Can you protect your beloved subordinates who are weaker than trash?”
“What the heck……!”
―The award ceremony will begin soon. Those who are waiting, please move to the banquet hall.
After hearing the broadcast, I turned around and started walking.
Michael got up after me and walked beside me.
“You’re acting all the same.”
“Can we fight properly if the hierarchy is disrupted?”
The Knights Templar are a place with a stricter hierarchy than the military.
Even if I had just cut off Nulson's head, he wouldn't have had anything to say.
Still, it must have been his pride that made Nulson attack me. His beloved subordinate was almost in the hands of someone else.
Michael asked.
“She’s more popular than she looks, but let’s forget about Grace and what about that woman?”
“Be quiet.”
“Then why did you give me your number earlier?”
I smiled broadly.
“That’s not my number.”
"hmm?"

            What I gave Daphne was Michael's number.
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The imperial banquet is as colorful as its name.
Not only can you taste world-class delicacies, but you can also meet quite a few celebrities whose names alone make you cringe.
If we were to say that this alone makes it colorful, that would be shabby.
The real main course at the imperial banquet was not the food.
- First of all, I have some regrettable news to share. Your Majesty has an important meeting coming up and will not be able to attend this banquet. I will be presenting the award in your stead, so I hope you will consider it with your noble understanding.
Main course.
That meant us.
Those people for whom every minute and second is money, power, and fame didn't come all the way to Douglas just to eat a meal.
―Then first up is Captain Nulson DiGriot and Adjutant Daphne Melenas of the Ludivium Knights, who contributed the most to the Birkhall subjugation operation!
Nelson and Daphne, who were sitting in the special seats, followed Red Velvet out into the main hall.
The banquet aristocrats who had been waiting shouted as if throwing flowers at their every step.
“It’s truly amazing that we’ve managed to subdue nearly ten thousand of the demons that were a headache for Burkhall!”
“The leisure we enjoy now is possible because of you. I will gladly have a drink for the future of Digrio and Melenas!”
“Don’t you think your abilities are too valuable to be wasted under the care of the Ludivium family? Take this opportunity to transfer to our knights. I’ll guarantee you three times the salary you’re receiving now.”
Even though he looks like Nulson, he is one of the few sword masters in the Empire.
This means that even the weakest sword master can reign as a king over those below him, that is, the widely known sword experts.
That level of treatment was expected.
As they came up on stage, the imperial butlers and servants carrying trophies and prize money moved in.
―Nelson DiGriot and Daphne Melenas, please pay your respects to His Majesty.
"yes!"
As the award ceremony began, Nelson, holding the trophy in his arms, stood up and was handed the microphone.
-Please tell us your thoughts.
Then, Nulson took a deep breath and opened his mouth.
- Ah, hello! Lou, Lou, I am Nelson DiGriot, Commander of the Knights of Ludivium… …!
―Oh, it seems the winner is very nervous. All the distinguished guests gathered here are very tolerant, so please speak comfortably.
-Go, go, thank you, ugh… … !
The sound of him chewing his tongue came through the microphone and vividly through the speakers.
The nobles burst into laughter.
The host, who seemed uneasy, hurried the proceedings.
-If there is a knight order you are aiming for, would you please tell us about it here?
-Wolfwin! Is Wolfwin Bandali here?
―You’re over there. Oh, as expected from your nickname Sweet Bear, you’re waving your hand affectionately.
―I, I! Ever since I became a knight, I dreamed of becoming a Knight of the Bandali Order! Lord Bandali! Look! There’s even a T-shirt with Lord Bandali’s face on it… … !
-Yes. I heard your thoughts well. Then next is… … .
The host abruptly cut off the comments before the mood became loose.
Nelson, who was being assigned a seat, glanced at Wolfwin with regret.
If Wolfwin had been interested in him, he would have been assigned to his table.
―… …Merlin of Merlins, winner of the Merlin of the Year Award for 9 consecutive years. This is Michael Riepenstein!
Michael got up from his seat and walked away without saying a word.
As he stepped onto the velvet, a thunderous roar erupted.
“Whoa! Lord Riepenstein!”
“Your last paper was really impressive! If we get a chance, let’s have a meal together and have a deep conversation……!”
“What should I do, you’ve become more handsome!”
If a famous idol were to walk down the street, it would feel like that.
Surprisingly, Michael was quite popular among the nobles.
His gait, his speech, his magical philosophy - everything about him was filled with his dignity, and he was the object of envy for all nobles.
In an atmosphere reminiscent of a fan signing event.
Michael, who had come up on stage, looked around the banquet hall.
Then he approached the butler himself and snatched the trophy away from him.
“Oh, that’s not yet…….”
“It’s noisy.”
Michael's sudden actions startled not only the servants but also the hosts and nobles.
On the other hand, some nobles who already knew his temper frowned.
“Tell His Majesty that I thank you.”
-Yes, yes? Okay! Then, please tell us your thoughts… … .
"does not exist."
… … That guy is definitely the type of guy who can only be the main character.
Because every single step stands out and is unique, it’s refreshing.
Finally, Michael opened the banquet hall door and left.
Through the gap in the closing door, I could vaguely see an award being thrown into the trash can.
“……In a way, it’s respectable.”
If Nulson had done that, he would have been torn to pieces and scattered all over the continent's mountain ranges.
It was something that Michael could do.
I guess you're confident you can handle that much.
But if you do something like that in front of all the nobles who are considered your equal, your image will be shattered…
“How can you be so powerful!”
……what?
“Are you saying that you will show your feelings through your actions rather than just a few vague words?”
“As expected of Michael Riepenstein. He is a role model for all nobles!”
“Damn, if only I could just keep up with that guy’s footsteps……!”
her.
Are you all crazy?
How can you look at that and say something like that?
“I can’t understand the code of the nobles…….”
As I was watching that scene, I thought to myself that if I serialized "The Genius Wizard of Springwind" in this world, at least I wouldn't have to starve to death.
Meanwhile, my turn was approaching.
- Then, we will have the final award ceremony. The recipient of this award is Rohan, the former vice-captain of the Eclat Knights and currently an associate professor of swordsmanship at Springwind!
I got up from my seat, straightened my clothes, and took a step forward.
But the atmosphere is strange.
“……If it’s Rohan, isn’t it the knight who followed Euclid to Springwind?”
“They say they hunted demons in this expedition.”
“A devil? It’s been years since the war ended!”
Even when Nulson and Daphne entered, the reaction wasn't this cold. Rather, it was hot. As if trying to hide their weakness.
But my presence at the banquet was like snow falling in midsummer.
Stares that say it's nonsense, voices that say things that are familiar yet unfamiliar.
An outsider who should never have come, or who is not welcome even if he or she does.
I understand.
The only person who holds Grace Euclid, who is like a rotten rope, must be unhappy with that judgment.
Also, even if you liked it, you probably couldn't express it openly. For humans, 'atmosphere' is something that can never be ignored.
“I will show you to your seat.”
The host didn't even ask me what I thought, perhaps because he was reading the mood.
I bowed to the nobles and followed the servant.
I didn't expect congratulations from the beginning.
As I said, I didn't come here to play.
Then a servant stopped in front of a table and pulled back a chair.
“I hope you have a pleasant banquet.”
I quietly stared at the owner of the table, leaving the departing servant behind.
“Congratulations, Rohan. I’d like to pour you a toast, is that okay?”
Wolfwin Vandal.
He pointed to me.
* * *
In an empire, heroes are like meteor showers.
Many talented people have appeared and disappeared repeatedly, just like someone who appears for a moment and then disappears for a moment.
People also knew that the formula was a sham.
So the hero was just a tool to lift the mood of the listener.
“I didn’t know you would remember me.”
But it's a different story when the name 'Wolfwin Vandal' is added to the formula.
An immortal hero and giant of the continent who led the First and Second World Wars to victory.
A person whose strength no one could doubt was now smiling before my eyes.
“How can you properly command if you don’t even know the names of your junior knights?”
“That is a very valid point.”
“Let’s talk later and drink first.”
Wolfwin drank ten times as much as I did without stopping.
No matter how much I think about it, I can't figure out what he's thinking.
It looks like an ogre, or rather a bear.
This man is a fox in bear skin.
The Vandal Knights he leads are a large knightly order in the Empire, standing shoulder to shoulder with the Knights of Eclat.
There are 800,000 affiliated articles.
The number increases further when you include the 200 subcontractors and subordinate knights.
Even aside from that, Wolfwin is one of only three Weapon Masters in the Empire.
That person was showing interest in me.
No matter how many Sword Masters, Donation Kings, and Demons you defeat, you are nothing compared to Iza.
“Make yourself comfortable. I really hate talking about work at the dinner table.”
At those words, my expression straightened.
As I had a lot of thoughts, they started to show on my face without me realizing it.
Wolfwin continued, carving up a whole boar.
“By the way, the first semester is ending soon, right?”
“Yes. There are about two weeks left.”
Wolfwind is from Springwind.
It's been more than twenty years since I graduated.
“So when can you spare some time?”
“If it’s time…….”
“I was thinking about going hunting together.”
To the knights, hunting was similar to ‘let’s go play golf.’
I think I need to think about it a bit.
Wolfwin is a force beyond my control.
If I can't control it, my plans might go awry at a crucial moment, and if that happens, I'll end up getting eaten.
Like that wild boar.
“This pork is tasty, but it can’t compare to the taste of barbecued pork right after it’s been slaughtered.”
Wolfwin, who had come close to me for a moment, whispered in a tone that did not match his size.
“First of all, there are too many ears listening to talk about it here.”
“Okay, then let me know your schedule and I’ll try to arrange a time.”
“No, no. I’ll leave my contact information, so just check your schedule later and send me a time that works for you. I’m asking for a favor, so I have to accommodate you.”
“……Thank you for your consideration.”
Whatever your intentions, I think we'll have to meet first to find out.
There is still time, so if I can figure out a way to make it my power, I have nothing to fear.
For now, let’s focus on ‘that person.’
While I was lost in thought, Wolfwin asked.
“By the way, where did you get your hair done?”
"yes?"
“I saw you earlier and the hairdresser seems to be good at it.”
And then the conversation continued.
The conversation was about how Springwind is these days, and whether the 10th Circle Grandma Stew is still available.
I answered roughly so as not to be rude.
My main dish at this banquet is not Wolfwin.
It's almost time to come out... ... .
That was when.
Bam!
… … You finally appeared.
Jeokbuk- Jeokbuk⸺
A black gown embroidered with the Historia family crest, a symbol of the imperial family.
The blood-stained blade of his sword danced with every step he took, beneath his open front that exposed his chest.
This is Edgar Historia, the prince and scoundrel of the Habledown Empire.
“Why are all of you gathered here except me? It must be so sad.”
When the prince appeared, everyone stood up and bowed.
He walked over to a nearby table and took a swig of the bottle of alcohol he had snatched up.
“Haa…… Please give many examples to Your Majesty and continue enjoying yourselves. Okay?”
A hyena-like gaze was wandering around the banquet.
Whose neck should I bite, how should I chew, and how should I play with it?
It was a look that brought back such eerie feelings.
“……Enjoy it.”
The musicians who had been frozen in Edgar's presence began to play.
But once the excitement was over, it didn't last.
Those who had become contemplative were staring at their plates as if their noses were being pinched, and even those who held some power were forced to smile.
“Huh? Who are you?”
Edgar, who found Daphne shivering as if from the cold, approached her.
Daphne glanced at him as he walked towards her with brisk strides and flinched.
“You’re pretty~ Are you from the north?”
“That, that’s right…….”
"name."
"yes……?"
“What is your name?”
Edgar looks down at Daphne with his eyes wide open.
A tongue, stained black with something, was sticking out from between his lips.
“Name is fine, just play with me!”
Edgar lifted Daphne's wrist without asking her what was wrong. He looked like a fisherman who had caught a big fish.
Daphne bent her elbows in protest. Edgar's eyebrows furrowed as well.
“Why? Do you hate it?”
“That, that……!”
At that moment, Nulson jumped up from his seat.
“Your Majesty, she is my wife, my subordinate!”
… … He was quite a courageous guy.
But in front of Edgar, that courage was excessive.
Edgar waved his hand.
Clang!
The bottle of liquor that hit Nulson's head shattered into pieces.
The red wine mixed with blood ran down his forehead.
Nelson smiled earnestly.
“Please, please, please…….”
Sling.
Edgar, who had raised his sword up to Nulson's neck, spoke as if he had discovered a strange insect.
“Then will you play with me?”
“Please, please save me……!”
“Don’t you usually ask to be killed in times like this?”
Edgar licked his tongue over the blade where Nulson's face was reflected.
Nulson cried out with tears in his eyes.
“Kill me… Please kill me!”
Edgar laughed.
“……I really liked those words.”
It was a moment when strength was put into his hand holding the sword hilt.
“Please meet the prince.”
At that voice, Edgar's gaze turned to me.
His expression brightened like a child's when he noticed me.
“Rohan! Rohan, the winner of this championship!”
Soon, Edgar came running to me like a child who found a Children's Day present.
“Hey, just give me a hand. Okay?”
At those words, I knelt down and held out my hand.
At that moment, Edgar grabbed my hand and lifted me up.
Edgar scratched the back of his head in uncontrollable excitement.
“Did you know I’m a fan of yours?”
“It is true that the prince likes the championship. It is an honor.”
“Then sign for me.”
Edgar, who had thrown his robe aside, placed his sword in my hand.
What he held out for me to sign was not a piece of paper, but his own chest.
“Here. Yes?”
Finally, Edgar, who had been holding the sword, brought the tip of the sword to his chest.
Clank clank!
Slung⸺
The imperial knights who had been waiting took a step toward me.
Just pointing a sword at a member of the royal family is tantamount to treason.
A tremendous amount of murderous intent was focused on me.
“Quickly. Okay?”
“……Your Highness.”
“Why? Don’t tease me!”
“I’ll do it in a bigger place.”
As soon as I put the sword away, I cut my palm with the entire blade.
Soon, I began to draw a sign on the banquet floor with the tip of my knife, dripping with my blood.
Edgar asked with a distorted expression.
“What are you doing now?”
… … Great acting skills.
Even I was fooled into thinking this guy was a loser for a moment.
But I know.
“I couldn’t dare touch the body, so I carved it instead.”
“I definitely told you to do it here.”
That this man is a true saint.
“Isn’t this banquet hall also the property of the prince?”
Edgar raised the corners of his mouth as if he was interested.
Edgar, who had been bending his knees and licking my blood off the floor with his fingertips, looked up at me.

            “You, come play with me.”
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The staircase leading to the second floor of the banquet hall.
“I can’t figure it out.”
This banquet was not on Michael's schedule.
I tore up the invitation as soon as I received it.
However, the reason Michael attended the banquet was because of one person.
‘Isn’t it true that you’ve built a wall against success, Rohan?’
The Rohan he remembers was a strange species that even refused a position in the imperial guard.
Perhaps, if it weren't for Grace, I would have wandered the continent instead of coming to the capital after the war ended.
dingo.
That was the original form of Rohan, living as a ‘slave of the empire.’
‘This too, Grace, is it for her… … .’
I can't estimate it.
What kind of salvation do I need to receive to be ready to dedicate my life to repaying the favor?
How on earth did Grace save Rohan?
‘… ··For now, we have no choice but to watch.’
And I wondered.
The real reason Rohan came to the imperial banquet.
Again and again⸺
Michael arrived on the second floor and approached the railing.
No matter how much I looked at the stage, I couldn't see Rohan.
In the meantime, I was able to spot Rohan sitting across from Wolfwin.
Soon Michael focused his mana on her ear. Eavesdropping on their conversation, Michael reached for the ring.
“……Can you spare some time during this break?”
“If it’s time…….”
“I was thinking about going hunting together.”
“……Okay. Then, if you could let me know your schedule―”
Michael clicked his tongue and turned around.
I just couldn't listen.
‘It was just that beast’s toe that shook off my hand and grabbed me.’
Michael's steps were strong as he walked down the stairs.
It was the moment when he reached the main gate and took out a cigarette out of frustration.
“Sir Michael Riepenstein.”
“……!”
Michael froze when he saw Edgar.
He was watching Michael with eyes more intelligent than ever.
“The banquet is still in full swing, where are you going in such a hurry?”
Michael immediately answered, kneeling down with an example.
“I was in a hurry because something urgent came up.”
“Ah…… Still, I’ll have one dish to eat before I go. Out of consideration for His Majesty’s kindness.”
“…….”
Edgar turned his gaze to Michael, who remained silent.
“I hope it looks better next time I see it.”
And then Edgar opens the banquet hall door.
Rohan was approaching him as he began to ruin the banquet.
Michael was confused.
‘Rohan, could it be that your purpose is… … .’
Soon, his face turned pale as he realized Rohan's purpose.
‘… … Are you really in your right mind… …!’
* * *
The interior was completely black.
The wallpaper, the furniture, the decorations, everything represents Edgar's descriptions.
“How about my house? I made all this. Look! This turtle was carved from a single piece of ‘Black Stone’? Huh?”
I followed Edgar out of the banquet hall and found myself sitting in a mansion located northeast of Douglas.
The table in front of me was filled with food reminiscent of a banquet hall, and Edgar, holding a turtle statue in his hand, was chattering like a comical clown.
“Your Majesty.”
“Huh? Oh, this? This is it―”
“What are you going to do by bragging about ‘fake’?”
“…….”
You don't have to act in front of me.
Because his acting had already been shaky from the moment I left my signature on the banquet hall floor.
“If it’s just empty boasting, I’ve already seen it at banquets.”
The next moment.
bang!
Edgar, who had thrown down the statue, was staring at me indifferently.
In an instant, the hairs on my whole body stood up.
There was no movement of mana whatsoever.
Still, just,
“How rude.”
I'm scared.
“Have you forgotten who I am?”
Historia.
In front of that name, adjectives like Gamma Equal or Sword Master are useless.
Because the ones who decided all those formulas were the royal family that Edgar belonged to.
“Fake, do you even know what you’re talking about?”
I know it well.
It would be safer to put your head on the compressor than to say that one word just now.
In other words, it meant that I risked my life.
“I know that all the rumors about you are fake.”
“I could rape you right here, right now, kill you, and take out your heart. Does that still seem fake? After all, you have to experience the lowly things to know. Not knowing that it’s too late to regret it after you die.”
“Then try it.”
"under?"
I stood up, picked up one of the sharp, broken pieces, and offered it to Edgar.
“Here, you rape me, kill me, and take out my heart.”
“…….”
Edgar accepted the piece without saying a word.
In the blink of an eye, the tip of the sculpture was right before my eyes.
“……How can one be so rude?”
Edgar asked as if he was about to gouge out my eyes.
“How did you know my rumors were fake? If you don’t tell the truth, you’ll die.”
“Even though he is my prince, how can I truly repay him when he wears a mask while dealing with me?”
At those words, Edgar looked closely at my face.
“By any chance you…….”
That was when.
“Hahaha! Ahahahaha―!”
Edgar started laughing like a crazy person.
I felt so desperate that I couldn't breathe, hugging myself tightly…
He really looked like a clown with sad makeup on, trying to make the audience laugh.
“……There is no hesitation in your eyes. It is an attitude that cannot be expressed without being prepared to die at every moment.”
“That’s too much praise for me.”
“Why are you risking your life like that? What on earth are you doing it for?”
At that question, many things flashed before my eyes.
And as always, it was Grace's smile that lasted.
“Okay. I’ll take off my mask as you request.”
The gown flowed down over Edgar's footsteps as he approached the closet.
At the same time, the tattoo on his, or rather her, back was disappearing and her body shape was changing.
I turned my head away from Edgar's naked body.
She smiled seductively as she rummaged through her closet.
“Where did all that momentum from before go and where is that one red-faced man standing?”
“Come on, put on your clothes.”
At those words, Edgar's hand stopped.
She turned around and slowly approached me.
“Only Your Majesty can command me…….”
I could feel her body completely through the suit she was wearing.
Her breath, pressed against mine with her entire body pressed against mine, seeps into every crack between the collars of my clothes… … .
“I may not be able to kill you here and take out your heart, but I can rape you.”
“This is a body that rolled around a battlefield full of corpses. Please do not defile your own body.”
“Then it’s even better. I’ve been living my whole life disguised as a man, so you, with your experience, are the perfect fit.”
This wasn't part of the development I had planned.
“……Looking closely, I see that you have a pretty nice face?”
Long, white knuckles brushed my cheek.
A voice that sucks my breath in and spits it out again.
Dark black hair that looks like it could swallow me up at any moment.
Eyes filled with instinct after living as a wanderer for a long time.
Everything about her that was so closed off was tempting me.
I thought it couldn't go on like this.
“If you rape me here, you die.”
She stopped running her hand down to the nape of my neck and smiled strangely.
“What are you talking about?”
“It is literal.”
“Are you trying to kill me?”
“Even if you can’t kill them, you can watch.”
Edgar Historia.
She first appeared in episode 73 and dies on page 6 of episode 75 to be exact.
It's not like I'm dying at the hands of Michael or Grace.
Her death was really the beginning of it all.
And I was standing here to prevent that death.
“So promise me this. If you will preserve my chastity, I will preserve your life.”
“Chastity? You too?”
Fuck.
"……yes."
Edgar slowly took a step back and looked up and down my body.
Then I went back to the closet and put on a robe.
Only then did I feel relieved and continue speaking.
“There is a man in the Imperial Knights named Ail McKellen.”
“Are you talking about the vice-captain?”
“Yes. Interrogate him. And kill him whether he confesses or not.”
She looked up at me, sitting on the sofa, her chin resting on her hand.
“I already know that the Prince is the real owner of the Imperial Knights. However, if you do not weed out the spy now, not only you but also the Knight Commander will die.”
“That’s amazing. You knew that much. But that’s difficult. McKellen is one of the few people who are trusted by the Lycans. If I kill him, I’ll lose ownership of the Imperial Knights. Even if McKellen is a spy, the Lycans can’t kill him.”
Certainly, the relationship between Lycan and Ale is strong.
Ale and Lycan were like brothers, having been through thick and thin together on the streets.
But Ale has other ideas.
Even Lycan, who was like his own older brother, betrayed him.
“Show this note to the Knight Commander. He will understand.”
I wrote something on a notepad on the table and handed it to Edgar.
As she read the note, her pupils began to waver.
“……A lie?”
"doesn't exist."
“How did you know this?”
I can't answer just by reading the world.
“Aren’t you expecting this already?”
This world has now become a story I don't know.
* * *
After Rohan returned to the hotel.
Edgar, leaning against the bed alone, poured wine into a glass on the nightstand.
“An observer…….”
Before he left, Edgar asked one thing.
-Do you know anything about demons?
―The warriors of Hamelin have already begun to move. For revenge.
Rohan was an unfailing observer.
There was no need to ask any further; the answer was the evidence itself.
For some reason, there were some whose memories could not be erased even by the power of Emperor Historia, Merlin's true bloodline.
So he called them observers and used his power to kill them all.
‘The observer still exists. The power has been greatly weakened.’
"The Seal of Oblivion".
This spell is a literal power that can erase the opponent's memories when it is activated.
There is no one who does not fear losing his memory.
Memory is the human self itself.
Life is like that too.
Because life has always been a series of memories.
Losing your memory means losing everything, which is no different from death.
That was why the Historia family was able to reign as emperors among the numerous Weapon Masters and Archmages.
‘They are controlling the nobles by giving them wealth and honor, but how long will this last…?’
Times have changed a lot.
The nobles were no longer nobles, and the emperors were no longer emperors.
Perhaps in the near future, the House of Historia may disappear.
As time passed, the seal of oblivion gradually weakened, and in the merciless nature, elimination meant disappearance.
‘Besides, you never know where that observer might bounce off to.’
The simplest way is one.
Rohan, kill him now.
but.
‘How can you save me? This body that is nothing more than a loser… … .’
No one tried to save her.
The reason she not only dressed up as a man but also acted like a rascal was purely for survival.
Because the forces supporting Adela, who was the highest in the line of succession, were stronger.
That day, Edgar thought back to what Adela had said to him.
"“Live just as you are now. So much so that I would even feel it is a waste to kill you.”
“And die in the memories of everyone except me. That is the only way you can survive in this palace.”
So I chose to become a loser.
Because I had to survive first.
Because I wanted to survive and see the end of this one and only life.
But the price paid for this natural instinct to simply survive was horrific.
‘I had already chosen. Even though I knew that the result of living that way would be suffering… … I wanted to live.’
But now I just want to die.
As with all pain, no matter how much time passes, this pain never gets old.
‘Your Majesty’s life is now running out.’
The reason Adela could not attend this banquet or the last royal auction was because of her health.
Adela doesn't have much time left to live.
Moreover, he did not leave behind a successor to the throne.
If things continued this way, the empire would face civil war among the nobles.
Those birds of prey who have been diligently sharpening their claws will never miss this opportunity.
Edgar no longer wanted to interfere in the internal affairs of the palace.
Not only did I get tired a long time ago, but I've now lost the strength to fight.
‘So before that, I must die.’
I've seen all kinds of dirty nonsense countless times and I'm sick of it.
"still……."
As long as I'm alive though.
“……I want to drink a little more of this alcohol.”
Who would want to die?
Who would live to die?
“Lycan.”
At Edgar's call, the Lycan who had been guarding the door came in.
Lycan, who was looking at her outfit, rubbed his eyes.
“I told you to put on some clothes and go. Why, should I bring you some more wine?”
“That shitty way of speaking... Thanks to that, I became good at acting like a loser. Thank you.”
“Why are you saying thank you again? Then why don’t you raise the salary? Even though they are called the Imperial Knights, the salary is so low that the lower-ranking ones just take bribes and live off of it.”
“Even the lowest knight in the royal family takes home 300 million rings a year. If that’s too little, then I’ll have to sell my body.”
“Okay, okay! Anyway, I can’t even joke… What, what, what! So what do you want me to do? Huh?!”
Edgar reached out and picked up the note on the table.
Lycan, who had asked for a raise for no reason and lost his initial investment, approached me in anger and snatched the note away.
“Look.”
“What is this⸺”
The veins on Lycan's neck stood out as he read the note.
Finally, Lycan bared his teeth and asked again.
“……Is this real?”
“I guarantee it.”
“Where is the source?”
“My informant who found you in the gutter.”
“Black Star? If it’s Black Star, then I can trust it. They’re the ones who even found things hidden in the rotten buffalo intestines.”
Soon, Lycan, holding the hilt of his sword, bowed and turned around.
It was the moment when Edgar's voice caught his departing ankle.
“But I guess he was your old friend. Can you do it?”
“Your Majesty, if you can’t kill me after seeing this, then who else can you kill?”
“……Okay, I understand.”
Lycan left without even saying goodbye.
Edgar knew exactly what the Lycan was feeling.
The fact that his speech became more refined meant that he was really angry.
Step step step
The wine in the glass sloshed with her.
Edgar stopped in front of the window where moonlight poured in.
“…….”
She looked up at the night sky in silence and tilted her wrist down below her neck.
Gulp.
Wine flowing down your body.
A breath leaking out sadly between the lips.
"ha……."
Although he has been falsely accused of raping numerous people over the years.
“……I should have just done that before I died.”
In fact, she, who was of a holy status, did not even know how to comfort her loneliness.
* * *
“Douglas’ famous flower petal biscuit is only 500 ring per piece today!”
“Is it that delicious?”
I picked up a candy that really looked like a flower petal.
I only read the description, but it really was for sale.
“Of course! Come on, don’t do that and try to catch it.”
Then where… … .
Crispy―
“!”
The moment it touched my tongue, it melted away.
It was truly as soft as a flower petal.
And what remains in my mouth is the bright and sweet scent of flowers… … Wow, you really are making flowers out of sweets.
This is real magic.
“How is it? It melts very slowly, doesn’t it?”
“You have magical skills. Please pack four, no, five boxes of these.”
Having achieved my goal, I was shopping for gifts in the downtown area.
I originally planned to buy only gifts for Grace, but somehow I ended up buying gifts for other people too.
No need to worry about your wallet.
For this achievement, he received about 3 billion won from the imperial family.
Originally, dirty money should be spent immediately.
I looked through the shopping bags I was holding.
“Clothes, shoes, and a handkerchief… I bought almost everything.”
As you know, Grace wears a uniform wherever she goes.
Uniform when going to work, uniform when visiting our house.
Every time I saw Grace walking around in her uniform like some cartoon character, I felt a little sorry for her.
I guess I can just give him a gift as a natural excuse for visiting Douglas.
“Are you going to continue like this?”
I looked around at the still unfamiliar voice.
In the midst of a huge crowd.
An attractive woman wearing sunglasses and her black hair flowing was walking toward me.
“You’re still clumsy today. Just like last night.”
I was expecting Edgar to appear, so I just nodded.
You will find out soon enough.
Is this guy really a loser or a real saint?
“How can you say you’ve been to Douglas if you haven’t eaten spike fish?”
"yes?"
She came closer and linked arms with me.

            “You’d better follow along. Before I become a loser.”
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Grace swinging her sword with ease. The sword dance in the sunlight was beautiful.
Behind the expressionless face that seems to be worldly, there are worries that cannot be confessed.
thud!
As I rolled my feet, the mana that had been floating gently rose up and became an aura.
The aura that had formed around the sword's body soon became a halo along the sword's trajectory, dyeing the air.
‘… … It’s strange.’
weird.
Even if you eat like usual.
Even if you hold the sword as usual.
Even if you practice as usual.
It's not like usual.
‘Over and over… … .’
Her constant feeling of not being able to do something is nagging at her.
You shouldn't have this kind of mind.
Just having it makes me feel sorry and my heart feels like it's been bruised.
Still.
'……I miss you.'
I only spent a day away.
24 hours, 1,440 minutes, 86,400 seconds⸺
When I came to my senses, I realized that I was missing him by the second.
Squeak.
For a moment, my breathing seemed to be interrupted, and the sword deviated from its original trajectory by about a millimeter.
"……ah."
It was impossible.
It was a movement that had been repeated millions, tens of millions of times.
I didn't pursue perfection, but I practiced enough to become perfect.
‘Why am I like this?’
Grace paused from her practice and leaned back against the wall.
Then, a smartphone caught my eye.
When I saw it, my body moved on its own as if someone was controlling it.
It was the moment when I finally opened my smartphone.
‘I want to hear your voice.’
A voice that always brings peace of mind when I listen to it.
‘I want to see your face too.’
A detailed smile that always makes me feel reassured when I see it.
There was no indifference in him.
It was warm rather than cold.
Wherever he turned his gaze, something was standing there watching him.
As if I could grab it any time I reached out.
So easy to have.
As if asking for it.
‘… … That’s a mistake.’
He is not that kind of person.
What interests me is practicing the virtues of a knight who lives with loyalty and righteousness.
He was a warm person not only to me but to everyone.
Wherever I turn my eyes, something is watching me. By chance, our eyes met, and I, alone, thought it was inevitable…
Grace quietly turned over the smartphone she had placed on the floor.
She clasped her hands to her chest and recited the name as if praying.
“Rohan…….”
Without even realizing that our misaligned hearts were in fact becoming intertwined.
* * *
I should have eaten this with Grace.
A heavenly taste that you will have no regrets about even if you die soon if you eat it with someone you love.
That was a spike fish.
“You eat well. Here, have some more for me too.”
She, who had not touched the food, served me a plate of fried fish tossed in a magical sauce.
For a moment, my heart thumped.
They say that if you see someone of the opposite sex giving up a chicken leg, you are bound to be attracted to them.
It was almost like that. The spike fish was that delicious.
I asked politely.
“Do you have no appetite?”
“No matter how delicious a food is, if you keep eating it, you’ll get sick of it.”
Living in a place like this is bound to raise your taste buds.
Douglas was a place filled with delicacies that would have even the most discerning gourmets picking up what fell on the floor, as well as flower petal biscuits and spiked fish.
“So, what would you like me to call you now?”
If you openly call him Edgar, it's like advertising, "Here's a loser."
I already know her real name.
But if I say that I know that much, the plot gets twisted.
Because that name is a secret that only the Emperor and her remember.
“You don’t seem to know everything, do you?”
“Isn’t true knowledge to say that you know what you know and to say that you don’t know what you don’t know?”
“That’s true too.”
She smiled bitterly and brought the cup containing the drink to her lips.
“Karina. Call me whatever you want. This is a name that only you and I, no, the three of us, know.”
“Understood, Karina.”
Karina nodded with satisfaction and looked out the window at the street.
Her somewhat hazy eyes were following the footsteps of people.
“……Is it really possible?”
A look of doubt was creeping onto his face.
It was an expression of hope that it was possible, even though he thought it was impossible.
I wanted to take the doubt out of her face.
"it's possible."
The banquet hall belongs to the Emperor, not Karina.
I signed it and said that the banquet hall was Karina's.
This was soon a challenge to the emperor.
“How is that possible?”
“It’s simple.”
I gently pulled Karina's hand that was hanging down. If I say this out loud, I'll die.
“What now……?”
“Excuse me.”
Then he wrote on her palm with his fingertips.
Karina's eyes narrowed as she read the writing on the palm.
"……I?"
“It’s really simple, right?”
Karina Historia.
She should become the empress.
The only forces Karina has now are the Imperial Knights, who have been taken over by Lycans, and the group that supports her called the ‘Black Star’.
It was insignificant compared to the Imperial Guard and the Administration Bureau.
“You are putting yourself down too much.”
But the name ‘Historia’ alone is enough to ascend to the throne.
No matter how strong the influence of the nobility becomes, justification and symbolism cannot be ignored.
A cause without a just cause is nothing but treason.
A country without symbols is like a tree without roots.
No matter how big a tree is, if it has no roots, it will fall over the moment the wind blows, and no matter how lofty a cause is, if it has no justification, it is nothing more than a wicked idea stained with greed and desire.
The current emperor, Adela Historia, will soon die.
As soon as a year.
If there are variables due to the revised development, it will take at most two years.
"The Seal of Oblivion", that was the price paid for inheriting the technique.
If that happens, the divided nobles will divide the royal bloodline.
Karina predicts that the Historia royal family will soon disappear, but that is absolutely not the case.
The imperial family will not disappear. Even if we have to manipulate them like a puppet, the imperial family must not disappear.
Only then can one govern the people.
Since ancient times, a monarch has been someone that everyone follows, and at least most of the people followed the royal family.
“How many people like you do you think I’ve seen so far?”
In the midst of foolish emptiness, Karina laughed as if she had reached the end of her life.
“Ten? Twenty? Fifty? No, hundreds. Everyone tried to seduce me with sweet words. You’re not the type to do this. What’s the point of staying in second place… It’s the same thing over and over again.”
“But wasn’t that a conversation with your mask?”
“That’s right. There was no real conversation. But in their memories, the rascal was real. At least I, ‘Karina,’ was not a being in this world.”
I finished my meal following Karina as she got up from her seat.
As I went out onto the streets, I saw countless people living their lives today.
She continued to speak as she walked without a destination.
“My nanny said that when I was born, the first place I cried was in a trash can.”
There was a baby who was abandoned in a trash can the moment he was born.
“The first embrace I ever felt was not a warm mother’s chest, but a dirty, smelly pile of garbage.”
It was an unwanted birth.
No one wanted her to be born.
mistake.
Her existence was the result of a tangled web of someone's mistakes.
“In the end, my mother died just as she had feared. I don’t know if she died with her throat cut or her limbs torn off, but she died. Just because she gave birth to me.”
Karina's mother was a woman in the red-light district.
Then she met the emperor, and the two had sex.
For some, it was to soothe loneliness.
For some, it was to appease their hunger.
It was to appease the terrible, terrible hunger.
And the price for that is Karina, she.
“When I was ten years old, doing odd jobs like that, the imperial family came looking for me. They said my father didn’t have much time left to live.”
Even in the cold winter, hands that washed dishes with icy water were covered with lace-trimmed cotton gloves.
Her body, which used to be clad only in rags, became a doll for the maids who liked to dress it up, and her mouth, which used to beg all her life, learned how to give orders.
So Karina became the princess of the empire. It happened overnight.
“But the next year, a legitimate daughter was born.”
Karina became the princess of the empire for only one year.
After Adela Historia was born, Karina became invisible.
No matter what I did, Adela came first.
Whether greeting the servants, drinking tea, or doing anything else, Karina was second to Adela.
“I’m not angry. Anyway, all I need is a warm meal, a bed where I can sleep without worry, and a glass of water whenever I want.”
That was all Karina wanted from the palace.
But others didn't want that to be all.
“At first, I was on good terms with my younger sibling, but before I knew it, we had grown so distant that I couldn’t even see each other’s faces. I killed my younger sibling’s beloved puppy, I killed the nanny, I poisoned the food… Things I didn’t do were all taken as my own.”
There is nothing more unfair than being falsely accused.
It was from then on.
She became a loser.
“So you really killed your brother’s dog?”
"no."
“So you really killed your nanny and poisoned her food?”
"no……."
Amidst the scattered answers, we had already arrived at the beach.
I looked back at Karina and asked, looking at her bubble-like sadness.
“So, what did you ‘really’ do?”
Her voice crashed into my chest like a crashing wave.
“I……did nothing.”
“What do you want to do in the future?”
“No. That’s why I came to see you.”
She took a step closer.
“Tell me, what can you make of me?”
What was before my eyes was no longer a scoundrel, a princess, or an illegitimate child.
It wasn't even Edgar or Karina.
What I encountered on this beach was something abandoned and still unnamed.
An unknown flower that you come across by chance while walking down the street.
Clouds disappearing without a sound.
My thoughts as I watch the sun set at the end of the day.
Nameless, all of that… … .
“……I also tried to use you.”
Like any other noble, I thought of him as a tool to achieve my goals.
I vaguely thought of you as nothing more than a character in this novel.
A life that was going to die anyway, a life that was going to be thrown back into the trash can, I tried to recycle it.
You, who are not a novel, not a character, but who are being born right before my eyes.
match-
Karina, who had raised her cheek, took off her sunglasses.
I didn't sense any sadness or anger from her.
However, as if he had known this would happen, he was laughing so hard that his eyes hurt.
“Once this moment passes, we will have never met. I don’t know what your purpose is, but I don’t want to do anything anymore.”
And then he leaves.
The path before her feet seemed so clear.
“It was nice to meet you…….”
What lies at the end of that road, and what will happen when you reach it.
“Karina!”
Her name, screamed at the top of her lungs, echoed across the beach.
She was looking back at me, standing tall as if her heart had stopped.
I can't promise you that you'll keep living and that you won't have to act like a loser anymore.
I couldn't carry all that burden on my weak shoulders.
“……At the last moment, I will let you die as ‘Karina’.”
But still.
At least for that last moment.
I have room to carve it into my page.
“Please don’t forgive me.”
It's such an arrogant thought, but...
… … Just this once, I will judge your life with these hands.
Sling-
I drew my sword and rushed at Karina.
She just closes her eyes.
Just like I've always been waiting for.
Chae-Ang!
Suddenly, sparks flew over Karina's head.
The man facing me smiled slyly.
“Ah, senior… Just get out of the way.”
“Put away your sword, Lycan.”
Lycan Loader.

            This person is the real culprit who killed Karina.
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                                § Mangnani (3)
The Lycan's sword split into many branches and was stuck all over the sandy beach.
Woohoooo―
Soon a massive interference spell trapped us.
Lycan, with his back to the opaque, shimmering cityscape, took out two daggers from his bosom.
“Come on, let’s do this together. Okay? That woman is going to die anyway.”
“You didn’t kill Ale?”
The lycan raised his dagger and scratched the back of his head with the end of the handle.
“Ah…… That note was written by Senior?”
No matter what I wrote in that note back then, the outcome would not have been different.
“I didn’t kill him. I just cut off one of his fingers.”
Even if he was a Lycan, he couldn't kill Ale, who had been like a brother to him his entire life.
“I’m going back to my hometown to farm. Damn, I’m tired of this shit. I’ve already saved up enough money, and I’ve seen how the nobles live. But……”
Lycan, whose smile was gradually fading away, aimed his dagger at Karina.
“……That girl, no, ‘that guy’ has to die for us to live.”
As soon as the words were finished, the daggers clashed.
Lycan whispered as he pressed down on my sword body with the tips of his two swords.
“If you keep your mouth shut, no one will know. No one will know whether that woman who will soon die on this beach was a scoundrel or a prince. At times like this, we need to join forces as street people. Okay?”
A hot wind began to blow around me.
“No one has the right to decide the life or death of another.”
The prototype of "The Four Seasons".
Soon, a fierce summer struck Lycan.
Boom!
A lycan with its entire body scorched rolled around on the floor.
The sand began to turn crimson with the blood that had seeped into it.
He shouted as he lay face down.
“What the hell is the problem?”
The lycan, who had been stabbed in the ground with his dagger, was rising like a zombie.
“Is it a problem if I kill you because you want to die? Hey, you always said you wanted to die. So what’s the problem if I kill you?”
The lycan, wielding a dagger in reverse, charged at me again.
The moment I lightly breathed mana into the ring, its core began to expand as if it was going to burst.
Woohoo!
I slammed the running lycan's head into the ground.
“I will change everything.”
“Don’t be a jerk. You can’t change anything. Just like us!”
Before the shock of the collision had even subsided, the Lycan extended his dagger.
Kyaang!
“You can change it. Just like the prince changed your life from being a slum.”
“What do you know! As long as the royal family exists in this land, we are eternal slaves!”
It's definitely strong.
Even though I slightly released the ring's power, it was enough to stick together equally.
He grabbed Lycan by the collar and said.
“I will dismantle that royal family.”
"……what?"
“And the nobility will create a world without ranks. A world where no one will starve to death in a ditch, and no one will be abandoned at birth.”
“Fuck, if this world is just words, then I can do it too⸺”
Boo-woong pressed the lycan's body that had risen to the ground.
Kuung!
“Nobody!”
After a while I looked back at Karina.
“……I won’t let you die for no reason.”
It was the moment when I looked down at Lycan again
“Bullshit!”
Tsk tsk tsk!
A brain storm engulfed my eyes.
I was shocked all over and fell down.
The lycan was walking towards Karina, bleeding.
Lycan, who had soon arrived in front of Karina, opened his mouth and aimed a dagger at her neck.
“Say something. It would be better if you beg.”
Karina answered calmly.
“You knew it would end up like this, didn’t you?”
“……Before you kill me, let me ask you one thing.”
“As much as you want.”
“Why did you save me?”
Lycan grabbed her hair for a moment and asked again, thrusting the dagger into the nape of her neck.
“I was dying in the rotten intestines of a buffalo! ……Why did you save me?”
Karina doesn't answer.
It was the moment when the Lycan, who had clenched his teeth, put strength into his wrist.
“The piece of bread you shared with me in the red-light district.”
"what?"
“That hard, dry bread you gave me when I was starving to death.”
Karina smiled without hope or despair.
“Wasn’t it you who saved me first?”
“When I asked you before, you said you didn’t remember when you were young.”
“How could I forget the most painful memory in my life?”
Lycan took a step back, clutching his face filled with regret.
“This fucking…….”
Then he stamped his feet on the sand several times.
“Fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck!”
As if he was killing himself for trying to kill her.
“Fuck!”
As if lamenting that stupidity.
Karina turned her gaze to me.
“Did you ask me what I wanted to do?”
She continued to speak, shedding tears of loneliness.
“I want to live.”
The eyes that had been looking at the day of death all their lives began to come alive.
“I just…… want to live.”
The lips that had always spoken of death were now speaking of life.
“Can you give me your life as a piggyback ride?”
The wind blows.
The waves were rising.
“That’s not for me to decide.”
Now it's time to set sail.
* * *
I was standing in front of the elevator, ready to leave Douglas.
Ding-
As the elevator door opened, a Lycan in the form of ‘Khan’ waved happily.
“Hehehe, I came to pick you up!”
“To treat Gamma Rating like this… I will formally protest this matter to the palace.”
“No, why!”
Lycan, who had received my luggage, pressed the button.
As the doors closed and the elevator descended, I glanced at him.
“……Your acting was a mess. I thought you’d get caught.”
“Hey, are you only going to do it, senior?”
We looked at each other's faces and snickered.
Lycan took a note out of his pocket and handed it to me.
“How did you know? That I couldn’t kill Ale.”
“Because loneliness is harder to bear than hunger. I knew that if Ale, who was like a brother to you, died, you would be isolated.”
The Lycan, who had been staring blankly at me, soon came to his senses and shrugged his shoulders.
“Then you shouldn’t have threatened me with that.”
“I didn’t want to do that. Let’s stop talking. So, what did Ale do?”
“I sent him back home. He can farm even without his little finger. Anyway, thank you. Even though he had bad habits, it wasn’t like this. I could have stopped him before he got any bigger.”
Two days ago.
The night I first met Karina and returned to the hotel.
A lycan came to me, holding a dagger dripping with Ale's blood.
I only said one word to him who was rushing to kill me.
-There is a plan to save everyone.
Episode 75, page 6.
On that page, the reason Lycan killed Karina was because she wanted to die.
The lycan killed her and then took his own life.
That was the whole story.
I asked.
“If she really wanted to die, would you have killed her?”
"……yes."
Lycan agreed to join my plan, but on one condition.
It was precisely to confirm Karina's will.
Perhaps if Karina had wished for death at that moment, the plan would have failed.
Still, I was confident.
It's not because I read this page.
It's not because I'm a reader of this world.
Because when it comes to living, everyone has the same heart.
“But you saw me yesterday, right?”
"huh?"
“That brain storm back then, honestly, I shot it to kill my senior.”
It was quite painful somehow… … .
“Let’s have a proper fight sometime. Okay?”
“We’re on the same boat now. We can’t afford to fight each other on this cramped deck.”
“Who wants to fight there? This ship will dock someday. Let’s fight there.”
Ding-
“After everything is over, then.”
The elevator arrived at the first floor.
I took a step through the open door with a smile.
“Okay. If you’re still alive by then.”
“Even if I tell you, it’ll be bad luck… Ah, let’s not go together!”
“How long are you going to call me senior, senior? You’re not even my classmate.”
“Hey, why are you doing that to someone who came from the same street? Senior.”
“That damn street kid…….”
“Oh! Have you tried spike fish? If you don’t eat it, you’ll go to Douglas…….”
…….
* * *
[Habledown Airlines Flight 48 to Canterbury is now boarding its last passengers. For those of you who have not yet boarded… … .]
After completing check-in, I listened to the announcement and headed to the gate.
Now you can meet Grace.
I've only seen you for a few days, but I miss you so much.
If I had known this would happen, I should have taken at least one photo. I had plenty of opportunities.
“Are you going to leave without even saying hello?”
Karina, who was sitting in the terrace hall and holding an umbrella, showed off her sunglasses.
I approached her and bowed to her.
“I didn’t know you would come to see me off.”
“Even though it looks like this, it’s still a warm mess to my people.”
Karina, who watches me like a goblin playing tricks on me.
It was ridiculous.
“Are you stupid?”
“How foolish…… How foolish of me.”
“That’s not a compliment.”
“I know.”
Karina, who had been staring at me intently, continued speaking.
“Like the smoke on the beach that day.”
“It looks like I got caught.”
“I don’t know about anything else, but I’m quick-witted. And I can’t fool these eyes that have been acting my whole life.”
“Was it really just an act that you were a fan of the Championship?”
“No. That’s the truth. That’s how lies become truths.”
Karina came up to me and gently adjusted my collar.
“……I’ll fool you just this once. If you try to fool me again, I’ll really rape you.”
For a moment, I got goosebumps.
Maybe because I've been acting like a loser for so long, I couldn't tell if it was real or an act.
Then Karina smiled brightly.
Only then do you realize it's acting.
“It’s time.”
“Go. Before the person you love waits any longer.”
“How did you know that?”
“I can tell just by looking at your face that you're thinking of someone all day long.”
Karina's lips, which had soon come close to mine, quickly brushed past mine.
side.
“So doesn’t that make you want it even more?”
Karina, who had kissed my cheek, smiled bashfully in response.
“You are taking this joke too far.”
“What if it’s not a joke?”
“Please take care of your body…….”
“You’re cute.”
Karina turned around and continued speaking.
“So what do you want from me?”
Last night I passed some information on to Karina.
If they had that information, they could have solidified the position of the Imperial Knights and further expanded their power.
I answered, looking at my fate that was still moving towards death.
“Please save my life next time.”
"life?"
“Yes, that will do.”
“Saying that something difficult is nothing... I will try.”
"thank you."
In a world where we become each other's hell.
Sometimes we become each other's salvation.
Because that's life, going back and forth between heaven and hell.
“I’ll go now.”
I walked to the gate, feeling Karina's gaze.
She will live as a good loser from now on.
When a normally bad guy suddenly does something good, you tend to be more impressed even though you are initially suspicious.
He will be a scoundrel who harasses the nobles and a wise king who looks down on the people.
We are apart for now, but we will meet again someday.
〔 Development Modification 〕
〔 85P earned 〕
My goal is still far away, and there are still pages left unwritten.
* * *
The air in Douglas is indeed clear.
As soon as you land at Canterbury Airport, you will feel out of breath.
“You did come back safely.”
Because I had more luggage than I expected, I sent it via courier on the same day.
I reached out and bought too many things, thinking of Grace.
If only that could make her smile even a little.
How great would it be if I could buy one millimeter of heart?
Having attended this banquet, I have established a base of power.
Now that the foundation has been laid, it's time to build the building.
I also need to raise Ellie’s abilities a bit more, prepare for Ariel’s ‘awakening’, and make sure that bastard Michael doesn’t do anything stupid…
“……It’s heavy.”
My hands are empty, but my shoulders are sore.
Is there still this much work left to do?
“Rohan.”
… … The burden I carry loses its weight in her voice.
“When did you come? No, how…….”
“I heard from Alice. She said she’s coming today.”
“……Lady Grace.”
There were many times when I wanted to ride along too.
Pretend I don't know you,
ㅤㅤㅤㅤ ㅤ미ㅤㅤㅤㅤ당ㅤ
ㅤㅤㅤBu ㅤ하 ㅤ이 ㅤ신 ㅤ
ㅤㅤㅤDan ㅤEl ㅤㅤㅤㅤI
Chapter 1 Chapter 2 Chapter 3 Chapter 4 Chapter 5 Chapter 6 Chapter 7 Chapter 8 Chapter 9 Chapter 10 Chapter 11 Chapter 12 Chapter 13 Chapter 14 Chapter 15 Chapter 16 Chapter 17 Chapter 18 Chapter 19 Chapter 20 Chapter 21 Chapter 22 Chapter 23 Chapter 24 Chapter 25 Chapter 26 Chapter 27 Chapter 28 Chapter 29 Chapter 30 Chapter 31 Chapter 32 Chapter 33 Chapter 34
ㅤㅤㅤUh ㅤㅤㅤㅤSeo ㅤㅤ사
ㅤㅤㅤWith my hand ㅤㅤ
ㅤㅤㅤㅤ ㅤ을ㅤㅤㅤㅤ하다
ㅤㅤㅤNam ㅤㅤㅤㅤRead ㅤㅤBok
ㅤㅤㅤI got it ㅤㅤㅤI got it ㅤㅤㅤㅤ
ㅤㅤㅤI didn't get it anymore
ㅤㅤㅤLa ㅤIt wasn't like that ㅤ
ㅤㅤㅤIf it was ㅤ라ㅤ있다ㅤ더ㅤ ·
ㅤㅤㅤㅤ ㅤ면ㅤ더ㅤ라ㅤ ·
ㅤㅤㅤㅤ ㅤㅤㅤㅤRaㅤㅤmyeon
ㅤㅤㅤㅤ Cotton
… … All those thoughts were falling like rain.
“What’s wrong, Rohan?”
Grace came running to me with a surprised look on her face for the first time.
Her fingertips, which I always wanted to hold on to, touched my eyes.
“What happened?”
“Nothing happened. It was just…….”
I looked at your blurred face and smiled.
“……I missed you.”
I don't want to be away from you even for a day.
"uh?"
“Nothing. Oh, I got some prize money this time, so I bought some shoes and clothes—”
"……me too."
My thoughts stop.
“I wanted to see…….”
[The fate of ‘Grace Euclid’ changes.]
【 Mainstream : Rest 】
✵ Goal: Eat the petal biscuit with ‘Grace Euclid’.
- failure " -
- Success 》 ‘1P’
… … Don't joke around.
Don't tease me with things like this...
……still.
If it's mainstream, there's nothing we can do about it.
“I bought some delicious biscuits. Would you like to stop by my house and try them?”
"good."
“Aren’t you curious about what kind of biscuit it is?”
“Huh? That… what kind of biscuit is that?”
“It’s a biscuit shaped like a flower petal, and when you eat it, it’s crunchy but soft like a flower petal. The ending is sweet and has a wonderfully bright taste…….”
A day that felt somewhat empty.

            As always, the margins of my life are filled with you.
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                                § Side dish (1)
“According to the first law of swordsmanship dynamics, the aura emitted does not disappear, but remains as residue around the user. This can also be used for the desired technique, and the arrangement used here is…….”
Ariel carefully took notes of Grace's lecture with her hand, while her eyes were intently focused on Ellis.
It was an incredible amount of concentration. Or maybe it was obsession.
‘… … I won’t take it from you.’
Memories of that day were coming back like a hangover.
* * *
A week ago.
After being discharged from the hospital, Ariel and Ellis entered a deserted bar in Little Heath.
Ellis glanced at Ariel over the menu she was looking at.
“That’s surprising. You know how to drink alcohol too?”
“Don’t treat me like a child.”
“I’m not saying that’s necessarily the case… Okay, I don’t want to drink. If you’re going to drink, drink alone.”
Ellis openly declares abstinence from alcohol.
Ariel wiggled her eyebrows as she wiped her hands with the cleanser.
“You came all the way here with me and want me to drink alone? Are you kidding me?”
“Sorry. I’d love to hang out with you, but I’m quitting drinking.”
Ellis also wanted to drink alcohol.
How many years have passed since I became a wine glass?
She was the one who licked every drop of alcohol that flowed down her hand.
Still, there was one reason why I quit drinking so drastically.
‘My dream is something that cannot be seen even when I am sober. To achieve that dream, I must not be drunk.’
It's a dream you won't be able to reach even if you walk straight your whole life.
It is a goal that can never be reached by staggering, unsteadying, and falling.
Because she had that goal, Ellis was able to boldly quit drinking.
That is, until Ariel provoked him.
“Were you scared?”
“What? Afraid? Is this real!”
“That’s the situation. Or, should I call the owner and ask him? Are you scared or not?”
The eyebrows narrow beneath the reddened forehead.
Ellis, who felt a sudden surge of heat, lifted her bangs.
“This is ridiculous, really?”
“Do whatever you want. I won’t force you. I don’t want to carry you around like you’ve become a piece of cake.”
“……Are you sure?”
“Will I get good grades just by studying? I can only get good grades if I can confidently guess the answers I have figured out.”
“Ah… is that it?”
widely!
Ellis rang the bell, roughly covering the menu.
The bar owner, who had been hiding in the kitchen to watch them, jumped out in surprise at the sound of the doorbell.
“Here, three bottles of ‘River of Lethe.’”
“Le, you mean the river Lethe? And the side dish? If you eat it without the side dish, you’ll really forget…….”
Ellis chuckled amid the bar owner's worried voice.
“The side dish is already there. Right in front of me.”
Alice gestured at Ariel as if she was going to bite into dried squid at any moment.
Ariel shrugged.
“Is three bottles enough? Add three more.”
“Are you sure about that? You’re going to die. You’ll die socially because tomorrow’s newspaper will have Little Heath drunk crawling around like a dog on the front page.”
“I’m sorry, but I’ve never been drunk before.”
Ariel crossed her legs and rested her chin on her hand, looking at Ellis.
“Let’s make a bet: Who will crawl like a dog?”
“Sir, please hurry up and give it to me!”
“Yes, yes!”
After a while, alcohol was placed on the table.
Ellis picked up the bottle first and broke it with dazzling skill.
Ellis, who had poured an entire bottle of Lethe water into a 500cc beer mug, gestured to Ariel.
“Have a drink. Light.”
“Yeah.”
Ariel reaches out without hesitation.
It was the moment I brought the glass to my lips.
Gulp - Gulp⸺
Ariel emptied her glass in one gulp and opened a new bottle as if it were nothing.
“Now it’s your turn.”
“……That’s interesting. It wasn’t just a case of being brave, was it?”
Ellis, who was picking up her glass that was filling up to the brim, bared her teeth in warning.
“It is fatal and cannot be detoxified with mana.”
“In that case, I’d rather drink water.”
“It’s been a while since you said something I like.”
Gulp gulp⸺
So I emptied two bottles and now the fourth.
So far, both of them are in good condition.
Ellis asked, her mouth starting to feel bitter.
“But why are you drinking all of a sudden? It’s not like you.”
In her mind, Ariel was an image far removed from alcohol.
He was a person who didn't have any friends by his side, devoted himself solely to studying, and when everyone else went out to party, he would stay in the training center and just practice.
Always not knowing what you want to do or what you want to be.
A face like a swordsmanship book that you can't understand no matter how much you read it.
So, the person is even more incomprehensible.
Ariel was that kind of person to Alice.
“……Sometimes I want to get drunk like this.”
Ariel hugged herself with one arm.
“And your face, it looked like you were really hungry for a drink.”
“Me, me when!”
“That’s right. Earlier in the hospital room.”
At those words, Ellis's spirits softened. She swirled her glass and asked.
“So you asked me to drink because of you?”
"well."
“Tch, anyway, who would say it’s the Riepenstein family?”
Then Ariel suddenly asked.
“Why do you hate our family so much?”
“I don’t particularly hate it. I just don’t like it.”
“That’s what I hate.”
“What I mean is, I hate this guy named Michael Riepenstein.”
Springwind's problem child.
In front of Michael, Ellis always had that stigma attached to her.
Because you're not capable, because you don't try hard, because you're stupid, because you donated money to get in.
‘… … It wasn’t that I wanted to do that.’
“That professor once told me to live up to my subject.”
“It is presumptuous and a waste of time to rush into something without even knowing the topic.”
“Giving up is also a form of courage.”
“You must also know how to give up boldly. Do not limit the opportunities given to you with a narrow perspective.”
“What’s so regrettable about becoming a knight? I think it would be a good idea to just spend the rest of my life under the shadow of a giant like my father…….”
Ellis, whose words had been trailing off, drank her glass.
As expected, there was nothing like Michael's side dish.
Ariel followed her and emptied her glass, answering.
“It’s true that the lord is cold-hearted. He always has standards and acts according to those standards. But the lord I remember is different from you. Very different.”
“How is it for you? Yeah, I’m curious. How is it at that human’s house?”
“I always read books in the study.”
“I knew it.”
“Then there are times when he speaks to me.”
"when?"
Ariel's eyes closed.
The image of Michael that only she knew began to appear before her eyes.
“……Have you eaten?”
“What is that? That’s obvious―”
“How was school? Did anyone bully you? Did you feel uncomfortable? Was there anything you wanted? Was the weather nice? Did you see the spring breeze…….”
Ariel opened her closed eyes and continued speaking, thinking of someone she was both grateful and resentful of.
“There is no one who is not warm to everyone. It’s just that they are not you.”
“Oh, I know!”
Ellis, who was embarrassed by the unexpected answer, ordered more drinks for no reason.
Then, he looked at Ariel's expression and asked.
“Do you… have someone you like…?”
“Why do you ask that?”
“No. Just pretend you didn’t hear that. Hey, let’s just have a snack—”
"there is."
Ellis' hand, which was picking up the menu, suddenly stopped.
The next moment, the words that came out of Ariel's mouth struck Ellis' broad forehead.
“The person you like right now.”
Clank, such an auditory hallucination came to Ellis.
"what?"
It was confusing.
What is he talking about now?
Then, surely Ariel also loves Grace…?
……no!
“When, when did it start?!”
Ariel answered calmly, unlike Ellis's flustered voice.
“From the beginning.”
“So when was the first time!”
“A very long time ago.”
Why did it have to be Ariel of all people!
Ariel is a person who can do anything.
If it were him, he would do this and that to the pure and kind Grace…
“Absolutely not!”
Ellis, whose delusions were growing more and more paranoid, could no longer bear it any longer and shouted.
“Why can’t I? It’s selfish of you.”
“Oh, anyway, that won’t work. ‘That person’ isn’t interested in people like you?!”
“Whether he is interested or not is up to ‘him’.”
Ariel shook her head and finally sighed.
“Well, since you are such a charming and cool person, it’s only natural that you would be popular with ‘things like this’ as well.”
Pod⸺
Finally, Ellis lost her sense of reason and stamped her feet.
“What? Something like this? This guy… Bring me a glass of alcohol! I’ll erase all those memories!”
“If it is possible.”
Ellis breathed heavily as she filled Ariel's glass.
Alice and Ariel drinking together.
After drinking ten bottles of water from the river Lethe each, they held out all the way home with only their pride, but the moment they entered their room, they crawled to their beds like dogs and fell asleep.
* * *
Although I've forgotten all the other memories, that moment is still vivid.
Ariel's hand gained strength. Then the pen slipped from her hand and rolled across the floor.
"ah."
It was the moment she was about to get up from her seat.
“You’re working hard.”
Rohan, holding a pen, was approaching.
It was the moment when Ariel's fingertips flinched, not knowing what to do.
“I hope you work as hard as you did today next semester. It’s nice to see you.”
"thank you."
Rohan's voice lingered in her head as she lowered her head.
‘Rohan was watching me… … .’
My thoughts just fly away.
Just standing in front of Rohan makes me look like a fool.
Rohan finally returns to his seat.
Ariel stared blankly at his back.
Meanwhile, Ellis, who had been looking up at Grace, raised her hand.
“Professor! Could you show me the theory you just mentioned in a technical way? I don’t quite understand it.”
“Good idea, Ellis. Well then…….”
Grace nodded in agreement and soon began to use her magic.
For a moment, Ellis and Ariel looked at each other.
“…….”
In a silence as sharp as a blade.
Conflicting thoughts were clashing violently.
‘See? You only call me by my name? Grace is mine!’
‘Did you see? I’m the only one watching. Rohan will never be taken away.’
Whether they did or not, Rohan's thoughts were one.
‘I start practicing as soon as I get home.’
The goal is to recreate the taste of spiked fish eaten in Douglas.
It was only for Grace.
* * *
“I don’t know if it’s because of the growth, but it seems pretty plausible.”
When I got home, I was gathering my thoughts while eating the spiked fish I had made.
The first semester is almost over.
Just because the semester is over doesn't mean you can just relax and have fun.
Rather, it is time to organize and plan future goals.
It's still not enough to overthrow this empire.
In order to make Karina the emperor, we must first eliminate her enemies.
Or make them my side.
First of all, let's put this aside for a moment, as it will come up later.
“You still haven’t reconciled…….”
After looking closely at Alice and Ariel during today's lecture.
Their relationship was no different from the beginning.
It seems like it's gotten worse.
Since they are incompatible with each other, they have no choice but to push each other away.
“It’s ambiguous for me to even step forward…….”
I flipped through the calendar for next month and checked my schedule in advance.
The final day is this Friday.
There are only two fencing classes left this semester.
By the way, when are we going to meet Wolfwin?
I have to take summer semester classes too.
“It’s a bit late, but I think this will be fine.”
That was when.
Tiring ring―
The sender was Ellie.
[Rohan?]
"what's the matter?"
[Nothing much. I was thinking about taking Professor Grace to our villa next week.]
villa?
Which villa are you talking about?
If it's a villa belonging to the Eclat family, there must be more than 15 of them.
I answered coldly.
“You’re a summer semester student. Aren’t you getting your credits?”
[Sigh… … You can just go and fill it out when you get back! It starts in two weeks after the semester ends anyway.]
It's a villa... ... Wait a minute.
Come to think of it, I still haven't given back the ring I bought at the last auction.
In that moment, Grace's answer to me at the airport was played back to me.
-I wanted to see…
What did those words mean?
I think it was just a polite remark… … .
I don't know.
Because I will still be… …not in Grace’s heart.
Still, I don't think it's impossible.
Such words are only possible when a certain level of favor has been built up, and there are no meaningless actions.
If I build up my favorability rating this time, I think I'll be able to somehow give her a ring.
“I’ll think about it.”
[Why does Rohan think that? The important thing is Professor Grace's will. If the professor doesn't go, Rohan is out!]
“……I’m hanging up.”
I wasn't even in their sights.
Tiring ring―
The bell rings again.
This time it was Ariel.
“Ariel?”
[Hello, Associate Professor.]
It was something like this.
I got a call from Ariel.
Of course, I knew the contact information of the associate professor and his student, but this was the first time I had called him like this.
[Are you busy right now? If you are busy, call back later… … .]
“It’s okay. Why?”
[If it's okay with you, Professor, would you like to go to the training camp with me next week?]
“Training camp?”
[Yes. I'm having some trouble these days. I think it would be good if the associate professor could give me some private lessons.]
“Who is going?”
[Of course, it's just me and the associate professor.]
“Where is it?”
[… … ‘Shannon’.]
Shannon is a forest area famous for its beautiful scenery, but it is often deserted due to the frequent appearance of demons.
weird.
I remember my death quarter having already passed.
〔 "Sixth Sense" activated 〕
… … The fate is still the same.
Is it just time to die?
What should I do? Ariel is still someone I need to be particularly careful about.
[Assistant Professor?]
“Oh, sorry. I had to check the schedule.”
[Do you not like it… …?]
It was a voice that made one automatically picture a sorrowful face even though it couldn't be seen.
I'm in an awkward position.
If I refuse, my fate line will likely nosedive towards "death," and if I accept, I won't be able to go to the villa with Grace.
……for a moment.
Training camp?
“Shannon isn’t going.”
[Yes? Then I refuse―]
“I’ll check the schedule and contact you again tomorrow. Wait.”
A brilliant idea occurred to me.

            A trick that can prevent the worsening of fate, provide training, and even give a ring to Grace.
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                                § Side dish (2)
Travel was far from me.
Going out to play requires time, and in reality, I didn't have time.
At times like that, I read novels.
The moment I open the page, my journey begins.
Every letter I read embraces me like an unfamiliar and exciting landscape, wind, or fragrance.
“Let’s change the mood.”
I used to find solace in watching the main character and characters through a thin bookcase or a glass screen.
“Everyone’s expressions have been so bad lately, haven’t they?”
When it became a reality, it was rather calm.
I just calmly looked at the reality approaching me.
“We’re not going out to play. This is just training.”
Inside the car, it was rattling and shaking.
I scolded Ellie while I was driving.
“Don’t you know how popular the swordsmanship department is right now? If things continue like this, you won’t be able to register for classes next semester.”
“You think it’s because you’re good at something? It’s all because of Professor Grace’s popularity, you idiot.”
Ellie, who was biting her lip, covered my mouth with the bread she was eating.
Then he politely handed over an unopened loaf of bread to Grace, who was sitting in the passenger seat.
“Are you bored? Have some of this!”
“Thank you, Ellis.”
“Hey, if you need anything else, just let me know.”
"okay."
Grace accepted the trip without saying much.
There was no sign of concern.
I was even more curious that she didn't seem to enjoy traveling.
“Lord Rohan. Wipe it with this.”
Ariel pushed Ellis away with her shoulder and handed her a handkerchief.
And a water bottle too.
I appreciate it, but it's a bit burdensome.
The reason was reflected in the rearview mirror.
“Why don’t you bring a chin rest instead? Rohan.”
Michael Riepenstein.
He was staring at me with a fire in his eyes from the back seat of the car as if he was going to kill me.
“I see a convenience store over there. Let’s stop by and buy some diapers and formula. There’s a newborn here who can’t even wipe his mouth by himself.”
“Then, Professor Riepenstein, would you please drive? Don’t let a newborn drive.”
“I’m sorry, but I don’t have a license.”
“Aha, so all the times you’ve been commuting to and from work, you were all driving without a license? I guess I’ll have to report this to the authorities.”
“……I’m tired. Is it because I stayed up all night researching?”
Michael closes his eyes and pretends not to know.
I don't know why that kid followed me.
Plus, there was low pressure all day today.
I am not unaware of the jealousy that is wrapped up in that human timidity.
Maybe it's because of Ariel.
Damn, I should've just stayed home and studied next semester's topics with my girl… … .
“The view is beautiful.”
I followed Grace's words.
A turquoise halo began to appear before my eyes.
Unlike the artificial beaches I had seen in Douglas, the real sea sparkled like a jewel.
Next to it, a rather charming villa was waiting for us alone, and the pure nature untouched by human hands welcomed everything like a mother opening her arms.
“It’s beautiful, just as you said…….”
My lips naturally opened at the vast beauty.
The descriptions I read were just descriptions.
Just as description cannot keep up with imagination, and imagination cannot go beyond reality.
“……Good.”
A smile that comes from deep within.
I was again moving forward without hesitation towards some page.
* * *
First, I unpacked and waited for my companions on the terrace, then I swept the ring away.
⸺「Sylvia's Ring」⸺
◈ Characteristic: Amplification
◈ Description
- When used, temporarily doubles the user's abilities.
- The amount of ability increase can be adjusted depending on the amount of mana infused by the user.
- It's old and its durability is almost depleted.
This ring is important to me.
That's why it should be used at important moments.
But as the explanation said, its durability, or lifespan, was almost at its end.
Twice in the future, or four or five times if you use it with adjustments.
I don't need to tell you what happens to the ring after that.
“You shouldn’t lean on this ring.”
The last time I used the ring during the fight with the Lycans on Douglas Beach was a kind of insurance policy. I also had to reveal my power to Karina.
Perhaps, if he hadn't used the power of the ring, he wouldn't have been able to properly fight the Lycan, let alone deceive Karina.
That brain storm almost killed me.
No matter how well you coordinate, Lycan is an uncontrollable being.
Besides, Lycan wasn't sure at the time, and if things hadn't ended well, he would have tried to kill me after Karina.
“……I need to grow more.”
I thought that as the level of the "growth" setting increased, it would naturally become stronger.
To conclude, no.
To be precise, the ‘width’ in which growth can occur has widened.
In simple terms, horizontal, not vertical.
I'm talking about several technologies that are at the same level, not a higher level than what we have now.
That was the reason why I couldn't become strong enough to become a Weapon Master even though I had "Growth".
However, the description says that the limit is broken, so I guess we'll know when we reach level 3.
First, open the settings store.
[Not enough points.]
[You need ‘250P’ to expand the level of “Growth” to the next level.]
The probability I have now is 178.
Although the probability of obtaining it has increased recently, it is still a burdensome cost to me.
Even if I wanted to strengthen the settings shop, I had to leave some extra probability if I thought about the ‘settings’ that I had ‘from the beginning’, like ‘Bookmarks’.
First, let's level up "Sixth Sense".
It only costs 30P to get to the next level, and the status window is sufficient as it is now.
“Are you doing this alone there?”
I buried my thoughts in Ellie's voice and turned my gaze to the living room.
But you… … .
“Why are you wearing a swimsuit?”
Ellie was proudly showing off her very adult swimsuit.
“Why a swimsuit? Of course I’m going to swim—”
“……I should have told you that I wasn’t here to play.”
I tell you over and over again, I didn't come here for no reason.
This is not the time to be obsessed with something as trivial as a ring, and I certainly did not come here to see service items such as swimsuits.
It's not too late to write it after all the stories are over.
This page may seem empty right now, but my fate line is just a few more turns away from reaching its end.
We need to prepare.
You must make plans, anticipate future developments, and change Grace's fate.
“Swimming? Okay. I want to play too. But⸺”
At that moment.
“Rohan, me… how are you?”
… … Everything was there.
Graceful curves, skin as white as a blank space that cannot be decorated with any description, and volume that cannot be seen with the eyes, a single beauty completed after tens of thousands or hundreds of millions of pickling cycles.
“This is my first time doing something like this…….”
Her appearance made me feel pessimistic, not to mention miserable about my life up to this point.
“It suits you very well.”
I held my breath and thought.
Now, this story can end.
Even if I die, I will have no regrets.
“Professor, please do something about Rohan. Anyway, if you’re old-fashioned, you’ll never be able to swim—”
I covered Ellie's mouth and walked over to Grace.
“Current water temperature is 24.1 degrees.”
"huh?"
“The wind blowing from south-southeast to north-northwest makes it perfect for a walk along the beach.”
“What are you talking about all of a sudden? You were talking to me earlier—”
“Miss, I will take you. This way.”
Honestly, how can I put up with this?
* * *
After playing in the water.
We, dressed in costumes, gathered in a nearby vacant lot.
Ellie asked, shaking out her hair that still had some moisture left.
“Are you two teaching it?”
I shook my head and walked over to Ellie.
“You and me. Ariel will be helped by Professor Grace’s training.”
“Why? Is there a reason to do that?”
“Because what needs to be taught is different, including their progress and skills.”
“Well, I get it. I guess there’s nothing I can do.”
Ellie surprisingly agreed easily.
That's understandable, I'm the only one who can look after Ellie's condition as she practices swordsmanship in a circle.
Ellie knew this well, and no matter how much she liked Grace, she wasn't a child to throw a tantrum.
The problem is more Grace and Ariel.
“We need to test your skills, so we’re moving over there.”
"……yes."
Those two.
Their relationship is still not resolved.
Ariel was still hostile towards Grace.
If you look at Ariel's narrative, it wasn't that incomprehensible.
Clearly, Grace is the one who killed her father and the one who ruined her life.
Ariel was so patient that I was grateful.
But it would be naive to think that we wouldn't come all this way and point our swords at each other.
We have no choice but to trust Ariel, who is gradually changing.
“I’ll check how hard you’ve been training.”
Then he took five or six steps back.
Ellie raised the corners of her lips leisurely.
“Look forward to it.”
The technique that is performed immediately afterwards.
Four swords, naturally removed from their scabbards, hovered around her as if guarding her.
Meanwhile, I took a closer look at Ellie's recipe.
… … Certainly, Ellie’s “psychosis” had now reached a certain level of perfection.
The arrangement was twisted several times to prevent interference or disintegration, and the wind magic was tightly woven to give it considerable destructive power.
Ellie, who read my expression, put her hand on my waist as if showing off.
“How is it? Now my psychokinesis is at the advanced magic level.”
“Good. You’ve been working hard. At this level, I think it’ll be no problem to continue the battle.”
“Right, right?”
“Next are the four seasons.”
"okay."
The transformation of the four seasons that was expressed next, “Spring.”
The intensity and size of the flames are appropriate and they are dense enough to function as a shield.
“Is this good enough to receive an award?”
As expected, Ellie was born with magical talent.
Even if you know the method, it is not enough to raise it to this level in just four months with a lot of effort.
It literally requires cutting to the bone.
……boy.
Even though he always looked calm and cheerful, he must have suffered a lot inside.
Because I always swallowed the pain inside and overcame it.
“I guess I can play in the water for 30 more minutes tomorrow.”
"really?"
Then Eli clapped his hands and rejoiced like a child.
There is no need to hold back on praise.
It's not like it's probable or it costs money, and Ellie is the type that is weak to compliments.
Now, it's time to get to the main point.
“Ellie.”
“Please speak, Associate Professor~”
“What do you think are your weaknesses?”
Ellie's face, which had been extremely tense, suddenly became blank as if cold water had been poured over it.
She answered, licking her lips.
“……Can’t use Aura.”
All problems are solved by recognizing the problem.
“On the other hand, you can run a circle. That is both your weakness and your greatest strength.”
Ellie is currently forcibly fitting herself into the circle of swordsmanship styles in order to become a knight.
That's why it's always unnatural and it's bound to reach its limit at some point.
And I, no, Ellie already knows how to break through that limit.
“Stop being stubborn, Ellie.”
“…….”
Let go of your stubbornness.
Perhaps the hardest words for Ellie.
Ellie is what is called a ‘rich girl.’
The properties of that formula are so obvious.
However, Ellie's stubbornness, which was kind and generous to everyone, was expressed in a different way than that of other rich girls.
"no."
“Then you will have no choice but to stagnate. No matter how much you train, you will remain at the level of a beginner Sword Expert.”
“No. I, too, am a Weapon Master like Grace!”
He looked into her eyes and spoke precisely.
“You can’t be a Weapon Master, Ellis Eclat.”
I grabbed the reality Ellie was trying to ignore and slammed it into her.
Ellie.
You are not broken yet.
If you want to become a true ‘knight’, you must be reborn from the beginning.
Your stubbornness, your beliefs, your thoughts, your values - all of them - that can never be broken.
Only then will you be able to see Grace's toes.
I told her in my dream that I was going to kill her, as if I was confirming her death.
“Use magic.”
"no……."
“What I lack in swordsmanship, I must make up for with magic.”
"no."
“Why don’t you like it?”
“That’s embarrassing…….”
“It’s more shameful to be defeated and fall face down on the ground.”
You need to push yourself a little.
“Isn’t it shameful to kneel before an opponent? Even if your sword breaks and your knees touch the ground, you go forward and defeat your opponent to protect what is yours. If you don’t feel ashamed of that, then you are!”
I am now an ‘associate professor’, not Rohan.
“……You will lose your friend right before your eyes again, just like that time.”
Don't think that the whining you've been doing up until now will be tolerated in front of me.
“Shall I tell you what is truly shameful? Not being able to protect something precious to you. Is there anything more shameful for a knight than that?”
Ellie's mouth twisted.
Her eyes were filled with tears as if she was about to shed tears at any moment.
“Emily…….”
Maybe this is something he is talking about to me.
One day, I suddenly became lazy.
Resting in this present happiness.
So far, I've just been reading and re-reading the pages I've written.
So I was satisfied with the past.
… … In the end, I’m afraid that I won’t be able to protect Grace.
Because I was afraid, I whipped myself constantly, several times a day.
You and I are alike.
So we can carefully know what the conclusion we will reach at the end of the whipping.
“You can just do it…….”
Woohoo!
Her dormant potential was resonating with the Circle.
“If you do it, it will work!”
Damn it!
Soon, a cold air began to blow around Ellie.
The tears that flowed down froze like jewels, and the moment they hit the floor, they shattered like her dreams.
Ellie ran over the debris and ran towards me.
“I will protect them all. Grace, Dad, and you!”
I also drew my sword and responded.
Now Ellie will take one step closer to her dream.

            … … for Grace.
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                                § Threat (1)
The setting sun sets, turning the horizon red.
A gentle breeze, the thick scent of grass.
I looked up at the tree I was leaning against, enjoying it all.
Darkness was shimmering between the thick branches.
“I don’t have any time to rest.”
Now that Ellie's training is complete, it's my turn to train.
I dusted myself off, got up, and opened the book I brought from my room.
"Introduction to Magic".
If you can use swordsmanship in a circle, then the opposite is also possible.
But it was possible because it was ‘Ellie’.
It's not for nothing that Aura and Circle were derived from Mana.
Humans were able to reach higher levels thanks to specializing mana in two areas.
Mana itself has inherent limitations, and what allows us to overcome them are auras and circles.
And now.
All magic and swordsmanship formulas are standardized accordingly.
But I have a ‘setting’ that can compensate for Ellie’s talent.
〔 "Growth" activated 〕
Soon, the magical theories that had passed through the retina were being accumulated in the hippocampus via the optic nerve.
Memories accumulated in this way were endlessly broken down and reconstructed in my head.
So that the technique can be activated just by lifting the fingertips.
So that you can understand it just by looking at the arrangement of the strings and the song.
“……Ugh.”
It was quite painful to gain decades of learning at once.
Moreover, unlike swordsmanship, it was something I had no knowledge of at all.
That was when.
Boooowoong⸺
I felt a faint ring forming around the core, which was filled with aura.
A strange sensation, like something is scratching my stomach.
It was definitely a circle.
At the same time, I had a question.
Like oil and water, circles and auras cannot coexist.
If that were possible, everyone, regardless of class, would already be using swordsmanship and magic.
However, the phenomenon that was happening inside my body right now was not only defying common sense, it was going against the laws of nature.
Kluck, a cough came out and a handful of blood came out.
Although it may seem like something is wrong, inside it is gentle and peaceful.
The blood he spat out was noticeably dirty and black, like phlegm left behind after foreign substances were filtered out.
My breathing became stable as I began to get used to the darkness that had settled before my eyes.
“…….”
The drawing was done as soon as the fingertips moved.
This was the "Sphere" described in Chapter 1 of "Introduction to Magic".
This iron spell, which is a mixture of earth and fire spells, becomes a fire spear when you mix fire into it, and an ice spear when you mix ice into it.
but.
“Is this all there is to Circle 1…….”
This was the limit for now.
Even growth will not increase the circle.
If that were possible, I would have gone straight from Sword Master to Weapon Master.
Just in case.
“……It still doesn’t work.”
The setting wasn't even activated.
That doesn't mean you need to be discouraged.
Unlike Ellie, she could use the circle to manifest it right away without having to configure the spell to match the aura.
That was the difference between me and Ellie.
If you do well, you can become both a Weapon Master and an Archmage.
As I was unpacking, a scene from a certain page suddenly came to mind.
And then, without any alcohol, only the circle was injected.
Yeah, yeah
The manas are crying as if they are nagging me.
As soon as I turned my gaze, Mana followed me like a puppy asking for attention.
After a moment of hesitation, a person's face came to mind.
Then, the mana imbued with each attribute began to draw the shape in my head.
“Okay, okay.”
Finally, Grace's face appeared before my eyes.
To be exact, it was a portrait of Grace drawn with mana.
“…….”
The sight was so vivid, like a photograph, that I couldn't help but hold my breath.
Grace looks at me from under her long, beautiful eyelashes.
I had the illusion that at any moment she would move her lips and call my name.
In that sentiment, I recalled Grace's voice.
Then, the mana that mimicked her frequency vibrated.
-Rohan.
It was a miracle.
A miracle possible only because it is a soft and flexible circle, not a rough and crude aura.
I stay still, just stay still.
I just look at her face leisurely.
It was a face I always had to look at secretly.
I had to hold back, I had to swallow… … because of these feelings that I was afraid would escape my heart and be conveyed to her if I kept my gaze on them for more than 3 seconds.
amazing.
Everything fades and rusts with time, but my feelings for you become clearer and more radiant.
So I could move on to the next page without any worries.
I feel greedy.
The moment you reach the last page, I want my description to be written next to your name.
Even if it's just one sentence, I wish I could exist by your side.
Until now, I thought I could do anything for you.
Even if I had to die in your place, even if it meant the destruction of the world, I wanted to save you.
“……Not anymore.”
I won't sacrifice myself anymore.
I will survive this fucking fate and live with you.
Only that is my only salvation… … .
"……uh?"
The picture continued.
Mana, who was moving around on her own, was recreating Grace's swimsuit that she had seen during the day.
“Huh?”
Why doesn't this stop?
Stop!
Hey! Don't stop... ... and keep drawing.
“Oh my…….”
That's why magic is called a miracle.
* * *
Michael's door at the villa was always tightly shut.
And it never opened.
It wasn't just because there was a bathroom inside and a fridge full of food to last a few days.
“…….”
It's already been three days since I got here.
Michael thought.
‘What am I doing now?’
I came here because I was worried about Ariel, but that was all.
These days, Grace hasn't shown much reaction to seeing him.
Michael had no complaints about her attitude, which was almost like dealing with a passing breeze.
Rather, it was the appearance I had hoped and hoped for.
Knock knock.
Something knocked on the window.
What was reflected in Michael's eyes was a blue lark.
The swallow, which had been waiting with its wings folded, jumped lightly onto Michael's shoulder as he opened the window.
“Thank you for your hard work.”
Tweet.
The chirping magpies turned into mana and began to scatter.
Mana became a single stream and seeped into Michael's temple.
In the next moment, everything the swallow had seen and heard was pictured in Michael's mind.
“……It suits you well.”
Those memories were all about Ariel.
Ariel quietly watches the waves that run away, tickling her toes.
Ariel trips over Ellis, who was splashing around while looking around.
And Ariel, who presses her foot on his back so he can't get up.
Michael, who burst into laughter, covered his mouth in surprise.
When was the last time you laughed?
It was the first time since she died.
His petrified mind turned him into a hard, cold statue.
His heart, which had been like that, was becoming weak because of one person.
‘This won’t do.’
Michael shook his head, clearing his mind of the scene he had just seen.
It must not be shaken.
It shouldn't be lightened.
You must not set your mind on anything.
There had to be no foolishness.
The moment even a single ray of regret holds you back, your cause goes up in smoke.
‘… … It can’t happen anyway.’
I can't have it anyway.
There were things I already had that I could no longer have.
Ariel Riepenstein.
Because she was a ‘Riepenstein’ like himself.
You will get pointed at.
The blame and contempt will pile up in a way that will be difficult to bear.
Because that's the kind of relationship they had.
In this situation, there is only one thing Michael can do.
‘Ariel, I wish you happiness. That is all I wish.’
If you are the reincarnation of Claudia.
If this is a manifestation of my foolishness in not being able to save her.
‘I will at least set your life straight, even if it is late.’
… … Even if it means sacrificing everything I have.
Squeak.
Michael came out of the room and headed straight into the forest.
Rohan, it was time to negotiate with him.
* * *
After finishing all the schedules.
Every evening, I practiced alone in the forest.
The circle's thickness has increased very slightly.
When this thickness reaches a certain level, it will split in two.
That's the beginning of circle 2.
Aura and circles are like muscles, the more you use them the bigger they become.
“Are you using magic now?”
Michael's voice suddenly passes by.
As I turned my head towards the forest path leading to the villa, he was watching me with a slightly surprised look on his face.
He continued speaking as he walked towards me, where I was giving my homily.
“As expected, you are a talent that is too good to be kept by Euclid’s side.”
“You’ve been reading books in the corner of your room all day, so what’s going on all of a sudden?”
Then suddenly, the setting of the "Great Wizard" that was attached to Michael came to mind.
Plus, he is a genius magician of Springwind, acknowledged by everyone.
Even if you don't like it, if you can tear it off, you have to tear it off thoroughly.
“Since you’re here, why don’t you take a look at my technique?”
“There’s nothing more to say than to report. This technique is perfect.”
I'm not the type of person to talk nonsense like this.
Especially if that opponent is me.
At that moment, Michael touched my spell with his mana-infused hand.
“If there is anything that needs to be fixed, it would be the 8th string that determines the intensity. On the contrary, if the intensity is too high, the projectile becomes dull and its power is weakened, which creates a contradiction.”
This kid is not a genius wizard for nothing.
But it's a technique that was completed through "growth", so how can you find flaws in it?
Michael, who had finally forcibly dismantled my ritual, faced me.
“……A circle has formed.”
“It just so happened.”
“I’m sure you know very well that it’s not something that can be done.”
I remained silent.
Sometimes silence is more effective than a few excuses.
Even more so if the opponent is Michael, who likes to make inferences on his own.
As expected, Michael changed the subject.
“I got a call from a woman I didn’t know before.”
“You’re so popular. I envy you.”
“Your name is Daphne, and she was looking for you. I wondered if you knew her.”
It stung for a moment, but I pretended to be calm and shrugged my shoulders.
"well."
“……Is that so.”
Michael, who had come close to me, brought up the main topic.
“What on earth are you thinking?”
“Please tell me exactly what you want to know about me.”
“Do you really want to die?”
“…….”
There was no life.
However, it was a look that seemed to be looking down on someone barely hanging on to the edge of a cliff.
“Your Majesty, what do you plan to do with him?”
As expected, he followed me to the banquet to spy on me.
I thought the nobles would feel annoyed and leave, but in fact, they were watching everything.
“You came all the way to this inappropriate trip just to ask me that?”
“Just answer.”
“There is a question that is difficult to answer, whether or not you answer it. If I answer it, will you also tell me the reason why you are plotting treason, Mr. Riepenstein?”
I don't know about other people, but I'm confident that I will never lose to Michael.
No, you absolutely must not lose.
All else aside, this is a matter of my pride.
“You really…….”
This is a difficult question unless you remain silent.
Michael will already know what I'm thinking.
“So that’s why you rejected my hand?”
"you're right."
“You and I, our causes are only a hair’s breadth apart.”
Now I was included in his cause.
“Is there an emperor or not?”
“No. There’s one more thing.”
I affirmed.
The reason why I can never hold Michael's hand.
Also the decisive reason why we cannot be together.
Just like his expression, the wind was getting colder.
“Is Grace here or not?”
Michael had already let go of Grace.
I can't do that.
Grace is the very reason I exist in this world.
Without her, I have no reason to exist.
Michael started fiddling with the ring as usual. That was the moment his mouth opened.
“I can guess why you insist on this empire, Grace Euclid. Because she wants to protect this empire. And you……”
The next moment I interrupted.
“……I love that kind of Grace.”
There's no point in hiding it.
If so, it is time to tackle it head on.
“That’s why I can’t be with you.”
“I have given you an ending so far. But it seems that this will soon end. Now, choose, Rohan.”
Michael paused for a moment and his gaze turned to the villa where Grace was.
“Will you choose Grace’s misfortune or your happiness?”
After persuasion comes intimidation.
I found myself laughing.
… … Do you know that the reason I’ve been looking after you until now is entirely because of Grace?
“Do you think the Magic Tower run by the Riepenstein family will be safe even after touching me, or rather, the young lady?”
“What are you talking about?”
“One more thing. I also know why Mr. Riepenstein wants to go to the Technology Bureau, which is nothing but a den of enemies.”
What you don't know about me.
That's right, I read you.
“But you need time. Right now, you’re just buying time. And I can either increase or decrease that time.”
“If you do that, you know very well that you won’t be safe either, right?”
“I would gladly live in misery if only Grace could be happy.”
“……Why are you doing this?”
Suddenly, the words Michael had said to me at the auction house came back to me.
“I feel the same way.”
"……mind?"
“The fact that Lord Riepenstein is looking at Ariel with affection is already⸺”
Before I could finish speaking, Michael's hand was around my neck.
“There is a limit to being arrogant……!”
“You call me arrogant? Shall I show you what real arrogance is?”
Then he looked at the villa and said.
“Do you know why Ariel tried to take her life in front of me that day?”
“…….”
Michael will already guess the reason.
The reason he didn't show it was probably because he didn't want to admit it and didn't want to reveal his weakness.
Because the Michael Riepenstein I know would have been just that kind of person.
I didn't stop and pushed Michael even harder.
“You could have used Ariel.”
“Why... didn’t you do that?”
I laughed silently.
“Because the two of us are enough to die.”
Only then did Michael take his hand away.
The next moment, fear was etched into his face.
“……You are not Rohan.”
It was the moment when his breath trembled between his twisted lips.

            “You, who the hell are you?”
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When I read an article, I sometimes have thoughts like this.
"Why did you write it like this?"
When you think about it out of pure curiosity, not logic like probability, reality, or understanding.
"If it were me, I would have written it like this."
At times like that, I would look away from the page and become lost in my thoughts.
And I started my own story, my own development.
But soon my delusions are blocked by an indescribable wall.
That's why I'm a reader, not a writer.
When I read, it's as if I don't even want to know how much thought went into writing each sentence or word.
I am a reader simply because reading is good.
“I don’t know what you thought of me.”
But the moment when the story I had only read with my eyes became entirely my story.
“I will always be Rohan.”
I can no longer ignore all the hardships and trials that went into trying to overcome that wall.
“The Rohan I know isn’t like this.”
“Then what is the Rohan you know?”
I felt a little feverish.
How can someone like you, who isn't even Grace, judge me?
“The Rohan I know is a beast.”
Michael took a step back and looked at me strangely.
“A tame beast that always stays quietly, eats the food given to it, and is loyal to its master. But you, in front of me right now…….”
His eyes, which were always upright and direct, were wavering without a destination.
“……It’s like a monster.”
I won't deny it.
To fight monsters like you, I must become a monster myself.
That doesn't mean I have any desire to become a real monster.
“It is right to kill you now.”
“I know you can’t kill me.”
“Yes. I can’t kill you. Not because of Ariel. Maybe because of you⸺”
Michael made a variety of expressions today.
Of all of them, the moment when the corners of his mouth were wrinkled in sadness was the most passionate.
“Because he might be Grace’s only savior.”
Michael stayed away to protect Grace.
Even though he denied the fact, all of his actions were for Grace.
In fact, Michael did nothing until the moment Grace was destroyed.
Even though Michael's actions resulted in Grace's destruction.
“I will ask again, Rohan. Again, to you who has now become someone I do not know.”
The moment Michael decided to kill Grace was the moment she caused harm to the world.
“What is your purpose?”
I opened my mouth and looked up at the sky. It was a strangely clear night, without stars or clouds.
“……So, Lord Riepenstein, from now on, don’t do anything.”
After listening to my purpose for a long time, Michael's face turned thoughtful.
* * *
Michael returned to his room and calmly closed the door.
And the moment he turned around, he staggered.
‘… … The disintegration of the nobility and the family was already foreseen.’
So it wasn't surprising when that story came out.
Rather, it was unexpected and made me feel annoyed.
But the problem was what happened next.
‘Is that really possible… …?’
A long time ago, I once had that thought.
When life becomes really boring.
What a ridiculous idea.
But I gave up.
Because it literally made no sense.
"her."
As I sat down on the bed, the breath was forced out of my lungs in a gasp.
On the contrary, a glimmer of hope was rising.
‘If that is true, if it is possible.’
… … Not only Grace, but Ariel too… … .
Rohan's plan was so grand that his own cause felt insignificant.
‘You’ve managed to live quietly until now even with such abilities.’
Are you saying that with just that one feeling of love for Grace, you have been able to restrain all your desires and impulses and control the turbulence they cause when they collide?
… … It was ridiculous.
I couldn't help but feel like they weren't the same person.
That's why it's more… … .
“You are the person I absolutely must have.”
… … I began to yearn for him.
* * *
-I'll put a condition on it.
The armed man's footsteps were dented.
My heart felt heavy as a stone.
-Rohan, kill him.
Soon, the man who kicked the rock stuck in the ground with all his might, Nulson, washed his face dry.
“What on earth do you want me to do…….”
At first it was jealousy.
Not only did a nobody capture Wolfwin's heart, but he also saved Daphne from that scoundrel, the prince.
To be honest, it wasn't that I didn't understand it.
It was only natural that Wolfwin would like a man with such guts.
‘But the rampage ends there.’
Nulson, who had already stopped thinking, was blinded by jealousy and greed and was walking through the forest to kill Rohan.
We have already received information that he is staying here.
Since it's a deserted place, if I quickly assassinate them and run away, no one will think I killed them.
Just in case, I even got a new sword.
Because to a knight, a sword mark was like a fingerprint.
‘But if I can just succeed at this, I can be successful too!’
The person who entrusted this task to Nelson was one of the heads of one of the 13 families.
I will definitely kill Rohan, become successful, and confess my feelings to Daphne, whom I have had a crush on!
Moreover, he couldn't suppress his joy when he imagined Wolfwin hitting the ground in regret for ignoring him.
“Kuhuhu…… gasp!”
At that moment, Nulson heard a sound and was frightened, so he raised his sword.
When I thought about it carefully, it was my own laughter that came back as an echo.
“This idiot. There’s nothing more surprising!”
The next moment.
See you later!
Dozens of sharpened spears poured down like a shower, aiming at Nulson.
After a moment of confusion, he calmly read the trajectory and raised his sword in line with his gaze.
Even though it looks like this, Nulson was one of the Empire's Sword Masters.
Chaeng-! Chaeng⸺!
The spear was easily destroyed by the sword dance of the auror-charged Nulson, making its fierce momentum pale in comparison.
‘No matter how many there are, it’s only one circle of magic!’
Spear is a 1st circle magic that even a magic cadet who has just entered the academy can use.
The attack just made Nulson even more enthusiastic.
Whoever it is, I will slaughter them together with Rohan.
Well, if it's a woman, I might give her a little leniency...
See you later!
The fierce cracking sound is heard again.
Counting by sound, it's roughly the same as before.
It was the moment when Nelson raised his head with utmost leisure.
“This joke is too much……!”
This time it wasn't a spear.
No, a spear was a spear.
However, all of those spears were made from Aura Blades.
A dazed Nulson raised a spear.
Chaeng… … dismissal!
The shards of the sword shattered like a dream of success.
Spear shattered his sword and then disappeared.
Step by step -
Someone was walking through the debris.
Someone opened their mouth and looked at Nelson.
“Isn’t that amazing? Nulson.”
"you……!"
Then, the man who had been manifesting Spear's formula, Rohan, smiled coldly.
“There’s a Sword Master who can’t even erase his life. What do you think?”
“That’s not it!”
“Or was there anyone you wanted to kill that much?”
“…….”
Nelson quickly rolled his head.
‘If I get caught here, I’m screwed! Luckily, the guy doesn’t know what I’m doing yet. If I’m lucky, I can take advantage of his moment of carelessness… … .’
“What, what is it?”
In that moment, Nulson discovered the spears surrounding him.
Spheres lined up so densely that the surrounding background is barely visible.
If it had stretched even a meter further, Nulson would have turned into a hedgehog in an instant.
Rohan said.
“Tell me your purpose.”
“Wh, what are you talking about? I was just going for a walk…….”
“A walk on the Eclat family’s estate? Oh… He’s a more generous man than he looks. Are you trying to flirt with Captain Dennis?”
Rohan slowly closed his spread fingers.
Then the spear began to get closer, as if tightening its grip on the null.
Rohan laughed.
“Director Dennis really hates this kind of thing.”
To Nelson, that smile felt like that of a hunter.
A gaze like looking at a deer caught in a trap.
How can I twist that guy's neck, and how can I kill him and drain his blood?
It was a smile that made me think of such thoughts.
That was when.
Phew!
Nulson looked down at the sound of flesh being crushed.
Nulson's mouth fell open as he saw the spear piercing his calf.
“Kkaaaah!”
“Where did the cries of a deer come from…….”
Boom! Another spear piercing through the opposite calf.
Finally, Rohan, who had come all the way, crouched down in front of Nulson and placed his index finger over his lips.
“Shh. It’s night.”
“Ugh…….”
“At whose behest, who have you come to kill?”
“Please, just give me my life”
“Your answer is wrong.”
Phew!
The spear pierces through the null again.
This time it was the shoulder.
Rohan bit the branch he had picked up into Nulson's mouth like a gag, preventing him from screaming again.
“……I’ll ask you one last time. The next one will be even more painful.”
Nod, nod! Nulson nodded, trying his best to survive.
“Whose fortune is this?”
Nelson's eyes became earnest.
He was begging and pleading, wanting to confess even if it was nothing.
Only then did Rohan pick up the branch.
“Ugh, Noir! The Noir family gave me a favor!”
“So who?”
“Rohan, kill me… please just let me live! I’ll do anything if you let me live! If you tell me to be a dog, I’ll be a dog—”
At those words, Rohan's eyes sharpened.
‘Me? Not Michael?’
Then Rohan got up and turned his back on Nulson.
"good."
“Are you really going to save me……?”
“Okay. I have to go meet the person you just mentioned.”
Nelson's body trembled.
“Thank you…… Thank you……”
Rohan was leaving without even saying goodbye.
For a moment, Nelson, who had been bowing down, raised his head.
The eyes were burning with humiliation.
Swish.
What Nelson took out of his pocket was a ‘black candy’ wrapped in black wrapping paper.
Ugh.
Nulson also knew best what this drug was. If the Bureau found out, he wouldn't be able to get away with it.
‘If it comes to this, it’s a do or die situation!’
As the medicine's effects spread throughout his body, Nulson's muscles began to twitch strangely.
Soon, Nulson rushed forward with his sword raised.
“I should try to get promoted too, damn it!”
At those words, Rohan stopped in his tracks and let out a sigh.
“Don’t complain.”
The spears that were still floating in the air all turned towards Nulson.
“This is your own death.”
Push push push push!
All the spears pierced Nulson's chest.
Rohan, who had only turned his head, was watching Nulson's pupils dimming over his shoulder.
“……And I have never met your subordinates.”
In that voice, the breath of Nulson, who was kneeling, stopped.
* * *
I was standing on the edge of a cliff.
That's not how I feel right now.
Just to get some fresh air.
“…….”
The moon was the only witness.
Only that moon saw me kill Nulson.
I didn't feel any guilt.
He tried to kill me first, and then gave me a chance to go back.
Death was his choice.
The choice was in my hands and I gave him the results.
In such a causal relationship, Nelson died.
The strange thing is that I kill people and it doesn't matter.
It's probably because of 'Rohan'. He's already been through countless battles, so he wouldn't bat an eye at killing one or two people.
That doesn't mean I'll be obsessed with this either.
It was an experience I had to have someday.
Queos.
For the day when I will kill him.
It's just that the time has come early.
“……You son of a bitch.”
We must not be shaken by such things.
The reason Queos sent Nullson instead of Homunculus was to shake me up.
It was Queos who ruined Michael's plan by shaking him up like this.
In the revised version, the bastard's goal seems to have changed.
Still, I won't be able to attack them openly.
Because his joy is to always enjoy a play by laying out the plan as if he were writing a script.
Sway.
In an instant, the distant cliff below suddenly appeared before my eyes.
I almost fell down there.
Perhaps because I mixed the circle and aura too forcefully earlier, there was almost no mana left in my body.
Even though it was only the 1st circle, if you added the aura containing the skills of a Sword Master, that level was enough to be used in actual combat.
However, since I am not yet used to it, the fuel efficiency is poor.
My mana was depleted just because I overused a few spears.
Suddenly, I turned around at the scent that wafted on the wind and brushed past my nose.
Grace stood there looking at me.
“Grace……?”
Strangely, there is no answer even if you call.
Moreover, I don't know what he is thinking with his expressionless face.
“Rohan.”
Grace opened her mouth just as the Milky Way's foam was covering my eyes in white.
“You don’t look happy.”
I forgot.
To fool the sensitive senses, she is a weapon master.
“……Do you know anything about constellations?”
"constellation?"
She is the kind of person who pretends not to know even though she knows.
So, I'm going to pretend not to notice this blood scent that's thickly ingrained in my body right now.
“That constellation…….”
Grace approaches me without any particular gestures.
I told her stories about the stars while I was there.
The forest swayed in the wind, and we stood side by side looking at the stars.
I don't have the strength to stand any longer than that.
Then Grace opened her mouth.
“Shall we sit down for a moment?”
“Then just a moment.”
The moment I sat down, Grace whispered to me.
“You can borrow my shoulder.”
If it were normal, I would have been terrified and refused.
I didn't have the strength to do that right now.
When I rested my head on her shoulder, the world seemed tilted.
It was a moment when the stars shining indiscriminately were watching us.
“Rohan.”
“Please speak.”
I wanted to raise my head and look at her face, but the fatigue I had forgotten was weighing down my head.
“You can say whatever you want.”
It's really spooky.
Grace already knew what I did.
But I still wanted to hide it.
I didn't want you to know.
Maybe I underestimated you too much.
It's not that I can't do anything, but I think I'm taking you too lightly because you just don't do anything.
With that in mind, I confessed to my God.
“I killed a deer today. I was going to let it go, but it was so fearless that I killed it because I was afraid it would hurt someone else next.”
"good job."
Maybe I just wanted to be comforted.
“It’ll be okay, everything.”
Maybe what I needed was just one word from you telling me it was okay, rather than a hundred words defending me.
“Miss Grace.”
If you hadn't been written in this novel.
If you had not lived in this world.
“It’s nothing.”
"okay……."

            … … I may have just lived a life of slowly, very slowly jumping off a cliff.
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Before I could even feel the suffocation of the city I had returned to, I was preparing to leave again.
The semester has ended, but the schedule has become even tighter.
Fucking associate professorship… … .
“If we leave now, we will arrive tomorrow morning.”
[So what do you like for brunch?]
“I have never been to the Uist Islands, so I will follow your taste, Mr. Vandal.”
[Oh, right. Since Black Hawk is in season, let's eat that.]
Last night when I came back from the villa.
I couldn't delay any longer after Wolfwin's nagging phone call, so I rescheduled the hunting appointment I made at the last banquet for tomorrow.
Wolfwin's intentions are still unknown.
No, there is one thing that bothers me.
The ‘Union Call’ will be held in one month at the earliest, or two or three months at the latest.
He definitely wants to keep me just in case that happens.
Considering this gentleman's greed, it is understandable.
In the Union, I have three ‘tickets’ as a Sword Master, and one of them is Gamma rank.
Besides, I am the only person close to Grace, the Weapon Master.
The five signs she's holding in her hand must be tempting, too.
Well, you can't do it as you please.
[I'm already excited. I've always wanted to meet Janelle.]
“I also wanted to meet you, Bandali. Then, I will contact you when I arrive at the archipelago.”
[Okay. I'll send someone at the right time.]
“Thank you.”
Stop.
A total of eight votes… … .
“……It’s a tempting number, isn’t it, for us.”
I attached the scabbard to the left side of the carrier containing my belongings and clothes.
There wasn't much to pack in as this business was scheduled to return in two days.
I was checking the time and about to leave the room when I suddenly noticed the music box on the desk.
“This is…….”
Honestly, I didn't even know something like this was in my room.
… … Ah, I remembered.
When I first opened my eyes to this world.
When I decided to follow the young lady to Springwind.
That's what I brought from the vice-principal's office.
At that time, I picked up this music box without thinking about it.
And without thinking, I put it on the desk in my room.
I thought maybe it was Rohan's habit and not mine.
Because I unconsciously take care of things that are truly precious. Just like I take care of you.
Will there be a sound?
The music box was very old.
Without any embellishment, this music box really looks like a music box.
Simply wind the mainspring and the sound will be produced by the rotating musical scale on the gold rod.
A simple design without the usual ballerina sculpture.
Naturally, I became curious about the sound.
What sound has been hidden until now that this thing could exist?
Knock knock knock
And that was the moment when the wound spring was released.
“…….”
It was a very familiar melody.
A melody that sometimes goes low, sometimes goes high.
The moment I heard that, an emotion that had been buried deep in my heart began to play inside me.
I let out a breath and stopped the music box.
And then he pushed it back farther away from the desk.
The performance was over, but I still wasn't calm.
A strange aftertaste lingered in my chest the whole time.
[Your understanding of ‘Rohan’ increases.]
"……what."
A familiar contradiction that I had never heard of before threw me into an unknown confusion.
* * *
‘Hexen’ is the only submarine train connected to the world’s oceans and ports.
I wanted to fly to the Uist Archipelago by airship, but unfortunately there is no airport anywhere on the archipelago.
Despite its beautiful scenery, the area had few visitors and a small population due to its regional characteristics.
Simply put, the Uist Islands are a ‘dangerous vacation spot.’
Anyway, if the Uist Archipelago is located along the underwater train line, it would have been extremely difficult to get there if not.
Still, if Wolfwin is the master of a large knight order, he should have at least one world war.
Is it a bit unconscionable to hope for that?
“Thank you very much for using our Hexen submarine train.”
After paying at the ticket booth and holding out my hand, the staff expertly engraved something on my palm.
The train ticket was not a piece of paper or card, but a code in Mana.
This will be deleted after the flight attendant checks it.
It's a pretty classic way, but that's the charm of riding the train.
I looked around for the platform while listening to the travel advertisement that had been playing for a while.
My seat is room 306, seat 4, the third compartment from the front of room 306, so I should go to the right.
From here, we have to go back a bit to get to Yuist, so it will take about half a day.
Oh, while I'm here, should I buy a 'train baguette'?
“Huh? Okay, just a moment……!”
Then a familiar voice was heard.
This voice is definitely shrunken.
“Grabbit?”
Gravit Azel.
She was standing in front of the ticket booth, not knowing what to do.
Gravit was still fumbling around and groping for his clothes as I approached.
"what's the matter?"
“Assistant Professor……?”
Gravitt, who had just discovered me, blinked his rabbit-like eyes.
I have a rough idea of what the situation is.
“Did you say 100,000 rings earlier?”
“Yes. Fortunately, you had a companion with you. You were in such a difficult situation that it was difficult for me to watch.”
“I’ll pay for it. Here it is.”
After finishing the calculation, I stepped aside to allow Gravit to receive the ticket.
"sorry……."
To her, who looked up at me as if she was almost crying with regret, I simply nodded to show that it was okay.
After a while, Gravit, who had received the ticket, kept bowing his head to me.
“Thank you. Thank you so much, Professor!”
“No. Pay me back later.”
“Oh, of course!”
“Tenfold.”
"yes……?"
“I’m joking. But he’s an advisor, so I have to take care of him like this.”
I asked, putting a train baguette, which was only sold at the Hexen platform, into Gravit’s hand.
“I didn’t expect to see you here. Where are you going?”
“It’s my hometown. Aloe is my hometown……”
“Aloha? So you came to the island alone?”
Grabbit took a small bite of the front of the baguette, which resembled a driver's seat.
"yes."
“Don’t you get lonely or scared when you’re away from your family?”
“I’m okay because I’m with Sarah……”
Come to think of it, I don't know anything about the story of the Sisters.
These are characters that didn't even appear in the original.
“How’s your practice going these days? I heard from Sarah that you’re aiming for the next championship.”
“I practiced yesterday too. Actually, I was practicing and now I have to go to my hometown.”
“How are the three of you related? Are you academy classmates?”
“How did you know?”
Gravitt swallowed the bread, his eyes wide open in surprise.
I just tried it and it seems to have hit the mark.
Still, it wasn't unexpected.
Usually, they are childhood friends, schoolmates, or something like that.
At that moment, Gravitt's expression became heavy and he brushed back his hair that was hanging down like rabbit ears.
“A year ago, we all applied to Springwind together, but only Laura was accepted. But Sarah didn’t want to break up, so…….”
Somehow Laura's skills were not ordinary.
A hallucination-type spell from Queos.
Even Michael could take it with his eyes open.
It was Laura who calmly dismantled it.
“They’re all here. Then tell me more next time.”
Gravit cut him off before he could become more depressed.
There's no point in bringing up the topic of donations, and I've already figured out the general story.
As they boarded the train, Gravit bowed his head again.
“Oh, thank you so much for today!”
“Let me know if you need any help. I’m in room 306.”
“Thank you so much… Huh?”
After parting ways with Gravit, I went into my room and sat down.
Basically, since it was a premium train, the space was spacious and the service and interior were good.
“It wasn’t expensive for nothing.”
It was a four-person cabin with two people sitting facing each other, but fortunately I was the only passenger.
I sat down and put my feet comfortably on the footrest. It was at that moment that I picked up the newspaper that was spread out on the window handle.
“Why again?”
As I turned to close the door that I hadn't been able to close, Gravit was sitting next to me.
“Oh, no. That’s it…….”
Gravitt hesitated for a while and then showed me the palm of his hand with the ticket drawn on it.
Room 306, 3 seats.
It was right next to me.
“That’s good. I’m sure you won’t be bored on the way there.”
* * *
The train's lights crossed the dark waters.
The fish swimming around gathered along the glass tracks following the train as if they were curious, and soon an electric current began to spread out from the fixtures installed outside the tracks.
Tsutsuji!
The electrocuted fish got scared and ran away.
The track's rudder was a safety device installed to prevent any accidents that might occur.
But the view from inside was extremely rare and magical.
Unlike the other passengers who were absentmindedly looking out the window, Rohan put down the newspaper he was reading and took out a book on magic theory from his bosom and opened it.
Bow, bow… … .
Meanwhile, Gravitt, exhausted from bike practice, was dozing off like a sleepy rabbit.
Rohan, who was reading a book with one hand, glanced at Gravit. He was annoyed by the fact that he kept nodding off.
He used his other hand to gently tilt her head to his shoulder.
“My throat is sore.”
Gravit, now fully leaning on Rohan's shoulder, fell into a peaceful sleep.
Sarak⸺
Rohan nodded, turning the pages.
Unlike swordsmanship, the more I read about magic theory, the more interesting it became.
Moreover, I was getting more and more immersed in the feeling of reading a book of settings I had never known about.
Knock knock.
The guest room door opens without even knocking.
A man in a black coat came in quite naturally and sat down opposite Rohan.
Rohan was reading a book without even raising his head.
The man who had been looking out the window asked Rohan in a friendly manner as if he knew him.
“I would never want to get off a train with scenery like this.”
Sarak, Rohan, who was turning the pages of the book, opened his mouth.
“You’ll regret it in a week, or even in just seven hours.”
“Oh, I see.”
“No matter how delicious or how pretty something looks, it can never surpass familiarity.”
“That’s true too.”
In an instant, Rohan closed the bookshelf.
A book that goes down slowly.
Beyond that, Rohan's eyes were revealed, staring at the man.
He asked.
"What's your business?"
A, the man, answered Rohan's question in the Imperial language instead, speaking their own language.
“I have something to ask you.”
“Speak quietly.”
Rohan nodded at Gravit.
A nodded as if he understood, looking at her sleeping soundly.
“Whose side are you on?”
“I’m not on anyone’s side.”
“Then why did you let me go?”
“I already told you.”
“…….”
A, who had been silent, recalled that day.
―To break this tiresome chain of revenge.
Rohan definitely said so.
Even though he had the power to kill himself, he willingly chose forgiveness.
It was something that only the strong could choose.
‘If all the knights of the empire were like Rohan, wouldn’t there have been a war?’
Rohan was a person who could be called a ‘warrior’ like himself, to the extent that he had such thoughts.
Rohan continued.
“But it’s not because of me that you’re still alive.”
“Then what?”
“Our descendants. And the future of those descendants.”
Rohan looked out the window.
The sea water was rippling blue with sunlight.
But he was looking beyond the sea, into a distant future that had not yet arrived.
“Our history is a tragedy written in blood. It cannot be erased or fixed. If that is the case, I will rewrite it.”
"again?"
Rohan finally looks at A.
His eyes seemed like those of a wise man, piercing through all things.
A thought.
“Yes. Draw your definition and my definition again on a clean sheet of paper that has not been stained by anything.”
Is it possible for such a gaze to be the result of an observer who knows everything, or is Rohan simply an extraordinary person?
“Otherwise, there is no future for this land.”
“The war will start again.”
“Both sides will be happy that they have won and have picked up what they lost.”
“The reality is that no one gets anything out of it.”
CLANG!
The moment the train broke through the water, light poured in through the windows.
By chance, Rohan was sitting in the spot where the light was concentrated.
“You are not the devil.”
As if the light ends.
“The real devils are those who drove you into devilry.”
Or like the end of the world.
“My purpose is only one.”
For a moment, A felt like Rohan's appearance was the end of the world.
Or maybe this is the end of this vicious cycle.
“To eradicate the true demons from this world.”
A ray of light poured down before A's eyes.
Rohan was holding out his hand.
“I wish for the liberation of the warriors of Hamelin. And for them to live together again on this land. ……That is my wish.”
“……Are you saying that as an observer?”
Rohan shook his head.
“I say this as someone like you.”
When A heard those words, both of his arms fell limp.
A's face, staring at the ceiling, was filled with emptiness, settling like dust.
‘I came to kill you… … .’

            After hearing those words, I couldn't possibly kill him.
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                                § Hunting (2)
I expected that you would come to me, whether for revenge or negotiation.
The name of the interest is A.
No, just one of many ‘As’.
But this A is different.
At first, I was hesitant.
Usually, the descriptions of these characters are mostly omitted.
But the moment I saw the wound on her neck revealed through the collar, I was sure of it.
The interest is that it is ‘Rugal’ who will succeed the great warrior.
Although he is still only a warrior general who has not even been given a name, his possibilities are endless.
In fact, Rugal helped Michael's cause and was a very solid comrade who played a significant role.
“It is entirely up to you how you take my words.”
That Rugal who was like that is now in front of me.
“I’m not forcing you to choose. I just hope you make the right choice.”
That too, is giving off a crimson aura, in order to kill me.
“……How can you believe those words?”
It's a clear opportunity for me.
“You and me. Someone has to die. But I have no intention of dying. And neither do you.”
“So. Are you asking me to kill you, or are you asking me to kill myself?”
“I don’t want you to die for my purpose. Of course, I have the power to kill you. I just want you to fight as befitting the name ‘warrior’.”
“Fight……?”
The warriors of Hamelin work harder than anyone else to protect their fellow men, but they never take care of themselves.
It was a race that was set up like that from the beginning.
So selfless, that it almost feels more selfish.
She took Sylvia's ring off her finger and handed it to him.
“This will help you.”
“A ring? What is this?”
“The thing that will make you a warrior.”
“!”
If everything goes as planned, it will be three years from now.
Michael will make a full-fledged move. He is currently preparing for this.
If I told you not to do anything, you wouldn't be Michael.
That's a setup collapse.
“Just once, if you infuse mana into the ring, it will amplify your power.”
“Are you trying to use me as words?”
“I’m not playing chess or anything. Life is not like a board game. Strictly speaking… it’s gambling.”
“Gambling? Then you want to bet on me? What do you see in me?”
I answered without hesitation, as if reading words that had already been written.
“Fighting spirit.”
I don't do the foolish thing of betting a part of myself on a future development at face value.
The unfolding of this world has already undergone countless revisions, and I am already living a story that I do not know.
“You came here today to die. Even though you knew you couldn’t defeat me. That’s why I’m going to try to believe in your bravery.”
“What price will I pay?”
It takes courage to be reckless.
Moreover, in a life-threatening situation, it is not a fear that can be overcome with just one's will.
“I want that life.”
“My life…….”
“Yes. Your heart, which will be used and thrown away like a consumable.”
In an instant he reached out for the ring.
I grabbed his hand that was holding the ring.
“Can you really give me your heart?”
“I still can’t trust you.”
“Then why did you reach for this ring?”
“From now on, I will try to believe.”
His straight gaze turned toward me.
There was nothing written on his face.
But the same fighting spirit that came to kill me was being used once again.
“If I come back alive, I will believe you.”
Only then did I let go of his hand.
I asked him, who got up from his seat without saying a word, holding the ring.
“What’s your name?”
"……does not exist."
The sunlight reflected off the water beyond the car window, half illuminating his face.
He spoke as if engraving my name on his face, which was shaded by light and shade.
“Rugal.”
"what?"
“Your name will be written from now on.”
“Rugal… It’s not a bad name.”
Dreuk, Rugal left the room, chewing on the name.
… … Most of the warriors of Hamelin are nameless, because there is not enough space in the world to record the names of the dead one by one.
"devildom……."
It's already hell there.
And the Empire, no, this world, will pay dearly for opening the gates of hell.
* * *
[Our train will arrive at Aloha shortly. Please prepare in advance. Thank you.]
Gravit opened his eyes, which had been fluttering, as he heard the announcement.
The train was slowing down. I watched her hurriedly packing her bags.
“You’re finally awake.”
“Huh?! Oh, yeah…….”
“Okay. Take care.”
He took a bill out of his wallet and handed it to Gravit.
“Take it.”
Gravit waved his hand when he saw the 100,000 ring note.
“Oh, no! You don’t have to give it to me!”
“Take it when it’s given to you. Are you going to walk home?”
“Still, it’s too much…….”
“It’s okay. It’s dirty money.”
"yes?"
“Come on, my arm hurts.”
"thank you……."
Anyway, I was planning to stop by the restaurant car and buy some food on the way there.
And as the saying goes, dirty money needs to be spent quickly.
There is still about 2.9 billion ringgit left from the previous prize money.
I thought about donating, but since you're doing so much, I should also save up some cash.
The train stopped and Gravitt opened the door to his compartment, speaking softly.
“But what I heard today is a secret.”
Gravitt, startled, turned to look at me.
“Uh, how……?”
How could I not know?
Grabbit's aura was seen fluctuating as he activated "Sixth Sense" to check Rugal's reaction.
“Don’t worry. It’s not what you think. Nothing happened today. Okay?”
“…….”
“I trust you, Gravit. You’re the nicest kid I’ve ever seen.”
“……Yes, I understand!”
Gravit, who had been anxious, soon greeted me with a determined look on his face.
The train started heading back to the Uist Islands shortly after she got off.
It's not that I don't worry.
If Gravit testified to the Administration about the conversation between me and Rugal, I would be sentenced to death for treason without fail.
Still, I think that's unlikely.
When Gravitt decided on something, his aura was white.
If you see a negative black color… … .
“What can I do?”
I don't know about Michael, but I can't harm such a cute Gravit if I want to live.
[Our train will arrive at Yuist shortly. Get ready… … .]
After running for about two more hours, we finally arrived at Yuist.
As I was packing my bags, I suddenly looked at my empty fingers.
ring…….
It's a bit of a shame, but I need to bet this much to get what I want.
If Rugal, who has become a great warrior, follows me, then a ring like that is not that important.
Because the power of the tens and hundreds of those rings becomes mine.
Warriors of Hamelin.
… … I need Rugal to prevent their annihilation.
* * *
The Uist Archipelago, located on the opposite side of the Empire.
I never had a night thanks to running along with the sun.
Outside the window, palm trees could be seen scattered along the streets.
The towering buildings along the beach reminded me of real Hawaii.
And Wolfwin and I were sitting in one of those many buildings having brunch.
“How is the food? I don’t know if it will suit your taste.”
“It’s really delicious. I was surprised to find out that the Black Hawk, which I thought was a bird, was actually a fish.”
“I was like that at first. I sat down at a restaurant with an image of a black bird, but who would have thought that it would be a juicy fish?”
Wolfwin, smiling refreshingly like an impression.
It was around the time when a group of Locks, one of the types of demons, were flying across the sky that he put down his dishes and got to the main topic.
“Do you like to take a walk after eating? Or go hunting right away?”
“Let’s go hunting. We can also go for a walk.”
“Then I will tell you straight away without beating around the bush.”
Wolfwin, who had just figured out my temper through my choice, quietly frowned.
“Do you know why the Union is summoning knights this time?”
“I know the general idea, but not everything. Do you, Mr. Bandali, plan on running in this ‘Chairman Election’?”
“Haha… You really are a straightforward person, just like I heard. That’s right. Frederick Assmann will soon step down as chairman. That’s why not just me, but many other big-time knights are desperate to gather votes.”
Wolfwin paused for a moment and raised his glass of champagne.
Above it all, his ambition shone through without any filter.
I opened my mouth.
“I heard you’ve already collected a lot of votes. You’ve even finished organizing the rankings.”
“Yes. At times like these, unity is more important than division. And we currently have 127 votes out of a total of 259.”
“If things continue this way, you will be confirmed as chairman. Congratulations in advance.”
“Congratulations…….”
Despite the words of congratulations, Wolfwin's complexion became noticeably clouded.
Frankly, it's not something to celebrate.
I knew that and said it on purpose.
“Thank you, but not yet.”
“……Is it because of Pendragon?”
Arthur Pendragon.
The first Weapon Master of the Empire, who is called one of the two great mountain ranges along with Wolfwin in this Union Chairman election.
Compared to Wolfwin, who runs a large knighthood on the level of a real-life large corporation, the knighthood he owns is also shabby.
However, Arthur was able to stand up to Wolfwyn because of his high popularity and status.
If Grace is revered by all the people as the Queen of Giving, Arthur is respected by all the knights to the point of being given the title of ‘King of Knights.’
There is no corruption in his dictionary. He was a man who rose to the rank of Beta of the Empire solely through his noble chivalric spirit of integrity and innocence.
In addition, he has a history of serving as the commander of the 1st Army Corps in the Second World War, and although he possesses unrivaled military power, he always approaches everything with a humble attitude.
The current structure of the presidential election will be like this.
<Wolfwin Vandalie>, desired by knights of noble birth.
<Arthur Pendragon>, desired by knights of commoner origin.
However, the reason Wolfwin had an advantage in the votes was not because he had more knights of noble birth, but because knights of commoner birth lined up with Wolfwin to advance in the ranks.
“Arthur currently has 124 votes. He’s only three votes behind me.”
“If just three X-Ped-class knights, or even just one Sword Master-class knight, change their minds, the situation will turn around right away.”
Tsk, Wolfwin, who had been clicking his tongue, suddenly let out a sigh.
“That’s why I need your vote.”
“Will three votes suffice?”
“In the current situation, three votes is not ‘only’. All the votes I have now are solidified.”
surely.
Wolfwin would have spent astronomical amounts of money to solidify his position.
Plus, he would have been promised an important position in the Knights Templar.
It's so obvious.
But Arthur's situation is different.
He won't promise anything.
Just like now, he just puts his beliefs first so that the knight can exist as a knight.
That's what's scary about Arthur.
No matter how much the world is established by the logic of capital and power, the value of beliefs that govern one's life cannot be exchanged for anything else.
Moreover, if he is a knight, a true knight who values oaths and covenants.
It was only natural that he would be drawn to Arthur Pendragon, the knight among knights.
No matter how rotten and corrupted this empire was, it was proof that it was not that rotten.
If it weren't for that... ...the young lady would have given up on this empire.
“Oh. Looks like I was rude.”
When I remained silent for a while, Wolfwin deliberately brightened his expression.
“I said something rude during the meal. I apologize.”
“No. On the contrary, I am glad that you are being honest with me.”
“What would I hide from someone like you? Come on, let’s go hunting. Let’s digest it.”
* * *
Kugu palace!
The rainforest shook.
Old trees were broken like wooden chopsticks, and around them, the corpses of giant ‘death tusks’, as big as mammoths, were strewn like garbage.
Even if you call it hunting, it wasn't much of a deal.
It's really golf level.
Wolfwin strikes down the demon, and the surrounding knights collect the spoils.
When the demons weren't in sight, I enjoyed my cocktails, and by the time I finished drinking them, I was hunting the demons that had gathered at the scent of blood.
By the way, it was an incredible force.
Even the beasts known as Death Ivories that are currently being hunted are high-level beasts that can easily slaughter thousands of people if dropped on a city.
He was taking them down one by one every five minutes, so he was indeed a Weapon Master.
Wolfwin, who had finished hunting, came to me and washed the blood on his hands with water.
“You have to relieve stress like this sometimes. Otherwise, people really go crazy.”
I just watched him hunt without doing anything.
His deliberately hunting numerous, high-level demons in front of me was a kind of show of force.
Trust me and follow me because I am so strong.
Don't think about useless things.
Otherwise, it will be you, not the devil, next.
It's this kind of message.
That doesn't mean you have to be picky.
I too came here to ‘hunt’.
“By the way, have you made a decision? I think you’ve got enough time to think about it.”
Even while hunting, Wolfwin was constantly forcing me to make decisions, either directly or indirectly.
It's okay if it happens once or twice, but if it keeps happening, I'm honestly getting sick of it.
“So what you’re saying, Wolfwin, is that my vote should go your way, and Grace’s vote should abstain?”
“Huh? Oh, I’m not saying that’s necessarily true. But you’re the only one who’s close to Euclid, right? Euclid is indifferent to politics anyway, so it’s only natural that he’d vote invalid. So, whatever’s good is good…….”
Wolfwin, whose victory was certain, had only one concern.
In case my vote and that of the young lady go to Arthur.
If that happens, he will definitely lose this election.
Because it didn't mean just eight votes, it meant that another Weapon Master 'supported' Arthur.
I stared at the death ivory running towards me, smelling the blood.
“Mr. Bandali.”
“Why, even if you think about it―”
“I think you’re mistaken about something.”
In an instant, I kicked the ground and jumped up, jumping towards the Ivory of Death.
He didn't draw the sword. He just wrapped an aura around his hand.
And he continued speaking, clutching the ivory of death.
“Do you think Grace looks like a fool because she can’t do anything?”
“……Hey, Rohan. That’s not what I meant.”
Wood crack!
As I raised my hand with all my might, an ivory that was more than two or three times the size of my body was pulled out of the demon's maw.
Soon, he reached out to the ivory on the other side.
“It’s not that Grace can’t do anything, she just doesn’t do anything.”
That appearance may make you look incompetent.
But the young lady is different.
The reason she does nothing is to give the opportunity to someone else.
Sometimes the girl would clench her fists.
I know it's to hide the indelible scent of blood on your hands.
And I also know that it is not always to be indifferent, but to not deceive those who are left behind with joy or sadness.
Knowing all that.
“……If you’re going to negotiate, you have to do it properly.”
Wood crack!
Soon the ivory on the other side was also pulled out.
A swaying devil.
I leapt up from the platform and struck the demon's head with two ivory tusks in midair.
Phew!
The spurting blood soaked my body.
For a moment, the world appeared to be dyed red.
I, who hunted the demons with only my strength and no sword, asked Wolfwin.
“The current me is not Gamma Rank or Sword Master Rohan.”
A fox in bear skin.
“I am here as a representative of Grace Euclid, Alpha Rank and Weapon Master of the Empire.”
Wolfwin Vandal.
“So now let’s have a proper conversation.”
“…….”

            It's you I came hunting for today.
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-Do you really want to protect the empire?
Suddenly, the pen that had been writing without stopping stopped.
-I, no, I also want to protect the empire.
Only then did I hear the ticking of the clock.
Grace looked up and checked the time.
How many hours have I been doing this?
It was daytime when I picked up the pen, but it was already night outside the window.
―Doing nothing now is not atonement to those who died.
I was hungry.
When I turned my gaze, I saw a nicely decorated box of cookies on the table.
- Rather, you are committing more sins.
Get up from your seat.
I took a step.
As I reached out and opened the box, biscuits shaped like flower petals fell before my eyes like a withered spring.
-Maybe it's already too late.
Grace's fingertips, holding a square, biscuit-shaped piece, hovered over her lips.
And time seemed to have stopped and did not move.
Meanwhile, Rohan's words were lingering in my head like a vivid dream.
―But that’s why we have to start. Before it’s too late, before it’s too late to turn back… … .
It's always been like that.
Rohan never knows how to talk back.
That's why it was good.
For her, who had difficulty discerning people's hearts, Rohan's direct yet affectionate words were always easy to understand.
“……I know, Rohan.”
He also resigned from his position as captain of the imperial guard.
Even though he knew that being demoted to a professorship at Springwind would mean his downfall, he did not resist.
“But this is the right thing to do.”
I fought bloody battles with my past self thousands of times a day.
In those thousands of wars, Grace, she, killed herself, and died.
‘Doing nothing. This is my atonement.’
Even if you kneel down so low that your bones are exposed and beg, you cannot ask for forgiveness from those who died by your own hands.
The weight of all life is never light.
And all those weights were binding and squeezing not only her shoulders and waist, but also her mouth and wrists, all of them.
Like a chain made of flesh, it is a frail bond, as fragile as a thread that will snap with the slightest tug.
Can't break it.
That's the price of survival.
―… … Be irresponsible.
My vision flashed as if a light had exploded before my eyes.
“Think of the people who survived with the young lady.”
The illusion of Rohan appeared before her.
The fantasy said.
“For the sake of the dead, do not create any more dead people.”
“……There is no more war in this world. No one dies…….”
“Even now, countless people are fighting for their lives. Please do not turn away from them.”
“……Now, no one wants me……”
“No.”
“I, I…….”
His lips twisted as he couldn't continue speaking.
Grace laughed as if she was about to burst into tears.
My rusty heart feels broken. I want to cry, but I keep laughing.
At that moment, Rohan caressed my cheek.
“Then I won’t do anything either.”
I know it's just an illusion I created.
In fact, I know that there is nothing in front of my eyes.
I really feel like I can feel Rohan's body temperature.
Whenever I stumble, you always hold my hand… …
… … like a touch that is always overly warm and soft.
“I will just stay by your side like I am now, young lady, forever.”
“Rohan, I―”
“Even if I die.”
The thoughts that were constantly flashing were talking nonchalantly about Rohan's death.
‘Rohan… … is dead?’
Then, all the annoying and evil feelings that had been bothering her since childhood suddenly subsided.
‘I don’t like that.’
And what was revealed were emotions that had been buried until now.
'no.'
After the war, life in the palace was like an extension of the battlefield.
'no.'
I haven't had a single day of proper breathing, and I haven't had a single day of proper sleep.
'no.'
Her life began to change after Rohan abandoned everything for her and followed her to Springwind.
'……no!'
I think I finally understand what happiness is.
What does it feel like to laugh to your heart's content, what does it feel like to cry to your heart's content?
As much as you want, as much as you want, as much as you want, all of it.
… … Only then did life begin to tremble with joy.
I didn't want to lose everything and fall back into despair.
‘I understand now.’
The emotion that had been buried in her heart until now was ‘greed.’
‘I want Rohan.’
Grace, whose expression had straightened up unlike before, took out her smartphone.
After a few beeps, the call connected and she opened her mouth.
“Me. Yeah, I’ve decided.”
Grace Euclid, protector of the wounded empire.
Once again she began to move.
“……I will do it.”
This time, not for everyone, but for just one person.
* * *
"All right."
Wolfwin was watching me hang up the phone.
Haa, fortunately the young lady made a positive decision.
After returning from the villa, I tried to persuade him as best as I could, but he was initially negative, but after much thought, he decided to follow my advice.
So now… … .
“There is only one thing I wish from you, Bandali.”
… … Can I just go out too?
“With the 127 votes you currently have, please vote for Grace.”
Despite those words, Wolfwin still smiled with his eyes wide open.
As soon as he raised his arm and gestured, the attendants who had been waiting far away surrounded me all at once.
Judging by their momentum, each and every one of them was a top-level sword expert knight.
Still, these are people who could become captains of any knightly order, but they were ordered to collect spoils of war.
“What are you doing?”
“Even if you are a sword master, you can’t handle twenty top-level experts, right?”
That meant I was on the verge of turning that ridiculous opponent into my enemy.
Woooow⸺
The knights who had prepared their swords fired their auras.
Perhaps because the number was twenty, simply emitting an aura was enough to create an "Aura Storm" current.
The moment Wolfwin's order was given, my aura was completely dark red, enough to cut my neck.
“If you kill me here, not only the Knights of Vandal, but everything you have built will go down the drain. Haven’t you already calculated that?”
“Yeah. That’s right.”
Finally, Wolfwin waved his hand.
Then the knights who had gathered their auras lined up behind Wolfwin.
"page."
“Captain.”
“I have something to talk about for a moment, so take your staff back and rest.”
“I obey your orders.”
At Wolfwin's command, the knights returned to the city without a word.
I think it's because I, a Sword Master, am convinced that I cannot defeat the Weapon Master.
Same goes for me.
If I could have subdued Wolfwin by force, I would have cut off his head a long time ago.
“Okay, Rohan. Now let’s have a real conversation.”
Wolfwin sat down on a nearby rock, rubbing his face, which had become increasingly tired.
I also climbed onto the head of the death ivory I had just hunted.
“You can just press me like that.”
“I was just trying to see what you were up to. I can’t tell if you’re joking or if you’re seriously trying to grab me by the collar.”
“I’m not reckless enough to risk my life playing around.”
“Okay. Should I vote for Euclid with my vote?”
“Yes. That would benefit both us and Bandali-nim―”
The next moment Wolfwin laughed loudly.
“Hahaha! You’re more innocent than you look, aren’t you?”
My eyebrows furrowed involuntarily.
Wolfwin was openly laughing at me and Grace.
Suddenly, cold eyes turned towards me.
“……I could have just killed you and Euclid.”
From Wolfwin's point of view, that's the easiest way.
If we don't exist, he has nothing to fear.
“But it didn’t happen.”
“Yeah. That method doesn’t work for me. Even though I beat out all the great guys to get to this point, I won’t beat up the ‘ugly guys’.”
Wolfwin, who inherited the blood of the now nearly extinct ‘Giant’, flexed his massive muscles.
As I've said many times, Wolfwin is a fox in bear clothing.
But how big would a fox have to be to wear a bear mask?
Is that a bear that swallowed a fox, or a fox that ate a bear and grew in size?
“But you know, it’s not that I couldn’t knock them down, it’s that I didn’t. It’s pitiful. Those lives have already been trampled on, what will happen if I get trampled on too?”
“I’m sorry, but you’ve already trampled on so many things.”
"I?"
“Yes. Just like a human being can step on a bug and not feel anything. But what if a giant like you walks around?”
Wolfwin's words are nothing but hypocrisy.
Irresponsible hypocrisy of blaming others for one's own mistakes simply because one does not want to blame oneself.
Whether he intended to or not, many people have already been crushed to death under those huge feet.
It was due to Wolfwin's deliberate and deliberate intention to already know the fact but pretend not to know.
“That may be so. No, it certainly is. No one is free from the law of equivalence.”
And now my job is to peel away Wolfwin's hypocrisy layer by layer.
As long as he keeps on pretending, I'll never get what I want.
“Then why do you want to become chairman even if it means losing something?”
“Honor. For a knight, honor is life itself.”
“Is it really because of honor?”
“……What does that mean?”
Fame is the best facade to wrap up a life that is nothing but a shell.
Because you can give meaning to your life that you have not been able to find by living with the magic word called honor.
“Isn’t the 1 trillion ring that Lord Wolfwin used for this election too much to trade for the honor of being the Union President?”
“I got hit with this. I didn’t know you were following me around.”
“There was no need to go around digging. Considering what Lord Wolfwin wanted, it was a number that could easily be estimated at around 1 trillion.”
Wolfwin's eyebrows wiggled like an earthworm.
“I thought about what would be worth more than a trillion won for the chairman position.”
“……So what is it?”
His expression had hardened noticeably, and he was slowly revealing his true nature to me.
I continued smiling.
“Alpha rank.”
In an empire, rank is the real honor and power.
Even Dennis, Ellie's father, and Michael, one of the 13 families, remained in the Beta rank.
“For me, gamma is the limit, and for people like you, beta is the limit.”
If we compare it to the five ranks, the gamma rank is equivalent to a count.
Beta is the marquis above that, and Alpha is the duke.
The difference becomes more severe as you go up the levels.
And the more severe it gets, the more power it can seize.
“Now that the war is over, there is only one way to get promoted.”
Grace Euclid, who seemed like she had nothing, wasn't the final boss in the original for nothing.
It was possible because there was that much power in the first place.
“……A new war.”
How can one exploit a profit of more than 1 trillion rings beyond the principal from the chairman's seat?
The method is simple.
Reopen the closed gate and start the Third Inma War.
No, we just have to start a ‘resource war’.
“Then again, the ugly ones will be trampled on. While you pretend not to notice.”
The Third Demon War began after Grace made a contract with the Demon King, or more precisely, the King of Warriors, ‘Sala’.
The one who most powerfully drove it was the new chairman of the Union, Wolfwin Vandali.
If we fail to stop this war mongering now, the future will repeat itself.
“There’s no way around it. You can’t create a forest without trampling on the grass.”
The veins in Wolfwin's neck rose.
Although he was trying hard to act calm, his exposed hypocrisy was already rolling around at his feet.
“How long are you going to just look at the forest?”
"what?"
“Now look at the world. Don’t look at the old trees that are no longer worth cutting down.”
I stared at the sea shimmering between the trees.
I gazed at the world that stretched out beyond.
“Do you think you’ll be okay even after going to war?”
The last Inma War completely changed people's perception.
Now people have realized that war doesn't make money.
No, they found out that the Aether Stone of the Demon World was worth less than their lives.
“Times have changed a lot. People no longer want war ‘for the time being.’”
The emotion of anger continues to accumulate unless it is resolved.
If things pile up like that, one by one, eventually the world will go crazy.
But now that the war has ended, the anger has subsided.
Because of the First World War, people had a lot to lose, and people with a lot to lose would be the ones who would be reluctant to die.
“If a war were to be fought under these circumstances, who do you think would be the first to die?”
Silent Wolfwin.
Since the last invasion, the world has felt the power of the demon world keenly.
It's not that they were robbed of their resources because they were powerless.
“Furthermore, the aftermath of the war has not yet been recovered. If the Empire prepares for war unilaterally in this situation, a world war will break out before the Great War of the Inmar.”
It is a war of destruction where the empire must face all the nations alone.
No matter how strong an empire is, it cannot take on the entire world.
If that were possible, the Empire would have united the world already.
Unfortunately, Wolfwin's plans will come to nothing.
The royal family also had this thought, and now that the plot has changed, Grace will not be destroyed.
“But there’s no turning back. I’ve already paid the price, and now it’s my turn to receive the reward.”
“Is that compensation death? Suicide while paying up to 1 trillion rings… It is a death fit for a big shot.”
“Watch your mouth. I almost crossed the line just now.”
For a moment, Wolfwin's momentum turned fierce.
His anger was so strong that every time he exhaled, his aura dissipated like a puff of breath.
“I’ll give you that compensation. After all, what you want is to become an Alpha rank, right?”
I have everything I need.
Yet what he still lacks is honor.
They are willing to go to war just to fill that tiny bit of fame.
“I promise you the position of Captain of the Imperial Guard.”
"what?"
“That position is still vacant because the conditions are so strict.”
“If you’re going to fool me with your nonsensical words, stop right now—”
“Do I look like someone who would fool you?”
“…….”
I don't know about anything else, but Wolfwin has an eye for people.
You must have figured out my intentions by now.
But that won't be all.
“A new emperor will soon ascend to the throne. Adela Historia has also met her fate.”
“How could you know that? It must be the most secret of secrets.”
“That’s not important. What’s important is who becomes the emperor.”
That was when.
“It’s creepy.”
The corners of Wolfwin's mouth began to rise slowly as his anger disappeared without a trace.
“You are bigger than I thought. You are thinking of challenging the royal family. What are your plans?”
“The plan is already in motion.”
“So who did you call?”
“Prince Edgar Historia.”
“What? That bastard?”
And then they burst into laughter.
It was a pitiful sight to see him covering his mouth with his large hand, which was disproportionate to his size.
I waited until the laughter died down.
He nodded as if he understood, barely calming his pounding heart.
“That’s funny. That’s funny. That’s the funniest joke I’ve heard this year—”
I opened my mouth after checking the date briefly.
“By now, Julius Ford Sr., one of the 13 families, must have joined.”
At those words, the smile disappeared from his face.
He was making a call to someone while holding the smartphone attached to his waist holder.
I don't think you would have called Julius directly to confirm what I said.
He doesn't look like much, and he's probably talking to an informant within the Knights Templar.
After a while, Wolfwin finished the call and said with a serious expression.
“It’s true that the Ford family and the prince met a week ago.”
“I’m not the type of person who enjoys lying. Please stop making up your mind now.”
Now it's my turn to look after him.
“Would you like to join ‘us’, or would you be content with a sham chairmanship?”
Wolfwin rose from his seat.
And then he strode over to me and stood in front of me.
It's really huge.
But true hunting is catching something bigger than yourself.
“Want a drink, Rohan? I’ll live a big life.”
Wolfwin smiled broadly and offered a handshake.
I answered, holding hands.
“I’m sorry, but I don’t like alcohol.”
“Then what about food?”
“The food wasn’t that great either.”
“It looks like you really want to go home.”
“Honestly, yes.”
I cast my gaze across the continent.
There was someone I still wanted to see beyond that horizon.
“Do you have a charter flight?”
“Yes.”
“I would appreciate a ride to Canterbury.”
Was it because just a moment ago they were rushing to destroy each other?

            Wolfwin stuck out his tongue as he watched me bow politely.
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The new semester has started.
It felt like a day passed by every time I blinked.
That means I am focusing on this life.
The seasons were changing, just like the lecture topic that went from spring to summer.
“A variation of the four seasons, “Summer” is a counter. A sword technique that focuses on fire magic and adds water magic to enhance its power…….”
My Grace is beautiful today too.
She, who stands on the podium, now has the appearance of a proper professor.
Now, it's okay even without me.
“……The important thing to note is that while maintaining the original form of the fire spell, the arrangement of the strings and the tune must be made like the water spell. Rohan.”
“Yes, professor.”
I was ready to give a demonstration at the young lady's call.
I arranged the rituals as slowly as possible so that students could watch them slowly.
“The magic of fire is as strong as its name suggests. Because it has a lower tendency to mix than other elements and has a distinct personality, the ratio of the elements you want to mix must always be kept at least twice.”
I colored the strings and curves of the song so you can see them in more detail.
Red is fire, blue is water.
That way, there won't be any confusion.
“However, if the ratio of one element is too high, the elements will not mix, but rather assimilate. No matter how hard you try to mix them, they will not mix. However, as always, there is a way.”
Soon, some of the strings that controlled the shape of fire began to be replaced with wind strings.
“Wind, on the contrary, is very inclusive. This is what we use.”
At the same time, the fire released from the ritual was scattering.
By arranging the water rituals there as planned, the "Flowing Fire", the starting point of the four seasons and summer, was completed.
“This is the introduction to the four seasons, summer―”
The sound of a light bulb filament breaking echoed in my head.
It was as if everything before my eyes had gone dark and I couldn't see anything.
* * *
“……Rohan?”
Rohan's body seemed to sway and then tilted forward.
Grace, who had disappeared for a moment, appeared in front of Rohan and held his collapsing body in her arms.
It was only then that I realized the seriousness of the situation.
Rohan was strange.
“Assistant Professor!”
Ariel jumped over the desk and ran towards Rohan.
Ellis, who arrived next, had not yet finished assessing the situation.
Ellis asked Grace.
“Why are you suddenly doing this?”
“The flow of mana is unstable. It’s like…….”
Exhaustion.
It was a common symptom among Academy Knight cadets.
It wasn't physical exhaustion, but exhaustion caused by mana.
‘Rohan is a sword master. But why?’
The symptom that was naturally cured by just becoming an Aura user was exhaustion.
However, there was one thing that even Weapon Masters rarely experienced: exhaustion.
‘… … Mana reflux?’
In order to experience mana reflux, you must continuously practice beyond your limits.
Rohan is a Sword Master. When you reach the level of Sword Master, your limits far exceed the normal standards.
The fact that he experienced a mana backflow… … .
Gulp.
Grace turned her head as she felt her shoulders grow warm.
Blood was gushing from Rohan's nose like a broken faucet.
Ellis shouted as she looked into Rohan's unfocused eyes.
“Rohan! Come to your senses! Rohan!”
Ariel shook her head as she received Rohan's blood on her palm, unaware that her pure white hands were becoming stained with blood.
“I already lost consciousness.”
In an instant, Grace surrounded Rohan.
Then I left the classroom and ran straight to the infirmary.
bang!
Grace blew the infirmary door open with one kick.
The startled doctor vomited up the bread he was eating.
“Whoa! What the heck is going on?!”
“It is an emergency.”
Grace motioned to the doctor and laid Rohan down on the bed.
Then he unbuttoned his shirt and placed his hand on his chest.
The core was a mess. And that's it.
‘Circle… …?’
The runaway circle was tracing an endless orbit at incredible speed as if it were going to grind down the core.
Grace, her face pale, stared at Rohan's face, his eyes still closed, as if she couldn't believe it.
“Rohan…….”
It's a miracle I'm still alive today.
* * *
Cornelia, who had been biting her clenched fingers while looking at Rohan, opened her mouth.
“What did this person do at the end of the semester?”
Grace, who was sitting next to Rohan, holding his hand tightly, remained silent.
Come to think of it, Rohan never rested.
After finishing my training at the villa, I practiced on my own, and after returning, I went straight to the Uist Islands to meet Wolfwin.
Is that all?
After returning from the Yuist Archipelago, he conducted seasonal classes with himself and even studied the summer rituals of the four seasons.
I haven't seen you resting.
Maybe I didn't even sleep.
There's a circle there.
‘You’ve been holding out like this until now… …?’
Grace swallowed her tears silently.
Cornelia sighed at the sight and gave an order as the principal.
“Professor Rohan will be on sick leave for a week. There is a limit to how hard you work. If you keep doing this, people will die, really.”
Cornelia, who had been watching Rohan with pity, soon left the infirmary.
At the same time, Ellis, who had been waiting for the conversation to end at the door, came in.
“What happened to Rohan?”
“Fortunately, it’s stable. But…….”
You never know when it might cause another mana backlash.
If that happens then.
‘… … Will I be able to live?’
I don't know.
This time, he was lucky and somehow managed to get through it, but next time, death might come and take Rohan far, far away.
Ellis grabbed Rohan's cheek as he fell asleep without knowing anything about the world.
“This idiot… Did I tease you too much?”
“It’s not Ellis’s fault. It’s all…….”
… … It was all because of me.
Rohan became like this because of me who did nothing all this time.
Enough to forcefully create a circle to become stronger.
For a wizard to touch the Auror, or a knight to touch the Circle, is no more dangerous than taking a handful of cyanide in one's mouth, no, it is no less dangerous.
It's just plain suicide.
‘I’ll change now, Rohan.’
For my sake, I won't let you sacrifice yourself.
“Ellis.”
“Go ahead, Professor.”
“I’ll make a quick phone call and come back, so please take care of Rohan.”
“Don’t worry! I’ll take good care of this big baby.”
"thank you."
A moment after Grace, clutching her smartphone, left, Ariel opened the door.
Ellis's eyes turned fierce for a moment, but she was not a child who would argue with a patient in front of her.
Above all else.
“……Did you cry?”
Ariel's eyes were red.
In addition, the tip of his nose was slightly red.
Suddenly, Ariel, who was sitting next to Rohan, turned her head.
“Who is crying?”
“I feel like my throat is really sore right now.”
Ariel, tall and with a clear neck, tilted her head further.
“No, that’s not it. More importantly, how is the assistant professor’s condition?”
“I’m fine now. The doctor said it was mana reflux. Is this guy really the Sword Master?”
“That’s how much you pushed yourself.”
“Drive them in?”
Ariel continued speaking, taking Rohan's fingertips in her hand while observing Ellis's expression.
“Endlessly, truly endlessly…….”
“Why? Are you trying to become a Weapon Master?”
“That may be true, but maybe it means that there is something you want to protect. After all, you are a true knight.”
“Who the hell?”
Ariel didn't answer.
Now I think I understand a little bit.
Where is Rohan's heart headed?
That's right.
‘… … In order to protect me, Rohan… … .’
Oh my, I felt like crying again.
I've already cried my eyes out in the fourth stall, I've cried so much that no more tears have come out, but I feel like I'm going to cry again.
‘I am so… … that I don’t even care about life.’
A single tear flowed from her sparkling black eyes.
Ellis's mouth opened silently when she saw that.
“You’re crying?”
"……no."
“You’re crying. But why—”
For a moment, the scattered puzzle pieces came together and formed a single picture in Ellis' head.
‘Could it really be like that?’
Now it becomes clear.
I figured out why the pieces wouldn't fit together no matter how hard I tried.
‘You, not Grace, but Rohan… … .’
And Ellis's lips formed a wicked smile.
Oh my goodness!
You're the only one who can surpass Rohan?
This is truly amazing.
Rohan was like an older brother to Ellis.
The person who hates that person the most is the one who looks down on him?
‘I wouldn’t do that, even if it meant getting herb salt in my eyes.’
Ellis, possessed by the villainess, gently stroked Rohan's forehead.
“Okay. When Rohan wakes up, I’ll let him rest and go on a date.”
“……What did you just say?”
“Huh? Mom? Oh, didn’t you hear? Me and D-”
“As anyone may wish.”
A cold and rough voice, like an echo hitting an ice wall, flowed from between Ariel's lips.
“You really don’t know the topic.”
“What? On what topic?!”
Ellis was about to scream in anger, but held back when she saw Rohan.
But now that I know the weakness, I can't lose no matter how I fight.
Ellis swallowed her anger and whispered to Rohan with a smile on her face.
“Poor Rohan. I’ll have to comfort you a lot today. Just like before.”
“Up? Before?”
“Oh, didn’t you know? I’ve been close with Rohan since I was little. We trained together, ate together… and even slept together.”
“Training, food, sleep……?”
“Yeah. Don’t you know how wide Rohan’s arms are? If I comfort you and you fall asleep in these arms—”
"lie."
Ariel pointed to Ellis' forehead, which she had been staring at expressionlessly.
“When you lie, your right eyebrow always goes up slightly.”
“!”
At those words, Ellis covered her slightly raised eyebrows with her hand.
“And your ears are red too.”
“!”
I hurriedly covered my reddened ear with my other hand, but it was already too late.
Ariel, who had found her composure again, crossed her arms.
“Then let’s do it like this.”
“What, what, what!”
“When the associate professor stands up, he will ask us to choose one of the two.”
"……call."
From Ellis' point of view, there is nothing to regret.
But pride was at stake.
I don't want to lose to Ariel even if I die.
Ellis added one more condition to it.
“The one who isn’t chosen gives up cleanly. Okay?”
“Okay. I don’t intend to be a squeamish person like everyone else.”
Even though he answered like that, he had no intention of giving up even if Rohan did not choose him.
And there was confidence.
The past was proof of that.
If you didn't love yourself, you wouldn't have saved your life, not even twice.
… … Ariel was also a very naive person who was so sure of such an absurd thing.
At that moment, Rohan's fingers twitched.
Rohan's eyes slowly begin to open.
As Rohan was staring blankly at the unfamiliar ceiling, they thrust their faces right in front of him.
“Rohan!”
“Lord Rohan?”
As soon as he opened his eyes, Rohan frowned at the loud voice.
‘What is this familiar development? Where have I read it so many times… … .’
At that moment, Rohan opened his eyes and raised his upper body.
The surprise was fleeting, as the moment came that they spoke to Rohan.
“Get out of the way.”
“No, Rohan. Let me talk to you for a moment….”
Rohan, who got out of bed in a hurry, ran out of the infirmary with only one slipper on.
“What just happened…?”
"……I don't know."
Ariel and Ellis are left alone in the infirmary.

            He was just opening his mouth like a fish that had been washed up on land.
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“Are you on sick leave?”
Grace answered, putting down the smartphone she was holding.
“It’s a week. Rest during that time.”
“I’m fine. It’s just because I’m overworked…….”
“Rohan.”
Slightly furrowed eyebrows.
The fact that Grace, who rarely showed her expression like a doll, was like that meant that she was very angry.
“Take a rest.”
You must have been very surprised.
It was something I didn't expect either.
Why did mana flow back during class?
Still, it's not something to be excited about.
Because it's simply a process of increasing the circle.
I would have died originally, but it was okay.
It's a setting that was acquired by paying for "probability", but if I was destined to die because I used "growth", I would have died a long time ago.
“I understand what you are worried about, but don’t worry. You are lucky, the circle has settled safely in your body.”
Lies are useless in front of the Weapon Master.
Moreover, my core has been watching me intently since a while ago.
You may have already noticed the existence of my circle.
“……Still, I almost died.”
“How can I die, breaking the promise I made to you, young lady?”
I smiled to reassure her.
“My death would be a violation of my oath. I swore to stay by your side forever.”
"no!"
Grace raised her head and shouted. She looked really angry. I had never read a description like this.
While I was lost in thought, her voice flowed leisurely.
“Just stay by my side. That’s all I ask…….”
And a few halos of light that wet her eyes. Tears that she scattered as she raised her head.
There's nothing I can do.
For now, I have no choice but to follow the young lady's words.
“Okay, I understand. As you said, I will rest and do nothing during my sick leave.”
"really……?"
“Yes, so don’t worry.”
Only then did Grace's face brighten slightly.
She handed me the bag she had taken from my seat.
“Then get off work.”
* * *
the next day.
I've been lying in bed doing nothing since yesterday.
"……ha."
It's been over two months since I met Wolfwin.
I haven't been sitting around blankly all this time.
I honed my magic. I trained my circle. I cultivated my mind and body.
As a result, I have reached the 2nd circle, or rather, I have just reached the 3rd circle.
It was a tremendous growth rate.
It wasn't due to talent or "growth".
It was literally bone-crushing.
It was fortunate that Rohan had a high level of mana affinity, if not for that, he wouldn't have even been able to reach the ranks of the 2nd circle.
Did you sleep for an hour a day?
After work, I invested all my personal time into the circle.
It wasn't because of a vague sense of goal of wanting to become stronger.
It was just… …fun?
It was funny, no joke.
The circle was clearly different from Aura.
While Aura is a mana that is only suitable for combat, Circle is flexible enough to be used not only in magic but also in everyday life.
To put it simply, it's like raising a pet.
Move with will as if you have an ego.
Very self-willed, regardless of my mood, yet obedient and trustworthy.
“Those wizards kept this fun stuff to themselves.”
I feel like I've lost at least a third, if not half, of my life.
He reached out to the ceiling. The circles flowing from his fingertips slowly wrapped around his arm like snakes. Then, they flirted as if they wanted to be stroked quickly.
I also heard in the theory book that circles are based on the user's personality.
Each has its own unique "characteristics" and "temperament", and the appropriate elements and spells differ accordingly.
But there is one part that I don't quite understand.
“……When did I ever do this?”
Seriously, this guy is so gentle and loyal.
I am not like this.
You can't live in this world if you're innocent.
Loyalty… … cannot be considered strong because he is only loyal to the young lady.
Anyway, not everything written in the theory book was trustworthy.
“Come to think of it.”
It was said that if you enter the 3rd circle, you can use a "servant".
The only summoning magic in this world, "Servant".
It is mediated by one's own circle and the highest grade ether stone, and once summoned, it remains semi-permanently unless the stone's lifespan expires or it breaks.
The problem is that the highest grade ether stones are expensive and not cost effective.
A single top-grade ether stone the size of my thumb costs over 20 million rings.
Besides, the servant's function is not particularly limited to mental communication.
It's also difficult to expect much from the combat aspect.
Even a servant of a great magician with a Circle 8 skill level would have a hard time dealing with one low- to mid-level demon.
Michael would be at circle 6.5 right now.
He is a self-proclaimed genius magician.
All that kid can do is summon a single swallow.
But as far as I remember, that swallow… ··.
Tiring ring―
Just then the phone rang.
The ever-growing circle picked up the smartphone and held it in front of my eyes.
This cute guy. He's useful.
The sender was Ellie.
“Rohan is currently unable to answer the phone. After the beep sound…….”
[Die, really.]
You don't get fooled. I knew you would.
"what's the matter."
[Are you home? Come out.]
“I was just about to go out to buy some ether stones… What’s going on?”
[Come out.]
Ellie just finished saying what she wanted to say and hung up the phone.
It was the moment when I took a quick shower, got dressed, and left the house.
“Why are you so late? I waited for you.”
Ellie, who had been waiting by the front door, lightly squeezed the candy stick in her mouth.
“What’s going on? And this early in the morning?”
“That expression again. Why, can’t you come?”
“I was just a little surprised. No man would be surprised if he opened the door and a woman like Ellie was waiting for him.”
“Have you improved your speaking skills lately? Are you going to an academy?”
“It means to burn in your inferno.”
I was thinking of taking the bike out, so that worked out well.
If I can go comfortably, then that's fine with me.
Ellie took the wheel as we sat in the passenger seat of the Inferno parked in front of the gate.
I fastened my seatbelt and turned on the navigation.
“Here. Let’s go.”
“I can’t do that?”
“Why are you so grumpy again?”
“You have something to do with me today.”
… … Today is strange. The fact that you suddenly barged into my house.
And why did you decorate it like this?
Black off-shoulder blouse with short cherry colored skirt.
She even added waves to her hair like a wild summer rose. Oh my, she even added a hairpin, which was unexpected.
“Have you got a boyfriend lately?”
“Wh, what are you talking about?!”
“I think there’s someone who would look good.”
“Pull out, I dressed up like usual! Just like usual!”
“I see.”
Ellie, her forehead slightly red, cupped my face with her palm. “Idiot, idiot!” That’s what she was yelling at me.
Anyway, I took out my smartphone and checked the price of Aether Stone.
Aetherstones do not have a fixed price like real-world gold.
Moreover, it was more sensitive when it came to top-grade ether stones, which were in very small quantities.
Fortunately, as expected, it was possible to purchase it at the 20 million ring mark.
Yeah, Ellie stepped on the accelerator and asked as she exited the alley.
“Why the ether stone?”
“Because I need it.”
“Who wouldn’t know that? Why do you need it? Is it a gift for me? Oh, I’m sorry. I have twenty of the highest grade ether stones at home.”
“How big is it?”
“Han, my fist?”
wait for a sec.
Then there's no need to go to the exchange, right?
“……live.”
“Not for sale.”
"cloth."
“Do I look like a fool? And I really don’t sell. I got them all as gifts.”
You shouldn't have said that earlier.
If it was a gift, I'd be in trouble too.
Then Ellie tapped my shoulder with her elbow.
“If you want, I can just give you one.”
“You said you received a gift. It would be rude to give something like that to someone else.”
“Not that. There’s something I used to play with at the academy.”
“No, that’s fine. Let’s just go to the exchange.”
If possible, it would be better to get a new one.
“You’re just giving it away for free? And how much money does an associate professor have?”
“I guess you forgot where I was a ‘vice-minister’ before.”
I was the vice-captain of the large knight order, the Knights of Eclat.
Ellie, who was walking slowly, glanced at me anxiously.
“But there is a condition.”
"exchange."
“If you go somewhere with me today, I’ll give it to you.”
"exchange."
“Really. One… four hours? Yes! Just play with me for four hours—”
"exchange!"
Bang! The horn blares sharply. Ellie, who had stopped on the nearby shoulder, slammed her forehead against the steering wheel.
Then he slowly turned his head towards me. He looked desperate.
“Please play with me…… please…….”
* * *
Ellis Eclat.
This morning she left the house with a strong resolve.
‘I will win.’
Today was a day that was at stake.
It was a showdown with none other than Ariel.
They were confused after being ignored by Rohan last night.
For a moment, Ellis came up with a suggestion.
“Let’s make a bet to see who can make the associate professor laugh more?”
ㅤ“Yeah. Wouldn’t that be fairer? Rohan would choose me anyway.”
Ariel narrowed her eyes in contempt.
It was such a childish idea.
Who would call me a child?
Then, Ariel, who had been thinking deeply, nodded faintly.
Come to think of it, I haven't seen Rohan's smiling face at all these days.
I like Rohan, whose bluntness flows like sweet syrup, but he suits me better with his signature foolish smile.
“Okay. I’ll bet.”
That was the whole story.
And now.
‘I almost didn’t even try… … !’
I woke up at 5am and went to Blinwoods to get my hair, nails, and makeup done in full.
I also chose the prettiest clothes and wore them.
Enough to fall in love with yourself when you see yourself reflected in a full-length mirror.
The plan was perfect.
He was more perfect.
But the moment she arrived in front of Rohan, her plans were in danger of disappearing and turning into bubbles.
‘Where does it really hurt?’
There was no iron wall like this one.
I even felt uncomfortable with the attitude of not even seeing myself as a woman.
But Ellis was not one to back down here.
“Please play with me…… please…….”
It was better than kneeling before Ariel.
I thought that if I somehow dragged Rohan along, I would be able to show off my charms afterwards.
With that in mind, I arrived at this place, a cafe.
What I ordered was an Einspanner topped with whipped cream.
‘Even Rohan can’t stand this, right?’
He buried his lips deep into the glass and took a sip.
I feel like there's a lot of foam forming on my upper lip.
Ellis pretended not to know and called Rohan.
“I was really surprised yesterday. I knew what was going to happen, you idiot.”
I chose the word ‘fool’ on purpose.
‘I can’t stay still if someone calls me an idiot for putting lip balm on my lips!’
It was a choice made through careful planning.
For a moment, the corners of Rohan's mouth twitched.
‘That’s it! If you don’t laugh at this, then it’s really—’
As if they weren't the same.
“Ellie.”
"huh?"
Rohan pulled out the napkin, raised his upper body, and gently lifted the tip of Ellis' chin.
The next moment, he gently wiped her lips.
“You are really foolish.”
“…….”
Rohan looked out the window as if nothing had happened and sipped his coffee.
Ellie's face grew hot for a moment and she pressed down on her pounding heart.
‘What, what just happened?’
It was a reaction I could never have imagined.
When he lifted his chin, Rohan's eyes, looking down at him, kept flickering.
‘Were your eyes originally deep…?’
It was a look of exquisite thought and appreciation that I could not find in my friends around me.
Silently affectionate. Cold and warm. Lukewarm, not biased to either side.
If there is such a thing as ‘adult temperature’, it must be something like this.
“…….”
Ellie, with her mouth tightly shut, kept stealing glances at Rohan's profile.
I used to just think he was stupid.
I just thought he was a strong, but weak older brother.
Up until now, he didn't seem like a reasonable person at all.
… … At this moment, my heart was pounding.
‘Hey, come to your senses!’
I almost forgot the purpose of coming here.
Yeah, I guess it's because you're lonely that you feel this way.
Come to think of it, it's been quite a while since I've been in a relationship. My last relationship was with a cadet at the academy who had a crush on me, and we met for about 20 minutes before he dumped me.
It's clear that you're just confusing different emotions.
Obviously, definitely… … .
“Rohan!”
“I'm listening.”
Rohan's expression, still staring out the window, was unclear as to what he was thinking.
Ellie emptied her glass in one gulp and stood up from her seat, nodding toward the entrance.
“Let’s go out.”
“Where to next.”
“Follow me.”
Ellie returned to the car with Rohan in tow and smiled as she started the car.
‘This time I can’t help but laugh?’
The place we arrived at was the famous ‘Playroom’ in Little Heath.
This place, filled with various gaming devices, was reminiscent of a real-life arcade.
Ellie, who was looking around inside, found a device and grabbed Rohan's sleeve.
“Let’s do this, this!”
“This is…….”
A large number of musical notes were pouring down before their eyes on the screen of a device that looked like a vending machine.
A musical note made of mana. It was ‘Maestro’, famous for its three-dimensional rhythm game.
The gameplay is simple.
You just need to touch the keys with the right timing using the controller that releases mana.
As the name ‘Maestro’ suggests, his playing style resembles conducting.
“Should I go first?”
Rohan nodded silently.
Ellie, who paid with a card, stood confidently in front of the device.
‘Look forward to it. I’m sure it’ll make you laugh here.’
I can't help but laugh.
What is the purpose of games? To be fun. If you are having fun, you can't help but laugh.
It was a simple algorithm, but it was a chain of emotions that no one could resist.
“What should I play today~”
Ellis's fingertips, which were scrolling the screen, stopped at one song.
The title is <Happy Today Too>.
It's a song that's currently very popular and famous for being difficult.
There was a favorite song that I always sang when I went to karaoke. I memorized every note, not to mention the lyrics.
‘There are no mistakes.’
Ellis started to feel competitive in strange places.
[ 3 ]
[ 2 ]
[ 1 ]
As the countdown ended, musical notes flew towards Ellis.
[ Great ! ]
[ Great ! ]
There was not a single note missed.
Of course. I used to relieve the stress that built up every day with this.
Finally, when the song reached its climax, Ellis, who was laughing out loud in excitement, looked back at Rohan.
“How is it? Am I doing really well?”
“That’s pretty good. Did you just eat and do this?”
“Hey, are you having fun now?”
“It looks fun.”
But Rohan barely smiled until the song ended.
[ <Happy Today> : A+ (3,274,091) ]
Ellis clapped and jumped as she set a higher record than before.
The goal of making Rohan laugh had long since disappeared along with the past notes.
Rohan opened his mouth.
“I’m getting an A+ here that I couldn’t get at school.”
“Shouldn’t you be quiet? Sir, then Rohan, try it. Let’s see how well you do!”
Ellis stepped aside to allow Rohan to play.
Rohan stands in front of the device, staring at the screen.
She laughed at me for just scrolling through the pages and not being able to choose a song.
At that moment, Rohan's fingertips stopped at one song.
Ellis's mouth was twisted as she read the title.
“Antonio Britten’s War Requiem in D minor, L. 73…? Do you know this piece and chose it?”
“I heard it a few times on the classical channel.”
“More than that, this is a nightmare!”
“If you feel like it can’t be helped, you can help me.”
As expected, newbies don't know anything.
However, it is not the case that Rohan rushed in recklessly.
‘Is it similar to the rhythm games I used to play?’
He was Korean before Rohan.
[ 3 ]
[ 1 ]
For a moment, musical notes filled Rohan's eyes.
It wasn't pouring down like rain.
A huge storm. Notes flying in like daggers, not in a straight line, but in all directions, drawing a curve.
However, Rohan just stood there still. At that sight, Ellis sighed and was about to take out a card from her wallet.
Whoosh!
[ Perfect ! ]
The moment Rohan's fingertips drew a line in the air, the notes that struck the mark precisely scattered into a beautiful melody.
And the Requiem is played.
Ellis couldn't close her mouth as she watched the words 'Perfect' appear one after another on the screen.
"lie."
Nightmare difficulty does not play automatically.
You must strike the note to hear the correct sound.
But Rohan was playing Antonio Britten's War Requiem in D minor, L. 73 perfectly.
‘What, what is this melody… …?’
Not missing a single note.
Rohan's current appearance was that of a maestro conducting an orchestra on stage, and a commander on a battlefield where fierce blood was pouring down.
It was the moment when Rohan lifted his hand from under the screen that had finally become quiet.
[ <Antonio Britten's War Requiem in D minor L.73> : SSS+ (106,484,481) ]
[ A new ranker has been born! <Server Ranking: 3rd> ]
[Enter your player nickname… … .]
Even for Ellis, who has been playing the game for the past two years, this is the first time she has seen such a message displayed.
She, who was stamping her feet with a competitive spirit, grabbed Rohan's hand.
“You, you, what did you do!”
“I am Rohan, the Sword Master of the Continent.”
“Why are you suddenly acting like this, it doesn’t even make sense―”
Foot, what finally burst out was Ellis's laughter.
She looked back and forth between Rohan and the scoreboard and laughed for a long time before barely coming to her senses.
I came here to make Rohan laugh, but I ended up laughing myself instead.
And then I just gave up.
‘So what if you don’t laugh?’
It's so much fun.
So Rohan will be happy too.
When we're together, it's natural that we feel the same way.

            “Let’s go. I’ll give you the Aether Stone as promised.”
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                                § Recovery (3)
When Dennis heard that I was visiting the mansion, he dropped his work and came running.
“Do you know that I’ve been enjoying life a lot lately because of you? Hasn’t she changed since you took up the position of associate professor in the Department of Swordsmanship?”
“I just taught what I learned under the captain.”
“There is no humility between us. It is because you, Rohan, are so outstanding. There is no need to be so humble in front of me.”
Dennis' mouth was so wide that it almost reached into the air.
We continued talking while Ellie searched the room for the ether stone.
The story of winning the Emulator Championship, a slightly modified version of Ellie's appearance at school, and the story of dealing with demons and receiving credit, etc...
At that moment, Dennis, who had been sighing, licked his lips as if he was confused.
“By the way, I heard you met Bandali… No, it’s a rumor! I asked because I heard that rumor. I’m sorry if it offended you.”
“No, it’s true. I was just invited to go hunting.”
“I knew it. If you look closely, you are indeed a kind-hearted person. Anyway, that gentleman is so cruel in his way of suppressing me with his position that I am waiting for him. Soon, he will just…….”
Dennis kept gossiping about Wolfwin.
That's understandable, as relations between the two forces have not been good lately.
I heard there was trouble during the talent scouting process, but it wasn't anything I had to worry about.
Dennis lowered his voice slowly.
“When your term of employment ends, do you plan to return to our Order?”
“That… I don’t know.”
The color drained from his face, as if he hadn't expected such a skeptical answer from my mouth.
My worth must have gone up a lot by now.
The nickname of the Donation Saint, following Grace, also began to emerge, and with her winning the championship and being invited to the imperial banquet, she was gradually gaining attention from the empire.
“Why? Did I do something to upset you? You should have told me a long time ago! Tell me everything. I’ll change everything that made you uncomfortable.”
For a knight, honor is both life and trustworthiness.
If your trust level is high, the level of treatment and requests you receive will naturally change.
In extreme cases, instead of hiring a top-tier sword expert, they would hire a mid- to low-level expert with good reputation and good reputation.
On this floor, my evaluation would be around 'S'.
That doesn't mean I have any intention of joining the Knights Templar.
“That’s not the problem. It’s just… there’s something I’ve been thinking about.”
“Something you’ve been thinking about?”
“Yes. It’s not set in stone yet, but it’s something I’ve always wanted to do.”
“……Yes. If it were your personality, you wouldn’t have beat around the bush like that and just said you were transferring to another knight order.”
Dennis finally understood what I was thinking and frowned. Still, he felt a little disappointed.
“That’s too bad. But if you change your mind, come back anytime. I’ll always have a place for you.”
“Thanks to you, I am always strong”
“It’s a given. I’m sorry I couldn’t do better when you were around.”
The person Ellie resembles is Dennis.
He has the generosity to know when to let go.
Although his skills are only those of a Sword Master like me, he was able to stand shoulder to shoulder with the Vandal Knights run by Wolfwin because he possessed the qualities of a leader.
Dennis Eclat, he's a man better with men than with swords.
“Found it, Rohan!”
Ellie, holding the Aether Stone in her hand, was coming down the spiral staircase leading to the second floor.
I politely bowed to Dennis.
“I’ll go now.”
“That’s too bad. Why don’t you stay a little longer and then go? I heard you’re going to rest for a while?”
“I want to do that, but I’m not physically ready yet.”
The circle is still not stable.
Even when I was with Ellie, there were many times when I wanted to laugh, but my facial muscles were stiff and I couldn't make any expression on my face.
“Then there’s nothing I can do. Then let’s go. I’ll take you home.”
“I appreciate your consideration, but I would appreciate it if you could spare some of that time for Ellis.”
“You don’t have to worry about that……”
“Please cherish Ellis. In the end, aren’t all we have left are memories?”
“Huh, you’re better than me. I see.”
I went to the front door with Ellie and was handed the ether stone.
Ellie, who was leaning against me while holding my backpack, asked.
“But what can I use that for?”
“I have something to make. Anyway, thank you. I will use it well.”
"wait for a sec!"
As I opened the front door, Ellie grabbed me by the collar.
I looked back. She was hesitating.
“Before you go, I have a favor to ask.”
“What is it?”
“That’s right… I don’t know. Just smile once.”
"what?"
I wondered what he ate wrong today.
“Just once. Okay?”
I want to do that, but I can't laugh.
But if I just go like that, a high heel will definitely fly at the back of my head.
I had no choice but to raise the corners of my mouth with both index fingers.
Swish.
“Is this okay?”
“……Ugh.”
“I want to smile too, but I can’t today.”
“Okay. Go ahead and rest.”
But Ellie, feeling very upset, went up to her room in a huff.
“Did you want to see me smile that much?”
I came out of the front door and checked the time.
It was already afternoon.
Let's make the servant tomorrow.
I'm already exhausted without doing anything.
It certainly seems like he's not in good physical condition.
That was when.
“Lord Rohan?”
Again and again⸺
The sunlight pouring down from the sky spread out in front of her like a carpet.
The Milky Way flowing in broad daylight. The lacquer-colored eyes flowing through me from its center.
The see-through one-piece dress that completely reveals the body is trying to attract everyone's attention as if asking them to look inside themselves.
“What a coincidence.”
It was inevitable.
“Ariel…… Riepenstein.”
She was walking towards me with a casual look on her face.
“I never thought I would see you here. I’m so happy.”
As if they had been waiting for it.
* * *
It felt like the genre had changed for a moment.
Ariel was that kind of person to me.
It's a bit uncomfortable, but I can't reject it... ... a virtual image.
As such, her appearance today was fictitious.
It was so perfect that I wanted to ask where he was going and where he was coming from.
Of course, Michael, whose threshold for beauty was raised because of Grace, couldn't help but fall in love.
Ariel's appearance today was so beautiful that it made my past life feel empty.
“Have you eaten?”
Ariel, who was walking quietly beside me like a painting, said.
“I haven’t yet.”
Incomplete sentence.
But everything about her completed the rest of the sentence.
A hungry smile was telling me that I was hungry.
The gaze that had been staring at one place since a while ago was a silent object, and the physical nouns changed the direction of my steps at will.
The next moment, I froze in place as if putting a period at the end of that sentence.
“It was nice meeting you.”
"yes?"
The place I stopped was a bus stop.
Ariel stared at the bus stop as if assessing the situation.
I don't want to get involved with her.
I just hope that the current situation, which does not change fate, will continue as it is.
At that moment, her eyes, like the night sky, blinked.
“Do you…not like me?”
Ariel still had a hand in fate.
“I’m sorry. I was just happy to see you…….”
I know Ariel has feelings for me.
If you leave this feeling alone, Ariel might turn dark.
Just like Grace did.
Fuck.
That's why I tried not to get involved if possible.
“I forgot that I got my bonus last time.”
"yes?"
She looked up at me, her facial features relaxed, not knowing what I was saying.
“Let’s go, I’ll pay today.”
I had no choice but to look around and point out a nearby restaurant.
“Looks good there. Key at noon―”
For a moment, I kept my mouth shut.
<Kiss at Noon>.
That was the name of the restaurant.
I read it without thinking and almost got into big trouble.
“Okay, let’s go there.”
… … I think we’re already in big trouble.
* * *
I finished eating.
I don't know what I ate.
Suddenly I missed you, young lady.
“Thanks to you, I had a really good meal. The shillabub that was served for dessert was unforgettable.”
"……uh."
“Now that we’ve been treated to a delicious meal, shall we go see a movie? I’ll buy the tickets.”
“Oh, okay.”
Okay, finally home⸺
"uh?"
“Do you like it that much? I like it too.”
Stop.
“What genre would you like? I like thrillers. Mystery is also good.”
Stop!
“But today, I’d like to watch a calm movie.”
Damn it, there's no stopping it!
……okay.
Now that it's come to this, I'm enjoying it.
If you can't enjoy it, avoid it, but if you can't avoid it, you have no choice but to enjoy it.
Maybe that's a good thing.
A crisis can always be an opportunity.
Last time at the villa, Grace and I were safe, and if we can calm Ariel down here, there won't be any trouble for a while.
I took out my smartphone and went to the movie theater website.
“Do you have a favorite actor?”
“No, not really.”
“You said your favorite movie genre is a calm thriller?”
“Huh? Oh, yes. But what the heck…?”
As soon as I heard the answer, I booked movie tickets.
The screening starts in 30 minutes.
It's a 20-minute walk from here to the cinema.
But I still need to buy some popcorn, so 3 minutes.
Time is tight. There is no time to take a leisurely walk.
I grabbed Ariel's hand and ran.
"ah?"
“Let’s hurry. If we miss this, we’ll have to wait two hours.”
Since we were both knights, it took less than 5 minutes to get to the movie theater because we ran.
As soon as I entered the lobby, I bought some popcorn and then held Ariel's hand again and headed to the theater.
Then Ariel, who had been pulling my hand, lowered her head and spoke.
"wait a minute."
“Why, do you need anything else?”
“That’s not it……”
When I looked closely, I saw that she was clutching the hem of her own clothes.
“……It’s too fast.”
"what?"
“Can’t we just slow down a little bit and enjoy it slowly?”
It was only then that I realized what was wrong.
I was thinking of this situation as something that ‘had to be resolved.’
But for Ariel, it was ‘this moment’ and not ‘work’.
“……I was in too much of a hurry.”
It was an insult to the heart.
Ariel won't mind if you miss this movie.
I would have been satisfied just with you being by my side.
Just like the moments I spent with Grace.
“No, I’m fine.”
Was it a coincidence that Michael's words were heard at that moment?
―I didn't want to trample on the feelings contained in the mere number 136.
The moment you trample on the hearts of others, you must be prepared for your own heart to be trampled on as well.
There is no reason for any heart to be ignored.
“Let’s go in.”
The same goes for Ariel's heart.
* * *
The lights in the theater went out and an image appeared on the screen.
Ariel didn't even know the title of the movie she was watching, but she was happy just being with Rohan.
‘This isn’t a dream, is it?’
I don't care how the match ends.
From the beginning, it was a match that would have ended if Rohan had refused.
Still, just in case, I put on makeup and chose clothes that looked as adult as possible.
The goal is a date with Rohan.
That one would have been enough.
[Play for me.]
The genre of film that Lohan chose was romance.
[You can do it. So don't give up.]
[How can you be sure? How… … .]
[I'm watching you.]
I don't watch this kind of genre often, but with Rohan, I can watch it over and over again...
[… …Who was that woman?]
[He's just my school junior.]
[Oh, really?]
‘Isn’t this romance?’
The mood of the movie suddenly changed.
At first, it was a normal love story between a man and a woman, but as it progressed to the middle, the female protagonist murdered her school junior.
That's where the thriller begins.
“Kill that woman.”
Ariel muttered without realizing it.
And the emotions that had been building up inside began to surface.
“You just have to make it so no one can see it.”
“……?”
“If it were me, I wouldn’t let you go anywhere with your arms and legs…….”
“!”
Rohan, who had been overhearing the conversation, became lost in thought. His hands holding the popcorn were trembling.
In the meantime, the genre of the movie has changed several times. Even bibimbap wouldn't be mixed to that extent.
Rohan, completely fed up with the movie's content, just stared at the screen. He had already given up on thinking.
“…….”
At that moment, the back of Rohan's hand placed on the armrest caught Ariel's attention.
In the secret darkness. I want to hold that hand. Should I pretend to grab popcorn and accidentally grab it? Would it be too obvious?
She swallowed dry saliva and slowly reached out her hand towards the back of Rohan's hand.
‘Just a little more… … .’
My heart was pounding. Naturally, my breathing became ragged. I felt like I was doing something bad alone in this place with so many people.
‘Just a little more.’
She clutched her thighs in heightened tension. Even at that moment, her hands were slipping towards Rohan.
'just a little⸺'
That was when.
“Ariel.”
"yes yes?!"
At the sound of Rohan's voice calling her name, Ariel flinched like a child caught stealing.
But Rohan was asking something else.
“Is there anyone you have feelings for……?”
I don't know why you suddenly ask this question, but the answer is so easy.
Because you were right next to me.
Perhaps because the movie scene has turned into a melodrama, Rohan looks somewhat sad.
Ariel answered.
“It’s there. It’s very close…….”
Ariel was being encouraged by the courage that suddenly arose.
I thought maybe this was an opportunity that would never come again.
This time she asked.
“Is Rohan here?”
“Yes. Very far away.”
What does very far mean?
Do you feel like we're distant from each other?
“I don’t want to hurt that person.”
Rohan turned his head to face Ariel and continued speaking.
“You are so precious to me. So I can love you completely, no matter what you look like.”
After a while, Rohan looked at the screen again.
“In that sense, that’s not love. Hurt someone you love. Just thinking about it makes me feel miserable.”
“…….”
His every word swept over her like waves of emotion.
You just said 'that person', but I knew you were referring to yourself.
Ariel absentmindedly recalled Rohan's words.
‘If only I could be by Rohan’s side… … .’
A ray of light streamed down from the darkness.
The light that had fallen soon dyed the back of Ariel's hand transparently.
“I feel the same way.”
"……thank god."
Rohan, who handed her the popcorn, let out a sigh of relief without telling her.
‘Ariel is dangerous after all.’

            This time, it was not a novel, but a movie that almost became reality.
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                                § Temptation (1)
As we came out of the cinema, a sunset sky was waiting for us.
Perhaps because of the sunset, Ariel's face looked slightly red.
“It was so much fun.”
The smile still hadn't faded from her face. She was such a bright person. She was always blunt and quiet at school.
“Then shall we go home now?”
"yes?!"
Ariel's voice burst out like a firecracker. Ariel was cowering shyly like a bud. What is she thinking about now?
“Can I really go?”
“If you want.”
“Then I’ll go.”
Okay, we can finally break up.
I need to go home quickly, wash up, and go to bed.
After being teased by Ellie and Ariel all day, I was pretty tired.
“Then next time……”
“Can I catch the bus from there?”
“Oh. But that’s in the direction of our house…….”
“What would you like? I feel bad about leaving empty-handed.”
Is it my imagination that the conversation feels a bit strange?
“Flowers? No. But I guess fruit would be nice, right? It’s my first time visiting someone else’s house.”
That's weird.
That's completely wrong.
“That’s not what I mean, now each of you—”
Ariel was enjoying it too much to come now and tell her that she was misunderstanding.
Suddenly I heard the words she had whispered in the theater.
-You could just make it so no one can see it.
―If it were me, I wouldn’t be able to go anywhere with my arms and legs… … .
Isn't this really becoming reality?
“What did you just say?”
“……Let’s each buy what we want to eat. We have to eat dinner.”
“I like everything. As long as I’m with Rohan. Oh, that’s not what I meant. I meant that there’s no food I’m picky about.”
Okay, let's just eat dinner.
To be honest, I know this is a date.
I already knew Ariel's intentions.
So what is the end of dating?
It's dinner time.
“How about spike fish? Have you tried it?”
“Well, I think I’ve heard of it. I heard it’s a dish you can get in Douglas, but I’ve never tried it.”
So, we've decided on the menu.
I hope Ariel doesn't get too upset⸺
“I, Rohan.”
At that moment, Ariel came up to me and gently hugged my arm.
“I want to drink too…….”
“I’m a student, so I can’t drink.”
“Rohan and I are both adults, so is there a problem?”
“…….”
This is really going to blow my mind.
* * *
“It’s so delicious. It feels like each piece of fish is pleasantly touching my tongue. It’s the best.”
“I’m glad it suits your taste.”
“Then shall we have a drink?”
Ariel, sitting across from me, lifted a glass of wine.
I swallowed a sigh and had no choice but to pick up the glass. The anxious face reflected in the glass was shaking like an afterimage.
braided-
Ariel didn't take her eyes off me even as she savored her wine. Her eyes were telling me to drink quickly. She was telling me to get drunk quickly.
Sorry, that won't work. I was just about to use my mana to detoxify myself from the alcohol.
“I hate it when you detoxify it with mana.”
“…….”
“Today, drink happily and get drunk happily. Okay? Feeling good.”
It doesn't matter.
I'm confident I won't get drunk even if I don't detox with mana.
I'm a sword master. But I'm just losing to an Auror user over alcohol? I should just break my head with a wine bottle and die.
It's a bit cowardly, but if it really doesn't work out, you have no choice but to take a chance.
“I can’t remember how long it’s been since I’ve had such fun as today.”
Ariel put down the napkin she had been wiping her mouth with and stared at me with her chin resting on the back of her hand.
“I heard that Lord Riepenstein takes good care of you.”
“Our master doesn’t go out much.”
You can probably guess what kind of personality that kid has. If Claudia and Ariel hadn't been there, Michael would have married a magic book.
So does that mean that every time you buy a book, you get another wife? Can that be considered an affair?
“That’s why I’ve always lived at home. Until now, always…….”
“Then you should have gone out alone.”
“I’m afraid of people’s gaze.”
Ariel straightened her back. She was holding up my gaze far too well for something she said.
“It’s always hot, painful, and bitter…….”
Ariel Riepenstein.
Before that name, she was a traitor.
Now, as time has passed, people have forgotten about it, and thanks to Michael's efforts, the fact that her father participated in the rebellion has been erased from history.
Ariel still thinks of herself as a traitor, an orphan who lost her family and name.
A past filled with nothing but wounds.
Since they can never be undone, she will live with the pain forever.
Even I considered you to be one of the villains of this world.
In reality, he was just a human being who was lacking in some way.
People who are lacking are pitiful. They constantly crave something to fill that void, but in the end, nothing can fill it.
It was truly a miracle that my empty life could be filled with this novel and the name Grace Euclid.
“But I’m not afraid of Rohan’s gaze. Rather… I want it more.”
And then he drank the wine to the end.
After that, we ate in silence. I deliberately kept quiet.
Ariel drank only wine like a desert wanderer driven by thirst, and I ate only food out of an indescribable hunger.
I couldn't say anything.
All I could say to Ariel was the words from the graveyard.
Anything more than that and getting involved in her life is crossing the line.
Still, I was curious.
What values have you found?
That was when.
“……Dorothy.”
Ariel opened her mouth as she filled her glass to the brim with wine. Now she saw that she was drinking her second bottle of wine by herself.
“That’s my real name.”
“It doesn’t matter whether you’re Dorothy or Ariel. To me, you’ll always be you.”
“I thought you would say that, Rohan.”
She staggered to her feet, emptied her glass halfway, and slowly approached me.
The scent of wine wafted strongly. Soon, she lifted my arm and gently wrapped it around her waist.
“But please call me by my name.”
Then he sat on my lap and looked down at me aimlessly.
Sometimes there are names that you want to be called. They are hopes and also your own life that you want to show to others.
“Dorothy.”
Before I knew it, her hand was on my shoulder.
“One more time.”
“Dorothy…….”
Finally, the hand that had run down my shoulder finally stopped when it reached my chest.
What do you feel from me?
A mediocre body temperature? A slow-beating heart?
I don't know. She's always been like an incomprehensible theory book to me.
The moment she was in my arms, she whispered in my ear.
“Yes, Rohan.”
The moment I heard that voice, the tip of my tongue started to tingle. I felt like I was holding something, but it was even more empty.
… … If I throw my heart at her now, will I be able to protect Grace’s fate?
Should I love Ariel for Grace's sake?
Was this the result of my fate getting worse?
Numerous question marks were urging me to answer.
“You’re really drunk.”
She came out of my arms and looked at me again.
With his hands on both of my shoulders, he felt as if he was going to swallow me up at any moment… … .
“Do I look drunk?”
I was reflected above the blurry eyes.
Are you really not drunk?
Really, are you serious?
“If that’s true, would you like to check it?”
She brought my hand, which she was holding, to her face.
And then, as if he had found something very precious, he placed his cheek on my palm.
“They say that when you get drunk, your body temperature goes down. How is it? Do I feel cold?”
When I remained silent, she moved her hand again.
The place it touched past the jawline was the nape of the neck.
“How about here? Don’t you understand?”
Soon the hand went down further.
I opened my mouth before it became irreversible.
“Ariel.”
Ariel stopped dead in her tracks at the name.
“You are an attractive person. You can have everything you want.”
I can't stand it either. It was hard to resist being tempted like this.
I just felt the urge to close my eyes and give in to my instincts.
If I take you now, it will be the perfect revenge on Michael for ruining Grace.
But you are not a tool.
It is neither a "sword" to strike the empire's neck nor a "means" to take revenge.
Just one person.
From the moment I decided to save you, I decided.
I decided to look at you as a person, not as a character in a novel.
To me, this world has already become a painful reality.
If this world were really just a novel, we could just shove some random letters into it and turn the page.
But that can't be done.
“I will love you if you want.”
Because now, everything in this world is not just a ‘page that has been turned’, but an ‘irreversible past’.
“But you will become even emptier than you are now.”
“……You didn’t love me.”
Given all my actions up to this point, Ariel must have believed that I loved her.
I don't know since when I started having that misconception.
But there are too many truths that we cannot ignore to live in this world with illusions.
Ellie's dream, Michael's unchanging heart, Grace's fingertips that can never reach him...
“It doesn't matter.”
Ariel woke up and grabbed my hand.
The place she led me to was the bedroom.
As her hands passed over me, all the buttons on my shirt became undone. I was a little surprised.
The next moment my body was thrown into darkness.
The soft texture of the bed hugged my back tightly and wouldn't let go.
“From now on, you will love me.”
The one-piece dress, which had been peeled off like a rag, flowed down to her feet.
The fluorescent light streaming in from the living room. Ariel's curved body, with her back to it, was reaching out to me.
“This is my first time doing something like this…….”
She gently sits down on top of me, her words trailing off.
She had a soft, slender, yet strong body. After that, there was nothing rough on her.
His hands explored my chest frantically, and his breath like the night mist repeatedly hit my neck and dispersed.
I didn't resist because I respected her choice.
It's ironic. At first I tried to kill you, but did I know it would turn out like this?
Maybe the reason I can't resist is because I still feel sorry towards you.
At that moment, a drop of water fell in the darkness and soaked my heart.
“Why don’t you resist? Why don’t you get angry? Why are you doing this to me!”
Words of resentment poured out from between her chapped lips.
A signal of pain flowed from the eyes that were a mixture of emptiness and sighs.
“You should just get angry. If you don’t like it, say no, if you don’t love me, at least say so…….”
The one who is in the most pain right now is probably Ariel.
When the person you love doesn't love you back.
Could anything be more unfortunate than that?
“I believed you would stop.”
"……fool."
Her fist fell weakly and hit my chest.
“Idiot, idiot, idiot……!”
You're right, Ariel.
I'm a retard who gets upset when the development of a novel goes against my expectations.
You're just an idiot who loves a fictional character.
A fool who risks his life to save that person.
But I don't regret it.
Even if I go back to that time, I'd still vomit out hot air.
And again, I love Grace Euclid.
I would risk my life to bring her back to life.
Everything is my choice.
That's why, Ariel, I won't regret my choice to save you.
Even if it ruins my fate, I'm willing to endure it.
“Ariel?”
Then Ariel collapsed into my arms.
His breathing was ragged. He really was drunk.
“There is no one who is not precious.”
I laid Ariel down and covered her with the blanket.
“So I hope you treat yourself more preciously than you do now.”
Clothes... I don't know how to put them on. I'll just get up and put them on.
At that moment, Ariel muttered in her sleep.
“I will make you…… love me…… definitely…….”
I laughed out loud. Looking at it like this, I thought his sleeping face was cute.
Why would you waste me with such a beauty?
〔 Development Modification 〕
〔 190P earned 〕
This world is so foolish. This is the reward for enduring it.
By the way, since it's a development revision, does that mean it was still the planned development?
Let's go to the sofa and sleep for now and think about it later. I'm too tired right now―
“Rohan Niim…….”
Her hand slipped out from under the blanket and hugged me tightly.
“Wait a minute, wait a minute, Ariel!”

            “We’ll be together forever…….”
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When I opened my eyes, the whole place was filled with my favorite scent.
As if I was held in his arms, as if my body was washed with everything about him.
"……morning?"
Ariel regained her dazed consciousness and sat up.
The faint noise of the city could be heard through the half-open window, along with leisurely sunlight.
‘When did you fall asleep?’
Although slightly drunk, Ariel was in her right mind last night.
When Rohan told me to go home, I was already prepared.
This time I'm going to make him mine.
The intoxication gave her courage and pushed her back.
And then I realized when I sat on his lap and put my hand on his chest.
‘I have no feelings… … whatsoever.’
I was angry. I didn't want to admit it.
If I had felt even the slightest thrill, I would have stopped there.
The anger that spread throughout his body set his heart on fire, and he rushed to Rohan like a moth to a flame.
‘It doesn’t matter. Now all I have to do is make you love me.’
And in the bedroom… … that was where my memories ended.
The moment I let out my anger, the intoxication I had been suppressing came rushing back to me and I blacked out.
I was with Rohan all afternoon, so I was more nervous and more tired than usual.
And back to the present.
“Lord Rohan?”
Rohan was nowhere to be seen in the room.
As she got out of bed, the Rohan shirt she was wearing fluttered in the wind.
The shirt was full of Rohan's scent. I want to take this... as a souvenir.
Sizzling.
As I came out to the living room, I saw the back of Rohan cooking in the kitchen.
Rohan, sensing the presence of people, glanced at her.
“You woke up just in time. Are you hungry? Sit down.”
"……yes."
Rohan was as usual, as if nothing had happened yesterday.
Ariel sat at the table and looked around at the breakfast that had been laid out for her.
Corn soup with steam rising from it, a soft-boiled fried egg, and potato salad rolled up on the side.
As Ariel took a sip of coffee from her mug, Rohan approached her and placed some well-cooked bacon on each of their plates.
“Eat.”
Rohan sat across from me and gestured generously.
Ariel, who had been taking a deep breath, put her thoughts aside for a moment and picked up the dishes. After all, she was hungry.
"thank you."
And a mouthful of corn soup.
“!”
Was corn soup originally this delicious?
The salad is so soft and fluffy.
The fries and bacon were also cooked very well.
“……Wow.”
Pure, bursting exclamations of admiration.
For a moment, it was so flavorful that I thought I was eating breakfast at a luxury hotel.
‘You’re so good at cooking.’
I could also say that the spike fish I ate yesterday tasted heavenly.
It was the day I first realized I could orgasm while eating.
And to think that they could make this taste like this with just soup, bacon, fries, and potatoes.
What can't this person do?
‘Now is not the time for this.’
Ariel put down her dishes, resisting the urge to devour the food in front of her.
Suddenly, Rohan's face looking up at him came to mind.
A face that looks like it has given up on everything… … .
Brown eyes losing their vitality… … .
Yesterday was clearly a mistake.
If that mistake hurt him, he deserved an apology.
“I won’t make excuses. I’m really… sorry about yesterday.”
At those words, Rohan smiled as if it was okay.
“You don’t have to apologize. You did nothing wrong.”
“Yes? But…….”
“It was a mistake.”
It was the same back then.
―They don’t apologize because it was a mistake. The person who was hurt also knows that it was a mistake, so they let it go.
Rohan has always been generous to others' mistakes.
“It’s my fault for not stopping you.”
“No, that’s my—”
“If I had been a little more mature, this wouldn’t have happened.”
On the contrary, he was strict about his own mistakes.
‘If Rohan isn’t mature, then who is… … .’
It wasn't some vague sentiment of self-reproach.
Understanding. Understanding others requires a great deal of attention, care, and patience.
A patient, attentive, and warm person. That's the kind of person Ariel remembers Rohan as.
“Then let’s do this. It’s not anyone’s fault.”
“You are wise.”
The tone of voice and expression as if nothing had happened.
Ariel, slightly dissatisfied with the sight, pretended to frown.
“But I won’t give up. I mean it.”
“I know, me too. ……Eat quickly, it’s getting cold.”
The meal continued again.
Although no one had made any promises, both Rohan and Ariel put aside yesterday's anxieties and focused on the present.
Ariel kept glancing at him until the meal was over.
Rohan felt a sense of relief at the thought that he had made it through safely.
And all this spectacle was being watched by a blue tit outside the window.
* * *
When Ariel finally returned home, it was like finding land in a vast ocean where there was nothing to see.
“I feel relieved.”
The tension that had seeped out of my body soaked my entire body.
I woke up this morning, took a shower, and now I have to do it again.
After a quick wash, I sat down on the sofa and stared at the ether stone I was holding.
When I checked the condition, it was as good as new. If I had to be specific, it was literally just played with a few times.
This is enough.
Now it's time to create a "Servant".
“First, it was ‘Carving a spell on the ether stone’.”
I have already thoroughly read all the Servant related techniques and theories.
All you have to do is reproduce the memory stored in your head.
The ejected circles clung to the ether stone as if they had been waiting.
The guy was also proactive, as if he knew what I was trying to do.
The basis of the drink is simple.
If you have the skill level of 3 circles, you can arrange them with your eyes closed.
Now it's time to start customizing it to my taste.
“The shape is like a puppy.”
Depending on the form it takes, the characteristics of the summoned servant change.
The moment intangible mana is summoned and takes on a physical form, it becomes tangible.
Mass is given according to the laws of the world, and various dynamics are applied in more detail.
If you have wings, you can fly freely across the vast sky, and if you have four legs, you can jump around on the cramped ground.
The thing to be careful of is not to be greedy.
What we are trying to create now is not a ‘chimera’.
As the shape becomes more dispersed, other parts become weaker.
Just as human legs became longer and muscles in those areas developed for bipedal walking, we need to approach this from a slightly evolutionary and creative perspective.
What to take and what to give up.
The decision has already been made.
I will take cuteness and give up toughness.
You may be wondering what kind of sound of hitting the back of the head is being made.
“It’s just faster if I handle it.”
That's more realistic.
A guy who can't even deal with a low-level demon will only be a nuisance if he hangs around.
No matter how much you put your traits into battle, you will never be able to get beyond the ‘3 circle’ level.
Of course, it's right to consider the case where my circle reaches a higher level.
But that means ‘I too’ become stronger.
To maintain a summoned servant, not only mana but also mental power is consumed.
This is what it means when we say that Servant's cost-effectiveness is not good.
It would be cheaper and better to invest that mana and mental power into attack or defense spells.
Servant is not a technique that was originally studied and developed for the purpose of combat.
The assistant of the drinker.
And reconnaissance and exploration.
These are things that are either completely unrelated to combat or literally just assist.
That's why I chose cuteness.
I don't have any specific wishes.
But you will still be by my side for the rest of my life.
Just stroking it is healing.
That's all I want.
Woof-
Before I knew it, the ritual was complete.
Now I just need to infuse more of my mana into it and mix it with the ether stone and it's done.
The image that came to my mind was a small, white Jindo dog like a rice cake.
"……oh."
In that moment, the circle was sucked out of my body.
I feel strangely refreshed, as if I had just urinated.
Soon, the ether stone he was holding left his palm and floated into the air.
It was a moment when mana was rushing around like a stormy celestial body.
"uh?"
Suddenly, the circle and even the aura started to suck me in.
It wasn't my will. It was the Circle's arbitrary decision.
“Huh?”
The circle and aura mixed together and a strong spark appeared.
The pressure caused my collar and hair to blow away without restraint.
I heard that nuclear warheads are made this way. They won't explode like this, right?
Chiriririt!
The noise of the spark was getting louder.
Damn it!
A crack appeared in the Aether Stone, and the pieces that fell off began to crumble and disappear into dust.
I had a gut feeling that something was wrong. I should have practiced beforehand.
Within moments, the ether stone was completely shattered and disappeared without a trace.
Mana was still drawing an irregular orbit around the missing Aether Stone.
The next moment.
Phong!
What burst out in the midst of the intense reaction was a cute sound like a cork being popped.
I looked at the summoned servant. The storm had died down.
Hehehe
Round and lovely eyes.
A short tail that wags wildly.
The Jindo puppy I had imagined was right before my eyes―
bruise!
Why is this so big?
* * *
Grace, wearing a white apron, tasted the soup she scooped up with a ladle and nodded in satisfaction.
'it's okay.'
Soup was bubbling in the pot in front of me.
It was a legendary chicken soup that was said to soothe your soul the moment you ate it.
I didn't know how to cook. I just followed recipes I found on the Internet over and over again.
Just yesterday, I failed countless times. Of course, I didn't throw away the failed ones, but just piled them up in the refrigerator.
I would have to eat only chicken soup for a while, but that was okay as long as it helped Rohan get his health back.
Finally, after 16 attempts, I have recreated the taste of the recipe.
If only I had my way, I would have run there right away, even yesterday.
But I couldn't let Rohan eat that failure.
Grace packed the pot carefully to prevent the contents from spilling and left the house.
‘Just in case, call first.’
Even if you are a patient, it is rude to visit suddenly.
But no matter how many times the phone rang, Rohan did not answer.
“…….”
One more time after that. Still no answer. At that moment, an ominous scene flashed through my mind.
'no way.'
Is the condition getting worse?
You didn't fall, did you?
“……Rohan.”
Grace quickened her pace, feeling uneasy.
Even though he was almost running, the pot didn't shake at all. It was a sense of balance worthy of a Weapon Master.
‘Wait a minute. I’ll be there soon.’
In front of Rohan's house, we arrived in an instant.
Grace's expression hardened even more. Mana's current was unusual.
An ominous wave of aura and circles flowed ceaselessly from beyond the front door.
Woohoo!
An aura was surrounding her hand.
‘Rohan is in danger.’
It was a phenomenon that had been experienced countless times on the battlefield.
Memories of a terrible battlefield that she would never dare to forget flashed across Grace's eyes like a panorama.
Among them, the phenomenon seen at Rohan's house now was identical to the missile warhead.
“Rohan!”
Crunch.
Grace swung her blade and split the front door in two, then burst inside.
What she was faced with was the sight of a giant puppy biting and sucking Rohan's face.
“Stop! Ugh, ugh!”
“Rohan……?”
Heh heh? Woof woof!
* * *
“Did you make it yourself?”
Grace nodded silently.
Even though I just had breakfast, the soup goes down smoothly.
Not only was it delicious, but I couldn't stop eating it because Grace said she made it with all her heart just for me.
"Sorry."
“Yes? Oh, it’s okay.”
A front door, neatly cut in half, stood against the wall.
I never expected Grace to come to my house, much less break down my front door.
“Wait. I’ll put a new one on for you.”
“No, this soup is enough.”
I quickly said as she looked like she was about to take out her smartphone.
“I was thinking about replacing the front door…….”
At that moment, the servant standing in front of the door waggled his tail and barked at the sight of the broken door.
Woof-
Then, as if time had been rewound, the front door closed on its own and returned to its original state as if nothing had happened.
“I guess I don’t have to do that.”
"backing".
It was definitely a "retrograde".
How did that guy do that?
bruise!
Then she ran towards me as if asking me to pat her and pushed her butt in.
I was patting my butt without realizing it, and I couldn't hold back my curiosity so I asked.
“How did you do it?”
bruise?
The guy just blinked his big eyes.
As if he himself didn't know.
Retrograde is a high-level magic belonging to the 5th circle.
A magic that can reverse the time of a specific object. It is not commonly used, but it was useful in restoring destroyed cities after the war.
However, it was a magic that ordinary people could not learn even if they wanted to.
First of all, because the arrangement of the technique changes depending on the size, weight, and damage of the object, there is even a separate manual.
This guy used that magic. And he did it so casually. It was like magic.
〔 Activation of “Status Window” 〕
ㅤㅤㅤㅤName: -
Age: 0 years old
Race: Fantasy
ㅤㅤㅤ [Strength: C] ㅤㅤ ㅤㅤ [Agility: D]
ㅤㅤㅤㅤ├───Ability───┤
ㅤㅤㅤ [Stamina: C] ㅤ ㅤㅤㅤ [Magic Power: C]
ㅤㅤㅤㅤ⸺「List of Possessed Settings」⸺
ㅤㅤ "Servant", "Wizard", "Knight"
ㅤㅤ "Cuteness", "gigantism", "loyalty"... ... .
His abilities are high, and he has quite a lot of settings for someone who was just born.
But there were no special settings.
So that means there is no setting that can use retrograde.
what?
Did something like an ‘error’ occur when the circle and aura were combined earlier?
No, there's no way something can go wrong. This world isn't a game.
So what?
As long as it's cute, that's fine.
Squeak… … .
At that moment, the servant's body that had been groaning sagged.
His face looked extremely tired. In an instant, the Servant transformed into mana and was sucked into my body.
It seems like he had overdone it.
Grace, who was staring at the empty spot where the missing Servant was, asked.
“What’s your name?”
“It doesn’t have a name because it was just created. But… is that why you came all the way here?”
I looked at Grace's body.
To be exact, it was the apron Grace was wearing.
“……!”
Only then did she confirm her appearance, and she hurriedly took off her apron and stuffed it into her pockets.
However, the apron string that had not been put in was hanging out like a tail between the pockets.
“……I didn’t know.”
As expected, it's Grace. She maintains a blank expression even in this situation.
Looking closely, I could see that her ears were noticeably red.
I changed the subject so as not to embarrass Grace.
“I didn’t know you were such a good cook.”
“I learned it. For Rohan.”
… … That thing just now was a bit strong.
You taught me. I almost lost my mind.
“You learned it for me. How can I express this joy…….”
“I also wanted to feed Rohan something delicious.”
The fruits of my labor are slowly beginning to sprout!
“I feel bad about just buying you a sandwich.”
Well then, that's right.
“Just that one heart is enough. Don’t worry. Your body is completely healed.”
“I think so.”
For some reason Grace's gaze was directed towards my room.
“Rohan.”
And that has continued since the Servant disappeared.
"who is this?"
"yes?"
Grace Euclid.
She is one of the strongest in this world.
“This scent.”
Possessing five senses that can never be deceived… … .
"who is this."

            … … Weapon Master.
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I was a liar.
"I told you it wasn't like that."
It started with a very small lie.
"Why don't you trust me?"
I wanted the other person to believe things that I didn't even believe myself. It was a foolish and immature thought.
To make those lies true, he made up bigger lies.
That was the beginning of a vicious cycle.
And then I realized.
Lies cannot last forever, and the relationships built that way are so fragile and weak.
“Ariel came yesterday.”
Lying is necessary in life.
Lies told to protect oneself or others.
“It was late so I stayed overnight.”
But compared to the truth, it is too vain and dangerous, and rather makes people more miserable.
“That's all.”
"I see."
Wherever her gaze fell, unreadable thoughts spread.
If you think about it, the young lady doesn't have feelings for me.
All the favors shown to me were simply consideration for a loyal subordinate, nothing more, nothing less.
So it wouldn't matter to her whether I met Ariel or whether Ariel slept here.
“Don't ever do that again.”
… … I thought it wouldn’t happen.
“It's an order.”
"miss?"
“……I’ll go.”
Grace's pale face moves away.
All my thoughts stopped at the words she spilled out.
It was only after I heard the front door open that I came to my senses.
"miss!"
I ran over, grabbed her and asked her.
“What does it mean?”
Grace was not the type of person to give unreasonable orders.
“What on earth did that order just now mean―”
“Rohan.”
I couldn't continue speaking.
Grace faced me from afar. She was clenching her fists.
“Me too…… I don’t know.”
That's when I realized.
* * *
The afternoon Grace returned home. The sky was covered with dark clouds.
I looked up at the magnificent mansion.
This mansion, located at 3 Canterbury Street, is the main home of the Euclid family, to which Grace belongs.
Numerous windows were visible beyond the long white iron bars that stretched along the wall.
Somewhere in those windows there will be Grace.
“We finally made it this far.”
At least I didn't want to run into that old lady.
Schlach Euclid. She is Grace's grandmother and the current head of the Euclid family.
There are more titles like the Imperial Weapon Masters, and the Senate of the Union's higher-ranking organization, the 'Lords'.
To put it simply in one easy-to-understand formula, it is ‘a living legend.’
But there is a problem.
“……I don’t think I’ll die.”
Unlike the gentle Grace, Schlach is a quirky grandmother.
In the original, Michael came to see Schlach to break off the engagement, but was beaten to the point of death and kicked out.
That Michael, and the head of the Riepenstein family at that.
He was a truly unruffled person.
It means that you have that much ability.
Ding dong—
Will I be safe even if I ring this doorbell?
[What brings you here?]
“My name is Rohan, and I am teaching students at the swordsmanship department, assisting Grace Euclid.”
[Ah, you were that Rohan.]
I guess I've become famous. Now some people are starting to recognize me...
[I saw it a lot in the diary of a young lady that I occasionally read.]
……what?
[I'll open the door for you, so come in at your own discretion. Oh, and don't look at the garden while you're coming to the front door. I don't want my children growing up seeing such hideous things.]
…….
Rattling.
The locked door opened slightly.
I feel like I've been hit several times before I even got in.
It was quite a distance from the main gate to the entrance of the mansion, so I had to walk for about a minute.
Then I saw flowers overflowing from the left. Various flowers were in full bloom. The moment I turned my head to take a closer look.
Phew-
I heard a bullet being fired from the silencer, and then I felt a tingling sensation near my forehead.
When I swept it with my palm, blood came out.
“You really are a shameful knight, ignoring my warnings.”
“……It is a felony to harm the Sword Master of the Empire. Before that, it is attempted murder.”
“Then, Mr. Scrap, you will be sentenced to death.”
A maid wearing a white fedora greeted me at the front door.
Mana was rising like smoke from the muzzle of the revolver she was pointing at me.
The cowgirl maid who had been looking down on me continued speaking.
“Because the scrap metal guy hurt our girl first.”
Even just watching, there were so many parts that I wanted to point out because they were so inconsistent.
Maid outfit, that's good. Since I'm a maid working for the Euclid family.
Even the revolver was good, since it was basically a combat maid.
But Fedora has crossed the line.
“What's wrong?”
“While cleaning the young lady’s room, I found a tear stain on the pillow. It was after I visited the scrap shack.”
The girl cried?
“Please come inside first. By the way, since the master has not permitted you to do so, please stand instead of sitting on the sofa.”
“…….”
“However, considering the poor lower body of the retired engineer, I will allow you to squat on the trash can in the living room.”
It was so touching. Every single word was piercing my heart.
Daisy, the exclusive maid of the Euclid family.
She was set up like this from the beginning. I didn't know it when I read it, but it's a bit embarrassing when I actually experience it.
When I checked the settings, it was even more impressive.
“Murderous words”, “Heartbreaking cynic”, “Master of blaming”, “Snake-like tongue”… … .
There are as many as six settings related to sarcasm.
If that's the case, why do you need a revolver?
You could just kill them with your tongue before pulling the trigger.
I ignored her words and sat down on the sofa, and the cold barrel of a gun pressed against my temple.
“I told you not to sit down.”
“Go and tell Lady Grace that my subordinate who returned with me from the Inma War has arrived.”
Only then did she put away her revolver.
“I heard that there was a knight in the legion you commanded who peed his pants. So that was you.”
“Don’t fabricate it.”
“Young lady is currently practicing. I cannot disturb you while you are practicing. So please wait while I bring you some deodorant and a change of pants.”
“I don’t need deodorant or pants. Coffee. That’s enough.”
“You are really being harsh on me. Are you planning to drink tea and then be rude again? Mr. Watery Disposal Engineer.”
“Is this the patience test? It seems like you’ve been patient for a long time.”
“Okay, then let’s move. I’ll guide you into the washing machine.”
I think I'm going crazy.
“Haa. You’ve barely managed to cry this much. Before you get too tired to go up, I’ll use my generous generosity to treat you to some tea just this once.”
Then he went into the kitchen and came back in 30 seconds.
What she placed in front of me was a fancy teacup filled with plain water and a moldy diaper.
“Why diapers?”
“The sofa you’re sitting on with your pitiful butt right now is made of natural leather.”
“There’s more information. So?”
“Furthermore, that leather is several times more expensive than the loose leather you are wearing. You are the poorest scrap metal worker in the world.”
“……Don’t you think you’ve crossed the line just now?”
“Not at all.”
How can you be so confident? How could you live like this until now?
If I get stabbed like that, will my insurance cover it?
I sighed and turned my gaze towards the staircase leading to the second floor.
“Treating guests like this? Isn’t this a bit too much of a joke?”
The eyes that had been watching us since a while ago had already noticed.
Just then, footsteps were heard on the stairs.
“I thought it was the best hospitality I could give to an uninvited guest.”
His white hair, which flowed over his brown robe, swayed neatly with his steps.
A really pretty old woman was responding to me, which made me think that maybe that's what Grace would look like when she gets older.
“Daisy, I need a new car.”
“Yes, my lord.”
Daisy, who had become more docile than before, headed to the kitchen.
Schlach, sitting across from me, was already resting his chin on his hand as if he was bored.
He didn't ask anything like my business or my name.
He just stares at me with his incomparable, commanding gaze.
I opened my mouth.
“I’m late in introducing myself. I’m Rohan—”
"embrace."
Daisy, who had put down the tea she had brought in front of us, stood quietly beside her.
“Rohan, a hero who worked under Grace during the last Inma War and is currently an adjunct professor of swordsmanship at Springwind. I heard he even donated quite a bit last time.”
“I am honored that you knew.”
“But it was a mistake to catch the royal eye.”
Schlach lifted his glass and admired the aroma, but did not drink.
I know why she said it was a mistake.
Because the losses outweigh the gains.
Like it or not, and whether slow or fast, checks will come.
The forces that try to restrain me are those who are hostile to the prince.
Rather, it is welcome.
Ultimately, it's a force that has to be dealt with, and it makes things easier if they move first without me having to do anything.
“Fools will rush in even harder when you show them an opening, not even realizing that it is a noose around their neck.”
What I’m waiting for now is a ‘justification.’
“Are you saying that you used the imperial family to set a trap?”
“You may think so.”
Schlach will already be aware of the whole situation.
That the Prince was moving to become Emperor, and that Wolfwin and I had joined forces.
There is nothing in the empire she doesn't know.
No, there is one thing.
“I originally came here to ask you a question, not to answer, but may I ask you a question now?”
“You are not qualified.”
At that moment, my head started to throbbing.
“Even the thing that is facing me now.”
I had the illusion that my whole body was falling apart into pieces.
Schlach was doing nothing.
However, a gaze filled with mana was hitting me.
This has happened before.
When I provoked Michael in the cemetery.
Even then, Michael had bound me purely with his mana.
But Schlach's mana wasn't at that level.
Rather, Michael's bonds felt like a joke because the invisible bonds were squeezing me.
“It takes qualification to be qualified.”
Is this what they mean by momentum?
In front of Schlach, both Michael and Wolfwin felt insignificant.
“You are nothing more than a Gamma Rank of the Empire and a Sword Master.”
An opponent against whom you can never guarantee victory no matter what you do.
“You don’t even have the qualifications to do that.”
A level where it is impossible to even think that you can win…
“Then I will step down and ask.”
“Are you trying to joke around with me right now?”
“I want to ask you a question on a human-to-human level, but do I need to be more than a ‘human’? If you want more, I will kneel down and ask you.”
Only then did his interest pique and the corners of his wrinkled lips rose slightly.
“……Tell me. I’ll listen.”
What an annoying person.
I have to humble myself to this extent and look up to you before you can have a conversation.
Still, he's not a bad person, except for his shitty personality.
Because I don't feel like I'm talking to a wall, like everyone else.
“Why did you remove the young lady from the position of captain of the guard?”
Grace's resignation from her position was due to political issues.
One more thing to add is that this person is the one who led that work.
“Does that have anything to do with you?”
“It doesn’t matter. I just can’t understand why my superior was treated unfairly.”
“That child is no longer your superior. He may have been a knight before, but he is now only a professor. If you still want to know, I will tell you. That child is not qualified to be the captain of the guard.”
If Grace doesn't deserve it, no one does.
I had a question.
What on earth is this ‘qualification’?
“Grace is a weak child. She doesn’t even know what she wants to protect, and she just lives by following other people’s dreams.”
To Grace, Schlach had always been a difficult person.
I can't even utter a single word properly, and if I try to express my opinion, I'm immediately reprimanded.
This person also played a part in Grace's change to a passive personality.
It's always said not to do it, don't do it.
If Michael's way of treating Grace was rejection, Schlach's way was denial.
Denial and denial.
It was nothing short of a miracle that Grace was able to grow into her current self amidst such adversity.
“Young lady, you are not weak.”
If Grace really was a soft person, a weak person who would break at the moment you touched her.
“He is a person who knows better than anyone what he wants to protect, and has a generous personality and heart that even embraces the dreams of his dead friend.”
I wouldn't have loved her.
Because what I love is not her outer appearance, but her inner self.
“…….”
Schlach's silence continued. I swallowed dryly. I knew he was someone I shouldn't mess with, but I had to say something.
“Isn’t that just what you want to think?”
It was Schlach Euclid who tried to teach Grace cross-stitch instead of swordsmanship.
“You just wanted to make the young lady into that kind of person, didn’t you?”
Grace's parents passed away long ago.
Now, Grace was the only blood relative Schlach had left.
Schulah's denials were to protect his last blood relatives.
“I understand Lord Euclid’s feelings a hundred times over.”
The article is dangerous.
At every moment, you must give your life to your beliefs or mission.
“If you put your beloved bird in a cage, it will be safe. It will live a long life as long as it is protected by the cage and eats the food you give it.”
Now there was a person who was dead and gone.
“But you see. The world we look at is like a barred prison for our entire lives, and what meaning is there in life when we lose our original purpose and cannot fly freely?”
Claudia Lauren.
She watched Grace with pity, as if looking at a bird in a cage.
I think I understand that feeling a little now.
“Just as life is worth living because death awaits us, everything is meaningful because it has an end.”
That's why I risked my life to change Grace's fate.
“Let me ask you again. Do you want to see your last remaining granddaughter die in misery?”
Schlach took a deep breath.
A gaze of unknown intent was directed at me.
"daisy."
“Go ahead.”
“Guests, take me to the training room.”
"All right."
Schlach got up from his seat and climbed the stairs without saying goodbye.
Her footsteps could be faintly heard from the ceiling.
My hands and feet were clammy with cold sweat.
I don't think Schlach will change because of the conversation we just had.
But my intentions will be conveyed.
It is unknown what kind of reaction will be shown afterwards.
Still, I guess I can think positively since it got me to meet Grace.
Then Daisy came up to me.
“I will guide you to the training room.”
“Please.”
And then I walked down the hallway following Daisy.
She opened her mouth without stopping walking.

            “We will exclude the lungs from the waste disposal site.”
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The swordsmanship style was different from usual.
It was irregular and wild, as if it represented my current mood.
‘Why did I… … .’
Is that what you said?
It felt hot from the inside out, as if I had swallowed fire.
No matter how much I shook off the pain, I couldn't shake off this feeling.
'I don't know.'
It was none of his business who Rohan met or who he ate with.
Even if I sleep with someone… … .
‘… … I hate that kind of thing.’
I don't like it.
It's okay to meet anyone.
It doesn't matter who you eat with.
But I don't like having someone else in his arms.
‘Are you… jealous?’
Only then did I realize what I was feeling.
It was definitely jealousy.
'I?'
Grace to Rohan.
'why?'
of course⸺
‘Do you like Rohan?’
My scattered thoughts began to find their place one by one.
And one completed sentence.
Grace, who was recalling that sentence, dropped her sword.
‘I like Rohan… … ?’
It wasn't long after I informed Michael of my break-off engagement.
But what if you fall in love with someone else?
Michael was Grace's first love.
The first emotion that has grown together since childhood.
The feelings I had were suddenly turned into a blank sheet of paper and someone else's name was being written on it.
"I will do it."
If you think about it, it wasn't something that happened suddenly.
I always thought I was alone.
I believed that I was living alone in this wide world with no one to rely on.
""If you still hire me, I will do my best to assist Miss Grace, even to the point of death."
One day, when I suddenly looked back, there he was standing.
With that kind of smile that makes you feel reassured just by looking at it.
"Professor Grace, you can do it like you did today."
It's always been like that.
That person who always reached out to me whenever I was lost in a suffocating reality.
"“For a knight, an oath is like life.”
I believed that he would leave me and that I would be disappointed in him like everyone else.
"So, I will stay by your side forever."
No it wasn't.
That oath was true.
I was so happy.
I felt sad at the same time.
"Don't leave without saying anything again."
Rather, it was I who tried to run away.
I was so worried and afraid that I was ruining his future that I decided to just leave him.
‘Is it okay for someone like me to have these feelings?’
It was so easy to swing a sword, but my heart was as hard to hold as the sword hilt.
“You dropped your sword.”
“Thank you, Daisy.”
The moment I turned around, I thought it was Daisy.
As if it were a lie, Rohan was standing in front of her.
Grace, who had been staring blankly at Rohan, gently poked his cheek with the tip of her index finger.
Soft.
The texture is so vivid.
Has imagination finally surpassed reality?
“It tickles, miss.”
Rohan smiles as if it's a lie.
It was only then that I realized that it wasn't my imagination.
Grace, her face red, took a step back.
“Rohan……?”
“I guess I interrupted.”
“No. That’s why……!”
Grace's gaze was wavering as she lost her bearings.
Rohan, who was looking at her sword, soon walked to the stand and picked up a practice sword.
“Can I teach you a trick after a long time?”
"……okay."
Rohan, who had returned to the fallen acceptance, faced her and took a stance.
“Then please take it easy.”
Grace closed her eyes at those words and took a deep breath.
The scent of Rohan was faintly mixed in the familiar air.
‘Yeah. I’ll forget everything.’
Grace opened her eyes, regaining her composure.
“I’ll do it like it’s real.”
The tip of the sword aimed at Rohan.
A sword dance that will soon sweep through like a storm.
Rohan held his breath as he looked at the sight.
‘You look really angry.’
The auras that collided with each other flew in all directions.
Rohan was even on the defensive against her fierce attacks.
Everything that seemed like an afterimage was real.
The square did not exist.
Grace didn't use any swordsmanship, but each and every blow was devastating.
Kyaang!
Grace's sword, which appeared in the air for a moment, crushed Rohan. Even though he was holding the sword hilt with both hands, he was pushed back.
‘I can’t believe such power comes from that delicate body. The Weapon Master is truly different.’
At that moment, Grace's left hand reached out between the crossed blades.
She grabbed Rohan by the collar and threw him.
Woof!
As he flew, Rohan created a layer of aura beneath his feet.
He leaped into the air and flew towards Grace again.
Their faces are quickly getting closer to each other.
Grace instead put away her sword.
“!”
Then she grabbed Rohan by the collar and slammed him to the ground. To her, a sword was just a decoration.
Kuung!
Grace, who had been thrusting her sword into the nape of Rohan's neck as he lay down, opened her mouth.
“Don’t hesitate.”
"……All right."
It is true that Rohan hesitated.
How dare you point your sword at the person you love? What if my precious Grace gets hurt?
‘Now is the time for knights to fight against knights.’
But, it is not polite to look after others; it is rather rude.
"wake up."
Grace stepped back and waited chivalrously for Rohan to regain his bearings.
Rohan's momentum was slowly changing as his body got in shape.
“…….”
A wake-up call began to follow his body.
The gentle flow soon turned into uncontrollable waves that washed over Grace.
Chaeng- chaeng-!
Rohan's swordsmanship consisted of only cutting and thrusting, but it was perfect enough to be called everything.
A "stabbing" that even you yourself cannot follow with your eyes.
A "slash" that seems to split even the space the opponent is standing in.
'……amazing.'
Even Grace, the weapon master, could not help but admire Rohan's basic skills.
Even aside from his physical prowess, Rohan's stabs and slashes were barely enough for even her to keep up with.
‘When did you get so strong?’
Until just a few years ago, Rohan's fundamentals weren't this perfect.
However, even that was the highest level among sword masters.
‘If we add more power and variation to this… … .’
Rohan may soon become a Weapon Master.
'……then.'
I wanted to test how strong Rohan had become.
At the same time, Grace's sword advanced in a straight line.
“!”
The target is between the eyebrows.
Rohan raised his sword urgently.
But it was already too late to defend.
Kkakakakak!
Grace's sword grazed Rohan's sword, causing a sharp noise.
The sparks ignited fiercely.
The "Spear" that appeared in the air for a moment collided with the tip of her sword.
The trajectory was twisted, and the sword that had slightly grazed Rohan's cheek was stabbing the air.
That was when.
“……Why.”
The eyes, clouded with suspicion, were asking desperately.
“Why did you follow me to Springwind?”
It was a fleeting but heartfelt blow.
A blow that would have pierced Rohan's head if he hadn't used the spear.
Of course, Grace would have stopped before that.
‘Rohan, why you?’
Even with this kind of power, how can he stay by his side?
With this level of power, he could probably get most, if not all, of what he wanted.
If he had stayed in the Eclat Knights, he could have aimed for the position of captain.
Even if it weren't for that, I would have accumulated a fortune that I couldn't spend in my lifetime, and I would have lived a life that others looked up to.
I didn't understand.
What's the big deal about that oath...
“It was to repay the favor.”
"what?"
“If it weren’t for you, young lady, I might not be here.”
Rohan was answering those eyes.
He didn't answer that he had to save you, that it was to change your fate.
Because even that statement was true.
“No, I can assure you that there was not.”
“……You don’t owe me anything.”
Grace clenched her fist and continued her attack.
Rohan was watching amidst the sparks that flew up like dizzying thoughts.
“I don’t think of it as debt.”
visor-
“I don’t even think of it as an obligation.”
visor⸺!
“I just follow my heart.”
For a moment, Grace's attacks slackened.
Rohan took advantage of the gap and counterattacked.
“When everyone else looked at me like an animal, worse than a hunting dog, you were the only one who treated me like a human being.”
"Don't hold it in any longer. If it hurts, tell me it hurts."
There was a boy who lost his parents in the war, was taken away by the imperial army, and lived a life addicted to drugs every day.
“When everyone was telling me to ‘kill,’ you were the only one who said, ‘live.’”
"When the war is over, come with me to the system. Forget everything and start anew there."
The boy was a tool of war. He had an unrivaled instinct for killing. It was the imperial military forces that recognized his talent and carried out the act.
Ironically, it was the military commander who taught the boy how to quit drugs and yearn for tomorrow.
“You taught me how to write and read, even though I couldn’t even use a spoon and had to eat with my hands.”
"Rohan."
“……and even the name.”
"From now on, you are 'Rohan'."
“Because you called my name, I have been able to live as Rohan until now.”
Grace Euclid.
She was a true savior to Rohan, who showed him how to dream of a normal life.
“So this time, I’ll do what I want.”
Dismissed, Grace's sword broke.
The flying sword fragments stuck in the ceiling, and she staggered, losing her balance.
“…….”
Grace closed her eyes.
It was the first defeat I had ever experienced since I was born.
Although she only lost in a duel, she was a weapon master.
"miss!"
Rohan, who had thrown down his sword in an instant, pulled her wrist.
In the darkness, a warm warmth enveloped my whole body.
When I slowly opened my eyes, my sturdy chest was slowly heaving.
Finally, Grace raised her head. Rohan, who was holding her in his arms, had a surprised look on his face.
“Are you okay?”
My heart was pounding like it was going to burst.
“I’m sorry. I’m not used to controlling my strength yet…….”
I didn't want to think about anything. If I didn't know, I wanted to remain ignorant.
I want to just look at this face forever.
I want to fall for this person so endlessly… … .
“You win, Rohan.”
Only then did Grace admit her feelings.
* * *
“……My lord.”
Daisy, who was looking at the crystal ball together, asked Schlach politely.
“Are you going to continue to watch that foolish knight defile our young lady?”
The crystal ball was reflecting Rohan and Grace's appearance in the training room without any editing.
Schlach answered without taking his eyes off his granddaughter's smiling face for the first time.
“What do you think?”
“After thinking about it for a moment, my opinion is…….”
Daisy trailing off.
After a while, she gathered her thoughts and told Schulah.
“……If that’s what you want, I think it’s okay to leave it as is.”
“Did you just say that some foolish knight was defiling Grace?”
“It’s clear that he’s a foolish knight who can’t even change his underwear by himself, but he still has a talent for making young ladies laugh.”
At those words, Schlach smiled broadly.
It was her unusual way of speaking that led to Daisy being hired as a maid.
How could a child like this, whose every word was sharp and lemon-like, never get bored if you just listened to him?
“You’re right. However, that person is dangerous to keep around Grace. I can guess what he’s trying to do, but if he fails, he’ll lose not only himself but also those around him.”
“Then how about we play with it and then dispose of it in the middle?”
“Are you playing with it?”
“A knight who can’t even control his urination yet, wouldn’t he be perfect to be used as a young lady’s toy?”
Schlach, who had raised his head, looked at Daisy strangely.
“It looks like you really liked that article.”
“Not at all.”
“Don’t you become more rude when you see someone you like?”
“Oh, you misunderstood! Your Majesty…….”
Daisy clutched her apron in embarrassment and shut her mouth tightly.
Schlach, who had been laughing, turned his gaze back to the crystal ball.
Her eyes, staring at Rohan, were subtly wrinkled.
‘It wasn’t just about talking.’
The winner of that duel was clearly Rohan.
Even if Grace didn't use her full power, the Weapon Master's ability is such that even if she closes her eyes and uses only one hand, he is no match for the Sword Master.
Moreover, Grace had even launched an all-out attack, even if it was only for a moment.
Even Schlahi could not deny Rohan's performance in not only blocking it but also taking the victory.
“It’s a birdcage…….”
Although he was strict on the outside, on the inside he loved his granddaughter more than anyone else.
That is why Grace's presence was invaluable to Schlach.
‘I don’t think I was wrong.’
However, Grace could not be suppressed forever in the name of protection.
"I'm sick of it now."
Her son also died like that.
""Just looking at you makes my throat tighten and I can't breathe. Do you know what I'm afraid of? I'm most afraid that my daughter, Grace, who inherited your blood, will one day become like you!"
She lived her entire life in overprotection on the palm of her hand, and until her last moment, she did not think of herself as a mother and died resenting her.
And he didn't want to lose his last remaining blood relative, his granddaughter, Grace.
‘… … I’ll just wait and see.’
For now, I'll pretend not to know and close my eyes.
I also wondered to what extent he could keep his words.
If you feel like it won't work out, it's not too late to deal with it then.
In this empire, the only person who could stop Schlach Euclid was the Emperor.
“Our Grace, isn’t your smile so pretty?”
“You have the most beautiful and dazzling smile in the world, just like yours, my lord.”
“You will live longer than me. The young one knows how to live in this world.”

            Schlach was a grandmother who loved and cherished her granddaughter more than anyone else.
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“……Finally, I would like to announce this assignment.”
ah⸺
The word ‘homework’ erupted in exclamations from all over the classroom.
The students glanced at Rohan's face and shut their mouths tightly.
“The period is one week. Each person must submit a report on the destruction method for the four seasons and summer and the supplementary report.”
The students screamed silently at the revealed assignment content.
From their perspective, the ‘summer’ they were learning about now was a perfect theory and technique.
But you want me to report that destruction method?
‘What is it? Is it a trick?’
‘What do you mean, find fault with something that’s perfectly fine?’
‘No, if that’s the case, then just give it as a group project! It’s better than dying alone!’
Rohan opened his mouth after reading the faces of the students who were complaining inside.
“There is no such thing as a perfect technique anywhere in the world. The arrangement of a technique becomes more sloppy rather than more elaborate as the strings and melodies are added.”
What the hell is that guy talking about?
While most students blinked, not understanding what was being said, some students, including Ariel, understood the meaning and smiled.
“This concludes today’s class.”
As Grace and Rohan left the classroom, the students began to vent their grievances as if they had been waiting for them.
At that moment, Alice approached Ariel, who was cleaning up her desk and preparing to leave.
“Are you free this evening?”
“What's going on?”
“It’s nothing else, I just thought we could all get together and research this project.”
Ellis' friends, including Susan, were watching Ariel.
After a moment of hesitation, Ariel shook her head.
“If it’s study, I’ll decline. I’m fine on my own.”
“Why don’t you join us? This assignment is pretty difficult.”
Ariel crossed her arms and shrugged as if it were no big deal.
“It was easy.”
“That? You’re not feeling burdened by my friends, are you? Well, it might be burdensome for you, who lacks social skills.”
“It’s not that I lack social skills, I just hate casual encounters like everyone else.”
“What, light? I don’t know. Do whatever you want. I really put in the effort.”
“Do you care about your grades, which are stuck at B-?”
“That’s really…… hey!”
Ariel left the classroom after getting on Ellis' nerves.
The relationship between the two was still not good.
Even though Ellis was trying hard for Rohan, Ariel still treated her coldly.
Susan grabbed Ellis' hand, which had a bad expression on its face.
“We’ll be able to make up someday, Ellie.”
Ariel was kind to the other students, unlike her treatment of Ellis.
The students also knew the reason.
At the beginning of the semester, it was Ellis who first touched something that shouldn't have been touched.
The other friends who had been watching also stepped in to cheer Ellis up.
“Ellie, you’ll definitely make up in no time!”
“Right, right! Let’s hurry up and go and do some homework. I’ll buy you a parfait! Huh? Ellie~”
Ellis nodded reluctantly, but her heart still felt uneasy.
Ariel was worried.
Even if it was hateful feelings, it was still feelings, and as it built up, I wanted to take care of Ariel little by little.
‘But he’s the only one who likes Rohan.’
Rohan couldn't live alone his whole life.
Although it was early, it was almost time to get married.
What's more, I've never seen that fool in love before.
If this continues, I might end up marrying a real swordsman.
‘If it’s someone like Ariel… … she doesn’t have a bad face.’
Even that stone-faced brother needs to reproduce.
I can't live alone forever, smelling so lonely.
‘I don’t like Ariel, but… … . Okay, I’ll endure it for Rohan’s sake.’
Ellis, whose expression soon brightened, waved her hand cheerfully.
“Hey, let’s go. I’ll buy the parfait!”
“Let’s go!”
“……Leah, you sounded a bit like an old man just now.”
“Joe, be quiet!”
* * *
I was walking down the hallway with Grace.
“The lecture today was really great.”
“Thanks to Rohan. Are you… feeling a little better?”
Grace asked me in an anxious voice.
His face became clouded, perhaps because he felt sorry for taking out his anger on Dalian so soon after recovering.
“Didn’t you prove it with the sparring back then? After resting for a while, you got better than before.”
The victory that day was fake.
I don't think I beat Grace.
If she had been serious about fighting, she would have been defeated without even being able to fight.
Even though Grace only dealt with the basics, it was overwhelming. If she had added alcohol, I would have been a rag by now and had to extend my sick leave.
Still, it was a good place to test one's skills.
I felt like all my efforts up until now had paid off, having been able to hold out that long against the Weapon Master.
“Shall we have lunch together?”
When I turned my gaze, Grace was fiddling with her fingers.
“Then I will buy it.”
“No. Actually… I packed a lunch.”
Is this the reward for all the hard work?
It was the moment when I was about to open my mouth in joy.
“It’s impossible.”
Before I knew it, Michael Riepenstein, who had been blocking our path, was approaching me.
“I’m sorry, but he will have lunch with me.”
Who cares about this kid?
“Professor Riepenstein…….”
“Professor Euclid, I would like to borrow some of Rohan’s time. Would you allow me to do so?”
It's been a long time since I've seen that shameless face.
Why is this person who hasn't spoken to me since I came back from the villa suddenly acting like this?
I took a step forward at the sight of Grace's troubled appearance.
“You should ask the person involved. I’m sorry, but I have lunch with Professor Grace…….”
“I have something to tell you.”
The cold-blooded man was gritting his teeth.
Michael is famous for not showing his emotions, so it was unusual for him to hold something back like that.
“…….”
Above all, he was holding a ring in his hand.
The meaning of Michael holding the ring rather than caressing it is one thing.
“It would be better not to refuse.”
That I was so angry that my hair stood on end.
I don't know why this kid is acting like this all of a sudden, but I think I need to talk to him.
If you ignore this and leave, you might get into trouble with Michael while eating your lunch box.
“I’m sorry, Professor. I’ll catch up with you shortly.”
"……okay."
Grace kept glancing at us as she headed toward her office.
Michael took a step forward as she disappeared completely around the corner of the hallway.
"egg plant."
* * *
‘Wind and Star’ is a high-end restaurant that is considered a popular restaurant even among students.
Michael was looking at the menu, where each dish cost tens of thousands of rings.
I asked, checking the time.
“What do you want to talk about?”
“Let me order first. I’ll have roast beef.”
“I don’t think we’re worthy of having lunch together.”
“How about garlic sausage with Yorkshire pudding?”
“The young lady is waiting for me. Just tell me what you want.”
“I’m not done with work, so wine would be fine, but something light like champagne would be nice.”
It's not like it's some kind of collective monologue, it still feels like I'm talking to a wall.
Next time, I should record some answers. That'll be enough to have a conversation with this kid.
As I watched silently, Michael closed the menu he was looking at.
“Then just tell me what you want to do. Get engaged to Ariel.”
"yes?"
My eyebrows furrowed involuntarily. For a moment, I thought I had misheard.
“Who do you want me to marry now?”
“I already know Ariel’s feelings for you.”
“Wait a minute. What are you talking about—”
“If only Ariel could be happy, I’m willing to let her go.”
It's because I'm speaking so politely now, but judging by Michael's expression alone, it looked like he was going to rush over and tear my body apart at any moment.
“…….”
Every effect has a cause. That's causality. Even the fact that he said this in front of me.
Then what could be the cause? What could be the cause that makes him tell me to marry Ariel?
The answer to that was clear.
“……Did you know?”
“My only sister stayed out all night. Did you think I didn’t know?”
“I didn’t mean to hide it. I just didn’t say anything because I was afraid Ariel would be in trouble.”
“That’s what’s hidden.”
A breath trembled between Michael's lips.
The emotion contained in the long, thin sigh was one.
“I even thought about killing you. If only you were gone, Ariel’s wanderings would end.”
If that were the case, fate would have reacted immediately.
But my fate did not change.
“I didn’t want to make Ariel sad. The next step was persuasion, but I didn’t have the confidence to persuade her. I didn’t have any reason to stop her heart.”
It wasn't just Grace that kept us from killing each other.
Justification. There is no justification.
Since I stopped Grace's darkening, Michael had no reason to kill her.
I also thoroughly protected Michael's territory. We didn't interfere with each other in any way. That was the least I could do.
Or waiting.
“So the compromise we reached was this. If you marry Ariel, the child will be happy, and you will have the power of the Riepenstein family. It is a win-win.”
“Don’t do this. It’s scary. You’d rather stab me with a sword like you did back then.”
“Unfortunately, I don’t have a sword. If you don’t mind, could you lend me one?”
Michael nodded, leaning closer to the table.
“Then let me ask you: How far would you go for Grace?”
… … I have already risked my life.
The same would be true for Michael.
He is also a man who would do anything for Ariel.
At first, I thought it was okay to let Grace love Michael for her own happiness.
All of this was possible because I truly loved you.
In this way, Michael truly loved Ariel.
… … Enough to love until the breakup.
“I don’t know what you saw, but I don’t think you saw everything.”
Then he picked up his temples with the tips of his index and middle fingers.
When I pressed down hard and took my hand away, the mana pulled out of my head was connected to my fingertips.
I extended my fingertips to Michael.
“See for yourself.”
He remained silent and stared blankly at my fingertips.
As if it were a slide film, certain scenes were faintly flickering on each of Mana's knots.
It was a memory of that day.
“You even know how to do this. It looks like the circle is pretty mature.”
Michael connected the memory I had handed him without hesitation to his temple.
“!”
Michael with his eyes wide open.
His pupils were scanning the empty space without rest.
After a while, Michael regained focus and straightened his posture.
“……You held out well.”
“Would I do something foolish and leave the young lady behind?”
“That’s true. You’re an old-fashioned person.”
Michael got up from his seat in a hurry and turned his back.
“Ahem, let’s pretend today never happened.”
And then he left as if nothing had happened.
I looked at Michael's empty seat in bewilderment.
“……You’re really something.”
Was he that happy? The corners of his mouth went up in satisfaction as he headed out the exit.
* * *
A cafe on Roman Road.
“Ah~ I really don’t know.”
Ellis, pen in her mouth, leaned back against the chair and stared blankly out the window overlooking Willow.
Even though the five of us, including her, put our heads together to discuss the task, there was no progress.
No matter how you approached it, including the arrangement and stability of the formula, or the correlation between the synthesized elements, you could not find a method of destruction.
Even though my body couldn't keep up, I was confident that I could stand up to Ariel in theory.
Until I encountered this challenge.
“I only heard rumors that the swordsmanship department’s assignments were difficult, and it was true. If it was going to be like this, I shouldn’t have taken the class.”
Leah, who was new this semester, started complaining.
Susan scolded, picking up a glass of orange juice.
“Don’t talk nonsense. There are so many kids who can’t even register for classes right now and are writing long letters to Professor Grace.”
“I know, too. But who would have thought it would be this hard……”
At that moment, Ellis, who was still looking out the window, opened her mouth.
“Just bear with it for a little longer. It’ll be okay once you get used to it.”
These were the words of a student who had been getting an average F grade just a few months ago.
Now Ellis's rating has gone up to a B-.
At first, no one believed him.
Is that Ellie who always looks for alcohol as soon as she opens her eyes?
Oh no, you're telling an outdated April Fool's joke!
The reaction was usually like this.
But it turned out to be true, and rumors began to spread among the students that the content of the new professor Grace's lectures was no joke.
Now, no student in Springwind doubted Grace's abilities. She simply took notes in class with her eyes wide open.
A name flashed through Ellis' mind as she chewed on her poor ballpoint pen.
‘… … Should I ask Ariel?’
Surely Ariel would know the answer.
The person who always finished every assignment first and got the highest grade was Ariel Riepenstein, the hapless professor's younger brother.
Susan asked Ellis, who was suddenly getting up from her seat, packing her bag.
“Where?”
“I’m going to go somewhere for a bit. I’ll be back soon. Cool your head until I get back.”
“Then I’ll go too. Haven’t you heard that rumor lately?”
“What rumor?”
When Ellis asked again, Leah, who looked around warily as if she was looking for something, answered in Susan's place.
“……A vampire has appeared in Little Heath.”
“Vampire?”
Vampires, the demonic beasts known to live off human blood to maintain their human form, with fangs hidden beneath pale lips that are always thirsty for blood.
Ellis was also a familiar face to the devil.
but.
“What am I saying? Are you naive, Leah? No matter how many devils there are in this world, vampires only appear in novels.”
According to her, vampires were a figment of someone's imagination, a virtual being.
But this time it was different. Susan, her expression hardened, answered.
“I thought so too, but a few days ago, several corpses were found in the river with their blood drained from their bodies. Among them were knights and wizards. Even if they weren’t vampires, there’s a high chance they were murderers. At times like this, it’s even worse to go alone. So I—”
“Okay.”
Ellis squeezed Susan's shoulder as she tried to get up.
“I am Ellis of the Eclat family. You know me?”
“But, okay……”
Susan hung her head like a withered flower.
Ellis, who felt very sorry, kissed her cheek and headed for the doorway.
“I’ll be back before dinner.”
Then I went outside and texted Ariel.
[Ellie]
: Mohae? Where are you?
It's been about 5 minutes since I sent the text.
Ellis, who was waiting for a reply, checked the text again.
: Mohae? Where are you? (reading).
“Ha, am I being ignored just now?”
After a brief moment of shock, Ellis's forehead turned red and she immediately called Ariel.
“Hey, Ariel……!”
The phone, which had been ringing several times, was then disconnected.
It was a pattern when the other person rejected the call.
The next moment a text arrived.
[dog shit]
: library.
library.
The simple three syllables drew veins across Ellis's broad forehead.
[Ellie]
: Then is the message possible? (reading).
Again, only ‘read’ appears and there is no reply.
“This is real!”

            Ellis, her hair roughly tousled, ran straight to school.
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“How are you feeling? Are you okay now?”
“Thank you for your concern. So why did you call me?”
“How should I explain this… I’ll just get to the point.”
I was in the president's office when Cornelia called.
She continued, clutching her wrist nervously.
“Levin Minas’ whereabouts have been unknown for several days.”
“Isn’t this just simple truancy?”
Even at prestigious universities, there were students who skipped classes for various reasons. Even if you look at the old Ely, it was the same.
But that's probably why the president, Cornelia, wouldn't have stepped forward herself.
“Are you aware of the serial murders that have been happening recently?”
“I have a general idea. It was even featured in the newspaper a few days ago.”
Cornelia lowered her head, her lips tightly shut. Her shoulders looked heavy again today.
When I handed her a piece of candy from the basket, she looked up at me with an anxious face.
“So I contacted the Minas family directly, but they said that the parents didn’t know either. Even if they were indifferent to their children, the Levin I remember was a diligent student. He would sometimes bring me snacks…….”
Then Cornelia's lips curled as if she had imagined something terrible. She quickly opened her mouth before she could blame herself any more.
“From what I’ve heard, Levin Minas is not the type of student who would be truant. Do you think he was involved in this incident?”
“That’s not true, but if that’s the case, we have to step forward. That’s our professors’ responsibility. The police… I can’t trust them.”
“I guess the Imperial police will try to cover up this incident for the sake of Springwind’s reputation.”
Springwind is an imperial university. Although it is not directly under the imperial family, it is an educational institution under the Empire.
Just like the last ‘Corinne Incident’, this time too the Empire will try to cover up the incident.
They won't want any noise from Springwind.
“I heard that nine people have been killed so far. The target is a serial killer… How about asking the Watchers to take care of it?”
“A watcher?”
Springwind is currently under surveillance by the Administration.
Although it is secretly intended to uncover the truth about ‘Homunculus’ and ‘Black Candy’, in reality, it is simply ‘surveillance’ as the name suggests.
The Watchers are an irritating force not only to Michael but also to me.
But, we can't just mess with the management right now.
“Aren’t they the ones who are telling you to do that?”
Let's use it while we can.
* * *
Somewhere, a regular leaking sound could be heard from a broken faucet.
Ellis, who had returned to Springwind, was walking down the hallway of Annex 5 towards the library.
Knock… knock… knock… .
She crossed her arms, feeling a chill for some unknown reason, and rubbed her goosebump-covered forearms.
“It’s only nine o’clock, so turn on the lights. Tuition is expensive, so you’re trying really hard to save money.”
I wanted to turn on the lights in the hallway, but all the mana in the school was controlled by the control room.
Ellis, who had been grumbling about where all that tuition money was being spent, smiled when she noticed a light hanging in the distance.
It was the entrance to the central library.
Knock, knock… …
The sound of water drops can still be heard.
Ellis ran to the entrance in one stride and opened the door.
As I entered, I saw a librarian nodding off at the cashier's counter.
Above the librarian's head were posted several warning signs disguised as instructions.
⸺Springwind Central Library Usage Guide and Rules⸺
1. The library is open from 5:00 AM to 2:59 AM the next day. The entrances are not open outside of these hours, and even if they are open, do not enter or exit without permission. The library is never open outside of the hours set by school regulations.
2. Please maintain a quiet atmosphere. In particular, you must not mumble the contents of magic books. If you violate this rule and cause noise, you will be forced to leave. This is the minimum measure to ensure the safety of students using our library.
3. There is no item 5 in the library guide. If you find item 5, please do the opposite.
4. Never fall asleep. If you are tired, go home and sleep soundly. You may never open your eyes again.
5. There is a rumor that a person appears every 11:55 PM asking you something. This is not a rumor, and if you encounter this entity, do not turn around or answer its questions. If you leave it alone, it will disappear at midnight. If you find an entry that contradicts this entry, ignore it.
…….
“I am not responsible for anything that happens if you violate the above items……? What is this? This isn’t a ghost story. Oh, is it because of the ‘phenomenon’? Then there’s nothing I can do—”
For a moment, his eyes met with the librarian who had been watching him.
The librarian, who had suddenly woken up, was staring at Ellis in a strange atmosphere.
“…….”
Even Ellis, who was known as the yard girl of Springwind, was seeing the librarian for the first time, to the point where she wondered, ‘Has there ever been such a person?’
A look that seems to tell you never to open your mouth.
Leaving that unspoken pressure behind, Ellis moved inside to find Ariel.
‘Can you study in a place like this? This is so Ariel-like.’
It was my first time at the library.
Even though I've become more comfortable with studying lately, I usually go to a cafe with my friends or study in the study room of the Eclat mansion.
A stuffy, ominous air that feels like it's weighing on your chest. The cold smell of paper that taps against your toes with every step you take.
All of this was pushing Ellis away in an unpleasant way.
‘… … What? It’s not there?’
No matter how much I looked, I couldn't find Ariel.
That was when.
Ring! Ring!
A text message notification rang like thunder on Ellis' smartphone.
Accustomed to silence, she was startled and took out her smartphone.
Phew, I was surprised for no reason.
The moment I calmed down and raised my head.
“……!”
Everyone in the library was watching her.
In the middle of a forest covered in thick darkness, it felt like countless wild beasts were watching me with their eyes shining.
Oh my goosebumps came to my mind.
Ellis swallowed hard and ran as fast as she could to the entrance.
“I’m sorry, I’m sorry!”
I opened the door and came out, catching my breath.
Maybe it was because I was nervous, but I was out of breath even though I didn't run much.
And when your breathing calms down.
Knock… … Knock… …
The forgotten sound of water began to be heard again.
‘Was our school originally like this?’
Today was strange.
The sun had barely set and the light outside the window had disappeared, but the atmosphere had completely changed.
Suddenly, I remembered what Susan and Leah had said.
-There's a vampire in Little Heath… … .
―A few days ago, several corpses with blood drained from their bodies were found in the river… … .
Ellis shook her head roughly to shake off the thoughts.
She was a little scared, so she checked the text and grumbled.
“Tch, don’t say anything weird… Oh, I got a reply!”
[dog shit]
: restroom.
This time it was a short answer, but I wasn't that upset.
Rather, I was glad. I felt relieved to know that this bastard was also at school.
“But if you’re talking about a bathroom, which bathroom are you talking about?”
There are more than a dozen bathrooms on campus alone.
It's impossible to find one of those countless restrooms.
I called Ariel right away.
Tiring ring―
Just then a doorbell rang from across the hallway.
At the same time, the phone suddenly cut off.
I didn't even hear the bell ring.
If you think about it, it was simple.
If it's a bathroom, it's the bathroom near the library.
It was an answer that could be figured out with just a little thought.
“Hey, Ariel!”
Ellis, finally shaking off her fear, strode down the hallway.
The sound of falling water was getting closer.
In that moment, Ellis realized.
‘Why is the bathroom light off?’
No matter how much you save mana, the bathroom lights turn on automatically.
Ariel will be there.
But the lights weren't on.
“Ariel? Are you there…?”
Ellis, who was hunched over, asked at the bathroom entrance a few steps away.
“Hey, Ari―”
“Stop calling me. I’m here.”
“Eww!”
Suddenly, Ellis heard a voice from behind her and sat down, burying her face between her knees.
Ariel, who had been watching the scene pitifully, tilted her head.
“What are you doing at this hour?”
Only then did Ellis raise her head. It was a little dark, but the unlucky face was still visible.
It was definitely Ariel.
“Eww, Ariel……!”
“What, what is it?”
Even Ariel was taken aback by the sight of Ellis sobbing and hugging her waist.
But I told my friends, “I’m Ellis from the Eclat family.”
“The lights just went out, sob, I’m going to sleep, sob, I’m moving without telling you, sob, I’m going to die, sob, the kid is here, sob, do you know how scared I was? Sob…….”
In fact, what Ellis feared most was not the fruit or Riepenstein, but ghosts.
Ariel, who was quietly watching the scene, smiled inwardly.
‘Ah, I want to take a picture.’
I wanted to capture this scene on video and have it shaken in front of Ellis' eyes forever.
A surprise wedding video, a funeral memorial video, etc.
Until I die like that.
Unfortunately, that wasn't possible at the moment.
“Ha, I understand, so calm down.”
Ariel, bending down, wiped Alice's tear-filled eyes with her own hands.
Even Ariel didn't hate Alice enough to ignore her crying and messy self.
“Yeah, thank you…….”
As she wiped away her tears, Ariel's clouded face became clearer.
Ellis, who came to her senses at the sight of the expression on his face staring at her with pity, abruptly sat up and turned her head.
“I, I didn’t cry!”
“I never asked if you cried.”
"anyway!"
Ellis took a hand mirror out of her pocket, cleaned her face, and turned around again. Her eyes were still red. The tip of her nose was also tinged with pink.
“You just told me to go to the bathroom.”
“When me?”
“It clearly says toilet in the text―”
“I lost my phone.”
"what……?"
At those words, I slowly looked down at the smartphone I was holding.
The hand holding the smartphone was shaking.
"lie……."
Ariel took a deep breath and snatched her smartphone.
“Then this person must be the one who stole my phone.”
“It’s really not you……?”
“I had to go back and forth between the training center and the lecture room to find my phone.”
“I’m pretty sure I heard the bell ringing in that bathroom when I called just now. And the rude tone. It was you.”
“……You heard it in the bathroom?”
Ariel passed Ellis and headed to the bathroom with a hardened expression.
Ellis swallowed as she saw him advance without hesitation, wondering if he was even scared.
“Come out.”
Ariel's voice echoed inside.
When I looked up, the light bulb was off. It seemed like the sensor was broken.
It was a moment when I had no choice but to call again.
Tiring ring―
A bell rings very close by.
The sound was coming clearly from the third stall in the bathroom.
Thud thud.
Ariel, wearing a protective gear, stopped in front of the space.
A hand slowly extended. The door that touched the tip of my finger was sliding open without a sound.
and.
“……!”
Like a puppet with its strings cut off, the body of the horribly murdered student lay stretched out over the toilet.
Drops of blood dripped regularly from the corpse's fingertips.
Knock… … Knock… …
Tiring- Tiring⸺
A smartphone, its screen dyed red with blood, was ringing above the corpse.
She took a step back and looked back at Ellis, who was loitering at the entrance.
“Did you find your phone?”
“……Report it. Right now.”
“Reporting? Did something happen?”
Ariel shouted as Alice, her eyes wide, tried to come inside.
“Don’t come in! First, report it―”
Squeak… … .
The door to the fourth compartment behind her was opening.
* * *
A T-shirt with a stretched-out neck, pants with worn-out knees, and a foul body odor that seemed to come from not having washed for a while.
A homeless man, who looked like he was taking a nap on the subway or in a park, was following Rohan.
In contrast, he had an expensive communication device attached to his ear.
“There is no sign of crows or ‘fools’ here.”
He was the watcher assigned to Rohan.
And ‘Eobungi’ was the code name they used to call Rohan.
“After parting ways with Grace Euclid on Roman Road, I’m just grinning stupidly. Continue on your mission to your home point.”
After that, Rohan headed to the subway, wondering what was so good about it.
The crow that had been following behind in hiding sighed inwardly.
‘No matter how you look at it, he’s not the author.’
After the last Homunculus incident, the watchers dispatched to Springwind focused their surveillance on Michael, Rohan, and Cornelia.
But even after watching for several months, no significant trends were found.
‘How can someone so stupid be a sword master?’
Rohan's daily routine is always the same.
I wake up at 4 am, practice, review lecture materials, and then go to work.
Most of my work time was spent with Grace.
Even when studying, stay by Grace's side.
Even when eating, stay by Grace's side.
Moreover, no matter where he walked, he never left Grace's side.
‘A man who can’t do anything without Grace Euclid.’
The fact that Rohan has survived as an associate professor until now is entirely thanks to Grace.
It must have been because of her protection that he was able to survive with such a stupid intelligence, not only in swordsmanship but also in teaching skills.
At least that's what the crow thought.
It was all a result of Rohan's neglect of duty.
‘I’m glad I can get paid to play… … .’
Then the crow opened its eyes wide.
"uh?"
Rohan had disappeared from sight.
I was clearly watching the back of the person entering the alleyway, but the moment I passed the wall and looked away.
‘Where did it disappear to?’
Nowhere in the alley was Rohan to be found.
A crow, sensing something was wrong, flew over to where Rohan had been standing.
'……does not exist.'
There was no trace of mana, let alone footprints.
A strange sight, as if everything had evaporated.
It was the moment when I was about to hurriedly report to the team leader.
“You’re finally saying hello.”
“!”
When I turned around at the sound of the voice, I saw Rohan standing with his back to the streetlight.
Above the completely darkened face, only frighteningly expressionless eyes stared at the crow.
“What the heck!”
The crow, spitting out curses, swung its fist.
A fist filled with aura flew fiercely between Rohan's eyebrows.
“The first greeting was a curse, but we’ve only known each other for over two months.”
Rohan took a step back and lightly dodged the punch.
“A challenge to the Sword Master… If I had run away, I could have bought some time.”
Then he lifted his foot and pressed down on his right knee.
“Your judgment is not good.”
puck!
The crow's body slumped to one side, its knee joint dislocated.
Rohan didn't stop there, he pressed down on the other knee.
“……Or maybe you underestimated me to that extent.”
puck!
The crow, kneeling down, was looking up at Rohan with a stupid face.
“No hard feelings. You have to eat and live too.”
Rohan approached, took out the device that was blocking his ear hole, and blew into it.
He greeted the person listening beyond the speaker.
“This is Rohan.”
[…….]
“Jack Cloud. I know you’re listening.”
Rohan looked around, found a surveillance camera on a streetlight, and waved.
“I know you’re watching.”
[… … Did you already notice?]
“No matter how skilled the Bureau’s watchers are at stealth, they cannot fool the knights who are always under threat of assassination on the battlefield.”
[What do you want? If you want me to be less surveillance-free, I will be, and if you want compensation for mental damage, I will be.]
Rohan was reflected in the crow's eyes, which had suddenly turned into fear.
“That’s okay. Let’s meet up.”

            Rohan chuckled.
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“It looks like our crows are rude.”
A colorless and odorless space.
Soundproofing techniques were deployed everywhere.
We were facing each other in a pure white room reminiscent of a ward.
“I was a little surprised. I didn’t think you would contact me first.”
An ordinary office worker, that was my first impression of Jack Cloud.
I opened my mouth as I sat on the hard metal chair.
“You don’t seem that surprised. Isn’t this the place you intended to be?”
“It’s intentional…….”
The surveillance organization of the management office, ‘Night Crow’.
The head of that place was Jack Cloud, right in front of me.
This person alone possessed sword master-level skills.
Of course, since he was an ‘unofficial’ sword master, he had no title or anything like that.
I continued.
“As for the surveillance team of the Management Bureau, they were too lax. I know that the ‘Night Crow’ is comprised of at least Expert-level or 4.5 Circle talents, but the one who was watching me was at best an Expert beginner.”
Contrary to the reputation of the Night Ravens as a place where elite figures belong, the ones who were watching me were nothing more than a ‘sloppy trap’ at the lowest level of the Management Bureau.
As if asking for understanding, very blatantly.
“If they were just going to keep an eye on me, they wouldn’t have bothered to assign me watchers. There must be millions of surveillance cameras installed in this empire, right?”
Jack didn't answer.
Just waiting for the next words with eyes filled with interest.
He continued to speak as if living up to those expectations.
“I’ve been wondering what your intentions were while coming here. Why did you put me under surveillance even at the risk of being caught?”
I leaned back against the backrest.
Jack Cloud.
I know what you're doing, but let's give it a try.
Because the purpose may have been ‘modified’.
“If it’s a favor, I’ll politely decline. If it’s a trade, I’ll especially decline.”
“I knew you were naive... You’ve been fooling our agents well all this time.”
“Do you know why World War II broke out?”
“……Don’t let your guard down. Okay. Then I’ll negotiate.”
Jack got up from his seat and walked over to the cabinet.
He opened the door and took out the documents without taking his eyes off me.
I returned and opened the documents he had handed me.
“There are two basic principles of negotiation.”
The documents contained photographs of Nelson's deaths.
That crow didn't follow me to the villa, but there was another crow.
“Are you threatening me now?”
“I am only negotiating. It is your choice whether to agree or not, Rohan.”
“It was an unofficial duel between knights. It was Nulson who made the first attack. This knight deservedly died.”
“That is true, but I don’t know how people will take it.”
Whether it was a fair duel or Nulson ambushed me and killed me, it's going to be a little awkward if this gets out in the press.
Of course, now that we're dealing with circles, all we have to do is show us the memories of that day as evidence.
The problem is that surprisingly many people only believe what they want to believe.
“Go public. In return, I will also publicize the fact that the Administration is monitoring Springwind.”
But the method was wrong.
“I might only have one arm, but you’ll have your head cut off… Are you okay with that?”
Intimidation is a tool that can be used when you have the upper hand over your opponent.
“Now that the threats are over, try persuading.”
The basics of negotiation. The other one is ‘persuasion.’
No matter what you offer, if I refuse, that's it.
However, if you choose the option of persuasion, it means that you are sure that the other person cannot refuse.
“I will give you a clue that will help you solve this serial murder case.”
Jack rolled up his sleeves and checked the wristwatch on his left hand.
Well, this person is the head of the Night Crow, a secret state organization affiliated with the Management Bureau, so it's impossible not to know.
But there was one thing that was suspicious.
“Why didn’t you solve it even though you knew the clue?”
If they had the clues, the killer would have been caught already.
But the murderer still walks the empire, killing countless people, including knights and wizards.
Jack answered.
“This is an order from above. The higher-ups are not accepting the handling of this case.”
“It sounds to me like a high-ranking official is putting pressure on this case. Is that correct?”
Jack remained silent, as if agreeing with what I said.
I'm starting to get the hang of it now.
Serial killings.
A stationary, or rather, incapable, management office.
A high-ranking imperial official involved in this incident.
And there is only one person who can put pressure on the administration.
“……Noir Gaju. He is preventing this incident.”
Finally starting to move in earnest, Queos.
I thought it was quiet for some reason.
Perhaps it was when he killed the Blackout team in the Amulet Championship and replaced them with homunculi that he started to move.
The trigger at that point was probably Corinne.
This time, the story unfolds a lot differently, but it's probably 'that episode'.
"White Flower".
But something is strange. In this episode, no body was found with blood drained from its entire body.
Let's think about it later.
“So you want to make a deal with me with this?”
“Yes. Because we can’t move.”
“If it was going to be like this, why don’t you just do it over the phone?”
“I wish Lord Rohan had come to see us in person. Nothing but the equipment we use is safe from wiretapping.”
“I had no choice but to avoid the eyes of the management bureau… So what do you want?”
Only then did Jack's eyes light up. On the contrary, his expression was not at ease.
“I want to help President Farkastal.”
Fortunately, Jack Cloud's goals do not appear to have changed.
I asked as if I didn't know.
“I haven’t heard any rumors that you’re acquainted with President Cornelia.”
“No one will know, not even Rohan. I don’t want to tell anyone.”
Jack Cloud and Cornelia Lynn Farcastal.
Even if he doesn't want to know, I already know.
In the past, these two were friends. But at the same time, they were rivals.
There are other anecdotes besides this, but let's talk about them later.
What we need to focus on now is solving this case.
“But what does solving this case have to do with your wanting to help Cornelia?”
“The reason is in that cabinet.”
I looked at the cabinet reflexively.
And I walked up to it and opened the door without hesitation.
Inside the large cabinet were only the documents he had mentioned.
The moment my fingertips touched the photo in the documents I had picked up, an inexplicable sense of foreboding crawled up my spine.
“……Are you sure about this?”
The moment I saw him, I became suspicious. I checked the criminal's information several times and asked Jack.
“According to our investigation.”
The hand holding the photo gained strength. Part of the criminal's face was crumpled along with the grip.
“I can guarantee you that the culprit is definitely ‘Freddie Rounds.’”
* * *
“……Freddie?”
Ellis muttered as she saw the figure walking behind Ariel.
Freddie Rounds.
A friend and teammate who worked with Emily, who died in the last expedition.
“What the hell are you doing…!”
But now, Freddie was no longer the friend or companion they knew.
The corners of the mouth were covered in blood, as if a living animal had been eaten raw.
The bloodshot, red eyes were swiveling around at a rapid pace like a reptile.
Then Freddy looked at Ariel and Alice simultaneously with each of his eyes. And he smiled.
“Hello, Captain. Hello, Ariel too.”
A sharp, grinding sound like sharp blades came out of his mouth.
There was a scent of blood in every breath. And it wasn't just one or two, there were many.
Ellis covered her mouth and took a step back. Ariel, who had her aura raised even higher, stood in front of her protectively.
“Long time no see, huh?”
As he said, it had been a long time since I had seen Freddie.
Shortly after Emily died, Freddie dropped out of school due to the 'aftereffects'.
Ellis had no doubt that she would see him again.
But I never thought we would meet in this form and under these circumstances.
“Did you kill that student?”
Kick, Freddy laughed at Ariel's question.
“Why? Do you think I killed him?”
Then he stuck out his tongue and licked all the blood from the corner of his mouth. As if it was really delicious, as if he couldn't eat without it.
It was around the time when the sound of dripping water had died down that Freddie stopped laughing.
“Oh, right. It’s me.”
At those words, Ariel unhesitatingly cast the spell. She couldn't stand to watch any longer.
It was the moment when he finally drew his sword.
“You killed them too. Huh? You killed them too. Why are you doing this?”
“Shut up and stop talking nonsense.”
“Say something, Ellie. It’s because of you that ‘Emily’ died.”
When Ellis heard those words, her heart stopped for a moment. The memories of that day came back vividly as if it had happened only yesterday.
"no……."
A memory I tried hard to forget.
“No, I…….”
But it was a memory I would never forget.
“Emily died because of you. If you hadn’t attacked those demons like idiots, if you had just run away, we could all have lived together!”
Woof―!
Aura exploded from the tip of Ariel's sword and rushed towards Freddy.
“Ellis was just doing her duty as a knight. At least she didn’t run away like you!”
Freddy, who had been watching the sword quickly approaching, began to laugh again.
Kyaang!
Sparks flew before Ariel's eyes. She looked at Freddy's hand blocking the sword with an expression of disbelief.
As if I had hit a solid piece of iron, I was blocked by Black Freddy's hand and could not move forward.
“I, I mean, I got some strength. Huh? Strength. This. Are you seeing it now?”
As soon as the words were finished, a long nail grew out, aiming for Ariel's heart.
She stepped back hastily and slashed Freddy's claws with her sword.
Kang-
‘… …not a human robber.’
My hand holding the sword felt numb as if I had struck an unbreakable rock.
But Freddie wasn't using any techniques.
For a moment Ariel saw.
Black mana, like his own, flows down from Freddy's body like fog.
‘This is definitely… … .’
I don't know what the hell he did, but this wasn't the Freddy of old.
Freddie, who had been crying on the floor and begging for help, was no longer there.
All that was before my eyes was ‘something’ that looked like Freddie.
‘… … like the devil.’
devil.
Although it retained the appearance of a human rather than a monster, its mana structure and strangely deformed body were very similar to the demon it had encountered last time.
Ariel, who thought that things couldn't go on like this, looked back at Ellis.
“Eclat, you hurry—”
“I’m sorry… I’m sorry, Freddie….”
Ellis, who had collapsed in her seat, was looking up at Freddie, shedding tears in a dazed manner.
I wasn't in my right mind. It was the result of the guilt I had suppressed for so long exploding in an instant.
‘Anyway, it’s no help… … .’
Sigh.
My chest felt hot as if it was on fire. On the contrary, a cold air came rushing in along with the feeling of something being lost.
As I slowly lowered my head, I saw Freddie's forearm embedded in my forehead.
“It’s time to go apologize to Emily, Ariel Riepenstein.”
Phew!
As I roughly pulled my arm out, blood gushed out like a torn hose.
Freddy laughed like crazy as he licked Ariel's blood that stained her face.
“Hehehehe! Don’t worry. I’ll take your revenge! Huh? So you guys die. When you die, you’ll become my flesh and blood!”
Freddy, revealing his abnormally grown fangs, lunged at Ariel's nape.
That appearance was unmistakably that of a virtual demon, a vampire.
Ariel, who was staggering weakly, stared at Freddy without being able to resist.
That was when.
Hurrruk!
The spell created under Freddy's feet, "Hellfire", engulfed him.
“What the fuck? It’s hot! It hurts!”
Freddie writhe in agony in the salt water.
Someone caught Ariel's falling body.
Ariel, held in his arms, turned her head with difficulty.
“I wanted to believe it was a lie.”
Unlike other salt-colored ...
The owner of those eyes was glaring at Freddy.
“……Rohan’s words were true.”
Tzuzuzuzu!
The atmosphere was distorted by Michael's anger.
* * *
A few secretly summoned professors stood in the president's office.
Cornelia sat at her desk, burying her face in her palms.
Michael said.
“Unfortunately, I missed it.”
Despite his chlorination, Freddie did not die.
I almost came close to death.
However, it rushed towards the corpse with its melting body and soon devoured it.
Even Michael hesitated at the strange and horrifying sight.
At that time, Freddie's appearance was not of this world.
“President. I think it would be best to report this first. It seems like this case is not under our jurisdiction. Yes……”
The person who received Michael's words was Thomas Bacon, a professor of potions.
Thomas was called in because Levin Minas, who was found murdered in the bathroom, was one of his students.
Cornelia spoke, still unable to raise her head.
“The police and other government agencies won’t get involved in this. I’ve already asked people I know, so we have to handle this. But… is Associate Professor Rohan here yet?”
Cornelia looked around for Rohan.
Grace, who had been carrying a backpack, straightened her posture.
“I got a call that I would be a little late.”
“Then, I want Professor Grace to convey what I said to Associate Professor Rohan.”
"All right."
Cornelia swallowed dryly and pushed the spread out papers on the desk in front of them.
“This case is connected to a serial murder case that has been much talked about recently. The culprit of that case is Freddy Rounds, a student of our Springwind.”
“If I do this wrong again…….”
Cornelia reluctantly nodded at Professor Thomas' sad words.
“That’s right. I’ll get fired again. That damn royal family is still waiting for me. Oh, I’m sorry. I shouldn’t be swearing like this. Anyway, what we have to do is find out who did this to Freddy and gather evidence. If we take the evidence, the police will have no choice but to investigate.”
“Then I will put the pressure on this time. I will do it on the name of the Riepenstein family.”
“You seem very angry, Professor Riepenstein. About Ariel… I’m sorry.”
“No one who is involved will survive.”
Michael was holding a ring, his teeth bared expressionlessly.
Cornelia groaned inwardly at the sight.
Perhaps a war even greater than this incident could break out.
“Then first, let’s track down and secure Freddy who ran away―”
Bam.
A bloodied doll was thrown through the open door onto the floor of the president's office.
Thomas, who was looking closely at the doll, was shocked.
“F, Freddie?!”
Freddie is barely holding on to his life, gasping for breath.
A shadow slanted over his body and someone entered.
“Sorry I'm late.”

            It was Rohan.
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The stars were waking up in the dawn sky.
Perhaps because of the heat of the day that lasted until night, everything Ellis looked at was constantly shaking and becoming dizzy.
‘It’s all my fault.’
The regular sound of vital signs, the breath of a friend you couldn't protect from hesitation, all the signals that make you blame yourself.
‘Because of me, Freddie, Emily… … .’
In it, Ellis looked at Ariel lying in the sickroom.
Her face was blurred, her eyes closed as if she had fallen asleep on an oxygen mask.
“And you too…….”
It was all his fault.
Mistakes due to wrong choices. Or skills.
The moment I faced my own true face that I had been ignoring, I felt like everything I had built up was crumbling down.
In an instant, Ariel grabbed Ellis' tear-stained wrist.
Ellis's eyes widened in surprise.
“Ariel! Are you awake? Ariel!”
“Haa…… It’s noisy……”
Ariel opened her eyes with difficulty. Then she turned her gaze to Ellis with contempt.
“It was so noisy… I woke up….”
"Sorry……."
My mind is pierced.
It was an injury that would not have been surprising if an ordinary student had died immediately.
But Ariel had a special ability.
Ariel, whose condition was improving rapidly, opened her mouth.
“It’s not your fault. So don’t blame yourself…….”
Ellis bit her lower lip when she heard those words.
The emotions I had barely suppressed began to boil over and tears welled up in my eyes.
“You are. so kind…….”
She straightened her head and stared at the ceiling, taking a deep breath. Her expression was becoming more relaxed.
“I hate that so much. Pretending to be nice... pretending to be nice... trying to look good to others... I hate that.”
"……why?"
“Me too, because I was like that.”
Whenever I felt like crying, I drew a smile. Then the tears stopped falling.
Whenever I got angry, people would always say things like, “Well, that’s true.”, “You were a bad girl all along.” … … So I had no choice but to endure it.
And he completely erased himself.
He wore a mask with nothing drawn on it, and drew on it the image he wanted others to see.
Then people liked it.
That was the beginning. That's how I lost myself.
“If you live like that, you’ll lose more than you’ll gain…….”
I lost the ability to cry out loud. Not being able to cry when I wanted to was more painful than wanting to cry.
“If you don’t want to be hated by anyone, you’ll end up being hated by everyone…….”
When Ariel lost everything, there was no truth left for her.
The person I met then was Rohan, that very knight.
If she hadn't met him, she would still be wandering in hell.
“So…… So choose……”
Ariel's eyes closed just like that.
She continued speaking through the drowsiness that was creeping in.
“……What I really want to protect.”
Ariel was silent from then on.
However, he just fell asleep with a relieved face.
Alice quietly got up from her seat and left the hospital room. As usual, she only said what she wanted to say, so it didn't seem like she was going to die.
* * *
Springwind Infirmary.
Freddy was captured and his condition was strange, so Cornelia decided to treat him with Thomas' assistance.
A moment later, Cornelia and Thomas returned to the operating room, drew the curtains, and took off their masks.
“It’s Euphoria. It was found inside Freddy’s heart.”
In Cornelia's hand was a single, pure white flower, unstained by blood.
Michael took a step closer and looked at Euphoria and asked.
“I know Euphoria as a purple-black color.”
In the last championship, it was Michael who was parasitized by Euphoria during an attack by a strange man.
Thanks to receiving treatment immediately after the match, no abnormalities occurred, but Euphoria was a harmful plant whose cultivation was prohibited not only in the Empire but also worldwide.
Professor Thomas answered.
“That seems to be a variant that has never been reported in academia. Yes…….”
Then Cornelia picked up a chair and walked towards the whiteboard.
She climbed up onto the chair and began to draw and write something on the board with a marker.
“Euphoria is a parasitic plant that blooms on the skin and then roots into the bones. However, this mutant euphoria has been genetically modified to root in the heart instead of the bones, as shown in this picture.”
The picture on the left details how euphoria takes root in the bone, as described in the former.
And on the right, as the latter explained, there was a heart, and euphoria blooming inside the human body, not on the skin.
“As you all know, most knights and wizards have their vital organs, including their heart and core, protected by circles or auras. That’s why the existing Euphoria parasitizes on the skin.”
I, who had been quietly listening to the explanation, finally opened my mouth.
“Then someone must have intentionally planted the seeds of the mutant euphoria through some kind of procedure.”
“At least that’s my conclusion. The problem comes after that.”
Cornelia erased the picture and drew something else.
This time it was an anatomy diagram of an ordinary human being.
“Professor Thomas, can you help me?”
“Huh? Oh, how is that…?”
“Please use mana as I explained. And recreate this picture in front of me with mana.”
“Oh, I see!”
As Cornelia began to explain, Professor Thomas shot Mana.
The next moment, the gathered mana took the shape of a seed.
And the seed that landed in the heart sprouted and bloomed in just one second.
Soon the roots filled the space of the heart, and a very familiar phenomenon began to occur around the center of Euphoria's flower.
Michael furrowed his brows.
“This is…… a core.”
“That’s right. Surprisingly, Euphoria starts to act as the core. But it’s still too early to be surprised.”
The next moment, the leaves of the euphoria began to beat like a heart. Each time, blood was sucked into the heart through the arteries, and the sucked blood was absorbed by the euphoria through the roots.
“Normally, this would lead to death from lack of blood, but unlike the original Euphoria, the mutant chose to coexist rather than kill its host. Just as a tree that absorbs carbon releases oxygen, a flower that absorbs blood releases mana.”
I, who had a problem, asked back.
“This method has its limitations. As shown in the picture, blood production cannot keep up with consumption.”
Thomas, a professor in the field, answered.
“So the way I got drunk was through ‘sucking blood.’”
“What if it’s vampire?”
“When euphoria stimulates the nervous system, the host secretes a large amount of ghrelin, which causes it to crave blood. At this point, the roots take over all the way to the stomach. Yes…….”
As the explanation became too long, Cornelia, who had scattered her mana, returned to us.
“This is also a very simple explanation. The original structure is more complex. Professor Thomas Bacon and I will study this euphoria.”
Cornelia stopped talking and stared at Freddie lying beyond the curtain.
Many emotions were passing through his shaking eyes.
The shoulders that could be held with one hand were trembling, and the young face that could barely smile was stained with negative emotions such as anger and hatred.
“……This might be the beginning.”
* * *
Freddie Lounds was arrested as the prime suspect in this case, but was scheduled to go on trial after receiving treatment at a hospital under the management of the agency for the aftereffects of the mutant euphoria.
With the Riepenstein family and the student council president's family, Arilleria, joining in, the administration had no choice but to proceed with the investigation.
The Rounds family was stripped of all their positions due to Euphoria's involvement in the incident.
The imperial court further strengthened laws prohibiting the cultivation of noxious plants, including euphorbia.
However, the real culprit was not caught.
“Crazy, real?”
“That’s right? Freddy was the murderer. The missing Minas was also murdered by him.”
The whole of Springwind was in an uproar.
Since this murderer was an issue, they said they would deal with it as quietly as possible, but they couldn't fool the countless eyes and ears.
“I heard Ariel almost got hit too?”
“Ariel? But wasn’t she studying just now?”
“Hey, do you think the head teacher would have been taken advantage of by a donor student? Of course he would have taught him a good lesson!”
“Well, if I had fallen for Ariel, I would have been beaten up. Ariel is not only pretty, but also talented… Should I confess to her?”
“If you go to confess with that face, you’ll probably be mistaken for a devil and get stabbed.”
Four days have passed since that incident.
It was a good gossip that made the boring daily life interesting, but even that didn't last long.
Many people died.
Some people lost friends, and some people had someone they thought was a friend return as a murderer.
In this way, students naturally became reluctant to hear bloody rumors.
And still, there were people who couldn't shake off the smell of blood.
“There’s a really, really delicious bakery that opened up at the intersection in front of the school. Should we study there today?”
“…….”
“Ellie? Are you listening?”
Susan looked at Ellis walking down the hallway beside her.
Ellis, who didn't even answer, was just absentmindedly thinking about something with unfocused eyes.
“Ellie.”
Susan stopped Ellis and asked in a trembling voice.
“Is this okay?”
“……Huh? Oh, sorry! I was just thinking for a moment. What did you just say? Let’s go eat bacon for dinner? Bacon is good……”
Ellis, who had been pretending to be overly cheerful, trailed off.
Susan, with her hands folded in front of her chest, was watching him with anxious eyes.
“It’s not okay, Ellie.”
“T-What are you talking about? I’m really okay! I’m fine!”
"lie."
Susan took a step closer and brushed the corners of Ellis's mouth.
“You smile more when you’re worried or sad.”
"ah……."
Only then did Ellis wipe away the smile she had been forcing.
Finally, she turned away, avoiding Susan's gaze.
“……Sorry. I’ll go first today.”
And then he ran away from school.
The moment she stepped out the front door, a dazzling light struck her.
Bang!
When I turned my head, a car had barely stopped nearby and was turning on its headlights.
The driver with the window down stuck his head out.
“Student, are you okay? What if you suddenly jump out? We were driving slowly, but we could have been in big trouble.”
"sorry……."
As the car passed by, Ellis, who had been apologizing with her eyes tightly shut, opened them.
The city lights were shining on her.
It was dazzling. It was a street I always passed by, but today it felt particularly unfamiliar.
As if it was my first time setting foot here, the surroundings felt like a different world.
Thud thud.
I don't even know where I'm going.
I wasn't at an age where I could get lost, but I kept feeling like I was getting lost.
‘How should we move forward?’
I wish someone would teach me.
But the harsh world didn't teach me that.
“…….”
I suddenly stopped walking and was in front of a convenience store.
I could see the drinks on display through the glass window.
Ellis went inside as if possessed.
And I stood in front of the refrigerator where the liquor was displayed and looked inside for a long time.
“……Gulp.”
I wanted to drink like crazy.
I can't open my eyes wide, my head is full of questions without answers.
‘If I drink that, will I be able to forget everything?’
That was the moment when I reached out and grabbed the handle.
“I said I hung up.”
Someone grabbed Ellis' hand on the handle.
When she raised her head, Rohan was looking down at her.
“How about orange juice? I’ll buy it.”
“Rohan…….”
At his smile, Ellis took her hand away.
Rohan took orange juice from the next stall, paid the bill and returned to her.
“I’ll give you a ride. I have a place to go and we’re going in the same direction.”
The two came out of the convenience store and walked towards the Eclat mansion.
Ellis just held the can of cold drink in her hand.
Eventually, we emerged from the gray forest and entered an alley.
Rohan spoke to Ellis, who was walking with her head down and looking only at the tips of her feet.
“This assignment was a C-, was it too difficult?”
“Tch, is that the assignment you gave me to solve?”
After finishing his drink, Rohan put the crushed can in his pocket.
Then he glanced at Ellis's red bob cut, where the grass was dead.
“I thought my wandering was over then, but it wasn’t.”
“……What am I.”
At those words, Ellis stopped.
She still had her head down.
“It’s not your fault.”
“It’s my fault…….”
“It couldn’t be helped, Ellie.”
“No! I was the leader. If I had tried a little harder, Emily might not have died. If I had been a little stronger, Freddy might not have ended up like that.”
Ellis raised her head.
Rohan watched the distorted smile.
“I’m tired of myself now. This is all I can do. This is all I can do… hehe.”
Ellis's body collapsed in the helpless reality. Even so, she never lost her smile. Rohan felt even more sorry for her.
She crouched down, buried her face in her knees, and muttered.
“I really tried hard this time……”
They say that life is about climbing over countless walls, but the wall I faced this time was incredibly high.
A wall that you can't climb even if you want to.
After countless challenges, the emotion that grew from the shock of falling and blood flowing from the tips of my fingers was fear.
This is it for me.
I can never overcome this with my own abilities.
I don't want to suffer anymore.
With those words, he defined his own limitations.
Without even realizing it, you are setting your own limits.
“……You are not a hero.”
Rohan approached Ellis, who was sitting in front of the wall.
“Me too.”
Rohan also lived facing countless walls.
Sometimes I came across a wall that was too high to overcome.
Sometimes you come across a wall that doesn't break no matter how hard you hit it.
Sometimes… …I wanted to give up.
Sometimes I wanted to settle into reality, sometimes I wanted to run away alone, and sometimes I wanted to ride the wave of others.
Each time, Rohan moved forward again.
“I can’t protect everyone. You and I are just ordinary people.”
Grace Euclid. I keep repeating that name.
“So, choose someone you want to protect. And focus on that person. You can protect at least one person even if they’re not a hero.”
If we each save each other, just one person at a time… … .
Finally, Ellis raised her head. She looked at Rohan's outstretched hand and thought.
What is it that you truly want to protect?
The answer was so simple.
“……Thank you, Associate Professor.”
“Only in times like this is an associate professor.”
“Hey, let’s go!”

            Ellis grabbed Rohan's hand and stood up, no longer forcing a smile.
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“You drank the juice well. But, where are you going?”
Ellis, who was standing in front of the gate, looks up at me.
It was a question that could not be answered.
What I'm going to do now, no one should know.
“To meet a friend.”
“Friend? That’s strange. Rohan has a friend too.”
“It’s annoying again. Go inside. I’ll go.”
“Yeah, take care. About earlier… Thank you.”
I responded with a smile and turned around.
After parting ways with Ellie, I headed to the West Marsh Conservation Area, which was quite far from the islands.
A remote place without a single streetlight. I was walking down a deserted street like a rural landscape somewhere.
Jiik.
I took out a magic film like Astage from my pocket and attached it to the nape of my neck.
The film had a recipe from a few days ago engraved on it.
"Persona".
I had quite a bit of trouble making this recipe by myself.
The arrangement of the tattoos was similar to the ones carved into Karina's body that I met last time in Douglas.
Woof-
As I breathed mana into it, the spell resonated.
I felt that my appearance and body shape had changed. In fact, the shape of my hands had changed from before.
And he placed his hand on the hilt of the sword he had temporarily prepared for this task.
“……I received a gift, so I should return the favor.”
During the last incident, Corinne was a homunculus, not a student.
Although some students were involved with Black Candy, none of them were directly killed.
But this time it was different.
Freddy became a criminal and his student Levin Minas died.
There were quite a few casualties.
Ariel was hospitalized again, and Ellie's mental state was on the verge of collapse.
The development of the "White Flower" episode has completely changed.
As far as I know, the development of this episode was the trigger for Grace's darkening.
The character who was consumed by the mutant Euphoria was Grace, not Freddie, and this episode became the turning point for Michael to truly turn against her.
In this way, fate was still moving to create the predetermined future.
“I hope you like my reply…….”
In the distance, the abandoned factory of the ‘seeker’ who were cultivating mutant euphoria could be seen.
* * *
The basement of an abandoned factory.
The man kneeling in the spacious conference room raised his head.
“How are my results?”
A hologram shot from a projector appeared before his eyes.
But the hologram crackled silently, like a noisy black-and-white screen.
“Rejoice, for soon you will be able to save the world according to the will of the ‘Savior’!”
The noise gathered into a human figure at the name of Savior.
[… … Don’t be happy. The world is still suffering.]
“I’m sorry, I’m sorry.”
[But, Apostle.]
“Speak, Savior!”
[I told you not to touch Springwind yet.]
"yes……?"
The apostle Amon asked blankly at the Savior's words.
“I, I don’t know what you mean.”
[Springwind was meant to be our holy ground. The Apostle defiled it.]
“I needed a good test subject. I happened to have a volunteer, and it was inevitable―”
[It was a useless ad-lib. Thanks to that, my scenario was revised. And in the revised scenario… … .]
Boom!
Suddenly, a loud noise was heard beyond the firmly closed door.
When I listened closely, it seemed like there was a scream mixed in.
Something was happening. The voice of the Savior continued.
[… … You are not here.]
“Don’t abandon me, Savior! Please, please, I beg you!”
[Unfortunately, you will not be able to go to paradise. Our paradise is too small and limited.]
A strange man wielding a blood-stained sword entered through the suddenly open door.
[It's a pity. I wish there were white flowers blooming in my paradise.]
The hologram disappeared, leaving only those words behind.
Amon, left alone in despair, turned his head to the villain.
“……What are you?”
At the same time, he slammed his fist into the floor.
Wood crunch!
The cracked floor twisted in front of the assailant.
Soon, roots sprouted from the ground and covered him.
The strange man, Rohan, who was watching this, swung his sword with an aura attached to it.
Crunch.
Amon's eyes were wide open between the roots that were being cut off like grass.
Rohan fired a circle. Aura-enhanced "Spears" surged through the magic spells that filled Amon's head.
“Crash!”
The spear pierced through the shoulder and elbow and stuck in the floor.
In addition, Amon was unable to move, like a stuffed insect on display, after being struck by a spear through his thigh and calf.
Jeokbuk- Jeokbuk⸺
Rohan approached and aimed the tip of his sword at Amon's forehead.
And then I pushed it in very slowly, very slowly.
“Kkaaa ...
Rohan didn't even blink at the scream.
“Where is the research material?”
“Who are you―”
Rohan twisted the hilt of his sword as if he had no choice.
“That’s not what’s important right now.”
Amon's jaw clenched like a castanets as he screamed again.
“I want to kill you more painfully, but that’s not my style.”
“Ugh…….”
Soon, Rohan, who had dismantled the spear, stood up, holding Amon's hair.
He looked around and headed towards the computer he found.
I touched the monitor to turn it on, but it was locked with a password.
“Crack the password.”
“Uh… I guess I’ll tell you that—”
thud!
Before Amon could finish speaking, Rohan slammed his head against the corner of the desk.
Blood flowed from his torn forehead.
“Don’t ask twice.”
“You idiot… I’d rather die than give up!”
Rohan took the capsule out of his pocket and forced it into Amon's mouth.
It was a recovery capsule.
As Amon's body recovered, he hit his head on the floor this time.
thud!
“No matter how much you try, you’ll never⸺”
thud!
“Okay, wait a minute”
thud!
As Amon began to lose consciousness, Rohan pulled out another capsule.
“Gulp, f*ck!!”
thud!
“……My mana. This password can only be deciphered with my mana.”
“Are you coming to your senses now?”
“Okay. So please…….”
Still, Rohan did not stop.
Boom! Boom! Kwung!
Only after three consecutive strikes did Rohan stop.
Amon, with blood all over his face, asked as if he was being wronged.
“Why on earth……?”
“I’m so angry.”
“개새끼가…….”
“One more time?”
Rohan tightened his grip. Amon held back tears and released his mana to decipher the code.
At that moment, Amon ran towards the monitor and touched the red icon like crazy.
“What did you do?”
“Ugh, I deleted it! Did you think I’d just hand over my precious data?”
“Useless thing.”
“I don’t know where you came from, but you messed with the wrong person. We’re going to save the world—”
“As expected, communication isn’t working…….”
Rohan took a deep breath, took a step back from him, and slowly raised his sword.
“……You just deleted your own chance to live.”
"what?"
Crunch.
Amon's face, which had been asking stupidly, rolled to the floor.
His body, with his throat cut, was lying there.
“Of course, there was no such opportunity from the beginning.”
Rohan opened the computer case with the sword he had used to wipe away the blood.
What he took out was a disk. There were many ways to recover it.
As we came out of the conference room, we saw the corpses of the ‘seeker’ researchers.
No one died an innocent death.
All those who died under the sword of Rohan had committed sins that could not be washed away even by death.
Experimental tubes are displayed ostentatiously throughout the laboratory.
Inside the test tube, the bodies of kidnapped citizens were stored in pieces.
The number of test subjects was so countless that it is impossible to know how many were kidnapped, experimented on, and killed.
‘I would like to destroy this place, but it will serve as evidence.’
It wasn't evidence for Freddy. It was just shackles that would tie Queos' ankles for the time being.
‘First, we will cut off the necks of the ‘seekers.’
The apostle Amon was the beginning.
* * *
“It’s been a really long time.”
the next day.
A lycan in the shape of a Khan was sitting across from me on the sofa.
“It’s been a while. It hasn’t been that long.”
“Hey, how can someone be like this? I’m a little disappointed. I came flying in thinking I’d see you, senior. To be honest, I’m not the type of person to do something like this, am I?”
“Stop making creepy noises and take this.”
He handed a small box to the consistently witty Lycan.
He looked through the box and asked.
"What is it?"
“Black Star. Hand it over to them. Then they’ll know.”
Lycan smiled at the name Black Star.
“Then copy what comes out of there and send it to me.”
“……What are you thinking? What kind of information is this?”
“Variant Euphoria Research Data.”
“A mutant euphoria?”
Lycan tilted his head. There was no need to try to explain.
If it were Karina, she would know what to do the moment she saw this material.
“Take this and put pressure on the families together with Lady Karina. There will be research fund ledgers in those documents. Use those ledgers as an excuse to track down the families’ funds.”
“Would that work? Of course―”
“Of course they manipulated it. They’re the kind of guys who cut off even the tail that can’t be stepped on.”
We can't use this information to pressure Quos, the savior of the seekers, right now.
“That material is the most taboo of all taboos. It will be enough of a justification to become a driving force.”
But that could make funding difficult for the time being.
The National Tax Service cannot disobey the orders of the royal family, let alone a prince.
If this happens, the funds of other families can be tied up naturally, and the forces that are trying to keep the prince in check will also hesitate.
“It’s just a pretext now, but it could become handcuffs that tie the hands and feet of the culprit when they’re revealed. So keep it safe.”
“Okay, I get it. But why a copy?”
“I’ll pass on the copy to someone I know. The one I cut off was just one of many tails.”
“You want to prepare? Good. Got it.”
“Then go back now.”
Lycan frowned at the ban I declared.
“Already? Seriously, this is too much. Let’s suck up some honey at a time like this. Okay? Meet some girls from the system. By the way, since you’re a professor, you probably know a lot of college girls, right? Since you’re here, let’s date a girl from a prestigious university…….”
I was quietly listening to him, and then suddenly kicked his head.
"get out."
“Oh my! This is dangerous. Anyway, I can’t joke, I can’t joke…….”
Lycan, who had easily dodged, grumbled and headed towards the front door.
I followed along and handed him a note as he checked the schedule for Douglas.
“What is it?”
“Dispatch the Imperial Knights to these coordinates. Tell the Administration that you have tracked and eliminated them under their leadership. Then the Administration will not be able to hide the evidence.”
“Anyway, all the dirty work is my job. Got it. How could a lowly knight refuse the order of someone who might become my sister’s man?”
“What about your boyfriend… How is Karina these days?”
‘Sister’ was the word Lycan used to call Karina Historia.
“It’s all the same, except for a weasel and a bunch of mosquitoes.”
They've already subdued two of the 13 families, so it seems Karina and Lycan moved faster than I expected.
At this rate, taking control of the imperial family is not far off.
“So, when do you think you’ll be able to step on the ‘head’?”
“Actually… Oh, that’s it. I’ll do it soon. My sister is hesitating a bit due to some circumstances, but I’ll finish it by March next year.”
"circumstances?"
“This isn’t the story I want to tell you. I’ll tell you later. Oh, just stand there for a moment.”
Then Lycan took out his smartphone and took a picture of me.
Click.
“Why my photo?”
“I wanted to show you, Sister. Every night, you keep calling me Rohan, Rohan, and I feel so bad for you. Oh, it’s time.”
“Why don’t you just let it go?”
“Oh, really? Hehe, just kidding.”
At that moment, Lycan, who had lost his playfulness, whispered quietly.
“……I don’t know what you’re doing now, senior, but think about it for a bit. I see that there are quite a few guys who are keeping an eye on you. For people like us who came from the streets, living a long life is revenge.”
“What about the road? You’ve made it big, man.”
“Anyway, I’ll go. Take care!”
After Lycan left, I sat alone on the sofa, buried my back deep in my pillow, and closed my eyes.
“……I also want to live quietly.”
* * *
The sunset is fading, and the shadows cast across the room are growing darker.
I was sitting at my desk, organizing the case in my head.
“The seeker…….”
Seeker.
In the work, the force led by the seven apostles is called the Seekers.
The apostles follow a person they call the Savior.
Their goal is one.
A world where you can enjoy only happiness without any unhappiness.
A world where everyone can be satisfied without complaints.
A world where things like discord, conflict, disputes and war have disappeared.
That is how we make this world a ‘paradise’.
On the surface, it seems like a very ideal world.
Everyone is happy, everyone is satisfied, and no one fights.
This is an ideal without a doubt.
But the reality is different.
They say it's paradise, but the world they hope for is a complete dystopia.
Controls and coordinates all living, breathing things.
There is no freedom there.
There is no freedom to be unhappy, and no right to even complain.
In simple terms, it is paying for the rest in exchange for irresponsible pleasure.
Those who have been brainwashed by these contradictions are the so-called seekers.
A true evil that does not hesitate to commit any act under the pretext of saving the world.
It was literally a stroke of luck that we were able to kill Amon and steal his research materials.
He was complacent. He believed in the Savior and was too excited.
If the third apostle, the 'Blind Old Man', or the first apostle, 'The King Who Leads the Eastern Forces', had been the main characters of this episode, it would not have ended so easily.
No matter how strong I have become, I am currently struggling to even beat the 3rd apostle, let alone the 1st apostle.
… … Ding dong.
Who is it?
I don't think anyone will come today.
The doorbell rang only once and never rang again after that.
Is it a belt?
“How dare you dare to enter the Sword Master’s house without fear…….”
The moment I walked into the hallway, a cold air suddenly came rushing in.
The air was ominously cold.
It didn't feel like the cold of midwinter. It felt more damp and strangely dirty.
In it, I reached out to the door.
Click.
The door slowly opened. Beyond it stood a person I did not want to meet more than Michael.
“I came to see you despite my rudeness.”
"He was a pale corpse."
A voice that seemed to be coming from underground.
In that voice, the description that had been swirling around in my head was being written before my eyes.
“Because we never had a chance to meet.”
"One day, full of repentance, he came to me, dressed in black shroud, like a grim reaper."
"As if the moment I opened my mouth, you would take everything away from me. As if you would reach out and take everything away from me."
“I have a favor to ask, will you please listen to me?”
“……Come in first.”
After receiving permission, Queos bowed and entered the living room.
Then he stood in front of the sofa with his hands clasped politely over his suit.
I gestured to the sofa behind Queos.
“Sit down.”
"thank you."
He didn't open his mouth, just smiling faintly, as if he was waiting for me to speak.
“There’s no way a student from the potion making department would visit the home of an associate professor from the swordsmanship department.”
“I have an important proposal to make.”
“I'll listen.”
If Queo had tried to kill me, I would have died long ago.
Beliefs, justice, goals - none of that exists for this psychopath.
The leisure I have now is something I can take for granted.
But Queo won't kill me.
Unlike others who are not in their right minds, he is very picky about the important roles in his scenarios.
I, too, am starting to think that in that scenario, even if it's not the lead role, I'll at least play a supporting role...
“Please be my main character.”

            … … This guy is really crazy.
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Queo Lumière du Noir.
If you meet him without knowing anything, you will look like a petty nobleman.
A polite tone of speech without any accent and a sentimental tone unconsciously make one trustworthy.
The kind eyes do not contain any malice, they just look at me purely, as if they know nothing.
… … But don’t be fooled.
Because the most dangerous person in this world is Queos, this monster.
"hero?"
“I’ve been watching you for a long time. For a very long time, slowly.”
Queos had never said anything like that to anyone before.
I don't remember ever reading a scene like that.
The main character of your ‘play’ is Michael.
At least that's what I know. That's why Corinne was after Michael.
That's how it gets destroyed slowly.
All of the scripts Lee Ja wrote are tragedies that end only when the main character dies.
“I originally thought it was someone else, but I changed my mind.”
“I have no intention of joining in on your pranks.”
“As an associate professor, you might think this is a joke.”
A sense of disappointment rose within the green-tinged walls.
The corners of the eyes and mouth slightly lower, and the sigh that escapes between the lips dissipates eerily.
Queos was genuinely disappointed.
He doesn't act anything.
Because life itself is already a play.
“Read it. It will change your mind.”
Then he took something out of his pocket and placed it in front of me.
It was a play script.
“As the president of the drama club, I’m planning to prepare a small play for the upcoming festival.”
A pure white cover without even a title.
I have no idea what the purpose is.
Because he was a character with no purpose in the first place.
As I opened the first page, a familiar name caught my eye.
‘Roan’.
The script began with that name.
It was a name that was very obviously aimed at me.
The overall content was familiar.
A certain knight follows his lover and becomes an associate professor.
And confront that person's fiancée.
In the end, after defeating her fiancé, they fall in love with each other… … Wait a minute.
This is my story.
Excluding the latter half including the ending, the first half was similar to mine.
It was as if I was reading a book containing the story of a character named ‘Rohan’, and everything about my life up to that point was written down in its entirety.
“How are you? Are you feeling a little better now?”
This was a message.
A warning to me, to be exact.
The ending of this script, which had a happy ending, was nothing short of a threat.
“If you want, I can revise the scenario. Just tell me. What kind of ending do you want, Professor?”
At the same time, it was a persuasion.
Queos has the power to make this script a reality.
In a situation where you are already performing a play on the world stage, manipulating the love of just one person at will would be nothing.
“There was a part where the empire collapsed.”
“Don’t worry about it. It’s just a simple process―”
“There is no fall of the empire in my development.”
“…….”
This is not just a script.
In the script, which was barely the thickness of a finger, was written the world that Queos had planned.
I recited the story I wanted.
“Also, neither the ‘demon in the form of a girl’ nor the ‘genius magician’ die. Furthermore, there is no war with the demons.”
I looked into Quos.
“Only one person will die.”
A black tie that ripples quietly with every breath.
“……A man who likes white flowers.”
At those words, Queos moved his hand to the white tie bar that decorated his tie.
I have no intention of joining this guy's play.
Even more so, the idea of moving according to a set script like a puppet.
“If you just make these changes, I’ll gladly become the main character in that script.”
“You’re more greedy than you look. That’s not pretty. It’s not a pretty story.”
Queos, who was adjusting his clothes, turned his gaze to the script.
“The beauty of the world can be felt after losing something. Just like the moment when you hold a flower in your hand feels the most beautiful.”
“Isn’t that greed?”
Queos smiled questioningly. His weak, relaxed eyes were staring at me.
“There is no reason why the world has to be beautiful. The world you find disgusting, someone else might find beautiful.”
“It seems like we still have different understandings. It’s okay. There’s still time until the festival, so I’ll wait.”
Queos picked up the script and stood up from his seat.
I said a quick prayer to him and he headed toward the front door.
“There was an article.”
Queos is an enemy that must be killed, not just someday.
“And that knight had only one goal.”
So this time I'm going to warn you.
“One day, someone appeared who interfered with the knight’s goal, and the knight killed him.”
If you disturb me,
“I killed him with all my might. I forgot my purpose and poured everything I had into killing him.”
I will kill you with all my might.
“……That knight has a very old-fashioned personality.”
Anyway, if you just disappear, the young lady's fate won't be distorted.
“How about it? Don’t you think a play with this kind of story would be good?”
“……Interesting.”
I didn't even glance at the front door where Queos was standing, just staring at his empty seat.
His voice continued through the closing front door. At the same time, I was lost in thought.
“See you next time, Associate Professor.”
Should I throw away the sofa? Or just change the sheets… … .
* * *
Students including Grace and Rohan gathered at the 4th Annex Stadium.
Today's lecture in the swordsmanship department was scheduled to be a practical session.
The expressions on the faces of the students sitting in the audience were all stiff. This will also be reflected in this semester's grades.
If you're unlucky enough to run into a student like Ariel, you'll be saying goodbye to your good grades forever.
“Today’s topic is intuition.”
The word ‘intuition’ made the students relax.
It wasn't a relief. It was a question I had because I had no idea about the subject.
“Although there are many senses, intuition is an essential skill that both magicians and knights must possess in order to cope with changing situations and protect themselves from unspecified threats.”
Grace put on the blindfold she was holding. The students' faces lit up with shock at the sight.
I had already experienced blindfolded classes at the academy.
But at that time, he simply wore a blindfold and used swordsmanship.
The difference between being seen and not being seen is so great that it cannot be compared.
No matter how skilled you are, momentary errors will always occur and you must check with your eyes to correct them.
Of course, even if you're just a Sword Master, intuition is ingrained in you. But that's just being a Sword Master.
No matter how prestigious Springwind is, the level that most students can achieve upon graduation is limited to the highest level of Sword Expert. In the case of magicians, it is 5.5 circles.
Some may achieve more than that, but they are literally the minority.
However, the reason why people try to enter prestigious universities is because in this society, the factor of ‘origin’ can never be ignored.
Because the next question they asked after your bloodline and family origin was your academic background.
Rohan, who was handing out blindfolds, spoke in a flowing voice.
“You don’t necessarily have to see it with your eyes. Rather, if you blindly believe in what you see, you might lose your discernment. Focus on what you can’t see. The enemies you will face in the future will try to deceive your eyes in some way.”
Unlike before, many students took Rohan's words to heart.
It was none other than the Sword Master who spoke.
Moreover, the students already knew how to use their intuition.
The only thing that needs to be overcome is.
‘Fear of the unseen.’
The question was whether or not one could overcome that fear.
“First, Professor Grace and I will demonstrate.”
Rohan returned to Grace, wearing a blindfold while maintaining a certain distance.
Grace stared at Rohan as if she could see right in front of her.
“Please begin.”
As Rohan spoke, the two simultaneously drew their swords.
Grace didn't emit any aura. When your vision is blocked, the flow of mana is the most representative way to gauge your opponent.
In contrast, Rohan released an explosive amount of aura.
Woof-
‘Anyway, with your level of skill, it doesn’t matter whether you have vision or not.’
Rohan instantly stabbed the empty space in front of his eyes. Soon, the auras scattered in all directions like smoke bombs.
‘All I have to do is show students how to mess with their intuition.’
Rohan's aurors surrounded Grace.
The flow of mana became entangled with the atmosphere.
Rohan leaped forward. Before he knew it, his sword was aimed at Grace's back.
“That was a good move.”
Grace, who had been standing defenseless, suddenly turned to Rohan.
At the same time, she raised her blade and pushed Rohan's chest with her palm.
Kuung!
Rohan, who flew into the wall and landed upside down, took off his blindfold and looked upside down at the students.
“……This is how it should be done. Then, groups 1 through 5, enter.”
That day, it was Grace who saw it.
* * *
visor-!
The swords clashed against each other and made a sharp sound.
Unlike the first group, Group 35, which included Susan and Leah, performed their duel quite skillfully.
First, it was the result of accumulating a database of students who had previously taken the test.
It was the same with Ellis.
‘The priority is to quickly interpret the opponent’s mana. You shouldn’t follow the traces of mana. You should read the trajectory and predict the direction… … .’
And then I did countless image training in my head.
Anyway, this is a practice sword. Since you won't suffer fatal injuries, you should move boldly and get used to the feeling even if you make mistakes.
Then Ellis turned her head to Ariel.
Ariel is just watching the duel in the right posture.
His expressionless face was filled with confidence rather than tension.
‘It’s our turn soon.’
Ellis' opponent in Article 53 was Ariel.
As before, there was a competitive spirit, but there was no animosity.
―You are… … so kind… … .
Ellis thought back to what Ariel had said last time.
I was honestly surprised. I never thought Ariel would be so honest with me.
Of course, Ariel has since denied it, saying, “I never said anything like that.”
‘I misunderstood you.’
I misunderstood from the beginning.
I didn't try to see Ariel's true appearance properly.
I just thought that her appearance was hidden behind the Riepenstein family.
‘I shouldn’t have hated you so much.’
So let me set this straight.
Because we can be good friends from now on.
“The following are articles 51 through 55.”
Alice and Ariel came down from the stands and stood facing each other.
Ellis said to Ariel, who was about to put on the blindfold.
“Ariel, let’s work hard!”
“Why is that?”
“Huh? What about me? …What’s with that expression?”
“Just say, ‘Be careful not to scratch that face,’ like you always do. Like you always do.”
“Me, me when?!”
“I won’t tell you who it was that harassed me every day, Ellis Eclat.”
“That’s really… Dude, when did I ever bully you! Huh?!”
Ellis, unable to control her anger at Ariel's provocation, waved her drawn sword.
Rohan came over with a sigh and put a blindfold over Ellis' eyes.
“Stop making a fuss and get ready for sparring.”
“No, I’m trying to be nice to you, but it’s just making you mad!”
Ellis, barely able to control her anger, gasped for breath.
Ariel, who was watching that scene, smiled faintly. Perhaps because she had become accustomed to it, she did not dislike seeing Ellis like that.
As the sparring began, Ellis began to concentrate as if she had never done so before.
The vision was dark. All around was filled with aura. Ellis traced the familiar mana within it.
‘… … This is it!’
Ariel's auror is more unique than that of other students.
It had a unique color that was thick and somewhat cloudy.
‘Thirty steps at my stride. If I jump, it’s three seconds—’
Suddenly, a colorless and odorless wave surged forward from the front.
Ellis raised her sword reflexively.
visor⸺!
There was a loud metallic clang and the arm holding the sword hilt started to feel numb.
Ariel's mana was still felt from afar.
‘Who are you? No, what is it?’
At that moment, Ariel's voice passed by my ear.
“Intuition isn’t just the flow of mana.”
Ellis, her skin crawling, swung her sword in the direction the voice had come from.
But all I felt was the sensation of cutting through the air. At the same time, my back bent and pain spread throughout my body.
puck!
Ellis, who had rolled on the floor, quickly got up from her seat, but all of her senses, including her five senses, had already been disrupted.
‘I can’t feel anything… … .’
Then fear struck.
The ignorance of not knowing where the attack might come from was tightening her wrists and legs.
“Take it easy. There’s more to reading with just your eyes and mind.”
Ariel, who had tripped up Ellis by her ankle, slowly circled around her as if playing with her.
There was no visible difference like B- and A+.
An overwhelming difference in experience.
There were things Ariel had never experienced before.
But Ellis didn't want to admit it.
I couldn't understand how we could be the same age but live in different worlds and how that could be the cause of our differences.
“Don’t mess with me!”
Ellis, who had risen like a dragon, stretched her hands into the air.
“!”
Ariel, who had been walking with her backpack on, was dragged by the collar and started to stagger.
Ellis raises the corners of her lips at the vivid sensation.
It was the moment when I raised my sword.
puck!
Ellis fell to her knees, her grip on the collar loosening.
I felt no strength in my body.
Ariel, who had hit Ellis' chin exactly, said while smoothing out her disheveled collar.
“It’s still a long way to go.”
“……!”
Ellis wanted to grit her teeth, but her jaw was too weak to do so.
I just felt resentful.
I couldn't understand what was lacking that made me lose.
“……Ariel.”
As Ellis was returning to the stands after the duel, she grabbed Ariel by the collar.
“Why, don’t you even know how you lost?”
Ariel turned around, thinking she would be cursed at again.
But contrary to expectations, Ellis was licking her lips.
“That…teach me.”
"yes?"
“What you just did…….”
The next moment, Ariel's thoughts about Ellis changed slightly.

            “Please.”
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The noise from the Magic Defense Department classroom filled the hallways.
If it were any other day, I would have opened my textbook and sat there like I was dead, but today was different.
“Have you decided what you’re going to do for your club festival? We’re going to…….”
“The Wheatles and Lunatic Boys are coming to this festival!”
“Lunatic Voice? It was worth paying the expensive tuition!”
Students were excited to see famous idols they had only seen on screens in real life, and in addition to students planning festival booths and club concepts, everyone else seemed excited about the upcoming festival.
Then the door opened.
Knock knock.
Michael Riepenstein, his eyes as if carved from ice, froze the heat in the lecture hall.
“If those frivolous mouths had discussed magic, human magic would have advanced by at least 50 years.”
“…….”
“How can you not know that the fireworks that will soon light up the sky are your tuition? Tsk, you pathetic things.”
Michael, who had come up to the podium, looked at the students and held their hands behind their backs.
“I’m going to check what you learned in the last class. Get out your textbooks.”
Michael, who checked the students who had taken out and opened their books without fail, gently raised his right hand.
“Deploy your defensive techniques. Exactly ten seconds from now. After that, I will burn your textbooks.”
"yes?"
“As long as you don’t carry around mud in your skull, you should be able to defend yourself sufficiently. Even interference is fine.”
Time passed silently.
1 second. The students who came to their senses hurriedly formed a circle.
2 seconds. He started arranging defensive techniques in circles, one by one.
……
8 seconds. Michael's circle filled the classroom.
9 seconds. The students who barely managed to finish the ritual caught their breath, while those who couldn't were left crying.
10 seconds. All the textbooks were on fire.
Hurrruk!
The textbooks disappeared in an instant like magic flash paper.
Each of them stared blankly at their empty desks.
“You foolish bastards. You can’t even properly defend against one multi-spell technique. With skills like this, you don’t even deserve to enjoy the festival.”
"sorry……."
“That’s a good thing. I won’t have to waste my time and life on the pretense of a festival.”
The students bowed their heads.
It wasn't because they felt sorry for Michael, who was teaching them.
‘Ugh, damn it… … What did you do to the fire element that it can’t be defended against even with an intermediate defensive spell?’
‘Anyway, I’m a troublemaker. Not a single day goes by smoothly!’
Michael, who had been watching the students indifferently, continued speaking.
“If I can’t even defend against the fire spell of only 36 strings and 29 tunes, what can I defend against?”
For reference, the total number of strings and notes of the pure fire spell is only 12.
“Next time it will not be the textbooks that will burn, but your bodies.”
If it were a normal university, Michael would have already been dismissed for defamation.
“Not bad. At least they’re burnable trash.”
Still, I had no choice but to acknowledge his skills.
It was because of his crazy personality, but the students also knew how systematic and effective Michael's classes were.
In fact, after taking lessons from that venomous human, my magical defense skills improved by leaps and bounds.
‘Look at that talking example. You’re really unlucky!’
‘Hold on, hold on. But you’re good at teaching. To a person like that, success is revenge.’
“If he wasn’t a real professor, I would have beaten him to a pulp… Huh?”
For a moment, everyone's attention was focused on one student.
The student who inadvertently revealed his true feelings broke out in a sweat.
“Well, what I mean is―”
Michael, who had burned the student's clothes, continued with the class as if nothing had happened.
“Write a report on increasing the speed of condensation and arrangement of intermediate defensive techniques and submit it in 75 pages of Magic Notes. The deadline is 11 AM the day after tomorrow. If you fail the assignment.”
At that moment, a familiar back of the head appeared in Michael's eyes.
Michael narrowed his eyebrows as he stared at the man standing outside the classroom window.
“……We will provide 24-hour supplementary classes on the day of the festival.”
If only the back of Rohan's head hadn't been seen, it would have been over in 12 hours.
* * *
“What happened here?”
Michael, who had finished class earlier than scheduled, approached me as I was waiting in the hallway.
“I have something to tell you. Would you like a cup of coffee?”
“I don’t think we’re the type of people who can have a conversation over coffee.”
… … A timid child.
Did you still remember what I said at the restaurant that day?
“But since you were just about to drink coffee, I won’t stop you from following me.”
Just say it's good.
Anyway, he is a bothersome person.
After getting a can of coffee from the vending machine, I went back to Michael, who was sitting on the bench looking out at the garden.
Michael, who had been handed a coffee, looked at the bee landing on the flower petals to collect nectar and asked.
“What do you want to say to me?”
“Are you preparing well for the festival?”
“Is that why you’re curious about me? Time seems to be rotting away.”
“I believe the Teddy Bear Club’s advisor is Professor Michael Riepenstein.”
“…….”
“Honestly, I was surprised. The fact that someone who would tear apart any doll he could get his hands on made a teddy bear. And he did it all by hand, stitch by stitch.”
“……Let’s get to the point.”
Michael gulped down the canned coffee in one gulp. His throat seemed to be parched.
Well then, let's stop teasing here.
“I need help.”
"help?"
Michael, who had been mumbling along like a parrot, snickered.
“You need my help, that’s the most boring thing I’ve heard all year.”
“No kidding. Teach me defense against magic.”
Magic defense.
The smile disappeared from Michael's lips when he heard those words.
Queos is basically a wizard.
If you decide to turn him into your enemy, you need to prepare for it.
The first countermeasure was magical defense.
Of course, this is not the only reason you should learn.
“With your great skills, you could have taught yourself well enough, so why did you come to me?”
“I am glad that Professor Riepenstein, a genius magician, has acknowledged me like this. However, since I am going to learn, I want to learn it properly.”
“Then take the test and enroll in Springwind. I look forward to seeing you in the classroom.”
“I will not be your emotional trash can. Instead, if you wish, I will teach you swordsmanship.”
Later on, Michael even used swordsmanship. Because of that precedent, I was able to think about acquiring the Circle.
It's about time this damn munchkin started learning swordsmanship.
He must have been thinking of Grace as his teacher, but his pride prevented him from bringing it up.
Moreover, at that time, Grace had no time to teach anyone.
“Once a week. Wouldn’t that be enough for Mr. Riepenstein’s talent?”
“The popularity of the swordsmanship department is skyrocketing. It can’t be Euclid’s ability.”
“It’s thanks to your ability, young lady. I’m just assisting you.”
“Okay. Once every other Sunday.”
“You don’t have to teach me every other week, just teach me once.”
“It’s good to be confident, but do you think it’s possible?”
I emptied the can, stood up, and stretched.
“It’s possible. Let’s start today.”
* * *
Grace's face reflected in the window is erased by the blown breath.
She quickly turned away and returned to her desk, clutching the back of her hand nervously.
The eyes that were once clear are especially stained with anxiety today.
"……ha."
I can't stop sighing, as if there's a hole in my lung.
It's a sigh that can't be stopped.
All the worries she had were because of Rohan.
‘Little by little, it’s getting darker.’
I thought it was a scent that had now disappeared.
I thought that the scent that was choking my throat and making it hard to breathe was all abandoned in the ruins that had announced the end of the war.
‘You just have to stay by my side.’
A scent that has recently started to linger around Rohan again.
‘Just by my side… … .’
It was the scent of blood.
Grace was the person who was closest to Rohan more than anyone else.
A warm scent that makes you feel like you're falling asleep if you just sit there.
That was the only scent of Rohan.
… … It had to be a scent.
But now things are starting to change.
A pungent, iron-flavored smell had been developing for some time, and just a few days ago, it had become so strong that it was incomparable to before.
It felt like I was back in that hell where I had to kill something to survive… … .
The feeling of being at war with something all by yourself… … .
Those emotions that sway from deep inside your heart even though you look at me as if nothing happened…
From some point on, I started feeling those kinds of things from Rohan.
“……This can’t go on.”
If things continue like this, who knows what will happen to Rohan.
If you pretend not to know and hesitate, that person could end up being so damaged that you can't do anything about it.
If Rohan were to be destroyed, shattered into pieces and scattered, would I be able to handle it?
“…….”
Grace then suddenly got up from her seat and hurriedly packed her bags.
The chair she was sitting on spun around, and the thought that was spinning with it grabbed her wrist.
-This time, I will do what I want.
Rohan definitely said so.
And then Grace replied:
‘You win,’ he said.
That was what he meant.
But if you go to stop him now, if you stop him from moving for himself.
If you don't trust him that much.
“Rohan…….”
He will be very sad.
That stupid person will be in a lot of… … pain.
‘I’m going to trust Rohan now.’
That was all Grace could do.
But there is such a thing as "if."
[I am Siena Milan, Captain of the Imperial Guard.]
“Grace… this is Euclid.”
We had to prepare for the case where Rohan fell.
“I have a favor to ask of Lieutenant Siena.”
A very strong contrast that will never hurt even if you fall.
* * *
“……This is all the defensive techniques I know.”
He continued speaking between the strings and the melody that evaporated into mana.
“Is this really enough?”
I barely nodded my head as I gasped for breath as if I had been holding my breath for a while.
“That’s enough.”
The defensive technique Michael had shown me was already organized in my head.
It was the power of "growth".
Originally, I was thinking of studying the book on my own, but there was something better in front of me, so I didn't need to do that.
Of course, even if you learn defensive techniques, it is impossible to block magic of circle 4 or higher right away.
Currently, 3 circles is the limit, so there is a need to expand the circles.
As my breathing gradually stabilized, I moved to the hanger where my coat was hanging.
“Thank you for today. Then first―”
“I can teach you more, if you want.”
As I was about to leave the training center, I stopped at Michael's words.
If you learn from Michael, who is certainly a genius magician, and add the power of growth to that, you will be able to become stronger at a rapid pace.
But that's poison.
“Instead, you will lose more. As much as you want.”
“It looks like you still haven’t changed your mind.”
“Unless we abandon that cause, we cannot be together forever.”
If I could only have Michael's power, the things I planned would be shortened by more than half.
If it could have been done, it would have been done already.
Now, neither I nor Michael will change our minds.
For him, the cause became a purpose for living, not just a goal for which he wanted to live.
“……What if I were to throw it away?”
I looked back at Michael.
As usual, he was holding the lapel of his jacket lightly in a noble manner.
I chuckled at the sight.
“Don’t try to fool me. I know better than to believe that.”
“Oddly enough, sometimes you talk as if you know everything. Like you do now.”
“……Also, if you were keeping such a light cause, I would be disappointed. So please don’t try to sway me with such words.”
“The only one who can shake you is Grace Euclid. Understood. Go.”
After saying hello, I left the training center and headed towards the main gate.
Then suddenly I looked up at the main building.
I told the lady that she had work to do, so she probably got off work.
However, what bothers me is that his expression at that time was not very good.
It seemed like he was trying to tell me something, but he didn't open his mouth as if he was biting on candy.
Even without saying it, I can tell just by looking at the girl's eyes.
Choaaaah.
When I returned to the mansion, I took a shower first.
These days, I wash my body thoroughly with soap several times.
The smell of blood that lingered on my body from the last attack on Amon.
“……That still remains.”
The young lady would know that.
I think that the words I swallowed and the anxiety that clouded my beautiful eyes were probably because of that.
I appreciate that.
I was grateful that you didn't ask me anything and just believed in me.
“……It’s been a while.”
After finishing my shower, I returned to the living room and sat on the sofa to dry my hair.
“It looks like things went well for you since you came back alive.”
Half-open veranda.
A black coat hung over the windowsill, fluttering in the wind.
“Did you wear the ring well, Rugal?”
Soon he came to me, knelt down, and lifted his palm with the ring on it toward me.

            “Great Warrior Rugal, I have come to offer my heart.”
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                                § Pre-event (3)
Let's take a look at the ring. It was cracked.
At best, it would only last one or two uses before its durability was depleted.
It doesn't matter.
Now I have a power greater than this ring.
“Good work, Rugal.”
Rugal returned, definitely stronger than before.
The difference between a general and a great warrior is as vast as heaven and earth.
At first glance, he seemed to have only been a Sword Master before, but he had now risen to the ranks of Weapon Master.
Although her abilities are still far behind those of Miss or Wolfwin, this is not all.
“What should I do now?”
I was slightly satisfied with his noticeably more polite tone of speech.
For the warriors of Hamelin, offering one's heart is a far cry from the knights' oath.
“A new great warrior has ascended to the throne in the northern part of the Demon Realm, so there will be chaos for a while. For now, focus on stability. The great warriors of the four directions can take advantage of this opportunity.”
“You knew that much… But don’t worry. We have formed an alliance with the Great Warrior of the West, so there won’t be any unnecessary conflicts.”
The Great Warrior of the West.
If he were to stick to neutrality, he would have joined hands with Rugal to maintain balance.
What concerns me are the great warriors of the South and the East.
They want the unification of the demon world.
They'll move somehow, and they'll definitely hit the North and West somehow.
For my plan to work, Rugal must unite the Demon World.
Of course, there are already ways to help.
“Go to Douglas and find Lycan, the Commander of the Imperial Knights. If you tell him that Senior Gilbadak has found a place for his sister to invest, he will spare no effort in supporting you.”
“Senior on the street? Older sister? I don’t understand what you mean…….”
“I guess so. It’s like a code. But promise them one thing.”
“Please speak.”
“It won’t be difficult. In return, we will simply smuggle the Demon World’s Aether Stones into this world.”
Several decades have passed since the First World War, also known as the Resource War.
The plundered Aether Stones are also running low, and the entire world is slowly setting its eyes on the Neutral Resource Zone.
If a high concentration of ether stones from the demon world were to flow in at this time, Karina would be able to accumulate a lot of power, including finances.
Of course, the Aether Stones need to be washed, but Karina and Lycan, who operate in the shadows, would know better.
“Since you’re here, why don’t you take a rest? You must be tired from fighting the great warriors.”
“No. Thanks to the ring that Lord Rohan gave me, I was able to win easily. Now that I have recovered from my injuries, I cannot waste time on my people.”
“You have to take a break sometimes. If you just keep running forward without looking back, you’ll end up missing out on a lot of things.”
"……thank you."
Rugal got up from his seat after seeing my hair that was still wet.
“Then I will step aside.”
“Do you have the money to go to Douglas?”
“That’s enough. This is better than that.”
Rugal carefully held out a small glass bottle he had taken out of his bosom.
He asked, looking into a black glass bottle made of black stone that was transparent.
“What is this?”
“It is the blood of the warrior I killed.”
“Why are you doing this to me? I am not a warrior of Hamelin.”
The warriors of Hamelin have a rather rough and deformed growth pattern.
Fight stronger opponents.
If you lose, that's the end, but if you win, you gain strength by taking the flesh and blood of the winner.
The blood of those weaker than you is of no use. Only the blood of the strong can help you grow to a higher level.
This is why Rugal, who was just a general, became a great warrior overnight.
Rugal answered.
“I saw a peculiar child among Rohan’s subordinates before.”
A peculiar child?
… … Well, if it was Rugal, he would have noticed Ariel’s presence.
“It seemed that he had not yet realized that he had the blood of a warrior in him. If you wish, feed this blood to the child.”
It was at that moment when I was wondering how to awaken Ariel.
There was a method like this. This wasn't even in the original.
"thanks."
“It’s nothing compared to the grace that Lord Rohan has bestowed upon me.”
Before my eyes, Rugal's coat fluttered like the hem of the night.
After he left, I closed my eyes and gently shook the glass bottle in my hand.
“……Can you handle it?”
Suddenly I became worried.
* * *
“Ugh…… Let’s just rest for a bit, just a bit……”
An exhausted Ellis lay stretched out.
At her request, Ariel was teaching her how to develop her intuition.
Ariel took off her blindfold and walked to the table, picking up a bottle of water.
“It’s better than before. But it’s still a long way to go. If you can read the angle of the sword, you should be able to draw how the opponent is holding the sword handle and what posture he should take to hold it that way much faster than you can now.”
Ellis lifted her head and looked up at Ariel.
“But does this help? Isn’t what you’re teaching us how to fight when our vision is blocked?”
“That’s right. But the moment this method becomes familiar and becomes a habit, it turns into intuition. Moreover, this is only one of many ways to build intuition. The only way to learn intuition that can respond to various variables is through practice.”
As her breathing calmed down, Ellis sat up with her legs crossed.
A drop of sweat ran down his broad forehead and soaked into his eyebrows, and Ariel was approaching him, her eyes still blinking.
“Where did you learn that?”
I've been curious about this for a while.
Ariel has always been different from others.
It wasn't just a matter of outstanding talent.
Something they don't teach you in academies or universities.
There was always something about Ariel.
“Come to think of it, it’s strange. It was the same when you fought the demons last time. You seem accustomed to combat, like you were a knight apprentice in some kind of knightly order.”
Ariel stopped in front of Ellis.
Ellis asked blankly over the water bottle she was handing him.
“……What kind of life have you lived until now?”
Even Ellis doesn't know the full story.
There are some rumors that Ariel's original family has fallen, and that it is a crime tantamount to treason.
There is no way to know what the real truth is.
The old Ellis would have dismissed those rumors as truth, but the more she learned about Ariel, the more she knew that she wasn't that kind of person.
“If you don’t want to talk about it―”
“Take it. Before you get dehydrated.”
“Oh, thank you…….”
At Ariel's urging, Alice was handed a bottle of water.
His dark eyes, dull of luster, looked into Ellis's face, which was slowly drinking water.
“Do you want to get to know me?”
“Huh? No, it’s just… You look really old, different from how you look.”
“Are you picking a fight now?”
“If you put it nicely, it’s like being mature? Hey, I don’t know. Let’s pretend I didn’t hear that~”
Ellis laughed off her embarrassment.
Everyone has at least one past they would like to hide.
That's what Ellis was wondering.
But just as those pasts weren't hidden for nothing, Ellis couldn't be stubborn.
“What! It’s already this late? Haha, I’ll go first! Thank you for today. I’ll buy you something delicious from the new bakery later.”
I prepared to go back, making a fuss for no reason.
And then came the moment when I grabbed the doorknob.
“Shall we go together?”
"huh?!"
“Our houses are going in a similar direction anyway, so let’s go together.”
Ariel, who had passed Ellis by quickly, was already walking down the hallway.
After some hesitation, Ellis followed her.
No one opened their mouth until they left the annex and reached the back door.
Engineered wood buildings, asphalt and neon signs.
While walking through the stiff city center, Ariel's mouth suddenly opened.
“Have you ever eaten something that someone else threw away?”
“You threw it away? That’s trash.”
“Yeah. Trash…….”
Ellis, with her eyes wide open, followed Ariel's gaze as she looked somewhere.
At the end of her gaze was a pile of trash stacked at the back of a dark and dank building.
“I tried it.”
“Ugh, why are you saying that all of a sudden? It’s ruining my appetite.”
“If I hadn’t eaten that, I would have starved to death.”
"……ok?"
What Ariel was talking about was a past.
A past that I can vividly recall and never forget, even after 10 years have passed.
Has that past become a memory now, or has it become dull and familiar?
Ariel spoke as if she was telling someone else's story.
“There were days when I couldn’t eat. Then I had to starve that day. Do you know what’s harder to bear than the stench of mixed and spoiled food?”
“Hungry… hungry?”
“Yes, and at a very hungry age.”
Ellis couldn't sympathize.
Even when the war was difficult for everyone, Ellis always ate meat and soup at every meal.
There were countless days when I got sick of it and just threw it in the trash instead of eating it.
These are the foods that were there.
One day, Ariel was eating such food.
“You never know. I might have eaten what you threw away.”
Ellis was surprised by those words and her fist trembled.
"sorry……."
“I’m joking. Back then, a vagrant like me wouldn’t have been able to come near a neighborhood where rich people like the Eclat family lived.”
A bitter smile spread across everyone's faces.
Ariel, who immediately wiped her smile away, continued speaking while staring at the recently opened bakery.
“Then I met a knight. He must have felt sorry for me, so he gave me some bread. He said he was sorry……”
Maybe the reason she can't forget the past is because that person's face existed in that past.
“It was the first time I had a proper meal after losing my parents. After eating that bread, I wanted to live properly. Not like that anymore, but properly.”
The flashing lights of the city resembled the person's eyes.
The one who can never be forgotten, and must never be forgotten.
That day.
“I went to Bonington after that. Back then, demons would come out often, and more than ten people would die or get hurt in one night.”
“Bonington, that slum? Sometimes I get that feeling when you talk about it. So?”
“Strangely enough, I was able to use mana better than others since I was young. At first, I hunted demons with just a dagger. That’s how I saved money and was able to live properly.”
“Tch, after all, it’s all about bragging. But how did you end up being adopted into the Riepenstein family?”
Ariel left Ellis, who was quickly grumbling, behind and thought of Michael's face.
"that……."
That face like an ice wall that crumbled the moment it saw itself.
A single line of sadness flowing down blue eyes without any reason.
And as if they would never let each other go again, they hugged each other until their bodies broke apart… … .
“……It’s a secret.”
It wasn't his secret.
Michael Riepenstein, it was his secret.
She couldn't talk about his pain freely.
“You’re going that way? Well then, that’s it.”
Before they knew it, they had reached the end of the park where the maple leaves were turning green.
At the crossroads, Ariel turned around as if nothing had happened.
Ellis shouted at her as she left without even the usual greeting of seeing her tomorrow.
“Ariel!”
When Ariel stopped and looked back, Ellis, who was holding onto the hem of her skirt, hesitated.
“Why? Do you want to go to the bathroom together?”
“That’s not it! Right, we…….”
Why are words that are so easy to say to others so difficult for Ariel?
To Ellis, the world was still full of unknowns.
That's why she tries to learn step by step.
“……Can we be friends?”
A voice blown on the wind touched Ariel's forehead.
Ariel, who had been just blinking, mischievously pretended not to notice.
“Well, I don’t know.”
“Anyway, really… I don’t know. Just get out of here!”
Then Ellis turned around and walked forward, grumbling.
At that moment Ariel's mouth opened.
“But let’s see each other tomorrow, okay?”
Ellis stopped at those words.
Looking up at the sky, her lips were smiling silently.
* * *
“Hold on tight, okay?”
“Eung, be careful, Sara…….”
Grabbit held onto Sarah's waist as she stepped onto the chair.
Sarah carefully placed the banner she was holding above the entrance to the club room.
The one-arm-long banner had the words “Bike Cafe” written in bright colors.
At that moment, Gravitt, frightened, buried his face in Sarah's side.
“Ugh— Mushun, what are you doing, Grabbit! Puhaha, it tickles!”
“I can’t look at it because I’m afraid I’ll fall…!”
Beep
Sarah, unable to bear the ticklish feeling, squirmed and stamped on the edge of the chair.
“I’m the one who’s up there, why are you aaaah!”
In an instant, the chair tilted and Sarah's body, free from Gravit's arms, floated into the air.
You stupid rabbit! Sarah squeezed her eyes shut in the feeling of weightlessness.
Slap.
But where I crashed was not on hard ground, but in the arms of someone who was a little softer but also more solid.
“You guys are still the same.”
The man holding Sarah in his arms, Rohan, sighed.
A smile bloomed on Sarah's face as she saw his face.
“It’s still noisy.”
“Your Majesty, Bugyeoshu!”
Rohan looked around at Gravitt and Laura, leaving Sarah behind who was expressing her joy with her short tongue.
“What were you doing to start this mess?”
“I was preparing my homework!”
“It must be a festival. What is this…?”
Rohan pointed to the banner hanging precariously above the entrance.
Then, Sarah, standing in the middle with Laura and Gravit on her left and right, put her hands on her waist and opened her chest.
“Name it Bike Cafe! What do you think? It’s totally cool, right?”
“Don’t sound effects usually come out in situations like this?”
“Sound effects? Ah~ Bam? That’s out of style so we decided not to do it anymore, hehe!”
I don't know when this trend started.
Rohan looked into the clubroom through the window. Despite the name Bike Cafe, the interior was reminiscent of an ordinary cafe.
Naturally, a question mark appeared in Rohan's eyes.
“A bike cafe?”
“Yes! That’s right!”
“But why don’t you have a bike?”
“We’ll be riding bikes while we serve! Isn’t that cool? Isn’t that cool?”
“Oh my…….”
Rohan quietly imagined a bike cafe.
Soon his imagination was turned upside down by the bikes that fell over and crashed.
“……As a professor, I do not allow it.”
“What the heck! Why!”
“The concept itself is good… but it’s too dangerous. You could spill hot tea.”
“It’s a long-awaited plan by Sister Ellie…….”
It was you, Ellie.
Rohan let out two consecutive sighs and looked around the interior.
“Just make it a bike show or something. There will be championship winning bikes, and there will be a lot of collectible bikes in the Ellie parking lot. If you just put it on display like that, there will be a lot of people.”
“Oh…… I think that would be okay too!”
Rohan took out his wallet and handed Sarah his card.
“If you don’t have enough money for activities, use this to cover it. Buy some delicious food and eat it during the festival.”
“Suddenly, Mr. Bugyeoshu is trying to be cool…….”
“You’re just a professor in name only… I’m tongue-tied too. Anyway, you’re a professor in name only, but I haven’t paid any attention to you in the past. You should take care of me even at times like this.”
Then he turned to Laura and continued speaking.
“And Laura, I would like you to help me, is that okay?”
“……Are you talking about me……?”
“Yeah. I need some of your skills.”
“……How could I…….”
Rohan paused for a moment and looked around the hallway.
The festival will start soon. If only the festival had started.

            “It won’t be difficult. Let’s just call it environmental beautification.”
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Arriving at the student cafeteria with Laura, I pointed to the menu.
But I was looking at something other than the names of the foods on the menu.
“Do you see this trick?”
"……yes."
The menu had some sort of drink written very faintly on it.
Geometric arrangement of diamond structures.
Laura, who noticed the pattern, slightly lifted the robe covering her forehead.
“……Can I remove it?”
“You don’t need to erase it. Instead, just change the arrangement here and here. Just so that it manifests.”
“……But this arrangement…… I understand.”
The mana emitted from Laura's fingertips carefully touched the arrangement of the spell.
It didn't take long. After about a minute, Laura, who had gathered her mana, looked back at me without saying a word.
“Wow. You did it so quickly.”
I gave a thumbs up and moved on to the next location.
In addition to the cafeteria, there were many unidentified drinking establishments located throughout the school, including in the main building, annex building, and garden.
Although I learned defensive techniques from Michael, these techniques were impossible to dismantle with existing defensive techniques.
I asked Laura just in case, and luckily she was right.
After fixing everything down to the last spell, we patrolled the school again to see if we had missed anything.
Laura, who had been walking quietly, opened her mouth.
“……Assistant Professor.”
"huh?"
“……Are these spells the ones from back then?”
Should I say it's similar or should I say it's more dangerous?
I smiled, thinking that Laura might be anxious.
“Don’t worry. What you’re thinking won’t happen. That’s why we’re doing the environmental beautification now. Just leave it to Sarah and Gravitt. There’s no point in finding out.”
The spells that started appearing a few days ago.
To be exact, it was right after I met Quos.
Even I, if I hadn't read these many spells in the original, I wouldn't have been able to find them.
“……It’s here too.”
“Please.”
Fortunately, I was able to find out what I couldn't remember thanks to Laura's help.
“Where did Laura learn this?”
I suddenly wondered.
Laura's skills are top-tier even in Springwind.
But why wasn't he even mentioned in the original work, beyond being a character with no importance?
“……To father.”
father?
What was Laura's full name?
Clearly Glashalabolas… … I don’t know.
“What family did you say you were from?”
“……Gremory.”
“Yeah, that’s right. I’m sorry.”
“……It’s okay. No one remembers.”
It was a family I had never read or heard of.
So, is Laura's family also a fallen family like Ariel's family?
By the way, it's Gremory.
I feel like I've heard it a lot, but I can't remember where.
Well then, I guess I'll have to look into it later.
“This is the end. You’ve worked hard.”
Then Laura lowered her head and muttered.
“……I’d like to ask you a favor too.”
“Yeah. What is it?”
“……Later, there’s something I want to experiment with.”
experiment?
Now that I think about it, Laura's major is... ... Ah, I'm finally getting the feel of it.
“Call me anytime. I’ll help you if I can.”
“……And don’t lose the rabbit’s foot.”
Then, Laura heads to the club room, pulling her robe down even further.
He was a difficult child to approach. At least he had good friends like Sarah and Gravitt by his side, so he felt reassured.
“This is not the time.”
I was standing there blankly, but then I came to my senses and took a step forward.
Three days left until the festival.
In the meantime, there was more work to be done.
* * *
The bright lights were shining like stars around the waning moon.
White flashes of light stretched straight into the sky along the outskirts of Springwind, like the columns of the Parthenon.
In the meantime, the heat from the performances and cheers permeated the air.
“I can’t eat any more…….”
Ellis lay down on the bench, holding the festival specialty, mammoth skewers, in both hands.
Then Susan, sitting next to me, sighed with regret.
“I told you that you were eating too much. I haven’t even had the Yellow Spring Tempura or the Hurricane Spring Wind, and already…….”
“That’s right, Hurricane Springwind!”
Ellis's eyes widened as she remembered the ice cream cone the size of her head.
And by using mana, he compressed the food in his stomach in an instant.
“You can’t say you enjoyed the festival if you don’t eat that! Hey, let’s go!”
“Then you gain weight?”
“It’s okay, it’s okay. I’ve been training really hard these days, so I was actually lacking calories.”
“As expected of Elijah. He never disappoints.”
Ellis, who had just finished the mammoth skewer, sat up straight.
Susan, who was following her through the crowd, looked around.
“Hey, should we go over there? I see the drama club and band club are having fun.”
“Is that so? The singers are coming tomorrow anyway…… Leah! Why are you so late?”
At a glance, Leah was clearly exhausted and walking slowly.
“Oh really… Professor Riepenstein must be crazy.”
“Why that guy again?”
“I thought you were joking about reinforcing it during the festival, but it’s actually 12 hours long. You know what’s even more ridiculous? It was originally supposed to be 24 hours.”
“I knew this would happen, so I didn’t apply for the magic class this semester~”
“Why did I do that? I really want to go back in time and hit the back of my head when I applied for the magic room…….”
Ellis, who had been comforting Leah until she felt better, hugged her friends' shoulders.
“Leah’s here too, shall we enjoy it properly now? Where did you say we were performing earlier, Susan?”
“This way.”
Ellis followed Susan and Leah, then tilted her head when she spotted a familiar face among the crowd.
‘Ariel?’
It was a strange thing.
If it were the Ariel Ellis knew, she would be studying or training regardless of whether there was a festival, a party, or anything else going on.
“Who are you looking for?”
Ariel, standing in the middle of the street, looked around as if looking for someone.
Ellis, who had found the answer without difficulty, put her hand on her waist as if she was annoyed.
‘You rascal! You were looking for Rohan? Wait, where is Rohan? I can’t see Professor Grace either.’
Suddenly, Alice remembered Ariel's feelings and said to her friends.
“I’m going to sleep and meet someone.”
“Who? Could it be your lover?”
Susan glared at Leah's question.
At those words, Ellis laughed in vain as if it were nonsense.
“What about a lover? Anyway, there’s something like that. I’ll contact you later, so go meet the kids first and play!”
Ellis ran straight ahead and arrived at the place where Ariel was. However, Ariel was nowhere to be seen.
“Where is she again… Hey, Ariel!”
At that moment, the hem of Ariel's dress was seen heading towards the back of the main building.
Ellis, with a smile on her face, moved towards it.
‘Give and take. Since I received help, I’ll help you out a little.’
The moment Ellis, who had decided to finally bring the gap between Rohan and Ariel closer, arrived at the flower bed covered in thick darkness.
“Ariel?”
Her voice dispersed into the empty air.
There was no one in sight. It was as if it was cut off from the rest of the world, and strangely enough, this place was quiet and there was no sound.
“Did I……see…… something……?”
The somewhat vague atmosphere made goosebumps appear on Ellis' arms.
And the moment she turned around again, a shadow appeared behind her and was closing in on her.
* * *
… … I might have been secretly looking forward to it.
This moment, this time, and this page.
I think it would be okay if I disappeared along with the bright light that burned before my eyes.
If it's for the one person who is watching me from the center... ... .
“Just speak.”
… … I am ready to empty out my wallet and everything.
“I will shoot today.”
“It’s okay. I already ate a lot.”
All I ate was the brownie we split in half at the front gate earlier.
How can they be so frugal? It makes me want to buy more.
“The weather is nice today too.”
“It really seems like that…….”
She was wearing plain clothes and shining under the darkness that covered the city.
A simple cardigan that goes down to the waist, a one-piece dress that gently flutters like moonlight, and pastel-toned sneakers.
… … All of them were clothes that I personally selected and gave as gifts from Douglas last time.
If until now my heart was nothing more than a lump of rough clay, today it will be no different from a beautifully crafted piece of porcelain.
I don't know if she looks beautiful because the world is beautiful, or if her beauty spreads through the world and makes everything look bright.
But what is clear is that this page is vividly written and it is real to me.
“Rohan.”
“Yes? Yes, go ahead.”
I was secretly looking at the girl, but I was startled and looked away.
My ears were tingling. I could feel her gaze staring at me.
“Just because you look happy.”
“What is that…….”
“You’ve been laughing since a while ago.”
"……ah."
It's a mistake.
Grace Euclid. Whenever I stand before that name, I always become a person full of mistakes.
My thoughts become empty and only a stupid smile comes out. I have a hard time getting over it.
It was something harder to overcome than the pain.
“Assistant Professor!”
I turned my gaze to the voice calling my name, like an ambulance that had arrived at just the right time.
A student taking a swordsmanship class was waving at us.
“The professor is here too. Hey, if you don’t mind, could you buy me some bullets? Okay?”
"bullet?"
“That's it.”
As I looked at the booth the student was pointing to, I saw a very familiar shooting range.
I don't know whose idea for a booth concept came from that, but I don't have the energy to discuss that.
Even Grace, who was standing next to me wearing the clothes I had bought for her, was something that made no sense no matter how plausible it was in this world.
Today, too, my Grace was dazzlingly perfect.
I asked Grace, who was looking only at me.
“Shall we take a look?”
"good."
I arrived at the shooting range following the student who was soliciting customers.
On the surface, it looked like an ordinary screen shooting range. However, the screen was a special hologram made of mana… … .
“What club was this?”
“We are a military club.”
… … The fact that the firearms deployed in the Imperial Army were listed.
“Don’t worry. We’ve used soundproofing techniques to kill the noise and reduce the lethality, so it’s almost like a water gun.”
“What about a firearms permit?”
“Of course there is.”
It didn't look like a hastily made booth.
Let's see, 10,000 rings per round... ... .
“Would you like to try it first?”
“Okay. Let’s start with Rohan.”
I took out the bills from my wallet and put them in the student's hand, and looked through the guns.
“How is it? It’s really diverse, isn’t it? Choose the one you like.”
All firearms in the world, including the Empire, are mana guns that use mana bullets.
Even so, most firearms are useless even if you are a sword expert. That is why firearms were mainly used by soldiers who could not use mana or had low skill.
Still, I heard that a properly made anti-material sniper rifle like the Magnum TC-700 can be used up to the Sword Expert level. Should I give it a try?
“Let’s do this.”
“HABL-8, you have a keen eye for detail!”
I chose this because it was the most familiar to me, even though it was the only one I had seen.
The appearance of the HABL-8 is similar to that of the modern ‘it’.
It was a mana gun that brought back some very disgusting memories, in terms of weight, length, and grip.
Crunch - bang
After briefly examining the gun, I immediately loaded it with live ammunition.
The student who saw that clapped his hands.
“Wow! The war hero is different. Even I can’t reload this fast.”
“I see.”
That doesn't sound like a compliment. That's just a tactic to get you excited and play one more game.
As expected of a Springwind student. How dare you treat me, a so-called Sword Master, like a fool.
“Then, before we begin, let me explain.”
A fairly large forest appeared within the floating hologram.
Up close, it looks really real. Well, it's strange that something like this can't be realized with a material that can do magic.
“A demon jumping out of the bushes is 1 point, a demon running on a forest path is 3 points, and a demon running between tree branches―”
“You just have to match everything that moves, right?”
“That’s true, but this is quite difficult…….”
“Let’s get started.”
Soon, a student with a bitter smile turned on the device.
I know what that smile means.
You might have thought that high-ranking knights and wizards like me would never have a need to use firearms.
bang"!"
My home country is a country where more than 50 percent of the population is skilled with firearms.
Taang⸺
… … In return for seeing me as water, I will receive the first prize.
* * *
Pale moonlight pours through the rustling leaves.
Perhaps because of the moonlight reflecting off of it, the girl's face looked particularly bright.
“Are you that good?”
The garden behind the annex.
The girl sitting next to me was holding a bunch of cute teddy bears neatly in her arms.
All three of those dolls were first place prizes won at the shooting range.
Since they are handmade dolls costing over 200,000 each, they are ones that would look good on display anywhere.
She answered.
“Yeah. Okay.”
Seriously, you are so honest, Miss.
To me, the act of saying good things when you like them and bad things when you don't have them has a huge appeal.
I laughed like I was possessed by a goblin.
“Are you going to give it a name too?”
“It’s already been built.”
already?
“This one is Chichi, this one is Lili, and this one is Titi.”
For a moment, I wanted to become a doll and be held in her arms.
Even if it has a childish name, even if it can't move, even if it can only be looked at.
… … I want to be held in the arms of such a pure young lady and be called by those names. That was my wish at this moment.
“Look over there, Rohan.”
At that moment, the girl who was looking up at the sky called me.
As I looked up to follow her, a faint meteor shower was streaking across the dark blue sky.
It was a firecracker.
Phew!
Starting with that, countless fireworks decorated the night sky of Springwind.
The world is awash in vivid color, and the sound of firecrackers completely erases all noise.
In it, the girl's voice came to me.
“I’m afraid of firecrackers.”
"yes?"
I turned my head urgently.
Contrary to her words that it was scary, the girl still looked up at the flames with an expressionless face.
“When I see firecrackers, I think of that day.”
At that moment, what came to mind was a picture frame that had been decorating a corner of my desk for a long time.
“That sound, that flame… they’re so similar.”
"The sight of dried blood stuck to their skin and clothes, a perfect representation of the horrors they had endured."
"In the photo, a man and a woman were standing expressionlessly, their backs turned to the ruined world."
I don't know the pain of that day.
I don't know why the young lady has such a blank expression.
I don't know that battlefield, where you had to kill your heart to return alive.
All I had read so far was nothing more than scraps of text, to the point where I could pretend to ‘understand’ them.
“Rohan, I…….”
That's why I.
“……Is it okay to live like this?”
We can never know.
“Can I really forget everything?”
The blowing wind.
Instead of her tears, I followed the petals falling from the cherry tree with my eyes.
“……I can’t tell you.”
“Why?”
“Because no one can answer.”
It is natural to struggle to live or survive.
No one can say that it is wrong.
I don't know anything, but I have some idea why she feels guilty.
So all I can say is,
“If you still find it difficult.”
That's all.
“Can you please live for me?”
“…….”
“I can’t tell you if it’s okay for you to continue living, but I hope you continue living.”
All those firecrackers were disappearing.
The world closed its eyes again in darkness, and a distant noise carried by the wind beckoned us.
“So, for my sake, please don’t feel that way.”
I told her with an earnest request.
You mean my whole world to me.
It is the reason I stand in this world, my goal, and my dream.
… … If my world is shaking like that, isn’t it natural for me to be shaking too?
“……Rohan.”
“Yes, ma’am.”
“But I’m still scared.”
That was when.
“So hold me.”
Her hand, which had been quietly extended, was now dazzling before my eyes.
“Don’t let me run away.”
I don't know how to take that.
The person who said it was scary was smiling so happily.
"All right."
I pretended not to know anything and secretly grabbed his hand.
[The fate of ‘Grace Euclid’ changes.]

            It was a night that made me feel like I was going blind.
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At dawn, it is time to take a break from the festival filled with excitement and joy.
As Ellis opened her eyes, a languid darkness began to creep in before her.
‘I can’t see anything… … .’
However, I was unable to wake up from my dream and was wandering in the darkness.
As a little more time passed, the darkness soon turned into dusk. The outlines of her surroundings became vague, and soon Ellis spotted a familiar figure.
'……person?'
I can't be sure, but it was a human figure. At first glance, it looked like a mannequin.
“……!”
Even when I opened my mouth, no sound came out.
At that moment, footsteps were heard from the front.
Again, again⸺
Just hearing that sound gave off such a noble and classy vibe that I could picture a gentleman wearing those shoes.
Soon, the sound of footsteps disappeared right in front of Ellis. The blurry doll that had been looking down at her opened its mouth.
“Sleep a little more.”
The moment the voice filled with mana passed her ears, Ellis's eyes closed.
He bent his knees and brushed the hair of Ellis, who had fallen unconscious.
“……The curtain will rise soon.”
* * *
The second day of the festival.
Like a midsummer dream, I was sitting in the office with Grace, leaving last night's events behind.
Even though students are enjoying the festival, we as professors have to prepare materials for the next lecture.
[Now, the next stage is Lunatic Voice’s… …!]
… … But isn’t that too noisy?
“I think I need to further strengthen the soundproofing of the office.”
“I'll help too.”
“Just rest. I am good enough on my own.”
It was the moment when I got up from my seat because of the sound of the performance that was heard through the drinking glass.
Knock knock.
“Excuse me, Associate Professor.”
“Haley? What’s going on?”
Entering the office cautiously was Susan Haley, Ellie's best friend.
She was looking at me and Grace with a somewhat anxious look on her face.
“That’s… I haven’t seen Ellie since yesterday.”
“Ellie?”
“Yes. He said he was going to meet someone at the festival dinner, but I haven’t seen him since.”
“Have you tried contacting her? Isn’t she sleeping at a friend’s house?”
If it was Ellie, there was a high chance that she had fallen asleep after playing all night and was still sleeping at her friend's house.
Susan shook her head several times as if denying what I said.
“She doesn’t even answer my calls. When I contact her other friends, they say they don’t know her… Did you know that Ellie quit drinking these days?”
“I see. Then there’s no chance of you being passed out drunk somewhere.”
Grace, who had heard our conversation, also came closer to me. I was starting to feel uneasy.
Then Susan, who had run close to me, grabbed my hand tightly.
“Please. I’m worried that something bad might happen to Ellie, like what happened to Freddie before…….”
“Don’t worry too much. I’ll look for Ellie.”
“Thank you. Then I will continue to look for it!”
Susan went out again to find Ellie with her friends who were waiting outside.
I checked the time and looked back at Grace.
“What would you like to do, Professor?”
“I’ll look for it too.”
Normally I would have said I would be fine doing it alone, but there were a few things that came up so I couldn't refuse.
I left the office and called Ariel.
“It might still be at school, so let’s look for it step by step. I’ll check the surveillance cameras in the security room.”
“Okay. I’ll contact you when I find it.”
After breaking up with Grace, I ran straight to the security room.
But Ariel didn't answer the phone either.
Are you in class? With Ariel's power, you can find it quickly―
“……Queos.”
He was standing at the end of the hallway.
He looked at me while holding his backpack, then disappeared into the classroom right next door as if telling me to follow him.
The sudden disappearance of Ellie, an unidentified spell, and Queos suddenly appearing in front of me.
If my guess is correct... ...Ellie is in danger.
“Queos!”
As I opened the classroom door wide, the students sitting inside all looked at me.
I checked the banner hanging at the entrance as I saw students sitting in pairs facing each other.
“You’re here at a good time, Associate Professor.”
Queos, who was sitting in his seat, gestured to me.
“I was having a hard time because I didn’t have anyone to play with, so would you like to play a game with me?”
A chessboard was set on the table.
I don't know what your plan is, but I have no intention of playing with you.
“There’s no time for that. Instead, I want to ask you something—”
“I can tell from your expression that you’re looking for something. Well, if you win the game, I can help you. What would you like to do?”
I stared at Queo, then quietly approached him and sat down.
“…….”
I feel like cutting it down right now.
But apart from his background, the name 'Queos' in Springwind was the exact opposite of what I knew.
An elite who has excellent grades and good manners, with the basic formula of sincerity and kindness.
In everyone's memories, including the principal, Cornelia, Queos was that kind of person.
If I touch it rashly, I'll be the one who gets cornered.
At least we should take a step back until he reveals his identity.
“Please select.”
Quaus shuffled his kings in his hands and held out his fist.
I looked into his eyes and pointed to my right hand.
He spread his palms and made a strange eye smile.
“You’re black. Then I’ll be happy to help.”
It was the moment when Queos reached out to E2's phone.
“……Don’t even think about joking.”
You say you're playing along with my rhythm now, but if you're thinking of toying with me, what I told you last time will become reality.
I will destroy you, no matter what. Definitely.
“I have no intention of joking either.”
widely.
Queos, who moved forward with the phone he picked up.
Only then did I look down and check the chessboard.
e2 to e4.
It was a typical opening.
Unfortunately, I haven't played much chess.
Even so… …
widely-
… … I was confident in playing chess.
“Sicilian Defense, you are truly walking the right path as a knight.”
“Whether it is an apostle or a disciple, if you go on the right path, it is the royal path.”
“Oh, is that so…….”
Queos, whose words had been trailing off, moved to another phone.
d4, Mora Gambit.
The Mora Gambit is a strategy that uses the advantage of pretending to hand over a pawn in order to gain an advantage in the development.
If you go in thinking it's good and eat up the phone, you'll lose the central initiative and lose the middle game.
Will you overcome the temptation of the moment or not?
……widely.
I've learned that countless times throughout my life.
Queos, who was watching my phone as it moved from e7 to e5, raised the corners of his mouth.
The game continued after that.
The meaningless deaths of early pawns were transformed into costly sacrifices due to knights and bishops, and the moment they entered the middle game, everyone was looking at the nape of their opponent's neck.
Mistakes are no longer tolerated.
The ‘end’, invisible but clearly present, was drawing near, so much so that one mistake could lead to irreversible defeat.
“……Isn’t it fun?”
Queos, who had stopped working, crossed his arms over the table. I, who had caught my breath, also crossed my arms.
“What’s funny?”
“Chess. On this little square measuring only 50 centimeters by 50 centimeters, change and crisis always coexist.”
Queos looked at my pieces listed in front of him. Then, he gently swept my queen, who had been captured 17 moves ago, away with his fingertips.
“Someone’s death can be an opportunity, and it’s not uncommon for the situation to occur where the very moment you feel relieved that you’ve won, the game itself turns upside down.”
“Maybe it’s because it resembles our lives.”
“Life is…….”
Queos seemed lost in thought. I gestured at the chessboard.
Before we knew it, our supplies had been reduced to less than half.
“Yes. The current situation is the result of the choices you and I made in the past.”
Unlike the simple process of eating and being eaten, there were still vivid thoughts scattered in between.
“No matter what choice you make, there’s no going back. Trying to cover up mistakes will waste more time, and you’ll be that much further from victory.”
widely!
“……Just as if you can’t endure and judge the countless readings and finishing processes, you can never become the master of your own life.”
As the Bishop of Nitro Queos was defeated, a storm swept through the calm battlefield once again.
“So let’s check. The results of that choice.”
It was the moment when the end game began.
* * *
The more I look at him, the more interesting he becomes.
At first it was simple curiosity.
Like a bug crawling out from between cracked concrete, Rohan was crawling around at his feet.
It's natural to be curious when you discover a bug you've never seen before.
What is its name, why does it look like this, how does it crawl… … .
Those little instincts gathered together and became interests, and soon interest was piqued.
‘That’s fun.’
Until I sat down at the chess board, I thought I would win easily.
I simply grabbed the victory and tried to fish it out by shaking it gently in front of my eyes.
Still, Rohan was the right choice for the main character.
‘I never thought it would come to the endgame. I guess I underestimated you.’
But once the game started, I had a gut feeling that I would not win easily.
All strategies were being rejected.
And when I came to my senses, I realized that Rohan had taken the initiative.
Chess is a gentlemanly game. If you hold out your pawn as if asking for a handshake, it is polite to receive it with your wrist or elbow.
But Rohan was different.
An impenetrable fortress that cannot even penetrate the entrance, a closed perfection that does not allow even an inch of gap.
In that perfection, Queos continued to advance towards the Rohan artifacts like an ant drawn by a sweet scent.
‘But there is no beauty without loss. I will teach you what it means to lose.’
Soon, the Bishop of Queos devoured the Knight of Rohan who was guarding the King.
Nevertheless, Rohan silently defeated the knight as King.
“Your play style is centered around knights. How does it feel to lose your most prized piece?”
“……I lost my treasured article.”
Now all that was left was one pawn, not including each other's king.
At this point, it would have been a draw by agreement, but no one intended for it to end in a draw.
Quaus, who had already advanced his king to the center, picked up the pawn. If it goes all the way, Quaus' pawn will be promoted first by a hair's breadth.
A victorious smile already appeared on his face.
“If you become my main character even now, I will lose this game.”
“…….”
“Of course, I will create a scenario that you want. I don’t expect much. As long as I can see a scenario that satisfies me, I don’t care what happens to the rest—”
At that moment, the King of Rohan advanced towards Queos' pawn.
“Once you’ve made a choice, you have to focus. If you just sit back and do nothing, it’ll be useless.”
"what……."
At those words, Queos quickly checked the board.
The results were unchanged.
One thing that had changed was that if things continued as they were, his pawn would be eaten by the King of Rohan at the same time he was promoted.
“If that bishop had been alive earlier, I would have lost. In the end, you killed him with your own hands.”
“…….”
“What should I do? Should I abstain or see it through to the end?”
Only then did Queos realize the situation and clenched his fists under the table.
……widely.
Queos, unable to accept the result, advanced his pawn.
Finally, his pawn, which had reached the end, was pushed away by the King of Rohan.
“I wasted my time on useless things.”
The last remaining black pawn was moving towards the end.
There was no stopping him. King, who had already advanced to the center and was only concerned about Rohan's life, had come too far to turn back.
Finally, the moment came when Rohan's phone was about to be promoted.
Bam-
Queos, who overthrew his own king.
Rohan, who confirmed his abstention, stood up from his seat without hesitation.
“Where are you?”
“Second Annex Auditorium…….”
After hearing those words, Rohan left the clubroom without looking back.
Left alone, Queos stared blankly at his fallen king.
For a moment, a breath escaped between her lips.
"……flaw."
Queos could barely suppress a distorted smile.
* * *
As soon as I left the chess club, I jumped over the windowsill.
At the same time, he used the wall as a stepping stone and jumped towards the rooftop of the second annex.
As I went down the stairs and reached the 5th floor, I saw a tightly closed auditorium.
“Fuck.”
Chess isn't over yet.
Rather, it was just the beginning.
Just as Queo had done, it was now my turn to rush into the enemy lines.
“You son of a bitch.”
If something happens to Ellie, it's all-out war starting today.
The next target would be Grace. That had to be stopped.
As I opened the door, cool air hit my whole body.
The interior is dark. No switches are visible.
bang!
As I was slowly walking down the central staircase, the door that had been open suddenly closed.
I summoned my Aura Blade and shouted.
“Ellis! Ellis―”
At that moment, the lights came on and my eyes turned white.
Paat.
As I turned my head away from the glare, the curtain on the stage was rising.
[This way.]
A voice coming from somewhere.
But it wasn't Queo's.
This voice is… … .
Thud thud.
Someone was walking towards the entrance leading to the back of the stage.
“Come on, Rohan.”
A pure white knight whose whole body is covered in blood.
The identity of the knight was neither Ellie nor Ariel.
"……miss."

            In the middle of a battlefield that seemed like it would never end, Grace was calling me, holding a sword with vivid blood dripping down it.
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A collapsed city unfolded before my eyes.
Lives flowing down in bright red dye the ground, and beyond that, a broken sky looks down on the world.
The sticky feeling in your lungs every time you breathe. The feeling of your entire body's muscles stiffening up every time you do that.
Every time I blinked, someone died… …in a battlefield.
I was somewhere in that battlefield.
“The war is not over.”
Those words echoed hollowly in my head.
A headache came over me. My vision was split into two parts, and it was as if I was about to merge them. Before I knew it, I was holding a sword in my hand.
"egg plant."
“……Yes, Commander.”
There were only two people alive here, me and the commander.
We walked for a long time.
Like a day that repeated itself endlessly, the hellish scenery seemed endless no matter how much I walked.
How many days has the war lasted today?
I gave up counting after about three hundred mornings. If I had counted until now, it would have been over nine hundred.
“Where will you go when the war is over?”
Then the commander asked me.
I looked at her back, still looking forward.
“I don’t know.”
There was no certainty as to when this war would end.
“What will you do, Commander?”
“I don’t know either.”
I closed my mouth again as the voice faded away colorlessly without any emotion.
A crackling noise was coming from afar, carried by the wind. Soon, a foul, pungent smell, like a corpse being burned, began to vibrate from all directions.
The commander stopped in his tracks and stared somewhere.
When I turned my head to follow her, I saw a girl standing in the ruins.
“That’s the devil. Don’t be fooled by appearances.”
Blood flowed continuously along the blade of the sword the commander was holding, like the lives of those who had been cut off so far. It was as if the sword was bleeding… … .
“What do you want to do?”
“I have to kill him.”
“If we leave it like this, it will die.”
“I have to kill him.”
My back feels hot. I feel out of breath even when I'm standing still.
Before I knew it, the girl was right in front of me.
“Kill him.”
“…….”
At her command, he raised the tip of his sword and pointed it at the girl.
Perhaps it was because of the sight of a girl who had lost everything and was now about to lose her life, that her hand holding the sword began to tremble.
My image was reflected in the girl's eyes.
“……Do I really have to kill him?”
“Someone has to die so that someone can live.”
“What on earth did this child do wrong that he deserves to die…?”
… … Phagec.
“This child did nothing wrong.”
“It’s a mistake to be born.”
“How could that be wrong?”
The commander's voice was heard again.
There was still no emotion in it.
“Because he’s the devil.”
It was a voice sharper than a sword.
Already her voice was piercing through the child along with my heart.
I put away my sword, not even realizing that it was gone.
“This child is not a devil.”
And I looked back.
“This child’s name is Dorothy. She is the daughter of the traitor we killed.”
A true devil in the guise of Grace.
Phagejik―
“……You are the real devil.”
“Kill him.”
“The Grace Euclid I know would never give an unreasonable order.”
“Kill him!”
Phage!
A crack appeared on Grace's face as her chest grew hot.
A hideous, molten monster burst out from beneath her crumbling skin.
The monster reached out its hand toward me.
“Don’t even mention that.”
In an instant, a dazzling light spread out in all directions. The source of that light was my heart.
“Kill, kill, kill, kill, kill, kill, kill……!”
Where the monster had disappeared, only ashes remained.
As I put my hand inside my coat, I caught something.
“Rabbit’s foot…….”
The rabbit feet made by the sisters were emitting bright light.
Passus… … .
The rabbit's feet, which had soon lost their shine, turned to dust and disappeared.
As the headache subsides, my confusion returns.
It was only then that I realized that this wasn't real.
Sisters… …You protected me.
“Ariel!”
Ariel was seen lying on the floor.
The moment I hurriedly got up, holding Ariel in my arms, blood pooled at my feet.
Woof-
I used the technique of casting a circle. However, I could not dispel the illusion that had been cast upon me.
As I lowered my head, a puddle of blood that had reached my knees was sucking me in like a swamp.
Soon my waist was submerged, and my body began to sink into the pool along with Ariel.
“Huh!”
By the time I was submerged from head to toe, the feeling of confinement tightening around my entire body made me gasp for breath.
My breathing was coming to an end. I instinctively stretched my arms up.
Please, someone, someone, take this hand
"……one!"
An urgent voice was heard from somewhere.
However, I couldn't hear very well, perhaps because my ear holes were blocked with blood.
Tub.
At that moment, someone grabbed my hand. She was looking down at me with her back to the stage lights, in the illusion of floating body.
In the blurry vision, one person's face becomes clear.
“Rohan……!”
Grace Euclid, she was holding my hand.
I was sitting in my seat when I realized it was all an illusion.
Perhaps the moment he entered the auditorium, he had already been under the influence of a hallucinogenic spell.
“What happened?”
“I think I was tricked. More importantly, Ellie…….”
Suddenly, I heard the sound of rustling breathing from both sides. When I looked around, I saw Ellie and Ariel sleeping with their heads resting on my shoulders in the seats next to me.
Grace said, reading my face as if she didn't understand the situation.
“Let’s move the children first. The mana flowing here is ominous.”
Mana was still wafting like fog throughout the auditorium. I got up, not knowing when the trap would be triggered again.
“I’ll take care of Ellie.”
I left the auditorium with Grace, carrying Ariel on her back, following me.
Outside, the festival was still in full swing. We arrived at the infirmary straight away and checked on the children who were lying on their beds.
“What about Ariel?”
“Nothing unusual. I just fell asleep.”
“Ellie too. That’s fortunate.”
I sat down on the bed and caught my breath.
I never thought I'd end up like this.
Of course, I knew this would happen, so I prepared some taffy to eat.
I suddenly checked my watch. It was 4:30 PM.
… … Now it is time for him to move.
* * *
Michael, who was climbing the stairs, recalled the contents of the note.
-This is your chance to bring down the Noir family.
The night before the festival begins.
Michael, who had finished reading in the study as usual, returned to his room and took out the book again.
Then I found a note on the desk. The sender was Rohan.
‘Why are you helping me, Rohan?’
The Noir family was the greatest enemy of the Riepenstein family.
No matter what business he started, Noir was always one step ahead, and he was slowly losing his share in the empire.
If time continued like this, his family would soon be destroyed by them.
If that were to happen, I would have thought of bringing forward the cause before the foundation collapsed.
But there was unexpected help.
―Springwind is in danger. The ‘Seal of Domination’ is now being carved all over the school.
"The Seal of Domination".
That technique was already banned for use hundreds of years ago.
‘The Seal of Domination is a powerful interference spell used by the first Emperor of Historia. The moment it is activated, everyone in the school can become slaves.’
Although it is now a defunct institution, in the past, as in any other period of history, there existed a class called ‘slave.’
That was the very method of controlling and suppressing them. To prevent a recurrence, related information had been deleted a long time ago.
I had heard rumors that it had been secretly passed down in the shadows, but as is the case with all taboos, if discovered, not only the person but also his relatives would be executed by association, so it had long since become an object of hatred.
Queos was using it.
Besides, if the contents of the letter were true, Homunculus would have touched Euphoria as well.
‘You seem like a foolish person.’
You broke not one, but three taboos.
If this fact is reported to the Empire, the Noir family will not only lose their influence in the Empire, but will also be immediately exterminated.
However, it was not Queos whom Michael called a ‘ridiculous man’.
Michael reached the top of the stairs, opened the door, went out onto the rooftop, and walked toward the center.
In the center, as Rohan had said, there was a faint engraving of some kind of magic.
Michael gritted his teeth when he saw this.
“You’re making me do this…….”
What Rohan asked Michael to do was to activate the "Seal of Domination".
I don't know how Rohan knew this, but the moment he activates this spell, everyone in the school will be under Michael's control.
Still, he raised his hand over the drink.
“……But I will believe it.”
What came to mind with those words was Grace's face with Rohan.
Her smile, which I can't even remember now.
It began to bloom again the moment Rohan appeared.
‘Maybe Rohan can save Grace.’
He believed that he could get back the past he had given up on and the friends he had lost.
If that were the case… … it wouldn’t matter if Rohan took Grace.
Grace, you are still in my heart.
Woof!
… … alive with Claudia.
* * *
Rohan, who left the children in the care of Grace, headed to the annex.
And the place we arrived at was the theater club.
He put his hand on the doorknob and stretched his arm out to the side.
Tsk tsk tsk… … .
The ‘Eternal Heart’ that had been placed on the mansion stand began to be summoned under his hand.
A 3rd circle level magic, "Link".
Rohan, who had placed a link on his own sword, opened the door while holding the sword that had been summoned.
Queos was looking out the window through the door that opened silently.
Queos, sensing the presence, greeted Rohan as if he had been waiting for it.
“How was the play I prepared?”
Rohan glared at the script Queos was holding.
“It’s embarrassing to even call it a play.”
“Oh, I thought you’d be satisfied, but you weren’t. I’ll have to prepare something more provocative next time.”
“There’s no need for that.”
Jeokbuk- Jeokbuk⸺
Rohan slowly approached and looked down at Queos.
In an instant, Rohan grabbed Queos' tie and pulled him by the nape of his neck.
“You will soon face tragedy.”
“It’s a tragedy… what can I do? All the scenarios I wrote were comedies.”
“Don’t worry. It all looks fun from a distance.”
Rohan raised his sword and fired Aura and Circle simultaneously.
Woohoo!
Soon, a spell began to be drawn around Queos, following the trajectory of the sword.
Queos, who had been watching Rohan's magic that he had never seen before, opened his mouth.
“What is this drink?”
Rohan, who had just finished his ritual, stuck his sword into the floor.
“Your favorite taboo.”
When Queo heard those words, his expression became blank.
In that moment, all the seals of dominance engraved in the school were activated.
However, the power of the ruling class was directed not at the students, but at Rohan's magic.
Rohan said expressionlessly.
“I warned you. Don’t touch it.”
“…….”
“Don’t look so disappointed. You’re going to die in front of everyone. You’re going to become the main character of your own scenario.”
Kugugug!
The ritual was unfolding.
The space was distorted and splitting apart from the ceiling and floor.
That was when.
“……Scene 1.”
An indecipherable smile was forming on Queo's lips.
“What should I do? My scenario is just starting now.”
"what?"
Queos, who had released a burst of mana, began to add arrangements to Rohan's spell with "Ed".
“I’ll look forward to it. Now I’ll be an audience member and watch you.”
The expanded ritual engulfed Rohan along with Queos.
The voice of Queos was whispering in the midst of the dazzling, burning light.
“……My protagonist.”
* * *
Habledown Supreme Court.
The judge asked Queos, who was bound with chains made of black stone.
“Defendant, do you admit all guilt?”
“Yes, I admit it…….”
Queos answered with dull eyes.
Under the "Seal of Domination", he confessed to all his crimes, including the creation of homunculi and the cultivation of Euphoria.
There are 27 charges alone. The judge read the verdict.
“Confessions obtained through torture, psychological manipulation, or threats are not legally recognized, but since the Empire has no obligation to protect defendants who have violated taboos, confessions are accepted as evidence. Therefore, Queos Lumiere du Noir is sentenced to death in accordance with the Homunculus Research and Production Prohibition Law and 26 other violations.”
After the judge's announcement, waiting reporters pressed their camera shutters.
However, Queos still stared into space as if possessed by something.
The agents of the management agency disappeared, dragging Queos with them.
The next trial was held immediately afterwards.
“To the defendant.”
Thump thump… … .
In contrast to Queos, a man with chains on only his wrists walked out like a zombie.
“Please state your name, rank, and title.”
Staggering steps. Soon, dazzling eyes looked up at the judge with his back to the imperial insignia.
“Gamma rank, Sword Master… this is Rohan.”

            Rohan, who was eroded by the power of domination, just blinked his eyes like an idiot.
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“……What is going on here?”
Cornelia, who was biting her fingernails, poked Michael in the side with her elbow.
“I don’t know either. But.”
Michael looked at Rohan with his arms crossed.
‘Even if it’s you, this time you won’t be able to just let it go.’
In this trial, Michael was able to be exonerated for his contribution in capturing Rohan and Queos.
This was also part of Rohan's plan.
But Michael was more worried than grateful.
‘Even if the crimes of the Noir family have been revealed, a taboo is a taboo. Since the taboo has been broken, the imperial court will not grant any pardon… … .’
At that moment, Ellis, who was holding her knees next to Cornelia, muttered toward Rohan's back.
“Don’t worry. I will prove Rohan’s innocence, no matter what.”
The legal team of the Knights of Eclat was already preparing materials for an appeal.
If that wasn't enough, he was willing to resort to using bribes.
Her father, Dennis, also took up the cause with enthusiasm. Losing Rohan would mean losing a promising star for the Knights of Eclat.
“My lord……”
Meanwhile, Ariel grabbed Michael's collar. When he turned his head, she was biting her lip nervously.
But Michael's reaction is cold.
“Hold on. There’s nothing we can do.”
“It happened like that for Springwind. We also did something…….”
“It’s his choice. He just has to take responsibility for it now.”
“…….”
Ariel was secretly disappointed.
While Rohan was fighting for them, even breaking taboos, what on earth was his own head of household doing?
Moreover, even Ellis was using the power of her family to help Rohan. The professors of Springwind, including Cornelia, even submitted a petition for Rohan's innocence.
But the Riepenstein family was doing nothing.
And it was the same for him too.
‘… …Why can’t I help?’
When the man who had saved her life twice was in danger, Ariel was helpless.
The fact that I still can't protect the one I love hasn't changed with the passage of time.
Ariel trembled in that helplessness.
“Then let’s start with the defendant Rohan case―”
Suddenly, the courtroom doors opened and knights with gold badges on their shoulders entered.
Clank clank.
Everyone's eyes turned to one place. At that moment, the Knight Commander, Lycan, who entered while stepping on the velvet, opened his mouth softly.
“What are you staring at? Is this your first time seeing the Imperial Knights? Bow your head.”
Soon, a man was walking behind Lycan, making a fuss.
“I just don’t feel attached to this place.”
Gentle steps, but on the contrary, arrogant eyes and mocking corners of the mouth.
Finally, the man who entered the courtroom and placed his hand on Rohan's shoulder, Edgar Historia, looked up at the judge.
“As of this time, the records of the present trial are expunged.”
“Chi, Your Highness. Even if you are a member of the royal family, you cannot interfere with punishment!”
“It is an imperial edict.”
“……!”
The judge froze at the cold order.
Edgar glanced behind him and gestured to Lycan.
“Send all the reporters away. Have them delete all the photos and records.”
“Even if he is a prince, he cannot suppress the press……!”
When the reporters tried to protest en masse, Edgar added:
“For those who don’t respond, take a picture of each one. Oh, and smile when you take the picture because we’re going to use it as a memorial photo. Okay? Be happy.”
"omg!"
“What? So it seems like I’m using my royal authority to commit some unjust act. Huh?”
For a moment, the smile disappeared from Edgar's lips.
“……Show me what real authority is?”
Everyone knew about the prince's rumors. It was impossible not to know.
The notoriety of being able to cut off people's heads like grass without blinking is nothing more than a joke.
In addition, because he suddenly expanded his power so much, there was hardly anyone left in the empire who could stop the prince.
In the face of omnipotent power, journalists deleted all their own records.
After the reporters left, Edgar, who was stroking Rohan's head, declared to everyone.
“Knight Rohan is a talent of the imperial family. Therefore, all matters related to him will be transferred to the imperial family. Anyone dissatisfied?”
No one could answer.
It was already shocking that the prince was in this position.
“No? Okay.”
And Rohan was a talented member of the royal family?
Ariel and Ellis, as well as Cornelia and Michael, were busy organizing their thoughts.
Meanwhile, Rohan was leaving the courtroom, led by Edgar's hand.
Edgar, walking down the hallway with Rohan, whispered to Lycan.
“……Is it true that you are truly bound by the power of domination?”
“That’s right. I heard that there were dozens of multiple techniques, but what the senior is talking about now is probably nothing more than a stone.”
“A talking stone… how cute. How do I release the spell?”
“Ask the tech department about that―”
That was when.
“Your Majesty.”
“You definitely…….”
The knight blocking Edgar and Lycan answered while staring at Rohan.
“I am Grace Euclid, former Captain of the Imperial Guard.”
Edgar looked back and forth between Rohan and Grace. A subtle smile formed on his lips as he vaguely guessed at their relationship.
“How?”
“Please give Rohan back. He is not of the royal family. I appreciate that you have forgiven my sins, but I cannot allow my person to be taken away by the royal family right before my eyes.”
“……Four people?”
"yes."
Edgar, whose expression was blank at Grace's bold answer, took a step forward.
Edgar also knew a little about Grace.
Then I just wanted to try it out.
What aspect of this person did Rohan see that made him make that expression?
“Grace Euclid. I heard you stepped down from your position as Captain of the Royal Guard to become Professor at Springwind?”
“……Yes.”
“Let’s leave it at that, since it’s in the past, what did you do until Rohan ended up in this state?”
There was no answer to that question.
Rohan was always chasing something unseen.
Whenever she moved, even if it was late, he would move further away, and each time, the distance between them would gradually grow further apart.
I didn't want to miss it anymore.
I no longer wanted Rohan to sacrifice himself.
But there was nothing she could do. That was the price and reality of her self-proclaimed incompetence.
“I’m late with the answer. Was that too difficult a question? Hmm, then I’ll ask again.”
Edgar, carrying the pack on his back, continued speaking, looking down at Grace's face, which seemed like it would never back down.
“What can you do for Rohan?”
"I am……."
Grace's trembling hand reached for the sword on her waist.
It was the moment when she slowly grasped the handle.
“Please…… I will ask you.”
His knees, which had never bent even on the battlefield, touched the floor.
Edgar looked down at Grace, who was kneeling, without saying a word.
“…….”
Alpha rank and Weapon Master.
For a figure adorned with so many adjectives, he looked too weak.
But because of that, I was able to understand Rohan's feelings a little bit.
“It is a rare sight to see a superior kneeling for his subordinate. But this should be the last time I kneel. Not everyone in the world knows how to be as forgiving as I do.”
Then Edgar, who had nodded to Lycan, led the knights past Grace.
Lycan asked Edgar, who was walking with his head down and his gait turned to one side.
“Can I just go?”
“It's okay.”
“What happened? I was thinking of taking my senior with me and having him take care of me at night.”
“No matter how much of a loser I am, it’s not to that extent.”
As they reached the end of the hallway, Edgar took one last look at Rohan and Grace.
‘With this, my debt to you has been repaid.’
Karina, she never forgot Rohan's request to save her life one day.
Soon her gaze turned to Grace. Grace was holding Rohan's hand tightly and was examining his body here and there.
"but……."
… … There is no next.
If I ever got Rohan again, I wouldn't let him go as easily as I did today.
* * *
“……I never thought you’d come as a foolish knight who can’t even change his underwear by himself.”
Daisy, who had returned with the window open, looked down at Rohan, who was sitting blankly on the chair.
His mouth was half open and his pupils dilated, showing no sign of any thought.
Daisy lifted Rohan's face by pushing his forehead with her fingertips.
“Follow me. I am the dirtiest and most useless knight in the world.”
“I am the dirtiest and most useless thing in the world―”
“Stop. This isn’t fun…….”
When I saw the polite Rohan, my interest completely cooled down.
Before, it was fun to talk back with a curt face, but now, he was just like a doll.
“What should I do with this monster that’s just taking up space… I can’t just plant it in the garden.”
Should I think that the young lady has one more doll?
Grace's expression when she returned to the mansion today with this stupid doll was not good to think about.
“From now on, let’s just take a half-breath. The air you and your maid will breathe is polluted—”
Creak, the door opened and Grace came into the room.
In her hands she held clothes she had brought from Rohan's house.
Daisy bowed politely as if nothing had happened.
“Are you here?”
“How about Rohan?”
“It’s the same. It’s still just burning oxygen.”
Grace put her clothes down on the table and sat down next to Rohan to check his condition.
“I’ll take care of it now, so go and do your work.”
“But Miss, are you sure it’s okay?”
"huh?"
Grace, who successfully rescued Rohan from Carina, who was trying to take him to Douglas, decided to take care of him at her mansion for the time being.
As if he had truly become a slave, Rohan only did what he was told and did nothing else.
Thanks to that, I had to take a short leave of absence, and for the time being, my swordsmanship classes were replaced with theory.
“They say he’s bound by the law, but this knight is a fully grown man. There are many nursing homes around here, so it would be better to entrust him to one of those…….”
“That can’t be.”
Grace answers decisively.
She shook her head, clutching the back of Rohan's hand.
“No matter what happens, Rohan is mine. I have to take care of him.”
“……I’m sorry. Please forgive me.”
“No. Instead, can I ask for something simple to eat? Rohan hasn’t eaten anything yet.”
“You are always welcome, Miss. Please wait a moment.”
After Daisy left.
He realized that he had been holding Rohan's hand without realizing it, and quickly took his hand away.
There was a vague silence. I didn't know what to say. Just.
‘Should I say it’s fortunate that it ended like this… … .’
If all had gone as planned, Rohan would have been sentenced to life imprisonment, if not death, like Queos.
Of course, he planned to step forward to stop it.
If that wasn't enough, I was thinking of petitioning the Euclid family as well.
“……Rohan.”
It's always been like this.
‘Can’t you just tell me a little bit?’
I always surprise myself like this.
They were planning something without even consulting each other.
I vaguely knew that it was for my own good.
I just wish you would give me a word, even if it's just a hint.
Even now, Grace's heart was beating loudly inside her chest.
This is how it ended this time, but what if Rohan hadn't opened his eyes... ... what if he had died?
‘If that happens, I… … .’
… … I won’t be able to bear it.
Now Rohan was such a big part of her life.
I couldn't even imagine a world without Rohan.
A world without Rohan is meaningless.
Because of Rohan, I was able to close my eyes in peace at the end of the day.
Because of Rohan, I was able to welcome the new morning without fear.
There has always been Rohan.
Always Rohan… … .
“I’m sorry, Rohan.”
… … had to be there.
At that moment, Rohan's mouth opened.
"it's okay……."
“Rohan?”
Grace opened her eyes wide in surprise.
But Rohan still looked consumed by alcohol. His empty eyes were proof of it.
Finally, Grace lowered her head in disappointment.
“…….”
Then Grace looked up at Rohan.
My mouth burned at the thought. My body felt hot and cold sweat trickled down the back of my neck.
“Hey, Rohan?”
“…….”
“Hand… do you want to give me a try?”
"……yes."
When Grace held out her palm, Rohan placed his hand on hers like a puppy.
Kuung, at that sight, Grace had an auditory hallucination that made her heart pound.
“The other hand too……?”
"……yes."
Then, Rohan lightly placed his other hand on hers.
The corners of Grace's lips, which had turned red all the way to her neck, twitched slightly.
'cute……!'
This Rohan wasn't bad either.
* * *
Why on earth are you doing this to me… … .
“Rohan, hand.”
"……yes."

            … … I am conscious.
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Southend Plains, the most notorious den of demons on the continent.
Someone lifted a lamp over the cursed land, which was covered in darkness like night all day long.
‘… … It’s colder, maybe because of the confused mana.’
Ariel looked around through the dispersing breath.
Of course, there was no trace of people.
Southend is a deserted land where no one can live.
The reason this land was abandoned is simple.
‘You never know what might come out. You have to be careful.’
You can't even tell what kind of demon is living there.
What was even more desperate was the fact that all the randomly appearing demons were upper-level demons of level 4 or higher.
However, the reason Ariel came here was because of the ‘Hydra scales’, one of the ingredients for the magic potion.
‘Fortunately, I got the frost giant’s heart from Lucan.’
It was a bit of a struggle, perhaps because it was a 4th-grade demon, but it wasn't a big problem. Rather, it was hard to adapt to the northern environment covered in perennial snow.
‘The problem is Hydra.’
Hydra is a first-class demon.
It's not for nothing that there aren't any on the market. The number of individuals is small and their habitat is irregular, so finding them is like trying to find a needle in a haystack.
However, there was a good chance of finding Hydra in Southend, where most of the high-risk demons reside.
Southend was excluded from the last expedition due to its danger. The Knights and the Tower also avoided going on expeditions.
In other words, it meant that the reputation of being dangerous was not just a vague rumor.
‘Stop it. It’s not too late to find out what you’re worried about.’
Ariel took a deep breath and took a step forward, relying on the light from the lamp.
A drop of sweat formed on her chin and dripped down onto the top of her foot.
Keuggeuggeuk… … !
A strange howl echoed across the pitch-black, dead plains.
Ariel stopped in her tracks, raised her sword vertically and looked around cautiously.
Aura did not emit. In the case of demons such as ‘Blood Lion’ or ‘Ether Falcon’, they also track nearby mana.
Additionally, these demons hunt in packs like howling wolves, so extra caution is required.
The only thing that was fortunate was that I took a liberal arts course in the Department of Aquatic Ecology.
‘At least the cry of a medium-sized demon. Considering the wavelength of the mana contained in the cry… … a white horn.’
‘White Horn’ was not on the list of materials she needed to obtain. She quickly turned around and walked in the opposite direction of the sound to avoid the white horn.
After that, Ariel encountered several more demons.
Not all high-level demons are dangerous. The rank is a measure of strength, and there are often gentle ones like the ‘Feather Butterfly’ and ‘Giant Hat’ that we just exchanged glances with.
However, this is by no means a place where you can enjoy leisurely sightseeing.
Kwak-kak!
The floor Ariel was standing on warped and rose greatly.
She leaped into the air and looked down to see a giant maw swallowing the earth.
Deep-sea salmon.
An underground predator that ranks high among the third-class demons.
Ariel, who was looking at the sharp teeth packed tightly into the salmon's mouth, fired her aura.
“Don't disturb me!”
Woof!
There is no time.
Even now, Rohan was living each day as if he were a living corpse because of himself.
Hurrruk!
The four seasons that have been expressed, summer, have filled the mouths of the salmon.
Ariel landed on the scorched ground and straightened her posture.
‘Lord Rohan… … .’
A fiercer gaze than ever was shining in the middle of the plain.
"……wait for me!"
* * *
… … My whole body turned red and frozen.
“Haa, haa…….”
Ariel's condition was a mess.
The blood flowing from the torn wound froze the moment it soaked into his clothes, and red breath scattered before his eyes with every breath, as if he had suffered an internal injury.
‘… … I don’t have much mana left after fighting so many demons.’
What was worse was that after the battle, more demons would gather, taking in the blood and mana shed.
‘But I can’t go back like this.’
"There is someone I would protect even at the risk of my life."
‘We must find the Hydra!’
It was all for Rohan.
This time it was his turn to save him.
"“A person who benefits me even if I trade everything I have. I want to become a knight to protect that person.”
Rohan, if it weren't for him, would have turned to dust and disappeared years ago.
Thud thud… … .
If I can repay that favor, I can happily endure it even if my life ends.
That was Ariel's heart towards Rohan.
At that moment, a silhouette of something appeared beyond the thick mana fog.
A huge torso and a long neck.
If her memory serves her right, that silhouette is definitely… … .
Krrrr!
In an instant, the Hydra's head emerged from the fog and rushed towards Ariel.
She rolled on the floor reflexively and raised her head to check where she had been standing.
‘I finally found it!’
The demon I had been looking for was right before my eyes.
It's 15 meters in size. With a size like that, it would have lived for dozens of years and accumulated mana.
But it wasn't the time to be discussing such things.
If only I had the scales of that demon, I could save Rohan.
There were still some remaining materials, but compared to the Hydra, they could all be found within a week or two.
Ariel stood up and squeezed her aura. The core was already at its lowest point. If she continued to eject like this, she would not be able to avoid exhaustion.
As evidence, the wounds were also recovering noticeably slower. The ability of the ‘blood’ to flow through the body had already reached its limit. This was due to accumulated injuries and fatigue.
But Ariel did not back down.
“If I just catch you…….”
Woohoo!
Ariel's aura grew darker than the darkness of the plains.
Ariel swung her sword into the vast void as if the place she was standing on had been ripped away.
Pfft!
The trajectory of the fired aura was twisted and distorted.
There was no name for that swordsmanship.
But like a black hole, nothing was left behind where it passed.
Kuung!
The Hydra's head fell off as it was swept away by the trajectory.
Ariel covered herself in blood that gushed out like a waterfall. She thought with a smile on her lips.
‘It’s finally over. This concludes Rohan… … .’
Chiiik―
I heard the sound of hot iron being put into water.
The source of the sound was Ariel's entire body.
“……Coolook!”
Ariel, who had been vomiting blood, fell to her knees.
As I raised my trembling arms, my skin was stained purple from the Hydra's venom.
‘This is… … poison?’
My whole body was becoming addicted.
Only then did Ariel realize.
That what had just been turned over wasn't blood... ... it was death.
‘I forgot… … .’
Ariel, who had turned death upside down, lamented her own foolishness.
Hydra's blood, it was a deadly poison that could take the life of even a sword master in an instant.
Soon blood flowed from my eyes, but no tears came out.
The sadness of not being able to save Rohan and not even being able to tell him that I loved him was creeping in.
“Rohan…… lord…….”
… … I wanted to say it someday.
Even if I get rejected, I wanted to tell you at least once… … .
Krrrr!
The shadow of the Hydra, which had regenerated its severed head and neck, loomed over Ariel.
In the darkness, Ariel closed her eyes.
‘It was dark then too… …just like it is now.’
“……Just hide here. And don’t come out until I call you!”
"Dorothy... our beloved treasure. I promise you that you will return."
That promise was not kept.
Just like today's pledge to save Rohan.
That was when.
⸺Thump!
My heart, which had been as quiet as a dying ember, suddenly started beating loudly.
Thump— thump—!
Soon my heart started beating fast.
As blood circulated throughout the body, wounds healed and discolored skin returned to its original state.
It was the moment when Ariel opened her eyes that she had closed at the entrance of life and death.
Chahak!
The severed flesh of the Hydra floated into the air.
The flesh is scattered again.
Before she knew it, her sword had moved behind Hydra's back, and venom was dripping down her blade.
“Haa, haa…….”
Breathed constantly.
My chest and back were heaving rapidly.
My whole body was hot. My blood was circulating so fast that I could feel it flowing.
“…….”
Ariel's breathing calmed down and she slowly turned her head to glance at Hydra over her shoulder.
A small black horn sprouted from one side of her forehead.
Yeah! Woof!
It was the moment when the horn that resonated with her emitted tremendous magical energy.
Crunch!
As he swung his aura-infused sword, Hydra's body split apart with the air.
Ariel's eyes shook greatly.
‘Where does this strength come from…?’
Just a moment ago, he was dying.
There was no hope. All I could do was wait for my soul to leave my body.
But the moment I came to my senses, I was cutting down a Hydra.
Unlike before, my body felt so light.
Instead, it was so hot.
I felt like I was being burned from the inside out, as if I had swallowed fire.
‘I can’t hold out like this for long. Five minutes at most… … I have to finish before then.’
Five minutes was the longest she could endure this heat.
Anything more than that is difficult.
The body was restored, but it was a matter of mental strength. The fire boiling inside was so painful.
Krrrr... ... Kieeeek!
Hydra's regenerative powers were just as great as Ariel's.
The Hydra, which had quickly regenerated its severed parts, began attacking again.
No matter how many times she slashed, it was no use. Ariel, who held the hilt of her sword with both hands, increased her speed.
‘If you keep playing, there is only one way.’
Whisper!
Ariel's sword, which had changed its stance to a quick sword style, slashed at Hydra's entire body.
‘… … Just tear it into pieces so it can’t be played back!’
Thanks to that, I was able to turn Hydra's blood inside out again.
However, there was no addiction. Her body had already developed immunity to the Hydra's blood.
‘Amazing.’
For the first time, Ariel admired herself.
‘I feel like I’m constantly evolving.’
The healed skin is less prone to injury than before.
Every time he shed blood, his heart would regenerate new blood, and that blood would contain even stronger mana.
Each time, Ariel's speed and power became faster and stronger.
'more…….'
Crunch!
'more……!'
Chorus!
'more!'
Was it because of the desire to become stronger?
The fire in her heart that burned away her fears was making her stronger and more solid.
Phew!
Ariel finally stopped her sword.
The Hydra's flesh and blood were scattered messily around where she stood.
“Haa, haa…….”
There was no further regeneration.
Ariel also no longer had the strength to move.
The hot sensation cooled down as if cold water had been poured over it at some point.
dump.
As her strength drained away, her body also collapsed.
"scales……."
Ariel, lying face down on the ground, reached out her hand towards the fallen Hydra scale.
Even though it was in pieces, this amount would be enough to make a remedy.
“……It’s done now.”
Ariel smiled as she finally got her hands on the Hydra's scales.
Wriggle―
In an instant, the scales placed on the palm of his hand moved.
From that point on, every bit of flesh began to twitch.
Wiggle wiggle wiggle!
The ominous feeling that started from the tips of my toes spread all the way to the crown of my head.
The ominous feeling spread throughout his body as despair grew as the flesh began to clump together.
"no……."
He shook his head as he looked at the regenerating Hydra again.
"no……!"
I wanted to deny this reality.
This reality that cannot be overcome no matter what
Krrrr?
Hydra returned to its original form as if nothing had happened.
It was then that someone wrapped their arms around Ariel's head.
“It’s okay now. It’s okay, Ariel.”
It was an unwelcome voice.
But why… … .
… … Why am I so happy?
“Eclat…….”
Ariel looked at the pure white knight in front of her and called out to Ellis.
Ellis, hugging her tightly, answered as if it was okay.
“You idiot. Who told you to do this alone?”
A sword resembling the Milky Way emerged from its pure white scabbard.
At that moment, spring arrived on the plains that had been filled with cold air.
“Don’t worry now. The professor and I are here.”
"professor……?"
“Yes, Professor Grace.”
Grace Euclid, Weapon Master of the Continent.
The Hydra, which seemed invincible, was disappearing beneath her feet.
* * *
Ariel, who had lost consciousness, opened her eyes inside a small airship.
As I was blinking my eyes, unable to grasp the situation, a candy suddenly appeared before my eyes.
“You’re awake? Have one.”
“Mr. President?”
Cornelia pressed Ariel's forehead as she tried to get up in a hurry.
“Just lie down. You’ve got a long way to go before you recover. For now, eat this. It may look like candy, but it’s a powerful recovery potion.”
“Thank you, uh-”
Cornelia fed Ariel the candy before she could finish speaking.
She looked around, having put a candy in her mouth without realizing it.
Neither the plains nor the hydras were visible anymore.
Only then did Ariel feel relieved and let out a deep breath.
‘Now, Rohan⸺’
Then he recalled the sight of the Hydra being destroyed and asked Cornelia.
“Scale, what happened to the scale?”
“What scale? Oh, that one?”
As I followed the tips of Cornelia's delicate fingers, I saw Hydra scales contained in a transparent container.
I clearly saw the Hydra disappear without a trace.
Cornelia pointed out the window to Ariel, who was just staring blankly at the scales, not knowing what was going on.
“I caught another one.”
“Huh? One more? What do you mean?”
And the moment she looked out the window, Ariel was silently shocked.
“It looks like Professor Grace has put in some effort for the first time in a while.”
At a glance, the Southend Plains in the distance were in ruins.
Ariel, feeling empty somewhere, lay down again and stared at the ceiling.
‘You’re saying you defeated that many demons by yourself… …?’
The difference was so great that I couldn't even feel jealousy.
The emotions that were rising in me were nothing but awe and fear that I wanted to deny.
“But how did Eclat and the Professor get here?”
“Ellis came to me. She said you were missing and she needed help. So I asked someone I knew.”
It was thanks to Jack Cloud's help that they were able to find Ariel so quickly.
He tracked Ariel through his surveillance network, and as a result, Cornelia and Ellis were able to find out where she had gone.
“But as the president, I have to protect the students. Don’t I?”
Cornelia, who had been watching Ariel like an adult, smiled brightly like a child.
Ariel lowered her head, resisting the urge to pat her head.
"thank you."
After a while, Ariel got off the plane that had docked at Canterbury Airport, exchanged a few greetings, and ran to the mansion with a bag containing the materials.
The most urgent task now was to ask Michael to create a remedy.
‘Just a little bit more… … !’
And when I arrived in front of the mansion, I ran into Michael who was waiting at the gate.
“……My lord.”
Michael just looked down at Ariel without saying a word.
I couldn't say anything.
Today was the first time I'd seen him look so scared.
“I heard you went to Southend.”
"……yes."
“Are you hurt anywhere?”
"……yes."
“That’s fortunate.”
"……yes?"
When I raised my head for a moment, Michael's smile was flickering.
Somewhere soft and sad eyes looked into her. It was an expression she had seen so many times.
Ariel also knew that this was the expression Michael showed when he truly cared about her.
“This… please.”
What Ariel held out was a bag containing materials.
Michael's expression slightly crumpled as he opened the bag he had been handed and checked the ingredients inside.
“Is this what you went to get?”
"yes……."
Michael turned around and entered through the front door.
Ariel followed him silently.
Michael suddenly stopped and opened his mouth while looking at the garden.
“Ariel.”
“Go ahead.”
Michael turned around and looked straight at Ariel.
She also raised her head at his gaze.
“Do you have feelings for Rohan?”
She was silently surprised by the question.
Why are you asking this?
My face burned for a moment, but I quickly regained my composure.
Ariel answered.
"yes."

            There was no hesitation.
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It had been four days since Ariel had returned from Southend Plains.
“Take it.”
She looked down at the vial Michael had handed her. It was filled with a fluorescent liquid that looked like a blue ocean.
“Why are you giving this to me…….”
“This is a medicine that I wouldn’t have been able to make without you. That’s why I’m asking you to do it for me.”
“…….”
It was half true and half false.
It is true that Ariel brought the frost giant heart and hydra scales, but the remaining materials were provided by Michael and the Eclat family.
Michael's sudden disappearance was also to obtain materials. Also, thanks to the considerable financial support from the Eclat family, he was able to fill the gap in materials.
Compared to them, Ariel's performance was rather shabby. While she was hunting Hydra, Michael was gouging out the eyes of 'Arachne', a special-grade demon.
What was in this bottle was not just a simple cure.
Everyone's heart. It was the result of everyone's heart for Rohan mixing together, drop by drop.
‘Can I take on that kind of job?’
Then Michael's mouth opened.
“Hurry up. Rohan is in such a bad state that he is causing disruption to the swordsmanship classes. He is a great knight. Get trained under such a knight and become a proper knight as soon as possible.”
"All right."
Only then did Ariel turn around, her mind made up.
And then, without hesitation, he ran towards the Euclid mansion.
“……Rohan.”
Michael, who was left behind, stared at the place where she had left.
‘I hope you don’t make me regret this moment.’
For a very long time.
* * *
I felt this way back then too.
““Your name was Rohan, you said?”
The first time I called his name, when we met again.
When I first faced it with pride after I decided to live properly.
Then, just like now, my heart was pounding as if it was going to break.
I was a little surprised by his overbearing appearance, which was different from my memory.
But I quickly realized that he was reacting that way on purpose.
Rohan is a sword master. He even has the rank of Gamma.
Many people would have approached him under the guise of goodwill, trying to take advantage of him.
That's why I could understand Rohan's reaction.
Until I realized that reaction was the truth.
"Why did you save me?"
"“……There was no reason.”
Rohan, who answered himself like that, looked like someone whose emotions were dead.
Lifeless eyes, a meaningless voice that endlessly pushes away one's own heart, the direction of the feet that never try to face oneself.
All of it was screaming at Ariel.
The Rohan you remember is no longer there.
Instead of dry tears, blood flowed from between her tightly clenched lips. Ariel was in that much pain. So much so that she decided to take her own life.
"“……Ariel Riepenstein.”
When Ariel heard those words, she felt as if her life had finally changed.
"You, your name alone is meaningful."
It was a message announcing the end of a world where truth and lies cannot be distinguished.
It was the day I learned that truth lies within myself and that lies are nothing more than mere illusions.
From then on, I tried to live a different life.
Ariel Riepenstein, I wanted to live in the world as my whole self, not as a false mask.
I started to abandon hypocrisy, erase lies, and live as my pure self.
There were days when I was hated.
Suddenly, everyone started to look at him wondering why he was acting like this.
On the other hand, people who liked me also came to me one by one.
I'm talking about people who like your true face, not a nicely decorated mask.
“Do you have time tonight? Nothing else, I was thinking we could all get together and work on this project.”
It was the first day I felt genuine kindness.
And then I realized.
"If you don't want to be hated by anyone, you will end up being hated by everyone... "
If you want to be loved by someone, you have to be prepared to be hated by someone.
“Don’t be nervous, just act like you normally do. Just act like you normally do.”
Ariel arrived at the Euclid mansion and rang the doorbell.
The door opened right away, perhaps because I told Grace that I would visit her with some medicine.
Ariel arrived at the front door and faced Grace, who was waiting.
“I brought the remedy.”
“Come on in. You look a little tired.”
“Don’t worry…… about it.”
Ariel's body flinched as she passed by Grace. It was a natural reaction after seeing the majesty that had shattered the Southend Plains.
But he straightened his back and squared his shoulders again. He still resented Grace for being scared by such things.
“Where is Rohan’s room?”
“This way.”
Grace asked Ariel, who was walking behind her.
“Thank you. Thanks to you, I am glad that I was able to create a medicine to cure Rohan.”
“Don’t thank me. I did it because I wanted to.”
Grace just nodded in response, sharp as a shard of broken glass.
Ariel watched Grace's back.
To her, Grace was still an unresolved issue.
Between resentment and forgiveness.
Although I couldn't choose anything, my longing for my parents was leaning towards resentment.
‘Someday I… … will I have to kill you?’
Feelings of revenge, hatred, disillusionment, and distrust kept sprouting up whenever he encountered Grace.
But not now.
If you blindly thrust a knife in, consumed by emotions, you will be the one who gets hurt.
‘Building strength comes first. It’s not too late to make a choice then.’
Revenge was something that only those with strength could achieve.
Above all, I discovered a strange power within myself.
An unidentified power that manifested just before being killed by Hydra.
Now was the time to focus on that.
“They’re all here.”
Ariel nodded silently and opened the door and went inside.
Rohan was lying in bed.
Ariel grabbed the vial she had taken out of her bosom.
“Lord Rohan……”
Ariel carefully held Rohan's upper body and slowly poured the medicine into his mouth.
Grace, who was watching Rohan swallowing the blue liquid, came closer.
“Is it really true that if I just eat this, the spell on Rohan will be lifted?”
“Yes. It’s certain since our master made it. He just said it would take time.”
"how much?"
“Two or three hours at the fastest. Half a day at the longest.”
Ariel, who had finished giving Rohan all the medicine, put down the empty bottle and looked back.
“So, go and rest. I will be watching over you, Rohan.”
“No. Me too-”
“Please.”
Grace hesitated and reluctantly nodded.
Ariel looked down at Rohan, making sure she had left the room.
“It’s done now.”
I felt like the helplessness I had felt until now had been alleviated a little.
Rohan will soon come to his senses and wake up.
Waiting until then is nothing compared to what I've been waiting for so far.
“…….”
It was at that moment that Ariel remembered Michael's information.
‘… … It’s probably still a long way to go before the alcohol wears off, right?’
Didn't they say that everyone thinks the same way?
Suddenly, I had a desire to ask Rohan to do something.
“Lord Rohan? So… would you like to smile? Just once….”
"……All right."
Then Rohan laughed like an idiot.
Ariel also laughed along with him.
It was her favorite laugh in the world.
“Then this time…please stroke me.”
Ariel said that and cautiously stuck her head out.
My heart was pounding as if I had done something I shouldn't have done.
It was the moment when I raised my head, thinking that I should quit even now.
Tsdam tsdam.
A slightly rough but soft warmth gently rubbed Ariel's scalp.
A smile spread across her face.
‘What should I do? It’s so good!’
It was something that was normally unimaginable.
It was something that only happened in random dreams or idle fantasies.
Is this the compensation for all the mental anguish I've endured?
From then on, Ariel became free of any troubles.
“Please sit on my lap.”
"……All right."
“Now stroke it again…….”
Ariel, held in Rohan's arms, felt his touch with her eyes tightly shut as if she was being playful.
I was grateful to be alive.
How regrettable it would have been if I had died to Hydra back then.
As expected, these things happen only when you're alive.
At this moment, being alive itself felt like a blessing.
‘I should have learned “Freeze Time”… … .’
I wanted to capture this moment forever.
I didn't want to be stuffed like that and never open my eyes in Rohan's arms again.
Ariel soon opened her eyes and stared at Rohan's face.
Her gaze scanned his beautiful features, then passed over his eyebrows and nose, and stopped at his lips.
… … Gulp.
My salivary glands were exploding as if I had just seen some delicious food.
If you open your mouth right now and say those words, you will be able to taste it.
"here-"
For a moment, Ariel shut her mouth again.
‘… … This isn’t it.’
My mind suddenly opened.
‘No matter how much I want it, this can’t be done. Especially not if I’m unconscious.’
Rohan would be sad if he found out.
He is not an object.
You must not take it or possess it carelessly.
Moreover, Rohan… … .
"If you want, I'll love you too."
… … do not love yourself.
He already had someone he loved.
I didn't know who it was, but I was certain it wasn't me.
Taking his love for myself was like stealing.
"……someday."
That was a cowardly thing to do.
As if confessing to someone who was asleep, Ariel whispered into Rohan's eyes.
“Someday you will want me. I definitely will.”
Above all, I was confident.
You yourself know your own charm best.
I don't know who that person is, but I'm sure I can beat him.
Then suddenly I wanted to know.
Rohan, who the hell is the person he loves?
“The person Rohan loves…… please tell me.”
The moment he heard that question, Rohan's eyebrows twitched faintly.
Ariel watched Rohan's mouth open.
"that……."
That was when.
“……I think I’ve finished tormenting you, Ariel.”
Rohan's focus, which had been blurry, had returned.
* * *
I feel like I've had a lot of dreams.
In it, I became Grace's doll and Daisy's chair.
Ellie was a nobleman.
When Ariel came to see me, I was sweating a little.
“I never thought you’d ask something like that there…….”
I almost said it, but I was so drunk that I couldn't even answer.
How embarrassing it would be if someone else said something that you would be embarrassed to say even when you were sober.
“……We’ve overcome a difficult time.”
It's been a while since I've sat on my sofa at home, and it couldn't be more comfortable.
Of course, it would be better to be with Grace, but I can't be comfortable with Daisy and the Euclid family living in the same house.
The aftermath of stopping Queo's plan has come to an end.
It's fortunate that it's only this much. I, too, was prepared to lose an arm or a leg if I messed with Queos.
It was inevitable.
If Queos had moved properly, Springwind would have already fallen into his grasp.
And Michael.
The Riepenstein family must survive.
It's not that I like that kid at all.
If it's for my plan, to prepare for the 'Battle for the Demon World' that will begin someday.
Of course, I won't stay still. It would be better if that episode never happened. That's why I turned Rugal to my side.
“I need time to get myself together.”
Even if you learn swordsmanship and hone your magic through "Growth", there are limits.
I wanted to try increasing my growth level to overcome that limitation, but…
[To expand the level of “Growth” to ‘Lv.3’, strengthen the “Settings Shop”.]
Again, probability is needed.
To upgrade the settings shop, you need a probability of 500.
Even though there are quite a lot of probabilities gathered now, they only add up to about 400, and for that ‘setting’, there is a need to gather extra probabilities.
“That doesn’t mean there is no way.”
The way to help me grow is not necessarily through ‘settings’.
Up until now, I have grown up very comfortably. In some ways, it is almost unfair.
That doesn't mean I haven't paid the price. Up until now, I've paid quite a bit of probability and effort.
However, ‘growth’ always involves ‘pain’ and ‘enlightenment’.
If you have only endured pain up until now, there has been no enlightenment.
The enlightenment that comes through growth varies depending on what you input.
If you read a beginner's book, you will gain beginner's level of enlightenment, and if you read an advanced book, you will gain advanced level of enlightenment.
“River…….”
River Craft.
The master who helped Ellie, who dropped out of Springwind in the original, become an Archmage.
A character who can make even Michael look like a naked man who only knows how to do tricks, if only in terms of magic.
If you can be taught by her, you will be able to greatly enhance your magical abilities.
If I mix growth in there, I can become stronger, faster and more accurately.
“But I don’t know where he is.”
The problem is that I don't know where or how to find this person.
In the original work, he was a character who was only briefly mentioned by name and a few lines of description.
I don't even know what it looks like or what kind of personality it has.
Dooroo-
“This is Rohan.”
So what if you don't know? Just find out from now on.
[I heard the news. I'm glad you recovered.]
Jack Cloud.
I had the most extensive and accurate surveillance network in the empire.
“I’ll ask you how you’re doing later, but I have a personal favor to ask of you.”
[It's a personal request... ... Okay. But it can't be free.]
Even though Jack Cloud and I were cooperative, we weren't in a superior-subordinate relationship.
The last time Jack helped me, it was for Cornelia's sake.
If there was no such reason, no matter what the country did, Jack could not be used.
Still, since the incident was resolved safely, I thought I could help out at least this much.
“Looking for a person. Identity unknown. Name River Craft.”
[… …Why is she looking?]
Jack's voice sank as he heard the name.
In an atmosphere where I felt like I shouldn't ask, I took another step forward.
“As I said, it’s a personal matter. Judging from your reaction, it seems like you know something—”

            [Name: River Craft. She was imprisoned in the Agraine Isles for treason of the first degree, but has now escaped.]

Became the Savior of the Final Boss - Episode 78 (79/225)


                
                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                
                                § Promotion Test (1)
The top floor of the Administration Building.
Two men faced each other in the heart of a skyscraper overlooking Rottenbridge, the imperial financial district.
“Something unprecedented has happened.”
The man sitting at the crescent-shaped desk tapped the armrest with his fingertips. He was Madison Ross, the owner and manager of this skyscraper.
Unlike the leisurely Madison, the face of the man standing in front of her with his back to her was like hardened cement.
Madison continued.
“As you know, the security of the Agrain Islands has been breached. If this incident spreads to all countries, it is clear that the pride of the Empire will turn into shame in an instant.”
Those who knew the true nature of the Agrain Archipelago called it ‘Hell of Freedom.’
Around the archipelago, catastrophic "Mana Storms" raged all year round, and the water quality of the nearby seas was artificially changed so that even if you dipped your toes in, the water would melt all the way to the tip of your tongue.
The reason why the Agrain Archipelago is called a free hell is because of one policy.
“This is truly amazing. Even if you are a Weapon Master or an Archmage, you are useless there. There is a mana suppressor made specifically with ‘Black Stone’ embedded in the core.”
Unlike the ‘Ether Stone’ that stores mana, the ‘Black Stone’, similar to obsidian, was a mineral that stored mana but also decomposed it.
A black stone that fell to the ground was just an interesting pebble. But it was a different story if it came into direct contact with the skin or body.
“Everyone is equal before the mana suppressor developed by our technology bureau. It’s like death. Inspector Nana Javelin and everyone else becomes the same as an ordinary person.”
“Director.”
Javelin, the man who had been maintaining his posture without any hesitation, answered.
“The Agrain Archipelago is a place where even Sword Masters and 5th Circle level magicians have given up on escaping. It is impossible to escape that hell with a body that cannot use mana.”
“Yeah, that’s it!”
An excited Madison jumped up and approached Javelin.
Then he swung his sword at the Javelin's rough and rugged desert-like face.
“Helper. Without an insider, you can’t even dream of breaking out. So who is the helper? Who helped Rivercraft, why, and how!”
“Our internal investigation found no evidence of any assistance.”
“No. We just haven’t discovered it, but it doesn’t mean it doesn’t exist. Just as we can’t see the vast expanse of space, it doesn’t mean it doesn’t exist.”
Still, Inspector Javelin did not give in.
“I can guarantee you there wasn’t any.”
At that moment, Madison's face turned greedy.
“If it doesn’t exist, just make it exist, Inspector.”
“…….”
“Someone has to take responsibility for this. As it happens, the warden of the Agraine Archipelago is my relative.”
“What a coincidence.”
“Yes, it is a coincidence! But, sir.”
Madison paused for a moment, then bent her pointing finger.
The eyes of the javelin, resembling a crouching beast, stared at the ring on Madison's index finger. The Ross family crest was engraved on the gemstone of the ring.
Madison continued.
“……I don’t want my relatives to be harmed by something that happened accidentally.”
An invisible pressure was tightening around Javelin.
There was no visible external force like mana.
What was holding him back was the status the world had created and the power that only those in that status could agree on.
Director of Administration Madison Ross laughed, revealing her teeth.
“Rivercraft, you were the one who arrested her. If you look closely, you are quite ruthless. Even if she is a traitor, you personally threw the person who was once your blood relative and sister into Agrain.”
At those words, Javelin's thick eyebrows curved like wavy lines.
“Are you doubting me now?”
“Really? How could anyone doubt the most loyal Javelin Inspector in the Empire?”
Madison reached into her coat pocket, took out a cigar, and put it in Javelin's mouth.
“I only fear inevitability. The product of countless coincidences. Of course I believe in you. But at the same time, I also believe in fate.”
Madison continued speaking amidst the embers of his cigar.
“Shouldn’t someone be held accountable for that inevitability? Inspector Javelin.”
Javelin took a deep breath of smoke as the voice clung to his eardrums from his earlobes.
* * *
‘Crescent Mountain’ was a ‘phenomenon zone’ strangely located in the middle of the city.
Unlike other places where mountains and fields disappeared during the urban planning process and buildings and streets were built, the sight of Crescent Mountain left unmanaged and abandoned brought about a strange sense of alienation in the hearts of many.
“A lot will depend on whether you pass this test or not.”
I looked at the students, each of whom was well prepared. Behind me, the entrance to Crescent Mountain was spread out.
“But this test is not everything. It is just a small obstacle, and you don’t have to be discouraged if you can’t overcome it. This is only a small part of the many obstacles that await you.”
Today was the day the students took the ‘promotion test.’
All students at Springwind must take a major advancement exam once a year.
The results of the test are clear.
If you pass, you stay, if you don't, you leave.
It's like a kind of filter.
“Passing the entrance exam is meaningless if you don’t grow beyond that.”
This means that we have adapted to reality and given up on development.
Regardless of who they are, wizards and knights should never stagnate.
We must always develop and move in the right direction.
“The moment you stop, your life’s limits are set. This is especially true for professions like magicians and knights who have to risk their lives.”
If you lack the skills, it is the school and the professor's role to provide you with a position that matches your skills.
In the process, only excellent and insufficient talents are selected.
“So do your best. Do your best, and survive on this crescent mountain for a fortnight. That’s the condition for this year’s promotion exam.”
The location of last year's promotion exam was Shaddon.
There were twelve casualties at that time.
However, the difficulty level of this year's exam has been adjusted downwards.
It was because public opinion had worsened internally due to the recent Krundale subjugation test and the Freddy incident.
It was strange that the difficulty level was not adjusted when donor students were added to it.
“The way to survive is your choice. It doesn’t matter whether you dig a hole to hide or hang on a tree. If you want to give up the test or feel your life is in danger, press the red button here.”
He waved the signal flag he was holding slightly so that everyone could see it.
“Professor Grace and I, who are on patrol, will go to the rescue as soon as we receive the signal. Any questions?”
“Me!”
A student in the distance raised his hand and jumped up so I could see him. I gestured.
“Sleep is okay, but what about food?”
“You have to figure it out yourself.”
Since he asked me an obvious question, I answered as if it were obvious.
Then Ellie, who was near me, opened her mouth.
“Then what about something like a team? Since you can form a team in any way you want, right?”
“You can team up or form alliances, as you wish. However, I do not recommend having more than three people.”
As expected, it's Elida. You can tell from the way she asks the team first.
But that's why this test will feel more difficult.
"why?"
“If you’re curious, try it yourself. I won’t stop you. Just make sure the traffic light is on before you do it.”
“…….”
Ellie's lips went in.
The reason we were told not to exceed three people was because of the ‘mana distortion’ phenomenon.
You will learn what the Mana Distortion phenomenon is when you experience it for yourself. If you took a liberal arts course in physical geography, you would have already learned it.
Crescent Mountain was a special place not only for the empire but also for the world.
“Then I have conveyed the warnings… Professor, do you have anything else to say?”
"uh?"
When I turned my head, Grace, who had been blankly staring at me, slightly shook her shoulders.
It seemed like he was worried about the students.
Well, this mountain would be too much for Sword Auror level students.
Even so, if the difficulty level goes down below this, there is no point in taking the test.
Even though I sometimes call Springwind a shabby school, it doesn't change the fact that it is the most prestigious school in the Empire.
Even if there are donor students mixed in, there is a need to teach them a little harshly if you think about the future.
Grace said.
“The test location is at the bottom and top of the mountain. However, please avoid approaching the top of the mountain where the concentration of mana is high. No matter what happens, your safety comes first. Now, let’s begin the promotion test.”
The students' faces began to show a serious expression.
I approached Grace, who was watching the students advance towards Crescent Mountain one by one.
“Are you worried?”
“A little. But I’m sure all of our students will pass safely.”
“I agree. Students’ skills have improved significantly recently.”
These are not words made up to comfort Grace.
In fact, students' skills had improved compared to the beginning of the semester.
What stood out were the donating students. Most of them had now reached the entry level of Aura users.
It may be because Grace taught me well, but there were other reasons as well.
I looked away for a moment and stared at Ellie's back as she walked away.
“I’ve been thinking about that lately.”
“What do you think?”
“I wonder if talent really exists.”
A month has passed since I woke up from the clutches of domination.
In the meantime, I taught Ellie from time to time.
But lately, Ellie's swordsmanship skills have been unusual.
It was a surprising growth rate, to the point where it made you wonder if he really had no talent for swordsmanship.
It's not like an aura appeared out of nowhere.
Ellie used only circles for swordsmanship.
If we consider the process of substitution of the spell manifested in the circle, Ellie's growth should be slower than it is now.
However, Ellie was accumulating skills at an even faster rate, as if to defy such common sense.
“Isn’t it just that we live at different speeds?”
Grace answered as she stroked the back of Ellie's head with a look of inner pride in her eyes.
“The speed at which it takes to complete something. Just as everyone lives their lives at a different pace.”
Maybe it's because it's Grace that she can answer that question with certainty.
In the past, she was a person far from a weapon master.
It was the same for me.
No matter how given the situation was and what setting existed to support it, I didn't think I had the talent to teach someone like a professor.
But contrary to expectations, I became an associate professor. As I lived for Grace, I found myself becoming like that.
He is also an associate professor at Springwind, a school where the best talents in the empire gather.
“That could be the case.”
“At least that’s what I think. In the end, whether you can do it or not is a matter of giving up.”
Grace walked forward after confirming that all the students had entered.
“Let’s go too, Rohan.”
“Yes, professor.”
Following Grace, I also walked towards Crescent Mountain.
As Grace's hair swayed with every step, a certain spell carved into the nape of her neck could be seen.
That ritual was engraved in me too.
* * *
Ellis, who had parted ways with the students at the entrance, was walking along the mountain path alone.
“Oh…….”
Everything I saw before my eyes seemed new. It was as if I had lived without even knowing that a place like this existed in the middle of the city.
“It’s strangely pretty.”
The scenery of Crescent Mountain was no different from any other forest.
One thing that was different was the color.
The trees, the leaves, the grass, the rocks, and even the soil were all covered in ashen color.
It was a landscape where everything had faded away, as if it would turn to ash and disappear at the slightest touch.
“I heard that a long time ago, all photos and videos were in black and white… Is that what it feels like?”
Even though it has faded, the thrill of nature and the awe that comes from it have not rusted at all.
Rather, I felt like I was anchored in an unfamiliar world with a more mysterious atmosphere.
“First, let’s find a place to make a hideout. We’ll have to hold out for two weeks… But why do you keep talking to yourself? Are you scared, Ellie?”
In contrast to that atmosphere, Crescent Mountain looked a bit gloomy.
Something might pop up out of nowhere. And you're alone.
More than anything, what Ellis feared the most was ‘ghosts.’
“Me too, what’s so scary about that—”
rustling
“What, what, what?!”
Ellis, who shuddered, aimed her sword in the direction from which the sound had come. The sword was also trembling, as if to reflect her current state of mind.
“Who is it? Is there someone over there…?”
Ellis, who was watching the bushes, was already on the verge of crying.
That was when.
“Rabbit…? It was a rabbit!”
A gray rabbit poked its head out between the bushes.
Ellis let out the breath she had been holding when she saw the cute rabbit.
“You surprised me for nothing, idiot. But I’ll let it go because you’re cute.”
He put away his sword and moved back to his seat.
Perhaps thanks to meeting the rabbit, Ellis' expression seemed to lighten significantly.
‘The promotion test is just a piece of gum. At this level, I’ll last not just two weeks, but half a year.’
Ellis was well aware of the rumors about Crescent Mountain.
I've also heard horror stories about a special beast that has yet to be discovered, and that if you step foot in, you will be consumed by the mountain's mana and lose all your color.
But when I actually came in, I immediately realized that the rumors were just rumors.
“Still, there’s no way the professor and Rohan would have given this test for no reason.”
There must be some hidden intention.
So, figuring that out is the key to this test.
Then Ellis' eyes lit up as she discovered a good place.
“This tree is good! It’s the perfect size!”
What Ellis discovered was a dense, old tree.
The method she chose was the ground. She nodded as she slowly examined the texture of the tree branches.
“The advantage of a wooden stronghold is that it provides a good view. The height is also just right. You won’t fall down while sleeping.”
Her experience following the Knights, like during the last subjugation exam, was another weapon for her.
For the knights who frequently go on expeditions, camping is a basic necessity.
I was fully aware of the conditions for location selection and the pros and cons that came with it.
“The downside is that if you disguise it half-heartedly, you’ll be exposed to the enemy right away… but that won’t happen to me.”
Ellis looked around at the ground where the tree had taken root.
Then he counted something with his hands and cleared away the twigs and stones that had piled up on the floor.
Swish- Swish-
A spell began to be etched onto the floor along Ellis' fingertips.
The finished recipe after a while.
She shook off the dirt from her hands and performed the ritual with the circle she had cast.
Woof-
The next moment, mana rose up like a mist around them.
Ellis slowly stepped back out of the abyss and looked up at the tree.
The tree, which had been vibrant and alive until just a moment ago, was now dead, as if it had been abandoned for a very long time.
“Okay. With this level of ‘confusion,’ even a demon would be easily fooled.”
Ellis smiled proudly as she looked at her own illusionary magic.
To make sure you don't forget your location, you can even set up a "flag" that only you can recognize.
“Hee, as expected, I am Ellis Eclat. I am truly destined to become a Weapon Master!”
Ellis, who seemed to have never been scared before, walked along the mountain path again with a jolt in her step.
Now the accommodation has been resolved.
All that was left were the food and water that had to be consumed today.
‘Water can be made with magic, the problem is eating it… … .’
But I don't remember even glancing at anything worth eating on the way here.
There were no wild strawberries or other berries that are commonly found.
All the plants that inhabited Crescent Mountain were unfamiliar.
It's to the point where you wonder when these grasses and trees existed.
‘If it doesn’t work out, I guess I’ll have to hunt. I saw a rabbit earlier… … .’
In an instant, purple berries began to form drops above Ellis' eyes.
A fruit that looks like a blueberry magnified several dozen times.
“Found it!”
Ellis smiled brightly as she discovered an unidentified fruit growing on a tree.
The fruit was hanging quite high. It was the moment when I was about to climb the tree to pick the fruit.
Swish.
“……!”
A cold, sharp sensation dug deep into the right side of my neck.
Ellis, her whole body frozen, looked down at her own face reflected in the sword.
‘What? A surprise attack? Who the hell… … Could it be because of that fruit?’
Someone said.

            “It would be better not to move.”
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“……Are you Ariel?”
I knew it the moment I heard the voice.
I saw a lot of kendo.
Above all, I felt no murderous intent behind my back.
“That fruit is mine.”
Alice snorted at Ariel's answer.
“You even pointed a sword at your friend just because of that? Don’t you think that’s a bit too much?”
“Friend? Listen carefully, Ellis Eclat. This is a test. Do you think you can pass this promotion test by being obsessed with relationships? I can’t believe it. I didn’t think you would take Springwind lightly.”
“……I thought you had changed a little, but you’re still the same.”
Only then does Ariel put away her sword.
Ellis, who was nervous even though she had no intention of killing, rubbed the back of her neck where the sword had touched. The unpleasantness of iron still lingered there.
When I looked back, Ariel was looking up at the fruit.
“It’s a little funny.”
“What is it?”
“That’s right. Our noble Ariel Riepenstein pulled out her sword just for that one fruit.”
Ariel responded nonchalantly to Ellis' sarcasm.
“I guess you still don’t know the value of that fruit.”
“Worth? What value? Is it expensive? Or is it really delicious? I’ve never seen it before.”
“That’s not what I meant. The name of that fruit is ‘Eye of the Demon’.”
“The devil’s eye? What’s the name… It looks really delicious.”
Ariel jumped lightly in an instant and came down with one of the fruits. Ellis's gaze turned to the fruit. Looking closely, she saw that the fruit's skin had vein-like lines running down it.
“Contrary to its name, it tastes good and is very nutritious.”
“But why the devil’s eyeball? The angel’s eyeball… Ah, this is a bit like that too. Anyway, leaving aside the good names… Ouch!”
slap.
Ariel slapped Ellis' hand without hesitation as she tried to take the fruit.
“The reason it’s called the Demon’s Eye is because… it’s so precious. There’s even a proverb about this fruit.”
“Proverb? What proverb?”
“If there is someone you hate so much that you want to kill them, put the devil’s eye in their hand.”
"what?"
Ariel bit into the eye of the demon that she had wiped with her sleeve.
“……It’s so addictive that I want to kill it and take it away.”
A bleak smile appeared on Ariel's lips as she swallowed the fruit.
“And this fruit, the only food available on Crescent Mountain. There are currently 195 people taking this test. I guarantee that someone will have to starve for two weeks. During that time, there are only about 30 people who can survive by eating this fruit.”
“That means…….”
“As expected. We might end up fighting each other because of this.”
Ellis slowly moved her gaze and looked up at the fruits on the tree.
Gulp, I swallowed my dry saliva. It was a completely unexpected problem.
That didn't last long, and soon Ellis, with her arms crossed, smiled awkwardly.
“Hey, hey, no way! We’re going to fight over something we barely have to eat? We’re not even kids…….”
Ariel, on the other hand, smiled.
“You probably don’t know because you’ve never been hungry before, but there’s no stimulus better than hunger.”
He remembered what Ariel had said to him before.
At the time, I just thought it was a sad past, but now that I look back, it wasn't a problem that could be laughed off with some kind of pitiful pity.
“Will that really happen?”
“Well, I guess it’ll be okay for about three days. In my experience, people go crazy after four days.”
“……!”
The silence that came to Ellis stole her smile. It was not the time to just giggle. The situation was more serious than it looked.
‘That’s right. Even during my academy days, I trained myself to not eat anything for a week. I almost died back then, but after two weeks… … .’
If it was Rohan or Grace, it would have been okay to not eat for a month, not two weeks.
However, students including Ellis do not have bodies that are fully developed to that extent.
At best, it has just shed one shell.
Moreover, the bodies of students entering the growth period needed more nutrients than usual.
Ariel, who was watching Ellis' serious state, smiled inwardly.
‘Ellis Eclat. Not a bad taste, but secretly fun to tease.’
I wonder if she has developed feelings for him or not. It's been fun to watch Ellis' reactions lately.
Ariel hurried to move before she realized what was going on inside her.
“Then I will take that fruit.”
“Why are you suddenly talking like that?”
“Information fee. Did that answer your question?”
“No, it didn’t work at all? ……Wait a minute, this will work!”
Ellis clapped her hands. It would have been nice if they hadn't been fighting over the fruit in the first place.
“You, come with me.”
Ariel frowned at those words. She then answered Ellis with a look of contempt.
“I don’t like it. It’s annoying.”
“I’ll just eat one a day. Okay?”
“No. And I only need to eat one of those berries a day.”
“I’ve already prepared a place to sleep. It’s on top of a tree, so the view is good! Huh?”
“I don’t like it. I hate high places.”
“Then I’ll stand guard at night. Call?”
"no, I do not want."
Caddeuk⸺
Ellis, unable to bear the continued rejection, finally exploded.
“Why! Why don’t you like it? If I bend this much, you’ll have to do it at least once—”
“Because I don’t like it.”
"……hey!"
“Surprise. Then I’ll take the fruit.”
Ariel, completely unfazed, quickly picked five fruits from the tree and put them in her backpack.
“I hope we don’t have to meet again in the future.”
And then he left without any regrets.
Ellis, her forehead completely red, shouted as if throwing a stone at the back of her head.
“Yeah! Go, go! You deadly girl… You’re going to eat it anyway, so why not hunt it and eat it? I saw a plump rabbit earlier!”
Ariel stopped in her tracks for a moment and doubted her ears.
“……A rabbit?”
“Why, do you think of meat? But what can I do because I feel sorry? While you were eating fruit like a herbivore, I was eating meat—”
“Wake up, Eclat. What are you talking about?”
“Huh? What are you talking about…….”
Ellis, who had been acting all angry, closed her mouth when she saw Ariel's stiff attitude.
Ariel returned to Alice again and became serious.
“Can’t you feel the mana here? The Crescent Mountain is a place where weak animals cannot survive.”
Ellis's mouth opened in a daze at those words. The mana of this mountain was certainly thick and turbid.
Toki, let alone a bear, couldn't survive.
‘Then what about that rabbit… … ?’
For a moment, it felt like the world was moving away.
* * *
“……I wonder who got the fruit first.”
I was patrolling the lower part of Crescent Mountain. Grace was in charge of the upper part.
On my way here, I occasionally ran into students. Of course, I hid my presence so they wouldn't notice me.
Most students were either looking for or creating a place to live.
It's a good choice. Since you'll be staying here for two weeks, a place to sleep will also be important.
But there was something overlooked.
There's something more important than sleep on this test.
Except for a few 'phenomena', Crescent Mountain is not a very dangerous area.
The demons that only appear at night are also level 7, so if you don't let your guard down, you should be able to deal with them without much difficulty.
There are two important things.
First, food.
Second, ‘Current Status’.
The only food available on Crescent Mountain is Demon's Eye.
Even that is extremely rare. If you collect everything and divide it in half, it would barely be enough to feed 50 people for two weeks.
Due to the nature of the area, where the concentration of mana is high and the flow frequently twists, most animals cannot live there.
“……The thing to be most careful about is the ‘present situation.’”
The reason I warned you not to gather in groups of more than three was because of the ‘mana distortion’ phenomenon that occurs on this mountain.
There are so many phenomena in this world. Even the central library of Springwind has a warning sign posted.
There are many causes, but the most representative one was the distortion of mana.
To briefly define the ‘phenomenon’, it is the distortion of the mana in the atmosphere, creating a natural or artificial ‘arrangement’.
The arrangement is the foundation of the strings and the song, that is, the formula.
If the flow is distorted to the point that it means the mana in that area is unstable.
If such mana were to respond to a randomly arranged spell, no one would know what kind of magic would be revealed.
Small amounts of basic elements will cause wind and rain or snow storms.
On a larger scale, natural disasters like the "Auror Storm" could occur.
The worst phenomenon is the ‘distortion of space and time.’ If I get caught up in that, even I can’t guarantee anything.
“Even so, I don’t think you need to worry.”
The odds of such a worst-case scenario occurring are astronomically low.
Also, the mana flowing through the Crescent Mountain is not so vast as to interfere with space and time.
Still, the Empire closed this place down just in case.
Just the occurrence of a ‘phenomenon’ was designated as a danger zone, and the empire was always afraid of ‘what ifs’, of ‘coincidences’.
- I don't know whether to call it a jailbreak or a disappearance.
My thoughts naturally drifted to other matters.
“Rivercraft…….”
At that time Jack Cloud answered me like this.
―She clearly ‘disappeared’ from the surveillance camera footage. The eyewitness accounts were also consistent.
Rivercraft is a capable archmage who can raise Ellie to be an archmage.
Among the high-level magic above circle 6, there are also so-called ‘teleport’ magics such as ‘space leap’ and ‘portal’.
However, from what I remember, all the prisoners in the Agrain Islands have special mana controllers implanted in their bodies, not attached to them.
I knew about it because there was an episode related to the ‘Black Stone’ in the original work. Michael had a hard time because of that black stone.
“……How can I find this person?”
Even the surveillance network of the management office couldn't detect it.
There wasn't even the slightest clue.
According to Jack Cloud, it is likely that he has already fled across the border to another country.
“We have no choice but to change the plan.”
Then, the only ones left are ‘Merlin’s Avatar’ and ‘Master of the World Tree’.
It's fortunate if we don't die as soon as we meet.
These are beings who transcend the world to the point where things like justice and destiny feel like a joke.
Because there are quite a few monsters in this world who live without being bound by standards like formulas.
That was when.
“But can I just try one of those?”
“No.”
“Oh, why? You ate one earlier.”
Ellie and Ariel's conversation could be heard nearby.
I changed direction and hid among the bushes, trying to make as little noise as possible, and watched them.
“Because I found it. Are you dissatisfied?”
“Tch, you little bastard!”
“What did you say? A little girl?”
“Yeah, you little bastard! You little bastard!”
“……Stop it.”
“Greedy, gluttonous, and a stickler!”
What the heck is a tack bat… … ?
Anyway, the opponent is Ariel, so is it okay to mess with her like that? If you keep doing that, you might end up being the first to retire.
“Okay, okay! Now, eat as much as you want. Are you done now?”
“Hehe, I should have given it to you earlier~”
“……I should have brought some headache medicine.”
Surprisingly, it was Ariel who surrendered.
As I expected, the sword light would have swept through. It seemed like things between the two had gotten better than before.
By the way, Ariel.
The reactions I get from him have become colder than before.
I think it might be because of that… … .
"Please pat me."
I didn't know that would happen to me.
I thought you'd use your dominance to get her to sit on my lap and stroke my head.
Well, it must have been embarrassing to death that you got caught by me along the way.
"“This, this is... a dream! It's a dream!”
After saying that, he ran away. After that, he didn't even try to make eye contact with me.
I understand.
I heard from Ellie that you risked your life and went all the way to Southend Plains to get the ingredients for the elixir I ate.
Even if you're a sword expert, you can't guarantee your life there. You probably wanted to receive at least a small reward.
I was a little grateful.
I could tell how much sincerity there was towards me.
I believed that it would become dull over time.
As is the case with everything in the world.
Contrary to such beliefs, Ariel's mind only became clearer.
As my heart goes out to Grace.
“…….”
I quietly activated the spell engraved on my neck.
Just like when he attacked Amon last time, his appearance was changing due to "Persona".
Let's forget about that for a moment.

            Now is the time to focus on the promotion exam.
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                                § Promotion Test (3)
‘I really want to hit that guy in the back of the head.’
If only I could do something about that damned clever guy's back, even just once, I'd have no more wishes.
“Ariel.”
“Why is that?”
“Can I hit you on the back of the head?”
“……Is that what you call talking now?”
It was ridiculous.
I couldn't tell whether to call that honest or stupid.
But, it's something I can't stand to hear someone say that they want to hit the back of my head right in front of me.
Swish.
Ariel silently reached for her sword. Ellis, startled by the sight, waved her hand away.
“That, what I mean is, I don’t want to hit you, I want to try hitting you…….”
“That’s it. Get out of the way!”
Ariel pushed Ellis aside and raised her sword into the air.
visor-!
A metallic sound echoing through the quiet mountains.
Ellis, who had fallen on her buttocks, looked up at the scene unfolding before her eyes without even having time to get angry.
"what……?"
A mysterious doll that is locked in a sword fight with Ariel.
It had the shape of a human being, but the shape kept scattering and coming together like the night fog.
'government ordinance?'
Ariel's wrist, which was glaring at the spirit, began to tremble along with her sword.
“Eclat!”
Alice woke up to Ariel's shout and started using her magic spell.
Damn it!
The ice crystals that rapidly froze the son-in-law rushed towards the spirit.
The spirit glanced at Ellis and quickly stepped back.
Alice ran over to stand next to Ariel without even having time to shake off the dirt on her clothes.
“Isn’t that a guardian spirit?”
Guardian spirit.
Unlike demons, guardian spirits are classified as ‘spirits’ as their name suggests.
It originates from nature and mana, and its shape and properties vary depending on the habitat.
The visible guardian spirit before my eyes had a human form.
And he even uses a sword.
The movements are also unusual.
Ariel thought.
‘If you look at it from a demonic perspective, it’s at least level 4, no, level 3.’
I already had experience fighting Hydra and the Deep Salmon in Southend.
If it's level 3, you can deal with it without any problems.
Ariel, having made her decision, fired her aura.
“I’ll take control, so you support me.”
"okay!"
A dark aura crawls up the sword. Ariel leaps towards the guardian spirit.
The guardian spirit, Rohan, who had been watching her approach while scattering black mana, straightened his posture.
‘Let’s check how much you’ve grown so far.’
This was also part of the promotion test.
Real life and training are different.
While some perform well in training, others perform better in real life than in training.
That is why, in this promotion test, Rohan and Grace intended to gauge the students’ ‘real-life skills’.
Kaang⸺
A blade that dug into the guardian spirit's side in an instant.
Soon, Ariel's sword strike struck without mercy.
‘It seems like you’ve learned quite a bit under Grace. At this level, you’re a sword expert. You’ll be good enough to take the knight exam in a few months.’
Until just two months ago, Ariel was an Auror user.
However, the majesty displayed now easily surpassed the level of Sword Expert.
Chaeng-! Chaeng⸺!
There are no gaps in the part where the inspection continues.
The trajectory, which continued like a single line, was close to perfect.
It was a movement that was impossible without perfecting the basics.
Ariel stopped attacking for a moment and changed her posture.
‘This is… …!’
It was a stabbing posture.
It was also a stabbing technique that Rohan had personally taught her.
Pfft!
The tip of her sword instantly reached the guardian spirit's forehead.
It was a much slower pace than his thrusts, but even that was barely fast enough to keep up.
‘Ariel Riepenstein… … .’
As time passes, you will grow from Sword Master to Weapon Master.
Ariel's growth rate was so incredible that even Rohan was amazed.
‘… … But it’s still far away.’
The reason Ariel was able to push Rohan to this extent was because he was watching her.
In case there was any concern about the phenomenon, he was not even using small magic techniques, let alone coming.
Moreover, this is a test.
It is an assessment to measure capabilities, not a battle where you have to risk your life.
“Be careful, Ariel!”
As soon as Ellis shouted, the guardian spirit disappeared like fog.
Ariel, who was preparing for "The Four Seasons and Summer", came to her senses the moment his sword touched her wrist.
Woof!
Shards of broken ice flew up before each other's eyes.
Before she knew it, solid ice had surrounded Ariel's entire body.
At the same time, a cold air that seemed to freeze the lungs quickly advanced toward the guardian spirit.
Damn it!
Ice picks shoot out from where he was standing.
Ellis performed a spell behind Rohan, who leaped into the air.
“!”
puck!
Ellis approached and spoke triumphantly, looking at the Guardian Spirit who had fallen on the floor.
“I think it would be better for you to provide support, Ariel?”
“……Stop acting like you know everything.”
Ellis's magic speed and power were already at the level of the 4th circle.
It was the result of acknowledging one's own limitations.
Soon, Ellis' swords, which had been launched with "Symphony", surrounded the guardian spirit.
“But aren’t spirits protected? If you kill one, you’ll get fined.”
“Only the spirits of the Pallasgreen region, where the World Tree exists, are protected. In fact, there is a reward for capturing the spirits that live in such places.”
“Bounty? I don’t really need money… Should I just let you go?”
Ellis, who had been thinking with her arms crossed, stared at the guardian spirit.
Ariel answered, putting away her sword.
“Once they invade our territory, they’ll keep coming to drive us out. Let’s deal with them before they become a nuisance.”
“You really don’t have an ounce of mercy, do you?”
“I didn’t say I was going to kill you.”
“Then what are we going to do? He keeps attacking me… What, where did he go?”
Before I knew it, the guardian spirit had disappeared without a trace.
* * *
While they were arguing, I secretly escaped, deactivated my persona, and hid on a nearby cliff.
“Ariel Riepenstein, Ellis Eclat. A-level practical skills, no, A+ if you consider teamwork. Not bad.”
Ariel and Ellie's scores were recorded in a window displayed as a hologram.
There are three things that will be graded on this test.
Practical, survival and crisis management skills.
Of these, the most important is practical ability.
Ariel was as expected. She was unrivaled not only in the swordsmanship department but also within Springwind.
Ellie… … seemed to have put in more effort than expected.
If swordsmanship had been added to magic, it would have been on the same level as Ariel.
Moreover, there was no hesitation in attacking.
Unlike before, there is no hesitation in inflicting fatal damage to the enemy.
Thanks to that, my back still hurts a little from being hit by the Ice Spear.
“Now the rest of the students…….”
At that moment, Grace's voice came through the earphones.
[Rohan.]
“Yes, professor.”
[I finished Patrick, Jane, and Reuben's records.]
“Patrick, Jane, Reuben… I just checked. We’ve also finished Ariel and Ellis’ records.”
[I checked too. There… … .]
“Go ahead.”
Grace, who had been silent for a moment, continued speaking.
[Later… …Do you want to eat dinner together?]
“Then I’ll think of the menu. We have to finish twenty people by today, so I’ll tell you as soon as I’m done.”
[Okay. I'll finish up quickly and go.]
After ending the call, I stretched happily.
I don't know if it's just me, but Grace has changed a lot lately.
I guess you could call him a proactive person. He would ask me this question first when I was eating or leaving work.
It seemed like I had become a lot more comfortable.
“Let’s hurry up and finish this.”
Without even a moment to rest, he set off to find the next students.
I wanted to see Grace's face soon.
* * *
A night when everything on the mountain shines brightly.
A world made of colorless material, as if the Milky Way had been moved.
A beautiful and yet bizarre landscape flickered in Ellis' eyes.
“You seem a bit strange.”
Ariel, sitting at the center of that world, felt no discomfort at all.
Everything about them, including their gestures, voice, and facial features, felt like they were from this world.
The wonder. Ariel's beauty was of that kind.
“Me?”
"huh."
The sound of a waterfall could be heard in the distance. Ariel, perched on a branch opposite, was looking up at the silvery moon.
“It’s all just so amazing. Like the resemblance to the Riepenstein family, and that weird aura, and…….”
Ellis, who remembered the last time, touched her broad forehead for no reason.
“Is that a horn?”
Until now she hadn't asked anything, but that day Ellis clearly saw.
The small, black ‘horn’ that sprouted from Ariel’s forehead.
“You, what are you?”
“What does that mean?”
“No, what I mean is… are you a person?”
The next moment, Ariel turned her head and looked at Alice.
Ellis, who suddenly encountered her, avoided eye contact.
“Eclat.”
“Oh, it’s nothing! I was just saying that because I was bored, hehe…….”
“Look straight ahead. Don’t turn your head.”
"……huh."
Only then does Ellis face Ariel properly.
Ariel tilted her head with her usual expression.
“Do I still not seem human?”
It was a person.
It had to be a human.
If a person who looked like a person like that wasn't a person, that would be even scarier.
“Then back then, the horn… what was it?”
“Well, I don’t know.”
Ariel turned her gaze again and looked up at the sky.
Distorted starlight was pouring down vertically in the thick mana.
At the same time, memories of her that had been pushed far away also poured into my head.
‘At least in my body, different blood flows from yours.’
It was a secret that could never be told.
‘My mother was from another world, and my father loved her like that.’
It was a forbidden past that could not be revealed to anyone.
‘That’s how I was born… … .’
Her mother was a stranger from a strange world.
I'm not sure.
All she knew about the truth was the will left behind in a letter from her deceased father.
But whatever the truth is, it doesn't matter anymore.
I realized that what I believed was true.
Even if he is a demon hated by everyone in this world, even if he is a being that deserves to die from the moment he is born⸺.
‘But I’m not the devil.’
If she believes, she is not the devil.
‘How should I use this power… … .’
Ellis also seemed to know nothing about the horn.
Not only that, but no one would know.
Such a phenomenon was unprecedented.
Then a question arose.
‘What is the difference between humans and demons?’
The demons we encountered last time in Krundale.
Their mana resembled his own.
The difference is that they are devils and I am human.
That was all.
‘Then, am I going to become a monster like this…?’
He knew best what had happened to him.
It was definitely a demonization.
The horns often seen on monsters were evidence of this.
Ariel, who couldn't find the answer, asked calmly.
“If that's the case.”
“Huh? Where?”
“What if something like the last incident happens again—”
Ariel was speechless.
At those words, Ellis's face darkened noticeably.
Ariel, who thought she had said something unnecessary, quickly changed direction.
“……For example, someone may have been deceiving you.”
Then Ellis' expression brightened.
"doesn't care."
“It doesn’t matter?”
“If there’s something wrong, just correct it.”
Ariel was amazed at Ellis's innocence in answering so simply.
“That’s a lie to you. What you thought you liked was actually a fabrication—”
“I don’t know what you’re talking about, but it’s a mistake to like someone based on their outer shell.”
"husks……?"
Ellis smiled broadly, keeping her balance while crossing her legs on a tree branch.
“Whether it’s a friend or something else, if you like someone only by looking at their appearance, isn’t that more deceiving? Hehe, that’s how I am anyway.”
……okay.
Maybe that's why I can't hate Eclat.
Ariel asked in a voice that seemed to disappear into the wind.
“So, do you think of me as… a friend?”
Ariel threw those words away and shut her eyes tightly.
I was afraid of what the answer would be.
This was a first.
“…….”
But even after a long time, there was no answer.
When I slowly opened my eyes, Ellis, who had been smiling just a moment ago, was no longer there.
“Eclat?”
“Ariel! Come down here!”
Ellis, who had already gone down the tree, was waving while holding something.
A sigh escaped Ariel's lips.
‘I was a fool to expect anything from that fool.’
And that was the moment when Ellis landed lightly in front of him.
Ariel, seeing what Ellis was holding, pulled out her sword and shouted.
“Put that down.”
“Huh? Why are you like that all of a sudden?”
"hurry!"
Ellis took a step back at Ariel's frightening attitude, which had changed to the point where she was even pointing her sword at him.
“Calm down. It’s just a rabbit!”
“That rabbit is the problem. Did you forget what I said earlier?”
Indeed, in Ellis' arms was the rabbit she had seen during the day.
Ellis answered as if there was no problem.
“Look straight into those eyes. Does this guy look like a demon?”
“…….”
Ariel calmed herself down and looked closely at the rabbit.
I didn't feel any mana.
It was just an ordinary rabbit.
‘Still, it’s strange. There’s a rabbit living in a place like this?’
A normal rabbit would have already suffocated from the mana here.
In fact, Ariel and Ellis felt short of breath, as if they were in an oxygen-poor high-altitude area.
“I was a little scared when I heard that too, but I can’t just kill something so cute.”
“When do you handle emergency food?”
“Oh, anyway! This is just a regular rabbit. Got it?”
Only then did Ariel put away her sword.
‘Life always evolves and interacts with nature. Perhaps this rabbit is also part of that evolution.’
Because there was much more to the world she didn't know than she did.
“Oh, right!”
Then Ellis took the berries out of her pocket. They were the ones she had received from Ariel for dinner.
“Are you hungry? Do you want to eat?”
Ariel couldn't say anything at the sight of him giving her half of his share.
The only food available on Crescent Mountain is that fruit.
In any case, if rabbits were living here, they were stealing the food.
Sniff sniff.
A rabbit sniffing around bit the fruit with its large front teeth.
Ellis, who was looking at the sight, smiled lovingly.
“He eats really well, doesn’t he?”
“I’ll share some of mine later.”
“What’s going on? Are you the type that has a weakness for cute things too?”
“Be quiet.”
“Well, there’s no one who doesn’t like cute things~”
Meanwhile, the rabbit that had been diligently eating the fruit spat out the seeds.
Alice patted the rabbit's back, and Ariel, who was secretly fond of it, glanced at the rabbit.
Then the rabbit said.
“Oh, I ate well.”

            “Mom!”
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                                § Rabbit and Alice (1)
“It looks good no matter when I look at it.”
“What kind?”
“I mean the sky.”
Like the blowing wind, Rohan smiled coolly.
After dinner, Grace and Rohan were heading back to Crescent Mountain.
“That’s true…….”
Like the stars twinkling in the night sky, countless thoughts were flashing in Grace's eyes as she stared at Rohan.
She opened her mouth amid thoughts that seemed ready to spill out at any moment.
“Have you decided where you will go after your teaching career ends?”
Life in Springwind can't go on forever.
Someday you have to leave, someday you have to go away.
Grace remembers the oath Rohan made to her.
A future where the ideal of staying by your side forever and the reality of having to finally part ways intersect.
In that future, where will Rohan be?
“What will you do, Professor?”
Rohan asks back instead.
Grace's lips were slightly dry.
The answer was set.
“I’m trying to create a small knighthood.”
Up until now, I have lived relying on many things.
Once a legion commander, once a captain of the guard, and now a weapon master.
But those places were not free.
There were given goals, and one's own purpose was often diluted or forgotten behind them.
Now I really wanted to do what I wanted.
To do that, the first thing that had to be regained was freedom. It was to break free from those bondages.
“Then I will also join that order.”
"uh?"
“Since you’re a parachute, you’ll be noticed, so it would be better to start from the lowest level.”
Stars big and small appeared next to Rohan's smile. For a moment, the smile felt like stars.
A star that rises silently at night and shines for him.
As such, Rohan's heart was turned towards him without any conditions.
“Why?”
Grace's questions were natural.
When tomorrow, which will come naturally, no longer feels natural.
… …primal questions about why the sun shines, why the moon is soft, and why the seasons change.
Rohan answered.
“Because I haven’t kept my oath yet.”
… … Still old-fashioned.
At this point, I think I might change my mind.
You could pretend not to know the words that have faded in the passage of time and turn a blind eye to them.
Still, Rohan kept that oath.
“Rohan, is there anything you want to do?”
“Of course there is.”
I wanted to ask what that was.
Rohan continued speaking as if he already knew her feelings.
“There is, but not right now. It’s not urgent. It’s just that everything…….”
Rohan paused for a moment and looked at Grace standing in an unrealistic reality.
The words he wanted to say but couldn't say were written across his eyes.
“……After everything is over. It won’t be too late then.”
What is all that?
Grace has no idea what Rohan wants.
But I wanted to leave it as it was without knowing.
I want to keep this little excitement… …a little longer.
“Who is there?”
The beginning of the new moon has arrived before we knew it.
As Rohan said, a figure was looking up at the mountain.
A uniform that is clearly visible even in the dark.
It was similar to the uniform Grace wore, but the long navy coat that reached down to her ankles and the emblem painted on it had a completely different meaning.
At that moment, the man who sensed the presence looked back at them. The man who approached them with brisk strides took out his ID card instead of opening his mouth.
The ID read, ‘Inspector Javelin, Imperial Administration.’
“Management Bureau……?”
Grace frowned at the word "Administration."
It was they who brought about the downfall of Claudia's family.
“What are the Imperial Police doing here?”
Despite Rohan's question, Javelin only looked at Grace.
“Professor Euclid, is that right?”
“Yes. But why…….”
Javelin glanced at Crescent Mountain.
“Let’s talk about greetings later. There was information that the traitor was hiding in Crescent Mountain. I heard that he was taking the test here. Stop the test immediately—”
“Inspector Javelin.”
Rohan, whose face turned cold for a moment, interrupted him.
“I think I spoke too little in front of Alpha Rank right now.”
Gamma rank from Rohan War Hero.
Even though they were the management office, they were not great people who could be considered insignificant.
Above all, no man would want to see his loved one ignored right in front of him.
“……Please stop.”
Only then did Rohan, whose expression had relaxed, look at Grace. She shook her head.
“Even if it’s the Administration Bureau, we can’t interfere with Springwind’s work. Also, it’s the most important promotion exam of the semester.”
“This is a matter involving first-degree treason.”
"treason?"
“Yes. It’s just a case of emergency, but your students may get involved with traitors. For the sake of the students’ safety―”
“That is also part of the test. The purpose of this test is to assess students’ ability to deal with crises.”
Grace turned her gaze to the mountains. Somewhere on those mountains, students were still working hard to pass their exams.
“Our students are not weak. And.”
The teacher in charge, Grace, knew best that the students were getting stronger.
But the biggest reason is...
“Not all traitors are dangerous.”
The reason why Claudia died innocently was also ‘treason.’
Javelin took a long breath as if smoking.
“You’re making some pretty dangerous statements in front of the Imperial Police. Can you take responsibility for those words?”
“I clearly warned you…….”
It was the moment when Rohan, unable to bear it any longer, was about to step forward.
“I ask Inspector Javelin.”
Grace, with her hand on the handle, was slowly revealing the claws she had been hiding until now.
“Can the Imperial Police be held responsible for deceiving the Alpha Rank?”
A pyramid-like imperial food chain.
Sitting at the top was Grace Euclid, a Weapon Master of Alpha rank.
“…….”
With just a breath of hers, she can move not only high-ranking managers but also hundreds of thousands of people under them.
The 'Alpha' of the Empire is the ability to change or destroy something with a glance or a gesture without having to draw one's sword.
That was what it meant to be ‘the most important being in the world.’
'miss……?'
What was more surprising than Inspector Javelin was Rohan.
Her appearance now is a description I have never read anywhere.
The surprise was even greater because I knew that she always held back what she wanted to say and just took a step back.
‘It’s changed a lot. In a good way, of course.’
While Rohan was feeling the change in his fate, Javelin bowed down.
“Please forgive my rudeness.”
As Javelin bent down and emerged, Grace also began to lose her momentum.
“It’s okay, Inspector. You were just doing your job. But you can’t stop the test.”
“I understand. However, as I have to carry out my mission as you said, I also have no choice but to push ahead with the investigation.”
“Do so. However, if any adverse effects occur, I will banish you from here immediately.”
“Let’s keep that in mind.”
Unlike the first time, Javelin greeted them politely and left for Crescent Mountain.
Grace let out a long sigh, wondering where her momentum from before had gone, and clung close to Rohan.
"professor?"
"……for a moment."
Rohan smiled slightly as he looked at her, who was hugging his arms tightly.
* * *
"are you okay?"
“Oh, my heart… it’s not okay.”
Ellis was crouching next to the pillar, clutching her chest, startled by the sight of the talking rabbit.
Ariel aimed her sword at the rabbit. It was the moment she was about to release her aura.
“You shouldn’t try to eat it before it’s digested.”
“……Persona?”
Ariel noticed that the being in front of her was a human in the form of a rabbit, Persona.
Even a demon with high intelligence enough to use mana cannot speak human language.
Because humans and demons have different vocal cord structures and there is no need to communicate.
This is especially true if the opponent is an ordinary rabbit.
“You’re quick-witted.”
“Why are you acting like that?”
“Everyone has their own circumstances, right? That’s what it is. That’s what it is.”
Then the rabbit that had been sitting brushed its ears with its long hind legs. Ariel thought.
‘It doesn’t look dangerous… … but.’
There seemed to be no hostility. If they had wanted to attack them, they would have had ample opportunity.
But Ariel did not put away her sword.
“Personal use of Persona is strictly illegal.”
“Illegal? Well, it is illegal to use a technique that is subject to legal regulations.”
“Why would anyone know that…….”
“I told you. I have my reasons.”
At that moment, a rabbit with a fluffy face turned around and looked at Alice.
“Is he okay? He seems really surprised. Hey.”
“Ma, don’t talk to me!”
“You were stroking me so well earlier…….”
Then the rabbit got up on two feet and started walking upright, walked towards Ellis, and patted Ellis' side with its short forepaw and asked.
“I’m sorry I gave you some food. I didn’t mean to surprise you.”
“Ear, it’s not like a ghost, is it…?”
“Ghost? Oh my, young lady, where in the world is there such a thing as a ghost? I don’t know if it’s a spirit.”
"really……?"
“Well, in modern animism, they are both defined as the same being. But that’s not true.”
Only then does Ellis look back at the rabbit.
Ellis' heart was also calmed by the sight of her looking up at him as if he were a doll.
“But why did you ladies come to this mountain? We’re already starving and almost dying.”
“We are taking a test now.”
“Test? What test?”
“Promotion exam. This Springwind Swordsmanship exam is held here―”
Ariel urged Alice, who was naturally conversing with the rabbit.
“Stop. What are you explaining to an outsider?”
“Huh? Well, since she asked me, I…….”
At that moment, the rabbit that had jumped up started to squeak excitedly. It looked exactly like a rabbit.
“Springwind? So you’re learning magic from that brat too?”
“A little kid?”
“That guy!”
“So who is that guy?”
“Michael Riepenstein!”
It was Ariel who reacted to the name Michael that suddenly popped up.
She came close to the rabbit in an instant and placed the tip of her knife against its neck and asked.
“How do you know our lord?”
“Master? Oh my… You’re that kid? The kid who was adopted into the Riepenstein family.”
The rabbit, which had climbed onto Ariel's sword and jumped up to the back of her hand, examined her face closely.
The rabbit, who had already linked arms, muttered as if it was new.
“They really look alike…….”
“What do you mean they look similar?”
“Ah. It’s nothing. What a coincidence. I never thought I’d meet that kid’s family member here. Is this also a paradox of the “Theory of Time”?”
Ariel trembled as she met the rabbit's red eyes.
A gaze that seems to penetrate from head to toe.
I had the illusion that I was facing something huge hidden behind that cute appearance that I could never have guessed was a rabbit.
The rabbit said.
“You’re not an ordinary kid, are you?”
“What does that mean?”
“Well, there’s no way that kid would have thoughtlessly accepted just anyone as a member of the family. Coincidences are really strange. That ability, that face… How many coincidences must overlap to produce such a causal relationship? The theory of time is truly a cruel and romantic theory.”
“What on earth are you talking about…!”
Flick.
When Ariel tried to grab it, the rabbit jumped to the ground and grabbed her by the back. Its arms were so short that she could barely place her feet on its back.
“Since it has come to this, let me ask you one favor.”
“We are under no obligation to grant your request.”
“She’s a pretty girl, but she’s actually a prickly girl. Lauren was such a good girl that she even made up requests that didn’t exist.”
The rabbit sighed as he recalled the face of his former disciple. Now, it was a past that could not be brought back by any magic.
“Okay, I get it. I won’t force you either. But it’s still a shame. If you helped me, I would let you stroke and rub that soft belly to your heart’s content.”
The rabbit slowly swept its belly with a regretful expression.
It was so fluffy and pink that it looked like it would be soft to the touch.
It was Ellis who lit up at those words.
“Really? If we help you, you’ll let us touch that belly fat?”
“Eclat! What the hell are you talking about?”
When Ariel scolded her, Ellis smiled sheepishly.
“Well, after hearing your story, it doesn’t seem like a bad rabbit. And if you see something cute, it’s natural to tease it, right? And to get revenge for surprising me.”
“That’s not what I meant. Besides, that appearance is Persona. Do you know whose stomach you’re trying to touch?”
A bunny who had lost his sense of humor joined their conversation.
“Listening to you, listening to you, it’s too much. Do you think of me as a middle-aged man with a potbelly and bald head?”
“I didn’t say that. Why are my feet numb?”
“So you can’t trust me? Red-haired girl, I enjoyed the berries.”
The rabbit, who had thanked Ellis, set off with a sad look on his face.
Shoulders tilted to one side under the weight of heartbreak, droopy ears, and a very slow gait.
Anyone who saw it could see that it was a look that was asking to be held.
"wait for a sec!"
The one who got caught there was Ellis.
The corners of the rabbit's mouth slightly rose as he glanced at the running Ellis.
“Why? I will repay you for sharing the fruit with me someday.”
“No, what do you want? If there’s anything I can do to help you, I’ll help you.”
“Really? You’re a good girl. It’s true that people with broad foreheads are good.”
Ariel warned Alice, who was holding the rabbit in her arms.
“You must have forgotten, we’re in the middle of a test right now.”
“I know.”
“Knowing that, why―”
“You’re in trouble.”
For a moment, Ariel saw Ellis' face differently.
Her unique belief, which could neither be bent nor broken, was flashing clearly in the middle of the deep night mountains.
“We are taking this test to become a knight. But if a person who wants to become a knight sees someone in trouble and pretends not to know, will he be able to become a knight even if he passes this test?”
“…….”
Ariel kept her mouth shut.
I was confident that I would never lose in terms of grades.
But I wasn't confident enough to guarantee victory or defeat in the face of that belief.
Finally, Ariel turned her back.
“……Do whatever you want.”
Ariel jumped back to her seat, leaned back against the tree, and closed her eyes.
“You’re lucky, Miss.”
“Huh? Your mother?”
The rabbit that had been staring at Ellis' pendant slowly nodded its head.
“I can pass it down to you if it’s a bowl of this quality.”
"what?"

            “My core.”
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                                § Rabbit and Alice (2)
A week after the exam.
Students were scattered all over the mountain. One student asked his friend who had formed an alliance.
“Oh, I’m hungry… Do you have anything to eat?”
“The seeds I ate two days ago are gone. That’s why I told you to save them.”
“If I hadn’t met that strange spirit, it wouldn’t have been this hard. I have to endure another week like this. Should I just go down?”
Then his friend made a motion to kick.
“Sure. I did all that crap to get into Springwind, but you can’t stand starving for two weeks?”
“I’m joking, Inma. Well… Then there’s only one way.”
The students who gathered their swords one by one and got up left and went somewhere.
I was watching the scene from the bushes.
“Your true nature is slowly being revealed.”
The masses and nature of human beings cannot be accurately judged when one has free time.
If you want to know your opponent accurately, you need patience and the effort to wait until you face a difficult situation.
You can easily dress up your usual behavior, but in a crisis, your true nature is bound to be revealed.
The students must have just left to loot food.
Full moon.
If you eat the fruits of the Crescent Moon Mountain for two or three days, you can easily survive by drinking only water.
Grace and I took that into account when calculating our time.
But the students probably didn't expect this.
That they themselves are creating variables that threaten their own exams.
Hunger. That was the biggest variable in this test.
“……How do I find this person?”
I was looking for river craft right now.
Inspector Javelin.
If it weren't for him, I would never have thought she was hiding in these mountains.
Aside from the thanks, we need to find the river craft sooner than that.
If we can just get her out, she could be a valuable force in the future.
It would be better if you could learn magic while also increasing your circle.
Of course, this is just my plan.
There is no guarantee that Rivercraft will cooperate with us.
I don't even know what kind of person she is. She could really be a traitor.
Luckily, Ellie became an Archmage under her, but that was a story I had not read.
“If the worst happens and you turn into an enemy…….”
River Craft, I guess she's a 'transcendent'.
Otherwise, it is unlikely that Ellie will be able to grow to the level of Archmage.
If even the Agraine Archipelago were to turn against a transcendent being who had escaped from prison, it would be the end.
Of course, I could get Grace's help... ...but I have no intention of getting her involved in my personal affairs.
Let's not think about anything else.
Our immediate priority is to find the Rivercraft before Inspector Javelin does.
At that moment, a round, cold piece of metal touched the back of my head.
There's only one person on this mountain who would do this to me.
“……Inspector Javelin.”
“Rivercraft is a convict who is good at disguise. Only you know whether you are really a knight named Rohan or not.”
“Professor Grace must have warned you not to disrupt the exam.”
Then Javelin quietly put his gun away.
As I slowly turned around, a blunt yet fierce face was staring at me.
He glanced at the revolver in his right hand.
“An inadequate weapon force for an imperial police force.”
“It is for capture.”
Javelin continued, pulling up his coat and putting the revolver in the belt holder.
“Every sin must receive its just punishment. We cannot let it escape to death.”
“It seems like you have a lot of confidence in your abilities.”
“I was the one who arrested that traitor. Do you need any more evidence?”
I glanced at him secretly.
He is not a bad person. There is no such description written.
Inspector Javelin.
It was a person I knew.
A man of principle who defends the justice of the empire.
His personality is also meticulous and cold as ice.
Above all, his values as a police officer are unrivaled by anyone.
Even Michael had quite a hard time with this character.
“It doesn’t seem like he’s a disguised traitor. If you spot a traitor, use this.”
What Javelin handed me were black handcuffs made of black stone.
“Then thank you for your hard work.”
He bowed politely and continued walking.
I stared at his back as he walked away.
… … What will be the result of that variable?
* * *
Ariel said, handing over the fruit.
“This is the last one.”
Ellis accepting the fruit.
She answered, handing the halved fruit to the rabbit she was holding in her arms.
“I can last about a week. I ate well during that time.”
“The mana flowing in the atmosphere has been unstable since yesterday. It seems like it has started to move.”
They also expected that fighting would break out due to food shortages.
Even when we went out to reconnaissance, we began to gradually discover traces of battle that we had not seen before.
If this continues, I'll run into other students sooner or later.
But there was no need to worry.
“What are you worried about when I’m here?”
Ariel agreed with Ellis' confident answer.
So far, no one has disobeyed the warning and formed an alliance of three or more people.
They were confident that they could defeat any opponent with the same number of enemies as themselves.
Then the rabbit, who had been eating the fruit diligently, intervened as if he felt sorry.
“It would be helpful to you if you could use subspace. Right now, you can’t use magic recklessly.”
Ellis, who almost dropped the fruit she was eating, asked again.
“Subspace? Is that real?”
“Then it’s true.”
Ariel was also surprised by the word subspace.
The rabbit continued speaking amidst a gaze of suspicion and surprise.
“It won’t be difficult. Everything in the world, including humans, is made of elements. If you know how to break down an object into its elemental units, freeze it, and then create a hole that connects it to an artificial space somewhere in the universe, that’s subspace.”
“What is he talking about right now? Do you really think that’s possible?”
“Was it too difficult? So, the result obtained by substituting the Laplace delta equation into the Schudweiten effect…….”
“……It’s not just difficult; it’s impossible!”
Ellis jumped.
Even Ariel, the head of Springwind, and Ellis, who surpassed her in theory, raised a question mark upon hearing those words.
To begin with, the Schudwaten effect and the Laplace delta equation are magical theories that have not been proven even in modern times.
It was natural that they didn't know.
“But what kind of person were you? You didn’t even tell me your name, and just told me to call you Rabbit…….”
With this level of ability, it would have been normal to have a position in the Imperial Technology Bureau.
But this unidentified rabbit was not only hiding itself, but was also living in hiding on Crescent Mountain.
The rabbit answered Alice's question.
“Sometimes it’s better not to know. Just help me and you’ll get my core. Just think about that.”
The rabbit asked for one favor.
It was a request to help me meet the person I was looking for.
Of course, there were no pictures.
I don't even know the name.
I was looking for someone without any clues about gender, age, or anything.
It was just something the rabbit was sure of.
“Do I really just need to find that ‘article’?”
The mysterious knight.
The point was that the article had been agreed to meet here, at Crescent Mountain.
“If you wait here, we will meet. I am sure.”
The rabbit who said that thought as he felt the jewel inside his body.
‘According to what the observer said, you can meet him here. My job is to give this relic to the knight.’
Her theft of the ‘holy relic’ from Whitehall was due to a prophecy.
‘If his prophecy is correct, the world will be destroyed soon.’
The destruction of the world, prophecy, and holy relics.
But like all prophecies, it could have been laughed off as nonsense.
but.
‘… … This time it’s different.’
The person who delivered that prophecy was none other than an observer.
‘But it’s true that something is suspicious. Why did he get involved?’
The world's only observer.
As Rivercraft defines it, he is a being who has given up on harmony with the world and lives in seclusion in the unknown territory of the 'Black Zone'.
Nothing more is known about him. Even who he is and where he came from are shrouded in mystery.
‘Even in ancient texts, the observers did not interfere with the world even at the moment of destruction. But this prophecy is clearly going against that flow. Is there a really huge prophecy that I have not heard of about coming true?’
I don't know.
All you have to do is find the ‘knight’ and give him the ‘holy relic’ to stop the prophecy.
If the prophecy was true, that knight would "save" the world.
‘The Knight of Salvation, how to recognize him… … .’
There was one clue he hadn't told Ariel and Ellis.
That was when.
“Someone is coming.”
Ariel, who had begun to be wary of her surroundings, reached for her sword.
“This is my first time seeing this kind of mana… At least I’m not a student. I’m not a professor either.”
“Who else is on this mountain besides us?”
“Probably. And it’s not ordinary. It’s strong.”
Then he pushed Ellis's back towards the nearby bushes.
“Let’s hide for now.”
“Huh? Woof!”
Ariel hid herself after Alice, who had rolled into the bushes with the rabbit.
How much time has passed?
Just as she said, someone was walking along the forest path.
“…….”
A blue coat that sways silently.
A revolver loaded as if it were about to spew mana at any moment.
It was Inspector Javelin.
‘Imperial Police? Why the Administration—’
Ariel quickly cut off her thoughts and looked back at Ellis.
To be exact, I was looking at a rabbit.
'no way……!'
It was the moment when the sense of uneasiness that had been felt from the beginning came over Ariel.
Crunch.
“Are you alone?”
Javelin asked, lifting the bushes and aiming his gun at Ariel's forehead.
“If you don’t respond, I will shoot you.”
“……I’m alone.”
“Get up and walk.”
Ariel followed the Javelin out, arms raised and backing away.
Javelin, still not putting his gun away, glanced around.
“This is Inspector Javelin of the Imperial Police. Please cooperate with the investigation.”
“What kind of investigation is this?”
“We are looking for an escaped traitor.”
Only then did the questions that had been pending in Ariel's mind begin to be resolved one by one.
Still, he smiled calmly without showing it.
“I am Ariel of the Riepenstein family. It is a pleasure to meet you, Inspector.”
“That doesn’t matter. Hand.”
"yes?"
The moment Ariel asked again, Javelin forcibly lifted her hand.
Then a small, sharp blade protruded from his sleeve and quickly slashed past Ariel's palm.
“What are you doing now?”
Ariel frowned and glared at him as he tasted her blood.
“It has a unique taste. The wound will heal quickly.”
When I checked my palm after hearing that, it really did come back intact without a single scar.
But the remaining bloodstains still tell us that what just happened was not an illusion.
“Identity verification complete. Thank you for your cooperation.”
Javelin, who was looking around at the surroundings, continued speaking while staring at the footprints on the ground.
“But you gave false testimony.”
“……!”
A javelin that puts power into the finger on the trigger.
At the same time, Ariel pulled out her sword and shouted.
“Run away! Hurry up!”

            ⸺Taang!
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                                § Prophecy (1)
It was suspicious from the beginning.
‘Is it because of that rabbit… … .’
Not only did he hide in Crescent Mountain, he even disguised himself as a rabbit.
Moreover, unlike simple transformation spells, "Persona" is an advanced magic that even the most skilled magicians find difficult.
‘But it’s not dangerous.’
I felt it the moment I met Inspector Javelin.
If he had intended to use them as hostages, he would have revealed his true colors the moment he appeared.
But the rabbit was still in Alice's arms, moving away from Ariel.
‘… … This person is truly dangerous.’
Inspector Javelin, who had been holding Ariel's hair, looked down. Blood was flowing from her forehead where the bullet had grazed her.
“Put your weapons down.”
“What if I refuse?”
“As a police officer of the management office, I will execute you on the spot.”
Instead of murder, eyes filled with justice were gazing at Ariel.
Ariel held her breath. It didn't feel like a lie.
Inspector Javelin's eyes resembled those of an executioner beheading prisoners on the execution grounds.
‘If only I could use that power now… … .’
An unidentified power that appeared just before he lost his life to Hydra in Southend.
I don't know what that power is, but if I could use it again here, I could probably deal with the Javelin.
‘I’m thinking back. All the emotions I felt back then…’
Ariel's eyelids closed sadly.
The moment I thought of that person, my heart started pounding loudly.
Thump!
The blood flow increases and the whole body becomes hot as if on fire.
Veins appear and disappear across his pale skin, and black aura leaks out like fog with every breath he exhales.
Soon a horn sprouted on one side of the forehead.
“This is…….”
There was a moment of embarrassment on Inspector Javelin's face.
Boohoo!
Ariel's sword passed through the air where Javelin's head had been in an instant.
He ducked to avoid the attack and put his hands in his pockets.
“……Was there a reason why the taste was unique?”
What Javelin pulled out was not a new weapon, but a cigar.
He lit the cigar in his mouth and took a deep breath.
Meanwhile, Ariel took advantage of Javelin's opening and dove in.
“!”
However, Ariel's sword did not advance.
Javelin, who was holding the blade lightly, advised her, who was surprised.
“It’s not too late. Surrender.”
“Surrender? I’m just protecting my friend right now―”
Ariel's body, unable to continue speaking, slowly rose to the surface.
Javelin, who had grabbed her by the neck, stretched his arms toward the sky.
“Then I will arrest you.”
Then he put the handcuffs hanging from his waist on Ariel's wrists.
“Ugh……!”
She couldn't resist. The handcuffs made of black stone were absorbing the mana from her body.
“I think I just witnessed something strange. Tell me where you’re from….”
A shadow appeared behind Inspector Javelin, who was observing the forehead where the horn had suddenly disappeared.
“Inspector Javelin.”
Ariel's face brightened at the voice.
“You have broken three laws.”
When Javelin turned around, Rohan was standing there with an expressionless face.
“One, disobeying Professor Grace’s warning.”
“That can’t be helped―”
“Two, treating my students rudely.”
As soon as he finished speaking, Rohan grabbed Javelin by the throat and slammed his head into the floor.
Boom!
Rohan continued speaking, stepping on the cigar that had rolled by his feet.
“Three, smoking is prohibited in the mountains.”
* * *
I looked at Ariel lying on the floor. She was rubbing her neck and groaning as if in pain.
“Where are you hurt?”
"doesn't exist……."
At that moment, when I was letting go of my worries, my eyes turned to the handcuffs on Ariel's wrists.
A pair of handcuffs made of black stone.
It was a special item, unlike the torture devices usually used by police.
This can't be solved by normal methods.
I had to have a key.
I lost consciousness and went back to Ariel, looking for the key in Javelin's pocket.
Click.
“Why did Inspector Javelin attack you?”
Ariel answered, touching her wrists that had been handcuffed.
“I think it’s because of the rabbit.”
rabbit?
I don't remember seeing a rabbit while on patrol.
It was the same when I came to check on Ellie and Ariel from time to time.
“It looks like that cop is chasing a rabbit, so there’s a good chance that the rabbit is a criminal.”
If he's a criminal... ...I finally found him.
River Craft.
“Where did that rabbit go?”
“Over there. He ran away with Eclat.”
“Thank you for your hard work. The promotion test has been suspended. I’ll tell Professor Grace, so go find the students and come down.”
Ariel approached me, shaking her head, and adjusted her grip on her sword.
“I’ll help too. Eclat might be in danger.”
“Then you might be in danger. Being with Ellie right now is a high treason.”
"but……."
I said, brushing the dirt off Ariel's shoulders.
“Just leave it to me. It’s my job to protect you. Got it?”
"……All right."
Ariel nods and goes down the mountain path.
I followed her quietly with my eyes.
Those horns.
That was an unmistakable sign of demonization.
“I didn’t know you could awaken on your own…….”
Is it time to hand over the ‘blood of the great warrior’ I received from Rugal?
“……Did I use too much force?”
More than that, I started to worry about Inspector Javelin.
After hitting his head on the floor, he doesn't move at all.
It seems like he's breathing, but it's weaker than I thought.
Well, the power of interest lies in ‘authority’ and not ‘force’, so it can’t be helped.
Dismissal.
After searching through Javelin's clothes and destroying all means of communication, I ran in the direction Ellie had fled.
“We have to hurry before reinforcements arrive.”
River Craft. Our immediate priority now is to get her out of this mountain.
* * *
The rabbit called out to Ellis as she was going down the slope.
“Stop!”
“What? Why?”
The rabbit continued speaking to her as she suddenly stopped.
“You must not leave this mountain. Climb to the top of the mountain.”
At those words, Ellis raised her head.
The Crescent Mountain was covered in thick mana.
Unlike the lower or upper parts, if you go to the top of the mountain, the concentration of mana will be incomparably thicker.
Ellis shook her head, recalling Grace and Rohan's words.
“I can’t go to the top. Even I can’t endure it there.”
Ariel and I tried to approach the top of the mountain to get food.
But it was just as they said. It was hard to go any further than that.
Not only was it hard to breathe, but it was also difficult to endure the agony of having my entire body's mana distorted.
The rabbit answered.
“Don’t worry, miss. You’ll be fine as long as you stay with me.”
At those words, the rabbit's fur stood on end.
Then a thin, transparent protective film appeared around Ellis.
“Barrier……?”
Being inside the barrier made breathing easier.
The proof was that my body felt lighter than before.
‘It’s not just a simple barrier… … I don’t know how, but this screen acts as a filter.’
The magic formula that the rabbit had developed was a structure that broke the common sense theory she knew.
A familiar yet unfamiliar way that I have never learned, but that seems to have been learned somewhere.
Before Ellis could even begin to be surprised, the rabbit urged on.
“No time to dawdle, miss!”
“Oh, I got it!”
Ellis started climbing the mountain again.
The rabbit, who was looking behind her shoulder, asked.
“But is that girl okay?”
“Who? Ariel? It’ll be okay. She’s capable enough to be left in charge.”
“Still, that guy will be a burden…….”
The mention of that guy made Ellis think of Inspector Javelin.
“But who is that person?”
“My brother.”
“Why your brother?”
“That guy is a cop.”
The past suddenly came back to life and flashed across Rabbit's eyes. She smiled bitterly.
“I am a criminal being chased by that police officer.”
No answer came.
Ellis just silently moved forward, pushing through the branches.
The rabbit twitched its whiskers at the sight.
“……You don’t care that I’m a criminal?”
"huh."
Ellis looked down at the rabbit and smiled.
“I told you I had some circumstances. Even so, I guess I only stole a carrot or something. Right?”
“…….”
Rivercraft figured it out.
What kind of life do you have to live to be able to trust people this much?
No, what kind of person do I have to meet to become this kind of person?
But even she, who had established and defined numerous theories, could not find the answer.
Just think about it.
‘You’re a good person, Ellis.’
It was her good fortune to meet Ellis.
‘Every action has its own appropriate reward.’
And it was Ellis's good fortune to meet her too.
‘I will make sure you don’t regret helping me.’
When they came to their senses, they found themselves at the top of the mountain.
Ellis slowly slowed down.
Visibility narrowed due to the thickening mana, so there was no choice but to slow down.
Ellis shivered in the eerie atmosphere where it seemed as if something might jump out.
“Hey, what are we going to do now?”
“You have to hide until it gets quiet.”
Even though I said that, River Craft was just as daunting.
The reason she hid in Crescent Mountain was to hide her mana in the mana there.
Because the entire area will be affected by the distortion of mana, it will be impossible to detect.
“Can you come down for a moment?”
“Oh, I’m sorry. Did I hold you too tightly?”
The moment Ellis put the rabbit on the ground, her "Persona" was released and she returned to her original form.
Ellis was horrified to see it take on human form and grow to her eye level.
“You, you, you!”
“Aren’t you surprised? It’s the first time.”
Soon, the woman who stood up in front of Ellis' eyes combed her blonde hair.
River Craft opened his mouth, his red eyes still glowing like a rabbit's.
“I’ve been a rabbit for too long. I almost started using my hind legs without realizing it.”
“You weren’t that pot-bellied old man, were you? ……?”
“I guess that’s your taste, Miss? And why are you suddenly being formal? Speak comfortably, speak comfortably.”
I told you to speak comfortably, but I can't speak comfortably.
To Ellis' eyes, she looked to be around the same age as Rohan.
At that moment, River Craft gently grabbed Ellis' hand.
“I have something to give you for a moment.”
She closed her eyes and placed her hand on Ellis' palm.
“This is my reward.”
Then, a huge amount of mana was transferred into Ellis' body.
“What is this… Huh!”
A new circle was forming around Ellis's groaning core.
It was as painful as putting a ring on a finger that didn't fit.
River Craft said, looking at the struggling Ellis.
“Just hold on a little longer and you’ll be fine.”
“What, what is this…?”
“My circle.”
“Circle……?”
Ellis couldn't continue speaking. The pain that felt like her mana was flowing back and tearing her apart engulfed her entire body.
River Craft's eyes, which had been looking into her inner self, quietly sank.
‘You should have lost consciousness, but you’re holding on well.’
The circles that had been constantly bumping into each other were gradually becoming stable.
Rather than pushing away Rivercraft's mana, Ellis's mana assimilated and adapted to it.
Even she, the Archmage, was amazed by the wonderfully harmonious appearance.
‘It’s a shame. If I had more time, I would have wanted to take you as my disciple… … .’
At that moment, I felt a presence nearby.
Someone was walking towards the river craft that had turned around to protect Ellis.
Kkakagak… …
A strange sound, like a chain being dragged, was heard from somewhere.
The sound was an auditory hallucination heard only by River Craft.
Soon, the spell engraved on the Rivercraft's enemy's eyes began to stir. She looked at the being with two souls and muttered.
“The prophecy came true…….”
Rohan, he was approaching like a prophecy that had come true.
“Meet the Archmage of the Continent.”
* * *
I didn't feel like the world was overwhelming me.
However, her gaze that penetrates me has a depth that seems to understand the principles of all things.
Eyes that look to the future, not the present. Lips that seem to pour out endless wisdom the moment they open.
All the paramitas (諸波羅蜜) that come out from such facial features.
That was my first impression of Rivercraft.
“Is Alice okay?”
She glanced at the fallen Ellis and nodded.
“Don’t worry. I just fell asleep for a bit. I guess I was really tired.”
Just breathing in a place with a high concentration of mana requires a considerable amount of mental strength.
Surviving on Crescent Mountain is also part of this test.
You must be pretty trained, but you've had such a tough day that even a little relaxation like this would make you fall asleep.
Her eyelids blinked slowly as she examined me with her red eyes.
“That’s strange. Do you know me?”
“I cannot count all the wise men who have turned their backs on the world, but I do know of the ‘saints of the poor.’”
“Saint of the poor… It’s been a long time since I’ve heard that expression.”
It's not like I've been looking for her for the past week.
Information about her has already been obtained through Jack Cloud.
The hidden powerhouse of the continent, the saint of the poor, and the traitor of the empire.
As far as I know, there was no setting for her to be a traitor. On that page, Ellie said this.
""Master? I don't know where he is either. He just taught me some training methods and magic and left. He really likes to travel."
If she had been a traitor, Ellie wouldn't have been able to talk about it so easily.
So, there is only one thing to expect.
Deployment fix.
That changed the 'rivercraft related setting'. That's my conclusion.
“I’d like to say hello, but I don’t have time. Take this.”
River Craft took a fist-sized gem out of his bosom and handed it to me.
A pure white jewel that inspires awe just by looking at it.
She continued speaking beyond the halo of light emitted by the jewel.
“It’s the ‘pillar of order.’”
… … Why is this appearing here?
“Maybe you ‘now’ don’t know what this is.”
I know what this is.
And even what it means.
“Because it is the material that will be used to rebuild the ‘center of the world’ that is about to collapse.”
That was when.
〔 Development correction. 〕
[Your fate is twisted.]
A cracking sound was heard from somewhere. The source of the sound was above my head.
“…….”

            Now, it was a void where I couldn't see anything. When I suddenly looked in the mirror, it was the place where my 'fate' had come to mind.
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How can I survive in this world?
Is there a way to take advantage of this change in Grace's destiny while also guiding it in a positive direction?
Grace, respected by all.
Grace, whose left arm was not amputated.
Grace who didn't become a devil.
Grace, not the final boss.
Grace, who will never be forgotten by anyone.
And the page where I can live next to her… … .
“The world’s standards are being distorted.”
… … There was no such thing in the first place.
“If this continues, the world will end.”
That's why I wanted to live more.
I wanted to live and see Grace longer.
“According to him, a being with two souls prevents destruction.”
That's all my greed is.
“A being with two souls?”
“It’s you. The Knight of Salvation.”
If there are two souls, it makes sense.
I am Rohan, but I am not Rohan.
After all, I will still be possessed by Rohan's body.
But what exactly is a knight of salvation…?
“If the prophecy is true, you will die. And today.”
“Did you escape from the Agrain Archipelago to prevent that?”
“To be honest, I had no intention of escaping. I thought my sister would be in trouble if I escaped. In the end, it was my irresponsible older sister who ended up in trouble.”
I looked at the jewel in my hand.
〔 Activation of “Status Window” 〕
⸺「The Pillar of Order」⸺
◈ Description
- It is the first of the three ‘standards’ that support the world.
- There is a huge amount of energy condensed in it, but I dare not use it.
After looking at the jewel for a while, River Craft's voice was heard.
“It looks like you know what it is?”
“I don’t know either. But…….”
Actually, I know.
Because in the original work, Michael put in all his effort to obtain this ‘holy relic’.
But in return, Michael lost everything, including his family.
“……I am certain that I am not a knight of salvation.”
I held out the jewel again.
Rivercraft's lips quirked a subtle smirk.
“What are you doing now?”
“I have neither the right nor the heart to bear such an arrogant expression.”
I have no intention of saving the world.
What I want to save is Grace Euclid.
Only her.
“I think you’ve come to the wrong address.”
There is someone else who truly has the title of ‘Knight of Salvation.’
I know where that person is. I've already mentioned him a few times.
Arthur Pendragon, King of Knights. He is the true savior of this world.
Above all, you should not take the Knight of Salvation route.
The development is bound to end in death.
What this means is that there is someone who can save the world.
“If you refuse, everyone will die.”
The moment the power of this relic is abused, all living things will die.
On the contrary, to stop it, I have to risk my life. I may not feel it right now, but I will die someday.
That is the order. It is the price of saving the world, and it is destiny.
“No one will die, except one person.”
“You… are afraid of death?”
It was a bitter remark.
It's also a bit bitter and gritty.
If it were me before, I would have accepted it without question.
To save the world Grace lives in, the world she loves.
Also, it would have been a risk to his life.
“I am afraid of death.”
But why does a smile appear?
“I’m afraid of dying without ever seeing the person I love.”
As usual, I just think of Grace's face.
“So I have to live. This is the reason for the rejection.”
Rivercraft had no answer.
Just looking at my face, the expression on his face changing from moment to moment seemed to be that of someone writing and erasing countless solutions to a difficult problem.
When she finally opened her mouth, the expression on her face was a regretful smile.
“Are you okay with the world being destroyed?”
“It will never perish.”
“How can you be sure?”
I answered her, who seemed to already know the answer.
“I am also a prophet.”
* * *
If there were a book that contained the future of reality, it would be called a book of prophecy.
And if the novel you were reading becomes reality, it would be like reading a prophecy.
From the beginning I was a prophet.
As if I were reading a page I didn't know, I trampled on the future and created the present I wanted.
But not everything changed.
I saved Grace's left arm, prevented Ariel's death, and extended the lives of Carina and Lycan.
The only things that changed because of that were Grace's smile, Ariel's heart, and the state of affairs in the royal family.
Depending on your perspective, it could be called a tremendous change.
But from a global, or cosmic, perspective, it's no different than not changing even a millimeter.
Because changing those things didn't cause the continents to be destroyed or the universe to collapse.
The only things I changed were small things.
I only changed my surroundings. That was the plan from the beginning.
But now, my involvement in that development is on a different scale.
Having the ‘pillar of order’ means that I truly become the savior of the world.
I don't know what this world wants from me, but I have no intention of playing with fate, cause and effect, or sequence.
I am not a toy. I am not a character in a novel (the world I am currently living in is clearly reality).
“The ‘Chaos Skein’, one of the world’s standards, is buried in the Demon Realm. Find it and give it to Michael Riepenstein. Then you can prevent the world’s collapse.”
“To that kid?”
Even Arthur Pendragon can't save the world with just this weapon.
Michael, you don't seem to be doing anything these days, but you should at least save the world.
Just kidding.
The Chaos Axe is an item that only Michael can use.
No matter how grandiose it may be, such as the world's standard or the pillar that supports the universe, an artifact is still an artifact.
The only one who can handle that power is Michael Riepenstein, the protagonist of this world.
“It’s impossible.”
At that, River Craft shook his head.
“Even if I wanted to, I don’t have much time.”
“Time? If it’s because of my traitor status…….”
“That’s one thing, but you’re in danger.”
Am I in danger?
“You knocked down a cop on the way up, didn’t you? My brother.”
I felt a pang inside.
To think that even something like that could be predicted.
I don't know who this person is, but he seems to have a meticulous style.
“That is the beginning of your death.”
“There’s no need to worry, since I’ve laid hands on a member of the Riepenstein family……”
River Craft shook his head as if to say that he was wrong.
“No. You were trying to help me.”
Only then did I realize what she was trying to say.
I barely escaped treason with Karina's help, but if I get involved again this time, I can't be sure.
“Just because you’re a prophet doesn’t mean you know everything. Especially not your own fate.”
Even though the prince's power was used to control the media and pardon people, he could not silence the mouths of those there.
Moreover, there was a situation where even high-ranking judges were present to punish treason.
“The moment the prophet opens his mouth, the future fades. Paradoxically.”
If that happened twice, it would be beyond the resistance and even Karina would not be able to control it.
“That’s why… I thought this would be a good place to die.”
River Craft's eyes scanned the surroundings without any thought.
As if reminding us of the greatness of nature once again, the landscape of white and black in the scattered moonlight was amazingly beautiful with just those two colors.
In it, River Craft smiled brightly.
“What are you talking about?”
“That's what I'm saying.”
Woohoo!
River Craft, who had been emitting a circle for a moment, reached out his hand.
Before I knew it, she was holding my sword, which had been pulled out of its scabbard by "psychic movement."
There were signs that a phenomenon would occur as her circle and the mana of the atmosphere collided.
“You can live only if I die. So kill me.”
“Why are you saving me?”
“That’s cause and effect.”
… … There will be a way.
Here's how to save Rivercraft now.
Think about it.
How can I get her to… … .
“See, I told you that you are destined to become a savior.”
“What is that…….”
“Don’t be surprised. It’s just a simple mind-reading technique.”
I looked at her while using the status window, but then I averted my gaze.
Even with these settings, is death unavoidable?
“Let me ask you one favor. Please save the Chaos Axe you mentioned for me.”
Everything before my eyes was distorted.
“Don’t complain. That’s the price you pay for knowing the future.”
In the midst of expansion and contraction, the true savior was staring at me.
“Could he have predicted this future? I didn’t know…….”
In the midst of time turning into an unknown story again, what I can do is… … .
“Hey kid, what are you doing now?”
“After living as a knight for a while, I developed one belief.”
… … I’m just writing down the pages I want to read.
“The belief that in order for me to live, I will not let anyone die innocently.”
That was my choice as a reader.
“So I will try to save you too.”
At the end of that choice, I thought.
“It’s no fun when the ending is set, right?”
“……There was something else you were truly afraid of.”
What is the thing that every reader fears most?
The death of a character you cherish?
Setting collapse and holes?
A boring and dull sweet potato plot?
Everyone is right, but not everyone is right.
That is, a story ends without ending.
Right now I'm reading Grace Euclid, a woman named Her.
So I… … want to read her till the end.
“If Rivercraft’s death is my fate, then it is only right that I take responsibility for it.”
Arriving in front of her, I snatched my sword and put it back into its scabbard.
“You speak as if you are a savior.”
“I’m just pretending to be mature.”
“That’s true. There are a lot of immature adults in this world…….”
She looked up at me with her hands behind her back.
“So how are you going to change your fate this time?”
“Haven’t you already read my mind?”
She pouted her lips at my answer.
“It’s unfortunate that you can read minds. There’s pleasure in every act of questioning, and even the process of getting the answer is part of the joy.”
“Then let’s begin. The method is to do as you have read my thoughts.”
Soon I too followed her and released my Auror.
The distortion of space became more severe and a huge phenomenon occurred.
For a moment, I forgot about Ellis and shouted urgently.
“Please take care of that student!”
“I was going to do that anyway.”
River Craft arranged the spell around Ellis in an instant.
Ellis disappeared into the "teleport" that was activated at the same time.
Even with the use of high-level magic such as teleportation, the distortion of mana began to accelerate even more.
Kugugug!
What I was standing on and what I was looking at were distorted.
Cracks, big and small, have appeared around us.
In it I saw.
The anxiety rising from the bottom of River Craft's eyes.
"let's go!"
With her screams we disappeared from this world.
* * *
Grace, who had evacuated all the students, waited at the entrance for Rohan to return.
At that moment, a wave of mana swept over me.
Unlike the other students who were agitated, Grace, who had been enduring Mana, discovered something and ran over.
“Ellis!”
“Ugh… What is that… Miss Grace?! How did the professor get here… No, why am I here? Just a moment ago….”
Grace asked Ellis, who was rambling on and on.
“Rohan? How is Rohan now⸺”
That was when.
Kugugug!
When I turned my head towards where the loud noise had come from, the scenery at the top of the mountain was badly smudged like spilled paint.
Ellis, who had been watching the scene together, covered her mouth with her hand.
“There, there’s Rohan!”
The moment Grace heard those words, she ran out.
Surprised, Ellis followed her.
“I can help you too…….”
For a moment the shaking stopped.
A fear as if needles were stabbing her back came over Grace.
As I slowly turned my head, the peak of Crescent Mountain had completely disappeared.
“Rohan…….”
Grace shook her head.
From left to right, then from right to left again.
Continuously, ceaselessly, infinitely… … .
“……Rohan!”

            His presence was no longer felt in the world.
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When I opened my eyes, I felt nothing.
All that is visible is white silence.
The silence that filled the world rippled around me.
“It looks like it was a success.”
I turned my head and looked at River Craft.
She was wandering around like a child entering an amusement park for the first time.
“This chaos… Really, the Prophet is mysterious and enviable. Who would have thought that neutral mana dynamics could be interpreted in this way….”
Neutral mana dynamics. That was the way to enter this dimension, the 'white zone'.
Could I have solved one of this world's most difficult problems: neutral mana dynamics?
"The theory that can open the gate has already been proven."
Original Episode 213.
Because Michael had explained in detail the formula for the gate leading to the Demon World, I remembered most of it, if not all of it.
At that time, there were a lot of comments saying that I was a commenter and all, but I didn't know that it would be helpful in this way.
“According to your thoughts, this is a transit point. The final destination is the Demon Realm?”
“That’s right. Lord Rivercraft, you can stay in the Demon World for the time being. I know someone who is in charge there, so you won’t have any inconveniences.”
On the continent, the Demon World is a dimension known only to the Imperial Family and the Observers. River Craft was not an Observer.
Therefore, he did not know the Gate spell or the truth about the demon world.
“You didn’t make a deal with the devil, did you?”
“I signed the contract.”
It's not what Rivercraft had in mind, but it's true that they signed the contract.
River Craft, who was looking at me, stroked his chin.
“Warrior of Hamelin, exiled from the old continent… Well, it doesn’t matter. I never trusted the royal family either.”
He read my thoughts before I even opened my mouth, so I didn't have to explain.
This is convenient, but when I actually thought that they were looking into my head, I felt like my whole body was naked.
First of all, let’s not think about ‘that.’
It would be a problem if we got caught by that point.
“What are you thinking?”
… …Fuck.
“If you’re swearing inside, maybe it’s secret?”
“It’s nothing. It’s just a personal matter, so please ignore it.”
“If it’s a private matter, like you love someone?”
"……yes."
I wish you wouldn't read my every little thought.
“I can’t hear everything. It’s just my own inferences based on key words.”
Then, River Craft beckoned to a white landscape where nothing existed.
“Just as seeing with your eyes and understanding with your head are two different things.”
Right now she's probably looking at all the 'laws' that make up this place.
It must be exciting to see some things for the first time.
While I was wandering around looking for ‘coordinates’, she asked me.
“You said you were a prophet too?”
“Yes.”
“Then what time, or rather what future, are you trying to change?”
I didn't answer.
The one and only person I love.
Because it was so shabby, arrogant, and distant to want to change the future just for her.
For a moment, River Craft chuckled.
“I wanted to change at least one person. To be exact, his heart.”
Suddenly I turned my head and our eyes met.
A red eye with a complex engraving.
Is there something that even she, who has the ‘eye of wisdom’ that sees through everything, cannot face?
It was a gaze that made me think like that.
“Could you please pass this on to him for me? To that guy, no… to my brother.”
The memories pulled from her temples hung limply at her fingertips.
The moment she received it, brief moments flashed before her eyes. It was River Craft, her one day and her unforgettable past.
“Why are you giving this to me?”
“That guy is quite stubborn, so I don’t think I can convince him while I’m alive.”
Her loneliness was written on a space that resembled a blank page without a title.
She spoke like a pencil whose lead was wearing down.
“I thought that if I die, maybe you’ll at least listen to my will.”
"……All right."
“Don’t worry. I manipulated your memories to show you killing me in the end.”
Even Michael can manipulate memories, which is impossible.
What circle is this person in?
“If I do that, my brother will start to resent me.”
“No. Rather, I should be grateful to you.”
She took a deep, foolish breath.
“The traitor who was the headache of the empire is now gone―”
That was when.
Clank clank!
A blunt metallic sound echoed from all directions.
“Run!”
I grabbed River Craft's hand and ran forward without looking back.
She asked, looking back at the place where she couldn't see anything.
“What was that sound just now?”
“It’s the tracker!”
Dimensional Tracker.
Demons who live between dimensions.
Our existence now is like a foreign substance caught between dimensions.
In a dimension where everything meshes together like giant gears, our intervention will shake up the rules here.
To prevent this, the pursuers were trying to eliminate us.
“So where should I go now?”
“We must find the coordinates to create a rift leading to the Demon Realm!”
“So where is that!”
“37, 34, 00, 126, 58, 41!”
To open the rift, you must go to these coordinates.
But the moment I said those words, I thought, "Oh no."
Even if you know the coordinates in a space where you cannot estimate direction or bearing, there is no way to find it.
How did Michael calculate and find these coordinates?
Which episode and which page was that scene on?
Think about it.
Think about it… … !
[ Your “understanding” of ‘Michael Riepenstein’ increases. ]
The next moment.
"Follow me."
A collar that feels noble just by swinging gently.
The back of the head that makes you want to throw a punch when you watch.
〔 Activation of "Reread" 〕
Michael Riepenstein.
His vision, rewritten before my eyes, was running like walking over my clouds.
"The road is here."
* * *
In a book, the present, the future, and the past coexist.
All the stories on that straight line can be read in advance or read again if you want.
Waiting for a web novel that was uploaded one episode a day was hard work for me.
As short as 5 minutes, as long as 10 minutes.
I looked forward to that day.
I suffered through the past time.
While some people took hours to write, others had to wait that long.
But it wasn't enough.
That's why I read it over and over again.
Again and again, I go back to see her from back then.
It was possible because it was something I liked and because it was someone I liked.
When I reread her, which I had read without thinking, I was able to understand her feelings that I had not been able to read.
The next time I read it, I could understand the thoughts, why they said what they said, why they did what they did.
But I didn't just reread Grace.
I reread the scenery she had been standing in, and even the characters written on that page.
At the same time, no one read as much as Grace.
“Ignore the pursuers. They will get as close as we perceive them.”
Michael Riepenstein, the protagonist of this world.
… … It's you.
On that page too, Michael was running away from his pursuers with his companions.
Perhaps the scene where Michael is currently being used is episode 215.
The story is about heading to the Demon World to prevent the Third World War and save the Chaos Pillar.
Well, in the end, I couldn't stop it.
"Reread" was a setting I had from the beginning, like "Bookmark" and "Unified Language".
Settings you would never have known about if you hadn't opened the status window.
There are a few more besides these.
If you ask why I wasn't using this setting, it was because the conditions weren't met.
Unlike other settings, this setting would often get canceled when you tried to use it, as if your "Growth" level was low.
That setting has now been activated… … .
“Sorry, kid, what are you thinking about right now?”
"yes?"
When I turned my head to Rivercraft's voice, she was frowning.
It was a face that was more unpleasant than angry, and rather painful.
“The noise is so bad I have a headache. I can’t read. If there’s any way, could you please tell me in words?”
Are you not reading my mind right now?
Well, if my ability is that of a ‘writer’, then it makes sense that there is a filter that makes it unreadable.
If Rivercraft finds out that this world is a work of fiction, the repercussions will be enormous.
“First, follow me. I’m heading to the coordinates.”
River Craft nodded silently. He looked even more distressed than before.
Meanwhile, I was keeping an eye on Michael.
Michael, who had finally encountered his pursuer and rolled on the ground, activated his spell.
The reason Michael is rolling around now is probably because one of his party members recognized the pursuer.
As Michael said earlier, if the pursuer doesn't pay attention, he won't be caught.
Due to the nature of beings belonging to a dimension, there is a pursuer, but there is no such thing as a demon.
A state where reality and fiction overlap until observed.
The ‘white zone’ where we are running now was also in that state.
Ggggg!
The floor shook for a moment. River Craft shouted.
“Look behind you!”
In her voice, the space we had been walking through was falling apart, piece by piece.
Dimensional collapse.
The dimensions were being reconfigured to remove us, the foreign matter.
There is no way to stop the collapse of dimensions.
But what was certain was that there was no stopping or turning back now.
“This is it!”
After running for a while, I stopped with Michael and pointed into the air.
“Here’s how we got here…….”
“You mean I just have to reproduce it exactly the same way?”
The circle fired by the river craft cut through the air.
I turned around to check her condition as if protecting her. The collapse was already right in front of my nose.
I spoke hurriedly to her as she stood in front of the gate.
“The gate is unstable, so the destinations will be different. First, find the Great Warrior Rugal. If you tell him my name, he will help you—”
At that moment, I happened to make eye contact with Michael, who was hanging on the air.
“……Good luck.”
A gaze as if it were watching me.
That was something I was saying to someone else on that page, not to myself.
… …Who is it?
Who was left here?
No, from what I remember, no one… … .
“What are you doing, kid? Hurry up!”
"yes!"
The moment I reached out to the crack along the river craft, the entrance to the gate closed.
dump.
As I looked back, lying on the pure white floor, I saw pitch-black darkness rushing in like waves.
“I’ve never read anything like this…….”
It was the moment when I became lost in a dimension.
* * *
I wonder how long I had searched for it, but the once white uniform was now stained with dirt.
“Professor Grace! You are……here.”
Despite Ellis's call, Grace just stared blankly at the sunken hole.
That was the place where Rohan disappeared.
"professor……?"
Ariel, who had followed Ellis up Crescent Mountain, also stopped in her tracks when she saw Grace.
Ariel raised her head with her eyes tightly shut, her fists clenched.
‘Where on earth are you? Please answer me, Rohan… … .’
Even Ariel, who could sense mana better than anyone else, could not find any trace of Rohan.
Grace took a step forward.
“Here he is. Rohan is still here…….”
She just muttered those words.
‘Rohan couldn’t have died.’
The promise to stay by her side forever has not yet been kept.
‘I need you. Because of you, I… … !’
… … I was able to survive this hell.
Now I can't imagine a day without Rohan.
My day began with seeing Rohan's smile through the crack in the open office door.
Time passed in his voice.
“Hey, I don’t know!”
Ellis came over to Grace, knelt down, rolled up her sleeves, and began to dig diligently.
“Eclat, what are you doing now?”
“That fool might be sleeping without even knowing that he’s buried in the ground!”
“Don’t talk nonsense. Our Lord Rohan isn’t the kind of person to do that.”
Ariel's collar swayed behind Grace, who was watching Ellis.
“Then why are you helping?”
“I don’t think Rohan would do that… but there is such a thing as “what if.”
Grace, who had been standing there blankly as Ariel joined in, also followed them and dug the ground as if possessed by something.
Slowly, slowly… … .
How much did you dig? Ellis said with a smile that looked like she might cry at any moment.
“Rohan, are you still alive…?”
When Ariel heard those words, the tears she had been holding back welled up to her chin.
She answered by deliberately splashing dirt on Ellis.
“……Of course. That’s stupid.”
At that moment, a voice that everyone knew came from behind like fog from a distant sea.
“I came here just in case, and I see you’re doing some really stupid things. Get out of my way, you’re a nuisance.”
“My lord!”
Michael Riepenstein, Ariel, startled by his appearance, quickly got up.
“What are you doing here, Professor Gerolstein?”
“My last name is Ripen... You still have a short memory, Ellis Eclat.”
Ellis narrowed her brows, as if she was not pleased. Grace, who was the last to rise, stared blankly at Michael.
“……Tsk.”
Michael clicked his tongue when he saw Grace's haggard and disheveled appearance in the two days that Rohan had disappeared.
“I think everyone is past the age of playing in the dirt.”
After a while, Michael's eyes, which had been touching the air with his fingertips, narrowed.
‘If a phenomenon of this magnitude had occurred, it would have disappeared along with time and space. However, the traces of its disappearance are insignificant. That is to say.’
There were still traces of the phenomenon that had occurred.
He quickly transferred the structure into his head and began to slowly reconstruct it.
‘It wasn’t a simple phenomenon.’
Michael continued, soon finding traces of the connection between dimensions.
“……Rohan is still alive.”
Ariel smiled without realizing it at those words.
Ellis was as happy as a child, and Grace's eyes lit up.
Grace took a step forward and asked with her hands clasped together as if in prayer.
“How, how can I save Rohan?”
“…….”
Michael watched her intently.
It was because he remembered the proclamation Rohan had made to himself long ago.
"The Lady's Gaze."
"A word from the young lady."
“I asked if I could have it all.”
Soon, Michael's gaze deepened as he looked at the scenery beyond Grace's shoulder.
‘Rohan, you already have everything she has.’
Grace looked particularly unhappy today, just like when Rohan wasn't around.
‘If I save you who can save her… … .’
To Michael, Grace was still a difficult person to protect. But she was also someone he wanted to protect.
I wanted to meet new people and teach them what true love is.
Claudia.
I love her as much as I love my heart.
Woohoo.
The mana that exploded around Michael created a huge magic field.
A phenomenon that occurs gradually.
Michael, who had cut through the space above the phenomenon, opened his mouth and pushed the crack aside.
“I’m going to save Rohan now.”
§ ‘ㅤ’
[ You have left the page . ]
When I opened my eyes, the first thing I saw was that message.
"What the heck, what's going on… … . "
No voice came out.
Instead, the words I spoke were becoming ‘letters’ and being engraved into the air right before my eyes.
Soon the sentence that had been floating around turned to dust and disappeared.
『…….』
Let's look around. The gray-white background of the space continues on endlessly.
After safely sending River Craft to the Demon Realm, I fell into the collapsed dimension and don't know where I ended up.
I guess this place is also one of countless dimensions.
Can I go back?
No, I absolutely have to go back.
I still haven't finished reading her.
『… … But how do I get back?』
It was nice to be able to use the space between dimensions to get river craft.
The original plan was for me to go to the Demon Realm with them and, with Rugal's help, use the gate they used to come to the continent to return.
Well, as you can see, this is what happened.
"It's something special. But it's also familiar."
I've been feeling a bit uneasy since a while ago.
It's a place that feels like I've been here before, even though it's my first time here.
When I look at it, my eyes feel at ease, and that strange desire makes me want to read something… I don’t know why I feel that way now.
Right then.
"You are not yet qualified to come here."
A sentence was being written in front of me in a heavy, sharp font.
It was a voice.
Because every sound here was being ‘written.’
There was no one ahead. I quickly looked back.
Then, a figure wearing a long veil that extended from head to toe was looking this way.
I could tell that it was looking at me because there were two lights that looked like eyes on the part of its face that was covered by the veil, looking at me.
Even when I activated the "Status Window", this message was the only thing that came up.
[ The person in question has left the page. ]
Well, it's about time we met.
The ‘transcendent ones’ of the world who are not obsessed with things like ‘narrative’ or ‘development’.
"Who are you?"
That's why you have to be careful.
Among the transcendent beings, there are some who go beyond the secular world and live in an entirely different dimension.
Those people are the most dangerous.
The very fact that it has already transcended a dimension means that it is off track.
But at the same time, it's also luck.
I don't know who that person is, or rather, I think I know a little bit about him, but he was the only person who could get me out of here.
At that moment, the text was written again.
"I think it would be natural to ask where this place is."
"Then I ask. Where is this place?"
"radish."
Nothing… … ?
"Like the end of everything, a world where nothing is recorded. At least that's what I call it."
As soon as he finished speaking, my heart started pounding loudly.
Thump!
I knelt down on one knee, clutching my chest in pain.
In a world where even the rough sound of breathing is replaced by text and scattered, what I feel is only one thing.
……death.
The word that best fits the space called ‘nothing’ suddenly came to me.
I barely raised my head to look at him. He was doing nothing.
There was no movement of mana. At least that person didn't do anything.
And all doubts were resolved with just one message.
[Your existence is disappearing.]
It was only then that the message that I had ‘left’ the page appeared.
So where am I now?
Reality? Fiction? No… … .
The thought could not continue any further.
My fingertips are fading… … .
My existence is being erased… … .
This heart is falling apart… … .
… … We have to stop it!
〔 Activation of “Character Assimilation” 〕
A secret move that was saved until the most important moment.
I tried hard to recall a man named Michael Riepenstein.
“Character fairy tale” is a function that brings in one of the ‘settings’ of a character that I have an understanding of.
If I can just get the "main character" setting that Michael has, I won't die.
That was when.
[Michael Riepenstein’s “Understanding” is lacking.]
[ In order to load the “main character” settings, the “understanding” of that character must be ‘100%’. ]
I quickly checked Michael's understanding.
… … 39.7 percent.
It was a number that could not be achieved even if all the probabilities currently available were paid.
Sssss… … .
In the meantime, my body was steadily being erased.
Not only the wrist, but even the sleeve that had been covering it had disappeared as if it had never existed.
I looked at him in front of me again.
He was doing nothing.
As if observing the course of nature, I just quietly witness my demise.
"You don't have to help me?"
"Why me?"
"It would be a problem if I disappeared."
『…….』
He was silent.
If my prediction is correct, this person is the last ‘observer’ and ‘prophet’ of the world who delivered the prophecy to River Craft.
To me, as a reader, it was such an obvious development. Otherwise, there would be no way this character would have appeared with such exquisite timing.
I don't know his identity either.
I have already made some guesses, but nothing is certain.
『… … You already know the method.』
If there is a method, then already… … Ah.
there is.
"In the future I know, you exist."
… … There’s no guarantee that only the main character will survive.
[Use ‘250P’ to load ‘Michael Riepenstein’s’ setting, “Plot Armor”.]
Rather, there are many cases where the main character dies.
Yet the reason the main character doesn't die.
A magical setting where you can survive until the end and achieve your goal.
"Plot Armor" ⸺ Unique Features
✵Description
- Characters with this setting cannot die.
With the probability of 250 being consumed, the reason why that munchkin bastard didn't die while making countless enemies was also being granted to me.
But the price was also enormous.
[ 2 probability is consumed every minute to maintain this setting. ]
The total probability I have now is 238P.
If converted to time, it is 119 minutes, a little over two hours.
The hand that had faded was returning to its original state. What I needed now was not the setting of a "main character."
In the first place, I am not the main character of this world.
I regained my composure and looked at him. Then I asked the question that had been on my mind for a very long time.
"Are you Michael Riepenstein?"
* * *
Any observers who remembered the truth of the world were all exterminated by the Imperial Family.
When the observer first appeared in that explanation, readers, including myself, made various guesses.
So the conclusion was this.
"The world's last observer is Michael Riepenstein's father."
Michael's father was mentioned only twice.
The first was when Michael himself went to the Euclid family and tried to break off the engagement.
As it turns out on that page, Michael's father was also a formidable figure.
As for the son, he was the one who forced Grace into an engagement with Michael, despite being called a legend, Schlach Euclid.
Above all, it was he who opened the gates to the First World War.
The second and last time he was mentioned, he opened a gate to the Demon World and disappeared.
I don't know why it disappeared.
It is not known whether he went into hiding because he felt disillusioned with his actions after seeing the demon world being unilaterally devastated, or whether the royal family executed him to silence him.
However, given the circumstances, Michael's father was the closest being to the observer.
Because it was that observer who always offered a helping hand whenever Michael was in danger.
… … But I think differently.
If that observer was really Michael's father, he would have dropped some sort of bait.
But the writer didn't do that.
Rather, it felt like something was subtly off… … giving the impression that it was trying to overlap with Michael.
And most crucially, the reason why I was able to look forward to the ‘side story’ of this story, the story after the epilogue.
"It seems that the 'theory of time' has been proven in the future."
"Theory of Time".
Claudia Lauren, now dead, the only thing that can save her.
Michael Riepenstein, whose original work I know, reached the conclusion of that theory.
If I hadn't been here, I might have been reading Michael, who eventually perfected the theory of time.
An old love who was accused of being a traitor and met death.
A relationship with Ariel that could never, and should never, come to fruition.
The moment when he finally killed Grace, his longtime friend and enemy, with his own hands… … .
Michael was in despair.
Michael also longed for salvation.
But no one could save him.
So Michael decided to become his own savior.
"But nothing could be changed."
If we turned back time and changed causality, we would never be observers.
Being an observer is… … a failure.
You failed, Michael.
That's why it's in front of me now.
"You're saying the same thing... ... . "
The next moment, a huge external force pressed down on me.
An unimaginable force, as if carrying the Earth on its shoulders.
Going against, going against, going against again, naturally accumulating… … countless years.
『… … Just like back then.』
That invisible sense of transcendence was oppressing me.
"The 'Michael Riepenstein' you speak of did not complete the theory of time."
"Grace Euclid, whom you tried to protect, eventually met her death by fate."
Countless sentences were being written before my eyes.
It was a ‘future’ that I had not read about, or rather, that had not yet arrived.
"The 'Ellis Eclat' you were trying to change ended up running away from everything."
"Ariel Riepenstein, whom you were trying to kill, died first."
"You had to watch 'Queos Lumières du Noir' play out its theatrical play on the world's stage."
"You watched the deaths of 'Karina Historia' and 'Lycan Loader' in order to survive.'"
『And yet, you ‘died’ without changing anything.』
Dead.
Of all the words, that one was engraved most clearly in my mind.
"This is the future I know."
The futures I had designed and planned were being shattered in front of those sentences.
At that moment, the page that came to mind was the one where Grace had met her death.
I shuddered at the more tragic development than the original story. It was sad and terribly shameful.
『…….』
A silence where no sound exists.
In it, only one sentence was implied and heard by me.
-It's all my fault.
The ending of a tragedy that was completed after repeated revisions.
Because I intervened, because I changed the plot, not only Grace, but Michael, Ariel, Ellie, and everyone else became unhappy.
That was the prophecy the observer wanted to convey to me.
"I probably had the same expression on my face then as I do now."
I slowly raised my head.
The eyes of the observer who was watching this side began to shake strangely.
『Smile… … ?』
okay.
"Why are you laughing? No, how can you laugh?"
I faced him through the scattered letters.
"Because all prophecies cease to be prophecies the moment they are spoken."
Having just heard that prophecy, I now have the opportunity to change that future.
"Grace, whom I tried to protect, will eventually overcome fate and live happily ever after."
I continued, mocking his prophecy.
"The 'Ellie' I wanted to change will eventually become a knight respected by everyone."
"Ariel, the one I tried to kill, will survive the longest."
『‘Queos’ will never perform a play on the world stage.』
"I will also let 'Edgar' live as 'Karina'."
I spoke more confidently than ever.
"That's why I will live by your side."
I could tell.
"This is the future I will change."
At that moment, a message came to me, adding confirmation to my resolve.
〔 Development Modification 〕
This changed the future.
The prophecy given to me by the observer is no longer a prophecy.
Then the observer who had been staring blankly into the empty space spoke.
『This can't be happening… … .』
But is that guy still going to deny that he's Michael?
Even his speech is like that, and anyone can tell that he's Michael.
『How can you be sure? After all, everything is fiction! You can't change anything! Just like me!』
Fiction?
Ha, did my future self even tell Michael something like that?
I don't know what kind of history it's been through, but it's become a lot more reckless.
Not like me.
"This world is not fiction."
"what……?"
I looked around.
It was a truly fictional world.
But to me, this world is now ‘reality.’
"I don't know what my future self said, but at least now I believe that this world is real."
『…….』
If you continue to live thinking that this world is a lie, you won't last long.
And that's a denial of Grace.
Grace is not fiction.
Sometimes, the eyes are so dark that you can't read what they're thinking.
A fragrance that naturally blows along with the wind as we walk together.
The voice that always called my name affectionately.
… … In the brightly spread out world, she was living vividly, not written down.
That was when.
『… … You are not the Rohan I know.』
Kugugug!
The sentence was shaking along with the space.
In an instant, a huge wave of magical power swirled around him.
"I'll watch over you."
At the same time, the veil covering him flew away and spread into the air.
There was nothing where he had been standing. Just a few syllables fluttering and disappearing along the veil.
『ㅤㅤYou.
ㅤㅤㅤ's ᨞.
ㅤㅤㅤㅤ The future.
ㅤㅤㅤㅤ .
ㅤㅤㅤㅤ』
And new words were being written.
It was the name I most wanted to see, no, the name I most wanted to be called.
『Rohan!』
When I looked back, Grace was running towards me with all her might, her back to the open crack.
… …Wow.
I closed my eyes in her arms.

            This is the future I have chosen.
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                                § Ignition (1)
As I was getting ready for work, I headed to the front door when I heard the doorbell.
As I opened the door, a welcoming smile appeared on my face.
“What brings you here this morning?”
Grace stood before me as always.
Just expressionlessly. As if there was no reason.
“I was thinking about going to work together.”
“Please wait a moment. I’ll be out shortly.”
“What about morning?”
“I haven’t eaten yet, but on my way there later…….”
“I’ll make it for you. There’s still plenty of time.”
It was the most exciting thing I've heard this year.
I used to think that eating breakfast made by someone I loved was just a fantasy.
And that delusion, beyond imagination, became reality and unfolded before my eyes.
I was sitting on the sofa in a daze, and then I turned my gaze to Grace.
"miss."
"huh?"
“……It’s nothing.”
I swallowed the words that had risen to my chin.
I turned my gaze away from Grace's anxious back and began to sort out the past events.
Yesterday I almost disappeared.
Michael's help was great.
If I hadn't been able to trace the traces of mana and find the dimension I fell into, I would have disappeared the moment all probability was exhausted.
Of course, I had planned to get help from an observer before that.
The observer would not have let me die.
It is also the case that he gave me the prophecy.
But why did you approach me?
So far, I haven't paid any attention to the observer.
Rather, it is Michael who should be concerned about the observer.
As the episode progresses, his help will become more and more desperate.
That's why I thought we wouldn't have any contact.
But there was one. It even gave us a holy relic called the “Staff of Order.”
“The pedestal of order…….”
As I placed my hand over my pocket, I could feel the outline of the jewel.
This is something that appears around episode 110 in the original work.
When Michael collided with Arthur Pendragon.
To be exact, it was Michael's intention to retrieve this jewel from Arthur.
Michael collected quite a few hidden pieces to achieve his goal of overthrowing the Empire, and the Column of Order was one of them.
However, despite the help he received from the forces he led and the Knights of Eclat, he was ultimately unable to obtain it.
Arthur, who reigned as the king of all knights, was never easygoing.
In addition, he was the Imperial Weapon Master and the commander of the 1st Legion.
In the end, I didn't get the fulcrum of order, but I made Arthur my assistant, but that's another matter that's important to me.
The scepter of order, why is this in my hand?
If it were true to the original, Arthur would have owned this from the beginning.
It was an item he brought from the Demon World during the First World War.
I quietly put my hand to my temple.
The memories that River Craft had left for me were unfolding before my eyes.
“……You stole it.”
He fooled Arthur's eyes. River Craft is also a truly amazing person.
So that's why you became a traitor.
But something is strange.
The axe of order is something that only Arthur knows about.
The empire did not even know of its existence, let alone designating it as a treasure.
The fact that Arthur, a Beta rank, was labeled a traitor simply for stealing something like that… … It was a harsh response that seemed a bit extreme for his personality.
It's not that I don't understand.
If you knew the true value of this gem, you would also be aware of the dangers it poses when misused.
Then the question is whether or not to return this to Arthur at the ‘Union Call’ that he will soon participate in… … .
Let's first look at the situation and then decide.
Maybe I can win Arthur over to my side.
“It's done.”
At Grace's call, I ran to the table like a puppy with its food bowl in its mouth.
“It looks very delicious…….”
A fried egg with a lot of broken shells.
Toast that's so black it looks like it's been painted over.
… … I felt uneasy just from the way he was wielding the knife.
“Then thank you―”
“I guess I can’t eat something like this?”
The moment I reached out, Grace took the plate back.
My expression was now reflected in her gloomy eyes.
“I’m sorry. No matter how hard I try, I’m just not good at cooking.”
“No, I really want to eat it.”
“No. I’ll buy you a sandwich on the way…….”
Grace heads back to the kitchen with her shoulders slumped.
When I saw that sight, a corner of my heart ached terribly.
“Then how about we make it together?”
“With Rohan?”
Heading to the fridge, I first took out the eggs and vegetables to make a salad.
She said as she took the vegetables away, wiping off the charred frying pan that was as black as toast and turning on the heat.
“I’ll make the salad.”
"please."
I moistened my dry lips as I watched Grace place the cucumber on the cutting board.
"miss?"
"what's the matter?"
“You’re holding the handle wrong.”
"……uh?"
Grace's hands, which were slicing a cucumber, suddenly stopped.
I looked down at her hands.
She was holding the cleaver like a sword, cutting with her elbow raised almost at a right angle.
“Isn’t this it?”
I couldn't say no to Grace, who asked with an innocent face.
Just because he's a Weapon Master doesn't mean he can handle a kitchen knife well.
I approached him and pointed to the hilt of the knife.
“You should hold the knife handle a little higher.”
"like this?"
“No, the part below me and the sword are connected… Excuse me for a moment.”
I moved Grace's hand and helped her hold the knife correctly.
Then he gently lowered his stiff elbow and placed it on his side.
“Now try cutting it.”
"okay."
Crunch, something is still wrong.
When performing swordsmanship, the wrists that were used so freely are not used at all.
It was difficult to explain the snap in words, so I held the knife along with the back of Grace's hand and slowly cut the cucumber.
“Keep the rhythm by pulling the blade towards your body like this―”
Grace's hair, calmly settling right in front of my nose.
A side view of a face focused on my voice.
Her scent permeates my entire body with every breath.
The moment I realized that he was holding her right from behind, my mind snapped.
It was the moment when I was desperately trying to pull my hand away.
“……I don’t know.”
The back of her hand that was touching my palm was trembling slightly.
Before I knew it, her skin was soaked with my body temperature.
“Tell me a little more.”
"All right."
I swallowed dry saliva and slowly cut the cucumber using Grace's own hands.
“Are you getting the feeling now?”
"no."
“At first, it was like this, slowly…….”
"I don't know."
Time seemed to pass slowly.
I haven't even cut the cucumber in half yet.
I held my breath on purpose.
I took a step back, afraid that the sound of my heart beating loudly inside my chest might be transmitted to her.
That was when.
“……I’m glad you’re safe.”
She came to save me and didn't ask me anything.
How did I end up stuck between dimensions, what caused it, and why did it have to be that way?
As if I already knew everything.
“Honestly, it was dizzying. If it weren’t for you, Miss, I would have…….”
Grace turned to me, who was smiling awkwardly.
Her face, looking up at me from right in front of my chest, held an emotion that was difficult to describe.
“Don’t do that again.”
She was wishing for it.
“Don’t ever go anywhere without my permission again.”
The moment I heard those words, the world seemed infinitely distant to me.
It was unrealistic.
It was something that could neither be expected nor predicted.
If this is part of the future I have chosen, if this is the beginning of a story I have never read before… … .
“……Is this an order?”
"no."
Grace, who had finally escaped from my arms, turned her head.
“Please…….”
The lines and curves that made up her, all of her appearances looked unhappy.
Why would that be?
Why is she unhappy when I'm not there...?
“Don't worry.”
It was only later that I came to understand her feelings a little.
“I won’t leave your side without your permission.”
"……okay."
After that we had breakfast.
We also shared many stories.
Most of the time, I did the talking and Grace listened.
Her occasional smile and a simple but satisfying meal.
From the first words of a new day, I realize.
“A few days ago, a store selling delicious desserts opened. Would you like to go there after work?”
"good."
Now, I have finally come a millimeter closer to that heart.
* * *
“It would have been better if it had been scary……”
“Shh, I don’t know when I’ll be able to return to being an academy instructor again.”
The students practicing their martial arts in the training room were muttering.
Rohan, standing at the end of all the sidelong glances.
He was smiling kindly.
pop!
Suddenly, a small explosion of mana occurred among the students.
A student who had his array tangled and was causing an overload in his spell was struggling to get rid of his mana.
“T, why is this happening all of a sudden……!”
The moment Rohan's shadow tilted behind him, the student's entire body froze like a stone statue.
“Is there a problem?”
“Professor, Professor……?”
The student, looking back at Rohan with his eyes tightly shut, thought, “I’m dead now.” But contrary to expectations, he didn’t lose his smile.
“You injected too much aura. You need to add more strings to increase the output. I don’t think you overlooked that, so try improving this part here.”
“Thank you……?”
The student who was receiving instruction from Rohan wondered what was going on.
‘What? If it were normal, the person who would train you until you were almost exhausted the moment you made a mistake… … .’
Even if I chatted for a bit or didn't pay attention in class, I was immediately reprimanded.
An atmosphere where discipline was always observed without any loopholes.
A look that shows the determination to graduate Springwind at all costs.
That was the image of Professor Rohan that the students remembered.
“Now that you have all passed the promotion test, I hope you will continue to work hard as you get one step closer to becoming a knight.”
“Yes! I understand!”
Of course, he was a good teacher even before that.
Although he was strict, he only taught things that were carefully selected so that he did not want to miss even one, and he never allowed the students to lose their mana or become exhausted, considering their condition.
“Don’t you think the assistant professor is a bit more considerate today?”
“Really. If I looked like that all the time, I’d really have no more wishes.”
“I was fine with my usual assistant professor. Should I say I’m more focused in class?”
“What the hell. Are you a majo?”
They say that if someone who has always been mean to you suddenly starts being nice to you, it makes them stand out more.
The students actually liked this side of Rohan.
After a while, Rohan and Grace, who had finished their lecture, were returning to their office.
Rohan, who had been observing her, handed her a bottle of water that he had cooled down with mana.
“Thank you for your hard work.”
"thank you."
Everyone passed the promotion test, and Rugal, who came to visit at lunch, told us that River Craft had safely arrived in the Demon World.
Everything ended safely, and Rohan couldn't help but feel good.
But Rohan's joy was not due to such trivial things.
“Professor Grace.”
Rohan, who had been silent for a moment, asked cautiously.
“What I told you this morning…….”
“You mean the dessert shop?”
“Thank goodness you remembered.”
Then Grace nodded as if it was obvious.
“Because it’s a promise with Rohan.”
At that moment, Rohan's face, which had been brightening with joy, hardened.
“Assistant Professor Rohan.”
It wasn't Michael who called him.
“You are hereby arrested on suspicion of violation of the Act on Obstruction of Official Duties and treason.”
Inspector Javelin, who had been knocked out by Rohan, was thrusting a poisonous warrant.
* * *
“I have some urgent business to attend to, so if you want to interrogate me, do it here.”
An empty classroom on the 6th floor of the annex.
Instead, Rohan, who had dragged the Javelin here, summoned the element of wind and blew away the dust accumulated on the chair.
Inspector Javelin watched him leisurely sit down, and a vein appeared on his forehead.
“I don’t think you understand the situation, but you are being investigated for suspected treason.”
Rohan nodded.
He already knew.
If decisive circumstances were revealed during the investigation, it was clear that it would be confirmed as ‘treason’ rather than a simple ‘suspicion.’
“It has now disappeared from most laws, but there are currently only two laws in which the joint liability system is still in effect.”
Rohan continued speaking without losing his composure.
“Treason and murder.”
For example, the previous downfall of the Rounds family due to Freddie's murder was evidence of this.
In the past, the system of collective punishment was applied to many crimes.
Even if you make a small mistake, not only you but your family will be blamed.
The reason this phenomenon occurred was because of ‘Mana.’
“Unfortunately, in this world, a small number of people have most of the ‘power’. Just like 150 years ago, there was a time when some people had to die because they had no power.”
Those who knew how to use mana, commonly called ‘knights’ and ‘wizards’, were rare.
But no matter how rare, in a world with billions of people, that minority is by no means a small number.
Just like you can kill dozens of people with just one 2-circle spell.
“So, the system of collective punishment still applies to treason and murder, but the Empire uses it as a weapon.”
The empire's most powerful weapon was not the wealth of Douglas, nor the military, nor the economy, but 'law'.
It was control.
The strongest and most durable chain that can control humans.
“Many people have been sacrificed before this system of collective punishment. The Lauren family is a representative example… Who wouldn’t fear the law and the administration?”
“What are you trying to say? It’s not a good idea to waste time like this—”
For a moment, Rohan's eyes lit up.
“One day, that blade will cut off your necks.”
Rohan's expression became frighteningly blank.
Javelin watched Rohan's hand moving slowly.
“Whether it’s a sword or a gun, all weapons are imbued with the mind of the user. If the weapon is not wielded correctly, the last thing it will kill is its owner.”
“Those words just now, they mean to challenge the empire…….”
“Take this. These are the last words from your family.”
Rohan, who got up from his seat, pulled out not a sword, but the memory of River Craft.
Inspector Javelin stared silently at whatever memory was hanging on Rohan's fingertips.
He was holding the revolver handle and thinking when he received the memory.
“……!”
Moments of his older sister, River Craft, flashed before his eyes.
The sights she had lived through, the reason why she had to make that choice at that time, the last voice calling her were filling in the blank memories.
“……You killed her.”
“So now it’s not treason but murder?”
Javelin shook his head slowly.
“Rather, you will be rewarded for killing the traitor. I thank you on behalf of the Empire.”
Rohan, who was looking at him as he bowed his head deeply, asked with pity.
“Aren’t you sad? Your only family member is dead.”
“Thank you for your cooperation.”
Javelin turned around without answering and headed for the door. Rohan opened his mouth as he looked at his back.
“Run away. It’s your turn to die next.”
“So you’re suddenly talking about the joint punishment system? I appreciate your concern, but my crime was pardoned in recognition of my contribution to arresting a traitor.”
He pulled down the hat he was holding to his chest.
“But if you commit a sin, it is right to be punished. Even if it is my family who committed the sin, it is right for me to bear the burden as well.”
After he left, Rohan was left alone and stared out the window.
The sky was turning blue and the sunset was spotting it.
Rohan took out his smartphone and called Grace, then spoke into the receiver.

            “……This is Rohan. I don’t think I can go today.”
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Grace, who was waiting for Rohan in the office, had only that thought.
The day when Rohan almost disappeared forever.
The moment she held him in her arms again, Grace knew.
‘… … Rohan.’
The fact that I love him.
But it was a feeling that could not be conveyed, nor could it be conveyed.
‘I am not worthy of loving Rohan.’
It was a burden.
It was a stumbling block.
"“I have called you because I want you to follow me to the position of associate professor at Springwind University.”
If only I hadn't told Rohan to go to Springwind with me that day.
"So I would like to have you as my assistant, that is, as an associate professor."
Perhaps Rohan would be much happier now… … .
'Sorry.'
To him who had readily told her that he would follow her without even hesitation.
To him who looked at me and approached me, even though everyone else had ignored and distanced themselves from me.
To him who always promised to ‘see you tomorrow’ at the end of each day.
Grace always felt sorry.
So, of course you shouldn't like something, you shouldn't love it either.
That would ruin Rohan.
Rohan is a great guy.
He's good at his job, he's capable, and he's popular.
He was a person who would be loved wherever he went and would never be lonely.
On the one hand, that made me even more greedy.
A word that was always affectionate.
The eyes and hands were so warm that it felt like I was falling asleep.
I want to make it all directed only at me.
‘That won’t do.’
I looked at Rohan again and again and consoled myself.
I suppressed my feelings as I looked at Rohan several times.
Over and over again… … .
… … No matter how many times I looked at Rohan, it wasn’t enough.
That oath, that pledge, that promise.
Please don't break it.
Please don't change.
Please watch over me.
I borrowed it.
The moment Rohan disappeared from this world, it seemed like everything was lost.
Even though I had my eyes open, the world was completely dark and I couldn't see anything.
Even when I breathed, I couldn't breathe. Even a slight breeze felt like my whole body would collapse.
Before I knew it, he had become a part of me.
‘That won’t do… … .’
My feelings for Michael were shattered without even being conveyed.
At that time, I was clumsy, cautious, and hesitant.
Because she knew that her feelings would never be conveyed to him, who was as cold-hearted as iron.
Claudia Lauren.
No matter how much time passes, I can never become that child… … .
But Rohan was different.
It wasn't because he was never an easy person.
Rather, he was a more difficult person than Michael.
Grace felt even more challenged because she had never received such warm hospitality and consideration in her life.
‘… … I want to be with you.’
Still, my heart couldn't stop.
‘I need you, Rohan.’
Now not only my heart but my whole body wanted him.
‘Even if it’s selfish, it’s okay. Even if other people curse at me, even if I’m alone again… … .’
… … I want to be with him.
Grace decided to be a little more honest.
I'm sick of hiding my feelings now.
It's been so long since I've been an adult, but I still wanted to throw a tantrum and throw a tantrum just this once.
Just like back then, when you didn't have to know anything.
dripping⸺
The door opened with a knock.
Beyond that, Michael only moved his eyes to scan the inside.
Grace greeted his sudden appearance.
“What brings you here?”
Michael, who was avoiding her gaze, answered curtly.
“I can’t see Rohan.”
“I had to step away for a moment because something came up.”
“I see. I guess I missed learning swordsmanship today too.”
Michael, who was about to leave, turned around and stopped.
He asked slyly, as he was glaring at Grace.
“……How are you these days?”
"yes?"
“With Rohan.”
“Oh, I’m doing well.”
Grace, who answered absentmindedly, looked at Michael's expression.
Why are you suddenly asking this?
Grace, who didn't know about the relationship between Rohan and Michael, tilted her head.
“Thank you more than anything. Thanks to Michael’s help, we were able to save Rohan.”
“I didn’t do it for you, so you don’t have to thank me.”
Michael, who had just reached for the ring, continued speaking.
“Do you know, by any chance, why Rohan became like that?”
“Huh? What is that…….”
“It seems you still don’t know anything.”
Michael was already aware of Rohan's moves, such as approaching the prince and joining hands with Wolfwin.
And who is the reason for that?
“This wouldn’t have happened if Rohan hadn’t come to Springwind. Life in the Knighthood wouldn’t have been much different.”
Grace's eyelids fluttered when she heard those words.
“But Rohan will become more dangerous in the future. Maybe this is just the beginning.”
“I know…….”
“If that happens, I’ll lose my life someday—”
“I know, too!”
Grace took a step forward. There was no stepping back.
“So I will protect you. So that Rohan will not be in any more danger.”
“Then I ask you, have you ever thought about what the cause might be?”
"……yes?"
“As expected, you’re an unfamiliar face.”
Michael let out a long breath, looked straight at Grace, and opened his mouth.
“The reason Rohan is constantly moving towards death. The reason is you.”
My ears felt blocked as if I had fallen into water.
I knew it.
I've known this for a very long time.
Rohan always pushed himself cruelly to the edge.
Even when I collapse from exhaustion from carrying the circle on my body.
Even when I stand before a judge charged with treason.
His back, standing precariously, was always… … dangerous.
That's why Grace also tried to change.
“……I won’t stay still anymore.”
For a moment, the sunset streaming in through the window dyed Grace. Michael answered.
“The intention is admirable, but it is too late.”
Michael's eyes, as he watched Grace's blushing appearance, became as lonely as the autumn wind blowing through the fields.
“You are already dying.”
Grace held her breath upon hearing that and asked in a breathless voice.
“What… I don’t understand what you’re saying.”
Her question reminded Michael of the past Grace.
The hard times built up through training.
A feeling of isolation, like being locked in a cell alone among people.
Her ‘fuse’, which was created by intertwining such things, was ignited by the spark of war.
‘Grace Euclid. That’s why I couldn’t get to you.’
Michael continued speaking in silence, swallowing his true feelings.
“Every time you kill someone, a part of you dies with them.”
“…….”
“You, no, we, have killed countless people. More than we can count. And we have not protected a single one.”
The past flowed through Michael's eyes.
Those who had to be killed.
Those who had to be lost in the meantime.
As life and death repeated, their thoughts, hearts, and souls gradually wore out and withered.
“Even if you can hold on now, there will come a day when you won’t be able to bear the weight you’re carrying. The self-loathing and guilt that has grown like a snowball will collapse on your dying shoulders and make you kneel.”
“No, I am not⸺”
The moment Grace saw Michael's face, Claudia's funeral came to mind.
“Euclid. No…….”
Blue eyes that are moist like an oasis.
A drop of blood flowing down a cheek as dry as a desert… … bleeding.
“Grace.”
Even then, he had that kind of face.
Like that… … .
“What we have done so far will destroy us.”
… … I was so sad that I couldn't bear it.
* * *
Light and shade exist everywhere.
Just as a shadow slants behind me as I stand looking up at the sky, things I don't want to face in life are always there behind me.
‘Enfield’ was like that.
A slum not far from the splendid system.
The moment I saw the colorless ruins, I could see where all the trash we use and throw away goes and where it comes from.
“…….”
I turned my head as I felt something pulling at the hem of my clothes.
A child wearing tattered clothes worse than a mat was looking up at me with cloudy eyes.
“I’m… hungry….”
People abandoned in the middle of the ruins that were all broken and distorted, and the pain that could not be healed.
Whether they were men or women, old or young, I know that the horrors of the battlefield that has now passed are engraved in their bodies and minds…
“Take it.”
“Thank you, thank you……!”
When I put a 10,000 ring note in his hand, the child smiled weakly and kept bowing.
I knelt down and patted the child's head as I asked.
“What about your parents?”
"no……."
“Do you have a place to return to?”
Then the child turned his head.
Following that gaze, a small hole was visible between the piled concrete debris.
“…….”
It looked like it wouldn't be strange if it collapsed at any moment.
Even if this child gets crushed to death down there, no one will care.
It's just a '1' that is dying somewhere in the world right now.
The reason the Empire did not restore this place even after the war was over was because there was no need.
Restoration magic costs a lot of money. On top of that, they have limited manpower, and they are pouring astronomical amounts of money into restoring important local facilities right away.
It will probably take years for this place to return to normal.
In the meantime, all the people here will die and disappear. The Empire will be waiting for that.
Phong!
The servant summoned by my call was panting and waiting for my command.
“I need your help today.”
Woof? Woof woof!
Michael wagging his tail as if asking to be left to him.
‘Michael’ was the name I gave to my servant.
Well, who comes to mind... ... It can't be my imagination.
Because that's the name given to me with that in mind.
“Did you fix the door to our house last time?”
bruise!
“Please do this again. At least enough to avoid the rain…….”
Michael, who had been running towards us with his huge tail wagging, started barking as he looked at a nearby collapsed house.
Woof woof!
And then Michael runs up to me again and sticks his head in.
Beyond the ceaselessly fluttering tail, the collapsed house was perfectly restored.
“……Well done, Michael.”
Feeling bewildered, I carelessly stroked Michael's head.
* * *
Late in the evening, residents who came out onto the streets muttered as they looked at the restored village.
“Oh, this can’t be happening…….”
Before the war began, the town regained its former appearance and the courage to live was once again being born in the hearts of the people.
At that moment, Rohan, who had set up a cafeteria on one side of the square, stood in front of Stew and shouted.
“Come and have a meal!”
As the hungry people gathered, the once dreary village became bustling.
Rohan said as he distributed stew to the people.
“We’ve prepared enough to feed everyone, so come back if you still need more.”
“Thank you, thank you……!”
Then the middle-aged man who received the stew asked Rohan.
“Not only did you restore the village, but you even gave us food… Excuse me, but who are you?”
“My name is Rohan.”
People murmured in surprise at the name.
“It’s Rohan!”
“If you are Rohan, aren’t you the hero who saved the empire together with Grace Euclid?”
“You are truly a hero. Even after the war is over, you still haven’t forgotten us and have come to save us…….”
There were quite a few people who recognized Rohan.
Of course, it was thanks to Grace.
The only reason they were able to survive until now was because of the donations she made to relief organizations.
“Thank you so much, Rohan!”
“No. I’m worried I might be too late.”
“The Empire and other nobles didn’t even pay attention to us, so why didn’t you come to see us even now?”
“I’m glad you said that. And support will arrive in the village in a few days.”
“Support?”
Rohan nodded with a friendly smile.
“Yes. I was also sent by Prince Edgar Historia to help you.”
People were terrified at the word prince.
They too were well aware of her reputation.
“Why is that punk suddenly……?”
“Why, why? It seems like you’ve finally come to your senses!”
“Now that I think about it, I think I saw an article in a newspaper a few days ago about Prince Edgar rooting out corruption.”
“The world… I guess the world is starting to change….”
Rohan, who didn't miss that moment, sneaked into their conversation.
“The prince is not the kind of person you think he is. He worries about the people more than anyone else, and on the contrary, he persecutes the nobles.”
“But there’s a rumor that the prince is a wretch who deserves to be hated by heaven and earth……”
“That is a false rumor made up by nobles who were purged by Edgar. In fact, it is the opposite. Otherwise, why would I follow him?”
“Oh…… I see.”
Here, Rohan's presence was already that of a saint.
What if such a saint were to follow someone?
Everyone who saw Rohan again, including the prince, nodded.
“So, is this all thanks to the prince?”
“Yes. So… I have a favor to ask of you all.”
It wasn't for nothing that Rohan helped them.
“The presidential election will begin soon. I would appreciate it if you could support Edgar then.”
“Of course! If you receive such a blessing and pretend not to know, you are a true beast! Did you all hear that?”
"yes!"
Rohan smiled inwardly at their positive responses.
‘Securing political standing is essential. More important than that is public sentiment. No matter how strong Karina becomes, she cannot suppress all the nobles.’
Even now, many nobles were keeping an eye on Karina's growth.
Rohan's first goal is to make Karina the emperor.
To do that, the power of the people was needed.
Even if they are nobles, they can't do anything if the people don't want it.
‘There are still many places like Enfield in the Empire. If you help them, other peoples will follow suit. Good and evil deeds always spread quickly and are bound to return.’
Throughout history, good stories have always been popular.
The reason I pursued exemplary and good people was because of a kind of vicarious satisfaction.
That is why narratives of good triumphing over evil have been able to last for a long time.
‘In order to rebuild the empire we desire, we must distribute the power of the nobles to the people. This is part of that… … But I didn’t plan on doing it right away.’
Rohan's visit to Enfield was because of memories of River Craft.
This was her hometown.
No, to be exact, it was ‘their’ hometown.
At that moment, the person Rohan had been waiting for was quietly approaching.
“See you again.”

            Inspector Javelin's eyes were shaking slightly as he faced Rohan.
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I don't know how much I cried.
No matter how much I held back, I couldn't control the sadness that flowed down my cheeks.
When she got Rohan back, Ariel was delighted.
‘I’m glad you’re safe.’
For the first time in my life, I realized that tears can come out of happiness.
But on the contrary, another concern arose.
“Grace… Euclid.”
I couldn't forget Grace's actions the moment she discovered Rohan, who was stuck between dimensions with Michael's help.
‘I wanted to hug you first.’
The sight Ariel witnessed in the world turned ashen was Grace running towards Rohan and holding him in her arms.
As if he would never miss it again, so desperately.
‘… … I think I understand now.’
Why did Grace hug Rohan?
Who is the person Rohan loves?
Emotions that had been forgotten for a while began to awaken again.
'no…….'
The tip of my tongue tingled as if it was bruised when I finally encountered the truth.
“Rohan is mine.”
I won't let it be taken away.
Rohan, he was her world.
I can live because of him.
Because of him, I was able to forget the past that was full of only pain and suffering.
… … The person who was like that, was being taken away by the enemy of his parents.
That too, right before your eyes.
As expected.
‘Grace Euclid. You have so much. How much more do you need to feel good…?’
He remembered the first day he met Grace, the words she had said to him with a pained expression.
“Please, in this hell… please allow me to live just a little longer.”
At that time, Grace was not the enemy who killed her parents.
He was neither an Alpha Rank of the Empire nor a Weapon Master.
He was just a pure and weak person, just like himself.
“……No, that’s wrong.”
Grace wasn't living in hell.
Rather, the world she lived in was a paradise.
Had a position.
He had honor, he had everything, including power and authority.
“Not to mention even Lord Rohan……”
It's unfair.
It’s so unfair that I’m living like this and only you are living ‘happily.’
‘I’ll tell you.’
What real hell is.
Grace, what human life have you ruined by what you have done?
* * *
I've often thought about what it would be like if I had a brother.
Of course, when I said something like that, the response I got was always the same.
“I resented the rivercraft.”
They are not family, they are enemies.
Be thankful that you don't exist.
“I was ashamed of the crimes I committed even though I had that kind of power.”
Still, most of the endings were similar.
“When I actually heard the news of his death… I felt empty.”
Inspector Javelin's gaze, wandering the streets, was turning back time.
“I thought you’d be happy…….”
This was the only home he had that held memories of him and Rivercraft.
But the memories didn't last long.
“It was because of her that I became a police officer. Because I wanted to stop it with these hands.”
His hand, which he had brought to his chest, flinched.
My brother's hand that I couldn't stop or catch in the end.
How did it feel to throw his sister into the Agrain Archipelago with those hands?
“Now it is your turn to answer. Why did you come here, sir?”
“Can I be arrested for my remarks?”
Javelin's expression hardened at the joke.
“This is not an interrogation.”
“Well, I helped you restore the village, so I wouldn’t repay your kindness with enmity.”
“I can’t guarantee anything. I tend to keep a clear distinction between public and private life.”
Unlike me, those words didn't sound like a joke.
The expression on his face, as if he was watching me, was still that of a police inspector.
I took a card out of my pocket and handed it to him.
“This is…….”
“This is the money Rivercraft has been saving up. It was a favor he gave me when he gave me the memories, but I think it’s right to return it to its owner.”
Hidden in Rivercraft's memories was a message she left behind.
That's why I came here.
―Please take care of my hometown while I'm away. I want to leave it to that guy, but he hates his hometown unlike me.
But contrary to her expectations, Javelin was missing her hometown.
No, I was missing some of the days that remained like traces of my hometown.
The fact that Inspector Javelin was standing before me now was proof of that.
“I can't receive it.”
Javelin turned to me and fiddled with his revolver.
“Today, I am going to pay the price for my sins.”
Inspector Javelin.
His end, I read.
Javelin was always the one chasing Michael.
Even Michael could not break his will to achieve justice.
It was at this moment that Inspector Javelin committed suicide with his own revolver, having learned the truth about the Empire.
I said in the revised version.
“Rivercraft is still alive. What you saw was a manipulated memory.”
The Javelin didn't even flinch, as if it already knew.
“Even so, that doesn’t change the fact that she’s dead.”
It seemed that he had decided to forgive his sister.
And he probably intends to atone for his sins entirely with his own death.
Only then will you be able to protect your values and beliefs.
I said.
“……You will be very sad.”
I saw their memories.
Even how much River Craft cares for his younger brother.
“Rivercraft will definitely come back. If she finds out then that her brother died because of her, she will be very sad.”
They were close siblings.
Even in the ruins, they survived by helping each other, and that's how they nurtured their dreams.
Even if their goals were different and their paths diverged, River Craft hoped that one day he would be with his younger brother again.
And Inspector Javelin is a man who protects justice.
Although he was branded a ‘villain’ simply because he was hostile to Michael, the protagonist of this world.
“And you will be very lonely. You will live alone in a world without me.”
The world I want needs police officers like you.
“There is no need to keep many things.”
I continued talking as I looked around the village.
“Because what we really need to protect is always right nearby.”
Javelin raised his head and looked up at the sky in silence for a while.
A gaze that seems to be looking into the distance.
The earnestness of waiting just to reach the end you desire.
At the center of all this tangled confusion lay abandoned truths that were too late to be conveyed.
“As an imperial police officer, I cannot stand to see traitors wreaking havoc on the world.”
Javelin then turned to me and continued speaking with a stern expression.
“So, I will definitely arrest River Craft with this hand.”
On the contrary, his eyes were shining clearer than ever.
“That goes for you too, Rohan. Keep that in mind.”
“Yeah.”
Like a star.
* * *
The training sword slipped out of the student's hand and rolled across the floor.
Unlike the student whose whole body was drenched in sweat, Grace calmly sharpened her sword.
“Good job. You’ve improved a lot since before.”
“Thank you…… Thank you……”
"next."
Today's lecture was a martial arts performance.
The swordsmanship department had sparring sessions between professors and students two or three times a month.
A place to check the efforts and results so far.
Through this, we were able to discover and improve each student's shortcomings.
“Don’t hesitate. Your body should always be faster than you think. Again.”
“Okay, just a moment, Professor!”
"again!"
On the other side, Rohan was sparring with his students.
Plus, the line was even longer.
Although the training progressed at a similar pace, there were still about twenty students left in Rohan's waiting line.
Of course, Grace was ahead of Rohan in terms of skill.
However, the burden of having to deal with the Weapon Master was hovering around Grace.
Because of this, many students tended to follow Rohan, who was relatively less burdensome, although somewhat strict.
Grace didn't have any particular thoughts about that sight.
Rather, he felt grateful and sorry to Rohan because he was suffering because of him.
“Please take care of me, professor.”
"……okay."
Before Grace knew it, Ariel was sharpening her sword in front of her.
Grace's eyes, which had been staring at her, became hazy like fog.
‘Ariel Riepenstein… … .’
I can't tell you how surprised I was when I first met her. Ariel's face looked so much like my old friend.
‘When I see you, I can’t help but think of Claudia.’
When I first saw her standing next to Michael.
“Nice to meet you. My name is Ariel Riepenstein.”
And then when she met him again at the restaurant, she realized that she had taken something precious from him.
"Do you remember? Do you know what the person you killed looked like, what his name was, and whose family he was?"
It was so painful that I couldn't bear it.
‘Claudia. There are so many things I want to say to you when I see you again.’
I became the Weapon Master in your place.
So, forget about Michael's worries and rest comfortably there.
This empire you loved so much, now I will protect it… … .
⸺visor!
A spark suddenly popped up in front of your face.
As I focused, Ariel's sword, which had rushed towards me, was blocked right in front of my eyes.
“What are you thinking about?”
Grace, who had come to her senses, slowly calmed down her mind.
‘… … No matter how much she resembles Claudia, this child is someone else.’
In an instant, Grace's sword dance poured down like a downpour toward Ariel.
Ariel, gritting her teeth, was only focused on defense.
It was at this moment that Grace slowed down at the sight of her struggling.
“Don’t look at me.”
Kyaang!
“Because it gets more miserable.”
Ariel, who had been hit hard by the attack, swung her sword at the opening Grace had created.
The tip of Ariel's sword is targeting none other than the left arm.
‘It’s an attack that’s going to be blocked anyway. Next move… … .’
Ariel, who was studying Grace's face at that moment, narrowed her eyebrows.
'……what?'
Grace's unfocused eyes were looking at him.
But the gaze felt like it was looking at something other than himself.
‘Why are you looking at me like that… … .’
Ariel bit her lip as she realized something.
“……Do I look that pitiful?”
The sword with the added aura rang out.
I want to cut that arm off.
So that no one can kill again.
… … So that I can never hug my Rohan again.
“Grace!”
Rohan ran between them and hugged Grace protectively.
Ariel tried to take her hand away when she saw that sight, but the blade had already grazed Rohan's shoulder.
Ariel, feeling empty, threw up her hands.
"why……?"
The question at the tip of the sword was flowing down red.
* * *
After finishing my treatment in the infirmary, I looked back at Grace.
“It’s really okay.”
Although the wound was a little deep, it wasn't fatal.
Still, I was a little surprised.
Even though she was wearing a protective gear, Ariel was able to inflict this much damage. I thought Ariel's skills were better than I expected.
When did I grow up like this?
Well, if you've reached the level of demonization, you'll become a sword master in no time.
“…….”
Grace remained silent even after being told that it was okay.
He just quietly placed his hand on my bandaged shoulder.
Ellie, who was nearby at that time, roughly tousled her hair.
“Anyway, I knew this would happen someday. When you’re obsessed with grades, you don’t know what moderation is!”
“Don’t be so upset, Ellie. Accidents like this happen often in training.”
“Even so, that’s true. What would have happened if you had been stabbed in a vital spot or something?”
Ellie ran wild as if it were her own business.
I suddenly turned my gaze, but Ariel was nowhere to be seen.
I'm more worried about that.
At that moment, the reason I protected Grace was because of the message.
[The fate of ‘Grace Euclid’ changes.]
No matter how you look at it, Grace's fate hasn't gotten worse. In fact, it's gotten better.
however.
ㅤㅤㅤㅤ【Grace's Fate⸺90 pages】
『Survival』 《━━━◑━━━━━━━╋━━━》 『Death』
ㅤㅤㅤㅤ "The turning point" ㅤㅤㅤㅤ "The turning point"
Grace's fate line has finally reached a crossroads.
It was meant to be.
It was a problem that the circle had to face if it was to move towards survival.
I thought back to the last time I reached my "death quarter".
At that time, my fate line was heading towards ‘death.’
That's why the turning point was also a crossroads between life and death.
However, Grace's fate line is currently on 'Survival'.
In this case, the key is which branch it branches into… … .
Ring ring.
My smartphone, which was on the bedside table, rang.
As soon as I picked up the phone, a familiar voice came over the receiver.
[It's been a while, sir. Lord Euclid is looking for you. I think I'll have to compensate you for the sofa.]

            It was daisy.
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Every time he blinked, Rohan's mouth closed and opened.
“I’m sorry about last time. Something urgent came up…….”
Today, that voice sounded so distant.
Not only that, everything felt distant.
Then Grace put down her fork, grabbed her bag, and stood up.
“I’ll go first.”
“You seem tired. I’ll take you there.”
“No. I want to go alone today.”
Grace came out of the dessert shop without listening to anyone else's words.
Her empty eyes wandered over the street.
‘Do I deserve to be happy… … .’
He sacrificed much to protect his empire and his loved ones.
Many have died at the tip of these fingers and the tip of the sword.
All of them were people loved by someone.
‘Can I forget everything and be happy?’
The past was too cruel and full of horrible memories to be forgotten and dismissed as if it never happened.
‘They were no different. Just like me… … .’
Because the lord is different.
Goals, beliefs, justice, and nation and race.
Those who had to be killed because the ‘world we live in’ was different.
But the unchanging truth was that they were also precious people to someone.
‘How many people’s happiness have I taken away?’
The place I fell into, crushed by guilt, was hell.
At night, the eyes of the dead would shine in the darkness, and their desperate last words would whisper in my ears, regardless of whether it was dream or reality.
And the most common thing I heard was.
“……Save me.”
Save me.
That was the one word.
“Do you need help?”
"yes……?"
Then a middle-aged woman approached Grace and asked softly.
“You look like you need help, Euclid.”
“Do you know me?”
Then she introduced herself as ‘Charles’ and nodded.
“Of course. Of course. How could I forget my benefactor?”
“A benefactor…….”
“My outsider was a mercenary and was in the 9th Army Corps during the war. I heard that he saved my life at that time.”
And then Charles bowed deeply.
“It’s too late, but thank you so much for saving the person I love.”
“No, I…….”
The words that could not be continued lingered in Grace's mouth.
Then Charles, who had noticed the darkening sky, pointed to the opposite street.
“My husband and I run a small restaurant over there. We’d like to treat you to a meal as a token of our appreciation. Is that okay?”
“……Yes. Then excuse me.”
Grace, unable to refuse, followed Charles to a shabby restaurant.
As Grace was entering, she felt something strange and stopped.
First, Charles, who was heading to the kitchen, stopped and looked back at Grace, tilting his head. She was still smiling.
“Why are you doing that?”
“It’s nothing.”
Strangely, there was no warmth in the restaurant.
It was as if they hadn't done business for a long time, and I couldn't even smell the usual food smells.
“I’ll prepare the meal for you shortly, so please wait there for a moment.”
"All right."
Grace looked around the restaurant while she waited.
The restaurant was surprisingly clean, even though the windows were cracked and the chairs creaked.
But there is no trace of people anywhere.
‘It’s like a graveyard… … It feels exactly like that.’
Just then, Charles came out of the kitchen carrying a tray.
“Have you been waiting long?”
“It’s okay. But this place is really…….”
“I prepared the best-selling menu in the restaurant, so I hope you like it.”
The moment Charles put down the tray, Grace couldn't help but flinch.
“How is it? It looks really delicious, right?”
“…….”
A foul smell was emanating from every plate.
Even the color was cloudy, as if it had been cooked with rotten and spoiled ingredients.
That was when.
“Euclid has arrived. You should say hello too.”
What Charles placed on the seat opposite Grace was a picture frame.
Inside the frame was a picture of a man smiling forever.
“How did this happen…….”
In an instant, Charles took out a kitchen knife from his bosom and rushed at Grace.
thud!
The tip of the knife was placed in front of Grace's eyes as she fell backwards along with the chair.
“My husband died because of you. He died because you carried out the operation too recklessly!”
“Calm down……!”
Charles' power was not strong.
He is at the level of a normal person, unable to even use mana.
But Grace couldn't subdue her.
“If you hadn’t volunteered for the mission to retake Ashford, we would have been happy by now!”
“…….”
“You were the one who ruined that happiness. Grace Euclid!”
Soon, tears fell from Charles' face and soaked Grace's cheeks.
A face distorted to the point of resentment.
Eyes filled only with despair, with no hope for survival.
It was all shouting at me.
Charles, you are the one who brought her to this point.
Sigh.
The knife that had grazed Grace's head was stuck in the floor.
The knife handle was embedded in the blade because it had been pressed so hard.
Charles got up from his seat weakly and walked towards the kitchen.
“……Every week, the letters he sent me were filled with nothing but praise for you. Saying that you were great and strong, and that you would definitely protect this continent from the demons.”
Charles arrived in the kitchen and picked up the iron container lying on the floor.
“You may be a hero to some, but to me, you were a devil who stole the person I love.”
And when he turned the can over his head, sticky liquid poured out.
It was oil.
“Do you know why I didn’t kill you just now?”
Charles continued, looking down at the firesteel he had taken from the shelf.
“Because living will be more painful.”
“……No!”
“Wait, Leo. Now we’re back⸺”
Hurrruk!
Before Grace could do anything, Charles' entire body was engulfed in flames.
Charles' gaze, which was fading away into ash, was directed at Grace until the very end.
“I’m sorry… I’m sorry….”
Grace, left alone, slowly backed away and ran outside.
‘Please teach me, Claudia. What should I do now… … ?’
Wherever she passed, water droplets scattered.
‘How am I supposed to… … live?’
I just ran.
I ran, ran, and ran again.
The place they arrived at after running so frantically was a lake filled with memories of Michael and Claudia.
Grace crouched on the bench, her breath rising.
At that moment, the conversation I had with Michael came to mind.
"You are already dying."
““What… I don’t understand what you’re saying.”
“Now……I understand.”
““Every time you kill someone, a part of you dies with them.””
“I am dying.”
"You, no, we have killed countless people. More than you can count with your hands."
“I’m dying……”
“Even if you can hold on now, there will come a day when you won’t be able to bear the weight you’re carrying.”
He finally understood what Michael had said to him.
And why did you even make that expression at that time?
“I was dying……!”
was dying
He was silently collapsing because of the things he had done up until now.
I realized it too late.
“……Rohan?”
I looked around at the sudden presence of someone.
But the person sitting next to him was not Rohan.
“That’s not like you, Professor.”
“Ariel…….”
Ariel was staring blankly at the world reflected on the water.
It was the moment when Grace was about to get up from her seat.
“You’re not the only one dying.”
Grace, who was stopped by those words, stopped in her tracks and lowered her head.
Ariel said, still looking at the lake.
“Allen Leaderstone.”
"what……?"
For a moment Ariel turned her head to Grace.
“My father’s name is erased in your hand.”
Then Ariel took something out of her pocket.
It was now a very worn and worn-out letter.
“And from that moment on, I too began to die.”
Ariel's hands tightened as she read the letter closely.
Jiik⸺
As I released the strength in my hand again, the letter, torn in half, fell to the surface of the water, carried by the wind.
“……No, he’s already dead.”
Letters that are erased as ink spreads.
That was the moment when the letter disappeared beneath the surface.
“Originally, I planned to kill you according to my parents’ will. You were my parents’ enemy and a hypocrite.”
Ariel's eyes were shaking in the moonlight that was slowly descending as the clouds that had been embracing the moon disappeared.
“I wanted to tell you about the time I lived, the life I lived……”
Ariel saw this while chasing Grace today.
The sight of Charles dismembering himself before Grace's eyes.
The sight was shocking.
If it had happened to him, it would have been too horrible to bear.
“You were living the same time as me. You were so unworthy of my revenge. … But I have no intention of forgiving you.”
"Sorry……."
“Those are not the words I wanted to hear from you.”
Ariel got up from her seat and approached Grace.
Ariel, who was slowly examining Grace's appearance, said with a regretful tone.
“It doesn’t matter who hates you. What really matters is who loves you.”
The next moment, Ariel took a step back and drew her sword. Their reflections on the water were rippling.
“Take your sword, Professor.”
Ariel, with her posture straight, glared at Grace.
“The sparring isn’t over yet, is it?”
But Grace couldn't lift her sword.
It was as if the blood in his entire body had congealed and he didn't even move an inch.
Ariel, her lips distorted at the sight, spoke again.
“Then, can I have Rohan?”
"……what?"
Grace raised her head in response to Rohan's name.
Ariel glanced at the trees a little way away, then looked back at Grace.
“I know you like Rohan.”
Grace's body flinched greatly as she was hit hard.
Ariel took advantage of the opportunity to provoke her even further.
“But Lord Rohan doesn’t like such a weak person. Rather, he would be disappointed if he saw this kind of appearance.”
“Rohan and I just…….”
“You’re not related? Okay. Then we’re done.”
Ariel turned around, lowering her sword, and began to walk away.
“Starting tomorrow, Rohan is mine. So now you…….”
"no."
That was when.
“Rohan belongs to no one.”
The Milky Way that emerged from Grace's scabbard gave off a splendid light.
At the same time, Grace's eyes, which were straightening her posture, were filled with determination.
Kyaang!
The next moment, Ariel, who had clashed swords, pushed down Grace's shoulder.
“Then try to stop it.”
A horn suddenly sprouted on Ariel's forehead.
Her aura, which had been activated by demonization, was dominating the surrounding area.
“……I will do my best to take it away!”
* * *
The atmosphere in the Euclid Mansion was as calm as the center of a storm.
“You already know why I called you, right?”
Schlach Euclid. The storm was her.
In contrast to his calm expression, his voice was filled with a ferocious murderous intent that seemed ready to burst forth and destroy him at any moment.
I turned my gaze to Michael, who was sitting across from me.
There could be no other reason why Schlach summoned Michael.
“Honestly, I don’t know.”
“No. You know.”
“I don’t know why I was called here to discuss the marriage between the Riepenstein and Euclid families.”
At that moment, Michael, who had been frozen like a statue, whispered to me.
“If you don’t want to die, keep quiet.”
“I can hear you, Michael. Are you still afraid of me?”
"……no."
Michael was cowering like a prey that had met its natural enemy.
I understand.
That would be the case, as their relationship seemed to have been one in which Michael's father had forcibly taken Grace away from him.
Moreover, by now Michael would have informed Schleich that he had broken off the engagement.
You must have been hit until your cheeks were turned. Even if you got hit just once, you would be on the verge of death.
Schlach asked me again.
“Do you really not know?”
Honestly, I think I know.
It would be stranger if Daisy didn't know that Schlach was watching Grace's every move.
“……I didn’t know that the Lord would even control personal feelings.”
“A momentary emotion and a marriage that will determine your whole life are two separate issues. I want to make sure of that, starting with this place, Rohan.”
“Please speak.”
“Do you have feelings for Grace?”
This isn't even a public execution, it's really too much.
But now that I've come this far, I have no intention of backing down.
“Deep in my heart, I hold it.”
“That’s right…….”
Schlach stared at me silently for a while.
For some reason, her gaze did not seem burdensome.
Rather, it felt like he was contemplating a positive decision.
however.
“……I cannot allow Grace and Michael Riepenstein to break off their engagement. This is my decision as the head of the Euclid family.”
Then she turned to Michael with a frown.
“I want to go and find your missing father, but I will hold back.”
“…….”
“So you too, endure it. Do you know that I really couldn’t resist your father’s pressure to pair you up with Grace? If I get involved with your family, our Grace will be in even more danger.”
The next moment, Schlach's eyelids slowly closed. A pleasant smile was vaguely playing on his lips.
“Still, the reason I allowed you to marry me was because it was the last mercy I could show to that child.”
Schlach would have been fully aware of Grace's feelings for Michael.
Even if I suppress everything, I can't suppress this one thing.
Grace's heart.
Because a person's heart isn't something that can be suppressed and controlled.
“……But lately, it’s been a bit vague.”
Schulah opened his eyes again and turned his gaze towards me.
Her eyes were wandering around dizzily, as if she was looking at an unknown text.
“It seems like that child’s mind is somewhere else…….”
It was a question disguised as a soliloquy.
Are you really worthy of Grace? That's what her eyes were asking me.
… … Anyway, if Schlach doesn’t give permission, everything will go down the drain.
It's not Grace, nor me, nor Michael, but that old lady who holds all the decision-making power.
If the original story had been as it was, Grace would have broken off the engagement and become the end of the world, whether Schlach allowed it or not, but now the story is different.
So then, what should I use to prove myself?
The answer was already out there.
“I will become the chairman in this union election.”
"you?"
Originally, I was planning to put Grace in the chairman's seat, but if that's what you think, I have no choice but to change my plans.
First of all, acquiring that ‘qualification’ is a priority.
“Yes, we have already secured the tickets, so it is definitely possible.”
“What does that have to do with the current issue―”
“And within three years, I will rise to the position of the upper house of the ‘Loder’ that the Lord belongs to.”
Schlach, who was lost in silence, glared at me.
I continued speaking before all the blood in my body dried up.
“Instead, please promise me something, Your Majesty.”
“What are you talking about?”
I took a deep breath and responded to Michael, who had been looking at me for a while.
“The breakup of the marriage between the Euclid and Riepenstein families.”
In an instant, the atmosphere quickly became gloomy.
Michael twitched his eyebrows in surprise as he caressed the ring.
Schlach... ... I don't know if this is going to kill me or not.
That was when.
“Hahahaha!”
Schlach started laughing loudly, making the whole mansion leave.
She held onto both armrests and laughed for a long time, looking at the chandelier.
The laughter suddenly stopped the moment she gestured toward Daisy.
"daisy."
“Yes, my lord.”
“What do you think of that?”
“I think it’s a sound at the spinal cord level that doesn’t go through the brain. It’s a shame that someone called the Sword Master can’t even understand his own subject.”
“Are you talking nonsense?”
“Yes. Oh, I’ve seen a similar case recently.”
“If you’re curious, tell me quickly.”
“On my way back from the market, I saw some kids playing at the playground shouting out ‘Weapon Master’ or ‘Archangel Mage’ to each other.”
“Wow, that’s very similar to the current situation.”
Finally, Schlach let out a long breath, got up from his seat, and looked down at me.

            “Okay. I’ll pretend I was fooled by that nonsense and believe it for once.”
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“What the heck is going on……!”
A tree-lined street far from the lake.
Ellis, who had been hiding behind them and secretly watching Grace and Ariel, stomped her feet.
‘I knew that girl would do that.’
All day long, Ariel had a strange vibe.
She, who would normally be stuck in the training room and library at set times, only chased after Grace today.
‘And you say that with eyes that look like you’re going to kill someone.’
Ellis barely managed to find Ariel, who disappeared right after school, in this lake.
But the sight they encountered together was not only unexpected, it was shocking.
“What, what’s that guy doing? Why is he suddenly pulling out his sword?!”
The moment Ellis, unaware of their relationship, was about to reveal herself, Ariel's gaze turned to the trees.
Ellis was startled and covered her mouth and hid herself.
‘Those eyes… … It’s real.’
Ariel was truly trying to confront Grace.
But the one who was more worried was Ariel.
‘It’s said that a normally gentle person like Professor Grace becomes more scary when he gets angry.’
In addition, he is a weapon master who can single-handedly destroy an entire order of knights.
The anger of such a person was no different from a disaster to Ariel, who was only an Auror user.
‘Rohan, let’s contact Rohan first!’
Had to stop it.
It was the moment when Ellis, who had decided that it was impossible with her own strength alone, was about to call Rohan.
Boom!
Amidst the roar of explosion, an auror storm swept in like a whirlwind.
Power so great that it makes the trees sway.
It was the moment when Ellis turned her gaze, thinking that it must have been Grace's blow.
“……Ariel?”
Contrary to expectations, it was Ariel who attacked first.
Contrary to her imagination, Grace was blocking Ariel's blows.
‘How does he have that kind of strength?’
At this level, the power was close to that of a Sword Master.
Ellis, who had witnessed Ariel's skills, grabbed the hem of her skirt. A vague jealousy was lingering beneath her cheek.
‘You’re saying you became a Sword Master before me? Before this Ellis Eclat? Lie!’
It was an expected outcome.
Of course, the influence of the demonization was the greatest, but Ellis, who was unaware of that fact, clenched her fists in jealousy.
While Ellis was consumed with jealousy.
“What are you doing now?”
Ariel, who had been pushing Grace unilaterally, asked.
“How long are you going to defend yourself? Are you okay with losing to me like this and losing Rohan to me?”
“…….”
Ariel began to grow even more angry at Grace's silent attitude until the end.
The sparks from the clash of swords were disappearing over each other's heads.
‘Rohan is too much for someone like you.’
I can't understand.
Why did Rohan protect Grace back then?
Why does Rohan like this kind of person?
I am a hundred times, no, ten thousand times better than this idiot.
‘Because of this kind of person, Lord Rohan… …!’
I am worried and in pain.
Ariel remembers the day she tried to seduce Rohan and make him her own. She remembers the sadness she saw on his face.
Eyes that gaze as if at the sky beyond the ceiling, and even further beyond that.
Ariel finally realized what was at the end of that gaze that had lost even its direction.
‘… … If only you disappeared. If only you were gone, both Rohan and I could have been happy!’
Chae-Ang!
The moment the blades collided, Ariel's broken blade flew up towards the moon.
Ariel's mouth opened the moment the fallen blade plunged deep into the floor.
“That’s the same sword as Rohan.”
“…….”
“If I win, I can take that sword too, right? It’s not a sword that suits you.”
Grace gripped the hilt of the sword tightly, as if determined not to let this be taken away from her.
"……no."
“Then do your best. Try your best to stop me!”
The next moment, Grace's aurors began to gather.
“If I do my best…….”
Like a very small black hole, but so fiercely that it seems like it will suck in everything in the world.
And without a sound.
“You die.”
Grace's lips slowly closing.
At the same time, a wave of mana stretches out strongly forward.
The street trees swayed heavily like hair blowing backwards.
Ariel swallowed hard and looked back to see that a large lake had been torn in half.
“……!”
A vast expanse of power that cannot even be compared to one's own.
What Ariel saw in her eyes as she faced Grace again was death, with no end in sight.
“This is pointless, Ariel.”
She stood there like a grim reaper. Expressionless.
Only then did all the adjectives that had adorned her make sense.
‘This is Weapon Master… … .’
Can't win.
I can't afford it.
It's been like that from the beginning.
An opponent you can never win against, even if you die thousands or tens of thousands of times.
If she wanted to, she could make someone like herself disappear without a trace.
‘… … But I can’t back down.’
Then Ariel's horn twitched.
'someday.'
The horn, which was emitting an even darker aura, soon grew to the size of an index finger.
Woohoo!
For a moment, Ariel's aura took the shape of a sword along with the broken blade.
Through her strong will, the "Aura Blade", the proof of being a Sword Master, was realized.
“Someday, I will make Rohan love me!”
Ariel, regaining her momentum, raised her sword along with the spell.
Grace, who had been waiting for this, finally grabbed Ariel's Auror Blade with her bare hands.
‘Auror Blade with bare hands? That’s ridiculous… …!’
With a crackling sound, fragments of the broken Auror Blade fell before Ariel's eyes.
Grace said.
“I think I know how to live now.”
Grace, holding the sword in reverse, struck Ariel's nape with the hilt.
“And now what do we have to protect?”
Grace closed her eyes tightly, holding the collapsing Ariel in her arms.
“Hey, let go of this…!”
“I'm sorry.”
Just then, Ariel was struggling to escape from his embrace.
“It is clearly unforgivable. It cannot be washed away or erased.”
Around Grace's feet, the mistakes and follies that had been hanging on her body were falling away, layer by layer.
“So… I’ll endure it all.”
I will be patient.
I will hold on.
I will endure it.
I will no longer… …turn away from the painful past.
‘The past doesn’t matter anymore.’
It didn't matter what was protected, who wasn't protected, or what needed to be protected.
The one person who has helped me survive until now.
The one person who supported me and kept me from falling when I was dangerously staggering.
A person who has been longing for something so much that it has now become a wish.
‘Rohan.’
… … I will protect this ‘heart’ that loves him.
‘I will live in this world you love.’
That was all Grace wanted to protect for the last time.
“……Doesn’t the night sky look just like a cat?”
Grace opened her eyes at the sound of a voice. Ariel raised her head and looked up at the sky.
"cat?"
“Yes, black cat.”
At those words, Grace also looked up at the sky.
But the cat was nowhere to be seen.
All I can see is what I see.
“That’s true…….”
Only Rohan's face smiling at him.
* * *
After finishing the story, we came out of the mansion and stood in front of the main gate.
Michael gestured to the car he had brought.
“Get in. I’ll take you home.”
“I get carsick. I’ll just accept your wishes.”
“It means I have something to share with you.”
“I know. That’s why I declined.”
“You really are good at saying mean things.”
“I already said something cheeky. What are you talking about?”
“How can I say a word…….”
Michael, holding the backpack, continued to speak while looking straight ahead. His eyes were as dim as the distant view, and I couldn't read an inch of them.
“That must be why you were able to speak so boldly in front of Lord Euclid.”
Michael turned to me and tilted his head as if curious.
“What is the plan?”
“If you know, can you help me?”
“I will help you.”
It gave me goosebumps.
Who in the world would have Michael Riepenstein help me?
This is a trap.
It's definitely a trap.
There's no way that kid would help me if it weren't a trap...
“I also want to break off the engagement.”
“Isn’t it a shame? But in the Empire, if you’re like Grace—”
"it's a shame."
Michael's eyes, which had not reflected a single ray of moonlight, fell into a blur.
On the contrary, he had a vague expression on his face that had no meaning.
“It’s a shame I couldn’t let you go a little sooner….”
Michael will be very happy.
A lump that would not fall off no matter how much I tried my whole life has finally disappeared.
But why, why doesn't your face look cool to me at all?
As if I were someone who still has some lingering regret, why am I describing something I have never read before…?
“But to say that I can help you means that I can also hinder you.”
“……I knew it.”
“If I marry Euclid like this, Ariel will also have a chance.”
“Didn’t you have feelings for Ariel?”
"there is."
In that moment, everything about Michael came to life.
As if he had just been born into this world, mana was wafting through his body.
Is Ariel really that good?
No matter how I think about it, Michael is a thief.
Even if wizards and knights don't age well due to the influence of mana, how big is the age difference?
Well, if they just love each other, it wouldn't matter, but this kid has unrequited love.
That goes for me too.
“That’s why I’m going to let it go.”
… … I forgot.
Michael Riepenstein.
This kid is the real deal.
“Claudia Lauren, my heart is not enough to bear even that name.”
That he is the ultimate in pure love.
“If I disturb you, Ariel will be happy.”
“Are you sure I’ll be with Ariel?”
“I will make it happen. I still have the research data from the last time you were under the control of the ruler, so it is not impossible.”
“Then do you think you will be happy?”
“At least Ariel will be happy…….”
I shook my head quietly.
And then she looked at Michael, no, at that foolish man who still missed his dead lover, and asked.
“No, Mr. Riepenstein. Is that really your happiness?”
The silence that reached Michael's ankles was rippling.
Rather, your attitude will make Ariel unhappy.
Those gazes, words, and gestures that try to look at her as a tool will only torment Ariel more.
… … The relationship between you and Ariel is nothing more than a vicious cycle of the past, so if it continues like this, the future will not change.
“As you know, Ariel already knows everything. So why didn’t she leave you?”
""You are surprisingly kind, unlike what you know. Like fire trapped in ice.""
“Ariel would have wanted to help too. The person who helped her, you who brought her back to life.”
“Our lord is…… a pitiful person.”
“I heard that you haven’t hired a single employee in the mansion in decades. What must Ariel have felt living with you like that?”
“That’s why I have to be by your side. So that you won’t be lonely anymore.”
The only person who understood Michael was Ariel.
Ariel always watched him in a mansion frozen with loneliness, wearing clothes soaked in loneliness, and eating loneliness from a bowl.
Ariel felt sorry for Michael.
Then she develops feelings for him, and from that moment on, she starts to move with sincerity for Michael… … That is the story of the original work.
The current development is precarious.
If things continue like this, Michael will be isolated.
There is no telling how the isolated Michael will change.
It could either rush things or really sabotage my relationship with Grace.
And most of all, it is also the way for me to completely protect and turn Ariel's heart.
So Michael and Ariel… … .
“Even if you say that, the only person I love is Claudia Lauren, and she’s the only one.”
……what?
“I wanted to do for Ariel what I couldn’t do for Claudia. It comforted my heart that missed Claudia. But that was all.”
Michael released the strength he had been holding onto the ring with.
His voice, now relaxed, sounded eternal like starlight from a universe hundreds of light years away.
“Ariel Riepenstein is my sister. And I wish her happiness.”
… … This is not a development I know.
No, that's not the Michael Riepenstein I know.
The fact that he, who was so sensitive to Ariel's problems, is acting like this... ... Did he really let Ariel go from his heart?
“Don’t do that. Think again…….”
“Even if I do it again, my feelings won’t change.”
No, that's how we survive, right?
If you and Ariel do well, then the young lady and I will be happy!
“You never know. Ariel also has feelings for Lord Riepenstein…….”
“None. I can confirm that.”
… … I’m going crazy, seriously.
I can't even tell you the truth.
“Let’s stop talking and get to the point. Even if you can become the Union President, you can’t rise to the Lords’ Senate.”
Okay, let's stop.
As he said, I won't be able to become a Lord Senator even after three years.
The ‘Lord’ is a military alliance comprised of those who stand at the top of the continent, regardless of whether they are magicians or knights.
The place that even the empire cannot interfere with is the Lord.
The fact that the Empire couldn't carelessly touch Grace was also thanks to Schulah, who was in the Lord's Senate. After all, it was Schulah who ultimately forced Grace to step down from her position as captain of the guard.
Anyway, Michael was also part of the road.
That too, for the Senate seat I'm aiming for.
But even Michael, a genius wizard and a Beta-ranked player, found it difficult to maintain his position.
To become a senator, I, who am only a Gamma-ranked Sword Master, must at least become a ‘Weapon Master.’
3 years.
It is an impossible period.
If you become a Weapon Master, the ranking problem will naturally be solved, but considering that the evaluation period is only one year, it is an extremely short period of time.
But that doesn't matter.
Because we're going to disband the imperial family and ranks before that anyway.
If that happens, other countries will be affected as well, and soon, families and ranks will disappear from most countries on the continent.
I promised Schlach that I would be in the Senate within three years, but I will take a different approach.
In that case, even Schlach can't do anything about it.
“I already know that I will never make it to the Senate.”
“But why…….”
“Why not gain equal power instead?”
“What does that mean?”
I smiled brightly.
How can one prove that one is ‘qualified’ to be equal to, or greater than, the Senate?
The moment I thought of a person, my phone rang in my pocket. It was Ellie.
“Excuse me for a moment. Why?”
[Something big is going on here! Grace and Ariel are fighting each other… …!]
After hanging up the phone, I ran to Michael's car and sat in the driver's seat.
“Excuse me, I need to borrow your car.”
“I heard you had motion sickness earlier.”
“There is no time for jokes.”
“I see something urgent has come up. Unfortunately, that car won’t start unless you decipher the encryption spell I designed…….”
Boohoo!
Having cracked the code in one stroke, I stepped on the accelerator while the engine was running.
“Easy. I’ll see you later in the garage.”
“…….”
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I got out of the car and looked around.
A silent lake. However, when you use your sixth sense, you can see the afterimages of mana.
Just as I was about to call Ellie again, I caught a glimpse of someone sitting on a bench in the distance.
It was Grace.
"……miss."
Even though I approached her and called her, she didn't answer.
Just like back then, I just stare blankly at the world reflected in the lake.
I waited for the girl to answer.
Here, not only Grace, but also Ariel's mana was vaguely floating.
Has the relationship between the two finally exploded?
Inside me, worries about the two people and relief that we had finally overcome the difficult time mixed together.
Grace's mouth finally opened as the dim night light settled on the tip of my nose.
“Sit down.”
“Excuse me.”
“How did you get here?”
I received an urgent call from Ellie, but Ellie, who had told me this, was nowhere to be seen.
I chose my words to reply. In the meantime, the girl continued speaking.
“Rohan seems like a really interesting person.”
A voice that is hazy yet clear, detached from reality.
Her profile, staring at the lake, suddenly looked detached.
“No matter where I am, you always come looking for me. It’s like you’re always watching me.”
It was a question that could not be answered.
The truths I cannot tell her are always hidden deep in my heart.
I have always been watching you.
On the subway on the way to work, in the office where I struggled to overcome fatigue, at lunchtime when I filled my hungry stomach alone, at the end of a day where I hesitated about how I would live tomorrow, on countless days when I read you while huddled in a corner of a room where loneliness was mixed like dust… … Among those days… … I… … … .
“Rohan. Do you remember the day we first met?”
I remember.
I have not forgotten your description written on the pure white page.
But what she was asking now was different.
“I remember.”
We learned most of Rohan's past during our last duel with Grace.
What kind of anecdotes exist in the narratives they have built, and what do the memories that have now become entirely mine mean to you?
I smiled playfully.
“I couldn’t even speak properly. Whenever I saw food, I would run towards it and eat it with my hands. Thinking back, it’s dizzying. There was no beast like that.”
“That’s right. One time, it was so hot that I tore off all my clothes and jumped into the valley naked.”
… … If Michael proves the theory of time, the first thing that will change will be the following.
“But still, he was a good ‘person’ to me.”
Grace brought her hands together as if trying to retrieve the memories flashing before her eyes.
“Rohan, you are the only one who has stayed by my side.”
For a moment, a memory came to mind and then disappeared.
In that memory, Grace was smiling painfully.
“Rohan was the only person who looked at me without prejudice. In front of you, I was not a legion commander, a weapon master, or Grace Euclid, but a ‘human.’”
As I've read countless descriptions of her, there are moments in life that everyone would like to see again at least once.
“……It was the same for me too.”
Things that will never return, and become more splendid and desperate as time passes and fades away.
“When the young lady looked into my eyes.”
Strangely enough, they become clearer when you close your eyes.
“When the young lady took my hand.”
The moment when my heart fluttered at your single line of dialogue, and my heart raced at the thought of your description waiting for me on the other side of the page.
“When the young lady called my name.”
A day when reading you was all I had.
Now I wasn't reading her.
Now, I live with her.
“I was able to exist as Rohan in this world.”
A development that repeats erasing and writing. At the same time, emotions and reasons that are overturned countless times.
“The reason why I am here now is…….”
I am in the present, not in the past where I ‘read’ her, but in the present where we ‘are’ living together.
“Because you looked at me, held me, and called me.”
The current story.
You who live that story,
“Deep down, I love you.”
A single word of confession that I wrote and erased endlessly in my heart every moment I looked at you.
It is now so commonplace that it is no longer possible to say it.
Now I am living another ‘one day’.
And I want to see the end of that one day.
“…….”
The girl's hair, blown by the wind, fluttered around her eyes.
No answer came.
You must be very surprised.
The moment I said those words, I was so surprised… … .
"……miss?"
I quickly turned my head and saw her eyelids slowly lowering as she rested her head on my shoulder.
“Are you sleeping?”
“Koo…….”
……this.
I've been hearing some ragged breathing sounds since a while ago.
I was a bit embarrassed when I actually experienced the cliché that always appears at important moments in movies and dramas.
Still, it was a confession that took some courage.
“What happened with Ariel that you’re sleeping so soundly…….”
As a weapon master, there's no way she'd get tired while fighting Ariel.
It seemed like he was mentally very tired.
But that's nothing to worry about.
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Her fate line was now moving forward again, past the survival branch.
It was special.
I was proud of her forging her own path in my absence.
So that even if I disappear someday, you won't have to worry.
I carefully raised my hand and swept back the girl's disheveled hair.
And I wished for the distant sky, the starlight, and the future.
“If you do this again, I won’t be able to tolerate it.”
I hope that one day I can face her and tell her how I feel.
* * *
On the way home.
Even though I knew my destination, my lost steps made it difficult to move forward.
“Grace Euclid…….”
She was as pitiful as he was. Not worth taking revenge. Just struggling to fly away to the end of the day… …like a bird.
‘Is this the right way?’
At first, I lived desperately to avenge my parents.
Because I have to survive to meet her and kill her.
‘It’s because of this moment that I’ve lived until now… … .’
But now she began to doubt her own life. There were too many days ahead of her to live her life for such a simple reason.
‘… … It’s vain.’
I thought you'd be happy.
I finally felt happy at the thought that I could make someone just like me.
It was a mistake.
“……So how long are you going to follow me?”
Ariel suddenly stopped walking and looked back at the streetlight she had passed.
Ellis, who had been standing stiffly behind the streetlight, hesitated and stuck her head out.
“Oh, you knew that?”
“If you’re going to tail me, do it properly. What’s the point of doing something that’s going to show everything? I’m not stupid.”
“This is annoying. Heh…….”
While Ariel sighed in disbelief, Ellis walked out in a dazed manner.
Ariel continues walking as if nothing happened.
Ellis, who was walking quickly beside her, asked cautiously.
“Can I ask you one thing?”
“You’re going to make a fuss anyway even if I don’t allow it.”
“That’s true. You know, why are you with the professor…?”
Ariel was troubled.
Should I be honest and just let it slide, like a lost letter?
Ariel opened her mouth, her expression naturally becoming heavy.
“Eclat.”
"huh?"
“Do you remember the demon that killed Emily?”
“……Of course. How could I forget?”
Ellis lowered her head as she recalled Emily's death and the demons.
Rather, the anger at that time was only growing.
But what Ellis said next was the exact opposite of what he had in mind.
“Still, I don’t want revenge.”
“Why?”
“If I take revenge, another grudge will arise.”
“So it doesn’t matter to you that Emily died innocently?”
Ariel stood still and stared at Ellis.
Ellis silently threw her arms behind her back, her fingertips digging into her flesh as she gripped her elbows.
“Emily was a conscientious child.”
Ellis remembers Emily always sitting at the front of the classroom.
“He was a friend who knew what he was lacking in and worked hard to do so.”
A friend who had a bigger dream than anyone else of becoming a knight.
But the reality was far from the article.
Ellis always cheered for Emily like that.
“And he was so kind. He had such a kind heart.”
“That has nothing to do with what we’re talking about now―”
“Emily wouldn’t want me to take revenge.”
“…….”
Longing and sadness crossed Ellis' face.
“It might make you even sadder.”
The pain of not being able to protect you and the regret of having to send you away.
The responsibility for surviving this hell was borne not only by Ellis, but by everyone in the swordsmanship department.
“I don’t want Emily to be sad anymore. Well, that’s just my opinion…… hehe.”
Ellis, who had been drawing a smile, looked out into the world where Emily had disappeared. The tears that had flowed down overlapped that smile.
Ariel took a handkerchief out of his pocket and handed it to her.
“Take it.”
“Huh? Why is this…….”
It was only then that Ellis, who had brought her hand to her face, noticed the tears flowing down her face.
“It’s weird. Why am I like this? I decided not to cry anymore…….”
Despite my resolve not to shed any more tears, for some reason I couldn't stop the emotions I was feeling right now.
Even though I was smiling, tears kept flowing down my face.
“Don’t hold back.”
At that moment, Ariel wiped Alice's eyes with a handkerchief.
“As time goes by, you will reach an age where you won’t be able to cry even if you want to.”
"huh……."
Ariel smiled inwardly as she looked at Alice, whose eyes and even the tip of her nose were dyed a bright pink.
‘I want to cry, but why are you crying in front of me… … .’
It wasn't bad though.
On the one hand, it felt refreshing to see someone crying on my behalf.
‘Yes. From now on, I will find out the real truth with my own hands. It won’t be too late to get revenge after that. Until then… … .’
Ariel, who had gathered her thoughts, calmed down her troubled mind. Suddenly, she glanced at Ellis' tears.
“Eclat. When I die, will you cry like this?”
“Wh, what? Why are you suddenly saying such unlucky things!”
“I just. I was suddenly curious.”
Only then did Ellis stop crying and turn her head coldly.
“You’ll never cry, right?”
“I think you’re going to cry.”
“Don’t even dream about it, because it will never happen! … Well, I could spill a drop or two just to remember the old days.”
“Why don’t you just yawn?”
The next moment, without anyone knowing who would do it first, they looked at each other and burst out laughing.
Ariel glanced at Ellis, who was holding her stomach and laughing, and thought to herself.
‘I think I understand now why people like you.’
When we talk together, I feel good for no reason.
When I look at that stupid face without any speed, I don't even think about anything.
That was Ellis' charm.
“Thank you, Eclat.”
"……uh?"
Ariel started walking again. There was no longer any hesitation.
Ellis, who had been blankly staring at her back, came to his senses and ran over.
“Did you just thank me?”
"well."
“No, you just said to me, ‘Thank you, Eclat!’”
“It seems you’re even hearing auditory hallucinations now. Poor Eclat.”
“Okay. Are you doing this because you’re embarrassed?”
"……no."
“Huh? What’s with that expression? What on earth is that expression that makes you look like you’re dying of embarrassment?”
“I said no.”
“What? Your ears are turning red from embarrassment~?”
Swish.
Ariel, her face dark and shadowy, quietly reached for her sword.
Ellis hurriedly turned her head straight ahead at the sight and walked with a blank expression.
"sorry."
"……ha."
Still, Ariel continued to fiddle with the end of the handle.
Little by little, the house was getting closer. On the other hand, Ellis' house, which was on the opposite side of this road, was getting further away.
Ariel, who knew that fact, was once again grateful to Ellis, who had been walking with her.
“But why did you bring up Emily? Does it have anything to do with the fight you had with Professor Grace earlier?”
“We didn’t fight, we sparred. I just wanted to… see how strong I’ve become.”
“Is that so? Then what was that thing Rohan did?”
I felt a pang in my heart at the name Rohan. Did you hear that?
Ariel had no choice but to answer. She knew that Ellis liked Rohan too.
Of course, the person Ellis liked was Grace.
“Who do you think Rohan likes?”
"ok?"
The real issue was not whether he loved Rohan, but Rohan's feelings.
Up until now, we have been assuming it without that.
‘If it’s the current Rohan, he would have feelings for Professor Grace. But that’s just my guess… … It’s not certain.’
I definitely needed to find out.
Even if Rohan loves Grace, his feelings will not change.
Not to mention his dream of becoming a knight to protect Rohan.
“If you ask me that, of course…… you like me, Rohan.”
"……what?"
“Oh, you didn’t know? Rohan even bought a 13 billion won ring for me at the last royal auction.”
It was a lie.
However, Ellis couldn't wear the ring no matter how much she tried.
“Where is that ring?”
“Why, are you going to break it? I knew you’d do that, so I came home…….”
“You’re lying again. I told you, I could tell just by looking at your face.”
At those words, Ellis hurriedly raised her ear and right eyebrow.
Ariel muttered unconsciously, feeling relieved inside.
“I wonder who Rohan is…….”
Ariel's heart was spreading inside her chest along with the blurred words.
The corners of Ellis' mouth went up mischievously, as she already knew that she liked Rohan.
“Then I guess we can check it out.”
“What do you mean?”
We finally arrived at the Riepenstein mansion.
Ellis ran over and answered the doorbell.
Ding dong—

            “Tell me who Rohan likes.”
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The next day, at the training ground of the Riepenstein mansion.
I slowly watched Michael's swordsmanship as he clumsily clashed his swords against me.
“Don’t just try to extend it, but swing it with the mindset of pushing away your opponent. If it’s someone like Michael, Mana will take care of the rest.”
“It’s not easy.”
Contrary to what he said, Michael's swordsmanship became more refined every time I corrected him.
I was teaching Michael the swordsmanship I had promised him last time while bringing him the car I had borrowed yesterday.
Chae-Ang!
My wrist started to feel a little numb.
I've only taught you for two hours and you're showing this level of results. You're a fucking munchkin.
However, I have no intention of teaching it roughly.
Michael would have noticed that, and if he was going to learn swordsmanship anyway, it would have been better for me to teach him.
That way, if we ever have to deal with this guy, we'll have the upper hand.
“Don’t point your sword at an angle. Are you planning on breaking another one?”
“…….”
“In order to use the circle as an aura, you have to concentrate it inside the sword, not around it. This is worse than what my students are teaching.”
“…….”
“What on earth is that pose? Are you going to dance? Should I play some music for you?”
“…….”
“I must have taught you that swordsmanship ten minutes ago. How did you become a wizard with that kind of memory?”
“…….”
After about an hour, Michael threw his sword on the floor and walked over to the shelf to catch his breath.
“……Let’s take a break.”
I nodded and went over to Michael and drank some water.
If I pushed him a little harder, that kid's temper would explode.
Michael, sitting in his seat, looked at the sword marks that appeared all over the training ground.
“It’s harder than I thought. More so than when I first learned magic.”
Michael is a genius magician.
He was a natural talent in that field, able to use magic as soon as he became able to speak.
It will feel more difficult because magic and swordsmanship have completely different mechanisms.
However, Michael will soon reach the level of Sword Expert, surpassing Auror User.
The ability value written on the status window was already Sword Master. It was such an unfair talent.
Then Michael cautiously opened his mouth.
“What about Euclid? Well... No, that’s fine. Don’t worry about it.”
“When you say it like that, I get more nervous.”
Only then did I begin to guess why the girl was sitting alone by the lake yesterday.
I wonder what Michael said to her.
Because the only ones who can shake the young lady are this kid and Ariel.
“I don’t know what you said to the young lady, but please don’t interfere any more.”
“Interference. I guess so. But Euclid is much more……”
“It’s not glazed.”
I felt Michael's gaze quietly staring at me.
“Young lady, you are much stronger than we think.”
The history she has lived through is something that the mind of an ordinary person can never handle.
It's going to fall down several times.
How many times will it bend, how many times will it break?
It was the same for the young lady.
But each time, she got up again and moved forward.
“Didn’t Lord Riepenstein give up from the beginning because he couldn’t break the young lady’s will?”
I turned my head and faced Michael.
Michael's eyes, which had been responding to me, began to waver.
After a moment, he straightened his head, took out a handkerchief, and wiped the sweat from his face.
“You are right. That is why I let her go. I could never have handled her.”
Michael's breathing soon calmed down and his eyes grew distant.
He spoke as if he was looking at some scenery, not a training ground.
“Grace Euclid… You used to always ask me for advice. Do you still do that now?”
“Young lady, you are not asking how to do it.”
I answered, recalling everything the girl had said.
“The direction we can move forward together. That’s what you’re asking, young lady.”
If the young lady had insisted on being single-minded, I wouldn't have been able to come this far.
The reason I was able to stand on this page is not only because of my own efforts.
To think so is not only arrogant but also a mistake.
The greatest strength I have in living in this world is not that I read the future, but that I have Grace Euclid by my side.
“It’s a direction we can move forward together. Maybe I could have moved forward with her too. But it’s already too late for that.”
“Do you regret it?”
“I always regret it. The things I have done are in the past. But even so, what I regret is…….”
Michael swallowed his last words and got up from his seat and moved to the center of the training ground.
“We’ve talked too long. Let’s get started.”
“Yeah.”
I didn't really want to know the rest of the story.
Even if he finds out, Michael's regret will last forever.
Because all the wounds and pain you've caused so far will now come back to you.
“By the way, I heard you’re going to attend the union meeting that’s coming up soon.”
“That’s right. A month later.”
“I have a favor to ask of you.”
“You know we’re not in a position to ask for favors, right?”
“Cheeky… I want you to bring Ariel to this gathering.”
At the name Ariel, the strength in my body suddenly released.
Michael took advantage of the gap and fiercely clashed his sword against her.
“You will be able to gain good experience. Wouldn’t it be great if your students can gain experience as well?”
“That’s true, but it’s impossible.”
I fixed my sword and used it like a mirror, making up for the shortcomings in Michael's swordsmanship.
“……It’s a little spicy. Why is it impossible?”
The next moment, I slashed Michael's wrist, made him drop his sword, and aimed the tip of the sword at his heart.
“It will be more difficult to attend this union meeting alive.”
* * *
While Rohan was teaching Michael swordsmanship at the training grounds, Ariel was meeting Ellis at a cafe near the mansion.
“Morgan le Fay?”
"okay!"
“What day was that?”
“……Are you really asking because you don’t know?”
Ellis's eyes were already dark at Ariel's reaction of having no idea.
“This kid is the same age as me… Be honest, you lied about your age, didn’t you?”
“If you’re going to talk nonsense, I’ll go.”
“But how could you not know that day? ……No. It would be perfectly possible for you not to know.”
Ellis, feeling frustrated, drank a glass of iced lemon tea and continued talking.
“What day is this Friday?”
“……Morgan Le Fay?”
“Then what do you do that day?”
“Training. And review.”
“Oh, I’m going to turn back. That’s not it!”
Then Ellis read the words Morgan Le Fay written on the note in front of her, word for word.
“Okay, follow me. Go, back, de, ee.”
“Poor Eclat. I knew you were stupid, but I didn’t know it would be this bad. How can you read this as a confession day?”
“Hey! You know everything, but you’re doing this on purpose, right now?”
Ariel really didn't know.
I couldn't understand why Ellis was so angry, or why on earth she was calling Morgan le Fay Confession Day.
Ellis sighed at Ariel's face, which said, "I really don't know," and had no choice but to explain.
“Listen carefully. Morgan le Fay has been a famous day since long ago. It is the only day in the year when mana is at its most concentrated.”
“That’s why I told you to train.”
“How was it when you went to Crescent Mountain last time? Didn’t your pulse race and your heart pound?”
“Of course, the atmosphere is thick with mana…….”
“That’s it!”
Ellis, her forehead slightly red, poked Ariel's left chest with the tip of her index finger.
“The human body is simpler than we think, and we often mistake physical reactions for emotions. Especially when we’re in love.”
“When you fall in love…?”
“How do you feel after training? Doesn’t your heart start pounding like when you see someone you like?”
Ariel thought deeply about those words.
‘Now that I think about it, the time I looked at Rohan and the time I finished training were similar… … .’
“……That’s true.”
“Right? Right? Now then, here’s the question. What would happen if your mana were to become especially thick on just one day out of the year?”
“My heart is beating faster than usual―”
Ariel, who had been answering absentmindedly, opened her eyes wide.
Ellis snapped her fingers as if she had guessed right.
“Are you getting it now? Why Morgan Le Fay is called Confession Day.”
“I understand. You could just say that it’s an attribution error that occurs when the brain confuses reality with illusion. How hard it is to explain such a simple thing.”
“Ghost what? Anyway, I’m using it.”
“I have a rough idea of what the plan is. So how are you going to use it?”
“Did you know that huge cherry blossom tree in the Springwind Garden?”
Ellis spread her arms wide open like tree branches.
Ariel nodded, naturally reminded of the cherry blossom tree.
“I’ve seen that tree a few times.”
“Then you know the legend?”
"legend?"
Ellis tilted her head as she looked around and whispered so that only Ariel could hear.
“There is a legend that if you see a comet with your lover in front of the cherry tree during Morgan le Fay’s time, you will definitely be together.”
“What am I saying? It’s such a common legend. Look over there.”
Ariel raised her eyes in contempt at the all too expected words and gestured behind her.
Ellis followed her gaze and read the banner attached to the cafe wall.
“If you eat ‘Super Deluxe Parfait’ and ‘Premium Tiramisu’ with your loved one at this place on the 1st of every month, your love will come true……? What, that’s just a tactic!”
“Isn’t that similar to this?”
“That’s true, but… it’s still different. Do you know why that cherry tree is so big?”
“I don’t know. I don’t want to know.”
“It’s all because of the fertile mana there. But what if Morgan le Fay overlaps with it?”
Ariel pushed her hair back to her ear and took a sip of her coffee before answering.
“Of course this phenomenon will occur.”
“Yeah, the phenomenon… what? The phenomenon?”
Ariel clicked her tongue at the sight of Ellis looking pitiful and sloppy.
“So during Morgan le Fay’s time, not only Springwind Gardens but also the Central Library will be temporarily closed. Legends and all, it’s completely inaccessible. Didn’t the students who attended Springwind know that?”
“Of course I knew that!”
“Ha, you sigh thief. How far do you have to disappoint me before I am satisfied? Be honest with me. Is that a story you just made up?”
"he……."
Ellis, who had quickly become sullen, began to nibble at the cake.
“I thought that if I told Rohan about this, he might go with the person he likes…….”
“Rohan is an associate professor at Springwind. Do you think the school staff would break the rules? In the first place, Rohan wouldn’t even care about such things. Not everyone in the world is as stupid as you, Ellis Eclat.”
“…….”
Ellis bit her lip and buried her face in the table.
Ariel looked at her crown and then out the window.
‘Morgan Le Payra… … Not bad.’

            A smile was slowly forming.
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“……Today?”
After I finished getting ready for work, I was checking the calendar.
Today is ‘Morgan Le Fay’.
At the same time, it was also the day I had been waiting for the most.
“On this day, you must…….”
… … I will take my circle to the next level.
Morgan le Fay is the one time of the year when the world's mana is at its thickest.
This is my opportunity.
A great opportunity to grow a stagnant circle.
“If I can just break through the 4th circle, I’ll feel safe for the time being.”
If the Sword Expert Initiation and Sword Master levels are the magical ranges for knights, then the 3.5th circle and the 5.5th circle are the corresponding levels for magicians.
A state that can only be reached by acquiring what is called ‘enlightenment.’
No matter how well you wield the sword or how well you understand the theory, if you do not attain enlightenment, you will remain stagnant forever.
Now I'm stuck at 3.5 circle.
Interestingly, there is a stage called x.5 circle for wizards.
A x.5 circle means that the circle has reached the thickness required to reach the next stage, but the circle has not yet divided.
And the stage I am facing is difficult to break through with normal methods.
I can't get help from anyone.
Even Michael, who is called a genius wizard, will not be able to help me.
The realizations each individual experiences are different.
What may seem like a trivial fact to some, can have a huge impact on others, turning their lives around - that is enlightenment.
As such, enlightenment is relative. Therefore, it is important to find your own enlightenment.
“The problem is that it takes too long.”
Even Michael, who was a self-proclaimed munchkin, took exactly one year to go from Circle 3.5 to Circle 4.
And it only took 3 months to reach circle 5.5.
Anyway, I don't have the luxury of waiting a year. And there's no guarantee that it will take a year like Michael.
Time is time, but while you are seeking that enlightenment, you cannot do anything else.
I still have a lot of work to do in the future.
At the same time, it is nearly impossible to attain enlightenment.
Still, it's not like there's no way.
“If it doesn’t break no matter how much you punch it… just bring a truck and ram it.”
Morgan Le Fay's Mana was that truck.
I plan to use that mana to reach circle 4.
Of course, that alone isn't enough, so you'll also need help from areas with abundant mana, like Crescent Mountain or Springwind Garden.
If you're thinking about concentration, Crescent Mountain would be the most suitable, but let's rule that out for now.
Basically, the mana of the Crescent Mountain is turbid. Injecting polluted mana into your body is more dangerous than injecting air into your blood vessels.
Above all, on that day, the possibility of a phenomenon occurring increases so much that it will be impossible to even approach.
“The closest and most suitable area is… that tree, after all.”
Cherry trees in the Springwind Garden.
Unlike Crescent Mountain, this place is well-managed, so the mana is pure.
The possibility of this phenomenon occurring is very slim, and even if it is mixed with Morgan Le Fay's mana, which is most similar to human mana, there will be no side effects.
If you ask me how I know these facts… …I can only answer that it’s because I read them.
There was an episode around episode 49 of the original where Michael was teaching a student.
That student is Karen di Arilleria. She is the current student council president of Springwind and an archmage who will later be of great help to Michael.
Come to think of it, Karen and I didn't really have much in common.
The only time we met properly was at the last championship waiting area.
But I have no intention of facing it properly.
I feel a little sorry for Karen, but the Arilleria family is no ordinary crazy person.
To put it simply, a blackened Schlach? ... ... It's more terrifying than I thought.
It's manageable, at least for someone like Michael. It was the same with Corinne last time, because crazy people tend to communicate with each other.
I headed to the living room, grabbed the sword from the stand, and headed to the front door.
As I carefully pulled the hilt, a dust of light fell from the blade of Eternal Heart, which had come out of its scabbard.
“You mustn’t forget this either.”
Grace and I's favorite weapon is a sword made from a meteorite called the Eternal Stone.
Morgan le Fay is a day designated to commemorate the death of the historical hero, Morgan le Fay, but it is also the day when a periodic comet decorates the night sky once every year.
The source of mana was that comet.
Meteorite is also a substance that came from space.
If I charge that day's mana into my sword, it will be of great help in the upcoming Union summons.
“……Because even the young lady died from that power.”
There is no need to worry though.
As a result of me stealing the Heavenly Stone, Michael was unable to create a staff with the Eternal Stone.
And the power is now mine.
After gathering my thoughts, I left the house and called Ellie.
I was thinking of making Ellie a 4-circle this time.
* * *
‘Haley’s Starlight’, which Ariel and Ellis entered together, was a clothing store that was relatively well known in Little Heath.
Ellis was layering various clothes on Ariel's body as she stood in front of a full-length mirror.
“This is good, but the finish isn’t that great. This one lacks volume.”
Ariel, who had doll-like beauty and was standing like a doll, opened her mouth.
“Just choose roughly. I have a lot of clothes in my closet.”
“That’s because you don’t know Rohan. Rohan doesn’t like the way you dress.”
Morgan Le Fay day.
Ellis was in charge of Ariel's coordination today.
She had already done her hair and makeup perfectly just the way she wanted.
“Then… how should I wear it?”
Ariel stood shyly in the mirror at the name of Rohan.
Ellis put down the clothes she was holding and answered while selecting clothes from the display case again.
“My style.”
“What is your style?”
“A style that is pure yet slightly sexy?”
“Lies. Are you saying that Rohan really likes that kind of thing?”
“Of course! Don’t worry and just trust me. I’ll take care of everything.”
It was Ellis' mistake.
Then Ellis, who had discovered a pure white, plain one-piece dress, clapped her hands.
“Oh~ This is good!”
Ellis put the dress in Ariel's hands and pushed her into the fitting room.
“Get dressed quickly and come out.”
“Okay, wait a minute……!”
Ariel frowned as she stared at the door that had closed without her being able to resist.
“Anyway, I said I was going to do whatever I wanted.”
Ariel, who had no choice but to change her clothes, looked at herself in the mirror.
“……Not bad.”
I secretly liked my own white appearance.
Ellis, who was looking over Ariel as she came out of the fitting room, nodded softly.
“Okay. These are the clothes, next is the underwear. And then the shoes…….”
“Wait a minute. I understand about shoes, but what about underwear?”
“Don’t you know? Underwear is the true source of confidence. Right now, I have a luxury item worth 500,000 rings for a set…….”
Ariel, who couldn't bear to look at the babbling Ellis, turned her head away with a sigh.
“It seems like you only feel better if you show your underwear to the person you like.”
“That’s not what I meant! What I’m saying is that fashion starts with underwear…….”
“It’s so vulgar.”
“…….”
The word vulgar slapped Ellis across the cheek.
Ariel, who was looking around the shelves displaying shoes, glanced at Ellis's cheek, which was red as if she had been hit.
“But you don’t choose?”
“Me? Of course I already have all kinds of them at home! Don’t you know that I’m a Springwind fashionista?”
Ellis, who quickly regained her energy, approached Ariel and chose a pair of shoes.
Ariel, who had been staring intently at her side profile, who was absorbed in her work as if it were her own, suddenly asked.
“Why are you helping me?”
“Well, we’re friends. Is there a reason friends help each other?”
“…….”
“And competition is only a competition if you are on the same level as your opponent, right? I don’t intend to win in a petty way either.”
Ariel, who was almost touched, narrowed her eyes at Ellis' next words.
“Even if you wear a giant, it’s better than your lower body that looks like it’s been grown for a long time.”
“Hey, what’s this, Growing Up? This is real!”
“Am I wrong? There’s an employee passing by. Should I call him over and check?”
“……Okay. I’m a good person, so I’ll endure it, endure it.”
Ellis calmed her mind. She wanted to hit that unfortunate man in the back of the head right now, but she still didn't have the skills to defeat Ariel with swordsmanship.
‘First of all, the horn I saw last time… … It was unusual.’
When the horn grew as big as my index finger, I remembered something I had seen somewhere.
‘There’s no way Ariel is a monster… … .’
Then Ariel's voice broke into her thoughts.
“……Why do you like Rohan?”
"huh?"
As he focused, he suddenly found Ariel staring at him.
Of course, the person Ellis liked was Grace, but she couldn't bring herself to tell him that.
“Of course… because you’re kind?”
“Rohan is a kind man.”
“And also… sometimes you’re really dependable. In a way that’s not stupid.”
Ariel nodded silently at those words. They were all correct.
Ellis tilted her head and asked her.
“Then why do you like it?”
As Ariel was thinking deeply, Rohan's face appeared before her eyes.
“Why do you love someone? You just love them.”
“Then why did you ask me?”
“I just wonder how many stupid reasons you have.”
“……You come here. Let’s see the end of our relationship today.”
“If you want to catch it, then go ahead. Of course, it’ll be hard with that short lower body.”
“You’re out today.”
Ellis chased after Ariel as she hurriedly finished paying and left the store.
Ariel stopped then and slightly lowered her head to avoid Ellis' attack.
Ellis, who was out of breath, looked down at the street stall that Ariel was looking at.
“Why the necklace? Are you going to take it with you as a souvenir when you go to the afterlife? Fine. I’ll buy you one while I’m sending you to the afterlife.”
“That’s not it……”
A necklace with a small jewel was placed on Ariel's outstretched palm.
Ariel's lips slowly whispered as she gazed at the jewel for a while.
“This jewel… doesn’t it look like Lord Rohan’s eyes?”
Ariel swept the jewel with the tip of her thumb, as if she was longing for it.
On the contrary, the corners of her mouth were raised significantly.
A face, a name, a voice that brings a smile to my face just thinking about it.
These were the thoughts that always lingered in Ariel's head.
‘You like Rohan… that much… …?’
Ellis, who had been observing the scene, gently grabbed the hem of her clothes. And then she realized.
‘I also wonder what to think… … There’s no way this kind of person could be a monster.’
That Ariel's feelings for Rohan were sincere.
“This is the calculation.”
While Ariel was blankly staring at the necklace, Alice paid the price and stepped back.
Ariel came to her senses and raised her head to look at her.
“What are you doing now?”
“Huh? Oh, that? I think you like it. Take it.”
“That’s not what I’m saying. If it’s money, then I too…….”
“Hey, I’m being generous. I’ll give you one more gift.”
Then Ellis turned around and continued speaking with her head down.
“Go under the cherry tree at nine o’clock in the evening. Rohan will be waiting for you.”
“What is that… Where are you going?”
“I forgot I had dinner plans with Dad today. I’ll go!”
Ellis just left.
Ariel, left alone, watched her back as she gradually got further and further away.
“Eclat…….”
Ellis's ears, red from the lie, flickered before my eyes.
* * *
Grace, who had been studying theories with Rohan until the evening, was borrowing books from the annex's third library.
Grace, with her arms full of books, was excited by one thought.
‘What should I have for dinner tonight?’
With Rohan, it didn't matter where or what I ate.
I was content just savoring his gaze and drinking in his voice.
But, when I think of Rohan, who has suffered for me up until now, I can't do that.
Then Grace's thoughts naturally drifted to the incident at the lake last night.
“The reason why I am here now is…….”
‘… … I was asleep at the time so I didn’t hear it.’
I'm sure I heard that far.
But after that, I barely managed to hold on to my consciousness and lost contact with it.
It was a pity.
I wanted to hear what he said next, why his eyes, his touch, and his voice were the reason Rohan could exist in this world.
At least Rohan wasn't one to beat around the bush, at least not in front of himself.
Sometimes he would say strange things or talk nonsense, but Grace would pretend not to notice because she knew that he was cute and had no malicious intentions.
‘I wonder if I’ve been acting all alone.’
He said that Rohan was having a hard time because he was by his side.
Rohan becomes sad because he is by his side.
Rohan becomes unhappy because of his presence… … .
That's what I've been thinking so far.
So, I kept making countless promises in my heart that I had to leave him, but I couldn't even carry them out.
"When the young lady looked into my eyes."
… … When Rohan looked at my eyes, which I never wanted to open again.
"When the young lady took my hand."
When Rohan took my hand, which was now empty,
"When the young lady called my name."
Every time Rohan called my name.
"I was able to exist as Rohan in this world."
The same was true for Grace.
That's why I tried to trust this heart once.
Trusting this heart, I decided to imagine a day with him.
“…….”
Grace slowly raised her fingertips and slowly connected the gaps between the air and the air.
The line that was meant to be a straight line is bent.
It is colored differently than originally thought.
Even if it's a little messy, even if it's a little clumsy, even if it's a little awkward...
‘… … I want to complete that one day, someday, with my own hands.’
Now Grace was dreaming of tomorrow.
The regrets of the past were floating away with the passing time.
We were still imagining a distant and incomplete future to arrive.
Just like her fate, which was to finally begin to move forward in life… … .
That was when.
“……Is that really true?”
"huh!"
A voice that is very shrunken and soft but has a shadowy resonance.
Grace crept to the corner of the hallway and poked her head out to catch a glimpse of the silhouettes having a conversation.
‘Those kids… … .’
The identities of the silhouettes were Gravit and Laura.
As Grace focused her mana into her ears, their voices became clearer.
“……If we really stay together under the cherry blossom tree, will love come true?”
“I overheard what Ellie said too! Eh, Ellie isn’t the type to lie, is she? And I think I’ve heard a similar legend.”
Grace, who had been eavesdropping on the conversation, frowned.
‘Cherry blossom? Legend? Love… …?’
Now that I think about it, I remember hearing a similar story at school today.
The content was slightly different, but the keyword ‘love’ was the same.
“But how can we get him to come under the cherry tree? The central library is also closed today, so he can’t enter…….”
“……There is a way.”
“Me, really?”
“……President.”
“Mr. President?”
“……Yeah. You can ask the president.”
“You were close friends with the president and Laura. That’s great, Sarah will be very happy too!”
Grabbit and Laura, who had just finished their conversation, started running in the direction where Grace was hiding.
Grace quickly jumped to the other side and turned around as if nothing had happened until they had passed.
After a while, Grace, left alone, muttered as she returned to her office.

            "……good."
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                                § What kind of mind (5)
Ellis walked.
“……Hey, Ellis. What’s really wrong with you?”
The night pouring down before my eyes.
A smile was flowing across his face, the reason for which he couldn't even explain.
‘I don’t know either… … .’
I had been planning to help Ariel since the festival.
I wished for the best for stupid Rohan and Ariel.
So, Rohan and Ariel, forget about the past and live happily ever after…
“Ellie.”
It was that voice that stopped Ellis in her tracks as she walked aimlessly.
“What are you doing here now?”
“Why are you here……?”
When I looked back, Rohan was standing at the center of the world.
After checking his face, Ellis rubbed her eyes several times and checked in front of her. There was moisture glistening on her palms.
“Ariel? She was definitely under the cherry tree earlier―”
“Ariel taught me. I thought you’d be here.”
"what……?"
It was confusing.
Why Ariel?
At that moment, Rohan approached quickly and gently grabbed Ellis' wrist.
"let's go."
“Hey, where are you going?!”
“I don’t have time for this. I have to go now…….”
“Let go of this!”
Ellis roughly shook off the hand and took a step back.
She folded her hands over her chest as if afraid of something and looked up at Rohan cautiously.
Rohan's unwavering gaze.
Conversely, the corners of the mouth are desperately tilted away from the horizontal.
Ellis, who was looking at Rohan in a different way than usual and whom she did not know, finally realized.
‘You really… … me?’
That too for a moment.
Ellis lowered her head and smiled bitterly.
“……Why me?”
“Why you? Of course―”
“There are so many others, why me?”
Ellis's scream echoed through the streets.
The echo continued to repeat. Rohan's eyes were getting deeper and deeper.
“……Because it had to be you.”
“What does that mean?”
“At first… it was pity.”
"remorse……?"
The word compassion brought back to Ellis the moment she first met Rohan.
"Rohan. You may call me that from now on, Miss Eclat."
He was a very sticky person.
He was a cold, hard man who seemed like he would cut your hand if you touched him.
The scent of blood and the rough impression like armor that has become ingrained in him from a long life on the battlefield.
That was the first sight of Rohan that Ellis remembered.
“But not now. Ellie, I truly want you to be happy.”
“There’s no need to be ashamed. I don’t have parents either.”
It was after he confessed his longing for his mother that Rohan began to change and actively began helping her.
At first, it must have been a feeling that started out as compassion.
He must have taught me swordsmanship simply because he felt pity for me.
But the emotions Rohan was expressing now were not just pity.
“Maybe it’s just my greed. But I can’t turn back now. It’s too late. So I.”
Rohan came closer and gently held Ellis' hand.
“Let me take responsibility for you.”
“…….”
Ellis's eyes, which had been silently looking up at Rohan, gradually became blurred.
Ellis also liked Rohan as much as Grace.
And in this confession, his heart began to tilt infinitely to one side.
"okay……."
“Then let’s hurry.”
"huh!"
Ellis, holding Rohan's hand, followed him and ran towards Springwind.
The city lights brightly illuminated their path.
Rather, the end was not visible because of the light, but Ellis didn't care about that.
‘Maybe I’m being greedy, Rohan… … but.’
No matter what awaited me, I wanted to walk this path to the end.
* * *
30 minutes ago.
- Go to 7 Little Heath. There will be someone waiting for you there.
Ariel, who came to see me instead of Ellie, left after saying only those words.
I stood there blankly, not understanding, and then hurried to the 3rd street she had told me about.
“Ellie.”
And we arrived at 7th Little Heath.
I approached Ellie, who was walking slowly.
“What are you doing here now?”
There is not much time left.
I had to polish the circle with Ellie before the comet passed.
“Why are you here…? Where is Ariel? I’m sure you were under the cherry tree earlier—”
So that's why Ariel came to me.
But what on earth was Ellie thinking… … .
“Ariel taught me. I thought you’d be here.”
"what……?"
"let's go."
“Let go of this!”
Ellie roughly shook his hand away and took a step back.
She was looking up at me with her hands folded over her chest.
I wondered why he was doing this.
That was when.
“……Why me?”
“There are so many others, why me?”
Ellie's scream echoed toward me.
An echo that repeats endlessly.
Could it be... ... that he noticed?
Yeah, if you're quick-witted, Ellis might already know.
There's nothing we can do about it now that it's come to this.
I have no choice but to confess honestly.
“……Because it had to be you.”
“What does that mean?”
I remembered the first time I read Ellie.
Maybe I've been deceiving you since the moment I first met you.
“At first… it was pity.”
You, who always repeated failure and frustration.
You who cried after hearing the harshest words from the person you loved the most.
You have always been like me.
I saw myself in you, unable to do anything properly and unable to do anything you wanted to do properly.
That's how I projected myself onto you. And I cheered you on.
I hope it goes well.
I hoped you were happy, and I hoped the smile written beneath that broad forehead would never be erased.
At first, I really wanted to help Ellie.
It wasn't you who told me to give up my sword and use magic, or you who kicked away Ellie's dreams that would shatter with a simple touch of your fingertips, it was all for the sake of my fate and Grace's.
So I deceived you. But,
“But not now. Ellie, I truly want you to be happy.”
Watching you work so hard that you die, watching you change little by little, I became convinced that I could change too.
“Maybe it’s just my greed. But I can’t turn back now. It’s too late. So I.”
I am a selfish person.
For my love, Ellis Eclat, I tried to use you.
But now I want you written on my last page.
… … with us.
“Let me take responsibility for you.”
Ellie is just as precious to me as Grace.
So, I will definitely take responsibility for your future that I have changed.
"okay……."
"huh!"
Only then did Ellie smile brightly.
I took her hand and ran towards Springwind.
The day was coming to an end.
* * *
“……What did we just do?”
Ellis, who had her hand on the core, looked at Rohan, who was sitting cross-legged beside her.
Rohan, who reached the 4th circle with her, was smiling with a relieved expression on his face.
“What are you doing? Of course I raised the circle. How is it? Do you feel like your mana is different than before?”
“That’s not what I asked!”
Ellis jumped up from her seat and lashed out in anger.
“Didn’t you call me here to watch the comet with you?”
“You saw it, Comet.”
“That’s not what I meant! That, that…… legend……!”
“A legend?”
Rohan's expression shows that he has no idea.
Ellis, noticing something strange, asked cautiously.
“Then what did you mean when you said it had to be me?”
Rohan, who felt stung by those words, answered as naturally as possible.
“Of course, it was you who reached Circle 3.5…….”
“So you’re taking responsibility for me? My happiness? Huh?”
“As your teacher, I take responsibility for you…….”
"……hey!"
Only then did Ellis realize that she had misunderstood.
‘What the heck? So I’ve been mistaken all this time? How stupid!’
Ellis's face turned bright red like a rose.
For a moment, she glanced at Rohan, who was looking up at the sky without any speed.
‘Then that’s right. There’s no way Rohan likes me. Then who does Rohan like?’
Ellis, whose thoughts soon reached Rohan's mind, opened her mouth slightly.
“Yes, Rohan.”
"why?"
“You… you really didn’t know the legend surrounding this tree?”
“Legend? Is there some sad story I don’t know about?”
Rohan didn't even know that such a legend existed.
It wasn't that important of information, and even if I knew it, it wouldn't have been helpful, so I didn't write it down in my development notes.
Ellis was so taken aback by Rohan's reaction that she couldn't even get angry.
Then, far away, I noticed someone's hair sticking out vaguely between the bushes and started walking.
“What are you doing here?”
“……!”
It was Ariel.
Ariel, who was caught hiding in the bushes, stood up confidently and turned her head as if nothing had happened.
“We were doing environmental beautification.”
“At this hour? You? Let’s be honest, okay?”
“I won’t say who was really dishonest, Ellis Eclat.”
“Joe, why don’t you be quiet?”
Then Ariel, who was looking at Rohan, sighed.
“……It seems like your and my plans have gone down the drain. I’m sure that’s the same for them too.”
At that moment, Ariel's gaze turned upward.
Ellis, who had been following her gaze, cried out in surprise when she discovered someone hiding between the cherry tree branches.
“That, Professor Grace?!”
Rohan, who was startled by Ellis' voice, looked up at himself and was surprised again.
“Professor? Why is Professor Grace here… or how long has she been here?”
“……Because the weather is nice.”
"yes?"
Soon, they gathered under the cherry tree and stood awkwardly, avoiding each other's gaze.
Rohan, who was wondering how to resolve this situation, came up with a clever idea and said to them.
“Since we’re all here, let’s watch a meteor shower.”
“Meteor shower?”
When Ellis asked with her eyes wide open, Rohan nodded.
“Yeah. Usually, a meteor shower is left behind where a comet passes. What about Professor Grace? And Ariel?”
Grace and Ariel, who had been hesitating, soon agreed.
"good."
“……I like it too.”
“Then let’s choose a place where we can see the stars well—”
At that moment, Cornelia was walking towards the garden with her sisters from the main building.
“Why don’t you just watch it here?”
Rohan, who was soon facing the president who had stopped in front of him, looked around at the mat and basket the sisters were holding.
“What brings the president here?”
“I was getting ready to leave work when these kids asked me to open the garden for a moment. I was thinking of going out to look at the stars, so this worked out well.”
The next moment, Sarah, who was being hugged by Rohan, opened her mouth as if she was happy.
“Mr. Bugyeoshu! Hello?”
“I say hello, but why are you guys here at this hour…….”
“Hehehe, Grabbit said let’s go stargazing!”
Gravit, whose eyes soon met Rohan's, smiled awkwardly.
“Ah, hello……! We, we just wanted to see the stars…….”
“……Because the orbits of stars are helpful in studying magic.”
When Laura also intervened, Gravit simply nodded silently. With Cornelia’s unexpected involvement, Gravit and Laura’s plan was on the verge of failure.
Meanwhile, Cornelia, who had been looking around, took an egg-shaped metal device out of her pocket and rolled it on the floor.
“I think it would be good to test the phenomenon controller that Professor Riepenstein developed earlier. Don’t worry about the phenomenon. The professor’s skills are certain.”
Then Cornelia gestured to the sisters to spread out a mat and sit down.
She took out some snacks from the basket and gestured to those standing awkwardly.
“What are you doing? Don’t sit down quickly. According to the weather report, it’s going to start soon.”
Those who had no choice but to sit down looked up at the sky in silence.
However, Grace, Ariel, and Ellis were the only ones who stole glances at Rohan's profile as he stared up at the sky without thinking.
That was when.
"oh……."
A sigh of admiration slowly leaked out of Rohan's mouth.
At the same time, Cornelia and the sisters, who were looking at the sky following him, also clasped their hands like children.
“It’s so pretty…….”
“That’s right. It would have been a shame if I had watched it alone…….”
Meteors blooming in the darkness began to pass overhead one by one.
The sight of a meteor shower decorating the sky silently was a beauty that could only be seen once a year.
Suddenly, Ellis turned her head and nudged Ariel, who was standing next to her, with her elbow.
"why?"
“Just now… why did you tell Rohan where I was?”
Ariel still looking up at the sky.
Her lips were moving through her hair that flowed like the Milky Way in the blowing wind.
“Because that’s not fair.”
“You say it’s not fair?”
Soon, Ariel stared at Alice with eyes filled with meteor showers.
“Then you thought I would be happy? You foolish Eclat.”
“Oh, you idiot! ……Well, I thought you’d like it. I guess not.”
“Still, I was grateful for the gift.”
Ariel turned her gaze to the sky again, closed her eyes, and held the necklace in her hands.
Stars were still falling before my eyes.
‘Friends… … .’
It was only today that I got to know Ellis' heart a little.
At least the heart that was trying hard for oneself was true.
‘… … Even if we’re not good friends, I think we’ll be okay as just friends.’
While Ariel's closed heart was opening, Grace, who was looking at the stars with her, asked Rohan.
“Can you tell me the story of the stars you told me on the cliff last time?”
“Of course. Let’s see, let’s start with that constellation…….”
Grace remembered all the tales of the constellations that Rohan had told her last time.
Still, the reason I asked to hear it one more time was because I just wanted to keep hearing Rohan's voice.
‘Rohan.’
Looking at Rohan speaking softly, Grace wished for a meteor shower instead.
‘I want to be with you in the future too.’
My current daily life.
A day with Rohan.
Take the time to listen to his story.
‘Like this, forever.’
At that moment, Rohan turned his head and our eyes met.
It was the moment when Grace, embarrassed, hurriedly tried to look away.
“I guess you like stories.”
"uh?"
“Don’t you have such a happy expression on your face?”
Rohan also laughed along with her.
Grace mumbled, her head hanging low in shame.
“Rohan seems to know a lot of stories…….”
“Because I’ve read many stories.”
“Do you like stories?”
“Yes, I like it.”
Among them, there was a story that I particularly liked.
And that story was now becoming a reality before his eyes.
“It’s reassuring to see you having fun. I’ll tell you a more interesting story next time.”
“Yeah. Okay.”
Then, Rohan's gaze turned to the main building.
He clicked his tongue slightly as he looked through a window.
“……Instead of doing that, let’s just watch it together.”
Magic Defense Lecture Room on the 6th floor of the main building.
Michael was standing alone in the dark room.
“……Tsk.”
Michael clicked his tongue as he looked down at the people gathered under the cherry tree through the glass window.
The reason he hasn't left work until now is because of Ariel.
“What a waste of time, believing in such strange superstitions…….”
Then he raised his head and his eyes quietly followed the meteor shower.
“……Well, it is beautiful.”
Like a ceaseless shower of meteors, some hearts were crossing each other.
At that moment, the shadow leaning behind Michael opened its eyes.
“Lord Riepenstein.”
“You’re a little behind schedule, Carl.”
Michael turned around and faced the shadow.
“So what happened?”
“……As planned, we are absorbing the territory that the Noir family had been holding. It seems that we will soon be able to acquire the mining rights for the Metel mine as well.”
“It was a success. Good work, Carl.”
Michael, whose expression had become much more relaxed, took a cigarette out of his shirt pocket.
A voice crawled out again from the shadows that had been silent for a moment.
“This is an exception, but I have one more piece of information for you. Would you like to hear it?”
“Speak. I will listen.”
It was the moment when I was about to light the spark from my fingertips onto a cigarette.
“The twelve knights began to move.”
“12 Knights?”
“Yes. I think it’s because of this union gathering, and its purpose is…….”
Michael dropped the cigarette he was holding and quickly looked out the window.
His gaze was directed at Rohan, who was happy in the world without knowing anything.
Michael exhaled a sigh like smoke and looked at him.

            “……This time, I might really die, Rohan.”
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                                § Roanoke (1)
“What article is this, and it’s about an associate professor going on business trips more often than a salesperson…….”
In a brief grumble, I loaded my bags with luggage onto the carriage.
You may wonder what kind of carriage it is in this world, but carriages do exist.
It's a kind of romance.
Just kidding, carriages are not commonly used. It is hard to see carriages passing on the road, even for the locals.
However, there are some instances where you must use a carriage.
Typical examples include the ceremony of becoming a knight or wizard for the first time, going on a honeymoon after a wedding, or entering the palace in Douglas.
It was a concept based on tradition.
It's mostly gone now, but it's like the ritual of people wearing hanbok on real holidays.
All knights who responded to the Union call were prohibited from using any means of transportation other than horses and carriages.
You can't even walk in. It goes against tradition.
As for clothing, each person must wear a uniform, and while they must carry a sword, they must never draw it in a situation that would be against the code of chivalry.
There are other compliance requirements, but you don't need to know them all.
“The Ales Mountains. The most important thing is to cross them safely.”
The Union fort was located at Roanoke, atop the Ales Mountains.
Going is easy.
The course for the last Emura Championship was also in the Ales Mountains, making it an area that can be easily traversed by bike.
But this time it's different.
Now, enemies different from the Black Howling Wolf of the nearly annihilated Ertz Central Highlands will be after me.
“The enemy I’ll encounter this time won’t be a demon.”
The fact that Wolfwin and I joined hands is information that most people would already be aware of.
Even Dennis, Ellie's father, knew about it and clung to me.
But that's the case for Dennis, who has maintained neutrality so far, and it's a different story for the forces supporting Arthur.
They're going to try to kill me.
Even if I can't kill you, I will definitely make sure that you and I are not allowed to participate in this union gathering.
This can be absolutely certain.
“……Of course, I don’t plan on just sitting back and taking it.”
Now I've reached circle 4 with Ellie. In terms of swordsmanship, it's like Sword Expert.
As a result of my training in swordsmanship so far, I have mostly understood the realm of a Sword Master.
Now I'm not a newbie who plays good characters.
A lot of time had passed since I started living as ‘Rohan’, and the sword was starting to feel like an arm and a leg.
“Everything is loaded. Please depart now.”
“Yes! Then I will take you safely.”
I got into the carriage and asked the coachman to head to Canterbury first.
I glanced out the window as I headed to the Euclid mansion to pick up the girl.
“……Arthur.”
He muttered the name and held her hand lightly.
And when he opened his hand again, he was holding a dazzling white jewel.
The sacred relic entrusted to me by Rivercraft, the "Axe of Order."
There is tremendous power contained within this artifact.
Even Ellie's pendant, which is said to turn the wearer into a weapon, and Sylvia's ring that I own are nothing more than ordinary trinkets compared to this gem.
To put it simply, this one thing could destroy the continent. In fact, in the original work, Queos was looking for ‘another sledgehammer’ to rebuild the world.
“But at that time, I was safe in Arthur’s hands…….”
Even if you meet just one of the seekers, the ‘King who leads the army of the East’, you will lose this jewel in vain.
Because that person is really leading the forces in the east.
In order to prevent that from happening, we must hand over the scepter of order to Arthur.
Of course, I have no intention of giving it away for free.
I plan to receive at least half of the value of this gem.
“They’re all here, sir.”
"please wait for a moment."
I got out of the carriage and rang the mansion doorbell.
But there was no response. I pressed it again, and it was the same.
I was about to call Grace to confirm the appointment time.
“Nice to meet you, sir.”
It was Daisy, not Grace, who opened the door and revealed herself.
I looked over her shoulder and asked.
“What about you, young lady?”
“Currently, the young lady is having an important conversation with Lord Euclid.”
conversation?
Are you sure you're going to get nagged again?
“Then, you should leave for Roanoke first. The young lady will leave after the conversation is over.”
“How long will it take? There’s still plenty of time, so just wait and—”
“The young lady also ordered us to leave first.”
“Okay. Then tell him I’ll go first.”
I had no choice but to return to the carriage and sit down gloomily. I had missed the golden opportunity to see the young lady up close for two days.
“……Anyway, what kind of conversation is this?”
Given Schlach's personality, he won't just sit back and watch. He'll definitely try to get involved in this in some way.
“Hey!”
I headed to Roanoke, my mind in turmoil, my carriage starting to rattle along.
* * *
The sound of horse hooves echoed through the quiet Mon Mountains.
As the carriage left the city and entered a vast green area, Rohan, who had been reading a theory book, closed the window and opened it.
“It’s still the same here.”
The cityscape is one in which countless things change in just one day.
But nature is different.
Just as it takes decades for a seedling planted yesterday to grow into a large tree, the landscape of Mon Mountains was changing very slowly and carefully.
“It seems like only yesterday we won the championship…….”
Perhaps it was because of the leisure he had found in the midst of a day without rest, but as he looked at the scenery, the longing that had passed from the bottom of Rohan's heart began to well up.
The moment I first opened my eyes in this world and met Grace was the beginning.
When I followed her and was appointed as an associate professor at Springwind, when I met Ariel whom I had resented and resented again, the reality that I had to briefly tell her about my happiness at being reunited with Ellis, the protagonist of this world that was being written on my page at some point, Michael Riepenstein, the Oath of the Lake, memories of the imperial auction I participated in with Ellie, Black Candy, the first threat I encountered in this world, the Sisters I would have been sad if I hadn't met them, the first bicycle I ever rode in my life and the Championship where I ran with all my might toward Grace's fate, Ariel's feelings and Michael's sadness that I learned at the graveyard...
There were many more memories besides those.
These are stories that, if told to someone, would take an entire day to finish.
In those stories, Rohan hoped.
“……I wonder if I can read it again someday.”
Now all those moments were in the past.
And now, Rohan was stepping on the pages he had built and moving forward without hesitation toward a future that had become a story he had never read, a story he did not know.
“Oh, that’s right!”
"yes?"
At that moment, the coachman who was tightening the reins glanced at Rohan's face.
“Sir, you won the last championship, right?”
“Ah……yeah. I was just lucky.”
“You’re so humble. I almost didn’t recognize you because you don’t have any external activities. By the way, are you going to participate in the ‘High London Games’ held in the winter? I heard you participated as a member of the PR team and won, and will you do the same this time?”
The next moment a bell rang behind me.
Tinkle! Tinkle! Tinkle!
When I checked behind with the coachman, I saw that another carriage was moving right behind.
The coachman rang the bell three times in response. Then the other carriage rang its bell again.
Rohan asked.
“What's going on?”
“The three strikes of the bell signal that we have business to attend to. I will go down and check.”
The coachman stopped the carriage soon and got down from the coachman's seat, unclenching his fists. Judging from his appearance, it seemed like this wasn't the first or second time something like this had happened.
But that was only for a moment, and what Rohan heard was not the groomsmen's bickering, but a gentle voice.
“Rohan!”
When I turned my head, I saw Ellis reaching through the open window and opening the carriage door.
“How are you here?”
Rohan also did not expect her appearance. In the meantime, a man got out of the carriage and approached him.
“I feel so sorry for you.”
“Captain.”
As soon as Dennis appeared, Rohan hurriedly got out of the carriage and paid his respects.
Still, Dennis shook his head as if he felt somewhat resentful.
“What is this, Rohan? If I was embarrassed, I should have said something, you bastard. I didn’t even know that, and I’ve been losing sleep since last night to attend this gathering with you… Ellie, can you see my father’s sadness now?”
“……Knight Rohan, I apologize with my life for my disloyalty in not being able to win your heart.”
Rohan, his expression hardened, moved his hands to his waist without hesitation. Dennis, who was startled, calmed him down.
“No, I was just joking!”
“Dad, you too. How can you make such a joke to such an old-fashioned fool like Rohan? Seriously!”
Even Ellis, who was surprised, tried to dissuade Rohan.
At that moment, Rohan, who had a smile on his face, gave a homage.
“I was joking too.”
“If you joke one more time, someone will go to the other world. Hehe…….”
“You idiot, you idiot!”
While Ellis, who was also fooled, was harassing Rohan's side, he asked Dennis.
“I heard you were leaving tomorrow, but it seems I was mistaken.”
“Ah, that’s right. But things got resolved quicker than I thought, so we’re leaving today.”
“How is the Knights Templar doing these days? I heard you successfully completed the large-scale subjugation last time. I guess they’re on the rise.”
“It’s all thanks to the excellence of our members. Of course, even so, the position of Vice-Captain of the Eclat Knights will always be vacant for you.”
“I appreciate your support, but I hope you find a good vice-captain as soon as possible so that the Knights can grow even further.”
“Don’t say that. That hurts my heart the most.”
Then, Dennis, who had checked Rohan's carriage, gestured to his own carriage.
“Instead of doing this, how about combining carriages? I know it’s a bit odd to say this, but the carriage I rode in was comfortable. I just changed the seats.”
Dennis' carriage was certainly a model dozens of times more expensive than Rohan's.
But there was another reason why Rohan was worried.
‘I left today on purpose because I was told I would be leaving tomorrow… … This is embarrassing.’
Rohan was now in danger of being attacked.
Rohan was also convinced of this fact, and so he tried to move separately even though he knew that Dennis would also participate in the gathering.
Moreover, it was somewhat expected that Ellis would accompany him.
As Michael had said when he asked Ariel before, he had brought them here for the experience, but it was possible that they would be put in danger because of him.
‘One thing that’s fortunate is that Dennis is also a force that supports Arthur. Surely they wouldn’t turn Dennis, who is the core of their force, into an enemy in order to hinder me.’
Rohan nodded after thinking about it.
“That would be good.”
“Okay, then just take care of yourself and come this way…… Excuse me for a moment.”
Dennis turned his back to the phone call that came just then.
“Yeah, what’s going on? What? That was approved yesterday. That’s right… So that’s what happened. Okay. Let’s take care of it now.”
Rohan asked Dennis, who had returned.
“What happened?”
“Oh, it’s nothing. You know Welton? I bid on the conquest rights for that area this time, but there was a little problem. Oh, don’t look so worried. Anyway, you get in Ellie’s carriage and I. I’ll take care of business from your carriage.”
“It’s okay. It’ll be a hassle to move the documents, so I’ll take my carriage. Call me when you’re done.”
“Um, sorry, but I guess I’ll have to excuse myself. But I’ll make you some delicious barbecue for dinner. Call?”
“Of course it’s a call.”
After finishing his story, Rohan got back into the carriage.
The moment the coachman was about to pull the reins, Ellis opened the door, climbed in, and jumped onto Rohan's lap.
“Can I go with you?”
“Get down.”
“Oh, I’m bored. Come play with me on the way. Yeah?”
“Get down.”
“Is this cute Ellis playing with me? ……What’s with that expression? You don’t like it? I can’t help it. I have no choice but to tell my dad that Rohan hates me.”
“……He told me to come down and sit comfortably.”
“Is that what you meant? Heh, you should have said that a long time ago.”
Ellis soon moved to the side, leaning back against the door and stretching her legs out onto Rohan's lap.
“What are you doing? Why don’t you rub my legs quickly?”
“This is an abuse of power.”
“So what? I’m only going to abuse Rohan. Why, are you uncomfortable? Dad~!”
“Your calves are very sore, Miss Ellis.”
Ellis, who was laughing playfully, crouched down and asked Rohan.
“What about Professor Grace? Wasn’t she coming with you?”
“Something came up, so he’ll come later.”
“Oh my. I cancelled all my appointments and came to see Professor Grace.”
“……That was the reason.”
“It’s not just for that reason.”
Ellis's eyes turned out the window. She continued speaking, looking at a world she had yet to learn about.
“I too will belong to the Union like Rohan and my father someday, and I need to gain various experiences from now on so that I can become a great knight later.”
“You really have a way with strange things to say.”
“Are you surprised? Then I’ll let you pat Alice’s head especially. Okay.”
“I refuse.”
“No, I told you to let me stroke it?”
"refusal."
“This again!”
Ellis, who had become furious, crushed Rohan's cheek with the sole of her foot.
Regardless, Rohan began reading the theory book he had opened again.
Ellis stared at Rohan's profile.
‘Come to think of it, I didn’t check Rohan’s feelings last time, really.’
A month ago, Morgan Le Fay.
As it turned out, we all ended up stargazing together, so confirming Rohan's feelings went out of the question.
But Ellis didn't forget.
"“……Because it had to be you.”
Although she already knew what Rohan meant by those words, the pounding in Ellis' heart that began to beat inside her at that moment was true.
‘If you look closely, Rohan looks pretty good too.’
And it continues to this day.
‘That’s true, but there’s something about this atmosphere that I can’t quite put my finger on… … .’
Even though he usually just seemed like a fool, sometimes he had a strange vibe that made you think, "He really is a knight."
‘He seems like a different person, especially when he’s serious. To the point where I wonder if he’s the Rohan I knew.’
Eyes that send shivers down your spine the moment you meet them.
The solemn voice is heavy and free, like the tip of a knight's sword announcing the end of the war in the middle of a battlefield.
Above all, there was an unrivaled confidence in every gesture.
‘That’s cool. So I want to get in trouble more, so I want to make mistakes on purpose… … .’
Of course, this was only Ellis's extremely subjective viewpoint.
Even though it was just a date, she was treating Rohan like Grace's toy.
Ellis, whose face flushed for a moment, turned her gaze away from Rohan.
‘Oh my gosh, I’m crazy, I’m crazy! What are you thinking right now, you?’
But my heart, which had begun to waver again, would not calm down easily.
The more I tried to erase my thoughts, the more Rohan's image spread through my mind.
‘For me, there is only Grace. Let’s think only of Grace. Only Grace… …!’
That was the moment.
“……Magic seems like an unfair discipline.”
“What kind of nonsense is that?”
Rohan, who had raised his head from his theory book, was staring out the window towards the stables.
“Because not everyone can learn this beauty.”
In an instant, Rohan's circle dispersed and large and small snowflakes bloomed before Ellis' eyes.
Floating snow crystals.
A cold, desolate feeling as if winter has arrived.
However, the heat of the snow flower mixed with the magic of fire was full of warmth.
In the manifested "Frostfire", Rohan looked at Ellis gently.
“Isn’t that so?”
“Not at all? That’s because you only recently learned magic, idiot.”
“I see…….”
“Okay. So stop talking nonsense and read a book.”
Ellis, instead of answering calmly, crouched against the door and buried her head.
Rohan, who had been cured of his alcoholism, began to read the theory book again.
Ellis, who had been watching him closely, pressed her hand against his chest.
‘I think I’m crazy… …!’

            My heart was pounding.
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After dinner, at night when everyone was asleep, I walked along the forest path alone. The forest, tinted silver, stretched out gently.
The branches sway as if whispering to me.
A landscape that you can't help but get lost in if you look at it.
On the other hand, this beautiful scenery brought about a secret sense of fear.
The unknown that awaited me beyond the darkness was like an unseen future, and in the end, I would have to get there to find out what it was… … .
“By now, you probably won’t even hear the carriage.”
But to me, it is a familiar fear and dread.
I have always sharpened my sword in the dark.
When I came to my senses, morning was dawning at the end of the dawn that had receded like an ebb tide.
It's really strange.
Just a few months ago, I would struggle to open my eyes to the sound of my alarm going off at the appointed time, but now I wake up with the hope that tomorrow will bring.
I don't know if this change is because I am gradually becoming more like Rohan. Maybe it's because I am changing.
But one thing is certain, I don't hate who I am now.
"ha……."
First, take a deep breath.
It is to relieve all the strength in your body.
Only then can you fully focus on where you want to put your effort.
Woof-
Next was the core.
I could feel the aura seeping through my muscle fibers.
At the same time, the fever began to rise.
chuck.
Take a step forward with the foot that supports your center.
It doesn't matter how you lift the sword.
Now the tip of the sword was aligned with my will.
Whoosh⸺
A single petal placed on top of the sharp sword.
I slowly reached out and picked up a spotless, clean petal.
As he blew his breath, the flower petals flew into the air again.
It was while I was watching the petals dancing aimlessly that I opened my mouth.
“There are flowers that bloom only at night.”
When I looked back, moonlight reflected from somewhere wet my eyes.
A shadowy figure was watching me as I walked along an empty forest path without any concealment.
“Instead of just standing there, why don’t you come closer and take a look? You have to look closely to understand anything.”
“……I can’t acknowledge you.”
⸺visor!
The moment I blinked, the swords clashed.
The moment the figure appeared beneath the moonlight where I was standing, everything before my eyes turned gray. It was hair.
“Why did he……!”
It was a voice like the night fog.
A sense of distance that seems so far away even though they are so close. A complexion that makes it impossible to distinguish between the living and the dead.
The only thing that can be distinguished in it is her gender.
He was literally a ‘corpse-like person.’
But I could intuitively guess who this person was.
Because there is only one person in this world who fits these descriptions.
I called out her formula across the sword that was symmetrical.
“The Knight of the Lake.”
“…….”
“This is my first time meeting you, but you seem to know me well.”
Olivia, the leader of the twelve knights and the knight of the lake.
Beyond the fact that she knows me, this situation of swords facing each other means one thing.
“Did the Worthies send you to kill me?”
‘The Great Man’ was a nickname given to him by his followers as ‘Arthur’.
Well, it's not really a secret, since there are 'nine great men' including Arthur.
Tsk tsk tsk!
The next moment, Olivia's aura began to darken.
What I heard in my ears, which were starting to get louder and louder, was an answer that had nothing to do with the question.
“I…… won’t admit it!”
A sword wind of the century that could not be followed even with the eyes swept from the square.
Activating my "Sixth Sense" along with my intuition, I carefully observed her swinging her sword like a living corpse.
… … Even the Sixth Sense couldn’t detect any aura from Olivia.
It's surprisingly colorless.
It seems clear that he is angry at me, but I don't feel any anger at all. Besides that, there was not even the slightest scent or noise.
A feeling of oppression as if the space itself was pushing me away. The leader of the twelve knights is definitely the leader.
… … Now that I have a rough idea of the skills, is it my turn to ask questions?
See you later!
The moment Olivia raised her sword, the "Spears" that unfolded aimed at her.
visor!
Olivia calmly takes the spear as if she already knew how to use magic.
But there's one thing she overlooked.
“!”
The spear that hit her sword flew back, bouncing off her sword.
The spear I deploy is not a simple 1-circle magic.
Aura, and more specifically, an unstoppable ‘spear’ mixed with the “Aura Blade”.
“What do you mean you can’t acknowledge me?”
I didn't miss the gap and pushed Olivia forward.
“The great man I know would not do such a dirty thing. Is this your own opinion?”
“……Shut up.”
Boom!
Amidst the roar that shook the forest, the mana that overflowed from Olivia's sword washed over me like a wave.
The holy relic, "Arondite".
This is dangerous if allowed.
I'm not yet at the level to receive the power of the relic that Olivia possesses.
That was when.
“It’s dangerous, Rohan!”
“How did you get here……!”
Ellie appeared before me, blocking my path with her arms outstretched.
Ellie's pendant rose into the air and began to glow.
“Don’t worry, come behind me!”
Soon, the "spring" of the four seasons unfolded before Ellie's eyes.
But that alone is not enough to handle Aarondight's power.
"no!"
I was preparing to evade by gathering my strength on the bridge, and I pulled Ellie into my arms.
“Huh!”
The moment Aarondight's mana hit my back, blood spurted out from my open mouth in pain.
“Rohan…? Rohan!”
My eyes were dizzy. Even though I used all my circles and auras to protect myself, the shock was so great that I almost died.
It was at that moment that a pure white light appeared before my eyes.
Paat!
A warm and gentle feeling like the embrace of a loved one.
A brightness so brilliant that your entire field of vision turns white, but not dazzling at all.
As the focus returned with the wounds rapidly healing, a jewel was seen floating in the air.
“Order of…… the pedestal?”
The axle of order was blinking as if calling me.
And that was the moment when I reached out and grabbed the jewel.
[ Nothing can be undone . ]
……what?
[ So nothing should be turned back . ]
Was it an auditory hallucination? Along with that voice, the jewel that had lost its light seeped into my body again.
Then Ellie pulled at my collar. She looked like she was about to burst into tears.
“Ah, are you okay……?”
“It’s okay. Go over there first.”
I pulled back from Ellie and looked back at Olivia.
“……There is still work to be done.”
Olivia hesitated as our eyes met.
Soon, the figure of her backing away turned into fog and disappeared from my sight without a trace.
"ha……."
Only then did I feel relieved and sat down.
The power of the jewel healed his wounds, but he didn't even have the strength to stand properly because he had used up all his mana trying to block Arondite's blows.
“Are you hurt Ellie?”
“Ro, is Rohan really okay?”
Ellie looks at me, completely frightened.
I smiled to reassure her.
“Excuse me, but could you please take me to the carriage? As you can see, my body is in a bad condition.”
“Oh, I got it! Get up quickly!”
In an instant, Ellie, who had been carrying me, walked out onto the forest path.
“Hold on tight so you don’t fall.”
“……You’re stronger than I thought?”
“When I was an academy student, I carried heavier things than you.”
I said it as a joke to reassure Ellie, but she really did carry me. I asked her as we walked along the forest path together.
“But how did you know?”
“Huh? Oh, that’s it, I just can’t sleep……”
“Why, is something bothering you?”
“…….”
When I glanced at Ellie's side profile at the inaudible answer, her face was slightly red.
“Look at your blushing face. If you’re having a hard time, put it down. You can still walk roughly.”
“That’s not it?! And it’s not hard at all, so just keep quiet!”
“You are really foolish.”
I wondered how long it had been since I had been carried by someone like this.
I proudly looked down at Ellie's head as she walked silently.
But I guess there are people who come running to me when I'm in danger. My life wasn't in vain.
“……Thank you, Ellie.”
“What?”
“Thank you for carrying me.”
“Hey, if you feel weak again, tell me. I’ll carry you whenever you want.”
“I have a useful vehicle.”
“This is real! But since you’re joking, I guess you’re not that hurt.”
The smile I had been holding became a little bitter. I saw a carriage in the distance.
Now it was the beginning.
* * *
Fog gathered beneath the large trees, carried by the wind.
Olivia soon emerged from the fog, reaching out to the pillar to support herself.
“Ugh, ugh…….”
Unlike in front of Rohan, Olivia's breath escaped her lips in a ragged manner.
It was because I had overused Arondite's power. Just a moment ago, I had been seriously thinking of killing Rohan.
But what was bothering her now was not physical pain, but her broken composure.
‘… … I almost killed a civilian.’
Olivia, she is basically Arthur's subordinate and one of the 'twelve knights' who protect the continent.
The convictions embedded in her sword are too weighty to be wielded by personal feelings.
Moreover, this time it was her own will, not Arthur's.
As a follower of Arthur, he almost tarnished the honor of the lord he served.
‘I don’t regret it.’
I couldn't acknowledge Rohan.
He couldn't understand why his lord's attention was directed at him.
"The vacancy will be filled tomorrow."
It was 15 years since the death of ‘Galahad’.
Olivia, the leader of the twelve knights, also agreed with that statement.
But it wasn't Rohan.
No, Rohan wasn't the only one.
‘That knight is a pernicious character. I don’t know how he deceived the eyes of the great man, but he will not deceive me.’
The reason Olivia evaluated Rohan that way was because of some rumor.
The person who told him the rumor was also a trustworthy person.
So Olivia didn't doubt Rohan's rumors.
“Knight Rohan, you…….”
The pale face raised its head.
The gaze that was entangled in rejection was gradually becoming darker.
“……You can’t be a ‘good knight.’”
* * *
-He was so nice, I fell for him.
It was not until the next day that Grace left the mansion and got into the carriage.
Perhaps because she had been nagging at her grandmother all night, there were tired shadows under her eyes.
- So, this time, you must become the chairman. It doesn't matter if you refuse. But no matter what happens, Rohan must not become the chairman.
Grace's eyes, leaning her head against the window, turned to the passing scenery.
But with all the questions in my head, I couldn't see anything in front of me.
‘Why did the lord… … Rohan… .’
Does he hate me or does he care?
I couldn't figure it out.
Because the Schlach he knew was never a person who cared about anyone.
‘… … But it seems like you’ve changed a little.’
If it had been like before, I would have outright opposed him becoming chairman, let alone responding to the summons.
That's why Grace also asked to talk to Schlach since yesterday morning in order to persuade her.
But contrary to expectations, Schlach did not even threaten to refuse the summons.
‘Rather, I should become the chairman. Why?’
Grace also knew that it was Schlach's pressure that led to her stepping down from her position as captain of the guard.
Since it was the Euclid family's decision, I didn't object. Furthermore, because of that, I put everything down and became a professor at Springwind.
‘When did it start… … .’
Even the nagging about putting down the sword and learning cross-stitch since it wasn't too late has stopped.
All I ask is, who were you with today? … … .
"……ha."
The breath that escaped between her lips dyed the glass white.
For the first time in my life, I felt like I could breathe.
After talking to Schlach, I always felt dizzy, but now my vision has become much clearer.
Like the entrance to a birdcage, wide open to the world.
But Grace couldn't go any further.
Even though the door was open, I couldn't easily step through it.
The freedom before my eyes was fearful, and my wings, which had lost their function, were still useless.
It was because I had been locked up for so long.
‘Let’s focus on this for now.’
Now that she knew that Rohan was going to become the Union's president, she couldn't just sit still.
If there was anything I could do to help, I would do my best, and if it was determined that Rohan was in danger, I would follow Schlach's words and become the chairman without delay.
It was then that the corners of Grace's mouth twitched.
Grace's eyes met with the clouds floating in the sky.
For some reason, the cloud resembled Rohan's face.
‘… … I want to see Rohan soon.’

            I already missed Rohan so much that I forgot all my thoughts for a moment.
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The next day, Rohan was fixing his sword in the carriage as if nothing had happened. Ellis stuck out her tongue at the sight.
“Can’t I sleep any longer? I overdid it last night.”
“It’s okay. My mana has almost recovered.”
Contrary to what he said, Rohan's mana has not even recovered half yet.
As if to represent this, he quickly put his sword away, adjusted his posture, and closed his eyes.
"Meditation".
Rohan is a true 4th circle wizard. Now he can also use meditation, which is exclusive to wizards.
“Is it okay to do meditation… I don’t know. If you’re okay, then it’s okay. Well.”
Ellis also noticed that Rohan's condition had not yet recovered.
But last night, Lohan couldn't tell her father, Dennis, about this, thanks to what he had told her.
Above all, if the Demon King Dennis, who was a brat, found out about yesterday's incident, only the Knights of Eclat, who were resting well, would be burdened with unnecessary suffering.
‘Nothing special today, right? Sure. We’ll be at the castle in half a day, so what’s the big deal?’
Following the peaceful Rohan, Ellis also buried her back deep into the sheet.
“…….”
But why does Rohan keep catching my eye?
“Look at the cold sweat.”
Ellis pretended not to care and wiped Rohan's forehead with a handkerchief she took out of her bosom.
But her hands were trembling like her agitated heart.
‘This idiot. And yet, he’s even receiving assassination threats just because he’s a Sword Master… … .’
When I arrived at the place where I heard a loud noise, I saw that Rohan was being attacked.
Ellis was confident. She had reached 4th circle with Morgan Le Fay's mana last time, and with another circle passed on by River Craft, she had reached 4.5 circles, if not 5.
If we were to compare it to a knight, it would be at the level of a sword expert.
So there was nothing to be afraid of. And at that moment, I absolutely wanted to fulfill my promise to protect Rohan and my precious people.
‘I never thought the spell would break through even with the power of the pendant.’
The power of the Holy Relic Arondite was not of this world.
There was no way to respond before that.
In the face of the fear of death, my thoughts came to a complete halt, and I had no strength to move.
irresistible force.
It was a moment when she faced a future that was still far away from her reach.
‘To take that with my bare body… … .’
It's reckless.
He simply doesn't take care of himself.
Idiot, that expression is appropriate.
‘… … Seriously, what is she going to do without me?’
It must be thanks to my care that Rohan has been able to survive until now.
Ellis's thoughts, intoxicated with herself, were connected in that way.
‘Yes. If Rohan wants to live until he becomes a snobby old man, I have to be by his side. I’ll take care of him. For the rest of his life.’
The next moment, Ellis's face turned red like a pomegranate.
‘For life… … ?’
I've already been with Rohan for half of my life.
I wanted to spend more time together in the future too.
Even though she called him an idiot on the inside, Rohan was always a strong support to her.
But Ellis' heart was not easily swayed.
It was a feeling that shouldn't be held.
‘Ariel already likes Rohan. I don’t want to disturb her feelings. Ariel is my friend.’
The crossroads between friendship and love.
Taking just one step in either direction could bring us rapidly closer, or it could move so far away that we couldn't even lift a hand.
‘Of course Rohan wouldn’t be able to resist if I made up my mind to rush at him… … but then Ariel would be too pitiful?’
The Ariel I've been watching so far is a more delicate person than I thought.
The heart hidden behind that iron wall and cold eyes is as fragile as ice, as if it could break if touched with just the tip of a finger.
On top of that, he had a past that was the opposite of his affluent and leisurely self.
‘Ariel must be happy. And so must Rohan. Above all… … .’
Grace, Ellis liked her.
‘He is the only one for me.’
I wanted to be a knight like Grace. That was Ellis' dream.
A question suddenly occurred to me.
‘Do I love Grace enough to respect her, or do I respect her enough to love her?’
It was a belated question, but it shook Ellis even more.
What was clear was that Grace occupied the largest share of my heart right now.
While Ellis was confused, Rohan opened his eyes.
"why?"
"what?"
“Because you were staring at me so intently.”
Ellis, who came to her senses at those words, flinched.
For a moment, she regained her usual appearance and turned her head out the window.
“I still find it strange that you carry it around as a face. Why, do you choose it?”
"little."
“Then maybe you were born handsome. Huh? What’s with that expression? Could you turn your face a bit? Your ugly face is reflected in the window and it’s unpleasant.”
“…….”
Rohan's mind, which had become calm through meditation, was becoming dizzy again.
Rohan let out a deep sigh. What did I do wrong? Suddenly, he wondered why Ellis was like this.
‘Did I speak too harshly… … Are you perhaps hurt?’
Meanwhile, Ellis pretended not to notice and just watched Rohan.
"ha……."
He secretly holds the handkerchief soaked with Rohan's sweat to his chest under his dispersing breath.
I want to know the identity of this heart that trembles with joy just by touching his things.
‘Even if it’s just a momentary illusion, even if I end up being hated by someone… … I want to check it out.’
It was my first love.
* * *
Dennis, who had been stuck in the carriage since morning on another business, offered me some tea.
“I’m really sorry for this. Now, come in.”
“You’ve always been busy with work, sir. I’m sorry I couldn’t be of any help.”
“Don’t say that. Just playing with this troublemaker was a big help.”
Ellie, who was quietly eating a snack, got hit and blushed.
“Who, who’s the troublemaker?! You’re lucky, Dad. Where else can you find a daughter as quiet and elegant as me?”
“This is it… Yes. Where else can you find a daughter as cute and kind as our Ellie?”
“Right, right?”
"……ha ha ha?"
Dennis looks at me with a blank expression and laughs.
I reluctantly laughed along and looked out the window.
“Just two more hours and we’ll be in Roanoke.”
“I’m already worried.”
“Why are you doing that?”
Dennis, who was tapping his knee with his fingertips, glanced at me.
“I’ve heard rumors that you’re running for the chairmanship this time. Don’t get me wrong. Since you’re in this position, I’ve heard a lot of rumors.”
I was silent for a moment.
Ellis was so surprised that she dropped the snack she was eating and asked in surprise.
“What? Really? Rohan? Say something, please!”
I had no intention of hiding it.
But Dennis is also Arthur's line.
Although they claim to be maintaining neutrality externally, they have been turning their backs on Wolfwin for the past few months due to friction with the Knights of Vandalism.
So naturally, he ended up on Arthur's side, but in reality, Dennis was on no one's side.
“It's true.”
“Is the table on the Ban-dal-li side?”
“It happened shamelessly.”
“Ugh…….”
My heart felt slightly heavy at Dennis's resilience.
The only one who took care of me as a knight was Dennis.
Far from repaying me, he joined hands with the enemy. I was grateful just for being treated kindly.
That was when.
“What should I do?”
"……yes?"
For a moment, I was dumbfounded and when I raised my head, Dennis was smiling warmly.
I stared blankly at Dennis, who silently reached out and grabbed the back of my hand.
“Don’t look so angry. You must have your own thoughts, too. And I will always be on your side.”
… … How should I describe this feeling?
Something hot welled up in my chest.
That's why I thought the knights followed Dennis.
“I appreciate your kindness, but please do not help me. That is what you should do for me.”
“What does that mean?”
“It is exactly as you said. Rather, if you take my side in this situation, both you and I will have more to lose than gain.”
“Don’t you know that I do? I understand how you feel. But please understand how I feel too. I really do want to help you, Rohan.”
I would like to just hold this hand.
Dennis also wants to repay his former subordinate and teacher who taught Ellie well.
If he helps me, I can win this election without any variables.
But that won't work.
I have to refuse, if only for the sake of Dennis' goodwill.
“This time, I want to try it with my own hands. I want to see how much I’ve grown and how much I can grow.”
“I see. Then there’s nothing we can do. Since ancient times, the flag raised by a knight may be broken, but it can never be broken.”
My running for chairman this time is the first step in carrying out that ‘plan’, and Dennis must never be involved in that plan.
You'll probably lose everything.
I only have this one life to spare, but Dennis has Ellie too.
Of course, I'm prepared for that, but I'm not thinking about dying. I don't want to die either.
How can I die leaving Miss Grace behind?
“But if you ever need my help, just let me know. We’re good at that.”
“I will reconsider the position of Vice-Captain of the Eclat Knights.”
“Haha, that’s the answer I was looking for.”
After finishing the conversation amicably, I moistened my dry mouth with tea.
That's when Ellie grabbed my collar without Dennis knowing.
“What will happen if you…… become chairman?”
“Don’t worry, everything will be fine.”
“No, but if that happens, then I have to leave Springwind now, right?”
I guess I get what Ellie is worried about.
What a peculiar guy.
“That won’t happen. The Union isn’t an imperial institution, and nothing will change from what it is now.”
“Really? Hehe, that’s a relief.”
If there is one thing that has changed, it is that not only the Empire but also the powers that be on the continent will be watching me more closely than they are now.
If I think about the upcoming 'episode', it's actually a win-win for me.
… … Of course, it won’t be as easy as I thought for me to become the chairman.
Ring ring.
While we were chatting, Dennis' phone rang.
“Excuse me for a moment. Alain? Oh, I’m on my way. What’s the wedding? When? That’s quite a celebration. I understand. I’ll definitely be there.”
Dennis hung up the phone, stared at Ellie, and sighed for some reason.
I asked.
“It looks like there’s a slope.”
“Huh? Oh, right. I have a subordinate named Alain who is currently serving as an officer in the Kingdom of Charlora, and I heard he is getting married this time.”
“It’s almost that season.”
But strangely, Dennis kept sighing more and more.
“So, Rohan.”
“Yes, sir.”
“I know it’s weird to suddenly ask this, but do you have a lover?”
"……yes?"
I wasn't the only one who was surprised.
“Oh, Dad! Why are you suddenly asking that? How rude…….”
Dennis smiled sheepishly as Ellie blushed.
“Aren’t you starting to get married? That’s why I asked.”
“Unfortunately, not yet.”
“Then what about Ellie?”
The carriage quickly became quiet.
I repeated that over and over again, thinking I had misunderstood, and Ellie was raising the circle as if she was going to kill him at any moment.
“Isn’t that true? How many years have you and my daughter spent together? To be honest, I am like that. Someone like you would be my son-in-law—”
“Just die.”
Ellie's "Ice Burst" flew straight into Dennis' face.
Boom!
That wasn't why our bodies floated up.
“Dad! Rohan!”
Ellie's voice was carried by the wind through the wreckage of the shattered carriage.
What was revealed beneath us as we were struck by something huge was the scattered flesh of the coachman and his horses.
surprise attack.
That word was the only thing that was written in my head.
Woooow⸺
I unfolded the circle and used "psychic power" to stop Ellie and Dennis' bodies in midair.
At the same time, I was standing on empty air and looked down at those who had attacked us.
“Darkness……?”
The first apostle among the seekers, the dark knights commanded by the ‘King who leads the armies of the East’.
【 Mainstream: Omens 】
✵ Target Objective: Eliminate the threat.
- Failure 》 World line destruction
- Success 》 ‘200P’

            They were involved in this episode where things were reversed.
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There are some areas on the continent that even conquerors like Historia, Heman, and Caesar were unable to occupy.
No matter how advanced magic, swordsmanship, and destiny were, the existence of unexplored regions was due to the vastness of the continent, but there was also great risk.
There is no benefit in occupying them.
Nevertheless, there were beings who occupied the place and lived there for a lifetime.
Demon.
The greatest enemy of mankind and the eternal enemy.
There are no ‘special demons’ in the areas currently inhabited or occupied by humans.
Special class demons were on a different level from those below class 1.
‘Arachne’ was like that.
‘Gigantes’ did so, and so did the ‘Nameless Dragons’, the ruling species of the black sky.
But humans have always been the embodiment of desire and greed.
Eventually, there was someone who conquered a land in the east.
There was a being with such great power that he could subdue the demons and survive amidst the ever-changing phenomena.
Conqueror of Ortona, in the east of the continent.
A follower and first apostle of the savior Quos, the ‘King who leads the armies of the East.’
“……Bael.”
His presence was engraved over the revised episode.
This is a character that shouldn't appear now. No, he shouldn't appear.
But it wasn't unexpected.
Since they had treated their leader, Queos, like that, they expected some kind of revenge.
Moreover, I also planned to eliminate the seekers one by one during that time.
But usually, isn't it the weakest guys that come first? Like Amon.
… … I killed Amon, really.
Sssss.
The dark rays that had been scattering like smoke all raised their heads toward me.
The total number is twenty.
Everyone was above the level of Sword Master. Furthermore, they were neither human nor demonic.
Homunculus.
They are also ‘clones’, created from Bael’s genes.
“Captain.”
“……Yes, Rohan.”
Dennis didn't ask about the situation.
However, he seemed to sense that they were no ordinary beings and drew his sword.
“I will take care of this place. There are still horses left on my carriage side, so you, Commander, take Ellis and proceed straight to the castle.”
“That can’t be. If you run away, run away with me. If you stay, I will—”
I shook my head quietly.
“There is no one on this continent who can escape the darkness.”
“…….”
Like a misty appearance, their mobility is beyond imagination.
The shadows of Bael are everywhere, yet nowhere.
Because they are truly ghostly people.
“Also, if Ellis is to be safe, you must protect her, Captain. Don’t worry. If you hold out, you will be able to receive help from the other knights heading to the castle…….”
… …Chaeng!
Night came in an instant.
Before I knew it, the darkness had gathered and filled my room, clashing swords against each other.
So I was the target after all? He doesn't even glance at me.
“Captain!”
“……Just wait a moment. I’ll come back with reinforcements from the castle.”
Dennis, clenching his fists in anger, mounted his horse with Ellie on his shoulder.
“Rohan, Rohan…!” He heard Ellie’s cries as she struggled on his shoulder.
Unfortunately, I didn't have the capacity to say that it was okay.
Before I knew it, my blood was spurting out before my eyes through the torn collar of my clothes.
Woohoo!
He released the spell and fell to the ground, performing a ritual at the same time.
Soon, a storm swept over the dark arrows that were rushing toward me.
The third season of the Four Seasons, "Autumn".
A storm raged along my path. But in autumn, it was as silent as a field.
Whisper!
Darkness flying around in a disorderly manner, as if ground in a blender.
I landed on the ground and linked with "Four Seasons/Spring" to protect the front.
Boom!
A heavy shock was transmitted throughout my body.
The dark arrows that had gathered again were all crashing towards me.
“Ugh, ugh……!”
Unlike me, who was breathing heavily, the darkness was so peaceful.
Damn it, I must have used way too much mana yesterday.
I wonder if we can hold out until another carriage arrives.
It's a shame, but I have no choice but to use the power of the Eternal Heart that I charged up last time.
“……It’s twisted, but it’s twisted tightly.”
What a fucking development.
You're trying to screw me over somehow.
To correct a twisted fate.
[I will give you a chance…]
That was when.
[Article… … Rohan.]
"what?"
Did you just call my name?
The voice was unclear, so it was difficult to understand.
[I want you… …]
You want me… … ?
“Who? By any chance―”
[I… …we.]
Strangely enough, the villains of this world seemed to really like me.
Starting with Ariel, who was supposed to be a villain, to Queos, who wanted to be his main character… … I think it would have been easier if they had taken the destruction route.
[I will give you what you want…]
There is only one thing I want.
Grace's happiness.
And I am writing this next to her.
[Come with us… ….]
“That’s a bit of a tantalizing statement.”
[Then obey me⸺]
“But it’s too late.”
Flash!
The next moment, Eternal Heart emitted an indescribable light.
“There is a time for everything.”
Now is the time to make myself known to the seekers.
So that you can never be insulted like this again.
* * *
“Hey!”
Dennis, holding the reins, crossed the mountains with Ellis.
My ears kept tingling. I couldn't stand it because I was worried about the back of my head.
“Rohan… are you really okay?”
When was it that my daughter's voice became so opaque and pessimistic?
⸺Ah, I remember.
It was the same that day.
The moment when her most beloved person, Ellis' mother, died… … .
“Trust Rohan.”
Dennis regretted that day for a long time.
I can't go back to that time, but I swore that if it ever came again, I would never repeat it.
“He is a stronger man than we think. Why would I insist on Rohan as the vice-captain? There is a reason for everything.”
Still, Dennis ran away, leaving Rohan in charge.
It wasn't that I abandoned him.
‘Those eyes that looked at me… … If you can’t believe that, what can you believe?’
A depth that seemed to project the future rather than the present. There was an inexpressible confidence in those eyes.
I've seen that kind of gaze before. It was mostly knights on the battlefield who had that kind of gaze. But they were always a minority.
And those few were still alive.
‘Rohan won’t die. The only worry is whether he can make it in time… … .’
The hands of the pocket watch taken out from his bosom were pointing towards 5 p.m.
It's about 30 minutes to the citadel.
‘At 8 o’clock sharp, the castle gates will close. Then no one will be able to enter.’
If a knight who responded to the Union summons fails to attend, it does not end in mere dishonor.
Not only will you be stripped of your knighthood, you will never be able to lift a sword again.
To disobey this order was to make enemies of all the knights who continued the legacy of Roanoke.
“Dad, over there!”
While Dennis was silent for a while, Ellis discovered the entrance to the castle and reached out.
Dennis soon entered the gate, dismounted from his horse, and showed the gatekeeper the seal of the Eclat family.
“Dennis Ecklatt. Arrived now under the guidance of Roanoke.”
“Meet the Lord of Eclat.”
After confirming his identity with Ellis, Dennis looked around and whispered to the gatekeeper.
“There’s no time. How many Mercury personnel are currently on standby at the Roanoke Citadel?”
"yes?"
“The group has just been attacked. We need to send reinforcements immediately……!”
At that moment, the knight who had appeared from the guard post walked towards Dennis.
“It looks like the group was attacked.”
“You…….”
“This is Cutter Carlson, the new captain of the guard this year.”
Dennis continued, not even having time to look at the cutter's sharp impression.
“I’m glad you know the situation. Then call the guards right now—”
“I’m sorry, but that’s not possible.”
“What?”
A cutter who keeps his gaze fixed on himself without moving an inch.
At the sight of the cutter, veins appeared on Dennis' forehead.
“I hate to say this, but… Do you know who you’re being rude to right now?”
“I know very well. How could you practice knighthood on this continent without knowing about the Knights of Eclat?”
“Then you know where the Eclat Knights are?”
“Even if my head were cut off right here, I wouldn’t have anything to say. It’s unfortunate, but even if you call yourself a scrap trooper who bullies others, you can’t move the Roanoke Guard.”
Dennis sighed and looked back at the path he had come from.
A journey with no end in sight. The meaning written on it was something I had known for a very long time.
“So in the end, you have to overcome trials on your own…….”
“Yes. That is why Mr. Dennis went to the trouble of riding a carriage around the Ales Mountains and coming all the way here.”
Cutter approached Dennis and looked out over the mountain range together.
“No matter what happens along the way, Roanoke will not interfere.”
“Rohan wasn’t that old-fashioned after all… Yeah, I see.”
It was a really ridiculous reason, but Dennis could understand it, since knights were the ones who risked their lives for ridiculous things.
Dennis turned to Ellis and pointed to the castle.
“Go to your room first and rest. I will bring Rohan.”
“No. I’ll go with you.”
“Ellis. I may have swung my sword without any regrets until now, but you are not like that.”
“So I too……!”
At that moment, a huge shadow tilted over the heads of the father and daughter who looked exactly like each other.
When they looked up, a handsome ogre was smiling brightly.
“Long time no see, Dennis. Is this girl Ellis? Oh, I almost didn’t recognize her.”
“……Sir Wolfwin.”
Dennis growled at the appearance of Wolfwin, who had already arrived.
But Dennis, who thought of Rohan, forgot about their rivalry and grabbed Wolfwin's hand.
“Let me ask you one favor. Rohan is in danger right now.”
“Why Rohan?”
Dennis explained the whole story.
Wolfwin, who had heard the whole story, stroked his chin.
“Well, then I guess there’s no need to worry about that?”
“No, I asked you to help me, but you don’t want that either? Okay, I understand. I will give the Welton subjugation rights that I received this time to the Vandal Knights.”
“That’s not it, I’m saying you really don’t have to worry.”
“What is that…….”
Wolfwin chuckled without the slightest selfishness.
While Dennis was bewildered, not knowing what that laughter meant, Wolfwin looked around for Rohan, who must be struggling somewhere in the mountains.
“Rohan will come back safe and sound. That’s the Rohan I know.”
“Isn’t Kyung the Weapon Master? It would be better if Kyung helped me…….”
“Hmm, I guess you’d rather hate it? And if he was a man who would die like this, I wouldn’t have trusted him either.”
“Do you trust Rohan…?”
“I trust you. Not much.”
Then, for some reason, Dennis felt relieved.
How many people in this world are trusted by the Imperial Weapon Master, Wolfwin Vandal, a giant of the continent and a true war hero?
‘Rohan, you are a bigger player than I thought.’
When I thought about how I had been worried about someone who was trusted by such a person, all my worries up until now seemed like bubbles in vain.
And now, Dennis was trying to truly trust Rohan.
“Instead of doing this, why don’t we go in and have a drink? Let’s forget about our positions and just be friends. How about that?”
“If I was fooled once, would I be fooled twice? You say that and then try to take something away from me while I’m drunk. By the way, let’s pretend I didn’t hear about the Welton subjugation rights.”
“You always treat me like this. It’s so frustrating.”
“If you keep taunting me, why don’t you disband the Knights of Vandalism and become my real friends?”
Wolfwin, who was reminiscing about the past when they had fought together on the battlefield, nodded as if he had no choice.
“Okay. Then I’ll go in first. See you later, Ellis.”
“Yes? Oh yes…….”
After Wolfwin left, Ellis, who had answered absentmindedly, asked Dennis.
“Dad. Did I know that person?”
“A long time ago, when our Ellie couldn’t even walk properly, you used to ride on that human’s back a lot.”
“Really? I don’t remember a single thing.”
“I’m going to forget it. It’s better not to know now…….”
Dennis, whose words had been trailing off, threw a bitter smile toward the approaching sunset.
In the meantime, time passed without a trace.
Night fell, and the mountain range, immersed in complete darkness, closed its eyes in silence.
Ellis, who was checking the time, opened her mouth as she looked at the knight who had just entered.
“What happened? Shouldn’t you be going now?”
“Let’s wait a little longer.”
“There are only five minutes left!”
“…….”
The castle gates will close in five minutes.
Even though he knew that it wasn't just the closure, Dennis waited for Rohan like a stone statue.
‘Rohan will come. Definitely.’
But contrary to Dennis's belief, the clock tower chimed at eight o'clock.
“Close the gates!”
The gate, which had been wide open, began to move.
Even Dennis's once calm face was now becoming anxious.
Even though the gap between the doors was closing, not a single horse's hooves, let alone a carriage, could be heard.
yet.
thud⸺
“……Rohan. What on earth happened?”
Dennis, who was watching the gates that were completely closed, closed his eyes in the emptiness that was creeping in.
Although he believed so, Rohan did not live up to that belief.
That's why I felt even more resentful.
‘I should have gone… … .’
The time he waited in front of the gate like an idiot, unable to help Rohan.
“If I had gone, she wouldn’t have died……”
That's all.
"I'm sorry, Ellis."
To the office.
"I'm sorry... Elizabeth."
Regret⸺
… … rustle
“What was that just now? Hey, check in front of the gate—”
The moment the guards, sensing something suspicious, headed to the watchtower, a diagonal crack appeared in the tightly locked gate.
Ellis, who was looking at the gate with half-open eyes, found something and tapped Dennis' arm urgently.
“Oh, Dad! Over there!”
“What the heck is that…?”
Kugugug!
Amidst the loud noise, the two-part gate was collapsing.
Those who witnessed the sight could not help but be astonished.
“Seo, the gate is breaking!”
“Nonsense…… Nonsense…….”
The gates of Roanoke were an impregnable fortress that had never been broken in hundreds of years.
The gate that used to be that way was now being torn to pieces by someone.
Kuung!
A huge piece of the door fell, raising a cloud of dust.
Dennis, who was holding Ellis in his arms, looked at the two figures standing in the dust that was fading away in the wind.

            “Grace Euclid and Rohan. These two knights have now entered Roanoke at the call of the Union.”
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Someone was watching the entrance where the gate had been demolished, leaving a huge hole.
‘Is this breaking the end or the beginning…?’
The gaze that traced the trace sinks endlessly. I imagine the owner of the barely discernible trace.
It was a nostalgic night.
‘… … It will be at the tip of our swords.’
The owner of this sword mark, as far as he knew, was a calmer person than anyone else.
The middle-aged man, who had been thinking long and hard, turned back to the castle tower.
Someone appeared as if climbing the stairs from the shadows that stretched behind him.
“Your steps seem heavy. What are you worried about now?”
“Nothing. I just want to hear Sir Roland’s thoughts.”
At his call, a man with freckles under his eyes, Roland, opened his mouth.
“If it’s because of Olivia, then it’s okay. I told you well, so you’ll be quiet for a while.”
“Thank you for your hard work. But that’s not what I wanted to ask.”
“Then what…….”
Roland stared at his lord's back, who had stopped speaking.
A wall that seems invincible no matter where or when you look at it.
A shield that always protects your beliefs beyond what you believe and rely on.
To the twelve knights, including Roland, the back of ‘Arthur’ meant that.
Arthur said.
“This empire. This land that we have protected with blood and iron.”
At those words, Roland thought about it.
"I will no longer tolerate the corruption of the Historia family."
There was a fact that most, if not all, people knew.
“We alone have borne enough suffering. Now, I hope that our descendants will find peace.”
That was also why Arthur put his name on the list of candidates for this year's Union President.
‘… … As the lord said, the current empire is dying. It has grown into a great tree, but now its roots have rotted and its pillars have been eaten away by insects.’
The empire, which had turned into a withered tree, was teetering as if it would collapse at any moment.
If that happened, countless people, including myself, would lose their lives or something more precious.
“If you have to kill nine to save one, what will you do?”
But this also results in many casualties.
What they are preparing for is a war decorated with the illusion of freedom and liberation, and as always, what remains after the war is only two things: indelible sorrow and tragedy.
Roland answered.
“If it has already rotted away and will eventually fall, wouldn’t it be better to decide where it will fall first and then cut it off? There is no such thing as a knight who protects without sacrifice. Just like the last great war between the knights, where each person risked their life to protect the continent.”
It was inevitable that casualties would occur in the process.
As a knight, it was my duty and mission to protect just one person, rather than everyone else dying.
I had to think that way.
“Although I am not the leader, we twelve knights will follow your will no matter what.”
Arthur was speechless.
However, he was now wondering whose ‘knight’ he was.
… … It had been a long time since he had lost the lord he had served.
* * *
“Are you in a lot of pain?”
I looked back at the girl who was bandaging my back. Then she smiled.
“It doesn’t hurt much. It’s just a slight scratch.”
“I saw a bone earlier…….”
… … It hurt so badly.
“Thank you, young lady, for helping me. I was able to get out of this situation safely. Thank you.”
I tried to change the subject and thanked her.
I've been watching for ten years.
Even with the power of the Eternal Heart unlocked, it was difficult to deal with the Darkness.
Who would have thought I'd meet those guys while my mana was depleted?
I managed to deal with the first eleven, but the problem was what happened after that.
The one who appeared at that time like a savior was Grace, my dependable young lady.
“I’m sorry. I should have come sooner. I was so late because I had a long conversation with the owner.”
The girl who was finishing the bandage lowered her head.
What are you so sorry about? I am infinitely grateful just to have you by my side.
I suddenly wondered. Honestly, I didn't know that the young lady would be this late.
“What did you talk about with Lord Euclid? Oh, I’m sorry. If it’s personal, you don’t have to talk about it…….”
“I want to help you too.”
She raised her head toward me, who was unable to finish speaking.
This kind of gaze... is very unfamiliar.
Why does it feel like she's standing alone on the battlefield?
“So, this time, I want to be the chairman. I’m sorry for changing my mind…….”
Before we left for Roanoke, Wolfwin, the young lady, and I had already finished talking.
Contrary to the original plan to make the young lady the chairman, Wolfwin's faction, including our votes, was going to vote for me.
“That’s okay, but I want to hear why.”
I didn't feel any particular excitement about the variables that occurred.
I just want to know why the young lady made this decision.
“……Because it’s my fault.”
The moment I heard those words, it felt like a stone had been lodged in my throat. It wasn't just a feeling of frustration.
The guilt of causing her worry was unbearable.
“I know. Rohan is in danger because of me.”
I couldn't give any answer.
Those words were true.
Yes, it was true.
“I’m anxious. I came back safely last time, but this time, if Rohan closes his eyes, I feel like he’ll never open them again. So I—”
"miss."
"uh?"
At first, this face was a vague description that would not be strange if it disappeared at any time.
But the face of the girl before my eyes now is more vivid than ever.
A changed fate and a revised development.
As this was repeated, the girl's future, which had been unclear, now became clear enough to see its end.
I was the opposite.
It wouldn't be strange if I died tomorrow, or even in the next five minutes.
She has made quite a few enemies in order to protect her.
Some of the big bosses who are hostile to Karina might send assassins to kill me.
Even just this evening, the most powerful figure among the seekers was holding me back.
In this way, my fate is still advancing unstoppably towards ‘death.’
And for me to survive, it's right to stop here.
but.
“I’m sorry, but it’s not for your benefit, young lady.”
… … I wanted to see you.
“There’s just something I want to protect. I’m a ‘knight’ just like you, young lady.”
The end of this story that I never got to read.
I want to see the end of my journey, filled with disappointment, anger and regret…
It doesn't mean much.
This was the greed of a single reader.
"……sorry."
The girl turned her head away from my gaze. I quickly opened my mouth at the sight of her pale profile.
“You don’t need to apologize, Miss. It was my choice after all. And I have one favor to ask.”
“What is it?”
“Please don’t say ‘I’m sorry’ to me from now on.”
I turned around completely and grabbed the girl's limp hand.
“If you say it like that, I’ll feel even more sorry.”
"okay……."
There must have been a much better future than the present.
I, who had no choice but to choose this future, am the one who arbitrarily decided the young lady's fate.
I always feel sorry for her.
……uh?
“I’m sorry, I’m sorry!”
It was only then that I realized I was holding the girl's hand and I jumped up with a start.
I made a mistake.
Cold sweat is running down my face.
Was the room originally this hot?
I should get out of here before I make any more mistakes.
“Well, it’s late at night, so sleep well.”
I grabbed my shirt and ran out of the room, staring at the closed door.
My heart was beating wildly, even though we only touched for a moment.
“…….”
Leaning my back against the wall next to the door, I placed my hand on my chest. Her warmth still lingered on my palm.
"……someday."
Will there ever come a day when I can hold that hand and not be surprised?
Will I be able to wait for that day to come?
Maybe it can wait.
I've waited countless times throughout my life, so this time too, I'm sure...
Click.
I quickly looked to the side at the sudden opening of the door.
The girl who came out of the room was standing there looking at me shyly.
I wonder if you, Miss, are feeling the same way as I am right now?
“Rohan.”
“Yes, ma’am.”
“This is your room.”
“Actually, me too, yes?”
It felt like I'd been hit in the back of the head with a sledgehammer.
I looked over her shoulder and saw that it was indeed my room.
“……I thought I’d go out for a bit and get some fresh air.”
"I see."
And then an awkward silence flowed.
* * *
After Grace returned to her room, Rohan awkwardly parted ways and went up to the rooftop of the castle tower where he was staying.
“If I fall from here, I won’t die, right…….”
Rohan is a sword master.
Even if you throw yourself from this height, you will never die.
Even though I tried to forget, the events of earlier became more vivid. It was so embarrassing that I wanted to die.
“……This is not the time to be doing this.”
That too, after a brief moment of washing and regaining consciousness, Rohan's circle and aura resonated.
‘I don’t know what might happen next. I need to recover more mana.’
Now Rohan's mana was almost exhausted.
I was barely holding on, but in this state, not only was it impossible to protect Grace, it was also impossible to fight properly.
‘Furthermore, since the circle was created, the amount of mana has increased, so recovery is also slow.’
In reality, the opposite was true.
Rohan's mana recovery speed upon reaching Circle 4 has been increased by more than double compared to before.
The reason it felt slower was because the total amount of mana had increased.
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ㅤㅤㅤ [Strength: A] ㅤㅤ ㅤㅤ [Agility: A]
ㅤㅤㅤㅤ├───Ability───┤
ㅤㅤㅤ [Stamina: A] ㅤ ㅤㅤㅤ [Magic Power: A]
ㅤㅤㅤㅤ⸺「List of Possessed Settings」⸺
ㅤ「Bookmark」ㅤㅤ「Settings Shop」「Growth」
ㅤ「Sixth Sense」「Status Window」ㅤㅤ「Unified Language」
ㅤ 「Character Fairy Tale」 「Rereading」 「Sword Master」… [omitted]
Rohan, who was examining his own condition, nodded with satisfaction.
‘The magic power that was B has changed to A. It’s only increased by one level, but it feels like it’s more than doubled. If even one of my abilities becomes S… … then I’ll also be able to ascend to the rank of Weapon Master.’
But no matter how much time I invested or how hard I worked, my strength, agility, and stamina still did not increase from A.
Currently, Rohan is stuck between the Sword Master and the Weapon Master.
A section that must necessarily involve so-called ‘enlightenment’, such as the 3.5 circle.
Until I attained that realization, I would never become a Weapon Master.
‘… … But it’s not like there’s no way.’
Rohan has never grown up normally.
It was thanks to the ‘information and probability’ that only Rohan possessed that he was able to grow to this extent in just one year.
‘Settings store open.’
[Pay ‘35P’.]
〔 Setting Enhancement: 「Status Window」 Lv.1 ⸺> Lv.2 〕
Rohan checked the status window again.
ㅤ [Strength: A (98.6%)] ㅤㅤ [Agility: A (42.9%)]
ㅤㅤㅤㅤ├───Ability───┤
ㅤ [Physical Strength: A (91.7%)] ㅤㅤ [Magic Power: A (17.3%)]
Unlike before, there was a percentage next to the number. Soon, he put his fingertips on "Strength."
〔 "Growth" Specialization Activation 〕
[To increase the “Strength” ability by 0.1%, you need ‘15P’.]
By upgrading the status window, Rohan was able to strengthen his abilities as he had hoped.
It was unexpected that this could be strengthened with the power of "Growth", but it was important that the ability value could be raised.
‘Excluding what I spent last time because I left the page, my current probability is 338. If I use 210P, I can raise my strength to S.’
I had some free time thanks to clearing this mainstream.
However, like last time, we had to consider cases where the setting of Michael or other characters would be necessary.
Because this episode,
【 Mainstream: Wandering Faith 】
✵ Initial objective: Kill ‘Arthur Pendragon’.
- Failure 》 The fall of the ‘Habbledown Empire’, a link to the mainstream “War of the Villains”
- Success 》 ‘600P’
Because it will never be easier than any other episode.
“Kill Arthur…….”
The implications of this mainstream are so clear.
‘… … He must have changed his mind.’
Knight Wars.
In the original, Arthur also stood on Michael's side and fought against Wolfwyn, who started the knightly war.
‘Arthur Pendragon, he was the true savior.’
In fact, it was a great help, and Michael, who had fallen, took advantage of the opportunity to completely restore his power and position.
‘Even so, a knight war must not occur.’
It wasn't just the heart of the once-spreading Black Empire.
Arthur helped Michael to get rid of the rotten royal family and Wolfwin Vandal, who was trying to use the royal family.
‘Now the situation has changed.’
Wolfwin, who has been promised the position of Commander of the Imperial Guard, no longer wants war.
Therefore, the future of the knight war has also disappeared. If a new type of war breaks out in such a situation, its end cannot be predicted.
‘Perhaps Arthur will continue Wolfwin’s story.’
Like the cause and effect of this world, which constantly drives Grace to destruction and tries to kill Rohan.
‘Furthermore, in order to satisfy the Euclid family, I must get Arthur on my side.’
A plan to have equal power with Lords without having to enter the Senate.
That was exactly what made Arthur his own force.
‘It’s like fucking fate. It’s going to get twisted like this again… … .’
Nothing was easy at all.
But Rohan didn't show any particular complaints.
From the moment he opened his eyes in this world, nothing was easy for him.
‘Let’s hold off on raising the ability level for now. It’s not too late to do it while observing the situation. We don’t know what variables will arise right away.’
After finishing his thoughts, Rohan sat down in the spot where the moonlight was the thickest and began to meditate.
‘There is still some mana left in Morgan Le Fay’s mana. It is a small amount compared to that day, but it can recharge Eternal Heart a little.’
We must be fully prepared, even if it means squeezing everything out.
If necessary, he planned to use the power of the holy relic.
‘The question is whether the scepter of order recognizes me as its master… … .’
Arthur was no longer a savior.
We need greater power to confront him.
The Column of Order was the only way, but even Rohan could not yet use it properly.
‘Seeing as how you protected me back then, I don’t think it’s impossible.’
Fortunately, the situation was positive.
However, what was bothering him was the message the relic had conveyed to him.
‘What did that mean?’
-Nothing can be undone.
No matter how much I thought about it, I couldn't interpret its meaning.
Meanwhile, Rohan, who had finished his meditation, felt his mana recover somewhat and got up from his seat.
As I was about to return to my room, I suddenly remembered the ability in the status window and fired a circle to summon a translucent mirror.
“Maybe fate has changed a little.”
Rohan tilted his head as he looked at his head reflected in the mirror.
“It looks like more reinforcement is needed.”
Nothing had changed. The line of fate he was moving towards still ended in 『Sa?』.
It was the moment when I was about to disperse the circle while letting out a faint sigh.
“……What is this?”
ㅤㅤㅤㅤ【Your Destiny⸺Page 101】
『Death』 《━━━╋━━━━━━╋━━●━》 『Death?』
ㅤㅤㅤㅤ「Death」 ㅤㅤㅤㅤ「Death」
……
[Your remaining lifespan according to your fate line.]

            0 days 16 hours 47 minutes 03 seconds
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Ellis, who was sitting in the audience, pressed her chest hard.
“……I’m a little nervous.”
A small amphitheater.
Knights sat at regular intervals on each seat surrounded by steps.
And from the top, where all this could be seen, sat the Union's president, Frederick Assmann.
[I, Frederick Assmann, am impressed by the courage of the men who gathered to answer Roanoke's call.]
Frederick's voice, filled with mana, resounded majestically all the way to the first floor where the sword experts were stationed.
Frederick was scheduled to step down from his chairmanship today, but no one was relaxed.
[As promised to the members, I resign as Union Chairman as of today.]
Soon, everyone, including Ellis, stood up and looked straight ahead, placing their fists over their hearts.
I didn't hear even a single word of thanks or anything like that.
Just silently, paying homage in the knightly manner.
[But I will watch and wait.]
Now Frederick was to act as Lord's House of Lords, the Union's superior body.
The Road is the final destination of the journey for not only the knights gathered here, but also the wizards.
Of course, even within that, the struggle to become a ‘lord’ beyond the Senate remains the same.
[… … One day, all of you will meet again on the road.]
With those words, Frederick bowed to the knights and left the theater.
After that, the top position was left vacant.
Just below that, in the upper level, where there were only three seats, someone spoke.
“Whew, since you’re all probably busy, let’s get straight to the meeting. Doesn’t that matter to you?”
It was Wolfwin.
Sitting across from Wolfwin was another Weapon Master, Grace.
And the last Weapon Master sitting on Grace's left.
“That person is Arthur…….”
Arthur Pendragon.
Just looking up from this distance sent shivers down Ellis' body.
A posture without any flaws.
A straight line of sight that stretches out straight without any thoughts.
Like a statue built to commemorate a victory, he stands there without any change.
Then a knight in red uniform interrupted Wolfwin.
“There are issues that must be addressed before that.”
“Huh? What is it? Is it really that important?”
“It is a very important issue.”
“Okay. Go ahead.”
The next moment, the knight in red armor looked at Rohan, who was sitting still. Then, he continued speaking in a calm tone.
“The incident involving Grace Euclid and the Knight of Rohan destroying the gates has not yet been discussed.”
Rohan, who had been responding to him calmly, sighed inwardly.
‘… … I knew that kid would be like that. In the original, Dennis’s personality was so bad that he was destroyed by the Knights of Eclat, and he’s still the same.’
Ruin, the master of the Falcon Knights, who are responsible for most of the subjugation in the southern part of the empire.
It was the moment when Rohan, who had a rough idea of his personality, was about to refute him.
“It was a fair act, Lord Ruin.”
Dennis, sitting across from Rohan, was looking at him from afar.
“A legitimate act? This citadel is a world heritage site before the last legacy of Roanoke. According to international law, this is a felony.”
“Since when have Roanoke customs been abhorrent to international law? And be careful what you say. I’m not your subordinate.”
Dennis secretly reveals his teeth.
Ruin, recalling his background, wiggled his buttocks as if he were sitting on a bed of thorns.
‘As expected, he’s my dad.’
Ellis smiled at the sight of Dennis defending Rohan while also dampening Ruin's spirits.
“Ahem, then let’s ask other people for their opinions.”
After a brief hesitation, Ruin regained his momentum and looked around.
Most of the eyes were turned to Rohan. Rohan, who remembered the last imperial banquet, did not have any particular expectations.
‘Anyway, since I’m on the Grace Line, it’s hard to expect any positive reviews… … .’
That was when.
“Rohan is a knight among knights. I think he simply fulfilled his duty as a knight and as a member of the Union.”
Starting with that, many articles started to unilaterally attack Ruin.
“So how much will it cost to repair the gate? I’ll pay for it. But you, Ruin, are still so arrogant and reckless?”
“What? Arrogant? How dare you……!”
At the sight of Ruin getting angry, the knights who were in higher positions also raised their voices.
“Dare? You say dare now? What did your knights do when that knight from Rohan donated a huge sum of money to the people?”
“As far as I know, I heard that you ‘dared’ to embezzle the money that was supposed to be paid to the subcontracted knights and even went so far as to file a lawsuit. Isn’t that right?”
“That’s really unfortunate. Wouldn’t it be the true intention of a knight to just let this go?”
“Then I ask you, Ruin. Do you think you won’t make mistakes in your life?”
Rohan's eyebrows rose slightly at the reactions of the other knights.
‘What is this? Why are you being so kind to me? This is the complete opposite of how you reacted at the royal banquet.’
Ellis also looked at Rohan with surprise.
‘Rohan is so popular. It’s the first time I’ve seen him like that… … .’
Until now, I just thought of him as an associate professor or a slightly older brother.
But in this place, Rohan was neither an associate professor nor someone like a real older brother.
‘… … Rohan was also a knight in the end.’
Knight Rohan.
Rohan's appearance, taking a step back and leisurely observing the situation, was knightly in itself, beyond being adult-like.
Not all knights fight only with swords.
Popularity and honor. These two were sharper and more weighty weapons than any sword.
‘Well, the Springwind professorship wasn’t a position that just anyone could take.’
Even in the Magic Defense Department alone, the continent's greatest Merlin and genius magician, Michael Riepenstein, was there.
Although there are some shortcomings compared to him, other professors also have similar positions and honors.
‘It’s kind of… cool.’
It was already the second time.
My heart, which had already wavered once on the carriage, was now wavering again in this very place.
Then the knight who was observing the meeting with Ellis from the seat next to her said to her.
“I think that knight is jealous of Rohan.”
"yes?"
When he turned to his right, he saw a gentle-looking knight who looked about his sister's age smiling at him.
Ellis, who was looking into her wall, asked quietly.
“Are you by any chance Daphne of the Knights of Ludivium?”
“It is an honor that you know me.”
“I read an article that said your knights made a contribution during the last expedition. Oh, I’m sorry. I called you my sister.”
“It’s okay. Just call me whatever you want. And you’re not a Knight of Ludivium anymore.”
After finishing their brief introduction, they turned their attention back to Rohan.
Ellis asked between the knights who were still arguing.
“Rohan… I guess you know each other?”
“I guess I should say we’re acquaintances. Actually, I was dumped by Rohan before.”
"yes?!"
Ellis's reaction, which was quite surprising, was buried in the noisy surroundings and no one noticed.
Ellis, who quickly became embarrassed, scratched her forehead.
“I’m sorry. So you two are like this and that…?”
“No, that’s not it. I made the first move, but I got kicked before I could even get started. Well, when I called the number I received, someone else answered.”
“Ah… Rohan is a bit of an iron wall.”
A faint smile appeared on Ellis' lips as she felt relieved inside. It was fortunate.
“I see, Miss Ellis is a close friend of Lord Rohan?”
“I’m just learning swordsmanship at Springwind. What’s my name?”
“Is there a knight who doesn’t know the only daughter of Lord Eclat?”
“Hehe, that’s true.”
“Oh, by the way, I heard that Lord Rohan stepped down from his position as Vice-Captain of the Knights of Eclat and took up a professorship at Springwind together with Lord Euclid.”
“Yes. It’s been almost a year.”
Then Daphne, with her hands clasped together, looked at Rohan intently.
“Rohan is a truly admirable person. Who would give up their career to do something like that? I don’t think I could do it.”
Ellis nodded in agreement with those words.
It was only then that I realized why most of the articles here were defending Rohan.
‘You’re not a sword master for nothing, Rohan.’
Daphne asked cautiously as Ellis finally realized Rohan's location.
“Excuse me, could you please give me Rohan’s contact information?”
"yes?"
“If I get the chance, I’d like to have a meal there.”
“Oh, that’s…….”
Ellis trails off.
Daphne was a very good article, but for some reason Ellis hesitated.
It was at that moment that Ellis reluctantly opened her mouth.
[… …Quiet!]
For a moment, the building shook as if it were going to collapse. After Wolfwin shouted, all voices stopped.
Wolfwin let out a sigh and spoke in his usual gentle tone as if nothing had happened.
“It’s a bit noisy. We’re not the type of people who fight with our tongues. What will the juniors who are watching think? Huh?”
At that moment, Ruin, who was almost on the verge of tears, looked up at Wolfwin and pleaded.
“Then please decide this matter at the highest level! I can’t possibly get along with those foolish knights—”
“Am I included in those ridiculous articles?”
“That’s not what I meant…….”
In that moment, Wolfwin's momentum cooled rapidly.
“Then shut up, Ruin.”
“……!”
Ruin covered his mouth in a state of shock, as if he had encountered a giant predator.
Wolfwin, who had been impressed again, looked around at Grace and Arthur.
“I don’t really care, but what about you?”
Grace, who was involved in this incident, remained silent.
It was around that time that Arthur opened his closed eyes.
“……Lord Rohan. You tell me.”
For a moment, Arthur's eyes turned to Rohan. Rohan did not avoid his gaze, which was like a judge.
“First, I will ask Lord Ruin. Can you do it?”
“What? What does that mean—”
“You mean you can break down the gate?”
“What good is that……!”
Arthur's voice, filled with mana, pierced through Ruin. Ruin's body flinched as if it had been burned.
“Ruin. Answer the questions I ask you.”
Soon, Ruin lowered his head and answered in a crawling voice.
“……Impossible.”
“That’s right. But Grace Euclid and I made the impossible possible. As the saying goes, a knight never yields under any circumstances.”
Rohan then turned to the other knights and continued speaking.
“Reaching this point along the Ales Mountains was a test given to us by Roanoke. So I ask you, what does the test of Roanoke mean to our Union?”
The knights nodded slowly at those words.
Someone opened their mouth.
“……Breaking through limitations without being afraid.”
From that point on, all the articles continued to speak, one after another.
“A path looking back on the past.”
“A journey to regain one’s original intention.”
“When beliefs gather into beliefs.”
“Forward for a better future.”
……
Each had a different meaning and reason, but in the end, it was the same.
Finally, the last article was finished. Rohan asked.
“Do our actions conflict with your thoughts?”
Everyone shook their heads. Now even Ruin, who had been demanding his punishment, was agreeing.
“I ask again: Do we need punishment or celebration for having overcome our trials?”
Now the results are clear.
Then Arthur, with his eyes closed, spoke to the knights.
“Lord Rohan is right. But let’s replace the celebration by pooling our money to build a stronger and more durable gate. Is that okay for everyone?”
“Then we, the Knights of Eclat, will cover the money.”
Rohan met eyes with Dennis, who was raising his hand. He winked at Rohan as if to tell him not to worry.
As the situation cleared up, Wolfwin spoke in Arthur's stead.
“Well, that’s the end of the story. Let’s get on with the meeting.”
With the meeting starting, the main agenda items were arranged.
Ellis stared blankly at Rohan, who was sitting there as if nothing had happened.
“Miss Ellis?”
"yes……."
“I was talking about Rohan’s contact information earlier. Could you take a picture of it for me?”
Ellis turned her head to Daphne and smiled apologetically.
“I’m sorry, sis. I don’t know.”

            I didn't want to tell you.
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“This concludes our meeting today. Tomorrow is the election. I hope everyone makes the right choice.”
The knights left their seats one by one, following Wolfwin.
Rohan, who had stayed until the end to wait for Grace, walked towards her as she came down the stairs.
“Thank you for your hard work. Tomorrow will be here soon.”
The union conference will take place over a total of three days.
These were originally supposed to be discussed over the course of three days, but because the meeting overlapped with the election, they were all dealt with in one sitting today.
“Shall we go back to the room?”
“I’ll take it. This way.”
Grace's face looked noticeably tired, perhaps because she hadn't been out for a long time.
This was because all decisions were made at the highest level in place of the chairman, whose position had now become vacant.
After leaving the theater, they arrived at the castle tower.
Grace had been walking without saying a word since a while ago. It was the moment when her breathing, which had been faintly circling around Rohan, stopped.
“Rohan.”
Rohan lowered his head and looked at her as she held his fingertips. He could imagine what she would say to his shrunken knuckles.
“Sir Arthur’s atmosphere was strange.”
Rohan nodded quietly at the somewhat stiff voice.
‘I felt that too. It was a friendly yet somehow uncomfortable feeling.’
Arthur's eyes were on her and Grace throughout the meeting, as if he was forcing himself into a pair of ill-fitting shoes.
“Me too. I think it would be better to talk about that later tonight. Right now, I have to prepare for the election tomorrow.”
“Okay, I get it. The election comes first, just like you said.”
“And Arthur, you don’t have to worry. As long as the other knights are there, he won’t be able to do anything stupid in front of Roanoke.”
“Then I’ll go up first. I have some things to take care of by myself. I’ll contact you later.”
Rohan, who had broken up with Grace, soon headed to his room. His eyes were gradually narrowing as he climbed the stairs.
‘In the next three hours… … .’
* * *
Olivia watched Rohan's back as he walked with Grace along the ramparts.
‘What on earth was the great man thinking… … .’
Even though he was my lord, it was difficult to understand his intentions.
‘Rohan is a shameless knight.’
Now, many articles are evaluating him as a great person, but all of them are fake and deceptive.
‘… … And he intends to monopolize this empire.’
Just joining hands with Edgar, who was known as the greatest loser, was enough to prove the rumor.
And now he was plotting something with Wolfwin. And Olivia knew what it was.
“Let’s go eat. Aren’t you hungry?”
Then a man appeared silently next to Olivia and put his arm on the railing.
“I came to see what you were doing, and it was as expected.”
The knight in blue, Roland, wrinkled his nose. He briefly looked at Olivia's side profile, who did not respond.
“……You haven’t forgotten your lord’s will, have you?”
“I haven’t forgotten.”
“But why is that?”
Only then did Olivia turn her head. It was a face that had not many things written on it, but one thing.
“Because that article is fooling everyone.”
The unbridled anger was clearly evident.
“What should I say again?”
Roland snickered as if it was not the same.
His smile disappeared for a moment and he continued speaking in a cold tone.
“……I’m just using that article. Until its usefulness runs out. For the will of my ‘lord.’”
“That's the problem.”
When she turned her head again, Rohan had already disappeared from Olivia's sight.
Olivia closed her eyes calmly. The midday sunlight was scattered across her eyelids, like her thoughts were in disarray.
“No matter how evil a person may be, using others is not in line with the will of a great man. But why does a great man…….”
I couldn't understand it at all.
‘War there? Is this really the will of the lord?’
The reason she followed Arthur and served him as her lord was because she admired his integrity and innocence.
‘… … My lord is like a father to me.’
Olivia thought of the bodies floating like dead fish on the lake.
The lake was everything to her.
Water to quench your thirst and food to appease your hunger. All of this could be solved by a single, wide lake.
‘And to me, who was only looking at the world reflected in the lake, he is the one who taught me the true meaning of life.’
That was the lake.
The moment when the lake that had been like that was being polluted before his eyes during the last war.
Her life, which had been stagnant like fallen leaves floating on the surface of the water, also became polluted.
‘But this is not the life he taught me.’
The stench of rotten, decaying corpses.
There was a knight who saved Olivia, who was suffocating to death inside.
“If you ask who I am, just think of me as a ‘knight.’”
There was something Arthur said when he first put the sword in his hand.
"“What is a knight? It is the karma of protecting life through death.”
“So remember, the sword is not a weapon to protect someone, it is a weapon to kill something.”
Killing others to protect what is yours wasn't that simple of logic.
“……The great man said that it is chivalry to kill oneself to protect the people.”
That is why Olivia also followed Arthur and sacrificed her life to protect the continent.
“I’ll ask again, Roland.”
The girl who once enjoyed fishing and watching the world reflected in the lake is now gone.
What she now holds in her hand is a sword, and she simply swings the tip of the sword with her beliefs hanging on it ceaselessly.
“Is the rumor you told me about the knight named Rohan really true?”
Roland cupped her face and caressed her freckles. An unknown gaze was shining through the gaps between his hands.
“Of course it is true. Olivia, we just have to follow our lord’s will and ‘save the world.’ Just think about that.”
“…….”
Olivia turned around in silence and walked with her back to the blowing west wind. The worries hanging on her shoulders were fluttering aimlessly.
‘… … Is it really okay to just think about that?’
My heart was aflutter with questions like water drops falling on my silent mind.
* * *
“……I will die in three hours.”
Time, which had started flowing since yesterday, was moving toward my deadline.
Time moved at a pace that was neither slow nor fast.
I actively participated in the meeting to see if there was any way to make a change, but as you can see, nothing changed.
“I don’t think it’s time to die yet.”
I confirmed my fate reflected in the mirror again.
My fate has not yet reached its end.
So what is that time?
Why on earth am I dying?
No matter how much I thought about it, there was only one possibility that fit that description.
“……Mainstream.”
Right now I'm doing mainstream.
Regardless of fate, that's the only reason I have to die.
In a way, it's natural.
Because even in the past mainstream books, it was written that if I failed, my fate would worsen or I would die.
Well then the answer is simple.
In order for me to survive, I just have to clear this mainstream.
“The only problem is Arthur…….”
This time, the mainstream reward alone is a whopping 600P.
So far, the maximum has been 100 to 200, or at most 250.
Even without being told, I know how difficult the episode I faced was.
I swept Sylvia's ring away, just as Michael had done.
“……We have no choice but to mobilize all our strength.”
This episode will be more threatening than ever.
Encountering the Darkness was already the worst situation.
That means at least one of the seekers was involved in this episode.
If the world really wants to kill me, he might show himself.
… … Of course, it’s what I wanted.
Before Queo moves, it is also part of my plan to exterminate all the seekers and cut off his limbs.
The real ‘final boss’ of this world is not dead yet. Killing him is the final step in my plan.
“Anyway, that’s the end.”
It's not something to think about now. That's really the development that will be written on the last page.
For now, we need to focus on Arthur.
Just as the young lady said, I also felt that there was something strange about Arthur.
“First of all, you don’t have Excalibur.”
"Excalibur" is also a holy relic, like Olivia's "Arondite" or the "Spindle of Order" that resides within me.
The Eternal Heart that I own can also produce power equivalent to that of a Holy Relic when fully charged, but it is not at the level of a Holy Relic.
As with all worlds, there are many myths and legends in this world.
Relics were objects that were born within it. However, their number is extremely small.
Even that was in the hands of each owner, and it would have been better to throw oneself into the lava than to take it away.
Even Excalibur was the holy sword owned by Arthur Pendragon, the King of Knights and Master of Weapons.
“……That Excalibur is Arthur’s symbol.”
But why did Arthur leave his symbol behind at this gathering?
In Roanoke, every knight is required to carry his own weapon.
That's why there was no possibility of putting down the sword.
The Darkness of Bael.
What an omen.
Olivia, the knight of the lake who attacked me.
Finally, Arthur without Excalibur… … .
… … What do they mean?
Squeak.
In those thoughts, my door was opening.
It was the moment when I turned toward the door, pushing out the breath that had been building up in my lungs for a long time.
“Good knight.”
Arthur Pendragon.
The ‘boss’ of this episode loomed before me like death.
* * *
“How much is this? 300 rings? Don’t tease me because I came from the city. You weren’t teasing me, were you? Then give me four, no, eight!”
A town near Roanoke Fort.
Ellis, holding a shopping bag full of food in both hands, hummed as she looked around the market.
“Maybe it’s because it’s the countryside, but the prices are cheap. Donuts that used to cost 1,000 rings each in Little Heath are now only 300 rings.”
Even so, that was the price for Ellis, but no matter how much money she had, the pleasure of getting a discount always felt good.
Ellis, who was shopping for various items, looked up at the Roanoke Fortress beyond the mountain range.
“No matter how much I like shopping, I get bored when I do it alone. I wish I had asked Daphne to come with me.”
Originally, Rohan and Grace were also scheduled to come.
But, seeing them so busy with their tight schedules due to the election, it was hard to speak to them.
Moreover, Ellis visited as an observer. After the observation, everyone had free time, and there was nothing to do during that time.
Normally, I would be networking during that time, but Ellis was the daughter of Dennis, who owned the Knights of Eclat.
“There’s no need to try so hard to build it up. It’s too obvious what the purpose of the approach is.”
It was annoying.
If you approached her with the sincere intention of becoming friends, Ellis would be welcome. The more friends you have, the better.
However, the way the other knights looked at Ellis was the complete opposite of her pure heart.
“……Now that I think about it, Rohan is really innocent.”
The person who was most approachable and available to him was Rohan.
“Is it because you have no greed, or because you have no thoughts…… Tch, idiot.”
As far as Ellis knew, the person closest to success was Rohan.
But Rohan was different.
Dennis returned the favor with knightly loyalty, treating her like a student and younger sister, not as the daughter of the leader of a great order of knights.
‘You would have used me too.’
Even among the few people who pretended to be Springwind's friends, there were many who approached them after seeing their status and position.
Of course, all of those people were kicked out by Ellis's discerning eye.
Since he had an accurate eye for people, it wasn't difficult to distinguish who was approaching him with genuine goodwill.
‘Looking at you running for the chairmanship this time, it doesn’t seem like you don’t have any greed.’
Even with Ellis's eyes, it was difficult to discern Rohan's intentions.
When Ellis heard from Dennis that Rohan was running, she couldn't believe her ears.
That Rohan? Why? No matter how much I asked myself, the answer did not come out.
It's just that Rohan's face, which naturally appears before my eyes, seems a little unfamiliar these days.
“I think Rohan will like this, boss. Please pack this, this, this, this, this, and this.”
“All of this?”
“Yes. By the way, can I use a card?”
Ellis, who was quickly lost in thought about Rohan, swiped her card while thinking of him.
Ellis, who had now purchased more items than she could carry with her hands, pursed her lips as she looked around at the shopping bags floating around her.
“……Did I buy too much?”
I bought too much.
As I thought about Rohan and reached out my hand, I ended up buying it without any limits.
Then Ellis realized that half of these items were Rohan's and blushed.
‘Hey, I’m going to use all of this! Yes. It’s not Rohan’s, it’s mine. I’m also thinking about something right now… … .’
It's been getting a lot stranger lately.
I can't stop thinking about Rohan.
I know I shouldn't do that, but because I shouldn't do that, I do it even more...
“Hey, be quiet! Be quiet! What the hell are you talking about…!”
Someone approached Ellis, who was shaking her head at the thoughts echoing in her head.
“Miss Ellis is a strong person even on her own.”
“Huh? Senior!”
Daphne smiles brightly.
Then, Daphne, who was looking at Ellis' hand, covered her lips with her fingertips as if she was surprised.
“Oh my, there are so many shopping bags. It looks like there are a lot of people to give gifts to.”
“Huh? Oh, this? Hey, I just have someone to give it to. I guess you came to see the town too, senior?”
“I just happened to stop by on my walk. By the way, why don’t we go over to the tea house over there and chat? I’ll buy the tea. And of course, a sweet and fluffy dessert.”
“Really? Um, okay! Then just wait a minute⸺”
Then a shadow fell over his head.
It was the moment when Ellis, who had been looking down at the dirt road where darkness had fallen, raised her head.
“That’s……!”

            Countless swarms of dark arrows were turning the entire village sky black.
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“……It seems like you’ve come to the wrong room.”
I faced Arthur calmly. His unwavering features did not leave me.
“I am not the ‘good knight’ that Lord Pendragon spoke of.”
“That may be so. The good knight is already dead.”
Good knight.
Twelve, or originally thirteen, knights under Arthur's command.
As far as I remember, the thirteenth knight among them, ‘Galahad’, was the good knight.
But Galahad died just as Arthur had said. It was the last war between the two kingdoms.
“I know your reputation. You have truly lived a rewarding life.”
“They are just exaggerated rumors, and compared to the achievements of Lord Pendragon, my actions are insignificant and expected.”
“It’s trivial and obvious…… Most of the articles these days don’t even mention such trivial and obvious things. As a fellow article, it’s embarrassing.”
The smile at the corners of his lips was somehow cold and lonely.
Arthur entered the room, passed me, and stood in front of the window. He placed his hand on the windowsill and stared at the scenery outside.
“Lord Rohan. What have you protected in this empire?”
I didn't keep anything.
If it was something that happened in the past, it was ‘Rohan’s’ business, not mine, and so there was nothing that I could protect with these hands.
“I thought I had protected many things until now. The empire and the people, the promises and oaths, and the beliefs that never changed for a single day…….”
The words Arthur spat out were flying out the window. The illusion of his entire body, built up of meaningless things, collapsing miserably, enveloped me.
“……Looking back, everything I thought I had protected was in vain.”
“Then, please keep it from now on.”
Arthur turned to me and blinked. Rather than an expression of incomprehension, his eyes seemed to be asking what I meant.
“What are you talking about?”
“Arthur Pendragon, that’s the name.”
Values and beliefs.
The power to raise a person up with just those two things.
The name Arthur Pendragon alone is enough to wield such power that it is more threatening than any weapon on this continent.
“We can’t protect anything. All we can do is prolong the time we’re already going to lose.”
That's why Arthur is a scary person.
Of course, Wolfwin, who has nothing but wealth and fame, is no match for him, and he may even be more wary of Michael than he is of Michael.
Arthur gives nothing to the knights who follow him.
All he can lend is the uncertain answers he has found throughout his life and his own beliefs that allow a knight to remain a knight.
… … If a person like this had a different mind, what would this world become?
“A name is nothing but an illusion. It is not how it is called that matters, but where it is used.”
The moment Arthur put his hand on the sword, an incomparable force struck me.
A huge and overwhelming frost that makes your knees bend on their own.
It was only then that I realized who I was facing.
“Join me. We need good knights like you so badly. Then, please, let us renew the world.”
“I swear here that I will bear the sword for the rest of my life for the people.”
“…….”
As I took each step forward, a page was being written in my head where Ariel would become an official knight.
“This is the promise I made to the world when I first took up my sword. I ask you, Pendragon. Is what you are trying to do now a cause for the people, or a sacrifice for yourself?”
“……Lord Rohan.”
Arthur, who did not back down but rather approached me with brisk strides, looked down at me from a close distance.
“The Empire is now incapable. It can no longer stand. It will fall. If it does, many will die. I want to reduce the sacrifice. I want to save half, or even just one.”
“Are you saying that you would kill all of them to save one?”
“It would be better than everyone dying.”
I glared at Arthur, gripping the hilt of my sword as if I could draw it at any moment.
“Why are you jumping to conclusions about that?”
The empire has not yet rotted.
Yeah, that was just a second ago.
“There was a knight who had courage in the face of injustice. There was a knight who raised his sword for the powerless and the marginalized. There was a knight who gained faith through faith. There was a knight who served the people with all his might until now.”
“If there is such an article, I would like to know about it too…….”
“Arthur Pendragon, it was you.”
“…….”
The reason I, who saw hope in the Empire, rejected Michael's cause was because of people like Arthur.
And now even that hope was rotting and crumbling.
Because according to the order of the world, someone has to be ‘destroyed’… … .
“The duty of our knights is to protect and preserve, not to change and reform. As you say, we may not be able to protect anything. At best, we can only act as a windbreak to buy them time to protect themselves.
… … Cause and effect and probability were rewriting the pages I had erased from this damned fate.
“Why do you pretend not to know that power becomes motive power when used for others, but violence when used for oneself?”
I didn't want to protect this world.
All I wanted to protect was the young lady.
“War cannot change anything. The history of the past few decades has proven this. Don’t repeat the history that has already happened.”
… … Because I want to protect the young lady, now I want to protect everything she loves.
“The empire can still be revived. It is not too late, even from now. Serve the people with sincerity. Serve the people with sincerity as your master.”
I want to live in the world she loves.
“I wish this empire to become a country of the people.”
The task of uprooting the royal family and the nobility and returning their place to the powerless people.
This is the only way to make this empire a ‘Habledown Republic’ without any damage, even if Michael does not carry out his will.
That's all my plan is.
It wasn't a grand plan from the beginning.
“A nation of the people… Is this the world you want?”
I closed my eyes for a moment and imagined my final page that would one day come.
That page where everything ends, but becomes the beginning of another story.
Then a smile appeared. It was a scene that made me feel good just thinking about it.
Arthur, who had been watching the scene, opened his mouth.
“As expected, you are a good knight.”
In an instant, the blade that had fallen from Arthur's scabbard cried miserably.
“But it is too late to turn back. I should have met you sooner. Lord Rohan, I have a favor to ask of you.”
Soon, the sky outside the window behind Arthur began to turn dark.
“……Please stop me.”
〔 Development Modification 〕
[The main stream changes.]
【 Mainstream: Salvation 】
✵ Initial objective: Stop ‘Arthur Pendragon’.
- Success 》800P
* * *
A house collapsing with a loud noise.
The house that had been protecting its residents until yesterday was now trying to kill them.
“Ah, no……!”
The fleeing resident looked back to see the shadow cast over his head. The broken roof was pouring down on him without stopping.
Woof!
At that moment, the roof stopped in midair as if it were a lie. When the residents turned their heads, Ellis, who had manifested psychic powers, was running towards them.
“Run away!”
“Oh, thank you!”
After confirming that the residents had evacuated safely, Ellis maintained her telepathy and watched ahead.
Kwakwang!
“Save me, save me!”
“What the fuck are all these… eww!”
Countless dark blasts were destroying the village here and there.
The village was reduced to rubble within 5 minutes of the Darkness appearing.
Now the streets were filled with screams and blood pouring from wounds.
‘Let’s be calm. I am a knight. I must protect!’
Although past traumas still haunted Ellis, she was no longer the helpless girl who had lost her mother right before her eyes.
“Senior!”
“Miss Ellis, are you okay?”
Ellis nodded and shouted to Daphne, who was helping the people.
“I’ll take care of this place, so you, senior, take refuge in the castle with the villagers!”
“But Miss Ellis alone could do all these things…….”
“Hey, blackout curtains!”
At Ellis's scream, the darkness that had been destroying the nearby village turned to look at her.
The moment the roof flew towards the Darkness, Ellis' swords flew into the air and slaughtered their bodies.
But Ellis' expression only hardened.
‘It’s not normal. The sword doesn’t go in well… … .’
Now, Ellis had also surpassed the 4th circle. Her psychic powers had also reached an advanced level of magic, and as a result of training day and night, her swordsmanship had also improved noticeably.
Still, the Darkness was still beyond Ellis' ability to handle.
Even though he was half-exhausted, he was an opponent who barely managed to avoid danger with Grace's help.
‘… … But I have to buy time until the Union comes.’
Ellis' pendant, which had been hanging down, began to glow. At the same time, the circles began to rotate violently. It was the moment when the ice picks spread out in all directions, centering around Ellis.
Damn it!
The darkness that had been covering Ellis was struggling with its abdomen pierced by an ice pick. She was also surprised.
‘Was I this strong?’
The level of magic was incomparable to before. I looked down to check the pendant and saw that an enormous amount of mana was flowing out of it.
‘The pendant feels heavier than before. On the contrary, my body is overflowing with mana.’
Horizon's pendant was slowly releasing its true power. Ellis sensed a single core spinning diagonally inside her body.
‘River Craft… … The circle that my older sister gave me is responding to my pendant… … .’
It didn't matter why the circle of River Craft, which had been almost unusable until then, was activated now.
‘… … We have to stop those things first.’
The only one who can protect the people here is himself.
As if taking a step towards becoming a knight, Ellis slowly took steps and manifested "The Four Seasons".
[Ellis… … Eclat.]
At that moment, all the eyes of the Darkness turned towards Ellis.
She shivered as if hundreds of sword tips had pierced her body.
One of the Darklings who had been watching Ellis continued speaking.
[You… have no talent.]
"what……?"
I couldn't understand why he would say something like that in this situation.
Ellis, her forehead reddening, gathered the swords imbued with “frozen flames” around her.
“Ha, do you think I’ll fall for such a ridiculous provocation? Don’t open your mouth and just come at me!”
Crunch!
Ellis started to cut through the Darkness again. Her changed sword cut through the Darkness's body as easily as a sponge cake.
It was worth it. A smile appeared on Ellis' lips as she thought that.
[you…….]
[you…….]
[you…….]
The severed darkness was not only regenerating, but also splitting.
Ellis' face turned pale as she saw the darkness beginning to grow as much as she had cut it.
[… … no talent.]
[… … no talent.]
[… … no talent.]
Soon, the dark arrows collided with Ellis.
Ellis leaped from the ground and flew up, looking down at the pitch-black darkness gathering beneath her feet.
“……I know. I have no talent.”
A huge ritual was being arranged before her eyes.
“But saying you don’t have talent is just an excuse.”
Most of the mana was quickly drained from Ellis' body as she completed the ritual in an instant.
Ellis glanced at the villagers who were safely escaping into the forest with Daphne and said softly.
“But there’s nothing you can’t do until the end. That’s what I’m saying!”
The "Frozen Tempest" that was soon manifested poured down mercilessly on the heads of the Dark Ones.
Kwakwakwakwang!
As I rearranged my spells without stopping there, the pouring cold storm became sharp as a blade.
Whisper!
‘I think I finally understand what a real article is… … .’
Ellis thought as she watched the darkness scattering piece by piece.

            ‘… … Protecting people by any means necessary, whether it be magic or swordsmanship. That’s what a knight is.’
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As the wall of the castle tower shattered, a figure was thrown into the air.
Arthur emerged from the hole and stared blankly at the falling Rohan.
“…….”
The knights who came running after hearing the commotion were terrified when they saw the darkness that dyed the sky.
“What on earth is going on!”
“Look over there, look over there!”
“That guy is Pendragon…?”
Grace, who discovered Rohan at that moment, jumped and caught his falling body.
“Rohan!”
But Rohan didn't open his eyes or mouth. The heat soaked Grace's palms in an instant. When he landed on the floor and lifted his hands, Rohan's blood was all over them.
“Rohan……?”
There was a straight, penetrating wound across Rohan's chest.
“Sorry… no, it’s okay now… because I’m here.”
Grace, who covered the wound with her palm, looked up at Arthur with a frighteningly hardened expression.
Arthur looked down at the world. The blood-stained integrity of Rohan was written on his face.
“Listen, you gentlemen.”
Arthur's soft voice echoed vividly in everyone's ears.
“As of this hour, I, Arthur Pendragon, declare war.”
At the word war, every knight, without exception, placed his hand on the hilt of his sword.
Soon, the darkness that had gathered formed a staircase in front of Arthur.
Arthur walked down the stairs without hesitation. His fallen mane was carried away by the wind.
“……Arthur!”
Grace, who had leapt out like a ray of light, rushed at Arthur. Arthur turned his head and watched the tip of the sword fiercely extending towards him.
Ss ...
However, Grace's attack was blocked by the dark arrows that gathered like a shield.
Grace asked through gritted teeth.
"why……!"
All I could ask was why, but that one syllable contained so many questions.
Arthur looked at Grace, his former disciple, with extremely sad eyes.
“This is the path I have chosen.”
“……The Pendragon I know, Master, is not someone who would do this.”
Grace's voice shook along with the sword.
Arthur was once Grace's benefactor who helped her grow into a Weapon Master.
“That’s why I can’t understand…….”
It was Arthur, his teacher, who taught him how to hold a sword and what goal he should aim at when swinging it.
Arthur was like a parent to Grace.
Sometimes it was my father who showed me which way to go, and sometimes it was my mother who straightened my steps whenever I was staggering as if I was about to fall.
That's the kind of person he was.
The person who used to be like that was now harming the person who was most precious to him.
“Grace Euclid.”
⸺thud!
Arthur, who had released his aura, followed Grace flying away with his eyes. How many times had he seen her fall? It was a sight all too familiar.
“Now is the time to test your learning.”
But that fall had a completely different meaning than before.
“Show me. What have you learned from me?”
Grace's sword, which had been straightening its stance in the air by compressing the aura beneath its feet, began to flash white.
“This is the last teaching I can give you as your teacher.”
“……I’m sorry, Master.”
Kugugug!
Auras were exploding around Grace.
The space around Grace, who had been radiating mana so magnificently, was distorted as if a phenomenon was about to occur.
“I, Grace of the Euclid family. I will defeat you with all my heart!”
* * *
Ellis looked up at the sky with her arms outstretched. The sky was full of dark clouds, without any light.
The next moment, a raindrop fell and ran down her forehead.
“……Coolook!”
Blood burst out with her breath and sprayed in front of Ellis.
After a while, Ellis fell and staggered to her feet, holding onto the ground.
Only heavy breathing lingered in the village where no one was visible.
The darkness that had attacked the village was then destroyed by Ellis' magic.
Ellis turned to Roanoke and staggered forward.
‘Grace… … Rohan… … .’
My eyes kept blinking.
Not only was he exhausted from using too much mana, but his circle was also shrinking.
Woooow⸺
At that moment, as she turned her head to the wind that blew, a huge "Aura Wave" swept over Ellis.
“……!”
With a thud, Ellis, her eyes wide open, fell to her knees.
Soon, blood burst out from all over his body and poured down onto the floor.
“Haa…… haa……”
Ellis collapsed in a pool of blood, gaping like a dying fish.
“It’s amazing. Even if it’s his ‘replica’, I never thought that over 30 Darkness Forces would be annihilated by a mere Auror user.”
The knight in blue armor walked towards Ellis, splashing blood.
The knight, Roland, who was sweeping his freckles with the wrist holding his sword, looked at the fallen Elise.
“I was wondering if you were Eclat’s daughter. It seems you inherited good blood from your mother. If you had become a full-fledged magician with that talent, you would have reached a higher level than you are now.”
And then, Roland pressed his blade against Ellis's nape. It was a moment when his expression slightly grimaced.
“Don’t just stand there and watch. Just come out.”
At the same time, the fog that had been swirling around gathered around Roland.
Eventually, Ellis was reflected in Olivia's eyes as they emerged from the fog.
“Okay, Olivia.”
Olivia stared at the sword Roland held out in silence.
Roland smiled at her, his sword hilt precariously resting on his fingertips.
“Now it’s time to decide.”
“…….”
In a battlefield where life and death are at stake, worry was poison to the knight.
It was the attitude a knight should have to always act before thinking, but I spent too much time thinking about it.
Olivia, who had received Roland's sword, opened her mouth while holding the hilt.
“Before that, let me ask you one thing.”
“As much as you want.”
“What did this child do wrong?”
“Wrong? Oh, wrong. What did I say again?”
Roland, still looking down at Ellis, smiled broadly.
“There’s nothing wrong.”
“Nothing wrong……?”
“Yeah. If there was anything wrong, it was just standing in the wrong line.”
Olivia stood expressionless, neither frowning nor nodding.
“Don’t misunderstand. Even that is a threat to us. If someone makes the wrong choice, the number of enemies we have to deal with will increase. In the time wasted, we will not be able to protect many more people. So we just need to eliminate them now—”
“I know.”
Olivia cut off Roland's words and raised her sword in front of her chest.
Her eyes, reflected on the cleanly polished sword, were staring at him without wavering.
“But Roland.”
"huh?"
“This isn’t your sword. Where is your ‘Durandal’?”
"uh⸺"
The moment Olivia reached out, Roland's face, dumbfounded, rolled to the floor.
……dump.
Roland's decapitated body fell backwards.
However, instead of blood, a sticky, disgusting liquid was flowing out of the severed neck.
Only then did Olivia, frowning, open her mouth towards Roland’s body, which was a ‘fake’.
“You are not the knight of glory I know.”
Roland's body rapidly shrank in the rising smoke.
Roland's body soon turned into a fist-sized piece of flesh.
Kwajik!
Olivia, who had stepped on it and blown it up, picked up the fallen Ellis.
“Are you okay?”
“Ugh…… It hurts……”
“Just hold on a little longer. You’ll be treated soon—”
“Rohan, where are you…….”
"what?"
Even as her consciousness faded, Ellis continued to mutter while looking for Rohan.
Olivia, hearing that name, narrowed her brows and looked up at the Roanoke Citadel.
‘Roland was a fake. Now I can’t trust the other knights. Surely even the great man… … Let’s hurry.’
* * *
A storm was raging from the center of the citadel.
A disaster created by angry nature to punish the world.
But that storm was the product of two insignificant entities compared to nature.
Tsk tsk tsk!
⸺Chae-Ang!
The center of a quiet storm.
Arthur, who was blocking Grace's sword with one hand, opened his mouth quietly.
“What happened today was clearly my mistake.”
I realized this while talking to Rohan.
How absurd and stupid was what he was about to do.
But it was too late to turn back.
All preparations have already been completed.
Wrong beliefs have begun to harden and become distorted, and there is nothing that can be corrected even if you turn back the clock.
“But I will not abandon that mistake either. I will embrace it. That is my responsibility.”
If Arthur had listened to Rohan, this war would not have happened.
But Arthur didn't do that, because this was also the path he had chosen.
A knight is someone who protects everything behind him and moves forward.
Stagnation meant limitations, and it was clear as day that a knight facing limitations would be driven into a future where he would be driven out.
“So please prove to me that this path, the choices I have made, are wrong.”
Yeah… Yeah… Yeah!
Arthur's sword, bearing the shade of amber, echoed.
"Resonance".
The ultimate sword that only the Weapon Master can wield.
Arthur's sword, which had begun to sense the world, pierced Grace's shoulder.
“……!”
Grace's face was painted with pain.
Her own aura, with its flow distorted, began to eat away at her body in return.
The next moment.
“……There is no wrong way.”
Grace, who was holding Arthur's sword with her bare hands, raised her bloodshot eyes.
“Each of us walks our own path, and there is no way to interfere and say that others are wrong!”
Grace, who had regained her composure, gathered the aurors.
Arthur's sword was cracking.
Ggggg… … !
The earth sways under the calm sky.
Grace, who was wrapped in a full body self-defense weapon, was digging up the true strength of a weapon master from the depths of her convictions.
“Master, your teachings ended long ago. But that’s not all I’ve learned so far.”
Grace soon scattered the Milky Way. The sword blade, raised vertically, passed right over Arthur's heart.
“I have learned a lot and will continue to learn a lot. So please teach me.”
Crunch!
Arthur's blood soaked Grace's face. A battlefield where one had to let go of emotions to survive.
The feelings from that time were being written all over Grace's body again.
“……A way for all of us to survive!”
Blood poured out from Arthur's torn chest.
Arthur, who was following the flow of his own blood with his eyes, smiled faintly.
“There is no such way. Just as all roads have one destination.”
At those words, the spell engraved on Arthur's heart began to beat.
The blood that had been spilled was flowing back.
A wound that healed in an instant, like closing a zipper.
Arthur's blade, which had "reversed" his own time, advanced towards Grace's nape.
“Someone has to die for it to end.”
Crunch-
The sound of flesh being cut chilled Arthur's voice.
“That is the path I wanted to walk.”
Grace's blood dripped down as she staggered. Arthur released his aura to blow Grace away, and silently stared at her as she fell toward the ground.
‘We each live our own unique path, and life is a landscape where such paths are intertwined.’
Arthur, who was facing death with dignity, turned his gaze towards the fallen Rohan.
‘If nine must die to save one, I will gladly become one of the nine.’

            Rohan was raising his body above his eyes.
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“……I think we need to join forces today.”
“That’s right. I wonder how it ended up like this.”
Dennis, with his sword raised, stood beside Wolfwin. Around him, the knights were in confusion, unable to do anything.
Then, Wolfwin's gaze, which was staring at the fallen Grace, wavered slightly.
“I have never seen that knight fall…….”
When Grace confronted Arthur, Wolfwin stood by and watched.
Because he did not doubt the power of the undefeated knight named Grace Euclid, who was a commander of the same legion as himself.
‘Arthur… … To have reduced the pride of the empire to such a state without even a holy sword, you are truly a monstrous talent.’
Even Wolfwin, who inherited the blood of a giant, was nothing more than a newborn bear cub before Arthur's might.
‘If I had known you were going to do this, I would have joined hands with Arthur from the beginning.’
Wolfwin, who was smiling bitterly, glanced at the fallen Rohan.
‘… … It’s too late to turn back.’
Wolfwin had already decided to trust Rohan. He was the type of person who would trust someone until the end once he had trusted them.
Wolfwin, who had a helpless smile on his face, burst into laughter.
[Everyone listen!]
The knights who had been confused by Wolfwin's voice that shook the heavens and earth came to their senses and turned their attention to him.
[From now on, I, Wolfwin Vandal, will be leading Roanoke. Is everyone okay?]
“Yes, Mr. Bandali!”
[And from now on, Arthur Pendragon, who leads that unidentified force, is considered an enemy, and he is executed here and now to protect the country and its people.]
Slung⸺
At those words, all the knights drew their swords.
That was when.
Boom!
Wolfwin raised his eyebrows as he looked at the figure rushing towards Arthur like thunder.
‘… … As expected, Rohan is safe.’
Rohan didn't say anything. His silent back simply showed them what to do next.
Soon, the dark arrows that had been waiting began to crash into the knights.
Wolfwin said to Dennis.
“Rohan can’t do it alone. We need support…….”
“Please hurry and follow me while I am talking!”
“Anyway, you are saying that you are terribly fond of your subordinates.”
Wolfwin also ran after Dennis, who had already run out to help Rohan.
At that moment, a huge wave of mana struck them.
Chae-Ang!
Wolfwin, who had easily received the auror wave, looked around.
“I’m sorry, but we cannot approach your lord.”
“The gentlemen……”
Dennis, who was watching the eleven knights blocking their path, became silent.
The light held in Roland's hand, Durandal, was spewing out rough and sharp mana.
“Please forgive us, we twelve knights will only follow the will of our lord.”
“Yes. That’s how a knight serves his lord…….”
The smile disappeared from Wolfwin's lips, which had been laughing in vain. The murderous intent of a bird of prey that had begun the hunt began to appear in his eyes.
“……Today, the Empire lost twelve promising knights.”
* * *
Arthur responds to me from the front. The message that passed before my eyes was disappearing.
〔 Change settings ⸺ 「Sword Master」 > 「Weapon Master」 〕
It wasn't just that he was lying down and resting.
The moment I came to my senses, I consumed the probability and raised my strength to S.
Even though it was only a one level change, it sent shivers down my spine.
The world began to look different.
Giant things are shrinking, and sensations that I had passed by without a second thought are clearly catching my eye.
The setting also played a part in such changes. In this world, ‘setting’ can never be ignored.
“Let me ask you: What is the hope you see in this world?”
Arthur, who had been receiving my blow without wavering, was asking. I felt the girl from afar with my sharper senses and answered.
“Hope that things can change. That’s all I have hope for.”
… … From the beginning, there was no hope.
I was just a reader of this world, and I was in a position where I couldn't change anything.
But the moment I entered this world, I was no longer a reader.
Grace, who was destined to die, and Ariel, who killed her.
Ellie, who had to leave Springwind while sobbing in pain and wounds, and Michael, who should have been standing in front of Arthur instead of me in the original work.
Even though they survived, Karina and Lycan still live in the imperial palace, which is as sharp as a blade.
Those are the things I changed.
But things didn't always change for the better.
Just as Arthur, who turned black because I changed Wolfwin's development, started a war.
There is something called fate in this world.
And that fate constantly tries to return to its original state through the power of causality and probability.
But the reason I never gave up hope until now was because I wanted to save Grace, the person I loved the most.
“Like you, who started a war to change this empire.”
In the silence, Arthur's sword slid past the nape of my neck. If I had been just a little slower, my neck would have been cut off.
Damn it… … .
A ring that is starting to show noticeable cracks.
I unleashed the power of the ring and continued speaking while blocking Arthur's sword.
“It’s not too late. Withdraw.”
“As I said, it is too late to turn back. I will take responsibility, even if my life is insignificant.”
His last words from the castle tower were played in my ears.
"Please kill me."
Kill yourself.
""Force can only be stopped by a greater force, so stop me and prove it.""
So please stop this war.
“……There is still hope left in this empire.”
Those were the last words Arthur ever spoke to me.
Arthur had no intention of letting this matter slide.
Whether it was through previous contact with Queos or the Darkness of Bael, their intervention would not end with simply overthrowing the regime.
He erases his mistakes with his own blood.
It was a truly knightly idea.
… … But I’m not a knight.
“There is no wrongdoing that can be forgiven only by death.”
Arthur was harboring selfish thoughts.
“Think about what you will leave behind when you are gone. And take responsibility for it.”
He struck Arthur's wrist with his fist and at the same time swung the tip of his sword towards his shoulder.
For a moment, the Eternal Heart responded to my will. The Milky Way was falling down beneath my fingertips.
“Your path is not over yet!”
Boom!
The power of the released Eternal Heart flew towards Arthur's front.
A shockwave that shakes the earth.
Arthur and my sword flying in vain.
Under the falling beliefs, we grabbed each other by the collar and threw our fists with all our might.
⸺Paang!
The moment I was hit by the fist, it felt like my whole world was blown away.
Even though I had strengthened my power with probability and even used Sylvia's ring, I still could not match the dignity of that knight who had fought for his people all his life.
Tsk tsk tsk!
At that moment, slivers of light began to gather around Arthur's right hand.
“It looks like my hopes end here.”
Arthur's fists were clashing again in the scattering flashes of light.
What was depicted before my eyes in that splendor was… …not death.
⸺Crunch!
Blood sprayed like wings behind Arthur's back. Arthur's body froze as he opened his eyes wide.
As he slowly turned his head, Grace, who had passed by him, was stretching her sword toward the sky.
I said.
“I am not alone.”
“……I see.”
Arthur's body tilted forward. A vague sense of calm rose over his face as if he had realized something.
I grabbed his hand, which was outstretched meaninglessly.
Arthur, hanging precariously on my fingertips, was looking up at the sky.
What was reflected in Arthur's eyes at that moment was not emptiness or defeat, but a hope whose brightness could not be measured.
“Come with us. The empire I seek to create needs knights like you.”
Arthur's armor was broken and fell to the floor, crumbling in the wind.
In the scattering powder, he now stands on the same path as me.
“Lord Rohan.”
Arthur finally knelt down and bowed his head deeply. His voice had a refreshing feel to it.
“The path you are walking is infinitely wide. I know it is a lot to ask, but can I walk that path with you?”
“Everyone has their own path, but not everyone is the master of that path.”
I too cannot walk this path alone.
I needed Ellie's help and Dennis's help and Michael Riepenstein's help and that damned protagonist's help and Ariel's help and Karina's help and the Lycans' help who wanted to live more than anyone else.
Finally, my only salvation, Grace Euclid… … .
Because of all of them, I was able to go down this path.
The road is not something you walk alone.
The road is a road because it can be walked together with everyone.
“I see. So that’s what it was…….”
After saying those words, Arthur didn't move at all. When I let go of his hand in the silence, Arthur closed his eyes comfortably.
[ Mainstream complete. ]
〔 800P earned 〕
When I turned my gaze, the dark arrows that the other knights had been fighting had disappeared into the air.
At that moment, the knights who were catching their breath all turned their attention to me. I was about to turn my back without saying anything, feeling embarrassed for no reason.
“……Meet the new Weapon Master.”
All the articles started to pay homage to me.
A wind blowing like a new change.
I turned my gaze away from the knights and smiled at Grace.
“Rohan, are you okay?”
“Thanks to you, I’m safe.”
This mainstream isn't over yet.
* * *
The wealthy Douglas.
In the center of the palace, decorated with platinum, Rohan was kneeling.
“Knight Rohan, raise your head.”
It was a small but clear voice.
A graceful sound without any stains.
But that voice was weighing down on Rohan's shoulders more heavily than anything else.
“Knight Rohan, I will raise my head at the command of His Majesty the Emperor.”
Unlike before, Rohan was wearing grey armor gilded with gold.
The symbol of the Habledown Empire engraved on the greaves and shoulders. The surface, coated with the byproducts of various special beasts, colorfully reflected the light from the chandelier hanging from the ceiling.
The next moment, what Rohan saw in his eyes was a girl with neatly braided silver hair.
Empress Adela Historia opened her mouth.
“The Empire is extremely pleased with your efforts. It may not have been an easy road, but I hope you will continue to work tirelessly for the Empire… Knock knock, knock!”
Adela covered her mouth with her sleeve and started coughing violently.
The rumbling continued. Siena Milan, the captain of the Imperial Guard, who was waiting beside the throne, looked at the Emperor with concern.
“Your Majesty, are you okay? There is no need to push yourself like this…….”
“It’s okay… It’s okay. Lord Sienna, please return to your seat.”
"but……."
Adela barely manages to smile, tidying up the corners of her mouth.
Sienna had no choice but to return to her seat, her lips curled up with difficulty as if they would distort at any moment.
“Haa…… I have been very rude to Lord Rohan.”
“I’m sorry to ask, but are you okay?”
“I tried my best to cover it up, but it seems like Kyung ended up feeling uneasy.”
When Adela tried to bow her head, Rohan was the first to bow his head.
“Your Majesty Rohan is truly a kind knight, for you have bowed your head so generously to relieve my embarrassment.”
“As a knight, I only serve my lord.”
“The new Weapon Master is so great, I’m a little worried.”
Adela's neck was swollen with blood as she strained. She barely managed to suppress a cough with a pained expression. It was impossible for her to sit still any longer.
“……Then, Knight Rohan, receive the imperial order.”
Rohan raised his head at those words and placed his lightly clenched fist over his heart.
“I, Adela Historia, hereby declare on behalf of all my people that I promise to bestow upon Knight Rohan the title of Weapon Master and the rank of Beta.”
“…….”
Despite Adela's declaration, Rohan remained silent.
Sienna opened her mouth, clearing her throat as if to let him listen.
“Knight Rohan answers Your Majesty’s grace—”
“As a lowly knight, I have a request to make to your lord.”
At those words, Sienna's shoulders, which had been carrying the luggage behind her back, shook.
Adela nodded slowly, leaving Sienna behind, who was observing her.
“Speak.”
“I don’t need titles or ranks. Instead, please rescue Arthur Pendragon from his custody.”
“It’s impossible.”
Adela quietly closed her mouth. She tilted her head to look at Rohan, then calmly folded her hands on her knees.
The palace, where only Adela, Sienna, and Rohan existed, was more desolate than ever.
Sienna narrowed her eyes and looked at Rohan, thinking.
‘What on earth was Grace thinking about that guy… … .’
A few months ago, Sienna remembered the call she received from Grace.
"There is a knight named Rohan. If anything happens to him in Douglas, I would like Lieutenant Sienna to help him."
When I asked why, the answer I got was quite unexpected.
"Rohan is... the person I cherish the most."
The Grace Euclid Sienna knew was someone no one would let by their side.
Now, he was following Grace to repay the favor he had shown her on the battlefield, but no matter how much he tried to close the distance between them, he was someone who was difficult to approach.
‘So that person is the one Grace loves the most… … .’
Sienna wondered how on earth he had stolen Grace's heart.
No matter how I looked at it, I couldn't see any merit in Rohan, who was kneeling there and looking up at Adela.
Even if Rohan ascended to the position of Weapon Master, Grace was not the type to give her heart to someone based on their strength or wealth.
At that moment, Adela's mouth opened.
“Arthur Pendragon is a traitor who plotted war. I am at a loss as to how to interpret the motives of those who offer their aid.”
“It is true that Arthur planned war, but it was all for the sake of the empire.”
“Working for the Empire?”
Rohan nodded and answered while looking at the imperial symbol hanging behind the throne.
“I’m sorry, but the current empire is rotten.”
Sreung!
Sienna reflexively drew her sword, but was unable to stop him. It was because of Grace's request.
Adela raised her right hand to calm Sienna down and listened quietly.
“What does it mean that the empire is rotten?”
“Your Majesty, don’t you know better?”
“It is rude. Asking Jim to disparage the land he rules over…….”
“The war is not over yet.”
Rohan, interrupting her, thought back to his last visit to the home of Rivercraft and Javelin.
“Many people are still dying on the streets without knowing the reason. Those who do not have live in poverty, and those who have live in wealth. Why is that? Because those who have take from those who do not have. And it is not just money that is being taken away. Time, youth, health, and life. All of these things are being annexed and trampled upon by the country they follow.”
Rohan's fist gained strength. The area of his chest where he placed his fist was dented by how much he had been pressed down.
“How is this any different from a war of taking and being taken?”
“…….”
“I bow down and ask, who is committing treason? Arthur Pendragon, who raised an army to stop this evil? Or the nobles who exploit the people under the guise of the people? Please tell me. Who is the true traitor to the empire—”
“Stop, stop it……”
At that moment, Adela clutched her chest and winced in pain.
She took out a black package from her bosom with trembling hands. Sienna, who had hurried over, knelt down.
“Your Majesty, if you take it any longer……”
“It’s okay. There’s not much time left.”
“However…….”
“I have heard such sincere words, and although I am an incompetent emperor, I would like to listen to you at least at times like this.”
“……I obey the Emperor’s command.”
As Sienna stepped back, Adela swallowed the candy she was holding. Rohan, who had been secretly watching the candy, bit his molars. It was the ‘Homa’ that had caused a commotion in Springwind last time.
However, it wasn't completely Homa, as Adela's complexion, which was chewing on candy, became noticeably more relaxed.
“I understand everything you want to say. However, it is impossible. Sir Arthur is currently in custody of ‘Lord’, not our empire. Even though I am a burden, I cannot interfere with Lord. Please blame me for being incompetent and inadequate and not being able to meet your demands.”
Rohan let out a faint breath and inwardly agreed.
‘Since I was detained on the road anyway, it was difficult to borrow the power of the imperial family. I thought that maybe the Emperor would do something, but as expected… … .’
Then Rohan took the scabbard out of the holder and raised the sword with both hands towards Adela.
He answered Adela, whose eyes were wide open as if she didn't understand what he meant.
“Thank you for your consideration. However, what you just said was a heresy that exposed my head. So please, cut off my head and correct the defiled rules of the palace.”
“The palace has been defiled…….”
As Adela stood up, trailing off, Sienna knelt down.
She came down the steps of the throne and soon stopped in front of Rohan and took the sword.
“The palace has already been defiled to the fullest extent by the greed of many people. Lord Rohan, raise your head.”
As Rohan raised his head, Adela gazed at his face for a moment before placing the sword back down on his palm.
“So please use this sword and your life for the people.”
Rohan reattached the sword to its holder and bowed his head deeply.

            “……I obey the Emperor’s command.”
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“You’ve gotten more handsome since I last saw you?”
After changing into his clothes, Rohan left the palace and headed straight to the airport when he heard a familiar voice behind him.
Rohan glanced at her side and answered, keeping pace with her pace.
“I was grateful before.”
“Don’t be thankful. My debt to you has already been repaid with it.”
“Neither then nor now, Lady Karina has never owed me anything.”
At those words, Karina looked at the side profile of Rohan, who was walking among the people.
He is the same person no matter when you see him.
‘You still linger before my eyes, making my heart ache, even though I can neither have you nor take you away.’
He checked his watch while Karina was quietly absorbed in Rohan's company and asked.
“How are things? I heard you’ve been busy lately.”
“I’m busy. I don’t have time to open my eyes. But I still have time to come out and see my man off.”
Then, Karina, in Rohan's arms, pointed to a nearby cafe.
“Why are you in such a hurry? Let’s have a nice chat over there instead. It’s been a while, hasn’t it?”
“I would like to do that too, but I have something to take care of right now.”
Rohan, who took his arm away from Karina's embrace, broke out in a cold sweat. No matter how close they had become, Karina was still a burdensome person.
In particular, the skinship that came without warning was too harsh a stimulus to the pure Rohan.
“By the way, what happened with the other side?”
“Over there? Ah, over there. It’s gentle. Thanks to that, I’ve accumulated quite a bit of money. I never thought I’d get such high-purity ether stones with just daily necessities and military supplies. If it weren’t for you, it would have been impossible…….”
At that moment, Rohan, who had been wiggling his eyebrows, looked back at Karina.
“You mean daily necessities?”
“Yes. He especially wanted a lot of water. No matter how profitable the water business was, I didn’t know it would be this much.”
In Karina's voice, Rohan was recalling the situation in the demon world.
‘Even if most of the Demon World Continent is desertified, there’s no way it would lack water. Even if the warriors of Hamelin can’t use magic to create water, there would be “never-drying springs” scattered throughout each city… … .’
The Demon World that Rohan remembers was less civilized, but it was not a place lacking in water.
Moreover, some of the technological prowess here had been infused into the country due to the last war.
‘… … It looks like the plot has changed there too.’
Deployment fix.
There was only one conclusion.
‘I’ve been too indifferent to the Demon World. It’s time to look into the situation there.’
Rohan, who had decided to hear the rest of the story in detail from Rugal, opened his mouth, thinking of the Emperor.
“Well, that’s great. But I have one question to ask.”
“I want you to ask about this place.”
And then Karina slowly ran her fingertips down the area around her collarbone. Rohan, who felt dizzy for a moment, gathered his wits and continued speaking.
“……How long do you think the current emperor has left to live?”
The joke was short-lived, and silence fell over Karina's lips at that question.
Before he knew it, the face that had been bewitching Rohan like a goblin was now covered with worry.
As if hiding something and turning away, Karina turned her gaze to the people on the busy street.
“The next two or three months, I don’t know.”
A fading voice was leaning against Rohan's shoulder.
The knuckles of his hands were curled up as if he wanted to grab onto something. A face that he missed, even though it was close, was passing by above his unfocused eyes.
‘If it were me now, I could kill Adela Historia, that child, and ascend to the throne as emperor. But.’
But she didn't.
‘Adela is my last remaining blood relative in this world. If she disappears, I will truly be alone… … .’
I wanted to hear just a little more of that child's breathing, which seemed like it would break if I just touched it with my fingertips.
“I will ask you.”
“Go ahead.”
“Do I really have to become emperor?”
Rohan followed Karina, who had stopped walking, and stood in place.
I couldn't help but look at her with her head bowed and her hands clutching the hem of her clothes because she looked so admirable.
“……Is there no way to prolong my brother’s life……?”
When Karina raised her head, Rohan kept his mouth shut. His silence was answering her.
There is no chance in this world that you will save the brother who tried to kill you.
“……It really doesn’t seem to exist.”
A smile appeared on Karina's lips. The corners of her lips were trembling sadly.
“Sometimes you are infinitely kind, and at other times you are endlessly cruel. Of course, it depends on my perspective…….”
Karina remembers Rohan, who truly wanted to save her.
On the contrary, I remembered Rohan who said that in order to survive, one must become an emperor.
“……You are so cruel today.”
There was no pressure there. It was just my own choice to decide that.
As it was with Ellis, as it was with Ariel, as it was with Michael, and as it was with Grace.
At any given time, Rohan would only offer them a few options that they could not find.
“The northernmost point of the continent.”
That was when.
“There is an island called Fjord. Somewhere on that island, the ‘origin of life’ is hidden.”
“If it’s the origin of life……”
“I just happened to hear that story in passing. By chance.”
"The Origin of Life".
It was the last bastion left to save Grace when he could not change her fate, and it was the hidden piece of this world.
Since the Fjord Island is located at the northernmost tip of the continent, there is no need to worry about it falling into the hands of others, and since it is easy to obtain compared to its miraculous abilities, Rohan has not yet obtained it.
‘Anyway, the young lady won’t die by fate anymore. Although the difficulty level is quite high, if possible, the origin of life can be replaced with the seed of the World Tree in Pallasgreen. However, what I’m worried about is what if the current emperor doesn’t die.’
Adela did not exist in his plans.
It was destined to die naturally anyway, so he waited for Adela's death.
but.
‘There is still room for change.’
There is room for change.
The moment Rohan faced Adela Historia today, he realized.
‘Adela’s death was only the starting point of the incident, she is the person who cares about this empire more than anyone else.’
When Rohan raised his head according to the imperial command, he saw a ‘setting’ that no one had ever seen before in the activated status window.
Rohan stared at Karina, recalling the setting.
‘Maybe Karina can change the empire without becoming emperor.’
However, Rohan did not necessarily try to change his plan.
Because we can't save everything.
Because I am not a savior.
… … Because I am not the main character.
‘A plan is just a plan.’
But the moment he encountered Karina's earnestness, he thought.
The most important thing is to make a plan.
In the midst of countless variables and situations, a plan is just a stepping stone that helps you move forward.
‘The moment Arthur became like that, my plans were already twisted.’
The original plan was to recruit Arthur after he became chairman, drive out the nobles, and eliminate the seekers.
‘The Union is over now. It has become Lord’s domain.’
The Union is a subordinate organization of Lord.
As this happened, the Lord's senators, who had been eyeing the Union's absorption, ended up taking over all operating rights.
The moment Arthur declared war, it was something Rohan had expected.
Arthur also knew that he could not become the chairman, so he borrowed external forces and staged a coup.
‘… … So now all that’s left is the road.’
Rohan, who had gathered his thoughts, stopped and faced Karina. She was looking at him with longing eyes.
“So, even if someone picks it up and uses it, it would be the person who picked it up who wrote it, right?”
Rohan buttoned up Karina's disheveled shirt with a fond smile.
Only then did Karina's expression brighten and she stared blankly at Rohan's fingertips.
‘Isn’t it impossible for me to fall in love with you… … .’
The debt that he could never repay even if he spent his entire life was piling up endlessly.
Karina, her cheeks blushing shyly, followed Rohan again.
Arrived at the airport. Rohan, standing in front of the gate, asked Karina, who was looking up at him.
“How was the welfare office work?”
“Within four days, relief supplies and reconstruction work will begin in the slums across the country. We’ve provided ample funding, so everything should be restored within a year. Thanks to acting like a bum and plundering the nobles, we’ve amassed quite a bit of dirty money.”
“Now the stolen money will be returned to its original owner. By the way, I have one more favor to ask.”
“Speak. I also have a favor to ask of you.”
Rohan hesitated for a moment. He wiped the embarrassment from his lips with his hand and whispered.
“I would like to meet Julius Ford Sr.”
* * *
“……There were two of you.”
At those words, Roland, with a bandage wrapped around his right eye and forehead, stared at Olivia through the iron bars.
“There were two of me?”
Olivia nodded quietly.
She thought as she looked at Roland's waist, where he was wearing black stone handcuffs and shackles on his wrists and ankles.
‘Someone has been siding with me.’
At that moment, Roland's mouth opened.
“Then someone must have plotted against us.”
“Yes.”
“So that’s why you didn’t recognize Rohan as a good knight?”
“……That’s right.”
Roland always seemed to have a clear view of my inner thoughts, as if he was opening my chest.
‘He was such a meticulous person that even Roland didn’t recognize him.’
He had no idea who the piece of flesh he had stepped on and burst as he beheaded was or what its purpose was for approaching them.
But one thing is certain.
“That fake impersonating you must have aimed to destroy us.”
If they had joined hands with their lord, they would not have incited conflict.
But Roland shook his head.
“If the real goal was to destroy us, we would be dead already.”
Roland was alive. Not only that, but all twelve other knights were still in custody, breathing and fully intact.
“Of course, we survived miserably thanks to the generosity of Dennis and Wolfwin, who thought of their juniors, but if they really wanted to kill us, they would have made things worse. That would have been more certain.”
“Speak straight. You know I’m stupid.”
“Olivia. I told you not to push yourself so hard. You’re not stupid. Think about it.”
Seeing Roland caring for her, Olivia was convinced that the man in front of her was real.
Olivia took a deep breath and thought. After a moment, she opened her mouth and spoke cautiously.
“The real target was… Rohan?”
“That’s right, Olivia. Look how smart you are.”
Olivia lowered her eyes, embarrassed by Roland's praise.
“Then… he must be Rohan’s enemy?”
“You guessed it right. He must have used us to kill him, since he is Rohan’s enemy. But I have one question.”
"what?"
Roland, who was trying to link arms, was caught in the handcuffs and had to quietly fold his hands.
“I wonder why I only caused confusion to you.”
“That’s because I’m the most stupid… no, naive.”
“If you’re going to do this, then tell me I’m nice next time. Anyway, this is what I think.”
The next moment, Roland's calm, calm eyes became sharp.
“……I’m joking.”
“Are you kidding me?”
“Yeah, just kidding.”
Soon, his eyes that had been shining on Olivia began to change. The caring look he had shown toward his colleagues had now changed into that of an avenger facing his enemy.
“As if I could kill you at any time.”
* * *
Westland was also one of the many slums and a painful part of the empire that had yet to heal.
Olivia tilted her head as she entered the village entrance. Contrary to the rumors that it was a ruin, it was an ordinary sight.
At that moment, I could hear the voice of the person I was supposed to meet from far away.
‘Over there.’
As we followed the sound, we saw Rohan distributing food to the residents. Olivia's face turned apologetic.
Olivia, who had moved to Rohan's side to apologize at that time, opened her mouth.
“I misunderstood you…….”
“Excuse me, can you please pick up that plate for me?”
“Huh? Ah…… Here it is.”
"thank you."
Rohan, who had been handed the bowl quite naturally, filled it with stew and put it in the little boy's hands.
“Enjoy your meal. If you need more, come and get more.”
“Yes. Thank you.”
Olivia, who couldn't find the timing because Rohan was busy, was at a loss.
Then, Olivia noticed that the dishes were almost gone and approached the dishwashing tub and performed a water spell.
“I washed all the dishes.”
“Thank you. Can I have some beef over there? It would be better if you sliced it.”
"……i get it."
Before we knew it, Olivia was following Rohan and sharing food with the residents.
Olivia stared intently at Rohan's profile, who kept smiling even as he repeated the cooking and distribution.
‘I am truly foolish. I dared to doubt my lord’s eyes.’
There was no sign of selfishness on his face.
People responded with sincerity to his genuine smile. It was something he could never do if told to do so by others.
Not long after, Rohan, whose distribution was over, took off the apron he was wearing and took a breath.
“Thanks to you, it ended quickly. So what do you have to say to me?”
“I want to apologize to you.”
“I’m sorry… I just did it.”
“What did you just do?”
Rohan slowly stretched. The sky he was looking at was sunset.
“You helped me. That’s enough.”
“……Why is Kyung doing this?”
“There’s no particular reason. I just had a favor to ask of someone. Anyway, I’ll be moving to the welfare office from now on, so today is the last day.”
“The welfare department will never do anything for them?”
“Even if I kicked that welfare center with my foot, it did move. Even though I borrowed the feet of a noble person.”
Then Rohan turned to Olivia and looked down at her and asked.
“What do you think? Are you ready to take a closer look now?”
Behind him, the peaceful village scenery, ordinary but not ordinary, was bathed in the sunset.
Olivia smiled brightly as she remembered what Rohan had said in the forest last time.
“Please forgive me, good knight.”

            Only then did Olivia acknowledge Rohan.
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Light was streaming in through the large glass windows.
“Lift your head, Arthur Pendragon.”
The Lord Senators, who were considered the true powers of the continent, sat in a row in the Senate House, watching Arthur.
“…….”
Arthur, whose whole body was bound in restraints, was speechless.
The eyes that had lost their faith were like piles of ashes left behind by a burnt out person, and the haggard body was naked and faded like that of a defeated soldier.
“You were the symbol of chivalry.”
On the seats of the Senate, which were decorated with all sorts of ornaments, there sat an old wizard on a worn wooden chair, sweeping his white beard.
“I once admired you. Your integrity, righteousness, and beliefs that everyone respected and looked up to. To me, who was trapped in the wizards’ cage, you were an inspiration and enlightenment.”
The lips of Julius Ford Sr., Archmage of the Empire and Senator of the Lords, were stained with a sigh.
“……But you too could not last forever. Like the law of all things that endlessly rotate. It is miserable.”
Finally, Julius continued speaking, looking around at the backs of the senators.
“I will now begin the process of dealing with Arthur Pendragon and the eleven knights who are currently in custody. Those who wish to be stripped of their titles, ranks, and qualifications, please raise your hand.”
No one raised a hand. Julius looked at the motionless senators and spoke again.
“Then, raise your hand if you wish to take their lives and restore the empire’s fallen status.”
Only then did many fingertips point toward the ceiling.
It was at this moment that Michael Riepenstein turned his gaze towards the entrance between the raised hands.
Knock knock.
A knight opened the door and came in.
Everyone looked at the article questioningly.
“Knight Rohan? How did you get here…….”
“I called.”
Schlach, responding to the murmurs of the senators, gestured to Rohan, who was also a member of the Lords' Senate like Julius.
“Come in. There is a place for you over there.”
Rohan, who had bowed, walked to Arthur's side. After taking a quick look at Arthur, he bowed to those gathered in the council chamber.
“I, Rohan, have something to say to you before I decide on your disposal.”
Then one of the senators took Rohan's words at face value.
“I’m sorry, but Lord Rohan has no qualifications—”
"there is."
Schulah cut him off and stared at Rohan with a strange smile.
“Rohan is qualified. So speak.”
Rohan looked at Schlahi's face from afar as he absentmindedly glanced at the senators. It was the complete opposite of his attitude from the beginning, when he had been talking about his unworthiness.
“Well, if that’s what Lord Euclid says, then there’s nothing we can do…….”
The senators were also silent at the sight of Schlahi defending Rohan.
Rohan bowed his head faintly to thank her and took a step forward.
“Please pardon Arthur Pendragon.”
“You’re going off topic.”
A straight, blue tone that pierced Rohan's forehead.
Rohan turned his head and responded to Michael, who was looking down at him while burying his body deep in the backrest.
“Pendragon’s sin is treason. A village has been destroyed, and the honor of the Union has been trampled upon by countless others. You should know better than to condone this.”
“Mr. Riepenstein is right. The daily lives of the townspeople have been ruined, and the remains of Roanoke, thrown into the streets, are being defiled by the spit of people.”
The next moment, Rohan took a deep breath and continued speaking calmly.
“So, has the Empire suffered any damage?”
“…….”
“Thank goodness there were no casualties thanks to the efforts of Daphne Selenas and Ellis Eclat. Also, the villages near Roanoke Citadel are part of the Kingdom of Charloa, which owns the Ales Mountains, not the Empire. The same goes for the Union. It’s like it’s part of the Lord’s territory here, not an organization under the Haveldown Empire.”
Michael was silent. However, there was a satisfied smile on his lips rather than a look of displeasure.
“I ask again. Is it proper to convict Arthur Pendragon of treason?”
“Watch your words, Rohan. Even though you have become a Weapon Master, your actions now are no different from supporting the evils of the world.”
Rohan muttered at another senator's remark.
“Supporting evil… Who is supporting evil? No, who is the real ‘evil’?”
Rohan met the eyes of each of the senators. Some met his gaze confidently, while others averted their gaze.
That was when.
“Senate.”
Michael stood up from his seat, turned towards the head of the table, and asked politely.
“I would like to confirm one thing. Please answer.”
“The Riepensteins speak out.”
“Is our purpose in punishing Arthur Pendragon for the sake of the Empire or for the sake of the Lord?”
“…….”
“I thought we were holding this trial for the Empire, so I called it treason. But if it wasn’t for the Empire, then I was mistaken.”
Not only the Senate, but everyone here was silent.
Michael sat down, straightening his collar, and raised the corners of his mouth as if it were nothing.
“Knight Rohan, forget what I just said. I guess I was mistaken.”
Only then was the purpose of this trial being refined.
Rohan looked at Michael with gratitude. Michael, who was sweeping away the ring, avoided Rohan’s gaze as if nothing had happened.
Then Julius' mouth opened.
“Aren’t there others? Those who want to take Arthur’s life and restore the fallen status of the ‘Empire’? I think there were quite a few of them earlier.”
“…….”
No one could argue with it, because they realized that the logic of this vote was flawed from the start.
“Knight Rohan.”
“Your Majesty the Senate.”
Julius leaned his upper body toward Rohan and winked at Arthur.
“Arthur is the evil of the world. Even if no one died, their daily lives were destroyed, and that is an unbearable sorrow.”
“I agree with you. But even if you kill Arthur here, if you don’t resolve the cause, there will be second and third Arthurs in the future.”
“So what is the solution? I’d like to hear your thoughts.”
Rohan took a deep breath at those words and said the thoughts he had gathered in advance.
“Please give me a chance.”
"opportunity?"
“Yes. A chance to correct your mistakes.”
At those words, Arthur looked up at Rohan. Rohan faced him and continued speaking.
“Arthur Pendragon, I, and everyone here can’t always make the right decisions. We all make mistakes. We’re not perfect. But those mistakes shouldn’t lead to failure.”
After a while, Rohan turned his head and looked at everyone but Julius.
“So give Arthur Pendragon a chance to correct his mistakes and realize that he was wrong.”
Julius's eyes were filled with interest at the sight of Rohan boldly expressing his opinions without any hesitation in front of the Lord's Councilors, each of whom was a powerful figure on the continent.
‘I think I know why the prince is with that person.’
Julius, who had met Rohan last night, remembered what he had said to him.
“The Empire still needs a knight like Arthur.”
When asked why, Rohan replied:
““Because no one can replace Arthur, and there are too many people in this world who would rather see him dead.””
Julius knew more about Arthur than anyone else.
Although he is currently covering up his mistakes like mud, he was previously an honest and pure person who would not reveal even a speck of dust if he were to shake it off.
The mere knowledge that there was a name named Arthur Pendragon in the Empire was enough to wash away the anxiety that would creep in late in the morning.
Arthur Pendragon, he was the shield of the empire.
But Julius thought the opposite.
‘I rather felt that the Empire needed a knight like you, Rohan.’
Now Rohan was standing there, risking his life.
If even one of those gathered in this Capitol falls out of favor, the journey ahead will be very difficult.
However, Rohan was doing his best to save Arthur, who had turned into an enemy as if it didn't matter to him.
‘You are the true sword of the empire and the shield of the people.’
Julius, deeply impressed by Rohan's sincerity, opened his mouth happily.
“Those who wish to give Arthur Pendragon a new chance, raise your hand.”
A majority of the senators agreed to the statement, led by Michael, who was the first to raise his hand.
Julius glanced at Schlach, who had been smiling ever since Rohan appeared, and nodded slowly.
“Very well. Lord Bone will give Arthur Pendragon a chance to realize the mistake of his intentions. However, he cannot sit by and watch the villagers mourn. As of this time, Arthur Pendragon is stripped of his title, rank, and knighthood. All his assets will be confiscated and used to rebuild the destroyed village.”
“I’m sorry, Ford, but I don’t think he has any property to confiscate.”
At that moment, Schlahi opened his mouth and stared at Arthur as if he felt sorry for him.
“So far, the amount of money that Lord Pendragon has returned to the people is over 600 billion rings. He is the only Weapon Master and Beta-ranked person who lives in a 23-pyeong studio apartment.”
“……Then, the funds for the village restoration will be collected equally from all members of the Senate, regardless of whether they are upper or lower house. This is the decision of me, Julius Ford Sr., so I hope no one will object.”
The senators' faces turned sour at those words. Even in a small town, a lot of money would have been lost.
“And as for Arthur Pendragon’s disposition… Knight Rohan will see to it. This concludes our meeting. And Petty Gaju, who was talking about qualifications earlier, let me see you for a moment.”
“Yes? Oh yes, I understand…….”
* * *
Chorus!
The thin tires cut across the dirt road. Sarah, who was riding the Amul bike in the lead, shouted to Grabbit and Laura who were following behind.
“I’ll just raise it 10 kilometers more!”
“Ah, I see……!”
Gravit, who had been injecting mana into the handle following Sarah, staggered as if he was about to cry.
At that time, Laura, who was assisting her, stabilized Grabbit's bike with the mana that erupted.
“……Don’t overdo it.”
“Oh, it’s okay. You guys are by my side.”
Bang!
At that moment, a crashing sound was heard along with the sound of brakes being applied from the front.
I quickly turned around and saw Sarah rolling next to the bike that was running smoothly.
“Sa, Sarah! Are you okay…?”
Gravit, who had stopped in a hurry, ran towards Sarah, who was lying on the ground.
Sarah, her face buried in the dirt, didn't move at all. It was at that moment that Gravitt reached out his hand with concern.
“……Pfft! Phew, I almost fell into the hole. Hehe!”
“Okay, is this okay?”
“It’s okay, I just rolled it around a little!”
“I think my neck broke when I rolled over earlier…….”
“So that’s why your throat was sore. Oh, thanks, Laura.”
Only then did Laura return and bring Sarah's bike back, which had rolled away without an owner. Grabbit quickly took out a handkerchief and wiped Sarah's face.
Sarah, who had her eyes tightly shut like a child being washed by her mother, stretched and checked the sky.
“Should we stop practicing here and go back today?”
“Okay. What about Laura?”
“……Let’s do that. It’s already night.”
Soon the sisters were walking side by side, pulling their bikes. Suddenly, Sarah, who was feeling in her pockets, covered her mouth.
“My wallet! I think I lost it somewhere.”
“Then let’s go together. We’ll find it for you too.”
“No, no, no! I’ll go and come back quickly by myself, so wait here for a moment!”
“Don’t do that, come with us…… sigh.”
Sarah rode off on her bike before he could finish speaking.
Gravitt, who had been sighing, crouched down in his seat.
“……Grabbit.”
"huh?"
Then Laura, sitting on the saddle, opened her mouth while lightly holding one side of the hood.
“……If this world is fake, what would you do?”
“What are you talking about? Sorry. I don’t quite understand…….”
“……It’s nothing. Forget it.”
“Huh? Uh…… Okay……”
Laura's gaze, looking up at the sky of the setting sun, was sinking silently.
It was usually dark, but today in particular, the gloom covering her face was growing thicker.
‘… … if everything is fake.’
"You are fake."
‘… … Even then, you were me.’
"So don't attach any meaning to anything."
‘… … Should I think of you as a friend?’
""That's your puppet, you……""
The corners of Laura’s mouth, which had been expressionless, distorted opaquely. The back of her hand that was holding the robe began to tremble, and an indescribable pain welled up from the depths of her chest.

            "“……It is fate.”
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“Then I will invite you.”
Arthur watched silently as Rohan opened the backseat door.
Her lips moved for a moment as if she wanted to ask something, but soon settled heavily.
“…….”
The car carrying Rohan and Arthur raced down a deserted road.
Arthur's mouth opened as freedom flowed beyond the car window.
“Where are you going now?”
Rohan had no answer.
Like his eyes reflected in the rearview mirror, he was just heading straight towards somewhere.
Leaving Royal Hill, where the Lord's Parliament is located, they entered the northern part of the Empire, into St. Snow.
The scenery of the Parcastal snowfields slowly beginning to reveal themselves.
The world of eternal snow, so pale that it was almost freezing, was reflected in Rohan's eyes.
“Isn’t it beautiful?”
“It’s beautiful…….”
“When you’re stuck in the city, sometimes you forget things like this. That’s why you need to travel.”
Rohan, who had entered the snowfield, slowly slowed down.
Rohan stepped on the brakes and stopped the car, staring at Arthur reflected in the rearview mirror.
“I first heard that you became a journalist here.”
“At that time, promotions on battlefields like this were common.”
“How do you feel about coming back? To the first place.”
“……Why didn’t you kill me?”
Then Rohan smiled brightly.
“Didn’t I already tell you?”
Arthur nodded blankly at those words.
As I pulled the handle, a cold wind blew in through the gap in the slightly open door.
Arthur's face, facing the wind, felt very comfortable, as if cooling his heated heart.
Arthur got out of the car and stood facing the pure white world.
‘It really feels like I’m back in that time.’
The moment I decided to go out into the world with nothing.
‘I felt this way back then too.’
The moment when he clenched his fist to protect people without even a single iron bar, let alone a sword.
‘I felt like I could go somewhere like this… no, anywhere.’
The passion and enthusiasm of that time was once again being written upon Arthur's heart.
Poddeuk⸺
Take a step forward.
I wanted to leave my footprints in that pure white snowy field. I wanted to leave evidence that I was alive in this world.
Now, everything has become a black night, a dot in life, the existence of the country, the futility of that existence, and the hope to move forward despite that.
All of them… … .
“……Lord Rohan.”
“Go ahead.”
“Why do you want to save the world?”
“I don’t want to save the world.”
Arthur turned his head and looked at Rohan. There, shoulders that were barely level enough to carry even one person on a horse were standing there.
“It’s embarrassing to say, but honestly, I don’t care what happens in the world.”
“That’s a bit surprising. It didn’t seem like it.”
“There is just someone I want to protect.”
“Someone you want to protect…?”
A few snowflakes, blown by the wind, passed by Rohan.
“Yes. I love that person very much.”
Still, Rohan's heart remains the same.
Grace Euclid, always trying to protect her love.
Because she was his whole world.
“You are truly… a romantic knight. On the one hand, I envy you. You have found something more valuable than the world, that realization.”
Arthur's mind, which had turned its gaze back to the snowfield, was returning to its original state.
“There was a time when I was like that too. When I look back, I realize that I was trying to protect too many things. How could I have been so greedy when I couldn’t even protect them all…….”
To Arthur, his lord was his people.
I clenched my fist for one citizen.
I took up the sword for the sake of ten citizens.
He sacrificed himself for the sake of a hundred people.
It was possible because they were there.
“……I was wrong. But it was too late. I don’t even know where I stand now.”
Arthur's knees touch the snow.
Old, worn-out emotions flowed down his cheeks as he held both his hands out.
The sight was not simply the sorrow of a knight defeated on the battlefield.
It was the sorrow of a person who had lost his direction, and the sadness of a person who had lost his way.
Arthur Pendragon, he is just one of many citizens in this vast snowy field.
Because it was just that one person.
“Get up.”
Rohan reached out his hand to Arthur.
The next moment, Arthur raised his head and a dazzlingly bright light poured down before his eyes.
Rohan, who was standing with his back to the midday sun, spoke in the rays of light.
“It’s not too late. We can start again, like we did the first time, one person at a time.”
Arthur felt blinded by the light.
Only then was his foolishness of trying to kill nine to save one person revealed to the world.
“Can I really start over? The time given to me is now―”
“I will be that time for you. So please save this world.”
Rohan, bending one knee, bowed respectfully to Arthur.
“……Knight of Salvation.”
Those words were the beginning of a feeling of regret welling up deep within Arthur.
He was resentful that Rohan had only appeared in front of him now.
And amidst all those regrets and resentments, Arthur's faith sprouted again and raised its head.
"I am……."
Arthur, who clenched his fists again, bowed to Rohan. The snowy fields of eternal sunlight sparkled ceaselessly.
“……As a knight who serves the people as his lord, I will follow the people’s orders.”
Even if I am a savior, I want to be saved.
Because they are human.
* * *
It was a white ceiling.
A white color without any pattern, with the passage of time cleanly erased. Ellis, who was lying on the bed looking at it, blinked.
“I survived……?”
In an instant, a hair as thick as the Milky Way appeared before Ellis' eyes. Startled, she turned over and covered herself with the blanket.
“What, what?!”
“I guess you’ve finally come to your senses.”
“……Ariel?”
Ellis, who poked her head out from under the blanket, looked up at Ariel, who was no different from usual.
Only then did I feel relieved. When I was attacked by the strange men, I really thought it was the end.
At that moment, a voice mixed with worry flowed out from between Ariel's lips.
“I’m glad you opened your eyes. Even though it took you three years to open your eyes…….”
“What? What do you mean? Three years?”
Ariel is silent.
Ellis hurriedly raised her upper body and picked up not a calendar, but a hand mirror.
Ellis turned her head this way and that and caressed her face reflected in the mirror.
“It’s strange. You don’t look that old…?”
“Three years is neither a short nor a long time.”
Ariel paused for a moment and looked down.
Everything was as usual, but there was a dark, vague sadness in her downward-looking eyes.
“A lot has happened while you were lying there, oblivious to the world. Cities have collapsed due to the war Arthur started, and the empire is in danger.”
“War?”
“Yes, war. The empire is currently in a civil war.”
For a moment, Ellis covered her mouth without realizing it. She asked in a mumbled voice.
“Then what happened to Grace and Rohan…?”
“Professor Grace is on the front lines fighting the rebels. And Lord Rohan is…….”
Ariel bit her lower lip as if she was upset.
Finally, she covered her mouth with the back of her hand.
Anxiety and fear came over Ellis as her shoulders trembled faintly.
“Why Rohan? What happened to Rohan?”
“…….”
“You really, really died…?”
Silence descended like affirmation.
Ellis's cheek muscles twitched.
A series of unacceptable realities came rushing in all at once, turning my eyes white.
“Rohan died…? Why did Rohan die!”
Tears welled up in an instant and fell onto the back of my hand.
I didn't think anything. I didn't feel anything.
Still, her subconscious was shedding tears as if feeling sorry for Rohan's absence.
That was when.
“Are you… laughing now?”
The corners of Ariel's lips, raised between her hands, twitched as if she couldn't bear it anymore.
Is this really crazy? Well, it's only natural to be crazy since Rohan is dead. I'd go crazy like this, so how crazy would you be... ... .
“……Stupid Eclat.”
"ok?"
“You can really be fooled so easily.”
“Are you being deceived?”
“It’s all lies. Do you understand?”
Ariel straightened her back and smiled as if nothing had happened. Ellis still had not figured out the situation.
“So does that mean Rohan is alive?”
“As long as I live, there is no way Rohan will die. Absolutely not.”
“War?”
“You were unconscious for only three days.”
“That was all a lie…?”
"then?"
Oh, I see.
It was all a lie.
Thank goodness, really.
Ellis muttered as she quietly clutched her pillow.
“If that’s the case, then what is it?”
Boohoo!
Ariel lightly avoided the pillow and got up from her seat, carrying her luggage behind her back.
That gruff face and that look of indignation. Ariel regretted not having brought a camera.
“What are you doing with a joke?”
“A joke? Are you kidding me? How could you take Rohan’s life…!”
“I never said a word about Rohan being dead?”
“Anyway…… I don’t know!”
Soon, Ellis buried her face in the pillow on her lap and started stomping her feet.
I will get revenge someday. As I was making that promise, I heard Ariel's voice.
“Raise your head.”
"……go away."
“Then there’s nothing I can do. I have no choice but to take it.”
Only then did Ellis turn her head to the side and look at the object Ariel was holding.
In Ariel's arms was a long box made of high-quality wood.
“What is that?”
“They came from the road yesterday. They sent me a sword as a reward for defending the village last time…….”
“Come here!”
Ellis looked around the box she had snatched up. To Ellis, a knight of the Eclat family. A smile spread across her face when she saw the words engraved on the lid.
Click.
As I slowly opened the lid, a red sword resembling her was placed on the stand.
Ellis smiled at the metal that decorated the scabbard.
“Wow, decorating the scabbard with that precious ether metal…….”
As he slowly pulled the hilt, the blade that had come out of its scabbard resonated as if welcoming its master.
It was an ominously bright red sword. Ellis was mesmerized by the color, which seemed to have killed hundreds of thousands of people before it could even be swung.
“This is a crazy bloodstone…….”
Blood Demon Stone.
This ore, also known as bloodstone or blood magic stone, is the history of the continent and the souls of countless people.
Bloodstones aren't just made.
Only after the highest grade ether stone buried underground absorbs and retains the ‘blood’ that has seeped into the earth for thousands of years can it be reborn as a bloodstone.
Compared to the Eternal Stone and the Heavenly Stone, the value of the Bloodstone may be somewhat lacking, but it was also one of the rare metals of the continent.
Until a few decades ago, the process and meaning were so ominous that it was not commonly used, but in recent years, it has begun to be given to high-ranking knights as a symbol of looking back on history and ensuring that it will not be repeated.
“I feel like I’ve become a real knight now…….”
Although it was only one step, to her, who had been standing still until now, that one step was more meaningful than ever.
“I saw you woke up, so I guess I’ll be going now.”
Ariel, who had been watching the scene, opened the door.
Ellis put down the box and hurriedly called her.
“Are you leaving already? Let’s eat together. I’m hungry.”
“I’m a little tired. By the way, just rest for about a week. It seems like your core is completely empty, so it’ll take some time to recover.”
“Don’t do that, come with me… you mean girl.”
Ariel left without even listening to the end.
Ellis looked at the spot she had left.
“If you were jealous of me for having such a nice sword, then tell me. Anyway, I’m being dishonest.”
Then the door opened again. The nurse's expression brightened as she saw Ellis open her eyes.
“You’re awake, Miss Ellis. How are you feeling?”
“I’m okay. I don’t feel much pain. Hehe, I think I’ll be discharged soon!”
“That’s fortunate. But don’t overdo it, because the mana exhaustion is severe and you’ll need to rest for 3-4 days.”
“Yes~”
Then the nurse who was checking Ellis's blood pressure looked around the room.
“But where did your guardian go?”
“Guardian? Come to think of it, I don’t see Dad. My cute daughter is awake…….”
“No, she is a very beautiful woman with long silver hair.”
“Sister? Oh, she’s not my sister. She’s my friend. But why Ariel?”
Ellis, who had been sticking one ear out to check the temperature, opened her eyes wide at the next words.
“I just thought you were my sister because you’ve been by my side for the past three days.”
“Three days……?”
“Yes. But I thought you were a friend. You really have good friends.”
“Oh, yes…….”
Ellis stared blankly at the spot where Ariel had been sitting.
‘What? So Ariel took care of me until I woke up?’
At the smile that was finally drawn, Ellis bowed her head shyly.
‘Idiot. If you did, you should at least show some color… … .’

            Ariel was still not honest with Ellis.
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“……Haam.”
Ariel, who was walking down the street, covered a yawn that escaped her without her knowing it.
Lectures and training. On top of that, after school I went to the hospital to take care of Ellis, so I was quite tired.
‘I can’t just stay like this.’
The moment I saw Ellis' sword sent from Lord, I was honestly jealous.
I was jealous of her for being recognized by someone before me.
In addition, I heard from Riepenstein that Rohan had become a Weapon Master.
Although it was information that had not yet been spread at Rohan's request, Ariel was very happy to hear it, but at the same time, she couldn't shake off the feeling of loneliness.
‘I have to become stronger than I am now. Only then can I be with Rohan.’
I want to protect Rohan.
I hate to be his obstacle.
Contrary to such thoughts, becoming a Weapon Master was a very distant reality.
‘How can I get stronger here… … .’
It was a moment when I was distressed by worries that I couldn't solve.
“……Lord Rohan?”
When he suddenly felt a presence, he turned around and saw the face he had always wanted to see staring at him.
“Ariel Riepenstein.”
It was Rohan.
He didn't feel the mana that could tell where he was, but that didn't matter.
Now that he was right in front of her, Ariel's thoughts had long since stopped.
“I want to see you a little closer.”
Rohan was waving.
Ariel took a step forward as if drawn by a magnet to his call that fluttered in the darkness.
"……me too."
Again - Again⸺
Ariel finally arrived in front of Rohan and raised her head with excitement.
As always, Rohan was smiling gently.
“Ariel.”
“Yes, Rohan”
⸺Pook
My sides were hot.
Ah, is love this hot?
… … But no.
This is… … .
“Lord Rohan……?”
Ariel's body, pierced through the side, was collapsing under Rohan's dry gaze.
In her fading consciousness, Ariel grabbed Rohan's wrist.
“Why……?”
"problem."
“What did you say…?”
Ariel frowned at the sudden word.
The next moment, a strange sneer appeared at the corner of Rohan's mouth.
“If I cut off your arm and attach it to me, will it be your arm or my arm?”
“……!”
In a sentence whose meaning was unclear, Rohan raised the sword dripping with Ariel's blood.
* * *
After finishing the dawn practice, wash your body with lukewarm water.
He reads the newspaper with a toast in one hand, a towel around his neck, and then changes his clothes.
There is an order to wearing clothes.
I wear a neatly ironed dress shirt from last night and a simple, thin, bolo tie that may look a little plain.
Don't forget to keep your collar neatly fastened with a collar clip. I am an associate professor who must be a role model for my students.
After that, put on the suit pants and vest. It is a special material made by weaving ether, so it is stretchy and comfortable to move around in.
I tend to wear pants last. Of course, there are individual differences, but I guess it's a habit, and I always eat my pants last, like a side dish that I've been saving and cherishing.
Sorry, but this isn't the end yet. There's more. Even though he's an associate professor, he's an associate professor at a prestigious university. He should have the minimum qualifications and the proper manners.
Next are the cuffs. They are like earrings that I put on my sleeves. This is the first time I have put them on since I entered this world. But they are not bad. The cuffs that are slightly visible between the coat sleeves are so elegant and classy that I sometimes even glance at them.
Besides that, I attach various accessories made of various jewels, but I tend to stop here. If I try to show off my style, it will just be flashy and look tacky. It's not because I have no fashion sense. Absolutely.
If you've gotten this far, look in the mirror. You're perfect today, Rohan. It's me, after all. You might wonder what the hell this kid is doing when he suddenly stops getting dressed and looks in the mirror, but it's a kind of self-confidence-boosting ritual. Self-praise. What you gain by acknowledging yourself in a world where no one praises you...
“……Let’s stop.”
I tried the concept for the first time and it was a failure.
The concept was 'an elite assistant professor at Springwind, a prestigious university', but it was a complete failure. It's not fun.
I wanted to add some variation to the monotony of daily morning practice and going to work.
After all, it's best to do as you usually do.
“Let’s run today too.”
Recently, I've been commuting to work by bike.
I'm thinking of just buying a car, but this thing that costs over 30 million rings is just as good as any luxury car.
Woof-
It's been two days since I returned from Roanoke.
To cut to the chase, my plan was a failure. Just like the concept I had in front of the mirror earlier.
If you ask why it failed, it's because the union was disbanded.
To be exact, the union that had been separated from Lord was merged, but in reality, it was no different from being disbanded.
I was thinking of merging the split articles through the Union.
Even within the Union, there was a split in factions between Wolfwin and Arthur.
The plan was to use the merged articles to destroy the seekers.
“……It seems like Bael was aiming for that when he approached Arthur.”
I don't know how Bael found out about my plan, or maybe I just got caught up in the predestined outcome.
If it's the former, then there are watchers around me, and if it's the latter, then I was just unlucky.
Of course, as a reader, my intuition is that the former is more likely. No, it's obvious. That's how events occur and things to read come about.
Still, it's not something to think about right now.
There are no suspicious people around yet, so we need to wait and see a little longer… … .
… … Ah, there it is.
Suspected person.
But that person… … .
“Good morning.”
“Pendrae…… Hello, it’s nice to meet you.”
Before I knew it, I had arrived at the school gate, got off my bike, and bowed my head to Arthur.
Arthur, unlike before, appears as a warm-hearted security guard.
He was disguised as a completely different person with "Persona" and was sweeping with a broom with a hand that looked like it had never even held a sword.
“I see you’re new at work today.”
“Yes. Oh, by the way, let’s introduce ourselves. I’m Ben. And you?”
“I am Rohan, an associate professor in the Department of Swordsmanship.”
And then I whispered softly.
“Everything is good, but the way you speak…….”
“It’s okay. It’s only natural for someone of this age to speak like this.”
“Then that’s good.”
I nodded and shook Arthur's hand lightly.
You might wonder why a Weapon Master would be working as a security guard here out of nowhere, but this was also something Arthur wanted to do.
“I want to take a break. I think I need more time to reflect on myself. Is there anything wrong? I’m ashamed to say, but I’ve lived my whole life as a knight and am a complete stranger to society.”
The noun is not wanting to rest.
Maybe he wants to watch me closely.
Before putting my faith first again, I guess I'm trying to gauge myself. To see if I'm really a trustworthy person or not.
Of course, this is just my opinion. Only Arthur knows what's on his mind.
Whether you really wanted to take a break or needed time to reflect on your life.
“Where are the others?”
The ‘others’ I asked about here were Arthur’s twelve knights.
Arthur opened his mouth as he looked at the sky flowing endlessly past the cityscape.
“There will come a day when we meet again. That’s what fate is all about.”
Even though my plans failed, plans are just plans.
If you fail, just make a new plan.
I lost the Union, but I gained Arthur, and his twelve knights.
It was too powerful a force to be considered a bonus of 800P obtained by completing the mainstream.
Maybe even better than Union.
“Leave this to me and go inside. I have more cleaning to do, so I’ll take my leave now.”
“Okay, then take care.”
I left my meeting with Arthur behind and headed to the main building.
Anyway, it's a good thing, because Springwind is now safer.
Three of the four Weapon Masters in the Empire are guarding this place… … It must be safer than the imperial palace.
At that moment, my eyes were drawn to the child standing in front of the main entrance. It was President Cornelia. Her gaze was directed at me.
“Mr. President?”
Cornelia, with her arms crossed, was glaring at me as I approached.
“Let’s say hello later. Just look at me for a moment.”
“Then, please put your bag down in the office for a moment…….”
“No, right now.”
Because of Cornelia's unusual mood, I followed her to the president's office without saying a word.
It was then that Cornelia's mouth suddenly opened, having stopped.
“Assistant Professor Rohan.”
“Yes, sir.”
And the moment I turned around and saw her face, I wondered if a child's face could be this scary.
“What the hell are you doing at school?”
“Of course I want the students to…….”
“The librarian almost died because of the magic you installed in the central library……!”
In Cornelia's voice, quietly growling through her teeth, a single scene began to form in my head.
If my guess is correct, this is that episode.
… … “The Ship of Theseus”.
* * *
""Ah, how long has it been since you last had cider... Michael, you sweet potato bastard.""
The "Springwind Genius Wizard" I once read was full of sweet potatoes, no, it was just a sweet potato field.
You may wonder how a novel like this could be popular, but that damn author wrote a fantastic piece of cider.
anyway.
“This is an associate professor, right?”
The president's office.
I shook my head as I watched the video playing on the screen with Cornelia.
“It might be hard to believe, but the person on the screen is not me.”
It's not me.
That was all I could prove at the time.
Cornelia lay on her back and stared blankly at the ceiling like a baby in a cradle.
“I want to believe that it’s not true. I want to believe that it’s not true, but this is Associate Professor Rohan.”
Then she extended her cute fingers towards the documents next to the screen.
I quietly checked the documents. If this is what it says… … it must be really unbelievable.
“Everything from the arrangement of the remaining spells on the scene to the flow of mana was exactly the same as the assistant professor’s. It was unbelievable. Please be honest with me. I won’t ask why. I’m really curious, so I’m going crazy.”
… … How do I do this?
Since the subject of this development is not ‘Michael’ but ‘me’, I can’t speak honestly.
dripping⸺
At that moment, as soon as the knocking ended, the main character of this world, Michael, came in and opened his mouth.
“The person in that video is not Rohan.”
“Professor Riepenstein? Do you know something?”
Michael nodded, continuing to stare at me.
But why did he have eyes that looked like he was going to kill me?
“This is a memory from yesterday when Ariel was attacked.”
Then Michael unleashed his memories extracted from his temples into the air.
Last night's events were being replayed over the mana that flowed beautifully like the aurora.
The memory began with Michael's lark watching Ariel's back from a great distance.
After a while, a figure that resembled me appeared, and Ariel, who approached first, was stabbed with a sword, and that was the last thing I remembered.
Cornelia asked, her fists clenched.
“What’s next? Is Ariel okay?”
“You’re safe. I saved you.”
“Then who is the strange man in the guise of Professor Rohan?”
“I killed him but he missed.”
You missed it last time, and you missed it this time too?
I understand. This time, I might have missed out on the country too.
That's not the main body... ...it's just a 'shell'.
“But I didn’t completely miss it.”
With those words, what Michael took out from his bosom was a plastic pack the size of a card.
Inside the plastic bag were pieces of necrotic, discolored, blackened skin. Cornelia asked.
“What is this?”
“A piece of the assailant’s skin was found in Ariel’s fingernail.”
Then Michael reached out to my shoulder and picked up my fallen hair.
“I’ll borrow it for a moment.”
“Just take it.”
“I think Ariel would like it if you brought it to her.”
“…….”
While I was sighing inwardly, the skin pieces on Michael's palms and the spell were arranged on my hair.
Woooow⸺
And what came to mind was another arrangement.
“The one on the right is Rohan, and the one on the left is the strange man.”
Cornelia's eyes narrowed as she carefully examined the arrangement.
“This is… ‘code’.”
Code is the blueprint of a living organism, much like DNA in reality. The only difference is that unlike DNA, which is in the form of a double helix, code is an arrangement of thousands of strings and melodies.
Is this also proof that even humans are a product of mana? I don't know, since I'm not the author.
“But this is rather…… clear evidence that that person is Associate Professor Rohan.”
As Cornelia said, the codes on the left and right were completely aligned.
Michael couldn't have brought this up to screw me over. His mouth opened the moment I noticed a subtle misalignment in the left code.
“Look at me clearly with those lovely eyes. Do you really not know?”
“Don’t say that. Where the hell are you… Ah.”
Cornelia blinked her cute eyes as she noticed something else.
“The one on the left is missing a string.”
“Yes. And all the strings and notes of the code are closed curves that return to the starting point, that is, ‘one line.’”
“This is impossible. As you know, if even one part of the thousands of strings were missing, it would not be possible to establish a code.”
“It was impossible. Until now.”
Michael gathered his mana and turned around, then went to the door and continued speaking.

            “This is a new form of homunculus.”
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“A new form of homunculus?”
Even Cornelia, who was once an expert in the field and had been the director of the technology bureau, was puzzled.
“As of now, yes.”
“I know what you want to say, but it’s impossible.”
Cornelia shook her head. Her small lips spoke of impossibilities that could not be guessed in size.
“Even in academia, homunculus is defined as a clone similar to a human. However, it is only similar, not real. Look at this code. No homunculus, no magic, can perfectly match the arrangement of a human.”
“Principles and laws. As you say, if these two coexist in the world, nothing can follow the arrangement of humans. However, times have changed.”
Michael, who had been caressing the ring for a moment, opened his mouth as if it were a predetermined future.
“It is no longer an era where humans develop magic, but an era where magic develops magic. The homunculus wandering before us now is part of that singularity. The only thing that is certain is that it cannot be denied just because it is denied.”
“…….”
Cornelia, with her mouth tightly shut, clenched the back of her hand. On the other hand, her head was nodding slightly as if agreeing with those words.
It's not that she couldn't have predicted the pace at which civilization was developing, it's just that the timing was so fast and so sudden.
Cornelia, still unable to raise her head, spoke to me.
“I’m sorry. I started suspecting you out of nowhere. In fact, there’s no one in this school I trust as much as you and Professor Grace…….”
“It’s okay. I almost doubted myself the moment I saw this video.”
I smiled back at Cornelia so she wouldn't feel sorry anymore and turned to Michael.
“I think it would be better to focus on this incident now, before more damage is done.”
I had a rough idea of how this episode would pan out, but I wanted to make it a little more concrete.
Because the upcoming episodes will be quite different from what I know.
“You said you killed him but missed. What exactly does that mean?”
“It’s true. I confirmed that you died from my blow, but you didn’t die. That was because it was fake. What we have to kill is the real thing, the fake body.”
Are you already seeing through it all? You were accurately perceiving it as nothing more than fragmentary information.
But Michael has to get out of this.
… … Because the moment your ‘mistake’ creates a clone, Little Heath will become a ruin.
“Then let’s sort it out.”
I turned my head to the still screen showing the footage of Ariel being attacked.
“First, a fake Rohan who resembled me attacked Springwind and the students.”
Then he continued talking, glancing at me and the fake code.
“Second, ‘Fake Rohan’ is a homunculus that is 99.9 percent identical to me…….”
Sorry, but the things that appear in this episode are not ‘homunculi’.
Because the production of existing homunculi would have stopped after Queos was imprisoned in the Agrain Archipelago.
“……No, the second Rohan.”
okay.
That's the 'real' me.
A second self who is identical to me in most ways, including appearance, abilities, and even memories and habits.
That is the true nature of that ‘replica’.
“The last third.”
I laughed bitterly on this page, where I was now completely the center.
“The entity controlling that fake is Rohan, that is, I am the target.”
"Ship of Theseus".
In this episode, Michael dies once.
* * *
Ding dong⸺
In front of a house where vines have grown haphazardly along the wall.
Sarah, holding a magpie's cradle, rang the doorbell again.
But, like a tightly closed iron door, there was no answer.
Sarah sighed and slumped her shoulders.
“I don’t think she’s home either. Where on earth is Laura?”
It had been three days since Laura could be found anywhere, not just at school.
“Even though Laura is quiet, she’s not the type of person who doesn’t answer calls…….”
When Laura disappeared from sight, Sarah felt an unexpected sense of unease.
At that moment, Gravit, who had been anxiously clasping his hands next to him, carefully opened his mouth.
“That……you know, Sarah……”
“What’s wrong? Do you think you know where Laura is?”
“No. That’s not it. It’s just… I was concerned about what Laura said last time….”
“Laura? Why Laura?”
Gravitt, who had been rolling his eyes from side to side as if he was anxious, shut his eyes tightly and shouted what Laura had said to him.
“Ma, I once asked what would happen if this world were fake……!”
“What? Is that true?”
Sarah was dazed for a moment.
Gravit's voice continued to ring in Sarah's frozen ears.
“At the time, Laura told me to forget it, so I didn’t think it was a big deal… But now that I think about it, it’s a bit strange….”
“Why are you telling me that now!”
“Where are you going! Sarah? Go, let’s go together!”
Sarah bit her lower lip and ran away.
The corners of her mouth were distorted as she repeated what Gravit had just said.
‘Laura is not the type of person to talk nonsense.’
Although he was a quiet person, he was a child who said what needed to be said.
The echoes that I always hear in the dark loneliness, like, “I’m glad you’re here,” “I’m always happy,” and “Thank you for that,” were transparent and true.
‘… … But there was one time when he said that to me too.’
Sarah met Laura when she was very young.
There was a time when I was happy to run around and play at the playground all day long.
That was when we could approach each other without any selfish intentions.
‘12 years ago, the day we first became friends.’
That day, Laura said something to herself for the first time that made no sense to her.
"“……Even if all of this is fake, you are me.”
At that time, I didn't understand what he meant.
It was natural that I couldn't understand it when I was still young and didn't have to think about it.
"Can you accept it?"
But the strange words Laura had said that day still lingered in Sarah's heart.
‘Laura reappeared a year after saying those words. If it’s the same as that time, Laura might disappear again… …’
The girls who used to play together at the playground are now adults.
Even so, I began to understand little by little the words that I still didn't understand, or rather, didn't want to understand.
‘Maybe I won’t be able to see you again… … ever.’
I was out of breath.
The muscles in my legs were aching.
But I couldn't stop.
The reason why Laura said that, what it implied, all of these reasons were clearly coming to Sarah's mind as she watched Laura all this time.
‘No, Laura… … .’
Sarah finally stopped and knelt down.
While Gravit, who had barely managed to catch up, was fidgeting, she took out her smartphone with trembling hands.
Finally, a voice came over the phone. Sarah cried out, sobbing.
“……Please help me, Associate Professor!”
* * *
After leaving the president's office, I was walking down the hallway to my office.
When I turned my head at the sound of footsteps nearby, I saw Michael walking.
“I heard you became a Weapon Master this time. Is that your plan to persuade the Euclid family?”
Michael is second to none in terms of information power.
Perhaps he heard it from his subordinates. If it's them, they'll be as good as Karina's "Black Star".
As I nodded silently, Michael continued.
“So how do you plan on solving this problem?”
“I have a plan. But to solve this case, I have to move alone.”
“Alone? Hmm…….”
This time, too, it is an episode related to the ‘Apostle’, just like Bael.
‘The blind old man’.
Compared to the ‘King who leads the armies of the East’, he is far behind in terms of military power and influence, but considering his actions, he is quite a troublesome figure.
If we leave it like this, things will get out of control.
Therefore, we must use all means and methods to completely root out this problem before it spreads into a bigger incident.
Then Michael spoke in a tearful tone.
“Do as you wish. It doesn’t look like you’ve messed with any of the normal guys. It’s not typical of you to make such a difficult enemy.”
“……Does it look like I made a mistake to you, Lord Riepenstein?”
I stood still and stared straight ahead. Before my eyes, only the messy air was rippling.
Michael's gaze upon me felt stinging.
It was around the time I started walking again that his mouth opened.
“You didn’t make a mistake. No… you ‘don’t’ make mistakes.”
And then Michael, who had been hurriedly walking forward, blocked my path.
Today, it felt like there were cracks in the eyes that looked down at me.
“Because you always act like you know everything. So this incident, which looks like a mistake, is just your plan.”
“I thought Lord Riepenstein was overestimating me. How unexpected.”
“The path you have walked so far is so splendid that it is impossible to ignore it, even if it is considered an overestimation. This is just my evaluation of it. Nothing more, nothing less.”
“So what is it that you really want to say?”
The introduction is uncharacteristically long for Michael.
And the reason the introduction is long is because this kid is about to say something he doesn't want to say to anyone even if it means dying.
The next moment, Michael announced in my expectation.
“Leave Springwind with Grace.”
When I heard that, I laughed inwardly.
As expected, Michael is an unavoidable protagonist.
It seems that he instinctively tries to send away people who interfere with his development.
“Are you being considerate of us?”
On the contrary, I felt good.
Because it meant that I was now strong enough to threaten Michael's position.
Michael answered.
“That’s the only way you and Grace can survive.”
“Why are you suddenly doing this? When you even threatened to use the seal of domination to make me Ariel’s?”
Michael lets out a long breath.
The scene was that of the protagonist struggling in front of someone he couldn't tell if they were an enemy or an ally.
“I have not yet given up on the cause.”
Yeah, it wouldn't be you if you gave up on that goal so easily.
“If we continue like this, we will have to kill each other someday.”
“Are you hesitating now?”
“…….”
In Michael's silence, I continued speaking.
“I heard that you are absorbing the power of the Noir family. There are seven circles as well… You will soon surpass the Archmage.”
In the original work, Michael surpasses Archmage and becomes a transcendent being who pursues the truth of the universe.
Even if I become a Weapon Master, I will not be able to defeat Michael, who has become a Transcendent Being.
Well then, there are two ways.
Should I eliminate Michael before it's too late, or should I become a transcendent being like him?
Unfortunately, we can't kill Michael.
Now, the great probability called ‘Michael Riepenstein’ serves as a shield to block other probabilities targeting me.
Actually, nothing bigger than what happened now would have happened if Michael had been by my side.
If my prediction is correct, the forces hostile to Karina would have made a move to kill me by now.
Still, the reason I was able to move around so normally was because Michael was preparing for the cause and restraining and organizing those forces.
… … But that shield of probability is slowly starting to crack.
The fact that my replica, not Michael's, appeared in this episode was proof of that.
Even Bael just sent Darkness to restrain me.
That doesn't mean it's difficult for me to become a transcendent being.
The way for me to become a transcendent being is… … because ‘that development’ is everything.
“There’s one thing I’d like to ask you.”
"say."
I held my breath and recalled the page that was vaguely hovering somewhere in my memory.
“Why didn’t you kill me?”
Michael had every opportunity to kill me.
But he didn't kill her.
Even though he personally gave me a sword at the cemetery that day.
“I didn’t kill you…….”
Michael, his voice trailing off, held the ring close to his hand.
There were already many reasons.
Like I was needed as a Sword Master for the greater good, or Ariel had feelings for me… …yeah, excuses.
Now I want to hear.
Why did Michael make so many excuses to avoid killing me?
“……Because you can save Grace.”
It wasn't just Grace and me who were changing.
As Ellie did, as Ariel did, and as everyone around me did.
Michael Riepenstein, the protagonist of this world, was also changing.
“I wanted you to pick up what I had lost, what I had given up. I wanted you to witness that. That my incompetence was… killing Grace.”
As if blocked by an insurmountable reality, Michael took a step back.
The gaze that had always been straight was now deviating from the straight line and falling to the floor in a curved shape.
The cold eyes, the neat collar, the loneliness, the dignity… … .
… … He was confessing to me, having lost everything.
“So please, leave with Grace. This is my first and last ‘request’ to you.”
At that moment, what came to my mind was a passage from a page I had already read.
“……Do you regret it?”
As the story progresses, Michael's mind crumbles.
"I don't regret anything. Just."
It was Grace who completely broke down the moment she pointed her sword at him.
“I can’t bear this sadness. It’s… so hard to bear, Grace.”
Michael's heart died along with Grace.
The things he has done so far… … are breaking him down.
Like this, Michael's mind is unstable.
If Michael collapses this time, I will die too.
Unfortunately, there is nothing I can change.
Michael's downfall was a foregone conclusion, and no amount of probability can turn his tragedy into a comedy.
“Do you still go to the cemetery to meet your loved ones?”
But just one.
Reading this novel, watching you, holding onto a page that you can never reach.
I always had something to say to you.
“Yes.”
“I just came here to meet the person I love.”
Michael Riepenstein.
“So let us save those who love one another.”
you.
“Just like you said.”

            … … is not a savior.
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“……Rohan.”
At Grace's call, Rohan raised his head.
He gazed at himself like a sunflower that looks at the same sky and the same direction no matter how many times it is reborn.
“Yes, Professor Euclid.”
“Do you have time today?”
“When it comes to time… there’s always plenty.”
A few things have changed since I returned from Roanoke.
The first was Grace's heart.
"I am not alone."
The moment Grace heard those words, her heart pounded as if she had received a confession.
You are not alone.
At first glance, it may seem like a meaningless, passing remark.
But Grace knew.
The fact that Rohan's heart, gaze, and hands, who said that, were now incredibly close.
‘A little more… … .’
Even if it's hasty, even if it's clumsy, even if it's a mess.
‘… … I want to get closer.’
Grace opened her mouth, her mind unable to stop running.
“There’s a place I want to go with Rohan. It’s a cafe with lots of rabbits, but I’m… embarrassed to go alone.”
“I remember seeing it there too. It’s the Rabbit Cafe at 3rd Street, Little Heath, right?”
"that's right."
“Okay. Then let’s go together after we’re done.”
Rohan has always been Rohan.
I don't know how to say no.
Grace was grateful to Rohan, knowing that it was a concession on her part.
“You look happy. Did something good happen to you?”
“No, it’s just because the weather is nice.”
Before I knew it, I was on my way home from work.
Grace, who was walking down the street with Rohan, looked up at the sky that was turning red at the edges as always.
“The weather is really nice. I’m so glad I can walk with Euclid on a day like this.”
"……me too."
I used to be afraid of that sky.
In the middle of a battlefield soaked with mud, I was afraid of who I would fight tomorrow and who I would kill.
A world dying brilliantly in the flash of mana like firecrackers.
At the same time, no amount of wind could wash away the sticky, bloody smell that clung to his body.
Still, what allowed Grace to endure and not collapse was ‘Rohan’.
It was thanks to that ‘hope’ that I could start over again.
"……ah."
At that moment, a familiar scent blew from far away.
The scent of the lake, a bit pungent but not unpleasant, now familiar.
Grace, who was thinking back on all the moments she had spent with Rohan, turned her feet in the direction of the lake.
“Before going to the cafe, there is a place I want to go.”
“Okay. We still have plenty of time, so let’s take our time looking around.”
The lake we arrived at like that.
I don't know how many times I've been here with Rohan.
But the memories that were engraved at every moment were ones that I never wanted to miss again.
“Yes, Rohan.”
I suddenly wanted to hear it.
“Do you remember what you said to me back then?”
The end of the words I never heard.
The moment I heard it, my eyes closed without me even realizing it, at the end of that soft song.
Rohan answered.
“Of course. How could I forget the oath I made to Euclid back then?”
“Not that. Other than that”
Is Rohan also embarrassed?
It was the moment when Grace carefully raised her head and looked up at him.
“Something else? Did I say anything else besides that?”
Rohan, with his always affectionate smile.
But to Grace, that smile felt more alien than ever.
Grace, her expression terrifyingly blank, opened her mouth, clutching the handle.
“……Who are you?”
Rohan wasn't Rohan.
* * *
After breaking up with Michael and receiving a call from Sarah, I arrived at an alley near the school.
In the distance, I could see someone crouching. Next to him, Gravit was fidgeting.
"Sarah."
When I reached Sarah, I placed my hand on her head. A faint tremor was felt from the crown of her head and was transmitted through my palm.
“Assistant Professor…….”
Tears flowed down Sarah's expressionless face as she lifted her head.
The moment I wiped her face with my sleeve, Sarah jumped into my arms.
I looked around for a moment. As expected, Laura was nowhere to be seen.
Meanwhile, Gravit opened his mouth.
“Oh, what should I do, Professor? Laura has disappeared…!”
I couldn't tell her not to worry or that it would be okay.
I couldn't do it.
“Where did it disappear from?”
“About three days.”
“Is there a place that catches your eye?”
Gravit shook his head sullenly.
Then Sarah, who had escaped from my arms, looked up at me and said.
“Please help me. I don’t want to lose Laura. Laura, Laura is my friend…!”
… … Only then did I realize why I had met the Sisters and why I had not met Michael in the original.
Deployment fix.
Yeah, fixed the development.
… … Was it going to be like this from the beginning?
From the beginning I… … .
“Just wait a moment.”
I could only promise the children with a smile, and turned my body towards the direction where the end of this episode lay.
“I'll be right back.”
I don't need the course of this episode.
Enough with the unnecessary sacrifices and unnecessary letters.
Now, it's time to create your own ending.
* * *
"……father."
This was the second time.
Once when I was born and now.
The name ‘father’ was unfamiliar to Laura.
“Gremory. I am not your father. How many times do I have to tell you before you understand?”
But it was a name that was as unfamiliar as it was earnest.
For Laura, who lived without even knowing why she was born, the existence of her parents was like a milestone.
“You have no parents. You are just a creature of magic and chance. It’s quite embarrassing to hear such words from someone who created you, someone who isn’t even human.”
"……sorry."
But the milestones were not written with Laura's goals in mind.
Laura looked down at the ether stone covering her lower body.
As if embedded in a crystal split in half, Laura was assembled as one ‘part’.
Vassago, an old man with his eyes covered by a black lace blindfold, unlike the one that had blindfolded Laura, spoke happily.
“Still, thanks to you, I was able to complete my research. If you had been a failure too, the past twenty years of hard work would have been in vain.”
Vasago recalled when he first created Laura.
I didn't have any particular expectations.
There was a lack of emotion as if there was a flaw somewhere in the synthesis of the array, and compared to previous works, the execution ability was not that high.
“But you are special. Your code will change the world. He is truly great. With just one of his codes, he can create a masterpiece like you, Gremory.”
Vassago's face lit up with ecstasy. He manipulated the hologram floating in the air as if he could see ahead.
Then the ether stone that had been covering Laura began to slowly cover her body.
Soon my waist was locked along with both hands.
It was at this moment that the ethers that had passed her shoulders covered Laura's neck.
“……What happens to me now?”
It was an obvious death, but Laura wanted to know what lay beyond it.
Vasago answered.
“Don’t worry. You will be the seed that announces the coming of a new era. Everything will be completed through you.”
The world that seekers want to create is one.
Equality.
But the equality they want is not fairness for everyone, but the same for everyone.
An ideal of uniformity, covered in ashen gray, without any meaning, without freedom, without restraint, without hope, without despair, without sadness, without joy.
It is a world of imperfect balance.
“We are now taking another step forward. Not towards a world of despair filled with trash, but towards a colorless, perfect, ‘great new world’ where they are incinerated and painted over. Got it?”
"……All right."
Laura closed her eyes as the ether rose. She felt a hard, cold sensation surrounding her entire body.
The next moment, the emotions that had been building up in Laura's heart began to surge in the rock-solid reality.
'I miss you…….'
yearning.
‘You guys and… … .’
solitude.
‘Those moments we spent together… … .’
sorrow.
Although all the emotions were negative, Laura still had hope.
'……again.'
Finally, I hope I can say hello to my friends.
That was when.
Kugugug… … .
A vibration rang out from somewhere.
Vasago, who had stopped manipulating the hologram, looked around.
“Is it an earthquake? This is the first time. The earthquake-resistant design must have been perfect―”
Kugu palace!
The ceiling collapsed in an instant.
Vasago slowly wiped away the wrinkles at the corners of his mouth and watched the figure walking out of the rising dust.
“You are definitely…… amazing. I thought you already knew this far. As expected, the ‘messenger’s’ words were true.”
Woohoo!
The Aura Blade extended out, splitting the dust, and flew towards Vassago.
Vasago quickly arranged his spells to block the attack. His eyes sparkled with interest as he watched the person who attacked him.
The next moment a familiar voice followed.
“I have come to get my disciple back.”
Rohan, his eternal heart was crying quietly.
* * *
… …Chaeng!
Rohan, who had taken Grace's blow, stepped back with his broken Auror Blade.
He shouted, as if he had not known this would happen, lost in thought.
“Hey, why are you suddenly doing this!”
Despite his screams, Grace did not put her sword away and slowly approached him.
Grace answered, glaring at the ‘fake’ in Rohan’s guise.
“You are not the Rohan I know.”
“What do you mean? I’m the real Rohan—”
“If you were Rohan, you wouldn’t say ‘real’.”
Phew.
The tip of Grace's sword pierced right between Rohan's shoulder joints. His dislocated arm hung limply.
“Oh my gosh…….”
Only then did Rohan, or rather the fake, reveal his true colors and swing his left fist.
However, Grace, who easily dodged the attack, slashed at the fake arm that passed before her eyes without hesitation.
The fake, with his arms hanging limp, laughed eerily.
“How the fuck did you know?”
“Rohan doesn’t say such bad things.”
“Was there not enough data… This is different from the ‘memory’ I know.”
At that moment, the fake shrugged his shoulders.
I turned my head forcefully to the other side and my arm was ripped off.
Bam.
The fake, who had thrown his arm at Grace's feet as if he were a fool, twitched the corners of his mouth, which were covered in disgusting, sticky black blood.
“I was just going to play with it for a bit and then kill it. But since it turned out like this, I’ll kill you here.”
Knock knock!
Soon, the fake arm began to regenerate rapidly.
But unlike the normal flesh, the newly grown one was a black, twisted arm that looked like something rotten had been forcibly held together.
“You can’t kill me anyway, right? Because I’m your most precious subordinate. Okay, now let’s do it properly…….”
That was when.
"……uh?"
The fake opened his eyes wide as he saw his newly grown arm placed before his eyes again.
It was at this moment that Grace, who had been circling around the fake with a pace that was neither fast nor slow, twisted her wrist.
Whisper!
A fake with limbs cut off in the blink of an eye.
The fake body rolled on the floor, like a half-assembled mannequin.
“What, what is it? What is this……?!”
It's strong.
Grace was so quick that I couldn't even follow her with my eyes.
Even though it was just a fake, its abilities were no different because it was made with Rohan's code.
Fake is also a weapon master like Rohan.
However, it was impossible to handle Grace, who had already reached the level of Weapon Master.
“……You deceived me.”
Although she appeared expressionless, Grace was actually angrier than ever.
“Because I used the person I loved the most.”
“Hey, wait a minute! In our language… Kkaaaak!”
Soon, Grace's sword mercilessly cut through the fake's body.
Still, Grace felt as if her heart was breaking.
Even if it was just a fake, swinging her sword at the doll that looked like Rohan was painful to her.
‘But I can’t waste time here. I have to go help Rohan.’
The real Rohan must be in trouble somewhere.
The moment Grace, who had made that judgment, was about to cut off his neck without hesitation.
“Lord Euclid! No, Miss! Are you really… really planning to kill me? It’s really me, Rohan! I swore to protect you for the rest of my life!”
“…….”
A sword that stands still.
The fake sneered inwardly as he watched Grace's face slowly turning sorrowful.
‘You idiot. There’s no way you could kill me, or even Rohan… … .’
Then Grace's mouth opened.
“You fooled me twice.”
"yes……?"
“That oath is one that only Rohan can make to me.”
“What the hell are you talking about―”
rustle
A distorted, fake face rolled across the floor.
The fake body, which was soon reduced to flesh.
Grace managed to mutter, clenching her fists.
“Because the person I love is only one in this world.”

            Nothing could fool Grace.
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I stared at Laura, refracted beneath my lens.
When I first read it, I had no feelings for it.
I just thought it was something that needed to be quickly destroyed, something that needed to be eliminated.
"Michael, who was looking at the crystal, fired the circle without hesitation. This tragedy will end only if it is destroyed. Soon, the crystal turned into dust and scattered before his eyes."
It was the same with Michael.
Michael broke the lens to prevent the tragedy as soon as possible, and I wanted him to get rid of the lens for my catharsis.
Without even knowing who was inside.
No, I didn't even try to find out.
… … But now I know.
Who is that?
And what it means to someone.
It was a truth that one could never know if one had not lived in this world.
"student?"
The old man who was carrying the luggage turned his blind eye towards me.
Vasago appeared unharmed despite my blow.
“You may have been a disciple to me, but to me, you are just a test subject.”
Laura, no… … Gremory.
That was the setting given to her.
It was made that way from the beginning.
The author who conceived this world before Vassago.
A ‘device’ that was simply added to allow the story to progress under the writer’s fingertips.
There are countless devices in this world that I don't know about.
The story flows like that and the main character of the world advances.
He dies and disappears without any purpose for his goal.
… … But no matter how such beings are, even if they are nothing more than things created by mere plan.
Now I know the story they have built up throughout their lives.
“Yeah. I guess I just looked like a test subject to you.”
Because I know that you have walked through the same time as me.
And now I know that this world is real.
“……But to me, Laura was real.”
I will not let anything be sacrificed for my ending.
* * *
""Web novels? Why would you read something like that? These days, there are so many fun things to do, from movies to dramas to webtoons. You'd rather read a novel than write a diary. That would be more fun, right?"
These were the words of one of my few friends.
Still, I brought it up because I thought that since I majored in creative writing, you might understand me, but all I got in return were negative comments.
““I understand. Web novels are great. The main character solves a trivial problem under the pretense of crisis and receives a reward, and the surrounding characters watch and praise it without thinking. Do you know why people cheer for this?”
A protagonist who must always be strong and cool-headed, and never lose.
There is no failure for the protagonist, and even if he fails, it is merely a trick by the author to achieve something greater.
And yet the reason I loved such convenient things is.
「“……Because it doesn’t happen in reality. Oh, it does happen. But it’s always other people who get the praise and rewards, not you. That’s why people get excited about that. Vicarious satisfaction. To feel that.”
That is correct.
In reality, I have always been a supporting actor, an accessory, a device.
“……Congratulations on your promotion.”
ㅤ“Oh, yeah. If you work a little harder, you can renew your contract, no, become a full-time employee. So, cheer up, okay?”
I was fired from that company without being offered a full-time position or having my contract renewed.
It's not that I didn't try hard. Maybe I just didn't try hard enough.
The only thing that is certain is that the company judged that I was not working hard enough.
““Reality is no different from fiction. I told you to write a diary, didn’t I? Write it down, replacing the person you envied with yourself. That would be pretty fun, wouldn’t it?”
Whether it's fiction or reality, reality and fiction, or fiction of reality.
All of those worlds are written just for the main characters.
Only, the main character is not me.
It wasn't me who received the reward, solved the case, or received the praise.
… … But that doesn’t mean that everyone is a supporting actor.
There are as many stories as there are people living in the world.
And those stories cannot simply be likened to novels.
Because they are special, precious, and urgent stories to everyone… … and they are one-of-a-kind stories that cannot be found anywhere else.
In those stories, everyone is a protagonist.
“What a precious life. To walk to death because of such a fake.”
I looked at the spells being created around Vasago and thought.
“It’s not a life worth saving. That student is more precious to me than this life.”
Me too, standing here right now.
Laura, who is trapped in that crystal.
Vasagodo, who is trying to change the world.
That no one is a supporting actor.
“Then die.”
The manifested spells flew towards me.
Vassago's magic is a mixture of ice, fire, and lightning.
“…….”
Reach out quietly.
And then he started to dismantle Vasago's array.
Bam.
Thud thud thud!
Instead of flames, a warm breeze passed by me, and instead of ice, cold water droplets passed by me, giving me a slightly thrilling feeling.
Vasago, who was looking at the sight, leaned over. Only surprise filled his slowly opening mouth.
“If you stole my code, you would have known that my magic defense was no ordinary skill.”
Now I am moving towards circle 5.
Plus, I learned the magic defense techniques from Michael.
“Your magic cannot kill me, Vassago.”
Vasago won't be able to defeat me.
Because I am the one who has lived a more intense life than anyone else.
… … This is the ‘power’ of the story in which I am the main character.
“That’s amazing.”
Vasago, who had started clapping for a moment, slowly walked away.
“It’s truly amazing. Even if you had mastered all your magic defenses, according to the data, you wouldn’t have been able to block my magic.”
As soon as those words were spoken, the crystal Laura was trapped in began to emit light.
Then, ethers gathered into the glass tubes installed on each wall of the auditorium.
Soon the ethers took the shape of a human being.
“Admit it. My magic can’t kill you.”
It was me.
“Then how about this?”
At the same time, many of me walked out of the open glass room.
The face, the body shape, even the clothes and weapons created from ether resembled mine.
The next moment, Vasago continued speaking.
"problem."
In his voice, the fakes were coming towards me.
His question passed by my ear as I deployed dozens of "spheres" to protect the surrounding area.
“When the fake surpasses the real, is it real or is it fake?”
The stories I had built up were now trying to kill me.
* * *
“……Lord Rohan?”
Ariel opened her eyes in the softness.
It was his own room. The curtains were fluttering in a familiar pattern in the wind blowing through the half-open window.
Ariel thought without even blinking.
What was that?
Could this have been a dream?
There's no way Rohan would harm me...
“Ugh…….”
My body ached.
I pulled back the blanket to check my body and saw that there was a bandage wrapped around my abdomen.
It was at that moment that Ariel realized that it was not a dream and was about to get up.
“Lie down a little longer. Even you are not fully recovered yet.”
“My lord……?”
On the pale shadows where the sunlight did not reach. Michael, who was sitting on a chair, closed the theory book he was reading.
He got up from his seat and approached her, checking Ariel's condition.
“Wait a minute. I’ll bring you some food soon.”
“The food is fine. What happened to me?”
“I think I had a nightmare.”
"nightmare……."
It was definitely a nightmare, having the person you loved so much attack you.
But the situation was too serious to be dismissed as a nightmare.
“Where is Rohan, where is Rohan now?”
Michael remained silent at that question.
‘As soon as I opened my eyes, Rohan… … I can’t even imagine how happy I would be if that name were mine.’
Even though I knew I couldn't have it, I resented the reality that it was getting further and further away so I couldn't even touch it.
But Michael answered in his usual gentle voice as if nothing had happened.
“I went to kill the person who made you like this.”
“Excuse me.”
At those words, Ariel stood up without hesitation. Michael grabbed her wrist as she headed toward the stand.
And what followed was a desperate voice like never before.
“Don't go.”
“I’m sorry, my lord. I have to go.”
Just as Ariel was about to shake off his hand in her haste.
“Is Rohan really that good?”
Only then did Ariel look back at Michael.
Michael didn't even raise his head and just stared blankly at the blanket that was pressed down on her body.
“……You make me lonely too.”
Only then did Ariel begin to see Michael in his entirety.
From the moment he opened his eyes, Michael was not interested.
How many hours had he been by her side?
How many hours had he been waiting for his eyes to open?
How many hours had he been worrying about himself?
I didn't want to know about those lonely times.
‘My lord… … .’
Michael's disheveled hair and collar were stuffed with loneliness. He was a man who always prioritized cleanliness and nobility.
It was a bit shocking that such a person became like that.
“My lord, I have a favor to ask.”
“……Please speak comfortably.”
Ariel took a deep breath.
A chest that swells as much as the rising air.
In his heart, there was only one emotion that would not be frustrated by any difficulties or hardships.
“Please come with me.”
When Ariel first met Michael, she knew.
Michael Riepenstein, he is a person similar to himself.
That I was a person who always wandered in solitude and floundered, entangled in loneliness.
“What does that mean?”
“Please help Rohan.”
Just as he had taught her what was true and what was false, Ariel believed that Rohan could change Michael this time too.
“Why are you asking me to help Rohan?”
“Well, Lord Rohan…….”
That was when.
“Even if I have to kill Rohan someday?”
Ariel doubted her ears. The Lord of the House had to kill Rohan? Why?
Michael got up for some unknown reason.
“Rohan, he is my enemy.”
“Enemy…?”
“Don’t you already know my purpose?”
For a moment, silence gripped Ariel's ankles. Ariel barely managed to straighten her staggering body.
“Since when…… did you notice?”
“Since the moment you started coming into my study.”
“Then why did you leave me alone?”
His eyes, resembling sapphires, were blue.
“Ariel Riepenstein.”
Soon, a small jewel flowed down Michael's cheek.
It was a drop of sadness that had been compressed and compressed in my heart for a very long time.
“Because you are my only family.”
It's hard to imagine life without her now.
Occasionally, when her breath touched his eyelashes, Michael would secretly smile.
Michael would sometimes look at his collar, which was dazzling with her gaze, and secretly smile.
Michael smiled secretly as he remembered her voice calling him from time to time.
Ariel Riepenstein, she was Michael's smile.
“I hope you are happy. So I will ask you again.”
Michael opened his mouth in his usual manner, his clothes and hair neatly tidy.
“Do you love Rohan?”
The moment she heard those words, Ariel's breath caught in her throat.
She thought in a breathless state of emotion.
‘I understand now… … .’
That she was not just a simple Claudia, a stand-in for Michael's old lover.
Then I saw what was hidden inside that icy chest surrounded by layers of layers.
It was a mind like his own.
“I am Rohan…….”
But it was painful to have a heart that could not continue continue forever.
Knowing that, Ariel was able to answer.
I had to answer.
"……i love you."
Ariel closed her eyes as soon as she said those words.
Now it was obvious how Michael would react.
Thud, thud, thud
Ariel slowly opened her eyes at the sound of Michael's footsteps. He was carefully putting on the half-gloves he had taken out of his pocket.
‘If it has come to this, even if you are the lord, I have no choice but to stop you—’
Michael opened his mouth just as Ariel was about to move.
“I’ll be back.”
"yes?"
Michael, who had turned away as if ignoring Ariel's heart, was holding his fist clenched to the side as if it was breaking.
“In return, I will receive Rohan’s time. Think about what you will do.”
“What is that, my lord?”
Ariel quickly reached out her hand, but where Michael had been, only the wave of mana from the "spatial leap" remained.
“My lord……”

            Ariel felt sorry, sorry, towards that cold, fiery man.
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Different from others, smart, outstanding.
There comes a moment for everyone when such arrogance is stripped away.
Shallow justifications and tolerance. They eventually break down the moment you face your true self.
Chaeng- chaeng-
Chae-Ang⸺
For me, this was that moment.
Was I originally this strong?
The more I deal with those fakes, the more I realize that I haven't been taking full advantage of everything up until now.
Woohoo!
In an instant, hundreds of "Spears" were shot at me.
All of them are fatal strikes with the Aura Blade.
But unlike me, who simply flew away, the condensed aura exploded from each spear that was stuck in the ground.
“I never knew you could use stabs and spears like that…….”
Their understanding of ‘Rohan’ was so great that I wondered if they were really clones of me.
In a way, it was natural.
I was Rohan, but I wasn't Rohan.
That was when.
“Hey, Rohan.”
One of the many Rohans asked me, his blade brushing past my ear along with his voice.
“So, can we save Grace like this?”
"what?"
“Do you think you could prevent Grace’s death if you were so weak?”
The wisdom teeth are interlocked.
That's what I meant when I first opened my eyes to this world.
It was a phrase that I repeated to myself thousands of times a day. Replica continued.
“I won’t let Grace be unhappy.”
It was a vow of one day.
"I will not let you be unhappy, young lady."
“The lady’s gaze.”
“The lady’s gaze.”
In it, the mouths of the Rohans were opening.
“A word from the young lady.”
“A word from the young lady.”
“A word from the young lady.”
They were all fake, and they were real.
Only then did I begin to guess how Michael must have felt at that time.
Are you this angry, Michael?
“I’ll take it all.”
… … Don’t you want to be robbed like this, to the point of death?
I opened my mouth as I adjusted my grip on the sword.
“Take it and see.”
[Pay ‘500 P’.]
[ The “Settings Shop” function has been enhanced. ]
Now it's time to tell you why the fake can't catch up with the real.
[You can freely obtain one setting as a functional enhancement privilege.]
I quickly scanned the store for added settings and selected the ones that caught my eye the most.
〔 Setting added: "Main character" 〕
[ Correcting the world's "main character". ]
〔 "Strength" : S (0.1%) ⸺> S (89.1%) 〕
〔 "Agility" : A (42.9%) ⸺> S (32.9%) 〕
〔 "Stamina" : A (91.7%) ⸺> S (80.7%) 〕
〔 "Magic Power" : A (17.3%) ⸺> S (7.3%) 〕
The tip of my sword pierced the heart of the one who opened his mouth first. I looked down at his eyes that were losing their light and said,
“……If you can take it.”
Now everything was being written for me.
* * *
Vassago smiled as he watched Rohan struggling against the replicas.
“Even if it’s you, I can’t handle so many of you.”
Each and every one of those replicas was as good as the real thing.
That's why you have to give it your all to deal with one. That's what it means to surpass yourself.
“Unfortunately, you will lose here. And through this research, I will prove that the boundary between the fake and the real is broken down.”
Vasago, carrying a pack on his back, hovered from a distance around Rohan, where battle was fierce.
“Wait a minute. The moment you die, all my replicas will become “real”. At that moment, we will… enter a new era.”
At that moment, Vasago stopped in his tracks and tilted his head slightly to look at Rohan.
“But it’s something I can’t understand. Why did he designate you as the ‘main’ person… After all, even if he knew everything, it seems he didn’t know about his own death.”
Vassago recalled Queos' words. He felt unpleasant. It was the first time he had seen him enjoy talking about someone.
“I don’t know how you acquired the ability to see the future, but that ends here. From now on, we will create a future that no one can predict—”
“Is that all there is to the will?”
In the blink of an eye, Rohan was standing in front of Vassago. Beyond his shoulder, the flesh of the slaughtered replicas was rolling around on the floor.
Vasago shivered in embarrassment.
“Uh, how?”
“The answer to your problems is other people.”
The next moment, Rohan lifted the Eternal Heart.
Crunch⸺
Vasago's severed head rolled to the floor. Rohan looked down at his frozen face in shock and said,
“We are defined by the eyes of others. Well, that doesn’t mean that even that is the answer to the problem.”
Then he turned around and stared at the replicas chasing him. The aura began to resonate with the atmosphere. His voice followed like a tail behind Rohan who had leapt.
“My feelings for you are only one.”
Saaaa ...
“……So, let everything else disappear.”
Spring, which resembles his heart, has bloomed.
A heat hotter than any flame melted the replicas.
A blizzard raged amidst the silence that felt like a long wait.
"The Four Seasons", just like the four seasons circulated, Rohan's blade crossed the line between life and death.
“……We are real.”
Then, one of the replicas snatched the flesh that was writhing on the floor. He swallowed it with all his might, in pain that made his whole body melt and freeze.
Soon, the replicas began to eat each other. Even Rohan hesitated for a moment at the grotesquely horrifying sight.
And finally, there was a moment when only one replica remained.
“We are the real Rohan!”
Rohan clashed his sword without hesitation at the scream of the blood-soaked replica.
… …Chaeng!
A sword that clashed fiercely but was blocked in vain.
Between the crossed blades, Rohan stared endlessly at something in front of him.
〔 Activation of “Status Window” 〕
And what unfolded before my eyes was...
ㅤㅤㅤㅤName: Rohan
ㅤ [Strength: SS (4.4%)] ㅤㅤ [Agility: S (99.1%)]
ㅤㅤㅤㅤ├───Ability───┤
ㅤ [Physical Strength: SS (3.1%)] ㅤㅤ [Magic Power: S (51.9%)]
ㅤㅤㅤㅤ⸺「List of Possessed Settings」⸺
"Weapon Master" "Unchanging Heart" "Replica"... ... [omitted]
It was another ‘Rohan’ that was far beyond him.
* * *
“Hey, this way!”
Wallend, a ruined city with no trace of humans left.
Sarah, who arrived at the place where she could hear Rohan's breath with Gravit's help, looked around the street.
“Where is the assistant professor’s voice coming from now?”
“Just wait a minute.”
Gravitt listened quietly with his eyes closed. The spell engraved on each and every strand of hair began to slowly flutter.
“…….”
The sound of the wind starting, the bending sunlight, the slightest movements of things crawling through the dirt.
It was at that moment that Gravitt was concentrating on all those sounds.
[… … So, can we save Grace?]
Gravit opened his eyes when he heard the voice and pointed to a half-destroyed building.
“Here it is! But, how do I get in here?”
The entrance to the building was blocked by debris. While Gravitt fidgeted, Sarah looked around and jumped over the broken glass without hesitation.
“You can come over here!”
“Ha, but there’s glass on the window frame… Sa, Sa! You’re bleeding…!”
As the surprised Gravitt had said, a thick stream of blood was flowing out from between Sarah's torn collar.
Sarah, who had checked her wounds, looked around for something useful. When she found nothing, she cleaned up the remaining glass shards with her fist.
Clang!
“Come over now. I’ll take it.”
Gravit, who had entered the building with Sarah's help, stamped his feet as he looked at her wounds, which had worsened.
“Oh, what should I do! Even more than before……!”
“It’s okay. It’ll get better with treatment.”
Sarah smiled brightly and injected Pure Mana to put Gravit at ease.
Then, as if it were a lie, the wounds healed. Before she knew it, Sarah's healing skills had also improved a lot.
“It doesn’t hurt at all now. Let’s go!”
“Oh, I get it. But don’t overdo it…….”
They descended the underground stairs relying on the light from "Light", one of the basic spells, and came across a broken iron bar.
It was the work of Rohan, who passed by here first.
“The Associate Professor’s voice is getting clearer and clearer… Sarah, stop!”
After running a little past the iron bars, there was a huge hole in the floor. And underneath it, two bloody Rohans were trying to kill each other.
“There are two associate professors……?”
Sarah, who was watching the scene, just blinked.
There were definitely two Rohans. I couldn't tell which one was which.
Gravit, who had been tilting his head, also shook his head.
“The frequency of the sound is the same for both of them. This, this is the first time something like this has happened…….”
“Laura, Laura is over there!”
Sarah, who then discovered Laura trapped in the crystal, jumped down. Because it was quite high, she fell down due to the impact.
Sarah limped towards the crystal as Gravit descended along with her.
“Laura! We’re here!”
Laura remained silent as if she were dead.
Sarah took a step back and unleashed all the attack techniques she knew.
Woohoo
Soon, a hard wind hit the lens, but it did not break or even get scratched.
Gravit, who arrived, also assessed the situation and used the spell, but the situation was the same.
“Laura!”
The next moment, Sarah threw her fist with all her might.
Blood spurted from the clenched fist and spread across the crystal that reflected Laura's face.
Still, Sarah didn't stop.
“Get up, Laura! What are you doing here?”
Kung “We decided to win the Emulator Championship together!”
Kung “Please wake up, Laura……”
thud⸺
Soon, Sarah's tattered fist slipped down from the crystal, soaked with blood.
Sarah's body collapsed just like that. She cried out, hugging the crystal.
“I told you to get up……!”
……thud
Sarah lifted her blurred vision at the dull sound she heard then.
As I wiped away my tears with my sleeve, the grabbit was striking my lens.
“Grabbit……?”
Gravit also tried to break the crystal by striking it with his fist.
“I’ll save you, Laura! I can’t do without you. Without you…!”
At that moment, someone reached out from behind Gravit.
The hand that wrapped itself around Tuckgrabbit's fist was an unfamiliar one. However, it was a sleeve that was somehow familiar.
"who……?"
As I turned my head along the arm, a face that made me terrified the moment I saw it was floating quietly.
“A crystal made by condensing ether cannot be destroyed by such a rule of thumb.”
The eyes that are indifferent no matter when you see them, and the corners of the lips that are fixed and neither go up nor down as if drawn.
In the midst of all that coldness, Michael Riepenstein walked out of the divided space.
“It seems like you’ve safely found the coordinates. The situation… isn’t all that easy, though.”
“Professor Riepenstein…….”
“Get out of the way.”
Michael's core twitched as he pushed Gravit aside as if he was clearing away an object.
Soon his circles, which extended like threads from his fingertips, engulfed the lens.
Woof woof… … Chijijik!
But even Michael couldn't do anything about the lens. He narrowed his eyes as he observed its outer surface.
‘Even if the hardness is like this… … the direction of the resolution is strange.’
When I focused my mana as much as I could into my eyes, I could see the crystal's knot. Surprisingly, the knot was not a structure that went from the outside to the inside, but from the inside to the outside.
‘Did this student do it himself? How strange. He must have known better than anyone that he wouldn’t be able to survive if he did something like this.’
The caster of the spell was Laura, not Vasago.
As he was examining the lens closely, Michael fell silent.
‘… … This student was also a homunculus. Unfortunately, it is possible to destroy it, but there is no way to dismantle it.’
The moment Michael was about to tell the sisters about this, he heard Grace's voice.
“Excuse me.”
"Euclid……?"
Before anyone could even admire the pure white knight, Grace drew her sword.
She grasped all the knots in the crystal in one breath and swung her sword without hesitation.
Damn it!
Michael furrowed his eyebrows as he watched Grace accurately slicing through thousands of knots.
‘You’re not in your right mind. To be able to cut through all the knots with such precision… … I have to acknowledge your swordsmanship.’
Laura fell along with the powdered crystals.
Sarah, who had caught Laura as she fell, held her in her arms and whispered to her.
“Don’t worry anymore. We’re here. We…….”
“…….”
At that moment, Rohan's voice was heard from afar.
“Lord Riepenstein! You came at a good time!”
When I turned my head, there were two Rohans.
Although they were both equally battered, Rohan seemed more relaxed as he spoke to them.
Rohan said.
“I need help. I can’t do this alone—”
Hurrruk!
Before he could finish his words, Michael's flames engulfed Rohan.
It happened in a split second. It was the moment when Grace, who was impressed, was about to point her sword at Michael.
“I’m sorry, but you are the fake.”
Then he continued speaking, staring at Rohan on the other side.
“If you were the real Rohan, you would never have asked me for help.”
“This fucking…….”
The replica with half its shoulder burned off by Michael's flames flailed around.
The real Rohan, who had been watching the scene, caught his breath and stared at Michael.
‘… … That crazy kid.’

            It was a blow that would have killed him if he had actually been hit.
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"……don't worry."
The hand holding the handle was shaking.
The blood that had escaped along with the hot emotions was pooling in the ankles. At the same time, the body was extremely cold.
“No one can tell the difference. People, you know. They believe what they want to believe. It doesn’t matter what’s real or fake.”
The real me was being pushed around.
Even though I became the main character of the world with the added probability, I couldn't defeat that being that surpassed me.
“You also took that “body” anyway, right?”
In terms of strength, he was on par with Arthur.
Of course, Arthur was stronger in skill and experience, but even that was beyond my ability.
“……So what can you change?”
I asked.
What I cannot change, can that thing that looks exactly like me change?
He answered.
“Everything you gave up. A better future that was shunned by your mistakes, errors, and misconceptions.”
okay.
I could create a better future than the one I have now.
A much better future, perhaps, awaited Grace.
Maybe right now, the present, is the worst future I can face.
……but.
“You are impossible.”
“Why do you think so?”
Tsk tsk tsk… … .
"Resonance".
As if reproducing Arthur that day, I manifested a new form of aura that began to interact with the world.
“After all, you too are the result of countless choices I made in the past.”
‘We’ are impossible.
Nothing can change now.
Even if you change it, it is imperfect.
So let's go ahead.
I will not turn away from the results of my choices and will embrace them all.
Even you, who imitated me.
“I knew you would say that.”
The replica also smiled, displaying resonance.
“That’s why you can’t do it. But I’m different. I am you, but I’m not you.”
Now that I think about it, something has changed between these two since they merged.
Even if I put aside the fact that I've gotten stronger, I would say that my thoughts and words have become closer to mine...
Considering the contents of the status window, it seemed like this guy had completely become me.
“So I’ll change everything. Even if it means turning back time!”
⸺Kwaang!
The blades dug into each other's flesh.
A battle that seems to kill past mistakes.
The scattered blood was tears for things that could not be changed.
The next moment, the tip of my sword cut into the guy's side.
“You can't be me.”
The trajectory continued without stopping, passing through my back and cutting through my shoulder.
The replica, still kneeling, shouted in anger.
“Why! Why am I stronger than you…!”
“Now I don’t turn back anything.”
I once thought about that.
If you make a mistake, you can just undo it.
If you fail, just keep trying until you succeed.
Regression and repetition.
It starts over and over again and reaches the end.
After deceiving everyone again and again… … .
… … Is that right?
Is it really right for me to turn back for my own sake, for the development I want to see?
So my conclusion is, ‘No.’
At first I turned the page to change Grace's fate.
Yes, Grace.
My only regret, my regression, my repetition must be for her.
That's why I'm risking my life every time.
“…….”
I responded with a replica that wielded a sword to survive.
The reason I was able to get to where I am today is because I was reckless.
Because I approached the whole story with the mindset of jumping off a cliff without any thought of my life.
But you… … aren't risking anything.
“You are stronger than me, so why can’t you win?”
I raised my sword at the guy and cut off his arm without hesitation.
“Because you didn’t risk anything. To save one life, you have to give up your own.”
This arm that was just cut off was able to be cut off because it was hooked to my arm.
“You who don’t want to hang on to anything in that fucking equivalence law⸺”
⸺Chae-Ang!
The replica sword made of ether broke. The guy just stared blankly at my blade flying in front of him.
I twisted my wrist. And with the fist that held the handle, I hit the guy, ‘me’, in the face.
“You can never surpass me!”
Phew!
The replica rolled on the floor for a long time before finally stopping. He was sprawled out, staring blankly up at the hole in the ceiling.
“I know a development in this episode where you don’t have to die.”
So now it's time to change the 'ending' of this episode.
“Be my ‘shadow.’”
“…….”
Michael Riepenstein, the development that led to him having to kill ‘himself’.
“Let’s change our destiny together. We can change it. We can escape this damned karma, the unknowable…….”
That was when.
"fate?"
Phew
My heart was warm.
When I lowered my head, blood was flowing down from the awl that had pierced my chest.
… … BANG!
Soon, my vision became dizzy as the spear exploded inside my chest.
When I opened my eyes again, the replica was standing in the opposite direction. Only then did I realize that I was lying down.
“Cause and effect? Trick?”
“……Coolook, coolook!”
The replica that was retracing the words I had uttered was slowly approaching me.
“Rohan, no… Hey. You’ve already changed a lot. You prevented the young lady’s death, you didn’t drop out either, and Ariel… yes, Ariel. You’ve reformed Ariel to some extent. But what else do you want to change here?”
“……You know, you.”
“I don’t know? What on earth do you want to change? No, ‘we’. Become your shadow? What do I get from that? I’ll be sacrificed again because of your greed to see the end anyway!”
After a while, Replica picked up my sword that had fallen on the floor. He continued speaking while slowly running his hands over the straightened blade from bottom to top.
“……I’m different from you. I’m satisfied here. This story has to end here.”
In his satisfied eyes, the tip of the sword pointed towards the reverse water and plummeted towards my head.
“This is the ending for you and me⸺”
The tip of the knife was resting on my retina.
But it didn't come any further.
His face reflected in the mirror was filled with confusion.
“Hey, why is this?”
The replica raised its arm once again and swung its sword.
But this time too, it was just barely enough to touch my neck.
“What the… why are you doing this!”
After I had calmed down to a certain extent, I stood up from my seat and put the sword away with my hand.
“You didn’t even know about the ‘settings’ that were given to you, did you?”
“Settings? What are you talking about now……!”
“You really want to see the end of this story, right?”
“…….”
You'll probably miss it very much.
Because I want to see the end like crazy.
At that moment, I felt a huge distortion of mana.
As I turned my head, Michael appeared behind Sarah and Gravitt, appearing from within the "space jump".
I quickly opened my mouth.
“It’s not too late. Now that Michael has appeared, one of us will definitely die.”
“Don’t be a jerk.”
“You know Michael’s personality better than me―”
“Lord Riepenstein! You came at a good time!”
I sighed amidst the guy's screams.
You're just making things worse.
“I need help. I can’t do this alone—”
Hurrruk!
Michael's salt water covered the guy.
Michael opened his mouth and looked at me.
“I’m sorry, but you’re the fake. If you were the real Rohan, you would never have asked me for help.”
“This fucking…….”
… … Michael, that crazy bastard. He didn't even hesitate, not even knowing who was real.
Still, I was a little surprised. Even though the odds were 50/50, he was able to tell me apart right away.
Actually, I never asked for Michael's help.
“Even that ugly appearance isn’t so bad.”
Michael, who had just glanced at me, arranged dozens of multi-methods.
The next moment, the replica disappeared from its place.
“Professor, Professor……?!”
Soon, the replica appeared again, grabbing Gravit's hair from behind.
He shouted, holding his sword to Gravit's neck.
“No one moves. If you move, I will kill this child!”
… … It felt strange to see myself like that.
That might be what I look like when I'm completely desperate.
but.
“If you can, do it.”
I ignored the warning and went towards the replica.
The replica, who had been getting anxious as I got closer, was putting strength into its arms.
“Yeah. That’s right. I don’t care about these minor roles anyway—”
“Can you really kill that kid?”
"what?"
I glanced at the settings of the replica, or rather my second self, that had appeared in the status window.
"Unchanging Heart"
✵Description
- His heart is eternal.
If you really are me, let alone imitating this feeling.
“You can’t do it. That child is precious to me too.”
You can't kill anything, not even 'me who loves Grace'.
“…….”
The Eternal Heart, which had fallen in vain, rolled around on the floor.
Only then did the replica release Gravit's hair and whisper faintly.
“……I’m sorry, Grabbit.”
“Professor, Professor……?”
The replica, which was slowly backing away, looked at Sarah, who was crying quietly while holding Laura.
Next is Michael, and lastly Grace.
The moment its gaze turned to me, the replica disappeared without a trace.
“……You will regret this moment. Like you always have.”
〔 Development Modification 〕
〔 Obtained ‘350P’ 〕
* * *
It was an unclear dream.
In that dream, someone kept calling me.
Consciousness flowing like a ripple. A voice that bridged the subtle gap between them.
“Laura…….”
When Laura finally opened her eyes, she still felt like she was dreaming.
“……Sarah, grab.”
I thought I would never be able to say those names again.
I thought I would never hear my name called again.
Sarah, who had helped Laura up, smiled and brushed the dust off her clothes.
“Let’s go back now.”
"……where?"
“Of course it’s home. I’m going back home!”
When I raised my head in Sarah's voice, I saw the sky.
The world was night, and the ruins stained with silence whispered that this was not the place for her to stay.
But no. This was his true sanctuary, his place to stay.
Take a step back.
I am leaving the embrace I longed for.
The fingertips that were connected grow farther apart, and we embrace each other at the end of the distant night, shaking off each other's body heat.
“……I can’t go back.”
Now it was time to dismantle this relationship.
“What do you mean, Laura?”
“……This is where I belong.”
Laura, who was always expressionless, the corners of her mouth, her eyes.
“……I have to disappear from here.”
Was laughing.
There was no reason.
“If I stay, you’ll be in danger. That’s why I can’t go with you.”
There was no reason for her to hesitate in the midst of a breakup that had to end without any reason.
The endless ellipses were her worry.
How could I say it without hurting her, how could I make her happy, would she like me… … all of those were my worries.
That's why Laura's voice always came late, like a stone thrown into a deep well.
But at this moment, there was no reason to hesitate any longer.
I didn't want to hesitate.
“Don't be sad.”
“Laura…….”
“Every moment we spent together was fake. Me too. Yeah, I just thought it was a dream. It was a long one…….”
"……no!"
At that moment, Sarah and Gravitt crossed the invisible line Laura had drawn and approached.
Gravitt, who was desperately holding Laura's left hand, spoke in a trembling voice.
“What Laura said to me back then. What if this world was fake? I, I… I… I still don’t understand. I’m an idiot….”
Laura felt a strong grab on her hand.
Gravitt was a timid and tearful child, but he was the most courageous of all friends.
“But, but the times I spent with you were real to me! Because of Sarah, because of Laura, I was able to come this far. Because of you… I was able to be here too….”
Her eyes grew heavy. Laura just looked down at the tears falling down to her feet.
It was the first time.
“Laura.”
Laura turned her gaze to Sarah, who was holding her right hand.
“Even if everything is fake, you and I…….”
"“……Even if all of this is fake, you are me.”
She was smiling too. Maybe her smile now resembled Sarah's. Sarah was the child who smiled more than anyone else.
"Can you accept it?"
“……Friends don’t change.”
The wind blew.
The hood Laura was wearing was removed, and her long hair rippled.
“No matter how many times you disappear, we will come back to find you. So when you want to run away, run away. Now, we will go together.”
“……!”
His usually expressionless face was distorted.
I couldn't hold back the emotions that were flooding from the bottom of my heart.
“I, I…….”
… … No one in the world can live alone.
In a world where we are each other's hell and salvation.
Each other.
“I want to be with you guys.”
Longing for it.
“I want to go back with you guys…….”
Prove it.
“I want to live like this, like this……!”
Laura sat down and sobbed.
As if hanging from the edge of a cliff, hanging on to the fingertips of two people, endlessly… … endlessly… … .
“But no. If I stay, you’ll be in danger. I don’t like that…….”
“Don’t worry about that.”
A shadow fell over their heads. It was Rohan.
“There is no more accident. Don’t worry.”
“Nope……?”
“You’re free now. Don’t worry too much, Laura.”
Rohan knelt down and met Laura's eyes, whispering as if praying.
“We will all prove it to you.”
At the end of countless stories, a new story was beginning.
In a world that had once again become an unknown story, the main character of this world, Rohan, smiled.
“Let’s go back.”

            It was time to start again.
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We returned to Little Heath again with Michael's "Space Jump".
After seeing off the sisters who were leaving together, I looked back at Michael and the young lady.
“Are you done with your work?”
Michael looked exhausted. It was because he had used space jumps repeatedly, which required a lot of mana and mental power.
“It looks like you protected what you could. Even so, I need to hear the full story of what happened. Why did this happen?”
"……All right."
I didn't want to say anything right now, but looking at the look in this kid's eyes, I thought it would be difficult to let it pass in silence.
I explained to Michael and the young lady what had happened. Of course, I left out the main points, such as Queos asking me to be the main character, and the story about the second Rohan.
Michael nodded once after hearing my explanation.
“I had some idea about the seekers. I ignored them because they were too absurd, but I didn’t know you were opposing them.”
If it were as per the original, Michael should have been confronting the seekers instead of me.
But as a result of me taking on that role, Michael didn't move.
It doesn't really matter. Even if Michael had moved, things would have only gotten worse and the young lady's fate would have been affected.
“So there are five leaders left now?”
“Yes. But the 1st and 6th Apostles are not something we can deal with right away. Not only are their forces powerful, but if we mess with them wrongly—”
“I will take care of the six apostles.”
"yes?"
I frowned without realizing it at the sight of her speaking so confidently.
If the 1st Apostle Bael reigns as the ‘King who leads the forces of the East’, the 6th Apostle Kimaris is the ‘Lord of the Nameless Dragons’ who rules over the black sky of the West.
And like Bael, Kimaris is also a transcendent being.
In this way, in order to attack the 1st and 6th Apostles, you need to mobilize at least 1 legion of the Empire.
Michael said.
“Take the big ones first. The little ones hiding behind the big ones will mistake that for their own strength. If something that has always protected you ends up attacking you, the sense of loss will be indescribable.”
“That would be too reckless.”
“You were reckless today too.”
“…….”
Michael, who had taken a step closer, was looking down at me. Before, I had sensed a strange hostility in his gaze.
But now, Michael, who was looking at me, did not have such feelings.
“You hold so much now. That means you have so much to lose. Can’t you really fathom the sadness your absence will bring?”
Over his shoulder, the girl was watching me, and the world was billowing through her windblown hair.
“If not, are you deliberately not counting it?”
Only then did I realize Michael's true intentions.
I never expected this kid to be worried about me… … .
“If you disappear and Ariel is sad, I will gladly stuff your corpse and torment you until the day I die.”
“……Don’t say such creepy things.”
Don't worry about it.
So that's what it was all about.
“That’s the story. And the meaning of this story is…….”
In Michael's voice, the young lady was giving me a faint smile that made me feel at ease.
“……Now you are not alone.”
At those words, I looked up at Michael.
No matter how many times I read it or saw it, it was a description that made me want to hit myself in the face.
If it was the original Michael, he would have stopped this kid even if it meant breaking his limbs.
But now it's different.
Michael did not fall. Instead, the plot was revised and he grew stronger than before.
Therefore, even with his forces, he would be able to deal with someone as powerful as Kimaris without difficulty.
Above all, the episode and Vassago that shook him the most are gone, so there is no need to worry for the time being.
“Do whatever you want. Aren’t you going to notify me anyway?”
“Yes. This is a bulletin board.”
I don't expect his help, but I'm not so inflexible as to refuse help either.
There was something I wanted to check more than anything.
I wonder if what this guy is saying right now is really sincere.
“Lord Riepenstein, I’m sorry, but we’ll have to leave first.”
The girl who came over then gently held my hand. While I was startled by her sudden body temperature, Michael opened his mouth.
“Wait a minute. Before that, I have something to say to Rohan.”
I looked at the girl and asked for her understanding, then turned my head to Michael.
“So… I need your time.”
I just blinked, wondering what he was talking about.
For a moment Michael hesitated.
“Actually, I promised Ariel that I would borrow your time in exchange for coming here. And this... is not a notice, it's a request.”
“No, you did that without consulting me—”
That was when.
“No.”
Purple hair filled my vision. Before I knew it, Grace was blocking my path and confronting Michael.
“Why do you say no?”
“No.”
“So why―”
“No.”
It was the first time I had seen Grace refuse so stubbornly, and that too to Michael.
“…….”
One of Michael's eyes twitched. He slowly grabbed the ring and tilted his head as if he didn't know.
“Grace Euclid.”
“Yes, Mr. Riepenstein.”
“Get out of the way.”
“I can’t get away……”
Michael's eyes, which had been reflecting the girl's face, were frozen.
It was the moment when I, who thought that this could not go on, was about to open my mouth.
“……Rohan is my person.”
For a moment, the world seemed distant. It was so fictitious.
My thoughts flew away, and with my mind blank, all I could do was stare at the girl's back.
“What I am asking now is Rohan’s intentions.”
Michael took a step forward as if he would not back down.
“Rohan, you too have an open mouth, so answer me. Whether you will refuse my request or not.”
Then this time Grace also looked at me.
I really don't know why you guys are doing this to me.
Of course, I will refuse Michael's request without hesitation. Especially since even the young lady is acting like this.
But this time… … .
“I’m sorry to both of you, but I would like to rest for a while now.”
I needed some time alone.
* * *
Jeokbuk- Jeokbuk⸺
Footsteps echoed in the auditorium.
The owner of the sound of footsteps tilted his head as he arrived in front of the decapitated corpse of Vasago.
“It’s too bad…….”
He was none other than Queos.
He, who should be imprisoned in the Agrain Archipelago by now, was standing there, unharmed.
Queos looked around at the research materials destroyed by Rohan's party.
“……I wish my paradise was filled with people I love.”
Queos looked around like an audience member watching the stage after a play.
Then he found Rohan's traces. He walked again and stood in front of the traces.
“You know what? Why I chose Rohan as the main character.”
Queos shifted his gaze amidst the incomprehensible monologue. The darkness that had been lingering around him was gathering beside him.
[Noir.]
A pitch-black suit of armor and a voice that seemed to come from the edge of an abyss.
The long horns protruding from between his broken helmet only told us that he was a monster.
1 The Apostle, "The King Who Leads the Eastern Forces" asked.
[Why are you asking me that?]
“Because you chose this world.”
Queos smiled and tickled the white euphorbia petals that decorated the pocket of his suit jacket with his fingertips.
“Then I ask you. Why did you choose this place out of all the worlds?”
[…….]
1 The apostle could not answer.
At that moment, the petals fell with Queos' touch. He reached out and offered the petals to the first apostle.
“The reason I chose Rohan as the main character wasn’t just because I thought he would be fun.”
The first apostle who had been watching the flower petals immediately held out his palm. Queos placed the flower petals on the dead apostle’s palm.
“I think I’ll be able to see a story I don’t know about… I think it’ll be able to fill the void in the scenarios I haven’t been able to think of.”
[I don't understand.]
“Yes, you may not understand. But someday, someday, the day will come when you will understand this.”
The eyes of Queos, who was staring at the Apostle, gently curved. The figure of the Apostle trapped inside resembled someone else.
“My tragedy, so don’t rush too much and wait for the story to be told.”
* * *
After arriving home and taking a shower, I collapsed on the bed.
My whole body felt heavy. Fatigue was creeping in and giving me a headache.
“……It was too much.”
Although his abilities have improved significantly compared to before, his mental strength has not yet kept up.
It was because I was going through too many things at once.
Not only did we solve the Union and Arthur's problems, we'll soon be dealing with the Three Apostles.
If the writer who arranged the story like this were next to me, I would have smashed the back of his head.
“Still, it wasn’t bad…….”
Yeah, it wasn't bad.
As a result, the development where Michael kills himself was avoided.
In the original, Michael killed his own replica and pretended to die while hiding in the darkness.
This was because the family had fallen and turned not only Springwind but the entire empire into enemies.
Thus began Michael's cause, and history took the path of war.
Luckily, that was prevented. Thanks to that, Laura didn't die. If you think about it positively, this episode has a 'happy ending'.
“It seems like nothing has changed.”
… … Now I have become the “main character”.
I'm talking about the main character of this world.
But nothing changed.
Even though his abilities had improved through compensation, he was still far behind munchkins like Michael.
Moreover, when I checked Michael's status window again, he was still the "main character".
The main character of this world hasn't changed. I've just been added.
When I was dealing with replicas, it was a gamble of sorts that I strengthened the "Setting Shop" instead of the "Character Fairy Tale".
If I had borrowed Michael's "Plot Armor", at least I wouldn't have died, but I wouldn't have been able to defeat the replica.
Because they were all me.
And to surpass me, I had to take a bigger gamble.
That doesn't mean I'm betting on an uncertain gamble.
It's a whopping 500P.
As always, the probability gave me power equal to the number I paid.
That's why I could use the huge number of 500 without hesitation. At the very least, if I just used the special ability to raise the level of "Growth", I would be guaranteed that level of strength.
But the problem is… … .
[ It lacks the plausibility to reinforce the “main character” setting. ]
[To strengthen this setting, ‘3,000P’ is required.]
… … Now the units of numbers have changed.
“It’s not important right now.”
Let's think about this later, because the probability I'm gaining is increasing.
I rummaged through my pockets and took out a glass bead the size of my thumbnail. The bead was emitting colorful light like a prism.
This bead was a disk that was secretly taken from his computer before destroying Vassago's laboratory.
"This magic should not exist yet. No one would want to be replaced. It is the same reason that there are so many taboos in the world. Therefore, it is right to destroy this place."
It was Michael who first suggested destroying the laboratory.
Certainly, ‘human cloning’ is taboo.
Unlike existing homunculi, it is even more so if it is a fake that is close to the real thing, even replicating memories.
"Replica" was not yet a level of magic that this world could accept.
Of course, in the very distant future, humanity as a whole will have developed to the point where even that will become common. But now is not the time.
Woohoooo―
As I poured mana into the glass bead, the data stored there flowed out along my fingertips.
The advantage of this bead is that data can also be stored in the form of memory. Therefore, human memories can also be stored as data, and data can also become human memories.
Naturally, these artifacts were incredibly expensive.
“…….”
I stared silently at the data at my fingertips.
This is absolutely ridiculous.
If I could use this, I could bring the world under my control.
No matter how strong the enemy is, if they copy me countless times and fight me, I will be no match for them.
Phagec!
After a few seconds, I erased the data without hesitation.
The childish wordplay of world conquest is a no-no.
There is only one thing I wish for and desire in this world.
Yeah, it's 'that one'.
"miss……."
My eyes kept closing.
There's still more to sort out.
The replica that ran away, thinking about the second Rohan… … .
‧‧‧In an instant, my eyes opened again.
I must have fallen asleep before I knew it. When I checked the time, it was dawn.
Just then the doorbell rang.
Ding dong⸺
Who is it at this hour of the morning?
If you were a young lady, you would have called in advance. No, there's no reason for you to come here so early in the morning.
Ding dong⸺
Whoever it is, it won't turn out well.
I will pay the price for waking up the slumber of the Weapon Master of the Continent…
Click
“……What are you doing at this hour?”
Michael Riepenstein.
When I opened the door, he was standing there.
Michael opened his mouth.
“Rohan, please.”
“What favor do you want… That’s difficult. Let’s talk later. Go back. I’m really tired today.”
After being rudely greeted at the door and returning to the living room, I glanced at the front door. I was shocked.
“Wow… This was the scariest thing I’ve had this year.”
The thing that gave me the creepiest bit was when I opened the door and Michael was waiting there.
After calming down my surprised mind, I went back to my room and tried to sleep.
It was the morning, the moment I opened the front door after finishing getting ready for work.
“……Please.”

            Michael, with his bleary eyes, was still standing at the front door.
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After breaking up with Rohan and Grace, Michael walked home.
When was the last time I walked like this? Even the scenery I passed by every day while driving felt quite unfamiliar and different.
“……Rohan.”
His vision was blurred by his thoughts.
For the time being, I couldn't figure out what he was thinking or what he was planning.
At first, I thought he was only trying to protect this empire against his own cause.
No it wasn't.
Next, I thought I would try to restore the world she loved for Grace.
That wasn't it either.
Finally, I thought it was his love for Grace that moved him.
It seemed somewhat similar.
‘But no.’
Something was wrong.
As if there was a bigger goal that he wasn't aware of.
‘I don’t know what good it will do you to fight against the seekers.’
If they were seekers, Michael was already on guard.
From an academic point of view, they are mad magicians, from a religious point of view, they are pseudo-sciences, and from a human point of view, they are idealists fascinated by madness.
They were quite threatening beings.
The force could not be estimated, and its purpose was clear but uncertain.
However, Michael just stood by and watched because it was not his business.
But that was the same for Rohan.
‘Is it because their goals do not align with yours that you clash with the seekers?’
I couldn't figure out what his purpose was, but Michael was thinking of helping him to some extent.
If Rohan disappears, Grace cannot be saved.
Michael still hoped Grace would be happy. He hoped her smile, which had begun to appear like a faint dawn, would become clear again.
‘However, I won’t make a hasty judgment. Since your purpose and my purpose are also at odds, the tips of our swords will be pointed at each other someday.’
Michael Riepenstein.
The protagonist of this world.
His goal is one.
‘It’s a night when I miss you especially.’
Michael's circle, which arose amidst affectionate emotions, was embroidered before my eyes.
Soon the circle followed his gaze and drew a person's face.
“……Claudia.”
She was his eternal first love and last love.
At that time, a person who resembled his love was seen from afar.
It was Ariel.
“What if I catch a cold at this hour…?”
Michael quickly dispersed the circle and quickly approached Ariel, who was standing in front of the gate.
“The wind is cold.”
Ariel bowed her head politely as she faced him.
“Your Majesty.”
“What were you doing here? If it’s Rohan, then finish everything and go home…….”
“I was waiting for you, my lord.”
The moment that voice reached Michael, his cold blood began to melt.
“You mean…me?”
“Yes. I was worried because you were late.”
The corners of Michael's mouth twitched at those words.
A smile twitched in my mouth.
Michael, who tried hard to calm his mind, answered expressionlessly as if nothing had happened.
“Let’s go now. By the way, have you eaten? If you don’t mind, something simple…….”
“Excuse me, Rohan, what about your time?”
“…….”
Only then did Michael realize that Ariel had not been waiting for him, but for Rohan's time.
Once again he was frozen.
For a moment, Michael's spine went cold as he remembered Rohan's rejection.
‘… … This is a big deal.’
He even made a bold promise in front of Ariel, but in the end he couldn't keep his promise.
If things continued like this, Ariel would be greatly disappointed. I didn't want to see that sight.
Michael couldn't watch as sadness rose up on that shadowy face again.
“Don’t worry. Rohan has promised to lend you his time.”
“Really? Thank you!”
It was a lie.
But when he saw Ariel, who was as happy as a child, he couldn't tell her the truth.
Michael took out his pocket watch from his bosom, checked the time, and turned in the direction he had come from.
“Oh, I forgot about an important appointment. You should go inside first.”
“It’s really late…… Okay. Then, take care on your way back.”
“Come back soon.”
Michael straightened his disheveled collar, turned around, and walked forward with dignity.
Soon, he heard the sound of the front door closing, and the moment Ariel's presence disappeared, he ran with all his might towards Rohan's house.
‘I absolutely have to accept it!’
And in front of Rohan's house where we arrived.
Michael rang the doorbell without hesitation and waited for Rohan to come out with his luggage on his back.
Click
“……What are you doing at this hour?”
“Rohan, please.”
Contrary to his relaxed appearance, his speech was rambling.
Fortunately, Rohan understood what Michael meant and shook his head.
“……That’s difficult. Let’s talk about it later. Go back. I’m really tired today.”
Michael, who had been treated so rudely by the Kungmunjeon, froze in place. He had naturally thought that he would accept it.
I am Michael Riepenstein.
Merlin of Merlins and a genius wizard of Springwind.
How dare you refuse a request that I personally made?
“Such an impertinent…….”
Tsk tsk tsk!
For a moment, sparks of mana flashed around Michael.
A murderous intent that could blow away Rohan's house in an instant.
But Michael had to withdraw his strength.
‘It’s all for Ariel’s sake. Bear with it, Michael.’
Michael took a deep breath and glared at the front door.
Still, I came here, thinking that if I waited a little longer, it would open again.
But it was seven hours later, in the morning, that Rohan opened the door.
‘… … I guess I underestimated you.’
The moment Michael met Rohan, who had just finished preparing for work, he spoke with sharp eyes.
“Please.”
* * *
Nowhere has such a description been written.
Michael was always overbearing and noble, and so he was regarded as an idol by the nobility.
He doesn't bow his head because he is a nobleman.
He doesn't ask questions about things he doesn't know, because there is nothing he doesn't know.
He doesn't ask anyone for help because he has nothing to regret.
Michael Riepenstein, he was that kind of person.
“……How long are you going to be like this?”
Arriving near Springwind on my bike, I encountered Michael, who had already arrived via space jump.
Such high-level magic shouldn't be used in times like this. Even a magic that would make even a good wizard struggle for days if used once is abused like that...
“Until you accept my request.”
“At this point, it’s not a request, it’s a demand.”
“I know, too.”
Shameless bastard.
I don't even ask for favors anymore.
That sight was even more disgusting, and it was actually backfiring on my mind.
“I would like to grant Michael’s requests if possible, but it is difficult right now.”
“What is the reason?”
I took a moment to catch my breath.
After checking since this morning, I couldn't get in touch with Rugal.
Because of that, I couldn't confirm the news from the demon world that I heard from Karina last time.
… … This is definitely something that happened over there.
“I have a place to go.”
“I’ll go too. If there’s anything I can do to help, I’ll be happy to help.”
Only then did I stop walking and look straight at Michael.
“I’ve said this over and over again, but we—”
“I know we’re not in a position to ask for favors.”
Certainly we know each other too well.
That's why I didn't understand.
Michael asked me for a favor even though he knew that.
But on the other hand, it is understandable.
His heart is willing to give up everything for Ariel.
To be honest, Michael's request wasn't that difficult.
Even if it's not today, I can give you as much time as you want.
I just want to keep my distance.
I don't want Ariel and my relationship to get any closer than this.
I wanted to stop here, knowing that everything I say and do will hurt her someday.
“You were in front of the house until morning. Could it be that you had been waiting since last night?”
“Yes.”
Is this stupid or foolish… … .
I honestly didn't understand this part.
“Have you no pride? You don’t seem to remember what you did to our young lady before?”
“…….”
“You want me to meet Ariel? If you have any conscience, you shouldn’t do this to me.”
If I were Michael, I would have done everything I could to prevent Ariel and I from meeting.
Even if it's not me, everyone would feel that way.
“I know. I remember. But still….”
The next moment Michael lowered his head.
“……Because this is all I can do for Ariel.”
Michael looked incompetent today.
On the contrary, my heart was seen more clearly than ever.
I sighed and lowered my head.
“I got off topic. I guess I was a little tired.”
“I understand. It was my fault for not taking your circumstances into consideration.”
But since Michael is asking me to do this, I guess I can't help it.
“But today is not possible. Tomorrow or the day after, Saturday. How about that?”
“Saturday the day after tomorrow, Saturday the day after tomorrow…….”
Is it that great to just get one bit of my time?
Michael kept mumbling about the date of the appointment.
Michael, who had regained his usual appearance as if he had come to his senses, belatedly began to formalize himself.
“Ahem. Good. But remember. If you go back on that promise, I will destroy you.”
“……That won’t happen.”
I paid no attention to Michael's warning.
I didn't have any plans this weekend, and if I wanted to rest on my own, today or tomorrow would be enough.
Since what happened with the young lady last time, I have no choice but to meet Ariel and check out the atmosphere.
Honestly, the situation was positive, just not what I wanted.
… … Above all, it’s about time for that ‘character’ to appear.
“Let me go first. And I hope you keep your promise.”
Michael walked lightly through the main gate and entered Springwind.
Arthur greeted me as I arrived at the main gate.
“You must have had a hard time last night.”
“Hello, Mr. Ben.”
“Just call me Ben. It’s easier.”
Today, Arthur was guarding the main gate in the guise of Ben. I asked cautiously.
“Is the work suitable for you? In this case, wouldn’t it be better to come to the professorship?”
“Thank you for your kind words, but I must decline.”
Arthur shook his head with a warm smile. He followed the students who entered the school early in the morning.
“I’m fine with it the way it is now. It’s a good way for me to train myself to clean up the space for the sunlight to stay before the sun rises and to watch the sunlight accumulate.”
Arthur's smile was brighter than the sunlight. Its faint sparkle was like a jewel, or rather, it was so shabby that it made the jewel look shabby.
He was stripped of his rank and even his knighthood.
Decades of time went up in smoke in an instant.
And yet Arthur smiles.
I was content and grateful for even the smallest things, as if they were nothing.
As expected, Arthur was someone I couldn't follow.
“Well, that’s great. If there’s anything that’s inconvenient, please let me know at any time. I’ll do my best to help you.”
Ben patted my shoulder, probably secretly appreciating those words.
“You have already received enough grace. Isn’t there anything I can do to help you? For example, something that can help relieve some of the worry on your face.”
“It’s okay. I was just a little tired.”
I bashfully swiped my cheek.
To be able to accurately recognize the slight changes that occurred overnight. Arthur’s experience cannot be fooled.
Suddenly, a request occurred to me, so I continued speaking cautiously.
“If it’s not too much trouble, I’d like to learn from you.”
Arthur looked around at those words and whispered quietly.
“Are you talking about teaching?”
“Yes. To be honest, I still have a lot to learn.”
I am lacking. And a lot.
I realized this the hard way yesterday while dealing with replicas.
And then there's "resonance".
What I used back then wasn't a full resonance.
It was merely an imitation of Arthur, and its power was only slightly better than that of the Auror Blade.
Of course, it would be great if I could ask the young lady for something like this, but I didn't want to burden her with something like this.
“Teaching… I’ll be happy to help. Then, you may go in. I’ve been keeping a busy person busy for too long.”
As I followed Arthur's gaze, I saw that there were more students coming to school than before.
I noticed Arthur's concern that there would be many listening ears, so I greeted him politely.
“Then I’ll see you next time.”
“Come whenever you have time. Let’s have a cup of tea.”
After parting ways with Arthur, I walked away in a good mood.
If only I could learn his teachings, my swordsmanship would be much better than it is now.
Since my previous plan to have Rivercraft as my teacher had failed, I had to learn swordsmanship from Arthur.
By the way, I wonder how River Craft is doing now. The situation in the Demon World seems to be unstable.
“Your Majesty, Bugyeoshu!”
Bikes passing by in an instant.
Sarah got off her bike, ran to me, and hugged me.
“Good morning!”
“Okay. Good morning…….”
Then, my eyes met with those of Laura, who was following me. Today, Laura was wearing a dark purple cardigan instead of a robe.
“Hello, Associate Professor.”
“Hello Laura.”
Unlike before, Laura didn't hesitate before speaking.
But since his speech was so easygoing and gentle, it was just like that.
“Hello, Professor……!”
Gravit was still the same. The only thing that had changed was that his shoulders and expression, which had always been hunched over, had become much lighter.
To me, none of them are bad. Each one has its own unique personality.
I asked Sarah.
“You guys come to school earlier than expected?”
“Surprisingly! We usually go to school early.”
“I heard from the professor of the Department of Theory and Mana that he is always late.”
“What are you talking about, Mushun! I can’t help it because I have to practice riding my bike… And don’t worry! I’m now a master of intermediate healing magic!”
Sarah still protested to me with her short tongue.
A sight I may never have seen again. I was glad to see it again.
“I’m joking. You treated this wound yesterday too.”
I gently touched the part of my chest where the spear of the replica had pierced me.
If it weren't for Sarah's healing magic, I would have been hospitalized.
“Thank you, Sarah. Grabbit and Laura too.”
“……We’re going to go now. We have to practice. Let’s go, let’s go, guys!”
Sarah, with her head bowed, quickly got on the bike and led the sisters to the annex.
It was nice to see him looking as usual.
On the one hand, I was envious of the way wounds healed quickly.
Suddenly, I wondered what it would have been like if I had friends like that.
That was when.
“Hey, why are you so absent-minded so early in the morning?”
“……Come down.”
Ellie's face suddenly popped out from the side as she ran up to me and was carried on my back.
“You don’t like it?”
“I told you to come down.”
“Okay, let’s carry Lady Ellis and head to the main building~”
“One, two…….”
“Even though I’m still a patient? Ugh, the injury I got last time…….”
“You are really foolish.”

            I sighed and had no choice but to carry Ellie on my back and go to the main building.
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Towards the end of dawn, the twilight that had been clinging to the window was beginning to fade.
“……What time is it?”
Ariel, who was lying in bed, opened her eyes with a start.
I quickly check the time.
It's still 5 am.
The appointment with Rohan was at 10 AM, much later than that.
“Let’s hurry.”
Five hours weren't enough for Ariel.
She ran to the bathroom, quickly undressed, and washed herself.
I deliberately turned on the cold water even in the chilly weather to clear my mind.
Chaaaa
Ariel picked up the expensive shampoo and body wash she had bought yesterday. She wanted to stand in front of Rohan with the sweetest scent in the world.
“What kind of clothes would be good…….”
After finishing her bath, Ariel dried her body cleanly using the wind spell and stood in front of the wardrobe wearing a robe.
“I wore these clothes yesterday. I wore these clothes last time too… I like these.”
A black loose-fitting shirt with a white polka-dot pattern and a bright pastel-colored skirt to complement the top that might otherwise look dark.
There was even a necklace that resembled Rohan's eyes that Ellis had given her last time. She only wanted to stand in front of Rohan in the most beautiful way.
“Oh, that…….”
Suddenly, Ariel's cheeks slightly blushed. Ellis' words were being played back.
“Don’t you know? Underwear is the true source of confidence.”
At the time, I dismissed it as nothing more than a vulgar remark, but when I thought about it carefully, it made sense.
Above all, it is in front of Rohan.
Ariel wanted to pay attention to even the smallest details that were invisible to his eyes.
“Okay. This is enough.”
Ariel changed into her favorite underwear, hung the clothes she had chosen on a hanger so she could wear them before going out, and then changed into her everyday clothes.
dripping-
6:30 in the morning.
Ariel knocked not on Michael's bedroom but on his study.
As I quietly opened the door, Michael, who was sitting at the desk, opened his mouth with his eyes fixed on the book he was reading.
“Are you awake?”
“Yes. Did you sleep well?”
“Yeah. Was there anything uncomfortable?”
Michael is the head of the Riepenstein family.
As a member of the family, it was natural for Ariel to greet Michael, the eldest in the family.
The moment Ariel finished her greeting and was about to leave, Michael closed the bookshelf.
“Was it today? The promise with Rohan.”
Before he knew it, Michael's gaze was turned towards him.
I felt sorry. On the other hand, I was grateful for his heart that gave for me.
I didn't know it at the time, but as time passed, I came to understand.
How innocent and cruel, childish, she looked when she was happy about her promise with Rohan in front of Michael.
“Have a nice trip.”
“…….”
Michael, by comparison, was an adult.
Ariel could understand Michael's pain because she was already in love with him.
Shoulders weighed down by pain, the loneliness of having to watch, the sadness of having to be alone even though you know you will leave.
… … But it wasn’t like that today.
I've never felt so lonely as I did today...
Michael continued speaking instead of Ariel, who was speechless at the sight she rarely saw.
“Don’t forget to bring me a present when you come back.”
It was a Michael joke.
Sometimes Michael would tell jokes that weren't even that funny.
… … You might think it’s funny, but I didn’t find it funny at all.
“I will definitely choose a gift that you like.”
“Thank you.”
Still I smile.
Because I appreciate that feeling.
That heart that thinks of me.
That heart that I had never shown to anyone, anywhere… … .
‘… … I wish things had worked out better with Professor Grace.’
Ariel closed the door and came out, leaning her back against the hallway wall. She thought about the man sitting there like an idiot.
As long as Rohan was there, his heart would not change.
So I felt even more sorry for Michael. On the other hand, I envied the person named ‘Claudia Lauren’ who looked exactly like me.
I wonder what kind of blessings I have received to receive so much love even after death.
‘This isn’t the time for this.’
Ariel hurried back to her room, sat at the table, and started putting on makeup.
Since I don't usually enjoy putting on makeup, my hands were shaking today.
Meanwhile, the sun rose. Ariel came to her senses as the sunlight spread into the room outside the window and became brighter.
“It’s already time…….”
Before I knew it, it was 8:30.
Ariel hurriedly changed her clothes, gave a message to Michael, and left the house.
‘I can’t keep you waiting, Rohan.’
I hurriedly caught a taxi. I had to get there before Rohan.
The road to our destination felt endlessly long.
“We have arrived.”
“Thank you. Here, the change is fine.”
“Haha, I’m so lucky this morning!”
While someone's urgency was someone else's good fortune, Ariel got out of the car and ran towards her destination.
The time was half past nine.
‘Thank goodness you came thirty minutes early… …!’
The next moment, Rohan, who was standing under the tree, looked back at Ariel.
* * *
I don't know how this happened.
“If I knew you were waiting, I would have come sooner. I’m sorry.”
Although her mind was racing like crazy, Ariel tried to smile as if nothing had happened.
Rohan answered while looking around the city.
“No. I just left early because I thought there would be traffic. Luckily, there wasn’t any.”
“Have you eaten?”
Rohan, who still didn't look at Ariel, shook his head with a thoughtful look in his eyes.
"yet."
“Then, if it’s okay with you, Rohan, would you like to have brunch there?”
“Okay. Let’s do that.”
Just thinking about sitting across from Rohan made my heart pound.
And the restaurant they arrived at. It was the moment when Ariel sat down, following the instructions of the staff.
“Lord Rohan?”
“Isn’t it a little tight? Sorry.”
“Huh? Oh, no! It’s okay…….”
I thought we would sit facing each other. No.
‘What, what is it? Why are you sitting next to me?’
As if in a lie, Rohan was sitting next to him.
Their arms were so close that they almost touched, and the moment they did, Ariel's heart would stop.
‘If we keep doing this, we’ll just be like lovers.’
Ariel's ears turned red.
I wanted Rohan to smell the best, but instead I was smelling the only scent in the world.
‘Rather, I like this kind of thing… …’
While Ariel couldn't even touch the menu, Rohan had been looking out the window for a while.
‘I have no choice but to protect Ariel. It may be a little uncomfortable, but I have no choice but to endure it.’
It was unclear what he was trying to protect Ariel from, but the person in question was unable to read Rohan's strangeness.
“I’ll have the roasted coffee and bacon and eggs. Have you chosen everything, Rohan?”
“…….”
“Lord Rohan?”
Only then did Rohan come to his senses and check the menu.
“Huh? Bacon and eggs?”
“Yes. It’s over here.”
“You said that with coffee?”
When Ariel nodded, Rohan called the waiter and ordered the same menu as her.
Meanwhile, Ariel swallowed her breath.
‘Why are you ordering the same thing as me? Do you want to taste the same thing as me…?’
It was an illusion that was not true, but because of that illusion, Ariel's mood was filled with ecstasy once again.
“I heard you recently became a Weapon Master. Congratulations, Rohan.”
“Thank you. Thanks to you, I think I can teach you guys better.”
“You are still teaching well enough.”
Ariel gazed at Rohan's profile with respectful eyes.
‘You should be proud of being a Weapon Master, but why are you so humble?’
This time it wasn't a mistake.
Even the knights who had just reached the level of Sword Master were often arrogant and boastful.
But Rohan was different.
Of course, he had worked hard to become a Weapon Master, but it was an unfair way to get there compared to others.
Moreover, Rohan was not the type of person to brag about something like this. It didn't suit his personality.
“The food you ordered has arrived.”
Ariel, who was slicing bacon while looking at Rohan's face, asked quietly.
“The weather seems nice today. The wind is just right. I’m thinking of taking a walk in the nearby park after dinner. What do you think, Rohan?”
“Mana plunderer.”
"yes?"
Rohan, who had been looking somewhere else again, realized his slip of the tongue and hurriedly picked up the utensils.
“The weather is nice, just like you said. A walk in the park would be nice.”
Ariel felt like she had heard a slightly strange answer, but she didn't care because Rohan seemed to agree with her opinion.
After finishing their meal, Rohan and Ariel headed straight to the park.
Clear clouds and blue sky.
The park lying gently beneath was rippling with greenery.
“How is school these days?”
Ariel happily responded when Rohan, who had been silent for a while, spoke first.
“The class level is appropriate and not bad.”
“Then that’s fortunate.”
Rohan nodded calmly, but was secretly surprised.
‘The only students who would say that Springwind’s classes are suitable are you and the student body president.’
You may have forgotten, but Springwind is one of the most prestigious universities in the Empire.
A place where even those who were considered geniuses or prodigies during their academy days realize that they were just ordinary people once they actually crossed the threshold.
If it had come out of another student's mouth, I would have thought it was a joke, but if it was Ariel, it was a different story.
‘Come to think of it, Ariel hasn’t missed a single head since she came to Springwind.’
It was a talent that felt overwhelming and almost violent to some.
If this kind of character continued to grow, it was clear that he would one day surpass himself and Grace.
Maybe that's why Rohan's expression wasn't good.
‘… … That’s why it’s more dangerous.’
Certainly, if the current development is true, if it is fate, the potential threat to Ariel is incomparable to anyone else's.
Even in the original work, the fact that he became strong enough to defeat Grace in just 3 years was proof of this.
“Ariel.”
“Yes, Rohan. Go ahead.”
That was when.
“Come a little closer and walk.”
"……yes?"
Ariel staggered, her thoughts paralyzed at those words.
Thud.
Rohan stretched out his arm and grabbed Ariel's hand, pulling it towards him.
… … It was an irresistible force, like gravity.
Ariel was drawn to Rohan like a falling apple.
It was as if her heart had stopped beating, and no sound could be heard from her chest. However, this unrealistic reality was playing out before her eyes one by one, as if it were not some old delusion of hers.
“…….”
After that, Ariel followed Rohan without saying a word.
My whole body was burning.
Is love originally this hot?
Is it because it's so hot that I can't think of anything?
‘I wish this moment could last forever… … .’
I want to walk this path with this person forever.
Now it didn't matter who he loved.
Just stay by my side.
That was enough.
At that moment, Rohan whispered to me as if in a dream.
“I will be by your side…….”
At the same time, Ariel woke up from her fantasy.
“……So, no matter what happens from now on, never panic.”
“Huh? What is that—”
Tsk tsk tsk!
When he raised his head, an unidentified spell was being arranged above his head.
Rohan, who had summoned Eternal Heart with "Link", was preparing an aura wave.
“Bow down, Ariel!”

            Kwaang!
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““Like what happened with Freddy last time, the criminals of the Empire are at their peak.”
Yesterday, Cornelia called me into the president's office and told me this.
""In Freddy's time, the kids at the bottom of the class were the targets of crime, but this time it's the opposite.""
Even in this world that revolves around the logic of swords and magic, criminals, so-called ‘villains’, exist.
Rather, they are more frightening than reality. Of course. They also used magic and swordsmanship, and they were abusing them.
""Mana Reavers are special serial killers who target the weak but strong. For example, Karen, a student from the Arilleria family who is still lacking but has great potential."
Karen di Arilleria. Even that student was almost harmed by the 'Mana Reaver'.
This was an incident that could have easily developed into a major problem if it had not been for the bodyguards that the Arilleria family normally had attached.
The empire's serial killer, this world's villain, and mana pillager.
There is only one reason why he commits a crime.
Core.
As the name suggests, the Mana Stealer is a guy who steals the essence of ‘mana’.
“Hey, I guess I underestimated you because you’re just an associate professor.”
A high-pitched voice full of playfulness, yet unpleasantly scratchy to the eardrums.
“That’s great, that’s great. You can eat it and he can eat it too, killing two birds with one stone, killing two birds with one stone.”
Amidst the sudden commotion, a mana raider was walking towards us, screaming and escaping.
He was a strangely cheerful guy.
Aside from the piercings on his lips and eyebrows, his face was otherwise handsome.
“……Who is that person?”
Ariel, who was standing right next to me, glared at the mana raider.
I answered as if I was talking about a page I had already read.
"villain."
“If he’s a villain… he’s a criminal.”
I nodded and continued speaking, my sword in my hand.
“He’s a wizard. If you get the slightest hint of it, use magical defense right away.”
"All right."
Ariel didn't bring her sword today. Even if she had, it probably wouldn't have been of much help.
Because the mana raiders… … .
Crunch!
I leapt to within striking distance of the mana raider and swung my sword.
The feeling of cutting was transmitted through the sword to each of my finger joints. However, the mana reaver who met my eyes was smiling.
“Oh, what should I do? Are you really disappointed?”
The mana raider, who had stepped back leisurely, looked down at the waist I had struck.
The guy's waist was fine. There was no wound, only his clothes were torn off.
“Things like sticking a knife in my throat don’t work on me. Well, they don’t work on me, right? Hehe… Are you jealous?”
Soon I felt Mana's movement behind me.
As I turned around, sharp shards of ice swept past where I had been standing.
“…….”
I put my sword back in its scabbard and watched the guy.
Even though I thought I could still cut it since I was a Weapon Master, that guy’s ‘ability’ was ignoring even that distant realm.
Mana plunderer.
Episode 167, page 23.
Traits are material distortion and aura immunity.
These were pieces of information I knew without having to check the status window.
That the Mana Reavers would come after Ariel after Karen.
And it wasn't just luck that the guy showed up at the time I was with Ariel.
This guy is… … .
ㅤㅤㅤㅤName: Russell Swindler
ㅤ [Strength: C (25.9%)] ㅤㅤ [Agility: C (33.7%)]
ㅤㅤㅤㅤ├───Ability───┤
ㅤ [Physical Strength: B (75.2%)] ㅤㅤ [Magic Power: S (98.4%)]
ㅤㅤㅤㅤ⸺「List of Possessed Settings」⸺
ㅤ「Overgrowth」ㅤ「Mana Absorption」「Aura Immunity」
ㅤ "Immunity to physical attacks" "Villain"... [omitted]
… … Not the mana raider I know.
* * *
When you read any kind of printed book, not just novels, you often find little mistakes.
""Mikhail? Oh, you bastard, you made another typo……""
Of course, forgiving readers tend to just skim over minor typos that don't harm readability and are easily understandable.
It was the same for me.
""What? Why is it different from what I know?""
However, sometimes, the development or setting of the novel would be changed without notice.
It was fortunate that the names of items or characters in the work changed. In extreme cases, the character's personality or the story itself changed.
Just like the “development correction” I have experienced countless times throughout my life.
It would have been nice if the author had at least given a hint that he had revised it. The most frustrating thing was when he changed it without saying anything.
“Russell Swindler…….”
I chewed over the name.
It was the first time I had heard that name in this world.
Mana Reaver is not called that.
The name of the mana raider I know is… …Isabella Swifty.
Besides, he was a different gender than that guy. And his actions were different too.
“I really like knights who use auras. Why? Because they’re idiots. Hehe… Just like you!”
Hurrruk!
The "Fire Field" that the Mana Reaver had created surged through the ground towards me.
Wherever the flames passed, everything was turning black. Seeing the perfectly healthy street trees turn to ashes and scatter in an instant, it was no ordinary fire.
“I see.”
I just extended my hand without even taking a separate stance.
At the same time, the guy's technique was distorted the moment he put a circle on his fingertips.
I continued speaking while using my magic defense skills.
“……Unfortunately, I am the opposite.”
It was entirely thanks to Michael that I learned magical defense.
Michael is one crazy munchkin bastard.
Moreover, the magical power ability is also SSS.
What I learned was to take down such a kid.
therefore…….
“I like wizards too. Especially ones like you whose strings and chord arrangements are messed up.”
… … This kind of nonsensical magic won’t work.
“What are you?”
“Rohan, Associate Professor of Swordsmanship at Springwind.”
“Hey… Are you kidding me right now?”
“I thought your answer was more serious than your magic. I apologize.”
The smile disappeared from the mana raider's face.
Suddenly, I felt a burning sensation at the back of my neck.
It was thanks to the debris from the fire that had not been completely dismantled that it brushed past.
It looks like it's eaten up quite a few people's cores.
The Isabella I know is a mana plunderer, but all she did was steal two slices of pizza.
Well, that doesn't matter. Isabella's gone now.
Woohoo!
The moment I fired the circle, the guy's arranged spell continued down his ankle.
Jejejeok⸺
For a moment, the mana reaver, frozen to his thighs, fell forward.
The guy glared at me, spitting out the dirt in his mouth.
“What are you? Huh? What are you? How did you destroy my magic?”
“That’s not what you need to know. What you really need to know is what happens to you from now on.”
“Heh, hehehe…… shit.”
The mana reaver, supporting his body with both arms, raised his upper body.
I jumped up and kicked the guy's head before he could even implement his spell.
thud!
The mana reaver whose head was at my feet wiped its nose and mouth with the palm of its hand.
“It’s blood… blood, blood! What did you do? How did you cheat?”
I had no intention of explaining it to you kindly.
However, instead of an aura, a circle was placed on the foot.
You've probably never seen anything like this.
Because using circles and auras together was something that required a lot of madness.
“Hey. Hey, hey, hey! Stop this and let’s come to an agreement. I’ll give you half of my mana. Do you know how many people I’ve killed? Hehe…… A lot⸺”
⸺Kooong!
Unable to listen any longer, I kicked his head again.
I have no intention of killing you. There was something I had to do before that.
I turned back to check if Ariel was okay, leaving the stunned mana reaver behind.
Then three strange men stood in my way.
“Who are you?”
“It’s the police. It seems like you’re not in league with the criminal. Thank you for helping us arrest the criminal.”
I looked around at the people who introduced themselves as police officers.
However, his uniform was different from that of a police officer. Moreover, the badge on his lapel had something other than the police department's emblem engraved on it.
“You are police officers from the Management Bureau. I’m sorry, but I caught this guy. I have other things to deal with, so I can’t transfer him.”
The police officers' expressions hardened at my words.
“Private retaliation is strictly prohibited in the Empire. Furthermore, the task of extraditing criminals is the responsibility of our police, not knights like you. Do you intend to interfere with the execution of official duties?”
“I don’t mean to interfere with your official duties. Oh, by the way, I forgot to introduce myself—”
At that moment, the police officer standing next to me opened his mouth. And what poured out was information about me.
“Name Rohan. Sword Master of the Gamma rank. Originally the Vice-Captain of the Eclat Knights, currently working as an Associate Professor at Springwind. Donated 13.6 billion rings at the 162nd Imperial Auction, and annihilated 16 demons during the expedition to Krundale.”
“…….”
Now, aside from the fact that I was a Beta-ranked Weapon Master, their information about me was accurate.
But I have no intention of backing down.
To be exact, I have no intention of handing over the ‘core’ of this mana raider to the Administration.
"……stop."
I was just about to raise my aura to show them the difference in class when I heard a familiar voice.
“It seems there was a lack of education on not harming civilians in public places.”
As he appeared, the stiff police officers turned to the side and saluted.
A navy coat embroidered with the Bureau's emblem swayed as he walked.
“The salute from the Administration means that you have carried out your duties perfectly. On the other hand, you have not.”
“I have no face.”
“Submit your report as soon as you return. The other two too.”
"……All right."
In the meantime, I was lost in thought.
Should I welcome this face or be wary?
Then Inspector Javelin turned to me and bowed his head.
“It’s been a while, Rohan.”
“It hasn’t been that long since I last saw you, Inspector Javelin.”
Only then did the police officers realize the situation and bow to me in a cold sweat.
Javelin raised his head and glanced at the fallen mana reaver behind me.
“Did Lord Rohan pursue you?”
“I just gave him a warning because he was hanging around my disciple. Judging by the atmosphere, he seems to be a criminal that the management bureau was chasing.”
Javelin, who had raised his hand and pushed the police back, looked into my eyes.
“Russell Swindler is a felon who has been wanted by our bureau for a long time. If it is not too much trouble, may we extradite him?”
“I’m sorry, but I can’t. I have business with that guy, too.”
“It seems like you didn’t intend to simply give a warning. Instead, I need to hear the reason. If it is not reasonable or convincing, I will have the authority of the administration to forcibly take the criminal away.”
As expected, Javelin was a man of principles.
Still, I didn't feel sorry. Javelin was simply carrying out his mission.
I looked around at Ariel and the police officers who had suddenly approached and gestured to Javelin.
“Listen for a moment.”
"great."
And then he whispered the reason.
After finishing speaking and looking around, Javelin was looking down at the mana raider with surprised eyes.
If this is the reason, Javelin couldn't do anything.
“……I understand. However, the deadline is one week. If the criminal is not handed over to the management bureau within a week, I will arrest Rohan.”
“It won’t take even a week. I’ll deliver it to you today. Anyway, thank you.”
It was the moment when I was about to turn around after saying hello.
“Please be careful.”
I looked down at Javelin's hand that was gripping my forearm. It was slightly tense.
… … I had a rough idea of what he was trying to tell me. Well, I guess it’s about time for ‘they’ to make their move.
Javelin took his hand away and held out a pair of black stone handcuffs from his waistband.
“Be careful, you might run wild.”
“That won’t happen. But I’ll use this well and return it to you.”
Javelin turned around and disappeared, leading the police officers.
Ariel asked me as she was examining the mana raiders.
“What’s happening now?”
“It’s nothing. It’s all taken care of now. Are you hurt?”
Ariel examined her body and shook her head.
“I’m fine. But Rohan……”
Ariel put her hand in her pocket and took out a handkerchief.
“Excuse me for a moment.”
Then he wiped the back of my neck with a handkerchief. It was the place that had been burned by the flames earlier.
Suddenly, I felt sorry for Ariel.
You must have been really looking forward to meeting me, but things ended up like this.
I smiled as I carried the mana raider on my shoulders.
“Let’s part ways for today.”
"All right……."
“I’ll give you some more time next time instead.”
Then, a smile spread across Ariel's gloomy lips.
“Really?”
“Yeah. I didn’t have a good day today. Then, have a good weekend and I’ll see you at school.”
“Yes! See you next time, Rohan.”
After parting ways with Ariel, I went up to a nearby mountain instead of my house.
There was a cave I had chosen, knowing that something like this would happen someday.
I lit up the surroundings with "Light" and injected mana into the body of the fallen mana plunderer.
“Ugh! Ah, it hurts! It hurts!”
The mana reaver that had his mana flowing back into me rolled on the floor in pain. I cuffed the guy's wrists and activated my spell.
“I’m going to cut open your stomach right now. Just like you did to everyone else. It’s going to hurt a little.”
Woohoo!

            “……No, a bit too much.”
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“Now, just a moment!”
The mana raider writhed in terror.
I brought the "Fire Cutter" that had been activated without stopping to the guy's chest.
Chiiik―
The shirt that touched the cutter caught fire. The skin exposed underneath began to glow red with heat.
“Don’t do this! You don’t have to split your stomach! I’ll spit it out!”
The next moment, the core that had escaped from the mana reaver's chest rolled away.
As I put the core I had picked up into my pocket, the guy quickly opened his mouth.
“Is that okay? Then I’m not guilty at all? So stop now—”
“Are you stopped?”
Still clutching the Fire Cutter, he simply stared at the Mana Reaver. His face was pale.
“Did you stop when the people you killed told you to stop?”
“…….”
The more cores it absorbs, the stronger it becomes, which is a characteristic of the Mana Reaver.
This guy's magic ability was almost at SS level. Even I would need a huge probability to raise it by 1% from S.
How many people has this guy killed?
Indeed, how many people died at the hands of this guy?
“You didn’t stop. The density of your core is proof of that. But now that you’ve become a victim, you want me to stop? Right. You didn’t know that what you did would come back to haunt you. But…….”
This guy, Russell Swindler, deserves to die.
In addition, he had the setting of being an "evil person".
It meant one thing.
“……Does karma seem easy?”
This guy in front of you right now is no different from Queos.
“I was wrong…….”
That was when.
“I was wrong…… Please forgive me……”
The mana reaver had his face covered with both hands.
A distorted mouth. A desperate, pleading voice was flowing out from within it.
“I didn’t know it would turn out like this……!”
… … Sorry, but it’s too late to regret.
There are things in this world that can be forgiven and things that cannot be forgiven.
What this guy did was obviously the latter.
Taken someone's life.
The ending that should have been happy for everyone was tainted with pain.
For your own benefit and pleasure.
“……Hey, did you know you’d say that?”
The next moment, the mana raider slowly lowered his hand.
The guy was laughing.
He was laughing as if he was really enjoying himself, as if he was cheering me on.
“You know what?”
“…….”
“When people ask for help, that look on their face. How funny is that⸺”
⸺puck!
I couldn't listen any longer, so I kicked the guy in the jaw.
Broken teeth were scattered around the mouth of the man, along with his severed tongue, whose neck had been completely bent backwards.
I took a piece of candy out of my pocket and forced it into the boy's mouth. The candy was a restorative that Cornelia had given him, telling him to be careful.
After confirming that his body had recovered, I lifted his head.
“Just say one more thing.”
The mana reaver, with blood dripping down his face, looked up at me and smiled wickedly.
“Han~ ma~ di~”
Boom!
I pinned the guy's face straight down onto the cave wall.
Then she took out another candy and fed it to the boy again.
"again."
“One horse…….”
bang!
"again."
"one……."
bang!
"again."
“…….”
Only then did the Mana Marauder shut his mouth.
At that moment, I felt a tremble running through the hair I was holding.
When I turned my gaze, the drooping guy's hands were shaking.
The eyes that had been filled with joy were now filled with fear.
I said, driving a wedge into that fear.
“I have no intention of killing you. I’m not stupid enough to become a monster to catch a monster.”
“What the heck―”
The mana reaver's mouth opened as he slammed his head against the wall.
Boom!
And again I fed candy to the mana plunderer.
Unlike its magical power, this guy's stamina is very low. And since it even spit out its core, its physical distortion properties would have disappeared as well.
I let go of his hair and whispered in the ear of the guy lying on the floor.
“……Just wait. I’ll be your hell.”
* * *
Mana Reaver, Russell knew his kind well.
‘You can just spit out whatever you want from a kid like this.’
How many have been pursued to judge their sins?
Each time, Russell avoided the crisis by exploiting people's weaknesses, such as pretending to listen to their demands and showing sympathy.
‘Even if I get caught like this, there are plenty of ways to escape. I can just remake the core.’
Russell Swindler, he was the quintessential villain.
A villain among villains who exploits other people's emotions and exploits their weaknesses.
But there was something Russell overlooked.
“I have no intention of killing you.”
If he is the ‘villain of the villains’, then the Rohan before my eyes is the ‘villain of the villains’.
‘What the hell is this candy? I can’t pass out even if I want to!’
If you don't intend to kill him, you can just hit him a few times and he'll pass out.
But Rohan didn't even allow that.
As if he would never let go, he continued to torture Russell's body and make it recover.
‘This vicious bastard… …!’
I have never seen such a vicious person in my life.
Then I was afraid.
I have seen death right before my eyes many times.
It was nothing special. It wasn't anything grand. I thought that people's lives could be taken so easily, but on the other hand, I enjoyed the sight.
… … But when he actually witnessed true death, Russell could not be happy.
“S-Stop it! Stop it! If this keeps up I’m going to die……!”
“Why are you dying? As long as I live, you won’t die.”
Rohan answered as he put his hands in his pockets.
“Death is too light a punishment for your sins.”
Russell was completely disgusted to see him pulling out candy again. He wondered what the hell was going on in that pocket that kept producing candy.
“You bastard… you’ll never know!”
Russell lost his mind, having completely lost his will and even his hope of escaping death had disappeared.
“The scream that they make when they cut open their stomach while they’re still alive. Do you know that? No, you don’t! Only those who have heard it know. Only those who have heard it know!”
At that moment, Rohan, who had been looking back and forth between the candy and Russell's face, narrowed his eyebrows.
“You are the worst.”
At that moment, Rohan bent down and faced Russell.
“That scream, do you know that you’re screaming right now?”
"what……?"
Rohan, who had given Russell a lollipop, wiped away the blood that had splattered on his chin.
“You probably thought this. You could just have an easy trial, go to prison, and serve your sentence while eating the taxes paid by the people.”
Rohan, who had been smiling brightly, shook his head as if it was not the same.
“Wrong. I’m sorry, but you will be imprisoned in the ‘Agrain Islands’. And you will be subject to special management for treason. You will experience true hell there. It will be so bad that you will want to die and go to hell. I’m sorry, but you will not be able to die there either.”
Rohan continued, pulling his smartphone out of his back pocket.
“The Agrain Archipelago is a hell created by humans for humans.”
Rohan, who was on the phone to Javelin, turned his back on Russell.
It was only for a moment, but to Russell, it felt like the whole world had turned its back on him.
“It’s all done. I’ll send you the location, so come and get it.”
“Now, just a moment!”
Russell, crawling on the floor and clinging to Rohan's leg, pleaded.
“Just let me see this once. I was really wrong. What? Everyone makes mistakes, you fucking punk! So just once, please just once…….”
“……What you did was not a mistake, it was intentional.”
Rohan, who had been pushing Russell away, walked away after saying his last words.
“So reflect on yourself. You never know. When you die, a ‘real hell’ might be waiting for you.”
Russell's body collapsed in a daze.
Rohan's back was fading away into the distance as Russell sat down.
He was an absolute angel to some, but an absolute devil to others.
* * *
On the way home.
Even though he stopped by a bathroom near the mountain to wash off the blood, the scent still lingered from Rohan's body.
“……The weather is nice.”
It was still afternoon.
Today, for some reason, the day felt slow and long.
〔 Substream failure 〕
Past messages lingered in Rohan's mind.
When Russell was dragged into the cave, Rohan was given a substream.
[ Substream: Absolute Evil ]
✵ Initial Objective: Kill the mana raider ‘Russell Swindler’.
- failure " -
- Success 》 ‘140P’
The conditions were simple.
There was no penalty for failure, and success gave you a decent chance of success.
But Rohan didn't kill Russell.
It wasn't because of a sense of sympathy.
‘Because I had no right to judge him.’
Russell was clearly a villain.
Countless lives were lost.
I'd guess at least thirty people.
But that was all Rohan could do.
There are so many evil people in the world, but I am not a hero.
Controlling it was no different from controlling the world.
‘Let’s forget it. That’s all I could do in this stream. What’s important is not what you did, but what you gained.’
Rohan, who had just tried to shake off the memories, grabbed the core he had taken out.
‘Now Sylvia’s ring will break after just one use. It’s a good thing.’
With this, Rohan gained one more hidden piece of this world.
‘Isabella is a character who joins the story from the middle of the original. And her core, which was a mana plunderer, was originally supposed to belong to Michael.’
There was a similar episode in the original work.
The episode ended without much trouble, with Isabella, who was originally supposed to be a mana raider, being more of a gag character than a villain, spitting out the core to Michael and starting over in Springwind.
But the plot changed.
Even the characters.
But the result did not change.
‘Come to think of it, it seems Michael has a new weapon.’
As a result of Rohan's victory in the Emulator Championship, Michael was unable to create a staff with the Eternal Stone.
Instead, when I encountered Michael a few days ago while dealing with Vassago, he had an incredible artifact in his hand.
‘Tears of Avalon.’ Who would have thought I would get that?
The jewel was neatly set into the center of the glove Michael was wearing.
‘To obtain the Tears of Avalon, you must complete the trials given by each of the nine Transcendent beings on the ‘Island of Fortune’ in the northwest of the continent. You crazy bastard. How did you pass the final test when you had to give up your real life?’
Rohan, who had been chewing his lips with regret, soon shook off his thoughts.
It was true that those tears were powerful, but there were plenty of hidden pieces that were more powerful and easier to obtain.
Of course, even that won't be easy.
‘There’s no need to feel sorry, since I have a higher-level pedestal than that anyway.’
In addition, this time he had obtained the Mana Reaver's Core. Using this core, he would be able to strengthen his weapon, 'Eternal Heart', just like Michael had done.
‘The only problem is… … Michael is getting stronger than I thought.’
Of course, Michael didn't just sit back and do nothing.
Even though Rohan could not read the description, Michael was still working hard in all directions for the cause.
‘If things continue like this, I’ll end up bumping into Michael someday.’
Little by little, the means to stop Michael were disappearing.
Most of the strategies that could have taken him down in the beginning were lost as time went on and the plot changed.
‘There are still a few effective methods left, but I can’t rest assured with just those. At least I have some power.’
Now Rohan is not alone.
Karina, the person closest to the emperor in the current empire, and the Lycan of the Imperial Knights who assist her.
The two large knight orders called Eclat and Vandal are called the two great mountain ranges of the empire.
Arthur Pendragon, now sleeping wounded and curled up, but if he were to wake up, he would be stronger than anyone else.
And finally, Grace Euclid.
‘At this point, I could deal with Michael even now. But if that happens, I won’t be able to see the ‘ending’ I want.’
Now Rohan had a new goal.
And to achieve that goal, Michael's cause had to be defeated as naturally and definitely as possible.
‘Let’s think about this problem later. For now, the important thing is to find someone who can craft this core… … .’
It was the moment when Rohan, who had arrived near his home and was clearing his thoughts, raised his head.
“Rohan.”
There was a voice blowing from afar.
The moment he heard that voice, the worry flew away from Rohan's face.
“……Miss. What brings you here?”
The corners of her lips lifted, and the joy that had welled up from within her chest overflowed in her mouth.
Grace, who was standing in front of Rohan's gate, took a step toward him.
Then Rohan followed her and stepped back.
“……Don’t come any closer.”
Rohan was hesitating.
It was because of the unpleasant smell of blood that had settled on his body.
“What’s wrong, Rohan?”
“So… it’s difficult right now….”
I didn't want to pass this scent on to her.
I didn't want to see her sad.
That's why Rohan couldn't approach her, whom he so desperately wanted.
At that moment, Grace, who was clenching her fists, approached me briskly as if she had decided on something.
“Oh, no!”
Rohan, embarrassed, raised his arms awkwardly and waved them from side to side.
Still, Grace eventually came.
And then he gently took Rohan's hand.
No one could stop it.
"are you okay."
"miss……."
Only then does Rohan realize.
‘Young lady, you wouldn’t be the type to care about such things… … .’
No matter how you stand, Grace, she will not turn away or reject you.
“What’s going on without you even contacting me? If I had known you were waiting, I would have come sooner…….”
“I was just taking a walk. I happened to come across Rohan’s house.”
Grace left the house to go to Rohan's house from the beginning.
But I was still embarrassed to tell that fact.
Rohan was equally embarrassed. To hide it, Rohan opened his mouth with a delicate smile as he always did.
“Then, would you like to walk together?”
"good."
In the midst of shyly blossoming emotions, Rohan and Grace walked together without a destination.
“The weather seems really nice today.”
“Yeah, okay.”
“What did you do today?”
“I put a ribbon on Pippi. Daisy made it for me.”
“Ribbon. It would really suit Fifi. By the way, have you been to the rabbit cafe in Little Heath? I saw a lot of rabbits there that look like Fifi before…….”

            … …still holding hands.
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“It seems like you really like animals.”
Arriving at the cafe with the girl, I watched her sitting next to me.
The girl who was petting the rabbit she was holding so dear nodded.
“Yeah. I like it.”
Most of the rabbits in the cafe were gathered around the girl. Strangely, not a single one came near me.
Whenever I tried to touch them, the rabbits kept running away towards the girl. It was the first time I realized that I was not popular with animals.
That doesn't matter though.
Just like this, from a little closer, just watching the happy girl made me feel satisfied.
"thank you."
Suddenly, I raised my head and the girl was staring at me.
“Actually, I wanted to come here. With Rohan.”
… … What if the rabbits don’t like me?
A gentle gaze, a soft tone of voice.
The things I have been hoping and wishing for are now coming my way.
“I’m glad you liked it.”
My heart felt much better when I saw the young lady so happy.
Perhaps, if it weren't for the young lady, if it weren't for Grace, I would have fallen apart long ago.
It was because of her that this story began in the first place, and it was because of her that I was able to come this far.
“Oh, I forgot dessert.”
I looked at the menu, realizing I hadn't ordered anything yet.
“How about carrot cake? They even have a treat for the rabbits for free…….”
At that moment, I was speechless.
Couldn't continue.
Before I knew it, the girl next to me was looking at the menu with me.
“I think that would be good.”
Her breath touches my cheek. I freeze at the warmth.
Even though I became a Weapon Master, I still couldn't handle her single breath.
My heart has been shaken by those contradictions.
“Then I will order this.”
"huh."
I called the waiter and quickly finished my order.
However, I couldn't hide my embarrassment because before I knew it, the girl's body temperature was touching my fingertips.
Since when did it start?
Our distance was infinitely closer.
When I suddenly look back, I realize that the girl was loitering around me without me even knowing.
If this had been an assassin's dagger, I would have died countless times.
Well, that's okay.
It was so good that I would die without any regrets.
“You ordered carrot cake, right? It’s a service. You can feed it to the rabbit.”
I just blinked once, and before I knew it, the waiter had placed the cake I had ordered on the table.
My time seemed to be broken.
When I was with her, it felt like time went by too fast, but when she wasn't around, it felt too slow.
“A beautiful couple came to visit us today. Have a wonderful time~”
The waiter put the cake down and left after saying those words.
I glanced at the girl.
“…….”
Then my eyes met with the girl's.
I smiled as I quickly picked up the food I had ordered and ate it, feeling embarrassed. Perhaps my expression right now was no different from that hard cookie.
“It’s really delicious. Miss, you should try it too.”
“Rohan?”
“If you need anything else…….”
“That’s rabbit food.”
At those words, I looked down at what I was holding in my hand. It was really carrot-shaped rabbit food. I think it was a cookie that was given as a service.
But why is this so delicious? It makes me want to take a few home… … .
“If Rohan tastes good, I’ll try it too.”
“No! That was my mistake……!”
And then the girl reached out and picked up the feed.
Before I could stop her, the girl bit into the food.
“It’s really delicious. If we can eat it, we can give it to the rabbits.”
… … How should I take this?
Is your kindness meant to cover up my embarrassment, or is it really for the good of the rabbits?
I don't know.
I become a fool just by standing in front of you, I don't know anything.
I just melt into your softness.
When I see things like this, I feel like a real fool.
Why are you so good… … .
But even if I live my whole life as a fool, I will love her again and again.
"miss."
I opened my mouth in that mind.
"what's the matter?"
“That’s… nothing.”
I just froze.
What I wanted to say was something really stupid like, "Can I hold your hand?"
Our fingertips were still touching.
It was no longer greed.
This is enough, and this is too much.
In this emotion that has bloomed like mist, just by touching you, my world is filled.
My vessel is too small to hold all of you, so even a single piece of your heart would make this vessel overflow… … .
That was the moment.
“Rohan.”
With the greatest boldness, the young lady took my entire hand in hers.
My consent was not heard. As if he knew what I was thinking.
… … This is really too much.
If you come at me all at once like this, I won't have time to hide my feelings...
“Yes, ma’am.”
“There’s another place I want to go with Rohan.”
Struggling with my emotions, I barely managed to open my mouth.
“I’m happy to do so anytime. Just tell me.”
"therefore……."
At that moment, the rabbit in the girl's arms jumped towards me.
As I naturally held it and lowered my head, the rabbit shivered with a refreshed look on its face.
This guy... ... !
“Are you okay, Rohan?”
The rabbit that peed on my shirt ran away.
I waved to the girl who was looking at me in surprise as if it was nothing.
“It’s okay. I guess they mistook me for a bathroom. Then I’ll go and clean up for a bit.”
I got up from my seat and headed straight to the bathroom. I didn't have to worry too much since I could just use the toilet.
I muttered as I performed the water magic in front of the mirror.
“No matter how much I hate it, you still pee on me…….”
It was a little disappointing. No, it was very disappointing.
How could I possibly ruin a moment in my life that will never come back again?
Don't you do things like correcting the main character?
Okay. Just wish for what you want… … .
Tiring ring―
Then the bell rang.
I stopped using the method I was using and received a phone call.
“Daisy? What’s wrong with you?”
[It's been a while. I can hear the sound of water, so it looks like you've been rude again, like a stray dog. You can't stand it, sir.]
“That’s not it. By the way, how’s Lord Euclid doing these days? Is everything okay?”
[Actually, that's why I'm calling you. Today, the master of the house formally notified Miss Grace of his breakup.]
I was silent.
Fortunately, things seemed to have worked out well.
But the problem is not over yet.
The real problem starts from now on.
[Fortunately, it seems that you were not at the level of children who make noise in the playground. Of course, that does not mean that I will allow you to touch the torn animal skin on our living room sofa. However, I will allow you to sit on the edge of the carpet.]
“……If the carpet ends, it’s just the floor. So what’s your business?”
Daisy's sigh was heard on the other end of the phone.
[After hearing that, the girl ran away from home.]
“……Run away from home?”
[Of course, it would be closer to going out, but it is extremely unusual for a young lady to go out without any notice to the Euclid family. That is why our family is worried.]
So that's why the young lady came to my house today without contacting me...
I never thought something like this would happen.
“Don’t worry. I’m with you now.”
[That's what I'm more worried about. I wonder if I can properly help the young lady with my poor skills that don't even allow me to open a milk carton by myself.]
“I am now a Weapon Master. Don’t ignore me…….”
[I also enjoy playing a game these days, and I become a space god in it. Oh, excuse me. What did you just say?]
Talking to Daisy makes me feel like my soul is degenerating.
If you look at the comments at the time, there were many readers who wanted to be attacked by Daisy, but if you were actually treated worse than livestock, you wouldn't be able to say such things.
“……What on earth do you want from me?”
[Haa, you can't stand this and you sound like you're going to die soon. You're truly hopeless. Okay. I have one favor to ask.]
As I was expressing my drinking habits again, I blankly stared at the scattered water droplets as Daisy continued speaking.
[… … If you see tears, please wipe them away.]
* * *
The employee who was hurriedly clearing the table bowed his head with an apologetic expression.
“I’m sorry. They’re still babies and have trouble holding their urine.”
"it's okay."
The employee continued to speak, feeling even more sorry as Grace generously forgave him.
“Please wait a moment. I will serve you the most expensive item in our store!”
“No. You don’t have to do that…….”
Before Grace could refuse, the waiter ran into the kitchen.
Grace, who was left alone to pet the rabbits, suddenly raised her left hand.
Rohan's body temperature still remained.
“…….”
Grace held his hand lightly to her chest. Feeling Rohan like this, she felt like all her worries had disappeared.
Step step step
At that moment, he raised his head at the sound of someone's presence. Rohan had come closer and was standing in front of him.
“Come and sit down, Rohan―”
Rohan was looking down at himself with a faint smile.
But Grace was unable to speak the moment she saw his face.
Grace knew right away.
This person is not Rohan.
“Miss Grace.”
Rohan's replica opened its mouth.
"sorry."
“What is that―”
“I tried to forget, but I couldn’t.”
He lowered his head as if trying to hide his slightly distorted smile. The two hands he was holding were shaking violently.
“I don’t think I can keep my promise….”
Grace said nothing.
He couldn't understand why that person who resembled Rohan was apologizing in front of him.
But one thing, that one thing only, I knew.
“Please don’t forgive me.”
That replica is also Rohan.
But it wasn't confusing.
No matter how much he resembled Rohan, what he loved was not Rohan's appearance but something inside him.
That's why, no matter how many Rohans there were, Grace only loved one.
“Then goodbye.”
The replica, whose trembling had suddenly stopped, smiled like an idiot. That smile was so similar to Rohan's.
“Wait a minute… Wait a minute!”
Grace rose from her seat and followed the replica.
However, the replica disappeared the moment it left the cafe.
… … thud.
Grace, her legs giving out, sat down on the sofa, blankly staring at the entrance.
‘There are two Rohans… … .’
I felt like I was dreaming.
Maybe it was just my own hallucination.
But it was difficult to dismiss it as such, as the traces of mana left in the place where he had stayed were no different from those of Rohan.
Then suddenly, what Replica had said lingered in my ears.
“……I tried to forget, but I couldn’t.”
What did that mean?
If Rohan and I really have the same feelings, does Rohan really have those feelings?
Grace slowly turned her head and stared at the bathroom entrance through which Rohan had entered.
“Rohan…….”
* * *
“……What on earth does the captain like about people like that?”
Emergency stairs overlooking the restaurant.
There, a figure with his face pressed against the glass window was staring intently at Rohan and Grace, who were having dinner.
‘It’s clear that they must have used a number that was out of the ordinary to fool our ignorant captain.’
The identity of that person was Siena Milan, the current captain of the Imperial Guard and a secret follower of Grace.
Suddenly, Sienna's molars ground as she watched them.
‘Knight Rohan… … I don’t know how you fooled our naive captain, but you won’t be able to fool me.’
Siena's behavior was almost obsessive.
That would be the case, she was the one who respected and trusted Grace, who was once her superior, more than anyone else.
‘With this life that you have protected, I will protect you this time.’
In the past, Sienna almost lost her life during an operation to reclaim Ashford.
She put down her sword among the corpses. She had no choice but to give up everything.
Hope had been trampled by the oncoming demons, and it was the moment when I realized that tomorrow, which was sure to come, was no longer a given.
‘Captain… … I can never let my Grace be taken away by a guy like you.’
Strength was put into the hand resting on the sword hilt.
If it were really as he thought, Knight Rohan, he had intended to banish him from this world.
Then Sienna turned her gaze to Grace and smiled broadly.
“How can the captain even eat so perfectly…….”
While Sienna was looking at Grace, unable to come to her senses, Rohan turned his gaze out the window and stared at her intently.

            ‘… … That guy is really foolish.’
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The time when streetlights illuminate the streets.
People who had regained the smiles they had lost during the day were walking down the streets at night.
“I had fun today.”
Rohan and Grace were among them.
In a world woven with each of their own stories, each of them became their own scenery, decorating each of their own nights.
“I’m glad you enjoyed it.”
Rohan, who was smiling awkwardly, was clutching the handkerchief in his pocket.
What Daisy had said bothered me.
But was that a concern? Grace now seemed far from tears.
Suddenly, an innocent laughter was heard.
When I turned my gaze, I saw a child holding his parents' hands and smiling brightly.
Grace, who had been watching Rohan like that, opened her mouth.
“Do you like kids?”
“Yes, I like it.”
Grace nodded at Rohan's answer without hesitation. She also liked children.
“Someday, I want to play with a child who looks like me.”
At those words, Grace's ears turned slightly red.
Rohan continued speaking, not knowing whether he knew it or not.
“I want to go to the mountains together, go to the beach, ride a bike together, teach swordsmanship. There are so many things I want to do when I have a child. It will be like watching my childhood.”
"I see……."
“Of course, it’s just a wish. That day may never come.”
Rohan turned his gaze again and smiled bitterly.
Because his fate was not yet finalized, and he did not know how he would live in the unwritten ending.
As silence fell again, Rohan asked her.
“What was your childhood like, Miss? I don’t remember very well…….”
When Rohan looked back at Grace, she was walking with a blank look in her eyes.
Grace's mouth opened as she entered an unfamiliar street.
“When I was young, my father often forbade me from going out.”
It was an opaque voice.
Her voice was falling from her lips without any emotion whatsoever.
“Then one day, a bird came in through the half-open window. I don’t know its name. Even now. It was just a blue bird. Blue like the color of the sea…….”
On the contrary, Grace's eyes, filled with memories, were sparkling with various colors.
When telling a story, it would shine brightly as if it were burning, but when telling another story, it would flicker faintly as if it were disappearing.
Rohan listened to the story in silence.
“When the bird flew away, I followed the bird and leaned out on the window sill. Then, two children waved to me as if they were waiting for me below. Claudia and Mr. Riepenstein……”
It was a story Rohan didn't know.
Bang-
My eyes went blank as headlights passed by with the sound of a horn.
A familiar scent seemed to be rising from somewhere.
When I first opened the book, I could smell that… … sweet fragrance along with the rustling sound.
“When I waved my hand, my body floated up. Like magic. It didn’t take long for me to realize that it was indeed Master Riepenstein’s magic.”
Grace's cheeks, intoxicated by the alcohol, were as red as the flowers.
Today was a day when I wanted to get drunk and feel good. It was a day when I wanted to walk down the street with someone who made me feel good just by looking at them.
“I went to the market for the first time. I learned how delicious freshly baked bread was, and how expensive the clothes I wore were. The park where I didn’t even realize the day was ending, the lake I always passed by on my way home… I learned all of that for the first time then.”
There were hands opening the closed door of the birdcage.
There were those who taught us how to flap our wings with all our might and how to chirp freely.
Now they are a memory.
It became a memory, preserved so vividly in a corner of her heart.
“And when I came back, every evening the master would ask, ‘How was your day?’ The master knew everything. Who I was with, where I went… everything.”
It was a night that I had to speak.
It was a night I wanted to confess.
It was an unbearable night.
“Do you miss those days?”
Finally, Rohan's mouth opened.
The face that was looking at Grace looked like Rohan's face, or the face of a reader.
Grace shook her head.
“No. I think about it a little, but I don’t miss it.”
And look at Rohan.
In the past, with those eyes looking down from the windowsill.
“Because I’m walking with you right now.”
Now all that past was being replaced by Rohan.
In his touch, his gaze, and his words, she was walking this path.
Grace's steps were slightly unsteady.
I couldn't tell if he was drunk or intoxicated by Rohan.
However, I just wanted to take it like this.
“Rohan.”
“Go ahead.”
“Will you hold my hand?”
"……All right."
Rohan grabbed Grace's hand as she staggered.
Then she grabbed his hand as if she would never let it go again.
‘Rohan… … .’
The grief of losing Claudia still plagued Grace.
I didn't want to repeat that sadness.
That's why Grace swore in front of Rohan.
‘I won’t lose you. I won’t lose you again… … ever… … .’
Rohan, I will never lose this person.
“I won’t let you go until you get home.”
"uh?"
At that moment, Rohan, who was looking down at Grace, smiled like an idiot.
“Because I can’t afford to lose you, young lady.”
Rohan was always fast.
I was moving ahead without even realizing it.
To the point where it even surpasses this heart.
“…….”
My swollen heart was growing bigger and bigger.
At the same time, even a bad heart.
Grace stopped walking for a moment and opened her mouth, looking down at Rohan's feet.
“I… don’t want to go home today.”
Hearing those words, Rohan's eyes shook without hesitation.
That was only for a moment, as Rohan quickly regained his composure and nodded.
"All right."
And then he led Grace somewhere.
As the distance became more and more familiar, Grace knew where she was going.
And then we arrived at Rohan's house.
Rohan, who was opening the door, looked back at Grace and said.
“……Don’t go home today.”
I can't stand it anymore.
Was Rohan finally about to fulfill that promise?
He didn't waver an inch.
"huh……."
Grace entered the front door, looking only at Rohan's back.
Rohan led her straight to his room. Every step was breathtaking. Her heart was beating fast. The scent of Rohan that was everywhere in the house made her feel suffocated.
And then we arrived at Rohan's room.
Only then did Rohan let go of Grace's hand and spread the blanket over the bed.
“You can sleep here tonight.”
After saying that, Rohan headed to the living room.
Grace, not understanding what he was saying, just blinked.
“What about Rohan?”
“I can sleep in the living room. I have something to take care of…….”
Grace took a step closer and grabbed Rohan's sleeve.
But I couldn't say no.
There was no reason to catch him.
We haven't even properly confirmed each other's feelings yet.
Even if it was something I had misunderstood, even if it was something I had only loved… … .
"……okay."
That's why Grace had no choice but to let go.
After Rohan left for the living room, Grace returned to the bed and curled up on the edge.
Now that I was sobering up, my face was starting to feel hot.
“I’m such an idiot…….”
I hated myself so much for almost making a mistake with Rohan.
* * *
Sling-
Sienna, standing in front of Rohan's house, clutched the hilt of her sword so tightly that it broke.
“You are our captain after all…….”
Must be killed.
We must go in now and kill him.
Otherwise, his idol would be defiled.
“Don’t blame me. You brought this upon yourself―”
At that moment, Sienna came to her senses as the fog drifted around her.
Soon, a voice continued through the fog.
“Put your sword away.”
As Sienna hurriedly emerged from the fog, the gathered fog formed a human shape.
Sienna narrowed her eyes as she stared at the "Arondite" in her hand.
“You are… Olivia?”
Olivia was quietly approaching Sienna.
Sienna asked, doubting her eyes.
“How did the Knight of the Lake get here?”
“That’s what I want to ask you. Commander of the Imperial Guard, Siena Milan.”
The atmosphere was unusual.
Olivia, who had appeared in front of him without any special acquaintances, was showing hostility towards him.
Sienna, who was starting to get a little nervous, looked at Olivia and thought.
‘Olivia is the leader of the twelve knights. Even a sword master like me cannot guarantee victory. But it is strange. Why are you antagonizing me…?’
I couldn't figure out why.
It seemed as if a single wrong move on the part of a finger would start a battle.
Then Olivia asked again.
“Answer my question, Lieutenant Siena.”
“……I came to protect the person who was my superior.”
“Protect? What does that mean?”
Sienna, who had caught her breath, had no choice but to explain the whole story.
Olivia, who was listening to that, had one corner of her mouth twisted.
“Enough. So what you’re saying is that the good knight is trying to harm Grace Euclid?”
“Yes. But what does that mean, a good knight?”
Olivia answered, glancing around Rohan's house.
“Rohan is the thirteenth knight I have acknowledged.”
“The thirteenth…?”
“Yes, that is what our lord also acknowledged. But there seems to be an error in what you said?”
“An error?”
Olivia's colorless face was reflected on Arondite's sword, which was slowly releasing its power.
“A good knight would not do such a thing. If you doubt and try to tarnish it, I, as the leader, have a duty to protect the honor of the thirteenth knight.”
Tsk tsk tsk… … !
Sienna broke out in a cold sweat as she watched the power of the Holy Sword gradually awaken.
‘Even if I can’t guarantee victory, I won’t be pushed back. But if we clash here, the city will be in danger. The Knight of the Lake… … I knew he was inflexible, but I didn’t think he would be this much.’
In addition, he remembered his own identity that he had forgotten.
If it became known that a member of the Imperial Guard, and a captain at that, had drawn his sword in the city for personal reasons, it would be difficult to get away with it.
“Okay, okay. Okay, put your sword away.”
“You first.”
"……okay."
As Sienna put away her sword, Olivia also weakened the power of the Holy Sword.
Sienna sighed and turned her back helplessly. Then, Olivia's voice blew in.
“Don't worry.”
"what?"
When I looked back, Olivia, who was turning into fog, was speaking.
“A good knight is not what you think he is. I guarantee this with my honor and life.”
“…….”
Olivia was a knight under Arthur.
Arthur Pendragon, her chivalry was proven just by being under his command.
Also, even though Arthur had fallen, many knights still hoped for his return. And Siena was no exception.
‘And to think that he would risk his honor and life… … .’
After Olivia completely disappeared into the mist, Sienna stared silently at the lit-up veranda.
“……Maybe I was mistaken.”
As long as she was in the position, Sienna knew about the rumors about Rohan.
Good deeds like donating a large sum of money to the poor, winning a championship for Cornelia, the hero of the abandoned empire and the headmaster of Springwind, or personally preparing food for homeless refugees.
I thought everything was hypocrisy.
This was because Rohan had a close relationship with Prince Edgar Historia.
Judging from the recent changes in the prince's behavior, Edgar was still a scoundrel in his eyes, and Rohan was like a fly chasing that scoundrel's tail.
“Knight Rohan…….”
That's why I had to hate Rohan.
Maybe I was looking at him through the mirror of my prejudice and finding reasons to hate him.
‘… … Let’s just wait and see for now.’
Sienna took a deep breath and started walking back down the road.
* * *
“……It’s a cowardly thing to do.”
Yeah, that's cowardly.
This is correct.
But I kept turning my head towards the room where the girl was.
"ha……."
Any innocent young lady would never have said she wanted to stay at my house with that intention.
More than anything, the young lady is in pain right now.
I didn't want to exploit that pain.
That is cowardly. It is intolerable. It is more cruel than anything else.
So all I could do was give her my place so she could have a comfortable night.
But last time I was under the control of the ruler, the young lady even changed my clothes for me… … .
“……This beastly son of a bitch.”
I'm such a beast of a son.
You can't stand it anymore and are rationalizing it.
Still, there's nothing I can do.
Because my love for you is always unbearable to me.
“I hope you have a good night.”
I whispered, looking into the room.
I vowed I wouldn't tolerate it anymore, but this wasn't the time to discuss such things.
Wouldn't I want to do that?
The person who seems to be going crazy the most is me.
What can I do, since I am the type of person who is satisfied with just watching from afar?
“…….”
I buried myself in the sofa and stared at the ceiling.
… … I already know that a replica has been there while I was at the cafe.
Because I could feel the guy's mana.
But the reason I haven't done anything until now is because I know that guy, the second Rohan who resembles me, won't do anything.
The guy won't do anything.
I can be sure of that.
Replica and I have the same mind.
Because if I were a replica, I wouldn't have done anything.
… … Because that is the way to protect the young lady’s fate.
Still, I felt regretful inside.
If he could be my ‘shadow’, things would be a lot easier.
“……It was a little different.”
He had the same feelings as me, but his attitude toward those feelings was slightly different.
If I was on the cautious side, the guy was on the violent side.
There's nothing strange.
As I am enduring this now, the guy's appearance is just one of the other appearances inside me.
Tiring—
Then the alarm rang.
I took my smartphone out of my pocket and checked that a text message had arrived.
The sender was… …Rugal.
[Rugal]
: I apologize for the concern. The atmosphere in the Demon World is not good at the moment. The Great Warrior of the South and the Great Warrior of the East have formed an alliance to unify the continent.
So that's why you asked for necessities. Fortunately, I was familiar with the situation in the Demon World.
"Unification War".
Since the Demon World was divided into four, this was a development that had to happen at some point.
But don't worry.
The Rugal I am supporting now would have grown to great strength through a deal with Karina.
If war breaks out like this, it is clear that Rugal will unify the Demon World.
However, the problem is that the episode after this unification war leads to "Armageddon"...
“……Since Rugal is under my command, you don’t have to worry.”
[me]
: Thank you for your hard work. I will ask my older sister to increase the support for military supplies.
[Rugal]
: I just happened to arrive in Douglas and met my sister. She said she would increase the price of the ether stone.
I thought they had already figured out the situation in the demon world and increased their support.
As expected, no one could keep up with Karina's wit.
[me]
: If you need help, just let me know. I'll come.
[Rugal]
: No. We have not yet reached an all-out war because we are only engaging in armed provocations against each other. We will try to resolve the issue through dialogue as much as possible. … … We want to prevent the tragedy of fratricide.
The atmosphere there must have been extremely tense as well, but Rugal never gave up hope until the very end.
This is why I chose Rugal.
With his personality and governing power, the demon world would grow in the right direction.
I ended my reply by telling him to be careful.
Well then, the Demon World issue has come to a close… … .
Squeak-
At that moment, I turned my head at the sound of the door closing.
The girl was coming out of the room through the slowly opening door.
In the dark shadows, the girl who had been staring at me opened her mouth.

            “I can’t… sleep.”
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“……Ah, I think I’m going to fall.”
Drenched in sweat, Ellis lay on the training ground with her sword.
Just exhaling made my whole body tingle. But on the other hand, I felt good.
‘The knight exam is coming up soon. I can’t fail after coming all this way.’
It was an old dream.
Sometimes it was a dream that I turned away from, hated, and resented.
And yet, it was my whole life that I had to cherish because I couldn't stop holding on to it.
And that dream was finally close enough that I could just reach out and grab it.
"article……."
If I continued like this, I wouldn't have to worry about failing the exam.
Even Dennis, who was stricter than anyone when it came to swordsmanship, had already acknowledged Ellis as a knight.
“……Rohan.”
For a moment his face came to mind.
If it weren't for him, it was a dream I would have given up on a long time ago.
If he hadn't grabbed him by the collar and pulled him up from the bottom, he might still be drunk and blaming the world.
That way, it could have been a life where I just wasted my life and ended up wasting it.
‘So I, Rohan… … .’
I have already received enough grace.
Now, I felt guilty about hoping that Rohan would like me. I felt guilty. I felt like a child who was still whining.
I tried my best to act as if nothing had happened in front of Rohan.
But still, when I look at you, my heart races.
It's a face I'm so sick of seeing, but I never get tired of it.
I know I'm stupid, but I really can't stop...
“……Ellis, you idiot. What are you really planning to do later?”
Rohan already has someone he likes. I don't know who it is, but I can tell.
And Ariel.
She already liked Rohan.
In the meantime, getting involved yourself would be no different from starting a war.
“What is this guy doing?”
Ellis jumped up and ran to the cabinet, where she took out her smartphone.
[Springwind Chief (Jin) Ellis]
: Hey. Are you sleeping?
I sent a text to Ariel, but when I checked the time, it was already around midnight.
If it was Ariel's personality, she probably wouldn't even check. That was the moment Ellis thought that and turned around to start training again.
Tiring—
"come!"
Ellis, excited by the notification sound, picked up her smartphone again.
[dog shit]
: why.
[Springwind Chief (Jin) Ellis]
: No, I just. I was wondering if you were preparing well for the exam. I'm worried...
The training is so good, you know. As expected, I, Ellis Eclat―
[dog shit]
: If you're going to talk nonsense, just wipe your feet and go to sleep. And don't use those ridiculous modifiers in your nickname. Okay, that's all for now.
“What the heck…….”
Ellis's forehead turned slightly red.
Alice clapped her thumb in anger at Ariel's still unchanging attitude.
[Springwind Chief (Jin) Ellis]
: Oh~ Are you sleepy? Are you confident? But you know what? There are so many seniors who were as confident as you but failed the promotion exam. Right now, that exam may not seem that difficult. The world-famous Ariel Riepenstein can't pass that knight exam? She's the youngest of the Riepenstein family and the most senior of the Springwinds. Well then. Well then. But what happens if you fail? Have you thought about it? I'm thinking about it a lot right now... ... Look forward to it.
Ellis, who had written a long text that filled the screen, only then smiled in relief.
The moment Ariel's reply arrived, her smile distorted like a demon's.
[dog shit]
: lol
Ariel made no objection.
But the meaning contained in that one syllable was enough to blow Ellis' lid off in an instant.
Ellis called Ariel and the blood in her neck rose as soon as the call was connected.
“Hey! Where do you live!”
It had been a long time since I had lost my senses.
* * *
I warmed up some milk in the kitchen and handed the girl a mug.
“If you drink this, you will sleep well.”
“Thank you. I’ll enjoy it.”
The girl stared blankly down at the mug she had accepted. She must have felt sorry on the inside, because her feelings were written on her face.
I let out a small sigh and hesitated before sitting down next to her.
We sat side by side on the sofa and watched the time pass by in silence.
The young lady seemed to have something to say to me.
I can tell just by looking at her face.
I could tell just by looking at her silent eyes and her lips that kept opening and closing.
I said.
“Are you not going to ask anything this time?”
Only then did the girl raise her head and look at me.
Last time, not only Michael but also the young lady came to Vassago's laboratory.
That too before Michael.
“I knew……you knew.”
“Yes. I just didn’t say anything because you didn’t ask.”
I was embarrassed.
I felt completely stripped bare.
The guilt of having deceived you was eating away at my surface.
“But if you ask, I’ll tell you everything.”
I didn't want to hide it anymore.
I didn't want to hide under the mask of 'Rohan' anymore.
""You also took that "body" anyway, right?""
That's what Replica said to me.
That was true.
I took Rohan's body.
Grace Euclid, whether willingly or not, for the sole reason of saving her.
"According to him, a being with two souls prevents destruction."
That must have been what River Craft said back then.
So I am also a ‘fake’.
I don't know if the 'real' Rohan is sleeping inside me right now, or if he has completely consumed me.
But what was clear was that I had stolen a person's life.
And until now, I thought this was ‘normal.’
“……You don’t have to say it.”
The girl's mouth opened before my eyes as I finally faced reality.
“So don’t make such a painful expression.”
The first thing that caught my eye was my face reflected in the veranda glass.
The stars were shining in the night sky.
I was suffering in it.
I was suffering as if I was forcing myself to endure something I couldn't bear.
“I know that Rohan is changing. Sometimes he feels like a stranger, like we’re meeting for the first time, and sometimes he feels so familiar that I feel like he’s the Rohan I know. But, but still, I…….”
Maybe that was what I wanted to hear most.
“……No matter how Rohan stands, I like you just the way you are.”
I was worried.
I was worried and scared.
That's why I might have thought this reality was natural.
The moment she finds out that I am not me.
A moment that brings all despair, disappointment and pessimism.
Maybe it was because I couldn't bear that moment.
But it wasn't.
She did not despair.
He didn't question me, nor did he deny this reality.
“I don’t care who you are.”
Instead, he accepted me.
Not my appearance, not Rohan, but me as I am… … .
“You weren’t originally Rohan, Rohan is just the name I gave you.”
The stars were still shining in the night sky.
Still I… … .
“So you don’t have to say anything.”
The next moment, the girl holding the back of my hand smiled affectionately.
“Right now, you are here by my side.”
My vision became blurry.
I couldn't say anything.
She was such an incredible person that the reasons I loved her seemed insignificant.
It wasn't a coincidence that I fell in love with this person. It was fate.
I got up from my seat, led by the girl's hand.
And then I arrived at the room and followed her onto the bed.
We faced each other and stared into each other's starry eyes.
“Rohan.”
“Yes, ma’am.”
“Will you hold my hand until I fall asleep…?”
“I would be happy to do so.”
Now I couldn't remember my name.
It didn't matter.
* * *
“You worked hard up until late at night. Then let’s deal with the subjugation by cooperating with the Knights of Vandalism…….”
Clunk clunk!
At that moment, the house shook.
A startled Dennis quickly hung up the phone and got up from his seat.
“Is that an earthquake?!”
Then the shaking sound stopped.
Dennis sighed in relief, clearing his throat as he saw Ellis coming down the stairs.
“Dad, I’ll be back in a minute.”
“Ellie? You’re probably still not feeling well, so where are you going at this hour—”
Ellis, who was practically fully armed, answered as she headed toward the front door.
“I’m just going to take a quick nap, no… to meet a friend. I’ll be back!”
“Ellie? Ellis!”
Ellis left the house, ignoring Dennis' calls.
“Where are you at this time of night... Huh.”
Dennis immediately called the security team and touched his forehead.
“Oh, okay, I’ll take care of it. No, it’s nothing else. Our Ellis is out right now, so please look after her. Okay, thanks.”
Ellis was also an aspiring knight.
Rather, it was Ellis who had to worry about beating up other people, but Dennis, as the father of his only daughter, was worried about her.
Meanwhile, Ellis, who was running down the alley, was out of breath.
‘The more I think about it, the more angry I get. How dare you provoke me, Lady Ellis Eclat?’
I couldn't just sit still after being ignored so much.
Today will be the day that you will realize to your bones that you are superior to Ariel.
“Ariel, you’re out today!”
And then we arrived at an empty lot.
Ellis quickly scanned her surroundings.
“Where are you? Where are you? Come out now!”
But Ariel was nowhere to be seen.
I hope I didn't come off as a coward.
At that time, Ellis, who was gradually calming down, was returning to her usual self.
“But isn’t it something to be this angry about……?”
The anger that had been boiling hot had cooled down in the wind as she ran. It was truly like Ellis.
Ellis shrugged and rubbed her forehead.
“Ah, that’s enough. Kind and pretty Alice, you have to endure it. Go back home…….”
“Where are you going after calling people?”
At that moment, footsteps clattered. When I looked around, I saw Ariel walking from the park entrance with her arms crossed.
Unlike Ellis, Ariel wasn't particularly armed. What's more, she didn't even bring a sword.
“Why did you call me?”
“Huh? That’s… the night air. Oh yeah, the night air! I like the night air, heh….”
While Ellis was muttering, Ariel pointed to the raincoat she was wearing with her fingertips.
“Dressed like that?”
Ellis quickly hid her disarmed equipment behind her and shook her head exaggeratedly.
“No―? That can’t be right? I just wore this because the weather was a little cold!”
“……Oh, really?”
It didn't look like he was being deceived at all.
Ariel, passing by Ellis, muttered as if she was trying to overhear her.
“I thought you came here to fight because you couldn’t control your anger.”
“Fighting? Do you think I’m that childish?”
As Ellis spoke, the equipment protruding from behind her was rattling.
‘Stupid Eclat. You can’t even lie, but you lie.’
Ariel, who had been secretly smiling at the sight, stopped in her tracks, her expression disappearing.
“So what’s your business?”
“What’s the matter? I told you. I called you because I like the night air. If you stay stuck in the training room like you all the time without any friends, you’ll get depressed.”
“Wouldn’t it be more depressing to look at that face?”
“I’m trying to say this nicely, but really……!”
Ariel, who easily dodged Ellis' swinging fist, looked at her and continued speaking.
“I’m joking. Since we’ve already met, let’s have a sparring match.”
“Daria?”
Ariel nodded and held out her hand.
“I’ll just borrow one sword.”
“Huh? Okay, okay… Well! Why should I lend you my sword!”
Ariel answered as if it was a given, leaving her naked cardigan hanging on a nearby bench.
“Well, I don’t have a sword.”
“……Are you really going to spar with me?”
Seeing Ariel silently staring at her, Ellis had no choice but to hand over the sword.
Ariel's gaze suddenly changed as she straightened her posture.
“Get ready.”
“Okay. You’re not going to look at it?”
Soon, Ellis used her psychic powers to levitate five swords around her.
‘It turned out well anyway. I wanted to have a proper fight with Ariel.’
She was no longer the same Ellis as before.
Ellis Eclat, the troublemaker of Springwind and the major shareholder of the Little Heath taverns, is no more.
“You might feel a little dizzy, Ariel.”
Woohoo!
The person standing here now is a knight.

            There was only one person chasing that distant dream.

Became the Savior of the Final Boss - Episode 122 (123/225)


                
                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                
                                § Product (1)
Holding a sword is not simply about holding the handle.
There are things we must hold together.
Responsibility and purpose, justice and belief.
Those things are put on the blade.
The one you truly need to have in your hands is yourself.
Only when you can wield your whole being can you achieve responsibility, purpose, justice, or belief.
As such, holding a sword is a difficult task.
Chae-Ang!
The light was falling.
Ellis' blade was flying in a direction whose trajectory could not be read amidst the sparks that were flying like the clashing dreams of each other.
‘Is this what it meant to be dizzy… … .’
Each sword hilt floating in the air had a thin line of mana emitted from Ellis' fingertips.
Each sword she wielded had its own unique swordsmanship.
Ariel felt like she was fighting five enemies.
‘It’s not easy… … but it’s still awkward.’
Ariel was no exception. The moment she was struck by the blade, she immediately changed her posture and responded.
“I know I am lacking.”
Ellis, who had been watching the scene, opened her mouth quietly.
“But I actually like that.”
The moment she clenched her right hand, all the swords rushed towards Ariel.
“……Because I can keep trying!”
Kagagagak⸺
⸺Chae-Ang!
Ariel, who had deflected all the attacks, looked down at her sword.
Before I knew it, the once perfectly fine blade had teeth missing here and there.
‘I never thought that 「Phenomenon」, which is merely an intermediate magic, could have this much power… … .’
Ariel slowly turned her gaze to Alice.
I had no choice but to admit it.
Ariel had to acknowledge the efforts she had just witnessed.
‘I should take back the word ‘idiot.’
In an instant, Ariel's mood changed.
Soon, the black mana scattered along her body was seeping into the blade.
It was the moment when Ellis was trying to respond to Ariel's sudden change in power.
“As much as you work hard, others work hard too.”
Ariel had also been struggling desperately up until now. Rather, Ariel had been living her life with all her might long before Ellis.
Chorus!
For a moment, Ariel's figure, sliding across the ground, appeared behind the defenseless Ellis.
As Ellis hurriedly turned around, Ariel's face, who was lowering herself and glaring at her, was reflected in her eyes.
… … Crunch!
The ground was dug deep in Ariel's footprints.
Soon a pitch-black aura swept towards Ellis.
Boom!
Ariel jumped back and opened her mouth to Ellis, who was buried in the smoke.
“It’s not just you who has changed.”
Ariel's skills have also grown beyond comparison to before.
Before she knew it, she had reached a position equivalent to that of an intermediate sword expert without having to resort to the power of demonization.
That was when.
Damn it!
The moment Ariel lowered her head, a giant ice pick burst forth from the ground.
At the same time, Ariel, who had stepped on the tip of the awl and jumped high into the sky, saw smoke slowly clearing away before her eyes.
Something inside was sparkling in the moonlight.
“But isn’t that too much for a sparring match? I wasn’t even using magic on purpose.”
Thud… thud… .
Clear crystals shattered as Ellis walked, her entire body encased in ice.
Ariel muttered as she looked at the sight.
“Trans Armor…….”
"Trans Armor".
It was a defensive spell that only intermediate and advanced magicians of the 4th circle or higher could use.
The trans armor that Ellis manifested was "Ice".
Nothing was as fragile as ice, yet nothing was as resistant to aura as ice.
Ariel, who had landed on the floor, stared blankly at Ellis. However, inside, she was shaking with surprise.
‘That’s the magic/knight, battle mage, which only exists on the continent… … .’
Ariel had already heard rumors about the Battle Mage.
A swordsman who uses magic while pursuing swordsmanship, and a magician who does not give up the sword.
The true greedy of this age.
However, the power they possessed could not be ignored and they could not be dismissed as simply greedy.
Humans grow by overcoming limitations.
But on the contrary, the synergy of acknowledging the limitations and shining brightly to the utmost of those numerous limitations was transcendence in a different sense.
‘… … That’s the result of all the sweat, tears, and effort you’ve put in so far.’
Laughter filled the air.
Ariel felt as if she had encountered a new world, seeing someone taking a completely different path from her own.
Swish
Finally, as Ariel lowered her sword, Ellis frowned.
“What? Why are you suddenly like this? It’s just the beginning.”
“Let’s stop here for today. And if you continue to emit mana in the city like you did, you’ll be caught by the administration.”
Ellis, who felt a sting at the mention of the administration office, quickly retrieved her sword.
“Oh, that’s right. I guess I pushed too hard without realizing it……. I still can’t control myself, hehe.”
Ariel asked Ellis, who was shaking off the ice that had clung to her body while releasing the spell.
“I heard that this article’s promotion test is more difficult than ever before?”
“Of course I know. No matter how much of a manpower shortage there is these days, you can’t just select just anyone as a reporter, right?”
“Then I guess I know what that means.”
The smile disappeared from Ellis' face when she heard those words. She took a deep breath and slowly exhaled it, answering Ariel.
“I know. I will never lose.”
I will never support you.
I don't know about other people, but I never wanted to lose to Ariel.
And it was the same with Ariel.
Then Ariel let out a sigh.
“Eclat. You take responsibility.”
“Huh? What are you talking about?”
“He told me to take him home.”
It was at this moment that Ellis, with her arms crossed, was about to vehemently refuse.
“Just like you said, the night air is nice.”
Ariel was looking up at the night sky and smiling like a falling star.
* * *
Ellis, who was walking with her backpack on, turned her head slightly.
Her ears kept tingling. She had no choice but to look back at Ariel and respond with an exaggerated tone.
“What! Why!”
“What is it?”
“What are you talking about! You’ve been looking at me all this time.”
As Ellis said, after leaving the park, Ariel had been staring at her.
At first, I shook off my clothes, thinking maybe there was dirt on them, but there were only a few ice crystals that had fallen off, and nothing else.
‘What? Why do you keep staring at people? It makes me feel uneasy for no reason… … .’
Looking back, Ariel seemed different today.
It's like the fact that he came out calmly despite the things he did in anger, and the fact that he could have just gone back but ended up sparring.
‘More than anything, those eyes are the strangest.’
Her eyes were always deep, like a deep abyss.
If you look at it with such emptiness, you will feel empty inside yourself.
But the eyes looking at him now were not filled with such things, but with unknown emotions.
At that moment Ariel's mouth opened.
“Poor Eclat.”
"……what?"
Ellis opened her eyes wide, not knowing English.
Meanwhile, Ariel smiled inwardly at the sense of superiority that had crept into her without anyone knowing.
‘I wonder what kind of expression you’ll make if you find out I went on a date with Rohan yesterday.’
The look in Ariel's eyes as she looked at Ellis now was one of sympathy.
The next moment, Ellis stopped in her tracks and stamped her feet.
“What are you doing! Why are you suddenly feeling sorry for me?!”
“Poor Eclat.”
“You, you, you……! Are you doing this on purpose to get me to drink? Huh? You asked me to take you home, so that was your intention to do this to me, right now!”
How can it be so funny to see someone jumping around like a monkey after being high on medicine?
To Ariel, Alice was a plaything. With a single press of a switch, she would entertain herself so much that she couldn't take her eyes off her.
Ariel, who thought that teasing her friend was enough, continued walking where she had stopped.
“So, did you find out anything?”
At that question, Ellis, who had rushed to Ariel's side, tilted her head.
“Find out?”
“Haa, this thief of breath. I mean, Lord Rohan’s heart.”
Only then did Ellis recall the fact she had forgotten and mutter in embarrassment.
“Oh, no? I haven’t found out anything yet…….”
"okay."
“So, did you find out anything?”
Ariel shook her head silently.
She also couldn't figure out Rohan's mind.
‘It was the same yesterday.’
I took Rohan's time and went on a date with him, but Rohan's attention was focused on somewhere else.
Even though he promised to make time for her next time, Ariel felt uneasy.
‘… … It doesn’t matter though.’
It didn't matter if he was looking at someone other than himself, or if he was thinking of someone other than himself.
‘Just stay by my side. Yes, if you stay by my side like you are now, that’s enough for me… … .’
Ariel learned early on that nothing in this world is taken for granted.
That's why I was so happy and grateful just to have Rohan by my side.
Anything more than that was greed. Knowing that, Ariel had to be satisfied.
“There is that…… Ariel.”
Ariel turned around, her thoughts hidden by Ellis' voice.
“Why do you stay close to me?”
“……What does that mean?”
Ariel answered the question coldly, unable to understand it.
Ellis, who felt a pang inside, avoided eye contact but continued speaking while observing her expression.
“No, we’re not meant to be walking together like this, are we?”
Only then did Ariel realize the meaning of those words and brushed her hair to the side.
“That’s true.”
“Don’t you feel uncomfortable with me?”
“It’s uncomfortable.”
“But why…….”
Before I knew it, I was getting closer to home.
Ariel deliberately slowed her pace.
I wanted to walk this path with someone a little longer.
“The person I said was uncomfortable was Ellis Eclat.”
“What did you say?”
Ariel barely managed to suppress the laughter that almost burst out at the sight of Ellis still responding well.
“In other words, it doesn’t matter whether you have feelings for Rohan or not.”
“How can that be?”
Even if Ellis didn't like Rohan at first, Ariel didn't.
Ariel knew from the beginning that Ellis liked Rohan (although she was mistaken, of course).
Still, she didn't push Ellis away.
“Of course, because I’m not considering you at all.”
“……Does that mean you didn’t even see me as a competitor?”
Ariel nodded as if it was obvious.
“Competition is only competition when it is at the right level.”
“This guy, I’ll wake you up in a paulownia bed in the morning!”
Ellis runs towards you, swinging her arms and legs.
Ariel pushed away Ellis's broad forehead with her long arms, but her relatively short limbs could not even reach it.
“Poor Eclat. With those short limbs, you’ll never be able to reach me.”
“You idiot, you idiot! I’ll die today and you’ll live!”
“I think I just said the opposite. You’re really stupid.”
“Is that so…? Oh, I don’t know!”
Of course, Ellis, who had no intention of hitting him, soon turned around to face him.
“I’m a kind and gentle person, so I’ll take care of it for real.”
“It seems all the kind and gentle people are dead.”
Ellis didn't say anything in response. She had known for a long time that Ariel was this kind of person.
“They all came.”
Then we arrived at the Riepenstein mansion.
Ellis, who was imagining Michael inside, turned around, scratching her goosebump-covered arm.
“Then I’ll go. See you at school tomorrow…….”
"wait for a sec."
Ariel grabbed Ellis' wrist and turned her around.
Ellis just looked up at Ariel, who was looking down at her.
“Now it’s my turn to ask.”
“What, what’s going on all of a sudden…….”
Ellis lowered her head and tapped the ground with her toes.
The moment when Ariel's voice floated away with the dawn breeze was when Ellis's feet stopped.
“Why do you want to be my friend?”
"what……?"
It was something I wanted to know as much as Rohan's heart.
Ariel felt uncomfortable with Ellis, but at the same time grateful.
Without her, life in Springwind and the journey back home might have been endlessly lonely.
“……Oh, what is it? Were you just trying to create a useless atmosphere just to ask that?”
“I’m not joking. This is something I really want to know—”
At that moment, moonlight fell on Ariel's eyes.
Beyond that, a brighter, softer, and gentler smile than moonlight hung on Ellis' lips.
“You are a good person.”
Only then did Ariel realize.
“You come out and hang out with me even though it’s so late at night like today. You’re a good person, Ariel. Hehe, that’s why you’re perfect for my friend.”

            That Ellis was a much better person than he was.
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The girl who finished the lecture turned her gaze to me.
I, who was standing in my seat, opened my mouth to the students.
“Attention. You all know about the knight promotion exam that will be held in three months, right?”
"yes!"
The students answered confidently. Some of them were already nervous.
He paused for a moment and looked at each student's face.
It's a lot better than before.
Now, the knight's mindset is starting to develop, though clumsily and clearly.
Most notable were the donating students like Ellie.
Students who at first were not good at swinging swords were now able to use Aura as well as others.
“It was hard to get here. Of course, it’s still a long way to graduate, but it was still hard.”
I don't think it's because the young lady and I taught her well.
Of course, I taught them diligently, but what filled the gap between the process and the result was each person's own effort.
“And thank you. For not giving up, for holding on, for believing in me and Professor Grace.”
Everyone tried.
I watched those efforts more closely than anyone else.
That's why I was truly grateful.
“So, I prepared some special training for you.”
Question marks were spreading across faces filled with emotion.
“Did I hear that wrong just now…?”
“No, I just heard something about training…?”
That's that and this is this.
I would never allow my students to fail this exam.
“The training is scheduled for this Friday. It’s 24 hours long. This is a training that will improve the most important individual abilities, teamwork, situational judgment, and variable control skills for the knight promotion exam, so I hope everyone prepares thoroughly.”
I could see the students' faces rotting away.
I felt like I could hear the intentions of those who were cursing at me.
“Are you crazy? If it were my little brother, I would just wake up in the morning and eat bamboo sticks…….”
Why does it sound real?
"……omg!"
I stared at the student who was so surprised.
That guy was the student who had his clothes burned after telling Michael his true feelings during the previous magic defense class.
Why did it always seem so quiet during our class?
“Professor, Professor! That’s not it……!”
“Be careful next time.”
“Huh?! Oh, I understand…….”
That guy is going to show you hell this training.
“That’s all, Professor Grace.”
Grace finished her announcement, thanking me with a faint smile.
“That’s all for today’s lecture. As you all know, detailed explanations are posted on the intranet, so please check them out.”
* * *
Brad, sitting in the break room, was shaking, clutching an unopened can of soda.
“……Ah, I want to die.”
Brad was the student who had inadvertently spilled his feelings to Rohan and Michael.
Then, the students around me who had just finished their swordsmanship class started to scold me.
“Thank goodness it’s not Professor Riepenstein. You almost got beat up this time, Inma.”
“I admit it. I think it’s fortunate that Professor Rohan is kind.”
At those words, a sigh escaped from between Brad's fingers, which were cupping his face.
“I know. I know that too… I have to fix this habit by the time I graduate, but what should I do, really?”
The students gave their opinions as they watched him contemplate seriously.
“In important situations, how about just putting a ‘stone flower’ in your mouth?”
“No, no. From what I’ve seen, this kid needs to fix his mindset. If he doesn’t think like that in the first place, he won’t make mistakes, right?”
“I see. You’re a really bad kid. You should be thanking Professor Inma. If it were your younger brother, what would you do in the morning? If it were me, I’d kill you halfway there.”
Then, naturally, the conversation turned to Rohan.
“But don’t you think Professor, you’ve become more detailed lately? When we first lectured, you made it hard for us to breathe. You taught us well, though.”
“That’s right. It has changed. The lectures have become easy and sophisticated enough for even donor students like me to follow. Do you even have love these days?”
Everyone who heard the word love laughed.
“Love? Hey, someone with a personality like the assistant professor would never do something like love. Oh, I guess he does. With a sword. Looking at it this way, he’s a real knight in disguise.”
“Real. If the assistant professor gets married, I’ll take off all my clothes and spin my head for an hour in the middle of Little Heath.”
“I can’t lose, I’ll be spinning next to him too!”
What kind of expressions would they make if they saw Rohan treating Grace?
“Hey, hey! Over there, over there!”
At that moment, I saw someone passing through the hallway outside the window in the break room.
It was Ariel.
The students who saw Ariel ran to the window and followed her back while pressing their faces against the glass.
“You look crazy today too…….”
“I heard you got the Magic Defense homework all by yourself this time? If it’s face, it’s face, if it’s studying, it’s studying. You’re a real fraud, a fraud.”
“If I could just have a meal with Ariel, I would have no other wishes…….”
At that moment, one of the students who had been looking closely at Ariel's face tilted his head.
“But didn’t you think Ariel was smiling just now?”
“Is it time to swap eyeballs? What the heck. Have you ever seen Ariel smile?”
Everyone shook their heads at those words. No one remembered seeing Ariel smile.
While the students were looking at Ariel and wishing her luck, Ariel, who was walking down the hallway without knowing anything, had a smile on her face.
‘Today, Rohan looked at me nine times… … .’
Ariel thought about Rohan all day long.
‘… … A new record, a new record!’
Of course, from Rohan's perspective, it was just a passing glance or a question, and a natural eye contact, but to Ariel, even that was a heart-fluttering, earnest connection.
‘Okay. Next time, let’s try to get to double digits… … Eclat?’
At that moment, Ellis and Susan were passing by at the corner of the hallway.
Ariel quickened her pace at the sight.
‘… … Huh?’
Ariel, who had caught up with Ellis, deliberately passed by her while making noise.
But Ellis didn't catch Ariel. Instead, she turned her gaze to Susan, pretending not to see her.
‘It’s strange. Normally, you would have rushed at me like a piranha as soon as you saw me… … .’
That was Ellis.
But today was different.
“Oh, mistake.”
Ariel turned around and rolled the pen she had dropped on purpose to Ellis.
Only then did Ellis stop and pick up her pen.
“I dropped my pen, Ariel. Here.”
“Thank you. Can I pick it up…….”
“See you next time.”
And then Ellis leaves again.
Ariel stared blankly at her back.
‘This isn’t it… … ?’
As expected, Ellis, who picked up the pen, should have responded with something like, “How clumsy, you idiot,” or “Wow! You found a nice pen? I should keep it for mine~.”
That was how the conversation was supposed to continue.
But Ellis didn't accept it.
Ariel, who had stopped in her tracks, watched Ellis walk away with slightly sad eyes.
“…….”
I felt somehow empty.
* * *
“That… Ellie?”
Ellis, who had been walking with her feet pointed at each other, opened her mouth at Susan's voice.
“Huh? What’s wrong, Susan?”
“Ariel just now… it’s nothing.”
Susan quickly shut her mouth, noticing Ellis' mood. She knew why Ellis had become gloomy.
‘I guess this is a bit of a troubling problem for Ellis too… … .’
Ellis, who had been walking in silence, thought back to the conversation they had had in the morning.
““The student council executive position is still vacant due to the recent Black Candy distribution incident. I left it alone because there was no suitable person, but I think I can’t do it anymore.”
The person who offered Ellis the position was none other than the current Springwind student council president, Karen di Arilleria.
“There were many candidates, but I think Miss Ellis Eclat would be the best fit.”
When Ellis asked why her, Karen replied:
""The only person who has improved her grades in such a short period of time is Ms. Ellis. There is no clearer indicator than the fact that she went from an F to a B+ in just half a year. On top of that, she is a donor student. Therefore, as the student council president, I, Karen di Arilleria, formally request that Ms. Ellis join the student council."
Anyone would be delighted to hear that they were invited to join the student council.
"Springwind's Student Council" was different from other universities.
While the student councils of other universities simply represent the students and work for their rights and welfare, Springwind's student council goes even further and has close ties to the various magic towers and knightly orders of the empire.
Even if you were to serve as a student council officer, it was almost certain that you would get a job at a large knights' organization or magic tower.
‘They asked me to join the student council… … .’
Ellis couldn't be all that happy, because in exchange for the position, Karen had made one condition.
‘Of course, it doesn’t matter to me since I belong to the Eclat family, but it’s still important for me to join the student council. Most of the students in the student council belong to influential families like me.’
The reason that Springwind's student council was able to exert such influence was definitely due to the power of its executives.
Even Karen was a member of the Arilleria family, which had great influence not only in the empire but also in the international community.
Moreover, among the executives, there were some families whose names alone made one's eyes light up and tongues stick out.
Ellis dreamed of becoming a knight, but her true goal was to become a knight and inherit the Knights of Eclat.
To do that, I had to start building my network and laying the foundation from now on.
Susan gently took Ellis' hand in hers as she sighed in dismay.
“Ellie! After we finish, shall we go get some cake? It’ll change the mood.”
“Cake? Um, that would be really good, but sorry. We have training tomorrow.”
“Oh, right… Then let’s go to Ellie’s house together—”
At that moment, Ellis's hand moved away from Susan. Ellis, who was standing next to her, shook her head.
“I’ll go first. I just remembered some homework that had piled up. See you later, Susan.”
“Huh? Uh…… Okay, Ellie……”
Susan was dumbfounded by Ellis' unusual appearance and watched her back as she walked away.
After parting ways with Susan, Ellis arrived at the outdoor stairs leading to the main building.
“…….”
""Ariel Riepenstein. You must fail that student in this knight promotion exam. That is the condition for Miss Ellis to join our student council."
Ellis's head, leaning on the railing, was tilted in pain as Karen's voice played.
‘Why am I even worrying about this… …!’
* * *
After class.
I followed the girl.
When I looked at that back view, I felt like I was experiencing a fantasy.
Last night felt like a lie.
It was even more so when I saw the young lady acting as if nothing had happened, just as she always did.
“…….”
Could it be that it was just because I was drunk?
Were they just vague dreams that would evaporate when you woke up, things that would be forgotten when you closed your eyes and opened them?
A blank face and indifferent speech.
I was even more confused because it was always like that.
Maybe she was just as confused.
That's why I even thought that maybe he was pretending not to know and silently telling me to forget.
“Rohan? The office is this way.”
I came to my senses at the sound of the young lady's voice. Before I knew it, I had forgotten the direction to our office and was heading towards the connecting passageway leading to the annex.
But my head was still dizzy. It was the moment I turned the corner of the hallway following the girl.
"……wait for a sec."
The girl who had lightly pushed me against the wall looked up at me and continued speaking.
“Stay still.”
“Huh? Why all of a sudden…….”
“Don't say anything.”
A chill rose from my back against the wall.
On the contrary, her body temperature, which had grown closer, was warming me.
As her face gradually got closer, I felt like I was lost in fantasy again.
… … I didn’t know the young lady would be so bold.
Come to think of it, haven't we even confessed to each other yet?
For something like that, I feel like the progress is too fast… … .
"……miss?"
I lowered my head to the ecstatic warmth filling my palms.
The girl was holding my hand.
Her lips, which had been trembling, opened in the turbulent air that was transmitted from her right hand to my left hand.
“I’m sorry. I couldn’t stand it…….”
Those words broke me.
Broke and ruined.
It was my anxiety that was torn apart like that.
It was your foolishness to dismiss your mind as a mere illusion.
Even though your heart is so vividly displayed before my eyes.
“Can I stay like this for just a little bit……?”
She didn't hold me in her arms or kiss me.
He was just holding my hand.
The most pitiful, worthless, and small part of me.
It was rough, clumsy, and yet pure.
Like when you're just starting to figure something out. Like when you first learn to walk. Like the moment when you take your first, difficult steps.
I really liked the look of that girl.
When I looked at that girl, it felt like all the wounds I had suffered in the past were being healed.
Suddenly, I regained my energy and poured out to her the words that had been buried deep in my heart.
“Didn’t you promise?”
"uh?"
“A sorry, a promise not to do it again.”
I smiled faintly.
The corners of her mouth, which had been a straight horizontal line, began to slowly rise.
I tried to gauge how much the young lady had endured.
I wondered how much he had endured that he had embarrassed me like this as soon as he left the classroom.
No matter how much I think about it, I don't know.
The only thing I can compare it to is my heart that has endured while looking at you. That's all.
“Then… shall we go back?”
This time, I felt sorry for her body temperature that had left me.
I started to feel a desire to hold on just a little longer.
“……Rohan?”
“Go. I will take care of it.”
This time, I couldn't hold back.
I took her hand again and headed to the classroom.
Well, I'm heading to the office at this hour and I'm not going to run into anyone else.
There was no reason to endure it.
"thank you."
I answered the girl's voice from behind me.
“What are you talking about?”
“……It’s nothing.”
I know just by hearing your voice and seeing your face.
But how much more so when we are in contact with each other like this?
“Then would you please grant me one favor?”
"ask?"
In front of the office, where I had already arrived.
I answered as I opened the door.
“Yes. You must return home today. Lord Euclid will be very worried.”
Unfortunately, it's time to let go now.
No matter how much I like it, it's work time now, and I have to distinguish between work and private life.
The girl nodded, letting go of his hand first, as if she knew it.
“Okay. I’ll do as Rohan says.”
“Thank you.”
At that moment, I felt much more at ease and was about to close the door and follow the girl in.
Tiring—
The moment I checked the text message that had arrived, my eyes became dizzy. The girl who had been looking at me while sitting down asked me with concern.
"what's the matter?"
“Oh, it’s nothing.”
I forced a smile and went to my desk to sit down.
And the text I checked again.
I was more curious about the sender's name than the content of the text.
[From: Sister]

            Now it was my turn to handle the request.
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Even though I am a person, there are people I am afraid of.
“That’s amazing. It’s rare to see something like this in Douglas.”
Karina Historia, she was the only person I feared in this world.
Of course, it's half a joke. Just like how her actions towards me are half a joke.
“Is it okay if I leave your seat?”
I continued speaking, following Karina's gaze.
“It looks like you hid it from even Lycans…….”
“It’s none of your business.”
"……yes."
I quickly shut my mouth when I saw Karina's expression suddenly harden.
It's not that I didn't expect Karina to come to the island.
Karina had previously asked me to meet the Ford family, and I had also received a favor from her.
It was just a bit sudden. It hit me even harder because I was already busy preparing for training for the time being.
At that moment, Karina smiled and pointed somewhere.
“Look, Rohan. What is that?”
I confirmed that it was at her fingertips and answered as if it was nothing.
“This is a store that sells slime.”
“Slime? Hoo, what’s that?”
Karina, who had lifted her sunglasses with her fingertips, was observing the slime shop with wide eyes.
Of course, it's not real slime.
It's just a toy, strictly speaking an artifact.
Slime could be shaped into any shape you wanted with just a little bit of manipulation, and it could even cover your entire face to protect it on sunny or windy days.
If not, I would just fiddle around with it without thinking, like a real-life bubble wrapper.
According to the original, it felt so good to the touch that just playing with it made you feel good.
At one time, it was popular among people. Like all trends, it has lost its popularity now.
“Let’s go there. I should buy one as a souvenir.”
Karina, excited like a child visiting an amusement park for the first time, led me to the store.
Karina, who had bought the slime without giving it a chance to be stopped, hugged it tightly to her chest and smiled innocently in response.
“It’s so soft. Why wasn’t something this good presented to the royal family?”
It's understandable that Karina is encountering something like this for the first time.
Douglas is a paradise of wealth, populated only by nobles, and only among the nobles.
In their world, these slime-like things would be treated as defective products. Naturally, they would never have the opportunity to encounter them.
Karina, who had been continuously stretching out slime, looked back at me and opened her mouth.
“Would you like to touch it too?”
It was my first time as well, except that I had read the description and seen it in passing on the street.
It was the moment when I nodded and reached out my hand.
“…….”
Stop, I almost got into trouble.
I narrowed my eyes and silently glared at Karina, who had stuck slime on her chest.
“What are you doing? Don’t touch it.”
“You are too much.”
“I guess I was too mean this time.”
I can't let my guard down at all.
Do you find teasing me that much fun?
As I was walking down the street again, I glanced at Karina, who was harassing the slime.
“Then what if I really have bad intentions?”
“Then it’s even better. It’s the sea I was hoping for.”
……okay.
I lost.
I really can't win.
“Oh, what is that?”
“It’s a pastry filled with sweet cream cheese. When you chew it, the cream overflows and covers your mouth, which is superb.”
“Then what about this? It looks like there’s something sweet in this too.”
“……That’s the zipper on my pants. Let go.”
After that, we explored various parts of the city.
Unlike the way she played pranks on me, Karina's expression whenever she encountered something unfamiliar was always filled with innocence.
Perhaps that appearance is her true self, not when she is deliberately acting like a fool.
I asked Karana, who was holding a handful of food she was selling at a street stall.
“It seems to suit your taste.”
Karina answered my question while swallowing a piece of bread spread with honey and kaymak.
“I don’t remember much of it now, but I grew up eating this kind of thing. I had to starve when I didn’t have it, but now that I’ve eaten it again, I think I remember it.”
Looking back, today Karina didn't even pay attention to things like fancy food or clothes.
Well, I guess she needs to take a break like this sometimes too.
Living as a member of the royal family, and as a prince at that, is really hard.
“……How’s things going over there these days?”
“It’s always the same. It’s just always fierce.”
There were trees lining every street leading up to our eyes.
This place, ‘End Park’, was considered one of the most beautiful areas in Little Heath.
“So sometimes I envy those trees that get swayed by the wind.”
I raised my head amidst the sound of flower petals rubbing against each other, and the sky was visible through the thick branches.
“In order not to be shaken no matter what wind blows, I have to stand so upright…….”
I asked her, stroking the slime she had left for me.
“Did you get what I told you about before?”
Saaaa⸺
As soon as I uttered those words, a gust of wind blew through the entrance and passed between us.
It was raining flower petals. It was the time when the petals that had been floating in the air landed on each other's shoulders.
“……saved.”
He didn't look happy.
What I discovered among the natural colors engraved in the night sky was blue sadness.
Karina was sad.
I couldn't ask any more because I knew the sadness.
She must be worried.
Should she kill her younger brother to survive, or give up living as Karina to save her younger brother?
It was everyone's fervent wish.
There were things I couldn't give up.
But if she had to give up one thing, what would she choose…?
“Thank you for today. I had a great time thanks to you.”
In the still wind of the world, she was looking up at me.
At that moment, was it Karina Historia who was still struggling to live, or was it Edgar Historia who was twisted and twisted again like fate?
Those questions that were hanging precariously on the edge of my lips were carried away by the wind the moment I opened my mouth.
“Now, please tell me your real request.”
What was important to me was the sadness you felt in front of me.
“What favor do you have? I just paid the price for introducing you to the Ford family.”
I stared at Karina silently.
I already know that it wasn't her request to just guide Little Heath.
Above all, Karina did not have a cheerful expression. Rather, the face she was facing now seemed to be desperately wanting something.
“What are you looking at? Am I that pretty?”
“Is this really all you ask?”
“……Okay. We don’t need to fool each other.”
At that moment, Karina took out a handkerchief and carefully stacked the food she was holding on top of the handkerchief spread on the bench.
“This is too good to throw away, so I should leave it here. Someone hungry will come and eat it. Someone…….”
And then Karina took a step forward. Her back, slowly moving away, was calling me.
“……Follow me. I have a place to go with you.”
* * *
I was out of breath.
The hand holding the sword trembles like an aspen tree.
She still had the strength to swing, but Ellis could no longer hold the sword.
… … bang.
Soon, the sword that had been hanging from Ellis' fingertips rolled across the floor.
“Haa…… haa……”
Ellis, unable to catch her breath, staggered toward the door.
But she couldn't grab the doorknob, because the thoughts that came to her mind were already tightly holding her wrist.
"We're friends."
That's what Ellis once said to Ariel.
I was embarrassed.
I was so embarrassed that I could brag to my friends in front of them and worry about them behind their backs.
"……ha."
Ellis, who had her back against the wall, collapsed to the ground.
The breath no longer rose.
Instead, an idea came to mind.
Bad, bad thoughts like that.
‘I want to… join the student council.’
It wasn't a dream.
Because it was something I had never even thought about.
It's not that I didn't want it.
There just wasn't an opportunity.
And now, what had come to Ellis was an opportunity.
‘Dad, you can’t stay healthy forever. As I grow older, you will grow older too, and if that happens, your life as a knight will become dangerous one day.’
Ellis' goal of becoming a knight and inheriting the Knights of Eclat was not just a dream.
‘I have to take over as the leader as soon as possible. That way, I can… … see my father for a long time.’
My mother passed away a long time ago.
And the only thing he didn't want to lose was his remaining father, Dennis.
Now he was the only family left.
We've been able to get through this by leaning on each other.
The most precious thing in life.
For that, Ellis wanted to become a knight.
‘But to do that, Ariel… … .’
I had to break it.
I had to trample on things to get up there.
For your own goals, for your dreams.
‘What should I do? What should I do, Mom?’
The sharp reality that I had forgotten has come crashing down on me.
Each time, she grew up with her childlike innocence worn away.
But if this is what it means to be an adult, if this is how you become an adult… … I wanted to continue living as a child.
however.
‘I can’t stay a child forever.’
I'm sick and tired of seeing someone sacrifice themselves for me.
A sacrifice is a sacrifice that has to be made once or twice.
‘I will become a knight. As a knight, I must protect Rohan, Grace, and my father… … all of them.’
Ellis picked up her fallen body.
And he went towards the sword.
“……I’m sorry, Ariel.”
I didn't stumble anymore.
* * *
If you ask people where they can first see the sun rise in the Empire, everyone will answer, "Solaris Island."
The easternmost point of the empire, ‘Solaris’.
I arrived here at Solaris Island on a private plane with Karina.
“It’s already the full moon today.”
Karina was walking, looking up at the sky.
As I followed her, I quietly stared at her profile.
“Do you remember the story I told you before?”
“I remember.”
Finally, Karina arrived in front of the cave, turned to me and continued speaking.
“Then forget it. From today on, that story will be forgotten.”
Woohoooo―
At the same time, the "Persona" on Karina's neck appeared.
Karina soon transformed into Edgar.
Meanwhile, Karina, wearing the mask of a rascal, relaxed her shoulders.
“Ah— I just don’t feel attached to this body. Let’s go.”
Crackle, crackle
Footsteps echoed through the cave.
Looking closely, everything that made up the cave was made of ether stone.
It was no wonder, since Solaris itself was a giant ether stone.
Then we heard a noise from inside. Two footsteps, similar to ours. They were getting closer.
“Stop. This place belongs to the imperial family―”
At that moment, the two wizards who discovered Carina in the guise of Edgar trembled as if shocked by electricity.
“Your Highness…? I see your Highness, I see your Highness!”
“Chi, Chi, Your Majesty. Why have you come here……?”
Judging from the clothes they were wearing, they seemed to be wizards belonging to the Magic Technology Bureau.
Karina approached them and opened her mouth, pretending to put her hands behind her back.
“If my brother came to see his sister, does he have to have a reason?”
“That’s not it, but…….”
“Then get out of the way.”
Certainly, Karina, no, Edgar is a scary person.
Still, a wizard belonging to the Technology Bureau would not be able to kneel down anywhere, but seeing him shaking so much right now that it wouldn't be strange if he peed his pants right in front of me.
At that moment, Karina took a step closer to the wizards who were just looking at each other.
“……This is the private property of the royal family, so there aren’t many people passing by?”
“Yes? That’s true, but what is that—”
“The story is that even if you two disappear, no one will know.”
“!!!”
As the wizards' faces turned pale, Karina looked back at me.
Ha, I know what I have to do.
Sling-
I drew my sword and aimed it at the wizards. Karina responded by continuing to speak.
“Kill me halfway. I plan to stuff you alive.”
“I follow the emperor’s orders.”
“This is great. This will add two more items to my wizard collection.”
The next moment, the wizards lying flat on the ground were begging us.
“Please save me! My rabbit-like wife and fox-like children are waiting for me at home……!”
“We too, had no choice but to obey the Emperor’s command! Please have mercy on us, the lowly ones……!”
… … This is secretly fun.
This is why I thought people were obsessed with power.
“Oh, this is difficult. I have everything I want, but I have never had mercy.”
“Eek……!”
I thought that was enough, so I lightly touched the sleeve of Karina, who was foolishly playing with the lives of wizards.
Only then did Karina, who had stopped acting like a loser, clear her throat while covering her mouth.
“Even so, you won’t be able to see blood where my sister is resting. Get out of my sight.”
"yes……?"
“Looks like your ears are blocked. Okay. I’ll peel off the skin on your ears myself. Give it to me. Okay?”
“Oh, no!”
As Karina reached out, the terrified wizards ran out of the cave.
I said, lifting Karina up.
“Let’s go now.”
“Okay, then. But it’s a shame. I really wanted to peel off the ear skin once.”
“You seem to be enjoying it quite a bit?”
Karina smiled at the question and answered while walking away.
“If I don’t enjoy it, I’ll just suffer.”
We made our way inside, relying on the light shining along the cave walls.
Arriving in front of the huge door, Karina took the imperial emblem out of her pocket and put it into the slot.
Ggggg… … .

            Through the crack in the door that opened at her touch, a page I had never read before was unfolding.
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"Adelaide."
"You called. What do you have in your hand?"
"It's a bug."
"What kind of bug is that?"
""You don't have to know that. Instead, guess. When I open my hand, will this bug be dead or alive?""
“You’re causing trouble again.”
"Come on, guess. Come on."
"My answer is……"
‧‧‧* * *
The ceiling was glowing with the installed magic, and the floor was dark as the light made of mana was absorbed by the ether stones.
The Emperor of the Empire, Adela Historia, was in between.
As if caught between life and death, she lay on a hard bed carved from ether stone, belonging nowhere.
“A coffin made of such a huge ether stone, truly worthy of an emperor.”
Contrary to Karina's words, this place was far from the coffin.
Adela was kept alive by the power of the Aether Stone. This entire place was like one giant life support device.
Finally, Karina arrived at the bed and continued talking while looking down at Adela together with Rohan.
“……You lived your whole life like a doll of the empire, and even when you sleep, you look like a doll.”
Rohan, who was a step away, was staring at Karina. What he saw in his eyes was not sadness, but anger.
“What on earth are you doing… What are you doing that you brought death upon yourself…?”
Karina tried desperately to become the emperor.
Dressing up in royal attire is like wearing clothes that don't fit.
Still, enduring the gazes of the royal family and nobles blowing in through the torn holes like worn-out clothes.
So, he became the emperor and tried to protect his only younger brother.
“You really didn’t know it would turn out like this…….”
The words that rolled from Karina's lips were crawling on the floor and running towards the door.
A thumping sound seemed to be coming from somewhere. Her quiet anger was echoing off the cave walls.
‘Considering the secret of the imperial family, it makes sense that Adela would replace Carina as empress.’
Rohan thought about the secret of the royal family.
The secret of the royal family was the "Seal of Oblivion", which only the Historia family of blood possessed in this world.
‘The Seal of Oblivion is a powerful spell that can control the world. However, if you were to engrave that spell on your body… … you would not be able to predict the future.’
Adela, who was dying right before my eyes, was proof of that.
"The Seal of Oblivion" is a spell that is engraved on the caster's body.
However, in order to maintain that technique, one must expend one's life, that is, one's life itself.
‘Even at that young age, Adela tried to protect Karina. That’s why Adela had that setting… … .’
Only then did Rohan realize the truth.
At that moment, Karina put her hand into his arms and held out her clenched fist to Rohan, dissolving her persona.
“I want you to handle the origin of life. This is my request.”
Rohan looked down at the back of Karina's hand in silence.
It was a hand that was as white as snow, but had scars here and there.
It was the moment when Rohan, who had let out a breath of air, grabbed the back of her hand.
“……Please stop acting now.”
“Acting? What are you talking about now―”
“You know all the reasons why His Majesty declared himself emperor, don’t you?”
After a while, Rohan slowly withdrew his hand and continued speaking while slowly taking a step back.
“You can be honest just for today.”
Rohan, who had just stepped back, did not take his eyes off Karina while guarding the door.
‘This is not my problem to get involved in. This is their ‘story.’
It was a story that could not be interfered with.
Because there are already two main characters in one story.
… … No more protagonists were needed.
“I’m still foolish…….”
Karina looked down at Adela's face blankly.
I still felt resentful of myself for trying to leave things to others.
But not anymore.
At least not for now.
‘Adela, I must kill you to live.’
And he had to kill Adela here, if only for the sake of Rohan, who believed in him and helped him.
That was the right choice.
I've already brought the knife to kill my brother.
It was over when he stabbed his younger brother's heart, who was lying there like a doll and unable to do anything like a doll, with the dagger hidden in his waistband.
“Adela…….”
… … If I prick you, white cotton will probably ooze out instead of red blood.
A heart that has never beat for itself is soft and fragile, and will be torn apart the moment it touches the tip of a sword.
So that you may regain your rest.
I do this again and again.
I'm willing to live as a loser...
“Sister…….”
In that determination, Adela slowly opened her eyes.
Adela opened her eyes with difficulty and stared at Karina's face fading before her eyes for a while.
“This is…… a dream.”
And then Adela smiled. Her dry lips whispered an impossible dream.
“I saw it so many times in my dreams that I now know…… when I look at my sister’s face…… I know that I am dreaming…….”
"dream……?"
“Yes. But still, when I look at this face… the good things don’t change….”
Must be killed.
Must kill, must kill, must kill.
Karina, who had been repeating those words over and over again while looking at Adela's face, opened her mouth.
“Adelaide.”
“Yes, sis…….”
Karina swallowed the emotions that had welled up under her chin as she listened to her younger brother's voice, which seemed as if it would disappear at any moment.
“I will give you a problem… I will give you a problem.”
“Are you… going to play with me again…?”
Karina, who had lowered her head, nodded repeatedly. Then she reached out her hand, which was holding the origin of life.
It was the last problem I had to give my younger brother.
“Okay, guess.”
When Adela heard those words, she smiled as usual without a moment's hesitation. That smile was so endearing and admirable.
“My answer… as always… is in my sister’s hands.”
In the old, nostalgic voice, the time she spent with Adela flashed before Karina's eyes.
“My answer is in your hands.”
""Are you talking about my hand?""
“Yes. As long as you are holding that bug, my answer will also be in it.”
Adela has always been a wise child. Today was no different.
That's why I couldn't understand the actions of that wise child.
“……Why did you want to become emperor instead of me?”
I wanted to know.
I wanted to know so badly that I'm now crazy.
Even so, I wanted to hear the reason now.
“This is a dream, so I can tell you in my dream…….”
Adela, with her head upright, looked up at the ceiling bathed in light and continued speaking.
“I just dare to hope…… I’ve wanted to see that face for a long time……”
“My face……?”
Adela's eyes were also filled with memories of her time with Karina.
Adela smiled, in a memory that was still unforgettable and rather became clearer as time passed.
“That face that calls me Adelaide and smiles affectionately…… I wanted to see it for a long, long time…….”
“Is that all? Was that really all?”
"……yes."
Adela's breathing was slowing down.
Nevertheless, Adela called her sister without holding back her breath.
“Well then, since I answered the question correctly… now it’s time to give you the reward….”
“Tell me anything. I’ll listen.”
At that moment, Adela's fingertips came to mind.
Karina's face, watching the scene, began to slowly distort.
Adela, with her arms stretched out with difficulty, smiled like a falling flower petal.
“Hug me…… please.”
It's always been like that.
Karina caused a problem.
Adela got the problem right.
After getting the answer right, Adela always spread her arms.
In the imperial palace where everything existed, Adela only wanted one thing.
“Please hug me…… Sister.”
My sister's arms.
Karina's arms.
The warmest and most missed, so missed, embrace.
“Adela!”
Karina immediately took Adela into her arms.
There was no hesitation. There could be no hesitation.
That was also what Karina had been longing for.
Woohoo!
A dazzling light began to scatter between their arms as they held each other.
And from the brilliant end, they were preparing for another beginning.
* * *
Rohan, who came out of the cave, turned his gaze towards the beach that stretched out to the side.
A message emerged as the waves broke and rose repeatedly in his eyes.
〔 Development Modification 〕
〔 Obtained ‘350P’ 〕
I wasn't happy.
I couldn't be happy.
I didn't want to be happy about something that was just a passing possibility in this world.
‘… … I wasn’t mistaken back then.’
On the day he arrived at the palace to be promoted to Weapon Master, Rohan recalled the setting of Adela that he had first met.
All of his abilities were F, making him unfit to be called the emperor of this great country.
There were only a few settings, and few of them were useful.
But one of them.
That one setting changed Rohan's mind.
‘Adela Historia was a savior.’
"saver".
Adela also had the same setting that Arthur Pendragon had.
It was a setting that neither he, Grace, nor Michael had.
And the moment he faced the setting, Rohan felt like he had found a breakthrough that would save Karina's life.
‘Now we have no choice but to watch how they change.’
The story was constantly changing into a world that Rohan was unaware of.
Then his heart began to tremble. The excitement that had come to him roughly gripped his chest and shook it.
‘… … I want to read.’
I don't know what will change with this.
But it's no fun knowing everything.
Because I didn't know, it was fun to find out one by one.
‘I want to read my last page.’
I couldn't control my desire to see someone's end.
There are no longer any readers who close the book after leaving only the last page.
Standing here now was all the hope and waiting of one person who longed to see the end.
Woof―!
At that moment, a huge wave of mana mixed with the sea breeze blew towards Rohan.
When he turned his head, the empty space was shaking.
“……Knight Rohan.”
Soon, the knights who appeared from the teleportation looked at Rohan.
They had badges on their shoulders and chests that even children could recognize.
Rohan asked.
“What is the Imperial Guard doing here? ……Lieutenant Siena.”
Siena Milan, the captain of the Imperial Guard, led all of the guards and faced Rohan.
Rohan walked forward without even counting the number of knights that filled his field of vision.
Thud, thud, thud
As Rohan drew closer, Sienna responded with her drawn sword.
“This is the private property of the Imperial Family. Furthermore, it is also the place where His Majesty rests. It is the duty of the Imperial Guard to protect His Majesty. So, step aside.”
Rohan, who had finally stopped in his tracks, faced Sienna. He slowly brought his hand to her waist and opened his mouth.
“That can’t be.”
“Rohan, I already know that you came here with the prince. And I can execute you and the prince for treason right here and now—”
The next moment, following Rohan's touch, the Eternal Heart revealed itself as a figure resembling the Milky Way.
“No one can pass me by.”
Rohan wanted to protect the story that was unfolding inside them, their story that was the only one of its kind in the world.
Clank clank
The sword tips of all the knights in line were aimed at Rohan.
Still, Rohan's heart was not shaken.
At that moment, Sienna, who had been closely examining Rohan's face, narrowed her eyes.
'……what?'
Sienna looked closely at Rohan's face as he stood with his back to the dark, rippling landscape.
It was a face that hadn't changed much.
There were only two stars twinkling faintly.
“Answer me. What on earth is going on in there…?”

            Rohan was crying.
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Amidst the falling tears, Rohan's aura was engulfing the surroundings.
Tsk tsk tsk… … !
The crumbling surface slowly rose.
At the same time, Siena and the knights, who had lost their balance, staggered.
Sienna, who barely managed to straighten her posture, tightened her grip on the handle and looked at Rohan.
‘… … I’ve become stronger than before.’
The intensity of Rohan that I felt with my whole body was incomparable to what I had experienced when I first encountered him in the palace.
At that time, I had a vague feeling that I could win, but now, let alone guaranteeing victory, I had to worry about my head falling off.
‘Who the hell are you…?’
I couldn't fathom the person in front of me shedding tears despite possessing such power.
Sienna's eyes, looking at the being that was a mixture of strength and weakness, two things that could never coexist, began to gradually harden.
“I, Siena Milan, Captain of the Imperial Guard, hereby declare Knight Rohan guilty of treason—”
It was one exhalation.
It was a blink, a split second.
“This is your final warning.”
“……!”
Rohan, who had arrived before her eyes, extended his sword next to Sienna's head.
A single strand of severed hair fluttered before her eyes.
Sienna, whose hand holding the sword naturally lost its strength, stared blankly at Rohan.
‘I didn’t see it… … .’
I couldn't follow Rohan's movements.
If this attack had targeted her vital point, Sienna would have died without even knowing why.
At that moment, the knights who saw that the captain was about to be attacked all rushed towards Rohan.
“Stop!”
The knights stood still amidst Siena's cries.
She continued speaking softly, sweating profusely.
“From now on, no one is to move without my order…….”
“But the captain―”
“It is an order!”
The knights hesitated at Siena's sudden change in attitude.
Orders are absolute for a knight.
At her command, the knights had no choice but to stand still.
‘You shouldn’t fight Rohan now.’
It wasn't for her own life that Sienna gave the order to stop.
‘Even if we can kill him here, our guard will be destroyed.’
It was for the lives of his subordinates who followed him.
Even though Rohan was a Weapon Master, most of the knights belonging to the Royal Guard were elite knights who had reached the rank of Sword Master or Sword Expert.
The law and balance of this world is that even a wizard who has reached Archmage cannot handle hundreds of advanced wizards alone, unless he is a Transcendent One.
But now, Rohan, stained with sadness and anger, was trying to break even that law and balance.
“Why are you doing this?”
Rohan answered Sienna's question without wavering.
“I am only protecting what I can protect.”
In response, Sienna thought about ‘something that can be protected.’
What on earth can Rohan protect?
No, what are you trying to protect?
It didn't take long to find out the answer to that.
“……You mean for the prince?”
Silent Rohan.
Only then did Sienna begin to understand, if only a little, why Grace had opened her heart to Rohan.
‘Even if he is the ruin of the empire, if you decide to serve him as your lord, you will protect him with your life? … … That is truly a knightly attitude.’
That was when.
“Everyone, put away your swords.”
The moment that voice passed through everyone's ears, the guards, including Sienna, immediately knelt down.
“Your Majesty! Are you safe?”
Adela, who had come out of the cave, was looking at them with Carina, who had taken the form of Edgar.
Adela continued speaking with a more relaxed expression than before.
“Lord Rohan is not your enemy. He is like the prince who is at my side.”
“Haona Knight Rohan will save His Majesty’s life…….”
“Sir Siena. Does it seem to you that Jim’s life is in danger?”
Sienna slowly raised her head, still looking down.
Then, I slowly moved my gaze to check Adela's face.
“!”
It was different from before.
The eyes that seemed ready to go out at any moment were alive, and the face that had been pale was glowing with warmth.
Sienna was the one who supported Adela more closely than anyone else. That's why she was able to immediately notice the change in Adela.
After a while, Sienna looked back at Rohan, who was kneeling towards Carina without saying a word.
‘Could this be what you were decorating… …?’
Sienna's neck turned red as she realized that she had misunderstood.
Only then did Olivia realize why she had called Rohan a good knight.
‘… … I don’t have the face to see Grace again.’
In retrospect, doubting Rohan was like doubting Grace's judgment.
While Sienna was deeply saddened by her own mistake, Adela turned to Carina.
“If it’s okay with you, I’d like to take a walk along this beach with you. Would you mind lending me your side for a moment?”
“Okay.”
Karina followed Adela, leaving Rohan and the guards behind.
The moonlit sea was quietly rippling, embracing the sky. In that scenery, Adela's breathing could be heard more clearly than ever.
“Why did you save me?”
Karina, who stopped in her tracks when a hand grabbed her sleeve, looked down at Adela, who was looking up at her.
“…….”
This kid probably already knows.
I'm just asking because I'm the type of person who needs to hear the answer myself to feel better.
Karina smiled as she looked down at her younger sister, who remained the same even as time passed.
“You were the one who saved me first.”
“You knew everything…?”
“Don’t you know that I’m really good at reading the mood?”
Adela smiled sadly at that answer.
I felt like a fool for thinking that I had fooled Karina.
“……I’m sorry I had to say something harsh back then.”
Before becoming emperor, Adela thought back to what she had said to Karina.
"“Please continue living as you are now. So much so that I would even feel it is a waste to kill you.”
“And die in the memories of everyone except me. That is the ‘only way’ you can survive in this palace.”
At that time, I had no choice but to say that.
I wanted to give my sister, who was abandoned for no reason, a reason to hate and resent myself, at least to live like that.
… … Even if Karina comes to kill him one day for that reason.
“Are you saying that harshly?”
"yes?"
“Ah, it seems I drugged you again last time.”
And then Karina brushed Adela's hair to the side. She smiled slyly.
“I don’t remember. So you forget too.”
Should I believe what she says, or should I pretend to believe it like Karina did?
Adela couldn't figure it out. She was just following her sister, as she always had.
“I will do so.”
“But I heard there were many petitions asking to kill me.”
“Yes. I was very troubled by the way you suppressed that petition. I have always wondered, who taught you that?”
“There is one. A very mischievous person.”
“Sometimes, when I saw him, he really seemed like a loser.”
“Thank you for the compliment.”
Adela couldn't help but laugh out loud at Karina's ridiculous behavior.
Suddenly, I thought, how long has it been since that happened? I felt like I was back in that time, back in that day when I didn't have to know anything.
Adela, who had regained the appearance of an emperor, opened her mouth.
“Now that the prince’s forces have gained strength, there is no need for you to cower any longer.”
“Yes. Now, Your Majesty, the only person I can fear in this empire is you.”
Adela nodded quietly and looked out at the endless horizon beyond.
“Then will you help me?”
“If you answer the question I give you correctly.”
“Can I take that to mean you’re listening?”
"okay."
Adela always wanted to go beyond that horizon from here.
And she, who had been frustrated all along without even trying, was now in contact with a huge ship that would carry her dreams.
“I love this country, Habledown, founded by my ancestors so much.”
"embrace."
“I hope that this country I love, my country, will continue to be loved in the future.”
“It’s the same for me too.”
At that moment, Karina reached out her hand to Adela. For a moment, Adela saw that her palm was floating on the sea.
“Let’s go together. I’m just on a borrowed boat, but there’s still plenty of room left.”
Karina suddenly got up from her seat and stared at Rohan, who was watching them.
I was able to come this far because of that person.
And this ship, accelerating further and further, was going to take us far, far away.
‘Rohan. I feel like I will die without being able to repay my debt to you.’
Karina closed her eyes as the warmth of her younger brother filled her palms.
* * *
“……How much time is left?”
After Adela returned to Douglas with the Royal Guard, I arrived at Canterbury Airport on Carina's private plane and was returning home with her, who insisted on seeing me off.
I answered, not having difficulty understanding the meaning of those words.
“I don’t know. But I can assure you that we’re halfway there.”
“Half…….”
Yeah, it's halfway there now.
Maybe not even half of it came.
That doesn't matter though.
I want to see the end, but I also want to see this story, this current story, for a long time.
Karina nodded, as if she understood what I said.
“Oh, by the way, His Majesty has promised you a great reward for your efforts in this matter. Tell me anything and I will multiply it tenfold and give it to you.”
“I didn’t do it with the hope of getting something like a prize—”
At that moment, something suddenly occurred to me and I hurriedly changed my words.
“Have you ever seen gloves like these while staying at the royal residence?”
I made a shape of the glove I had in mind with the injected circle and showed it to Karina.
I tried to reproduce it as accurately as I could from the description I read, but I couldn't be sure if it was the right shape.
Karina, who had been looking at it for a while, tilted her head.
“I think I saw it, but I don’t think I saw it… Ah, yes. I remember.”
Fortunately, Karina clapped her hands slightly as if she remembered and continued speaking.
“I once used it as a substitute for gloves when organizing the old imperial warehouse.”
… … What did you use as a substitute?
“Then are you still there?”
“That’s probably true. No matter how insignificant an item is, it cannot be taken out once it’s stored in the imperial vault. … Are you sure you want those gloves?”
When I nodded, Karina shook her head as if she was tired.
“There are so many precious treasures in the royal family, and yet this is just… This is not acceptable. I must stay at your house tonight and see what is hidden inside.”
“Absolutely not. And even if you don’t check, it’s enough…….”
“Oh my―”
“……Stop saying such strange things.”
I almost got caught up again, so I thought about the gloves that must have been sleeping there for a long time.
… … Perhaps the official name of the glove is “Merlin’s Shape”.
According to the mythology of this worldview, it was Hamelin and Merlin who created humans. However, they are not like Adam and Eve in the real Bible.
Because Hamelin and Merlin each created their own human being.
Thus, ‘The Warriors of Hamelin’ and ‘Merlin’s Children’ were created.
Of course, the descendants of Hamelin were all driven out to the underworld by Merlin's children, as written in history.
Anyway, the gloves currently being used as a substitute for gloves in the imperial warehouse were a sacred relic that Merlin used when creating humans.
Well, that's what the setting says, but what's important is the ability that the artifact possesses.
“Is that really all there is to it?”
“That’s enough.”
“You are truly simple. How did you know that such gloves existed in the Imperial Palace… But that alone is not enough for me.”
I understand Karina's desire to help me.
But really, those gloves were enough. No, they were more than enough.
However, he added that he didn't know what would happen to Karina if he continued to refuse.
“Then please leave just one item to the royal craftsman.”
“A jeweler? I know a jeweler who is good at cutting gems, but what kind of gem is it?”
I replied as if it was nothing, remembering the core I got from Mana Reaver Russell.
“It’s not a jewel, it’s a core.”
“When you say core, do you mean that of knights or wizards?”
“Yes. I’ve never seen it before, so I don’t know how to process it.”
Karina hesitated for a moment, then nodded readily.
“If it’s similar to an ether stone, then it might be possible.”
“It will be similar. Then I will send the items to Douglas’ house by tomorrow.”
“So be it.”
Before I knew it, I was getting closer to home.
As I watched Karina open the front door with her key as if she were the owner of the house, I felt around in my pockets. When did she take that out?
“I have to help Your Majesty now, so things will get busy. For the time being, I won’t be able to be with you like I am today.”
“Me too. The students I teach are about to have their promotion exams scheduled soon.”
“Ah, that’s right. I had momentarily forgotten that you were an associate professor at Springwind.”
As I passed through the front door and entered, I met her across the threshold.
“Thank you for seeing me off. See you later.”
“Usually, in times like this, don’t you tell them to come in for a bit and eat some stew before they leave? It helps with digestion after the meal and you both get some exercise.”
“……That kind of thing only happens in movies.”
Karina, who had raised her eyes toward me, pushed away the tips of her index fingers that had been clasped together with a look of regret.
“I’m sorry, but I understand. Well, let’s meet again next time. Until then, take care.”
After seeing Karina off, I entered the front door. Then the doorbell rang.
When I picked up the phone, I heard the news I had been waiting for.
[This is Charles, the High London game director. The equipment that Professor Rohan requested has been moved to the location you mentioned.]
“Thank you for your hard work. I’ll go check it out now.”

            After finishing the call, I left the house to check the equipment without even having time to rest.

Became the Savior of the Final Boss - Episode 127 (128/225)


                
                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                
                                § High London (2)
On the day of special training.
The students, fully prepared, gathered in the center of the ‘Mainland’ located in the North Sea of Habledown.
“It’s really humid. There must be a lot of bugs in a place like this.”
As one student said, the climate in the mainland was hot and humid.
It rained frequently there, and unlike the clear sky, the ground was damp.
At that moment, Susan, who had been by Ellis' side, opened her mouth while looking at the abandoned city in the distance.
“You know what, Ellie? Before we were born, this entire island was a very prosperous port city.”
Susan, who was once nicknamed a drunkard after Ellis, was a good student to begin with and was quite knowledgeable about the history of the empire.
Ellis also looked around at the ruined buildings buried here and there. As Susan had said, the size of the place was not small, so it felt like a huge city had once been there.
“That’s true. It’s like I’m looking at the end of the world…….”
Vines growing over buildings that have rusted and tilted over time, and branches of large trees covering the sky instead of collapsed roofs.
The nature that came back to life through the cracked asphalt created a strange atmosphere.
Ellis continued.
“If we hadn’t prevented World War II, Little Heath, where we live now, would have ended up like this?”
“Maybe. No, it definitely is. Even though reconstruction work has recently begun, you can still see slum-like areas just outside the city limits.”
If the ruined slums still remaining across the continent are traces of the Second World War, then this mainland is a sign of the First World War that occurred long before that.
At that moment, Rohan, who appeared with Grace at the base camp set up behind the students, shouted with mana.
[Everyone, attention!]
The students who were shivering at the voice that suddenly took over the surroundings all turned their attention towards Rohan and Grace.
[Does anyone know what kind of place this is?]
Ariel, who was the first to raise her hand at those words, opened her mouth.
“Mainland is a former imperial port city and currently one of the stadiums for the High London Games.”
[That's right. However, the Aleph Mountains have been excluded from this year as they have been designated as a new stadium.]
“So this special training is the High London Games?”
Rohan neither confirmed nor denied.
Meanwhile, Ariel, who was the head of Springwind, thought about the history of the High London Games. Knowledge of international history was a basic skill that both knights and wizards had to have.
‘The High London Games are a killing field that has been around for hundreds of years. Of course, it has become an international sport now, but it is still a dangerous game. … … It is definitely training that will help you pass the knighthood exam.’
The "High London Games" were a pastime and evil practice of ancient nobles who, until just a hundred years ago, locked up the inhabitants of their colonies in one place and made them kill each other in order to reduce their population.
The number of participants is between 100 and 300.
You can fight alone or as a team, but in the end, you always have to be 'alone' to survive.
Rohan answered.
[Half right, half wrong. I can't take my students to such bloody sports. But I don't plan on doing this training half-heartedly, since the knight exam is coming up soon.]
At the mention of the High London Games, the faces of the students who usually enjoyed watching the game videos turned from excitement to fear.
[The equipment that you had to obtain in the stadium will be given to you from the beginning, unlike before. Of course, everyone will have the same performance, so it will be fair. But don’t trust the equipment you are wearing too much. Your skills are now such that you can easily destroy the armor. But don’t worry. If the recall on the armor’s chest detects a threat to your life, it will return you to the base camp.]
At those words, the students' faces brightened again. But even that only lasted for a moment.
[However, if that happens, you will be eliminated. And this training will be fully reflected in your grades.]
At the word grades, everyone except Ariel felt dizzy.
At that moment, a student in the middle raised his hand and raised an objection.
“Most of us, even if ten of us worked together, couldn’t beat Ariel Riepenstein or Renault Kafka. So isn’t it unfair to use the same equipment?”
[… What do you think the knight promotion exam is?]
"yes?"
The next moment, Rohan's atmosphere rapidly cooled.
[When you go to take the knight promotion test, are you going to question fairness on the grounds of your weakness?]
“That, that is…….”
[Even now, countless aspiring knights from all over the continent are shedding sweat, tears, and blood to become a knight. Becoming a knight is also a competition. If you are lacking, you should cleanly promise the next time or give up. Even if you promise to win, it is not enough, so why are you saying it is impossible without even trying… … Step aside. You are not qualified to become a knight.]
The student was startled by the sight of Rohan frowning and nodding to the side.
“Oh, no! I was just saying that out of consideration for my other friends! It’s true, it’s true!”
[This is the last time I will tolerate your complaints. Remember, you too are now facing the article.]
"All right……."
The other students also quickly swallowed their frustration at seeing Rohan so angry as a knight, not as an associate professor.
Considering the way the knight promotion exam was conducted, Rohan's words were not wrong.
Rather, this level of intensity was nothing compared to the competition taking place outside the school fence.
But Ariel's skills were already at the level of a knight.
It's not that Rohan and Grace didn't consider that level of fairness.
[I am fully aware of that. Also, this is a training exercise, not a real match. Therefore, I changed some of the rules.]
Grace took out the blue orb and raised her hand for everyone to see.
[First. There is no limit to the number of survivors when the training is over. However, grades will be graded with these marbles. There are a total of 2,000 marbles. They are hidden all over the island. And the student with the most of these marbles will receive an A+, while the student with the least will receive an F.]
The students' palms were sweaty.
What that meant was that someone had to get an F.
[Second. Direct attacks such as ambushes, surprise attacks, and traps are allowed, but if the opponent expresses his intention to forfeit, immediately cease all hostile actions. Then, the forfeiting party should put down the acquired orbs and use recall to return to base camp. Even if you drop out in the middle, there is no need to worry. The orbs you acquired at the time of your elimination will be counted and reflected in your score. The knight promotion exam is coming up soon. It is difficult to get injured enough to disrupt the exam.]
The second rule was for the safety of training.
After all, training is training.
The goal of this training was to focus on developing individuals' competencies for the civil service examination.
[Third. Every two hours during the 24-hour training period, boxes containing 50 marbles and food and restoratives are randomly placed throughout the arena. Combat isn't always the answer. Tracking the marbles' whereabouts, hiding from threats, and surviving until the end are important. This is also an important skill that a knight must possess. Keep in mind that in practice, there are many cases where you become isolated during a subjugation.]
Grace, who had said too much at once without answering, cleared her throat for a moment.
Still, he continued speaking while looking at the faces of the students who were slowly beginning to gain determination.
[The last fourth. As per the rules of the High London game, the arena shrinks every hour. If you stay in the limited arena, a recall will be triggered after 30 seconds, so be careful, and therefore, consider variables such as time and place carefully when acting.]
Grace, who had finished her announcement, turned to Rohan.
“Thank you for your hard work, professor.”
Rohan, who had thanked Grace, spoke to the students on her behalf as she stepped back.
[I would like you to now put on your gear at the base camp. The starting point is marked on each of your maps, and we will notify you to start training as soon as everyone is ready.]
“Yes, I understand!”
[Lastly, as Professor Grace said, the article exam is just around the corner. So, this training should be done with safety as the top priority, but I hope everyone will do their best. That's all.]
* * *
Ellis, who had arrived at the starting point, was checking her equipment. Today, there was no playfulness on her face.
‘The primary goal of this training is survival. If you can just get a few boxes, you can avoid failing.’
The High London Games were a sport Ellis knew well.
This was because her father Dennis was a huge fan of the High London Games.
‘First of all, it is important to understand the surrounding terrain.’
Ellis stretched her hand toward the sky and pressed a small button on her wrist.
Then, a map of the mainland began to appear before my eyes like a hologram, along with mana shooting out from my palm.
“Where I am now is the west end, Dale.”
Even without checking the map, the Dale area where Ellis was located was a wasteland with nothing but the ocean and the horizon clearly visible.
Aside from some collapsed buildings that looked like they had sunk here and there, there was no place in particular where the beads might be hidden.
Ellis traced the tip of her finger along Dale's spine towards the north.
“The closest area to here is West Verapur and its neighbouring town of Brindister…….”
West Verapur was a dense jungle of trees. Brindister, on the other hand, was a ruined city with many buildings that could be hidden, although it was a plain.
Ellis, who had been examining the map, soon shook her head.
‘… … But this place is dangerous. If this was the starting point from the beginning, it would have been a sufficient advantage, but if you enter from the opposite direction, it’s a different story.’
Ellis Eclat.
As shown in the previous expedition to Krundale, the knight's knowledge was sharper than anyone else's.
‘If I can hide, that means my enemies can also be lying in wait. And in the middle of a battle, there’s nothing more threatening than an ambush or a trap.’
Ellis finally turned her gaze.
Soon her fingertips passed through ‘Unipus’, towards ‘Standdale’ and ‘Grooting’.
‘Let’s make the first goal Grunting. If you plan a route for orb farming by passing through Walls and Standale, you can hide in the valley or the rocky areas of the beach when you encounter enemies along the way, and even if you’re being chased, the difficult path will make it easy to give up.’
As Ellis was strategizing, he once again reminded himself of the purpose of this training.
‘This is a survival game. It doesn’t matter how many you kill. It matters how many marbles you have to survive or get eliminated. Let’s make some friends first. We’ll collect that many marbles, and if we share them, we can each get at least an A.’
Ellis, who was sweeping down the six swords hanging from her waist on both sides, thought back on her established strategy.
‘First, you must avoid encountering the enemy as much as possible.’
‘Second, it would be good to predict the limitations of the stadium and change the route according to the situation.’
‘Third, you should make as many companions as possible and take the boxes that appear every two hours. The value of one box will be greater than you think.’
‘… … More importantly, you must avoid monsters like Ariel, Lyudmila, and Renault.’
Springwind is a prestigious university where monstrous talents from all over the empire gather.
At the time, many supernovas such as Karen di Arilleria and Charlotte and Maugris Adamant from the Department of Theory and Mana were enrolled.
And it was the same with the Department of Swordsmanship.
‘Kids like Lyudmila and Renault are problems, but Ariel in particular. That girl is the biggest problem.’
If you were to name the strongest and most knightly student in the swordsmanship department, ten out of ten would say Ariel Riepenstein.
That was something Ellis also acknowledged.
Above all, Ellis, who knew Ariel's personality well, wanted to avoid meeting her as much as possible.
‘Well, it’s true that I want to try it out just once… … .’
On top of that, Karen also gave Ellis a condition in exchange for joining the student council.
One way or another, I had to run into Ariel at some point.
‘… … Let’s think about it later. For now, let’s focus on training.’
At that moment, a clock appeared at the top of the map.
[ 23 hours : 59 minutes : 58 seconds ]
Even without anyone telling me, I could tell that training had begun.
Ellis, who got up from the mud, went to Walls to put into action the strategy she had set.
“Calm down, Ellis. Calm down. You can do it. You can do it… Wow, it’s a bead!”
Then Ellis, who had discovered a marble stuck between the stones, reached out excitedly.
At the same time, another hand grabbed Ellis' wrist.
… … It was a strangely familiar hand.
Strangely, I felt like I had seen those long, graceful fingers somewhere… … .
“This is mine.”
Ariel Riepenstein.
Ellis, who faced her from the beginning as if the test of the Crescent Mountain was repeated, closed her eyes tightly.

            ‘… … Ah, I’m screwed.’
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                                § High London (3)
“……Are you worried about the children?”
The girl and I were checking the students' personal screens displayed on numerous screens in the situation room.
Despite my question, the young lady remained expressionless. However, I could not miss the movement of her constantly fiddling with her thumbnail.
The girl nodded cautiously.
“This training is a little dangerous.”
I know that too.
That's why I designed this training.
Originally, the High London Games were a sport that was revived through agreements between countries to address the widening gap between the rich and the poor following the ‘Fifth Magical Revolution.’
In the early days, there were no safety devices such as recalls, so you really had to risk your life, but just participating was worth 100 million rings, and if you won, the prize money was 10 billion rings.
Although it has become a relatively safe sport now with the addition of various rules and equipment, at the time it was an opportunity for people with nothing to lose to risk their lives in hopes of turning their lives around.
“I believe in my students.”
I continued, scanning the screens one by one.
“Professor Grace and I have been studying and teaching theories day and night, and now all of our students have the skills to live up to the name Springwind.”
Excluding students who entered with true ability, the current state of the donating students was that they had learned theories but could not even properly hold a sword.
But now it's different.
Most of the donating students also surpassed the Aura users, and among them, there were many students who were looking to enter the Sword Expert ranks.
In this way, in the Department of Swordsmanship, there are no longer any students who are called donor students.
“But there is still something lacking.”
“Practical experience, you mean?”
“Yes.”
As expected, she is a young lady.
Of course, the girl who taught more directly than me knew the students' situation better.
The knight promotion test is conducted in the form of a ‘one-on-one duel.’
Of course, even if you lose, it doesn't mean you will fail the test.
Pass or fail is determined by the supervisors watching the sparring and giving each contestant a score.
… … What I’m most worried about is being eliminated right away without being able to demonstrate my abilities.
As I answered the student who raised an objection earlier, no one knows who they will be competing against in the civil service exam.
However, if the opponent is ridiculously strong, you will be eliminated before even being judged.
To prevent this, what students had to gain was combat, or ‘real-world experience.’
“As Rohan said, practical experience is important. It allows you to immediately understand what to do when you encounter an unexpected opponent.”
“Yes. No matter how confident you are in your own skills, if you don’t know what kind of technique your opponent will use, there’s no other way than to feel it with your whole body. Especially in a battle where you only have one chance, like the knight exam, that can be fatal.”
In that sense, the High London Games were perfect for training, as they allowed me to gain combat experience with many students.
Of course, there will be those who will do their best to avoid being eliminated since their results are at stake, but to prevent this, a penalty has been imposed to limit the number of players on the field every hour.
I didn't just prepare roughly for the training.
At the request of Chancellor Cornelia, I lent this island and its equipment to the High London Games officials, and in preparation for an emergency, I installed special devices that would allow me and the young lady to teleport boxes all over the island right away.
I was worried that a considerable amount of money would be lost because of this, but fortunately, Cornelia intervened and the person in charge promised to provide it all free of charge.
“Besides, we have prepared something for balance, right? So don’t worry too much.”
At those words, the girl opened the palm that had been holding the beads.
Those marbles weren't just prepared for the purpose of grading.
The students will naturally come to know the abilities of the beads as they continue their training.
“Rohan must have had a very hard time alone… He must have had a hard time.”
The girl again looks at me with apologetic eyes.
This time, I prepared all of this by myself because I wanted to.
I wanted to lighten her burden as she worked tirelessly to teach her students without any time to rest.
Of course, I was just doing my job as an associate professor as I always did, but I didn't want to make things difficult for her.
Grace Euclid, she's mine too.
“Then will you hold it again?”
I smiled and held out my hand.
It was so cute to see her eyes widen silently in surprise.
It was then that the girl, who had been looking at my face and hands alternately, stretched out her arm.
“Really… is this okay?”
“This will do.”
It's not enough.
lack.
But even in these deficiencies, I had to be content.
Just as I walk in step with the footsteps of my lover, I wanted to match her pace, even if it was a little slow.
… … At that moment, the girl’s face rapidly came closer before my eyes.
“Then this time like this… is that okay?”
The girl who came up to my nose in an instant grabbed my hand with both of hers.
I guess I was mistaken.
I couldn't keep up with this speed.
It occurred to me that maybe I was just a bit slow.
“Okay, that’s enough.”
"thank god."
It couldn't be better.
* * *
‘… … Oh, damn it.’
From the beginning, meeting Ariel was the worst situation that Ellis could have imagined.
That doesn't mean I wasn't prepared.
Because the first thing to consider when making strategies and plans is the current situation.
“Okay. Take it.”
“?”
Ariel tilted her head at the sight of Ellis surprisingly obediently giving up the marbles.
At that moment, Ellis, who was quickly revising her strategy in her head, reached out her hand.
“Let’s form an alliance instead.”
“Do you know what I’m going to say?”
I don't like it. Alice seemed to hear Ariel's voice, which she hadn't even spoken.
Then Ellis turned away without saying a word.
“Really? Then let’s each go our separate ways.”
And then Ellis tries to leave without giving any reason.
Surprisingly, it was Ariel who caught him first.
"for a moment."
At her call, Ellis felt a sense of relief.
‘Ariel is the most dangerous, but on the other hand, she is the most reliable when she becomes a comrade. If she has any thoughts, she will know that she needs to join forces in the beginning. Of course, when she has collected a certain amount of beads, she will hit the back of the head while she is not paying attention—’
At that moment, Ariel drew her sword.
“Where are we going? We still have work to do.”
Ellis slowly turned her head and stared at Ariel's sword body, which was crying over her shoulder.
‘Oh… I knew you would do that.’
It was the moment when Ellis, who had no choice but to turn around, was about to manifest psychokinesis.
“You have a lot of swords, right?”
"what?"
“The second one from the right. Change it to that one.”
“This? Uh... Okay. Okay.”
Ellis accidentally swapped her sword with Ariel's.
Meanwhile, Ariel muttered as she examined her newly changed sword.
“I’ve finally got my center of gravity right. Thanks. I chose the wrong sword at base camp.”
Ellis, who was watching the scene, asked suspiciously.
“You… is that really okay?”
“Then what, should we fight?”
“Oh, no! That’s not what I meant… Okay. Then I’ll go?”
Ellis, who found no particular hostility in Ariel, quickly tried to leave.
The next moment, Ariel came closer and grabbed her wrist, pulling it.
“Wait a minute.”
“What, what! You want to fight me? Alright, let’s have a go……!”
“No. That’s not it. Why do you keep avoiding me?”
"……ok?"
Ariel took a step forward and looked down at Ellis and asked again.
“You’re avoiding me.”
“What do you mean? Ha, this is really annoying. Why am I avoiding you?”
“Stupid Eclat.”
“Why are you suddenly picking a fight—!”
Ellis couldn't continue speaking. Ariel was watching her silently.
“…….”
Maybe it was because of the student council work, but lately it's been hard to meet her gaze.
Then suddenly Ariel realized that she was heading towards somewhere.
It was right there, with Ellis's raised eyebrows and reddened ears.
‘That’s a lie… … You’ve probably already been caught, right?’
Then a question arose.
Why doesn't Ariel press him further, even though she knows he's lying?
‘… … But it’s so damn pretty.’
It was Ariel's first time seeing it up close.
In this situation, even Ellis had to admit that Ariel's appearance was striking enough to catch her eye.
The moment Ariel opened her mouth, Ellis' thoughts stopped.
“I know, too. The student council. Is that why you’re doing this?”
“How did you do that…….”
“Because I was recommended to do it too.”
Ellis didn't understand what he meant right away.
It was only when Ariel withdrew her hand and turned her back that Ellis finally realized what he meant.
“So you also……accepted the conditions?”
Ariel was silent.
It wasn't hard for Ellis to understand the meaning behind that silence.
“Why didn't you tell me?”
I hated myself.
I felt so stupid for knowing all these facts and yet foolishly believing that the other person didn't know.
“If you knew everything, why didn’t you say anything?”
Ellis ran towards Ariel as she left.
“Answer me, Ariel. Hey……!”
Sling-
A cool sword was placed before my eyes.
Ariel turned around obliquely, pointing her sword at Ellis' neck, and spat out coldly.
“Even if I knew, nothing would change.”
“Then why are you just leaving now?”
Ariel's gaze, which had been focused on Alice for a while, deepened.
“……You are really an idiot.”
That was only for a moment. She put away her sword and left for the wasteland, leaving Ellis behind.
Left alone, Alice kept thinking back to Ariel's last words.
“Nothing changes……?”
And finally, I understood what he meant.
“I’m such an idiot…….”
Nothing really changed.
* * *
Ariel, who had separated from Ellis, was walking with only her gaze forward. Her destination was ‘Aith’, the center of the island.
‘Stupid eclat.’
Stupid eclat.
Stupid eclat.
Stupid eclat.
That was the only thought that came to mind.
"……ha."
Seeing that he steals my breath even though he is so far away, Eclat is truly an invincible breath thief.
Ariel closed her eyes for a moment and opened them again, trying hard to erase that stupid face from her eyes.
“…….”
Ariel fiddled with the hilt of the sword she had exchanged with Ellis.
All equipment provided to students is identical.
So the center of gravity was not off or the shape was different.
Still, Ariel's swapping of swords with Ellis was merely an excuse.
‘I should have just cut it down right there… … .’
At first, I drew my sword with the intention of attacking for real, but after seeing that foolish face for the first time in a long time, I unconsciously became weak-hearted.
‘… … That wasn’t like me.’
Feelings like hesitation were one of the many burdens I had thrown onto the street since I was young.
The moment she hesitated, the food and sleep she would have had disappeared. And that habit was still ingrained in Ariel.
Ariel sighed again and checked the marble she was holding.
There was a bead-shaped mark on his palm, showing how tightly he had been holding it.
“Just one.”
It's not that there was no harvest.
Because I got one bead in return for making you hesitate.
Of course, I planned to steal all the beads the next time we met.
That was the moment when Ariel poured the beads into the bag hanging from her waist to store them.
[You have obtained a total of ‘1’ Ether Orb so far.]
[The total number of marbles required for the next equipment upgrade is 5.]
As I put the bead in, a mechanical voice flowed out from the wireless earphone I was wearing on my right ear.
"hmm?"
Ariel was puzzled by the unexpected announcement.
Ariel took out the marble again and checked it. But she didn't look flustered.
‘… … I never thought I’d be able to upgrade my equipment like this.’
Equipment upgrades were also possible during official High London Games matches.
However, the method was not to collect beads, but to kill enemies.
Naturally, the High London Games are an international competition with an audience like any other.
There were many elements that intentionally created battle situations like this because a variety of performances were needed to entertain the audience.
‘If this is the case, collecting beads will become more important. It will not be easy once the equipment starts to differ by two or three levels.’
This was the balance that Rohan had prepared.
Of course, if you fight with only basic equipment, no matter how well you hide, once you encounter a strong enemy, it's over.
Moreover, if it was a student with outstanding skills like Ariel, one-sided massacre was possible.
Having obtained useful information, Ariel quickly looked around.
‘This bead is made of ether stone, as its name suggests. Since it is made of the lowest grade, the mana contained within is weak… … .’
Finally, Ariel closed her eyes and began to focus on the flow of mana.
‘… … I can feel it from 100 meters, no, from 150 meters.’
Ariel's special ability was to sense certain mana.
Even if there were 2,000 marbles hidden on the island, considering its size, finding them would be like finding a needle in a haystack, or relying on chance.
But Ariel was different.
‘It’s difficult to pass the marbles on to other kids. Grades are grades, but when you face them, you become that much stronger.’
Ariel ran towards where she could feel the mana of the orb.
Little by little, the mana I could feel was becoming clearer.
“……I found it.”
Ariel picked up the orb she had found under the rock.
With this, there is no problem in securing the beads.
Of course, if other students knew about this, they would have immediately protested to Rohan, but if this was an individual's ability, then it was an ability.
[So far, a total of ‘2’ Ether Orbs have been obtained.]
Ariel put the marble in and opened the map, trying to figure out where the boxes could be placed.
‘An hour and a half from now. Fifty marbles in one box. There are only 2,000 marbles scattered over such a large area. It would be foolish to give up on the box. It’s much faster to get the box than to find the marbles. And above all… … .’
Gulp
‘… …I didn’t eat breakfast.’
My stomach, which had been feeling hungry for some time, was extremely hungry.
The cause of the problem was that I skipped breakfast because I wanted to meet Rohan quickly.
Ariel had no reason to give up the box, since she could even get a restorative medicine from it.
⸺Kkaang!
Ariel reflexively swatted away something that flew towards her eye.
Jiing— My wrist throbbed slightly under the ringing sword.
“!”
Ariel raised her head at the intense mana she felt at that moment.
A group of students were approaching her from the direction of Epps.
Ariel tightened her grip on the sword handle as she looked at the smiling boy, his white teeth showing under his neat blond hair.
“I was wondering who it was because your back was so beautiful, and it turned out to be you.”
“……Kafka.”
“You remembered my name? Wow, this is an honor…….”
Renault Kafka, the third-ranked swordsman and the only son of the Kafka family, known as the continent's foremost swordsman, scratched the bridge of his nose in embarrassment.
Finally, Renault continued speaking with a cold look in his eyes.

            “……You know I like you a lot, right, Ariel Riepenstein?”
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                                § Prelude (1)
Unlike the stage where life and death intersect, the rules of the "High London Games" are extremely simple.
Kill your opponent and survive.
These two are all there is to it.
But this is just a very simple way of putting it.
Those two true sentences are,
“I’ve never seen anyone as arrogant as you. You’re right in front of me, but I can’t have you.”
‘Not only was it a sin to kill others, but you also had to survive among the traps and devils placed everywhere.’
“……I like that. Ah, it’s embarrassing to say that in front of the kids.”
Renault Kafka, he was the person who best fit this rule.
He was able to cooperate with others, but he also had the ruthless and cool-headed judgment to take the lead and abandon it at any time.
“No answer again. That’s your charm. You really drive people crazy.”
Moreover, there was never a time when I made a mistake because of my emotions.
So much so that I can point my sword at Ariel, whom I have in mind right now, without hesitation.
“Choose, Ariel. Do you want to come with us, or do you want to go back to base camp and rest?”
Behind Renault, there were already seven students following.
Considering that only 30 minutes had passed since the training began, it was a remarkable pace.
“Of course, there is another option. If you want to date me, I will kill all the guys behind me and come to you—”
“Shut up.”
"……huh?"
Kafka doubted his ears.
Ariel was usually calm and quiet.
It was the first time she had uttered a harsh word to Ellis since she had called him "cattle" months ago.
Woof⸺
A wave of visualized mana was born centered around Ariel.
As Renault watched the scene, he felt as if the light had disappeared for a moment and night had come.
It was the moment when Ariel, who had released a black aura from her entire body, raised her empty eyes.
“Shut up, you punk.”
⸺Dismissed!
Before Ariel's voice could finish speaking again, the sound of something breaking overlapped Renault's chest.
Reno, who was facing Ariel who was staring at him right in front of his eyes, lowered his head and checked the sword.
“…….”
A sword, neatly split in two, was hanging on the instep.
Renault opened his mouth hurriedly towards Ariel, who was raising her sword again.
“Just a minute, Ariel―”
Crunch!
Faced with Ariel's true power, Renault rolled on the floor every time her blade passed by.
The students who were watching Renault slowly becoming covered in blood took a step back.
‘Ah, you shouldn’t have touched Ariel… …!’
They could do nothing, let alone hold a sword.
The moment I turned my back or raised my sword, I felt like I would become the next victim of that merciless darkness.
Renault, who was barely breathing with his face covered in blood, asked as if he was being treated unfairly.
“Why, why did you… hate me so much?”
Ariel finally felt a little better and wiped the blood off her sword.
“Because you hurt me.”
“A wound… what kind of wound?”
“A person like you liked me.”
“…….”
And then Ariel picks up the stolen beads and walks away.
Shedding tears of blood, Renault realized for the first time that liking someone could be hurtful.
* * *
“……Ariel has no recognition or anything.”
Brad, who was watching the scene from the cliff, dispersed the mana he had focused on.
When I saw Ariel, who had not even a shred of mercy, all the hairs on my body stood on end.
“Ugh…… Forget it, forget it.”
Brad shook his head, trying to forget what he had just seen. But he couldn't seem to forget it.
“Thank goodness it’s not me but Renault……”
If he had been beaten to that extent, he would have died long ago.
‘… … I am that weaker than other kids.’
Although he was criticized by numerous professors for his cubic equations, Brad was a student who knew his subject better than anyone else.
However, he was not a donating student.
He entered Springwind solely on his own merits.
Just like any other student who faced setbacks at Springwind, unlike his promising academy days.
‘I know what I can do.’
Despite his average swordsmanship skills, there was one thing that Brad excelled at more than others.
Woohoo… …
That was precisely because the view was so excellent.
I focused my mana on my eyes again and looked around. Everything around me began to appear in minute detail, as if magnified through a microscope.
‘Let’s just find the beads. I’ve been practicing my camouflage for situations like this, so let’s avoid combat as much as possible.’
In this way, each student was approaching this training in his or her own way.
At that moment, Brad caught sight of an unusual movement.
“What is that?”
In the distance, a thick cloud of dust was rising from the wasteland.
Through the dust, wolf-like demons were running madly in pursuit of something.
“He is…….”
When I looked to the side, I saw a student running like crazy.
The moment he saw the red bob and the wide forehead that sparkled in the reflected sunlight, Brad cried out without realizing it.
“……Ellie?!”
Ellis, she was running away from a horde of demons.
* * *
“Oh really, stop chasing me! No matter how cute I am, Lady Ellis Eclat….”
Huh?
… … Buzz buzz buzz!
Suddenly, seeing the demons become more ferocious than before and increase their speed, Ellis concentrated all of her mana on her legs.
It's already been 10 minutes since I was suddenly chased by demons.
Ellis, who was slowly starting to lose her breath, clenched her molars.
‘I knew there was a devil, but isn’t that too much!’
Even though Rohan didn't necessarily announce it, the students, including Ellis, were aware that there were tricks and traps in this training.
If you didn't know this, then you either never watched the High London Games or never visited the Swordsmanship Intranet.
That was when.
See you later!
As she turned her head at the sound of the crash that sent a chill down her spine, an ice pick slid through Ellis' hair.
The ‘Frost Wolves’ at the forefront had blue eyes filled with mana glaring.
‘The Frostwolf is a level 7 demon that uses simple ice elements. If there were two or three, I could easily catch them, but there are over thirty of them now. I have to find a way, a way… …!’
I couldn't just run away forever.
Ellis instinctively touched the back of her neck and thought, “Oh no.”
‘I forgot my pendant. If I had known this would happen, I would have just brought it… … No.’
Before changing into her military uniform, Ellis deliberately left her pendant in her personal locker.
‘It’s true that the power of the pendant is strong. But, but you can’t rely on that power forever.’
The last time I was able to defeat the Darkness in Roanoke, it was all thanks to the pendant.
But that wasn't Ellis' true power.
It was only a borrowed power, and if you think about the future, you have to refrain from relying on that power.
‘I must fully develop my power. It won’t be too late to borrow the power of the pendant later.’
In fact, when she defeated the Darkness in Roanoke, Ellis did not become stronger.
Even though my combat experience increased, I never gained anything like the enlightenment that was important to the Circle.
Because it wasn't his own strength.
This was tantamount to stagnation, and poison to Ellis, who wanted to become stronger.
‘The characteristic of the Frostwolf is that it has high magic resistance while using magic. However, its hide is thinner than that of other demons, so it is vulnerable to physical attacks such as swords.’
Woof woof woof!
‘There are thirty of them. They are running in a line of five, so there are only five that can attack me… …!’
See you later!
‘… … I have no choice but to run and kill it.’
Even under the pressure of the menacing howls and the endless flying awls, Ellis calmly planned her attack.
Soon, the swords that had left their scabbards along with the psychic power that Ellis had manifested rushed towards the Frostwolf in the lead.
Whisper!
One of the frost wolves, unable to dodge the mad attack, rolled on the ground, unable to overcome its own speed.
Ellis, who was watching the scene, clenched her fist.
‘Okay! Like this, step by step… … But it’s still too slow. Considering my mana, twenty, no, fifteen is the limit.’
At that moment, Ellis felt a presence and looked straight ahead again.
Two students crossing the wasteland looked puzzled as they saw Ellis running towards them from afar.
“Isn’t that Ellie?”
“It seems right. But what is that smoke-like thing behind it?”
The joy was short-lived, as Ellis shouted at the students who still had not grasped the situation.
“Don’t just watch, run!”
“What? It’s so noisy I can’t hear you well!”
“No, I told you to run! Run!”
The students turned to each other as Ellis' voice was barely audible amid the footsteps of the Frostwolves.
“What is he talking about? Didn’t he just jump or something?”
“Oh, right. I think I said, ‘Run, run.’”
Ellis, who had just passed them by, looked back and got angry.
“I told you to run, you idiots!”
“Huh! What, what is all this?!”
Only then did the students realize the situation and ran after Ellis like crazy.
“Hey, Ellie! Where are you trolling!”
“When did I ever troll?”
“Huh? Huh!”
Camel's body staggered for a moment as the student glared at Ellie.
Camel, who had just rolled over, groaned, clutching his broken shin.
Ellis shouted as she watched the frost wolves rushing towards Camel.
“Camel!”
Ellis activated her spell and simultaneously erected a wall of ice in front of Camel.
Kuung!
Even that cracked every time the wolves collided with it, and it looked like it would collapse at any moment.
“Hydin, help me!”
“Wouldn’t it be better if we just ran away?”
“Camel, aren’t you your friend?”
“Well, that’s true, but…….”
“Then hurry up and do something stupid!”
Ellis changed direction and started running towards Camel. She activated her spell again.
‘It’s because of me that you became like that. I can’t throw you away!’
Ellis recalled when she was surrounded by demons in Krundale.
She knew how scary and fearful it was to be left alone.
‘… … I have had enough of such horrible experiences on my own.’
Boom!
The manifested "Ice Wave" struck the Frostwolf that jumped high towards Ellis.
The frost wolves that followed Ellis stopped and bared their fierce teeth.
She checked on Haydin assisting her from the side and then unfolded her sword.
‘All I can do with magic is stiffen the Frostwolves. I’m not sure I can win since I’m the Circle’s main player. But… … But I don’t want to run away and abandon my friends!’
Everyone lives with beliefs.
And in the face of that belief, sometimes I became reckless.
No, you have to be reckless.
Just like Ellis, who is trying to stick to her beliefs now.
“Come in, you little puppies. I’m going to pamper you!”
The rising ice covered Ellis's body.
The swords began to slaughter the frost wolves that rushed towards him.
Ellis, who had pushed her mental power to the limit, arranged her spells while using her sword skills through psychokinesis.
Crunch!
Woof - Whew!
The demons also gradually fell under Ellis' momentum.
Conversely, blood also flowed from between Ellis's torn robes.
Haidin, who had been assisting her from the side, was almost completely wounded.
“Hey, Ellie! If this keeps up, we’re going to get recalled too, ugh! My arm!”
“Just hold on a little longer!”
Ellis fell silent as the attacks from the demons became more and more fierce.
‘There are too many. It would have been worth a try even if there were only twenty… … .’
As if to tell this situation, Ellis's mana connected to the swords was loosening.
The speed of arranging the drinks was also noticeably slow.
‘I have 5 minutes left to endure… … Is this the end of this training?’
I didn't regret it.
However, he only felt sorry for Camel and Haydin who would be eliminated because of him.
… … Wake up!
The next moment, wolves screamed from the back row.
It was at this moment that Ellis, who was looking at the wolves who were starting to panic, turned her gaze in that direction.
“Ellie!”
It was an unforgettable voice.
Finally, Ellis called out the name of her best friend.
“Susan? It’s dangerous. Why are you here?”
“You are here!”
“That idiot……!”
The moment she heard those words, Ellis' heart sank.
But there was no time to be overwhelmed with emotion.
Susan was also only an Auror user and couldn't handle this large pack of Frostwolves.
Ellis shouted.
“Just wait a minute! We’ll go there!”
"how?"
"like this!"
Ellis arranged the ritual at her and Heidin's feet.
Soon the ground began to shake and a blunt pillar of ice shot up towards them.
Ellis grabbed the fallen Camel by the scruff of its neck and jumped over the pack of wolves using the ice pillar she had created with Haydin.
“Are you crazy about getting F’d? Susan.”
Ellis landed safely next to Susan and jabbed her in the ribs with her elbow.
Susan shrugged her shoulders and answered.
“F, we always hit each other when we went out drinking together, right?”
“Hehe, that’s true too.”
Ellis, who had regained her composure with Susan's joining, gathered her fighting spirit.
‘I am not alone. Yes, I was not alone.’
At that moment, another circle that had been stopped began to spin violently. It was the one River Craft had handed to Ellis.
Ellis felt her mana rapidly recovering and unleashed a massive spell.
Saaaa―!
Four Seasons, "Winter".
Soon, Ellis' swords began to lash out like a blizzard, striking the frost wolves.
Whisper!
Susan, who was watching the wolves being slaughtered so brutally that their numbers seemed colorless, unconsciously covered her mouth.
“Ellie, when did you get so strong…?”
Then Ellis turned to Susan and smiled.
“Heh, I don’t know. I just feel stronger when I see your face. Huh? Why is your face so red? Are you hurt somewhere?”
“Oh, it’s nothing.”
“Look here. I’ll look for you.”
“Well, I said it’s nothing……!”
While Ellis tilted her head at Susan's reaction, Camel and Hydin, who were looking around at the annihilated Frostwolves, shouted.
“Hey hey, look here. It’s a marble. It’s a marble!”
“What? Even if you catch the demons, the beads come out?”
Ellis nodded slowly, remembering something from those words.
“That’s right. In the original High London game, you could get things like healing potions and equipment by defeating demons or completing quests.”
“Oh…… This is good enough for hunting!”
Camel and Hydin, who were excited, gave the beads they had collected to Ellis.
Excluding the one caught while running away, the number of beads obtained in one hunt was a whopping 29.
“Hey, you guys worked hard.”
Then Ellis distributed the beads equally to the students, including Susan.
Susan blinked as she took the bead without realizing it.
“Why are you doing this to me?”
“We caught it together. So it’s fair for all four of us. Call?”
“But it’s the same as if Ellie caught it by herself…….”
As Susan hesitated, Ellis put the beads in her pocket and smiled brightly.
“I wouldn’t have caught it if it weren’t for Susan. Of course, you too, Camel and Heidin. So it’s right for everyone to share it equally.”
Susan smiled helplessly at those words and looked at Ellis, thinking.
‘As expected, Ellie is Ellie.’
Meanwhile, Camel and Haydin were thinking similar thoughts.
‘At least if I go with Ellie, I won’t get betrayed, right? To be honest, I was worried about going alone with Heidin.’
‘Ellis and Susan are worth leaving behind. They wouldn’t be bad.’
After a while, Camel exchanged glances with Haydin and raised her voice.
“Since we’re here, should we eat with our team?”
“Team? Hmm... Okay!”
“What about Susan?”
“If Ellie agrees, I’ll do it too.”
When the opinion matched, Ellis crossed her arms and smiled as if it was natural.
“Then can I be the team leader?”
Susan answered with a look of 'what are you talking about?'
“Wasn’t the team leader decided fairly through rock-paper-scissors?”
“Huh……?”
Ellis slumped her shoulders, disappointed at the mention of rock-paper-scissors.
Susan, amused by Ellis's reaction, shrugged her shoulders.
“Look at her surprise. I’m joking, I’m joking. Of course, Ellie should be the team leader. Is everyone okay?”
“We don’t mind as long as you divide the marbles fairly. Of course, if it’s Ellie’s personality, she’ll do it without us having to ask.”
“So Ellie is hosting the party?”
And so Ellis was appointed team leader.
Camel and Heidin had no complaints either. Now, they too were acknowledging Ellis's skills, which had improved significantly from before.
“Then let’s go to where the boxes are placed.”
Ellis, who was supporting Camel with Hyden, opened the map.
At present, Camel and Haydin were in a situation where they had suffered quite a few injuries.
“The beads are beads, but if you want to survive, you need to secure restoratives. You never know when you’ll have to fight again.”
Ellis opened the map and checked the location.
‘I’ve been chased by the Frostwolves and ended up in Sandness. The closest boxes are all outside the stadium… … I guess I have no choice but to take the road back, even if it takes time.’
The surrounding environment was still a wasteland.
Although it has the advantage of being safe from ambush, it also has the disadvantage of increasing the probability of becoming a target as the field of vision becomes open.
It was the moment when Ellis, who had finally decided on her destination, took a step forward.
[The stadium is limited.]

            … … Flash!
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“Whoa! Sa, save me… Huh?”
Ansel, who returned to base camp with the recall, struggled.
Soon Ansel sighed in relief as he confirmed that he was sitting in the infirmary.
“Thank you for your hard work.”
I approached Ansel and injected a healing agent into his arm.
Ansel, who confirmed that the wound had healed, clung to my hand.
“There was something, something in the forest!”
“I know. You have a choice. Help out here at the base camp and get fifty beads, or lie down until the training is over.”
“Fifty or so…? I’ll do it! I’ll do it no matter what!”
I pointed to the door to Ansel, who nodded madly at the words that he would give me the beads.
“Okay. Then go to the warehouse and get ready to move the boxes with the kids.”
“Kids? Have the other kids already been eliminated?”
Fifty minutes into the training, nearly twenty students have already dropped out.
And all of those students were receiving restorative drugs and helping out at the base camp.
I wanted to hire someone to manage this training, but I didn't have the resources.
There was a fair amount of marbles to be had, so it wasn't bad for students who dropped out early.
After all, this time it is ‘special’ training.
They said that it would be reflected in the grades for participation, but the purpose was to take the knight promotion exam, and they were planning to give it at least a B- or higher.
After Ansel left, I returned to the situation room, leaving the students who had been recalled one after another in charge of the infirmary.
“How is it?”
The girl who had been watching the screen at my question turned to me.
“It’s going well. The demons are being hunted without a hitch, and the traps are being dismantled.”
The magic and traps prepared this time were much less powerful than those in an actual match.
The level 4 or higher demons were also changed to level 7 or lower, and the traps were at a level that could be dealt with by anyone who had completed some basic magic engineering or magic defense studies.
But the problem is… …
“The elimination rate is faster than I thought.”
“Yeah. Especially in this area, Hillside alone, 12 people have already been eliminated.”
Certainly, the beginning was a time to get to know the game, so the focus was on avoiding friction and finding marbles.
However, there were unusually many dropouts in the Hillside area.
Most of the students who were sent to the warehouse right away, including Ansel, also started in that area.
“…….”
I looked at a student's screen.
The screen appeared to be still, without any movement.
The lady and I would have thought it was broken if the branches hadn't swayed in the wind every now and then.
“……Lyudmila Zaitsev.”
The person responsible for eliminating 12 students in just fifty minutes.
It also accurately hit targets up to several kilometers away, all from one location.
The destructive power was also considerable. It is questionable whether he should be called a student of the Zaitsev family.
The Zaitsev family was originally a magical family that had produced many magical scholars throughout history, but was far from being knights.
Of course, it wasn't impossible for a wizarding family to produce a knight, but even taking that into account, Lyudmila was a special case.
Moreover, its uniqueness was fully demonstrated in this training.
Beep- beep-
At that moment, I turned my gaze to the reddened screen at the sound of the warning sound.
“A red dot? This should be an area without demons…….”
The screen showing Dale's beach was flickering amid my muttering.
The girl who was looking at the screen following me also discovered something and opened her mouth.
“It’s an abyssal monster. Why did it come to the surface…….”
Although not clearly identified, giant snakes were seen crawling from the sea onto the beach.
They say that demons originally inhabit the mainland, but that's a bit dangerous.
Abyssal Monsters, those guys were at least 3rd level or higher high level demons.
“I will go and be back.”
“Let’s go together.”
As I was hurriedly getting ready to leave, the young lady also got up and followed me.
I thought about it for a moment, then shook my head.
“Someone has to stay here. Professor, I need you to take control of the situation here. It’s about time, so I think it would be a good idea to restrict the playing field.”
“……Please. You have to be careful.”
“Don’t worry. If I feel like it’s dangerous, I’ll call you right away.”
As soon as I left base camp, I detonated the aura I had been condensing under my feet.
Pfft!
A body that leaps forward in an instant.
He flew towards Dale, practically flying through the sky, firing off auras one after another.
“……There shouldn’t be any problems.”
It was a shame that I couldn't use space travel magic like Michael did at times like this.
Still, there's nothing I can do.
To use such high-level magic, you need to reach at least 6 circles.
“It just so happens.”
I grabbed the "Merlin's Figure" that I was wearing on my left hand.
It was a pair of gloves that Karina had sent to Black Star a few days ago.
It looks like a normal pair of leather gloves, but it will protect me.
Above all, the Abyssal Monster is a highly toxic type like Hydra, so it was a good opponent to test its performance against.
“……It’s more suspicious than that.”
As far as I know, abyssal monsters do not live in shallow water areas like the North Sea.
A demon that lives in the abyss, as its name suggests.
Therefore, the North Sea is not an environment suitable for abyssal monsters to inhabit.
“Even the nearest habitat would be at least several hundred kilometers from the mainland…….”
That was the most suspicious point.
Why did the Abyssal Monster move so far from its habitat, and on this day when we were training?
It's not that I don't get the feeling.
Even the Six Apostles used to be like ‘nameless dragons’, leading the demons.
So, could this incident also be related to the apostles? Unfortunately, there was no time to think about it leisurely.
Arriving at Dale Beach before I knew it, I placed my hand on the head of the first demon I saw.
“It’s definitely big.”
Kwajik!
Blood poured out like waves as I tore out the head of the abyssal monster, which was as big as a house, with only my evil strength.
Before I could even wipe the blood splattered on my face, the abyssal monsters recognized me and began spewing venom.
Choaaaah!
I summoned Eternal Heart in the pouring venom and injected both circle and aura into "Merlin's Form".
Tsk tsk tsk!
Even though I was doused with poison, I was fine.
A thin, transparent protective film covered the body, and black, thick poison dripped down along the rippling protective film.
This was the power of “Merlin’s Form” and my new ‘armor’.
Until now, I had no armor.
The mediocre armor was weaker than my skin as a Sword Master, or rather, as a Weapon Master, and wearing it was only a hindrance.
In addition, since he had learned magical defense techniques, the need for defensive equipment had decreased even further.
… … But after encountering the second Rohan, Replica, my thoughts changed.
Weapons are also important.
Artifacts that boost your power are also important.
But more importantly, it was the armor that would break instead of saving one's life.
In that sense, the relic I obtained this time, the image of Merlin, was the most ideal object for me.
“They say the abyss monster is so chewy.”
For a moment, the Eternal Heart resonated.
At the same time, the core embedded in the home emitted a sharp light.
Woohoo!
It wasn't just Merlin's figure that I received by courier.
The core of the mana plunderer I asked Karina for last time.
I crafted it and attached it to the handle of the Eternal Heart, which I had carved into a groove.
Now you don't have to wait for Morgan le Fay to recharge your sword, as your regular core will do the job for you.
If you add Morgan Le Fay's mana to this, its power will become unimaginably strong.
“Tonight’s dinner is the full Abyss Monster course.”
Completely armed, I moved towards the abyssal monsters, creating an aura like a whirlwind.
* * *
While Rohan was slaughtering the abyssal monsters, Ellis opened her closed eyes.
“What is this? Why is there such a light all of a sudden…….”
“Ellie, over there!”
When I raised my head at Susan's scream, a huge curtain of light appeared before my eyes.
But it wasn't just a simple curtain.
The light filled my entire field of vision like a giant wall.
Ellis, who had discovered its true identity, ran in the opposite direction and shouted at the group.
“Run quickly! That must be the boundary line of the stadium!”
“Oh, I got it!”
Hyden, startled by the word border, quickly carried Camel and ran with Susan.
Ellis' lips were tightly shut as she checked the map.
‘It’s too close to the border. I should have expected it. I forgot because I was being chased by the devil. The next stadium is 3 kilometers away… … .’
The sight of stadiums being restricted was something I had seen countless times while watching High London games with my father, Dennis.
In an actual match, if you touched it, you would take damage from the magic field.
But that boundary line wasn't a magic field. It was simply lights installed to distinguish the stadiums.
Even so, it was still a threat to Ellis and her group.
‘It takes a long time to shrink in the beginning when the stadium is wide. But it is not slow at all. It usually takes 11 seconds for the 100-meter stadium to shrink… There are only 5 minutes left!’
Five minutes was a distance that Ellis could easily cover on her own.
But camel was the problem.
Ellis looked back and saw Haydin falling further behind while carrying Camel.
Hydin was also injured in the battle with the Frostwolves.
“Haydin, are you okay?”
“I can still run. How much is left?”
“3, no, about 2.8 kilometers. In five minutes, the border will be ahead of us!”
“……I’ll give it a try.”
At that time, students were seen running at full speed from left and right directions.
They too were avoiding the border and heading towards the center of the island.
“Help me guys—”
Ellis, who was about to call for help, quickly covered her mouth. Cold sweat was beading on her broad forehead.
‘It’s dangerous to ask for help now. If a battle breaks out and time is delayed further, we’ll all be eliminated. It seems like they’re running too much and don’t have the energy to help.’
Other students were also confused by the restricted stadium for the first time.
At that moment, a student who was running in the lead group suddenly lost his balance and fell.
“You crazy— Hey, you guys! Don’t go there! Help me……!”
When I focused my mana on his eyes, I saw that he had quite a few wounds near his side.
“Fuck…….”
Ellis, clenching her teeth, looked straight ahead again.
I wanted to help.
I wanted to run right away and help that student.
But I couldn't do that. That would have been tantamount to suicide, and I had to endure it even more when I thought of my companions.
‘Anyone who isn’t on our team is an enemy anyway. Get a grip, Ellis. You shouldn’t ruin yourself and your friends with your unequal sympathy!’
Ellis finally came to her senses and slowly closed and opened her eyes.
Her eyes, which had been revealed again, were different from before.
It was the moment when my reddened forehead began to cool down.
“This way!”
Ellis turned her head to the right and jumped up in an instant.
The next moment, Ellis disappeared from the group's sight.
Susan, who was following Ellis right behind, ran with all her might, trusting her.
Chorus!
A long, steep path continued ahead of the group that jumped down.
Ellis, who had been slipping from the front, checked on her group and activated her spell.
Damn it!
Soon, the ice stretched out and covered the slope.
As the coefficient of friction decreased and acceleration increased, the end of the slope rapidly approached.
Susan was astonished when she saw the cliff extending below.
“Hey, it’s a cliff, Ellie!”
"are you okay!"
Ellis, who has once again shown her magic.
A thick stream of water gushed out like a waterfall.
"please……!"
Following Ellis's hand that was controlling the ritual, the water that had been pouring down the cliff rose into the sky, drawing a curve.
Once again, the trickle was arranged to freeze the water stream, and before we knew it, the slope had become a slide.
Chorus!
Ellis and her party soared into the sky along the frozen stream.
Hyden, who was floating in the sky, asked Ellis with a face that looked like it was going to wet its pants.
“Hey hey, is this safe?!”
“Just trust me!”
A considerable amount of mana was instantly drained from Ellis' core.
At the same time, a pair of wings spread behind her back.
Ellis, who had connected the group with her continuous psychic abilities, flew up like a bird.
Flutter!
Only then did Ellis sigh and check the map.
“We’ve come to Walls, so we’ll be safe for a while. We’ll be heading down now, so everyone, rest assured…….”
“You’re the best, Ellie!”
"……ok?"
Suddenly, I looked down and saw the group cheering and looking up at Ellis.
“I didn’t know you had this ability, Ellie!”
“Is this the Ellis Eclat I knew? You’ve really changed, Ellis. That was the best thing just now!”
Excited Haidyn and Camel couldn't stop praising Ellis.
Then his eyes met Susan's. Susan, who had been staring intently at Ellis, smiled softly.
“Good job, Ellie.”
At that moment, Ellis felt a warmth in her heart.
Ellis turned her head straight ahead and pretended to brag.
“Oh, don’t praise me for something so trivial. To me, Ellis Eclat, this is nothing but gum! Hehe…….”

            Ellis smiled pleasantly. It was the first time in her life that someone had recognized her abilities.
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The red-tinted sea water was swept away.
Standing on the sandy beach that had turned crimson, I confirmed that the abyssal monster had been annihilated.
“I guess I just need to trim the tail and neck.”
In general, the devil's horn is not edible.
This was because ingredients containing excessive mana could be poisonous to ordinary people, unlike knights or magicians.
Well, this phenomenon is closely related to the principle of humans using the core to produce mana.
Basically, just as you breathe in the mana that exists in the atmosphere together with oxygen and absorb it into your body, you can also replace it by consuming food that contains mana.
This was common sense known to everyone living in this world.
In that sense, things like abyssal monsters are great health food for people like me.
“The trimmed meat can be wrapped in the nearby Lizarian leaves…… There’s more than I thought.”
I paused for a moment to think and count the corpses of the abyssal monsters.
Even excluding those that were shattered beyond recognition, there were easily over 60 of them.
“…….”
… … Yeah, it’s more than you think.
No matter how many there are, it is not difficult for me to defeat level 1 demons and below.
The problem was that the number of demons invading Solaris Island was excessive.
Abyssal monsters are not demons that live in groups.
Moreover, they have a habit of cannibalism, that is, eating their own kind, so it is fortunate if they do not fight when they meet each other.
Those guys swarmed together.
That's a significant number, over 60.
“……It’s too early for that episode to happen.”
At least not the "episode" I'm thinking of.
The world is not yet ready to handle that episode, and in a world where probability exists, a fate that does not respond to it will not occur.
“Then what is it? What on earth is this omen—”
That was when.
Bubbling… …
The sea was boiling.
It was already soaked in the blood of the abyssal monsters, and its appearance looked like boiling magma.
It was a moment when the bubbles that had started to form one by one grew uncontrollably.
with a splash!
A huge mountain peak was visible above the water.
It wasn't one or two.
Three, seven, fifteen, twenty-eight… …fifty.
There were exactly fifty of them.
“Professor Grace.”
I connected to the situation room and reported to the young lady.
“There’s a little problem.”
[I'll go.]
I hesitated for a moment at those words, then shook my head.
“No. I think I can handle it on my own.”
[It seems like it'll take more time for the screen to recover. Should I stop training for now?]
“It’s okay for now. Please continue. However, just in case, it would be a good idea to close the beach areas including Dale.”
[Okay. If you need any help, just let me know. I'll be right there.]
After ending the communication with the young lady, I looked at the special beast that filled the sea, the "Kraken", among the floating messages.
【 Mainstream: Abnormal Signs 】
✵ Initial objective: Stop the overflowing demons.
- Failure 》 Mainstream "Great Beings" link.
- Success 》 ‘1,200P’
Kieeee!
… … I will correct it.
My prediction was wrong.
This is that ‘episode’.
* * *
I've revised numerous developments over the years.
It's impossible to count how many episodes have been revised like that.
“The Dark World”, “The Fall of Phase”, “The Fall of Habledown”, “The Villains”, etc… … .
There is one reason why I risk my life to avoid such episodes.
"The Great Beings".
This was to prevent the episode that would be linked if this main stream failed.
I was also preparing.
To be exact, I was doing it.
I gathered forces, prevented the deaths of the story's main characters, and increased my strength.
But the reason I was just preparing was because 'The Great Beings' was the episode right before the page where the world entered the path of 'destruction'.
Kieeee… …
The discordant roars of the krakens pierced my eardrums and chilled my hardened brain.
"……ha."
I am a weapon master.
Still, the chaotic air they created began to make my breathing difficult.
Special class beasts like ‘Arachne’, ‘Nameless Dragon’, and that ‘Kraken’ are ‘outsides’ of the world, not classified by rank because their strength cannot be defined.
Of course, unlike the Kraken that was showing off its might in front of me, there were some that were weak enough to be compared to first-class demons.
But even that was above the first level, and the Kraken was a powerful demon that could not be compared to it.
“Should I be thankful that it’s not suspense……”
Transcending limits was not exclusive to humans.
Demons are also living beings that utilize mana, and they also achieve enlightenment over time and break the boundaries of the world.
They also called them "suspense".
Suspense is similar to the demons we met in the last White Zone in that they inhabit different dimensions, but they differ in that they are not bound to a single dimension and live by floating between dimensions.
It was fortunate that those suspenseful moments had not yet appeared.
… … If it had appeared, this entire island would have been erased in the time it took me to take a breath.
“Krakens.”
The next moment, I spoke to the Krakens out of nowhere.
It wasn't that I lost my mind when faced with an impossible reality.
If you were to transmit mana to a beast as big as a Kraken, it would be able to understand, even if it couldn't answer.
“We humans do not wish to fight you.”
Kieeee?
As if responding to my words, the cries of the krakens curled into a circle.
Fortunately, he seemed to understand what I was saying. I continued.
“The continent is still far from reaching the “End Time” declared by the “Eyes of Destruction.” I fully understand your hatred for humans. Surely you do not intend to defy your master’s will…….”
Then all the krakens raised their tentacles at once.
It was a moment when I unconsciously adjusted my grip on the sword, as I was struck by its vast size that covered the sky.
Kkiee… … Kkieeee… …
The cries were heard somewhere.
As if they didn't want it, subtle, repulsive sound waves were hitting my whole body.
To begin with, the Kraken is a powerful but very low-aggressive monster.
Moreover, they have never attacked an island inhabited by humans, and even if they did form groups, it was a brief phenomenon that occurred only during the mating season.
After slowly catching my breath, I opened my mouth again.
“Krakens. We humans are with you……!”
… … BANG!
Before I could finish my words, a tentacle struck the beach.
I flew into the air to avoid the attack and looked down at where I was standing.
Before we knew it, the beach had sunk and the seawater was filling the hole that had formed.
Tsk tsk tsk… … !
The aura that radiated from my body began to interact with the world.
I slowly raised my sword and prepared “Resonance.”
“……As expected, we can’t communicate.”
Unfortunately, I guess we'll have to fry it together tonight.
* * *
Kuung, an earthquake occurred out of nowhere, causing Ellis, who was walking while looking at the map, to stumble.
“What, what is it? Is it a trap?!”
“I think it was just an earthquake.”
Ellis, who had barely regained her balance, looked around with Susan beside her.
After the earthquake stopped, nothing seemed to have changed much. At that moment, Camel, who was crushed by Haydin's back, started to struggle.
“Ugh! I can’t breathe, I can’t breathe!”
“Oh, sorry. Are you okay?”
“……I just got a sore throat and the recall warning sound went off.”
While Camel was biting the back of Heidin's head as he stood up, Ellis, who had pulled out the map, explained it to the group.
“The boxes will be deployed in 30 minutes. The closest areas to our location are Walls 57 and Garth 4. There are more, but these two are the closest and safest.”
After finishing her explanation, Ellis thought about their situation again.
‘The progress is too slow. Not only are there casualties, but you never know when a trap or a demon might pop out like before.’
After hunting the Frostwolf and avoiding the border, Ellis and her party entered the Walls area and had to deal with other demons and traps.
Fortunately, I had strengthened my equipment with the beads I had acquired, so I didn't have much trouble, but with my speed noticeably slowed down, I would always be a target for other students.
‘Fortunately, we’ve all upgraded our equipment to stage 2. There are 15 left until stage 3. If we each collect 13 more, we’ll be better than we are now.’
Recover the wounded and strengthen equipment.
The box was the solution to all of these problems at once.
Therefore, the survival of Team Ellis depended on whether or not they obtained this box.
Kuung!
Then the earthquake started again.
Ellis looked back toward Dale Beach, following the aftershocks of the earthquake.
“What happened over there? Wait, that’s outside the stadium. There shouldn’t be anyone there…….”
Currently, all areas of Dale are closed to the public, with no stadiums allowed to accommodate anyone.
Alice, who had been curious, soon turned her head.
‘… … Now is not the time to worry about that.’
As for things outside the stadium, Rohan or Grace will take care of them.
Ellis turned her gaze away from Dale and stepped forward again, gesturing to her companions.
“Let’s go. We need to go and wait before the boxes are placed.”
“This time too, Ellie, should I just trust you?”
“Then? Just trust Ellis, the cutest, prettiest, and strongest in Springwind~”
“……Why are you anxious?”
As we left the wasteland, a sparsely populated forest appeared.
The rising humidity made it a little difficult to breathe.
Still, no one really complained because there were valleys here and there where you could stop and rest your neck.
Above all, Haidin, who had been carrying Camel on the damp dirt floor, unlike the hard stone floor, was finally able to catch his breath.
Susan looked at Hayden and said.
“If it’s hard, I’ll carry Camel. You’re hurt a lot too.”
“Thank you, but that’s okay. Since I’ve already carried you once, I should keep carrying you. Why are you looking at me like that? If you’re really sorry, you could’ve given me more food later.”
Contrary to his rough speech and behavior, Haidin was surprisingly very loyal.
“……It’s over there.”
Then, the group that followed Ellis behind the tree looked at the teleportation device placed in the center of Area 57.
‘Fortunately, there are no traces of people around. Well, even though this is a forest, there is no place to ambush, so everyone must have avoided it.’
That was exactly what Ellis was aiming for.
She guessed that by now the students were probably thinking similar thoughts.
‘You absolutely must get the box. However, it’s much safer to hide and watch rather than to come out in front, and then attack when the situation is settled. It may be okay in the middle, but there’s no reason to take risks and choose an area like this from the beginning.’
Ellis thought the opposite.
If they don't come with that kind of mindset, they will be safe even if they go to an empty area.
It was a simple strategy, but one that could never have been enforced without a good understanding of the students' usual psychology.
“Just in case, let’s climb up the tree for now. It’ll also give us a clear view.”
"okay."
And then Ellis climbs up the tree in front.
Following her, the other party members also looked around, each looking for a tree.
It was at that moment that Susan, who had found a tree that looked okay, grabbed a branch.
“……Gasp! You can’t go there!”
“Mom!”

            Susan was thrilled with the tree's eyes wide open.
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Susan, who had barely come to her senses, was kicking a log that had fallen on the ground.
“You pervert! Die!”
To be exact, it was Brad, who had a pattern carved into his naked body that was amazingly identical to the tree.
Brad, who was disguised as a tree and caught by Ellis and her group, was being beaten by Susan while protecting only his vital parts with his hands.
“Ugh! Hey, wait a minute, Susan! You were the one who touched me first!”
“Shut your mouth, you pervert! You take responsibility. Take responsibility for my dirty hands!”
Phew!
Camel and Haydin, who were watching the scene with Ellis, laughed in disbelief.
“……Brad, that guy is really crazy. He’s not in his right mind.”
“That’s right. How did you come up with the idea to disguise yourself as a tree? And naked at that.”
Meanwhile, Ellis, who had come down from the tree, grabbed Susan's shoulder as she tried to kick Brad between the legs with all her might.
“Calm down, Susan.”
“You saw it too, Ellie! What I, what I caught…!”
Susan, who was recalling the events of earlier, was shaking so much that she almost started a fight.
It wasn't that Ellis didn't understand Susan's feelings. It must have been quite a shock.
What if you realized that what you thought was a branch was actually another branch?
“Well, even if I were you, I would have just pulled it out.”
Ellis let out a sigh and had no choice but to turn Susan's body towards her.
“Susan.”
“Let go of this……!”
Susan stopped struggling as she met Ellis' eyes, who had come close to her in an instant.
Ellis looked into her eyes and spoke calmly.
“Remember, we’re in training right now. And we need Brad.”
“That’s right… but what are you talking about? You need Brad?”
Susan, finally calming down, glanced at Brad.
Ellis followed her lead and looked at Brad. No matter how much she looked at it, the wood grain felt real.
“Brad.”
"why……?"
“How many ‘raw wood’ classes have you taken?”
‘Survival and Life’ was truly a liberal arts subject where one could learn various survival techniques to save one’s life.
However, the professor of potions, Thomas Bacon, who was already a very easy-going man, was also teaching.
With such boring and dull content added on, the subject was now no different from a lullaby.
Brad answered.
“It’s been about a year. Maybe…….”
“You endured that torture for a year? You’re really something special… Anyway, do you want to come with us?”
“Are you serious? Really?”
Brad was delighted at the offer to accept him as a colleague.
The next moment, Haydin, who had come to Ellis' side with Camel, shook his head.
“I disagree. Brad, this kid is too weak.”
Brad is weak.
This was a fact that not only Heidin, but also Camel, Susan, and even Ellis had to acknowledge.
Until the beginning of the semester, Brad had better grades and abilities than other students.
But as time went by, Brad stagnated, and naturally, he fell behind, and was now on the verge of becoming a ‘failure student’ who was at the bottom of the swordsmanship department.
Ellis answered.
“That’s right. Brad is weak.”
Brad blushed at Ellis's wedge-like answer.
On the contrary, Ellis was staring at Brad with serious eyes.
“But in other ways, they’re better than us. Like when they fooled everyone and disguised themselves as trees.”
The group nodded in agreement, understanding Ellis's meaning.
If Susan hadn't grabbed Brad's branch, she wouldn't have even known he was hiding.
Ellis added, approaching Brad and handing him a handkerchief.
“We need your camouflage, Brad. We’re weak too. So let’s work together.”
“Ellie…….”
Brad, touched by Ellis' words, looked up at her as if he was about to cry.
Brad, who soon regained his energy, grabbed the handkerchief he was handed and shouted.
“That’s right! I’m confident in my camouflage skills, right? And I have a really good eye! Leave the ambushes and reconnaissance to me. I’ll work really hard. Really!”
At that moment, Haidin turned his head and frowned.
“Okay, so why don’t you put on your clothes first? You’re shaking so badly.”
“Huh…? Gasp!”
Then Susan's gauntlet flew into Brad's face.
bang!
“That pervert kid.”
“Ugh……!”
Brad was truly a man of many talents.
* * *
“……I’m really ashamed of myself.”
Renault, his face covered in bruises, kept moving forward while mulling over Ariel's words.
‘You think it hurts that I like you? Oh, it really drives people crazy. Yeah. If you want to see me go crazy that much, I’ll drive you crazy once. Properly.’
The group followed behind them as if they were dead mice, as the atmosphere in Renault became more tense.
As Renault had told Ariel, at least he could deal with them whenever he wanted.
Finally, Renault and his group arrived at Walls 57.
Renault noticed a box neatly placed there as if no one had been there and gestured to his group.
“Go and get the box. Oh, and take the restoratives first.”
“But shouldn’t we first check if there’s an ambush―”
Crunch⸺
The moment Renault stretched out his arm, the student who had been telling him to be on guard leaned back.
Reno, who wiped the blood that had splattered on his chin without a care, looked down at the student being recalled and revealed his white teeth.
“I’m dying from pain, but you keep talking so much… What are you all doing? Aren’t you going to bring it?”
“Go, I’ll get it!”
The students who saw Renault recalling one of his group in an instant hurriedly ran towards the box.
The students who had been glancing at the blood-stained floor collectively frowned.
‘That son of a bitch, Renault. At least if they’re on the same team, shouldn’t they not mess with him?’
‘If only I were just a little bit stronger, I wouldn’t have been struggling under that kid… … .’
‘… … I need to get ready to leave this party before I end up like that.’
It was at a time when antipathy towards Renault was gradually growing among the students that the student who arrived first reached out for the box.
Woohoo!
The box rose into the air in a sudden wave of mana.
“What is this? How did this happen……!”
Ellis' voice echoed among the bewildered students.
[I'll give you 10 seconds from now. Choose whether to give up the box and continue on your way, or recall it here. Of course, whether you choose the former or the latter, put down all the marbles you have. Call?]
“It’s an ambush!”
“Isn’t that Ellis’ voice?”
“Where are you! Find me now!”
But no matter how much I looked around, I couldn't find even a human figure, let alone Ellis.
That's when the count began.
[10.]
As the numbers began to count, sharp wedges emerged from the air and surrounded Renault and his party.
[9.]
Rustling, the bare floor began to move.
Soon, Camel, Hyden, and Brad, who had been camouflaged on the dirt floor, stood up and aimed their swords at the students.
[8, 7, 6…….]
As time passed, Renault, who had drawn a smile, opened his mouth while looking at Ellis and her group.
“That’s funny. I thought you were thinking the same thing as me. But what should I do because I feel bad? The ambush was good, but you guys didn’t—”
“Ellis, let’s make a deal! We’ll take care of that Renault bastard. So you have to take us in as well!”
"……what?"
The next moment, Renault and his men turned their swords on him.
Hyden and Camel, wondering what was going on, turned their heads towards the tree where Ellis and Susan were hiding.
Renault's neck turned red from the heat.
“……What are you guys doing? What are you guys doing?”
“What are you doing? We have to live too. Do you not know that you are planning to kill us anyway? I am sick of trying to please you, you son of a bitch!”
“Oh, I’m such a punk”
Then a flying ice wedge struck Renault's cheek.
Ellis finally appeared with Susan. She smiled as she stared at Renault.
“Poor Renault. You should have been nice to your friends.”
“Ah, our crazy girl Ellis from Heartsdown Academy… Long time no see?”
“Unlike Master Kafka, you are still the same? Your master is also pitiful. Who would have thought that after raising him with love for the past 20 years, he would turn into such trash?”
At those words, Renault's blood pressure instantly soared.
Nevertheless, Renault accepted Ellis' words as if nothing had happened.
“Oh, are you crossing the line? Aren’t you being too strong?”
“Who crossed the line first? Do you still not understand what kind of situation you’re in?”
Ellis, who had suddenly erased her smile, glared at Renault with a cold, hard face.
“And it’s not a crazy bitch, it’s a crazy rose, you goblin armpit-covering bastard. You said you became a twisted person because I dumped you after meeting you for only 20 minutes during our Academy days, so the rumors were true?”
“Everyone, shut up.”
“Ah…… It breaks my heart to see you ruined because of me. What should I do with our pitiful Renault?”
“Shut up! Shut up before I rip your mouth off!”
Renault was also a Hartsdown Academy graduate like Ellis.
Renault, whose eyes were finally rolled back as he recalled the painful past he had forgotten, ran towards Ellis.
“Ellis, a bitch like you, if I put my mind to it⸺”
Crunch!
At that moment, blood spurted out from Renault's back as he lost his mind.
Ellis smiled bitterly as she retrieved the sword she had used to cut Renault's back.
“No matter how strong you are, life shouldn’t be lived like you do. You’ll be punished. Like today.”
“Ellis Eclat… I will kill you no matter what.”
“……You really are something. You haven’t changed much.”
Renault tenaciously raised his body.
But Renault couldn't get to Ellis.
Couldn't move forward.
“This kid has so many marbles. He even took all of ours for himself!”
“James, the guy you eliminated earlier! Did you know he was my brother?”
“How long did you think we were going to clean up after you? No way!”
Only then did Renault realize his situation and quickly turned his head to Ellis.
“Help me, Ellie! We’re alumni of the same academy, right? You shouldn’t be doing this to me… Right, it’s not right for friends to be like this! Just for the sake of our old friendship… Smile?”
"sorry."
Soon, as Ellis nodded, the students who were now on her side quickly recalled Renault.
Ellis slowly walked to where Renault had disappeared and picked up the bag of beads, clicking her tongue.
“Renault, you were never my friend. Not once.”
Ellis then let out a sigh. No matter how bad Renault was, it wasn't like this during his Academy days.
“That’s that, you guys.”
Ellis's forehead turned red as she looked around at the students who had been with Renault.
“What did you lack that made you follow someone like Renault? Look, if you join forces like this, you’ll win.”
“…….”
The students bowed their heads in embarrassment at Ellis' words. That sight made them even more excited.
“Are you slaves? When did slavery, which was abolished over 100 years ago, come back? If you don’t want to live like this for the rest of your life, resist now. You too, try to change like me!”
At that moment, students who had decided on something approached Ellis with hardened faces.
Ellis took a step back with a stinging face at the sudden change in atmosphere.
‘Did I speak too harshly?’
It's true that I spoke harshly because I was excited about Renault.
But then came the next moment.
“You’re right, Ellis.”
"ok?"
“We were pathetic.”
“…….”
The students gathered in front of Ellis all knelt down toward her.
“I need your help.”
It was the knight's oath.
Although he was not yet a knight, it was a pledge of his dreams to become one.
“If it’s okay with you, Ellis, won’t you… be our leader?”
Ellis was at the center of it all.
Ellis, who had always had to hover on the edge, who had to drift and be pushed out, is now in the middle.
“……Do whatever you want. Follow me or not, it’s up to you.”
Ellis turned around, her face flushed like a rose.
Soon, students including Camel, Hayden, and Susan began to follow her.
“Tch, idiots... let’s go!”
It was the moment when a huge force was born centered around Ellis.
* * *
While Renault was being educated by Ellis, Ariel was also moving in search of the box.
“I found the box somewhere around here.”
In the thick jungle, a conspicuous red box lay lying on the swamp.
It was the moment Ariel started walking towards the box that another voice was heard.
“Hey, that box is ours—”
When Ariel looked back, the three students whose eyes met hers ran as fast as they could in the direction they came.
“What the hell, that’s Ariel Riepenstein!”
“Let’s jump in quickly!”
Ariel, who was watching the scene, tilted her head.
'what……?'
Ariel took another step forward, unaware that she had chased away her rival with just a glance.
Squeak, Ariel easily obtained the box and the first thing she took out of it was not a marble or a restorative, but a wrapped sandwich.
Gulp
I was very hungry.
Ariel closed the box and sat down on the lid, carefully taking a bite of the sandwich.
“……It reminds me of the old days.”
There was a time when we had to eat to live.
There was a time when we would squat in dirty sewers or alleys to satisfy our hunger.
There were many days when I couldn't even eat that and had to starve.
Then, Ariel, who was savoring the taste, suddenly looked down at the very familiar sandwich.
“Could it be that this sandwich was made by Lord Rohan?”
Although I hadn't eaten much of the food Rohan made, I remembered its taste and unique characteristics with my whole body.
‘It’s fluffy and soft, just like the one I ate back then. It’s not too strong, but not too weak either, just right. It’s also well-balanced in nutrients… … It’s exactly how Rohan cooks.’
As Ariel had expected, the sandwich was something Rohan had specially prepared.
Of course Grace intervened, but that didn't matter to Ariel.
‘I miss you, Rohan… … .’
I would wake up every morning and arrive at the main gate first to wait for Rohan when he would come to work.
I would deliberately follow Rohan's footsteps on my way home from work at the exact same time.
Sometimes I was extremely jealous of Grace.
How happy he would be if it were he, not her, walking next to Rohan… … .
‘… … I think I know who Rohan likes now.’
If you didn't know until now, you're stupid.
The way his eyes and voice change when he looks at Grace.
All of his changes occurred only in front of Grace.
But Ariel didn't care who Rohan liked or who he was in love with.
‘I just want Rohan to be happy.’
If he's happy, it's okay even if he doesn't love himself.
Just loving alone like this was enough for Ariel.
‘I really am in such a foolish love… … .’
But Ariel had no intention of giving up.
Her ambition to make Rohan love her was still ongoing, a piece of her dream that had not yet been formed.
‘… … Grace Euclid. You can’t make Rohan happy. You… … You are a more unfortunate person than I am.’
Misfortune is contagious.
Contagious, infectious.
‘To be happy, you have to meet happy people.’
In that sense, Grace was not someone who got along with Rohan.
‘If you feel there is no more hope for you, then I will not stay still.’
Ariel wanted to know.
Grace Euclid, can you change while living in hell with me?
Because it meant that he too could change.
"……ha."
Ariel finally sighed and lowered her head.
‘Thinking of Rohan makes me miss you even more… … .’
Ariel was really someone who only knew Rohan.
“Can you lend me a light over there?”
That was when.
Chalbak- Chalbak⸺
Ariel turned her head at the sudden voice. Four figures were walking out from under the quiet swamp.
“You guys…….”
Ariel looked at the man who took out a cigarette and lit it.
These were faces she knew. No, they were faces that everyone in Springwind knew.
“Ariel Riepenstein, she’s a decent match for prey.”
“Someone, light a fire. My hands won’t catch fire because of the mud.”
“Even in this situation, you’re smoking… Let’s quit smoking now, Miguel. Got it?”
Camille Lo.
Miguel Ferdinando.
Annabelle Ainsley.
Finally, their leader, Craig Aidan Hundred.
Kuung!
Craig reached into the swamp, pulled out a heavy shield, and opened his mouth, using his magic to wash away the mud.

            “……2 hours, 9 minutes, 49 seconds into the game. A big fish has been caught.”
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The sky covered with dark clouds was revealed where the tree had fallen.
It was the moment when the raindrops that fell on Ariel's forehead, breathing heavily, mixed with blood and flowed down.
Boom!
Craig's shield, which charged from a square, hit Ariel's lower back.
Ariel's body rose like a fallen leaf fluttering in the wind.
She soon fell, her lower body sinking into the swamp, her eyes closed.
“It’s pretty tough. As expected, he’s not an easy opponent.”
Contrary to what he said, Miguel was relaxed as he spat out the cigarette butt he was holding.
That wasn't all.
“Don’t let your guard down, idiot. He’s still a long way from being recalled.”
Annabelle also shakes off Ariel's blood-stained rapier.
“Don’t be so hard on yourself, Annabel. If it weren’t for Miguel, you would have been recalled just now.”
Camille reorganizing the blade on her forearm.
“…….”
And even Craig, who stood tall like a statue, watching Ariel. They were all fine, except for the slight wounds.
The next moment, Ariel's fingers twitched as everyone expected.
Soon, Ariel raised her upper body in an eerie manner, like a puppet being controlled.
Miguel, who was watching the scene, rubbed the goosebumps on his arm.
“Wow, look at her eyes. There’s something different about Ariel.”
Ariel's eyes were watching them through the dripping mud.
“…….”
A faded, dark abyss that seemed far away.
Craig's eyes, facing the abyss, wavered for a moment.
Ariel's gaze was so threatening that even the statuesque Craig shook.
“…Get ready.”
As Craig opened his mouth, a deep, age-defying voice cut through the swamp.
“C formation. Prepare for the attack.”
At Craig's command, the rest of the group lined up behind him with great familiarity.
Sssss… …
The flow of air changed in an instant.
It was the moment when Craig, who read the flow, put his shield forward.
⸺Kkaang!
Tsk tsk tsk… … !
In an instant, Ariel's sword appeared in front of Craig, causing friction with the shield and sparks.
‘… … As expected, this is not ordinary.’
Craig's shield, which seemed unbreakable, was being chipped away little by little.
Ariel's face finally revealed through the cracked shield. Craig opened his mouth as he faced her.
“Chief, Ariel Riepenstein.”
“…….”
“We are hunters. And you, too, have that quality.”
Law, Ferdinand, Ainsley and finally Hundred.
All four of these families were renowned mercenary families, known throughout the empire and the world for their "human hunting".
“I don’t have a hobby of killing people.”
“No. I can tell just by looking at those eyes.”
Among them, the Hundred, to which Craig belonged, was the family that killed the most people in the Empire.
Of course, the target was always the empire's enemy.
‘These eyes, somehow they seem familiar… … .’
Craig continued speaking while Ariel was looking into eyes that resembled her own.
“You are one of us.”
“……Does that mean you want me to join your party?”
“It’s a little different. It means that you want to be our ‘companion.’”
"colleague?"
Craig's shield, which was slowly cracking, began to flash blue.
Ariel sensed something was wrong and was about to quickly put her sword away when the shattered pieces of the shield flew towards her.
Craig followed Ariel with his eyes as she was thrown out with pieces of iron embedded in her body.
“But you can refuse. An enemy like you is always welcome.”
In Craig's eyes, shards of iron fell along Ariel's body as she stood up again.
The wound healed quickly. No one could match Ariel's resilience.
‘But this won’t be the end of it.’
Ariel was strong. More so than I could have imagined.
But the same was true for Craig and his group.
In terms of sheer force, he was on par with Renault Kafka, who had been beaten to a pulp an hour ago.
However, the synergy they showed together was so strong that even Ariel couldn't guarantee victory.
‘They move as if they have been one body for a long time, or even from the beginning.’
None of Ariel's attacks could get past Craig's defenses.
Just when he thought he had overcome it, Camille's blade came looking for an opening, and even he couldn't counterattack with the help of Miguel and Annabel.
All things aside, Craig, that guy was the problem.
‘… … I can’t tell if it’s defense or offense.’
Just like how he blew up his own shield a little while ago, causing a fatal wound.
‘But now it’s a bit more doable. Since I don’t have a shield anymore… … .’
Then Craig reached out.
Then the fragments of iron gathered in front of his hand and formed into a shield again.
‘… … Cancel what you can do.’
Ariel's eyes closed.
And I thought.
To defeat them, I had to use demonization.
but.
‘If I use that power here, my identity will be revealed.’
The reason Ariel hasn't used demonization until now is because that power belongs to a 'devil'.
Those who use black aura could see it often, if not often. There were many who deliberately adjusted the color of mana to make it look cool.
However, the case of demonization was different.
Revealing one's horns is like announcing that one is a spy from the demon world.
If that happened, the world's 'demon hunters', including the Administration, would not stay still.
‘How can I… … .’
That doesn't mean there was no way.
Ariel was currently accepting this situation as ‘training’ rather than actual combat.
"……ha."
Finally, it was the moment when Ariel was about to give it her all.
"uh?"
Miguel felt something strange and put his hand on his left shoulder. When he lifted his palm, it was covered in blood.
A cracking sound is heard at the same time.
… … Paang!
Miguel's body collapsed in the midst of that crashing sound.
“It’s the enemy!”
Craig shouted those words and turned his shield around to protect his comrades.
But it was too late.
“Wow, awesome. How many meters away is it…….”
The next one to fall after Miguel was Annabelle.
Her eyes, which had been staring at an invisible, distant enemy, lost their light.
“I’ll be waiting, Craig.”
"……sorry."
“It’s not your fault…… hey.”
Camille also suffered a penetrating wound to the chest.
Craig lowered his shield as he looked at his recalled comrades.
He looked back at Ariel and said.
“That’s why you rejected our offer…….”
… … Paang!
Even Craig, who left those words, was recalled along with his colleagues.
Left alone, Ariel had no idea what was happening, but she knew immediately that she had to hide quickly.
‘I don’t feel any other mana around me. But… … .’
No matter how much time passed, the attacks that had stopped did not continue.
Ariel carefully emerged from behind the rock where she had been hiding and watched the direction from which the attack had come.
“……Lyudmila.”
Lyudmila Zaitsev.
Ariel wondered why she had helped her.
* * *
The summit of Laxo on the ridge.
A student who had taken off his special glasses with high magnification function rubbed his tired eyes.
“……Phew.”
The student, Lyudmila, let out a sigh and looked down at the two swords she was holding in each hand.
The day was pretty dark from how many times I had been hit.
After a while, Lyudmila moved and headed towards the nearest box.
The area around where the box was placed was covered in the blood of an unknown number of people. It was all Lyudmila's work.
“…….”
Lyudmila obtained the box without difficulty.
I was about to leave again, packing a few beads, restoratives, and food in a makeshift bag of leaves.
“You there.”
“!”
Lyudmila looked back, startled.
The reason she was surprised was not because the enemy had suddenly appeared.
“Is that you? The one who helped me.”
Ariel.
Because I heard her voice.
“It must have been over 7 kilometers from here to where I was, but you managed to snipe me. Anyway, why did you help me?”
“…….”
Lyudmila was silent.
I was just thinking about it.
‘Ariel, Ariel! Ariel! Ariel! You came to see me! You want to say thank you to me? What should I do? What should I do? What should I do? What should I do?’
… … If someone had heard her inner thoughts, they would have told her to please breathe.
Contrary to her frantic inner thoughts, she moved her head quietly in silence.
Nod.
At that sight, Ariel briefly thought about Lyudmila.
‘Lyudmila Zaitsev. Her specialty is Aura Wave. Now that I think about it, this person… … .’
Ariel slowly approached and looked into Lyudmila's face.
“You said you couldn’t speak Imperial Chinese?”
Nod.
“Is it possible to understand?”
Nod nod.
"also……."
Ariel, who had a headache, put her hand on her forehead.
Lyudmila, like Daphne, was an immigrant to the Empire from the tiny northern nation of Lucan.
Even after only a year, he was able to understand the Imperial language, but was unable to speak it.
While Ariel was lost in thought, Lyudmila's mind was becoming increasingly chaotic.
‘Ariel, did you remember me? You did a good job helping Ariel, but you came to see me like this! Is Ariel really interested in me? Is she really interested in me? This isn’t a dream, is it? If it is, please don’t wake me up!’
It was fortunate for Ariel that Lyudmila could not speak the Imperial language.
If she had heard Lyudmila's thoughts, which were not even a speck of readability, she would have run away without looking back.
Sigh, in contrast, Lyudmila held out the sandwich to Ariel in a very calm and serene manner.
“Are you giving it to me?”
Nod.
Then he handed Ariel the beads and restorative medicine that were in the box.
Ariel, who was grateful but also starting to feel burdened, took a step back.
“The beads are fine. The recovery system. Thank you for your help earlier. But how did you do that?”
Lyudmila opened her eyes as if she didn't know at Ariel's question.
“I mean the technique you used.”
Only then did Lyudmila understand what was being said.
Ariel was also curious about the attack method she used.
‘The Zaitsevs are originally a family of magicians. It is somewhat unusual for Lyudmila to become a knight, but what method did she use to achieve such a monstrous attack…?’
At that moment, a slightly excited Lyudmila lifted two swords.
It was the moment when Ariel was about to become alert to the sudden action.
“……Look carefully?”
Nod nod.
Lyudmila's eyes, which had pointed to her sword with a nod, froze like ice for a moment.
There was no longer a girl here who welcomed Ariel.
However, there was only one god of death sharpening his blade to take the lives of others.
Woohoo… …
The aura that Lyudmila emitted covered the sword. A bird was fluttering its wings vigorously through the glasses that reflected the sky.
Kakagagakak!
Lyudmila's blade quickly swiped across the sword held horizontally in her outstretched left hand.
Pfft!
The moment the compressed aura exploded, the flying bird burst into flames.
As if that wasn't enough, the auror wave fired by Lyudmila pierced through the gathered clouds, creating a huge hole.
'……amazing.'
Even Ariel had no choice but to admit it.
If it's power, it's power, if it's speed, it's speed.
There was no way to avoid it at any distance, and no way to avoid fatal injuries at any distance.
‘I instantly destroyed the arrangement engraved on the sword and used the distortion of the spell. As a result, the power and speed increased dozens of times. I didn’t know there was such a technique… … I can’t believe it even after seeing it with my own eyes.’
Ariel was purely amazed.
It was something I had never learned about anywhere, and it was something I had never seen before in my life.
‘Should I ask you to teach me…?’
I wanted to learn Lyudmila's techniques.
But when I saw Lyudmila's eyes, which were strangely burdensome, I couldn't bring myself to say those words.
“…….”
The next moment, Lyudmila put away her sword and approached Ariel.
Ariel turned around with no choice but to move forward.
“Thank you for earlier. Bye then.”
I had an intuitive feeling that it was dangerous.
It wasn't really dangerous, but it was an unfamiliar threat that I had never experienced before.
‘But he didn’t seem like a strange person… … .’
No matter what Lyudmila's true feelings were, Ariel and others would never know, and with someone of that level of skill, even if they couldn't be friends, they shouldn't at least treat her as an enemy.
"hmm?"
Ariel glanced behind her as she saw something overlapping her shadow.
Before he knew it, Lyudmila had followed him, clinging tightly to Ariel's back like a piece of gum.
“What are you? Why are you following me…….”
Ariel couldn't continue speaking as Lyudmila held out the beads without hesitation.
I couldn't figure out why he kept trying to give me marbles.
‘… … Still, I don’t think he’s a bad person. The creepy feeling I had earlier was probably because of the strong smell of blood on this person’s body.’
Ariel, having made her decision, pushed the orb back towards Lyudmila and asked.
“Do you want to be with me?”
Nod.
“Okay, but keep in mind. If you become a hindrance to me, I will abandon you…….”
The next moment, Lyudmila, in Ariel's arms, nodded repeatedly.
“……Because that’s it.”
Nod nod.

            It felt like there was one more sigh thief.
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“Nice to meet you, Ellis Eclat.”
It's already been six hours since training began.
Meanwhile, Ellis, who had gathered more students and now had a huge team of nearly thirty, was facing another force in the 'Setter' area.
“You’ve gathered a lot of useless people? As expected of you, I guess I should praise you.”
Ellis glared at the blonde student who was glaring at her with pitiful eyes.
“I thought it was someone else, and it was you? Rachel.”
Rachel Capinus looked very much like someone else.
Ellis, who had been quietly looking at Rachel, soon let out a sigh.
“……Are you still imitating Ariel?”
“When did I ever imitate Ariel…!”
Rachel, who had been momentarily enraged by Ellis's provocation, came to her senses and answered proudly.
“When did I ever imitate Ariel?”
“Are you asking because you don’t know? That’s really shameless.”
Unable to bear it any longer, Ellis created an ice mirror using the magic spell placed in front of Rachel.
Ellis continued, pointing to the mirror.
“Now, look at yourself.”
“As much as you want.”
Rachel, who had moved her gaze without thinking, came face to face with her reflection in the mirror.
“…….”
Undirected gaze, hair that resembles a cuttlefish rather than the Milky Way, and an awkward haughtiness.
Even Rachel thought that she was just a poor imitator of Ariel.
But Rachel was more shameless than she looked. She pretended not to know.
“Well, I don’t know.”
“You’re getting tired of it too. How can you do something like that when you have nothing better to do? And you’re wrong. Ariel’s ‘well’ is way more frustrating and unlucky than that.”
“Hey, be quiet! Your forehead looks like a Saint Snow field. After training, can we all go skiing on your forehead?”
“What? Saint Snow? You look like some kind of Ariel version!”
Ellis started to raise her voice, following Rachel's lead.
Hyden and Camel, who were watching them start arguing out of nowhere, asked Susan.
“Were they not on good terms originally?”
“That’s right. Ellie isn’t the type to make enemies.”
Susan answered.
“Back when the Knights of Eclat were medium-sized, the Knights of Capinus and the Knights of Vandal were the two major armies of the Empire. So they weren’t on good terms.”
“I have a rough idea of what’s going on. So it was a family feud after all?”
“That’s true, but things started to get worse a few months ago when Rachel started imitating Ariel.”
Camel and Haydin nodded after briefly glancing at Rachel at those words.
“Well, if I were to go around imitating Ariel with that face, even I would look like a fool.”
“Rachel isn’t bad, but Ariel is way too much.”
“That’s right. Honestly, we would be grateful if someone as good as Rachel were available to us.”
Then Camel, who had checked the students lined up behind Rachel, continued speaking.
“But there’s quite a crowd over there too? It seems like there are more people than us.”
Susan followed him and fiddled with the handle of the knife.
“At first glance, it looks like there are forty people.”
“Forty? That’s more than I thought. Forty is almost a quarter.”
“It’s probably a quarter. Anyway, if we clash here, we won’t lose. Ellie has a pretty good team. I don’t know about anything else, but this is for sure.”
Susan's eyes, now quiet, turned to Ellis, who was arguing with Rachel.
The level of words exchanged was getting higher and higher, as if no one wanted to give in.
‘The setter is the center of the mainland. Considering the latter half of the game, when most of the field will be restricted, the setter is one of the strongholds that must be captured. Even if we retreat now, we will have to fight someday.’
At that moment, Ellis, who had her bangs pulled back, swung her empty hands with all her might.
See you later!
Soon an ice claw appeared out of thin air and lodged itself between Rachel's legs.
Rachel, who had been lowering her head to check the sharp rake, was startled.
“You! Are you trying to kill me just now?!”
“If you keep that tongue hanging out, you’ll die someday, even if it’s not me. You’ll die without any insurance, you poor pumpkin!”
“Mom, you idiot? Did you just call me idiot?”
“Oh. It looks like you failed to make Ariel. Oh, are you upset? Sorry about that~”
Although there were no settings like "Master of Selling" or "Snake-Like Tongue", Ellis's gift of gab was no joke.
“I really tried to end it on a good note……”
Rachel's expression turned rotten as the mask imitating Ariel was removed.
Rachel, who was gnashing her teeth, cried out to her companions.
“Catch that fucking bitch and make her kneel before me. Now!”
Following Rachel's forces that had begun to move, Elis' forces also prepared for battle.
Ellis, who was looking around at the students following Rachel, opened her mouth as if she felt sorry.
“You followed Rachel around last time too… Why, what did she buy you this time? It’s probably just a brand new 4 million ring magic note. Haa, Rachel. How long are you going to live off your friends’ money?”
What Rachel promised in return for following her was exactly what Ellis had said.
The students who had been hit on the spot hesitated. Rachel stamped her foot as if indignant.
“No matter how much you envy them, they’re all my friends! Right, guys?”
“Huh? Oh, well, I guess so……?”
Ellis snorted in disapproval at the students' indifferent reactions.
“Do you really think that’s your friend? Let’s get this straight, Rachel. Strictly speaking, that’s not your friend, but the friend of the Lord of the Copynuses.”
"what……?"
“Isn’t all that money coming out of your wallet the Lord of the Copyus family’s money?”
“Ah, no…… no, no, no!”
Rachel, completely out of her mind at those words, rushed toward Ellis.
“It’s my inheritance anyway, so it’s like my money!”
“Wow…… Have you taken an X-ray, Lord Capinus? Go and take one while you’re at it. It looks like there’s no spine.”
“This, this is profit……!”
Ellis, who had been leisurely dealing with Rachel by manifesting psychokinesis, took advantage of her.
“You live such a pitiful life. And what’s so good about fashion that Ariel, who doesn’t even know the first thing about it, follows along? Look. Let’s see if you wear cheap underwear like Ariel!”
“Joe, be quiet! I said be quiet……!”
“Anyway, that Ariel girl, she has a pretty face but her actions are like a spoiled durian, how annoying―”
While Ellis, who had unknowingly gotten into the mood, was cursing Ariel, a loud noise echoed among the students who were fighting.
Boom!
Ellis, who stopped dead in her tracks at the ominous sound, looked back at the source of the sound. Students were rolling on the floor, caught in the shockwave.
“……Ellis Eclat.”
In the midst of the groaning students, an eerie abyss was staring at Ellis through the hair flowing like the Milky Way.
“Is that all there is to the will?”
“Oh, Ariel?! How did you get here…….”
“What did I do? A durian wearing cheap underwear?”
“No, that’s not what I meant……!”
… … Paang!
That was the moment when the truth appeared.
* * *
It was raining, as if washing away the filthy world. What I got covered in more than the rain was blood.
The breath that had been rising to the chin escaped and colored my eyes. Beyond that, the hand holding the sword was trembling.
There was no feeling in my fingertips. This too would recover soon.
“How am I going to take all this?”
Even the many krakens were strewn all over the beach like trimmed squid.
There was no need for the young lady's help. It just took some time.
I was so immersed in the battle that it felt like only a few minutes to me.
I realized anew that I had become stronger. When I first opened my eyes in this world, I could barely deal with a first-class demon, let alone a Kraken.
Of course, it was proof that I had lived that hard. I had actually struggled a lot.
"ha……."
I wiped the rainwater running down my face and slumped down on the half-broken rock. I wanted to rest for a while now.
I assured her that I was fine, but she'll probably be sad if I come back looking like this.
The horizon stretched out before my eyes. I looked at the message floating above it.
“……It’s not finished yet.”
Normally, a message would pop up saying that the main stream was completed as soon as all the Krakens were defeated.
But the mainstream was still going on.
What this meant was one thing.
“I love waves, especially when there’s a boat floating on them.”
Even as the sea breeze and the voice brushed past my ears, I just stared straight ahead.
It was the moment when the sound of people getting closer stopped right next to me.
“It wouldn’t be fun if you just cruised along calmly. You would have to experience wind and rain every now and then, and waves like hell would crash into you to call it true sailing.”
“……Queos.”
As I turned my head, Queos, who had been looking across the sea, faced me.
There wasn't really any surprise.
And there was no fear.
Just, just,
“When did you escape from the Agrain Archipelago?”
… … I was just wondering when you would move.
Strength entered the hand holding the sword hilt.
Queos, who had been folding his hands politely, smiled in contrast to me.
“Well, I guess you can’t say I escaped from prison since I’ve never been in prison before.”
“So then it was your homunculus that was under the seal of domination at that time?”
“Half wrong. Sadly, half right.”
There seemed to be no hostility.
It was the same back then.
I am just exploring the world, including myself, with a face filled with indescribable joy like now.
“Because of that, my poor daughter had to suffer.”
"daughter?"
“Yes, Corinne.”
I was wondering where Corinne had gone when she was kidnapped, and she had returned as a fake Queos.
In the end, was Corinne also a "replica" of Queos, like the second Rohan?
“Those demons, is that something you did too?”
“Unfortunately, that’s not possible. I can’t let the stage I’ve decorated with so much care smell like blood.”
The next moment, Queos took a step towards me.
“I hate fish.”
Sreung!
As soon as I drew my sword, I thrust my blade into Queos' neck.
His face, not a bit disheveled, was distorted above the blade, which was soaked with moisture.
“What do you want from me?”
“Haven’t I already told you? That’s all I want from you.”
"Please be my main character."
Those words fell like falling raindrops onto my shoulders.
No matter how much I think about it, I can't understand it.
If Queo wanted to, he could destroy the world right now.
Even I could not fathom the true identity of this person who had neither justice nor beliefs, much less even a goal.
The moment he put strength into his grip, Queos' blood flowed down the blade drop by drop.
“There is no reason why I cannot kill you now.”
“Maybe so. But would you be able to kill me?”
“How can you be sure of that?”
Queo's smile turned creepy as I asked him questions.
“Don’t you know it vaguely?”
“…….”
If you twist your wrist now, Queos will die.
But what dies is only the fake before my eyes, the ‘main body’ does not die.
Like Corinne, who is now imprisoned in the Agraine Isles as Queo's substitute.
I laughed.
“The smiling mask is nice too. So why are you smiling?”
“I think you’re making a big mistake.”
“It’s a mistake… Illusion is essential for good directing―”
“The story is about not thinking that your life will be infinite.”
What I read is the future of this world.
And that includes your death, Queos.
I remember the page where Michael killed your body.
As far as I remember,
“You will die by my hands someday.”
With the blind old man, Vassago, gone along with the replica's research data, Queos can no longer produce his own clones.
Of course, they would have prepared extras for situations like this, like theatrical supplies kept in the supply room.
But if even that is consumed soon, Queos will have no choice but to reveal its true nature.
If that happens, I can really kill Queos then.
“…….”
Silent Queos.
However, I don't know where this guy's base is.
It's not on the continent. It must be hidden somewhere in the countless dimensions.
To find that dimension, I needed Michael's help.
That was one of the many reasons I kept Michael alive.
“……Ugh!”
That was when.
“Kuuuu……!”
Queos, who had his mouth covered, looked up at me and held back laughter.
It was a strange, unpleasant laugh, as if someone who didn't know how to laugh was forcing himself to laugh. It was exactly as I had read in the description.
“Okay. Very good!”
At that moment, Queos held the blade he was holding close to the nape of his neck.
“I would pay the entrance fee of my life as many times as I want just to see you, my heroine. Come on, take my life and show me your story. Come on!”
“…….”
There's still so much I don't know about this character.
But I do know one thing.
Queo Lumiere du Noir, this guy is a real madman.
“If you wish.”
It was the moment when I was about to cut off the guy's head as Queo had said.
… … dismissal.
In the rain that was now starting to fall in torrents, the sound of something cracking reached my ears.
When I looked up, I saw shards of the sky, broken like glass, falling down onto the sea.
It was a phenomenon that occurred when the boundaries between dimensions became unclear.
“How is it? The scenario I prepared this time―”
“You son of a bitch.”
Crunch.
After cutting off Queos's head with a single stroke, I looked up at the gradually widening sky. Queos' head, which had fallen to the ground, was smiling.
Phagec… …
Dismissal! Dismissal! Dismissal! Dismissal!
ㅤㅤ Dismissal! ㅤㅤㅤ Dismissal!
ㅤDismissal! ㅤㅤㅤDismissal! ㅤㅤㅤDismissal!
ㅤㅤㅤ Dismissal! ㅤㅤㅤ Dismissal!
Dismissal! Dismissal!
Dismissal!
Eventually, a clear pitch-black sky appeared beyond the broken sky.
The moment I encountered that dimension where purple starlight flashed indiscriminately, I realized.
“Starlight, maze…….”

            The mainstream is just beginning.
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Everyone stopped.
As if the screen was frozen, no one moved.
I couldn't move.
“That was Lyudmila just now……?”
“Not only Ariel, but also Lyudmila… Could it be that the two of them are forming an alliance?”
As soon as Ariel appeared, nine students were instantly recalled, regardless of whether they were from Ellis or Rachel's faction.
As if to tell the story of what had happened a moment ago, blood was splattered on the beads scattered here and there on the floor.
Rachel, who was facing Ellis with Ariel between them, swallowed dry saliva.
“Ellis, I think we need to join forces now…….”
“……I agree with you, Rachel.”
Ariel's presence was so threatening that Alice and Rachel, who had been at each other's throats as if they were going to kill each other just a minute ago, had to join forces.
Ellis thought as she watched Ariel, who was looking down at her as if she was about to crush the bug in front of her.
‘I made a mistake. Who knew I was eavesdropping? But it’s a good thing. Don’t be afraid, Ellis. In the end, you had to defeat Ariel to take over the Setter area.’
Since the fall of her alliance with Ariel, she has been Ellis' greatest enemy.
The final boss of this training, Ariel Riepenstein, who must be defeated at some point.
If only she could be taken down here, there was nothing left for Ellis to fear.
‘… … Above all, the decision hasn’t been made yet.’
If it was to fulfill the conditions set by the student council president, Ariel had to be defeated here, not during the promotion exam.
If he were to lose here as well, even if it were a promotion test, he would have no choice but to repeat that defeat.
Then Ariel's mouth opened.
“Ellis Eclat.”
"……say."
“You and I, let’s fight and see who wins.”
Ellis asked, as if she couldn't believe her ears.
“You want to fight just the two of us?”
"is it so."
Ariel looked around.
“I can get rid of the rest at any time anyway.”
The students who caught Ariel's eye along with that voice shuddered. It was even more terrifying because they knew that those words were not a bluff.
Ariel's gaze soon lingered on Ellis again.
“Isn’t this what you wanted too?”
It was a welcome remark to Ellis. The corners of her mouth began to rise.
‘Yes, it’s beneficial for us. Even if we win the fight against Ariel here, there’s nothing left to gain. Eventually, other forces will come rushing in, and if we can’t make up for the missing personnel, it’s over.’
Ariel wasn't the only enemy Ellis had to fight now.
Even if we somehow managed to defeat Ariel, Rachel would be next.
But even if we beat Rachel, it's still a problem. By then, Ellis' team will have suffered a lot of damage.
All these variables were thanks to Ariel, who suddenly appeared with Lyudmila.
‘In that sense, if I could just beat Ariel one-on-one, my morale would go up, and even the setter area… … .’
Ellis nodded, having gathered her thoughts.
“Okay. Let’s do that. Rachel, you’re not complaining, are you?”
“Me? Me... I welcome it if you two fight.”
“Okay. Rachel has agreed, so now—”
⸺Chae-Ang!
Ariel clashed swords with him before he could even finish speaking.
Ellis, who had blocked her sword absentmindedly with a spinal reflex, distorted the corners of her mouth.
“Oh, is this a fatal surprise attack?”
“Remember that this is a battlefield.”
“Yeah, so it’s foolish to let your guard down, right?”
Ellis, who had rotated all the circles, also gathered her fighting spirit.
‘I can’t run away after coming this far. I don’t want to run away.’
The words Ariel had said to him then lingered in his ears.
“Even if I knew, nothing would change.”
‘I know now, Ariel… … .’
Even if they pursue each other's dreams and end up pointing swords at each other, it doesn't change the fact that he is 'Ellis' and she is 'Ariel'.
And that they are still ‘friends’.
“……That’s why I absolutely will not give up!”
Woof woof⸺ Damn it!
The ejected mana crawled up Ellis's entire body and froze.
At the same time, the swords that had risen from behind Ellis, who was armed with "Trans Armor", rushed fiercely toward Ariel.
“I will beat you.”
Ellis shouted, clutching the mana connected to the swords.
“I will beat you and become a knight!”
Ellis' swords, which have become more sophisticated than before, are pressuring Ariel.
Ariel could no longer relax amid the dizzying sword dance before her eyes.
“You’re becoming more like yourself now.”
"what?"
“He always looked gloomy and dragged his shoes around…….”
Finally, Ariel burst out with her aura, sending the swords flying and leaping towards Ellis.
“……It wasn’t fun!”
Phew!
Ariel, who had stabbed Ellis in the stomach with her sword, looked into her face right in front of her nose.
“No matter how many times I see you, you still have that stupid face.”
And I felt really stupid for liking this stupid face.
‘But that’s it. No matter how much you struggle, you can’t surpass me or take Rohan away from me—’
The next moment, a crack appeared on Ellis' face.
A bewildered Ariel muttered as she looked down at the broken pieces of Ellis' face on the floor.
"ice……?"
The sensation transmitted through the hilt was also somewhat different.
It was the moment when Ariel, who realized that fact too late, was about to put away her sword.
“You’re the fool, Ariel!”
The ice in the shape of Ellis crumbled into powder.
The real Ellis appeared behind Ariel and arranged the ritual.
“!”
Ariel hurriedly looked back. Countless ice spikes were closing in on her.
Whisper!
Ariel's recall, which allowed the attack to happen without warning, sounded an alarm.
Suddenly, Ariel roughly tore the recall she was holding with trembling hands from her chest.
‘I don’t want it to end like this… … .’
Couldn't finish it.
If I didn't finish it off perfectly here, I felt like I would never be able to properly compete with Ellis again.
“Just give up, Ariel. I won.”
Ellis, who had distanced herself from Ariel, was manifesting telekinesis again.
Ariel's body staggered as blood flowed from all over her body.
As soon as I took a step, my knees gave out.
“……Coolook!”
The blood that burst out with her breath soaked Ariel's chest.
Ellis, who was looking at Ariel who never gave up, shouted.
“Give up… give up!”
“…….”
The students who were watching the scene were all shocked.
“Ellie was that strong…?”
“Ariel lost…? Lie. Are they setting this up right now?”
“Ellis, how much effort has she put in over the years……”
It was shocking that Ellis, a donor student and once known as Springwind's problem child, had brought Ariel, who was the top student and closest to being a knight to anyone, to such a point.
It was a result no one could have predicted.
Naturally, I knew Ellis would lose, and I was naturally worried about what would happen next.
However, the result that unfolded before everyone's eyes was a great change that would turn not only the swordsmanship department, but the entire Springwind upside down.
… … Thump!
That was when.
The eyes of the students watching Ariel began to grow wide in disbelief.
Ariel was rising up in front of everyone's eyes.
The wounds began to heal in an instant. Ariel, who had been breathing slowly, opened her closed eyes.
“Is this all you have, Ellis?”
“This freaking bitch…….”
At that sight, Ellis opened her mouth in a daze.
It was a strategy that did everything.
The ice that appeared just like him before being attacked was also a technique that he had painstakingly perfected right after the battle began.
All of that was turned into nothing with one blow of Ariel's resilience.
“Then it’s my turn now.”
Unlike before, the black aura flowing down Ariel's body had calmed down.
Ariel then slowly drew the air with the tip of the sword she had raised.
It was the moment when Ellis blinked, wondering what she was doing.
… … Crunch!
An aura that occurred in an instant along the trajectory drawn by Ariel pierced through Ellis.
Ellis' body floated up in the shock. Ellis fell from the air and rolled on the floor in an ugly state.
Ellis's gaze, blank like a fish washed up on land, turned to the students who were watching them.
‘What just happened…?’
I don't know.
However, my whole body hurt as if it was going to break.
So much so that it might have been broken.
Ariel opened her mouth using the Sword Expert's symbol, "Aura Wave."
“I thought you said you weren’t the only one who got stronger.”
“You’re so deadly, you did something like that all by yourself…….”
“Isn’t it lethal for you to use magic alone?”
Ariel buried her sword in the ground, crossed her arms, and lifted her right hand to rest her chin.
“Use the restorative.”
“What the heck…….”
It was an obvious deception.
Ellis's forehead turned red at Ariel's words about having a recovery potion passively attached to her, so she had no choice but to take out the recovery potion.
Ellis, who had been administering the restorative medicine with great difficulty, stood up from her seat, touching the ground.
“We…want to make a bet?”
“What kind of bet are you talking about?”
“Here, every time the loser eats, he calls out the winner’s name. How about that, Col?”
"……great."
Now it didn't matter what their dreams were or whether they had to knock each other down to achieve them.
However, Ariel and Ellis felt the same way.
‘Student Council? Right now, my wish is for that girl to chant my name three times!’
‘Every time I eat rice, I say Samchang… … That’s just like you. It’s fun.’
Then Ariel, who was reaching for her sword again, suddenly stopped.
“Why all of a sudden?”
“……!”
Ariel's face was terrified at seeing something.
It was the moment when Ellis turned his head to follow her as she looked up at the distant sky.
“What is that…?”
Phagec!
The broken sky was falling down onto the sea.
* * *
with a plop!
The moment the shattered sky fell into the sea, a huge tsunami surged in from far away.
Still, I just looked up at the sky.
“I worked hard to prepare this this time. How about this event I prepared especially for you……”
… … Crunch!
He stepped on the head of Queos, who was still chattering, and blew it up.
Only then did the beach become quiet.
The sight before my eyes made me feel like the world was collapsing.
“Queos, you son of a bitch.”
An event where not only the world is destroyed, but dimensions may collapse?
Even if he is Queo, he will not be safe after doing something like this.
I'm not saying I'm going to kill him.
… … The cause and effect of the world where probability and reality clearly exist will punish him.
〔 Development Modification 〕
〔 56P acquired 〕
〔 Development Modification 〕
〔 111P acquired 〕
〔 Development Modification 〕
〔 167P acquired 〕
……
As if in response, countless messages appeared and disappeared repeatedly.
As if denying the unreasonable law of causality, I looked at the ‘existence’ that was slowly revealing itself between dimensions in the midst of the probability that was endlessly piling up for me.
Horrible
It was a huge eye that covered the entire hole in the sky.
"The sky was twisted by the darkness that flowed down. The horror that had gripped the world was indescribable."
“Everything that lived and breathed beneath it sang of destruction, and Michael despaired. It was all because of the ‘mistake’ he had made.”
The corners of my eyes and my philtrum were hot.
When I wiped it away with my hand, blood flowed from my eyes and nose.
Just by looking at it, just by facing it, the world, including me, was dying.
“I was stupid….” His voice, stained with regret, was settling among his dead comrades. It was suspense, but it wasn’t suspense. The identity of that being… … .”
“……‘Eyes that watch destruction’.”
"The king of suspense and the 'god who will rule the great new world' desired by seekers."
"The eyes of that great being were devouring the sky to watch the destruction of the world."
I connected with the girl in the rising page.
The next moment, those eyes turned to me.
I barely managed to open my mouth.
“……I need help.”
* * *
It was unknown.
The ‘oldest fear’ that has existed since before humans were born.
I've seen novels that feature such horror.
The ‘eyes that watch over destruction’ that appear in ‘The Genius Wizard of Springwind’ were also of that type.
But when I actually read it with my own eyes, I didn't know.
How huge it is, how scary it is, how… … it weakens the human being.
That thing that occupies part of the sky is, simply put, an ‘eye.’
Yes, it is one of the eyes of ‘something’.
Something was breaking through the dimensions and peering into our world.
Like the eyes of readers who read a novel from the page.
“……I guess it’s fortunate that it’s only at that level.”
It was smaller than I thought. Well, just by facing it, it was slowly losing its vitality.
What I read was that just one pair of eyes could cover the entire sky.
Compared to that, those pupils were so small that they felt pitiful.
What it means is,
“If you do it well, it could be doable.”
It means I have a chance.
Only then did I check the stopped message and open the settings store.
〔 Current probability: ‘3,851P’ 〕
It looks like there's a ton of stuff piled up, but it doesn't seem like they gave that much.
Even though it is smaller than the original, the opponent is still known as the "King of Suspense".
Of course, I'm glad that I was given this.
Perhaps this probability is the minimum measure this world has taken to prevent destruction.
I never thought that fate, which usually squeezes my lifeline, would help me like this.
I was a little happy, but also a little dumbfounded.
[Pay ‘3,000P’.]
〔 Setting Enhancement: "Main Character" Lv.1 > Lv.2 〕
[ Correcting the world's "main character". ]
〔 Setting added: 「-Law of In」 〕
〔 Setting added: "Dramatic production" 〕
[ The “Law of ‘1’ Person” is in effect. ]
[ All abilities temporarily increase according to the laws of the world . ]
〔 "Strength" : S (89.1%) ⸺> SS (0.5%) 〕
〔 "Agility" : S (32.9%) ⸺> S (99.8%)) 〕
〔 「Stamina」 : S (80.7%) ⸺> SS (0.3%) 〕
〔 "Magic Power" : S (7.3%) ⸺> S (99.7%) 〕
Messages filled my field of vision in an instant.
My changed body was resisting death. The fear that had been holding me back had long since disappeared.
Yeah, to compensate for the main character, you have to do this much.
But if we interpret it the other way around, it means that even though I was granted this much power and this much probability, I was still unable to handle that being.
Because probability is always something that is lacking.
“Are you okay, Rohan?”
The girl who arrived just in time grabbed my wrist.
Her eyes, filled with anxiety, scanned my body.
When I met the girl's eyes, unlike those of those ruthless eyes, my heart felt much more at ease.
“I’m fine. It’s just that the sky… has become like that.”
I looked up into the eyes of the young lady.
I could vaguely feel her trembling as the hand that was holding my wrist reached out.

            Now, it's time to drive it out.
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                                § Things to keep in mind (1)
“……Michael Riepenstein.”
A volcanic area filled with boiling lava, ‘Black Sky’.
Under the black sky where volcanic rock had deposited black, Michael, who led the magicians belonging to the ‘Blue Crystal Tower’, was looking down at someone.
Michael's surroundings were littered with the corpses of nameless dragons and wizards.
The dragons that were still alive or dying were so shocked by Michael's inaction that they couldn't even approach him.
The 6th Apostle, Kimaris, the master of the nameless dragons, continued speaking.
“It’s been a while. How have you been?”
“You’re asking the wrong question. What you should be asking me is whether I’m thinking about how to kill you.”
“……It seems like you, who cried out 20 years ago that you wanted to become a wizard like me, have achieved your dream.”
As Kimaris said, Michael once dreamed of becoming a wizard like him.
Not anymore. He had reached a much higher position, leading countless wizards and even defeating the ‘Transcendent’.
Michael asked.
“Your life is being extended now not because of my mercy. Answer me. Where is my father, ‘Friedrich Riepenstein’ now?”
“…….”
“Depending on your answer, you may live longer or die shorter. Of course, you will die anyway.”
Michael narrowed his eyes at Kimaris' silence.
Michael didn't brag to Rohan that he would take charge of Kimaris for nothing.
There was something he was looking for. It was his ‘father.’
The half-torn mouth of Kimaris opened just as Michael was about to kill without hesitation the man who had once been his father's close friend.
“Your father is no longer in this world.”
“……Then that means it’s in another world.”
“Yes. Your father and my friend, Friedrich, is not dead.”
“What dimension are you in now?”
“I don’t know.”
Phew-
The moment he answered that, a spear made of flame pierced Kimaris' chest.
Kimaris's body collapsed helplessly along with the window that disappeared within a moment. Michael, leaving him behind, walked forward without a moment's hesitation.
“Do you still…hate the Empire?”
It was the moment when Michael, who was not worth answering, was about to leave this place with the wizards.
“It wasn’t the Administration that brought about the downfall of House Lauren.”
“What did you just say?”
When Michael turned around, Kimaris' voice was fluttering in the air along with the volcanic ash falling like snow.
Kimaris's empty eyes stared at the death reaching out towards him.
“It was your father who killed Claudia, whom you loved, and destroyed the Lauren family……”
“Is that true?”
“…….”
Kimaris did not answer.
There was no more breathing.
Michael strode over to him and lifted his body up.
“Answer me! Is that true?”
“…….”
The dead speak not.
What was left was an unbelievable truth, yet at the same time, unbelievable.
‘Father Claudia… …?’
There were some points that caught my attention.
but.
“You’ve fallen too. Even as you’re dying, you’re trying to sow discord between me and my father. It was nonsense. Nonsense…….”
Even though I wanted to deny it, I couldn't deny it.
If you think back to what Lauren Gaju was trying to do at the time, it wasn't completely impossible.
“…….”
If only that were true.
If that had anything to do with why his father disappeared.
‘I could have killed Claudia… … ?’
no.
No, no, no!
“That can’t be……”
The man who did everything he could to prevent Claudia's death was Michael Riepenstein.
The next moment, a hypothesis began to torment Michael.
‘All the effort I put into saving Claudia actually saved her… … .’
"……stop."
Michael didn't even blink as he summoned a fireball and slammed his palm into the ground.
“Claudia.”
His justice is unshakable.
“She is my only love.”
This was an undeniable proposition.
This was because he, like Rohan, was the protagonist of this world who loved only one person.
Michael's body began to sway as he took a step forward.
dump
Michael finally knelt down. It wasn't just because of the wounds he received in the battle with Kimaris.
He stared blankly up at the sky, his arms hanging open.
“Claudia…….”
… … It was a day when I especially missed you.
* * *
Students who had interrupted their training due to the unexpected change went outside the island to check out the current situation.
“Ariel! Where are you going now?”
“This way. Lord Rohan is over here.”
In the lead were Ariel and Ellis.
And Ariel was running in the direction where she could feel Rohan's mana.
Ariel thought as she felt Rohan's mana becoming clearer.
‘Rohan might be in danger!’
I didn't think that Rohan would know how or that Rohan would be able to solve this situation.
I just wished with an anxious heart that I could save Rohan somehow.
“Over there!”
The students finally arrived at Dale Beach.
Rohan turned around after hearing Ellis's scream and sighed as he looked at the students rushing towards him.
Ariel, who arrived in front of Rohan with Ellis, called his name.
“Lord Rohan!”
“Why are you here? Didn’t you hear the notice telling you to return to base camp immediately?”
“Rohan is here!”
“…….”
Rohan shut his mouth tightly after hearing those words.
“What, what is that…?”
Meanwhile, Ellis, who had been staring straight into the eyes of the sky, sat down. Rohan, who saw her appearance, shouted to the students.
“Everyone, bow your heads!”
But already, several students were staring at Ellis with fear in their eyes.
Rohan continued speaking to the students who were supporting such people.
“You guys, use Recall to go to base camp. A rescue team will arrive shortly.”
Ellis muttered, regaining consciousness for a moment.
"……no."
"what?"
“I don’t want to. How are Rohan and Grace going to deal with that?”
“Now is not the time to talk about that―”
The next moment, Ariel grabbed Rohan's collar as he tried to urge Ellis.
“Please let us fight together.”
“Why you too…….”
“We are knights too.”
Rohan, speechless, looked around at the students again.
Although they were terrified, their faces did not seem to have lost their fighting spirit.
All the students gathered here were already ‘knights.’
Above all, they were people who had directly or indirectly experienced World War II. They had no intention of allowing their lives to be ruined again.
Only then did Rohan realize that he had been underestimating his students all along.
“……You could die. This time, I don’t have the luxury of protecting you.”
“It doesn’t matter. How can you become a knight if you’re afraid of death?”
Starting with one student's answer, all the students opened their mouths.
“Even if it’s a dog’s death, I don’t mind. That’s really dangerous, right? If we can’t stop it here, it’ll be our family members who will die next!”
“We’ll try to buy some time at least.”
“I, I honestly wanted to fight something like that once!”
“If we stop that, we’ll all get Apple, right?”
Rohan couldn't tell if he was reckless enough to risk his life for a mere hit, if he was fearless, or if he was risking his life for real results.
"……good night."
All I can tell is that there is no lie in their eyes.
“If you want, die as a knight.”
Rohan could no longer be stopped.
Grace nodded, looking at Rohan who was staring at her.
Finally, Rohan looked up and shouted.
“Listen up, everyone!”
"yes!"
“As of now, we will return to base camp, put on our gear, and then regroup at Dale Beach. That’s it!”
"All right!"
Only after Rohan's order was given did the students initiate a recall to change into their gear.
As Ellis, who had remained until the end, returned to base camp with Ariel, Rohan, who was left alone with Grace, looked back at her.
"miss."
"huh."
“I’m really nervous right now.”
“Are you okay now?”
Rohan smiled as he looked at Grace, who was silently holding his hand.
“When did you learn healing magic?”
“I’m a knight, so I don’t know about that…….”
“I’m kidding. But it really has stopped shaking.”
Even in this situation, Rohan, who had not lost his composure, slowly erased his smile and stared at the enemy in front of him again.
With Grace, there was nothing to fear.
* * *
Fish, large or small, floated to the surface, unable to withstand the weight of fear and dying.
I glanced in the direction of the base camp.
“……Stupid guys.”
I was able to escape.
I could live alone.
But the children, or rather the knights, refused and wanted to fight alongside me.
I was so stupidly proud.
“We need to buy time until reinforcements arrive.”
There is no way the Empire could have failed to notice a "phenomenon" of this magnitude.
Countries close to the North Sea are also likely already aware of its existence.
It was our job to distract those eyes from looking elsewhere.
Tsk tsk tsk… … !
In an instant, a storm-like storm began to blow next to me.
When I turned my head, I saw a strong aura surging towards the girl who had manifested "Resonance".
I also quickly released my aura.
Even though she is a Weapon Master, and one of the strongest in this world, it is impossible for her to handle that being alone.
Because the laws of this world were useless before the ‘eyes that watch over destruction.’
Same goes for me.
Even though I was granted the possibility and became stronger, I was only able to stand on equal footing with the young lady next to me now.
At that moment, the eyes that were watching the destruction closed.
Swish.
Eyes covered with brown eyelids.
The fear and death that had surrounded them also disappeared as if it were a lie.
The girl tilted her head at the sudden change in atmosphere.
But I couldn't just stand there dumbfounded.
Woohoo!
I shouted as I protected the young lady with the activated "Merlin's Form".
"be careful!"
… … Flash!
The closed eyelids opened in an instant.
My son-in-law is so quiet that he acts as if nothing happened.
Soon, there was a moment when all the scenery visible to the eye was rippling fiercely.
Boom!
A blast of mana struck us.
The entire island shook and the sea raged as if it were going to topple over.
The beach was completely gone except where we were standing, and the sea was rising.
“I just blinked once, but it’s amazing…….”
It was a gaze so cruel that it wouldn't be strange if the world were to end at any moment.
The enemy we were dealing with was an absurd being.
“……Fortunately, it seems like they’re safe over there too.”
I turned my head toward base camp and felt my heart sink as I saw the thick wall of ice rising from the middle of the forest.
It was definitely Ellie's magic. The attack had just caused cracks all over the wall, but it didn't seem to collapse, so everyone seemed to be okay.
“Professors, are you okay?!”
“Wow, crazy, what is all this…?”
Students who arrived shortly thereafter asked about our well-being.
While the students were shocked at the beach disappearing without a trace, we moved.
At that moment, I noticed the girl preparing to strike and quickly stopped her.
“Not now. Even if you were to swing your Auror Blade or Storm here, you wouldn’t be able to make even a single spark in those eyes.”
"……okay."
As of ‘now’, I had no choice either.
I looked away from the girl who was clenching her fists in anger and met eyes that seemed to be waiting for the world to end.
〔 Activation of "Reread" 〕
The page I had been reading was being rewritten before my eyes with the settings activated.
"What I wanted was not the world, but the destruction of the empire."
It was none other than Michael Riepenstein who summoned the eyes that watched over destruction.
But what he was trying to summon was something else in the first place.
"'Ellis Eclat. You were the pride of Springwind… … .'"
In the original, Ellie, who was on his side, was falling through the air, spraying blood.
“‘I don’t think I can face the Arilleria family anymore… … .’”
Karen di Arrilleria was on her knees, dying. This page was also the place where many others met their deaths.
“‘Chancellor Farkastal, you were the most honorable hero in this empire… … .’”
Even Cornelia, who took ‘Soma’ again to turn back time, lost her life.
"“……Ariel.”"
And it was the moment when even Ariel faced death.
"【Be careful. There is only one wish I can grant.】"
Michael, who once again used the taboo to summon another king of suspense, the ‘Mother of the Black Forest’, made a wish to take responsibility for his mistake.
"“Please, kill the eyes that watch over destruction.””
「【Unfortunately, that is the only wish I cannot grant.】」
""Then please banish us from our dimension.""
「【Okay. But it won't last forever. Of course, it will feel like forever in your time. So, what will you sacrifice in exchange for that wish?】」
Even Michael was helpless before the oldest fear.
"I can't risk my life. Instead... "
He was not the main character on that page.
"“……I will sacrifice this feeling.”
My love for Claudia.
Michael sacrificed something more precious than his life to protect the world.
That's how Michael saved the world.
Stupidly, I brought this all upon myself.
“……This kid is no help after all.”
I tried to activate "Reread" to see if I could find some way, but in the end, to stop it, I had to summon the "Mother of the Black Forest" like Michael.
But I don't know that taboo.
Descriptions of the use of taboo were omitted.
Even if you read it, you wouldn't be able to use it because it doesn't meet the conditions.
“Rohan! That candy eye is closing its eyes again?”
When I raised my head at Ellis's scream, my eyelids were really drooping.
Swish.
Soon, the eyes closed again.
It seemed like that guy couldn't stand his eyes getting swollen either.
“Everyone get ready!”
Unlike the first blink, the second one would be on a different level of power. It was the same in the original.
In the original, the 'ninth' blink reduced half of the Habledown Empire, including Little Heath, to ruins.
No matter how small it has become and its power has diminished, it is still too early to feel relieved.
Saaaa⸺
The season that the young lady manifested after me was "Spring."
There has been a lot of research over the years.
The "Spring", "Summer", "Autumn", and "Winter" that we separated were now no less than each of the young lady's "Four Seasons".
And now, "Spring" has become a more powerful spell than any defensive magic.
“We’ll help you too!”
Soon, the students and I followed the young lady and started creating countless sparks.
His closed eyes were preparing to open.
Meanwhile, our surroundings were embroidered with beautiful and graceful flower petals, each created by their own "spring."
Flash!
The wave of mana rushes in to annihilate us once again.
The petals that collided with mana were repeating the cycle of disappearance and creation.
It was a sight so dark and desperate, yet so dazzlingly beautiful.
Even though death is approaching from beyond, I can't take my eyes off the world that is in full bloom with flower petals.
“Hold on a little longer!”
"yes……!"
Yeah, you have to hold on.
The only thing we can do now is to hold on.
I'm not waiting for an army to kill those eyes.
What I'm waiting for now is... ... .
“Wow, this is the first time I’ve seen something like this in 300 years.”
“You’re only 300 years old, you little one.”
“You’re acting like you’re old… I wonder who would call you old.”
“……Do you want to lose?”
Strange voices coming from above my head.
What I've been waiting for so far, no, the person.
“What, what? Rohan! Who are those people?”
“……The people you should target.”

            These are the ‘Transcendents’ who belong to the Lord who protects this world.
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                                § Things to keep in mind (2)
Weapon Masters and Archmages are the pinnacle of knights and magicians, rare even on the continent.
These are stars.
Stars are dreams, and everyone dreams.
But achieving that dream doesn't end there.
“What, there are already other people here? They’re still just kids.”
“Still, it’s admirable that you didn’t run away when you saw that. Unlike some people.”
Even if you've accomplished everything, it doesn't mean you won't stagnate.
Rather, there are things that stagnate because they have already been reached.
But like the universe expanding faster than the speed of light, some have expanded and moved forward through another dream.
“Could that be me?”
“Then who else is there besides you?”
“Hey, how many times do I have to tell you that I didn’t run away, I just went to the bathroom.”
“Are you getting short again? If you hadn’t been so annoying and ran away, you would have arrived earlier.”
“That’s because Yukarian was late because she was fixing her makeup. That’s what it is, but phew!”
"Transcendent".
That's exactly what they were.
“Do you want to lose? Do you want to get beaten up?”
“What am I? I can’t stretch my short tongue out like that―”
“This is real because you said yes and no!”
Bam!
… … Of course, not all transcendent beings have noble and serious personalities like Julius or Arthur.
Still, the transcendent was definitely the transcendent.
Even with the ‘second wink’ that has just come, he is still grumbling in the air.
Well, it wasn't strange since Road was where those kinds of people belonged.
As the waves that had been covering us began to weaken, I felt more relaxed and called out to them.
“I need help!”
“Is there another place where you hit me so hard that I can hit you again?”
“Help…….”
“It’s not because you keep being annoying!”
… …Should I just wait a little longer until the others arrive?
Then the man with blue hair, Bimode, pointed at me while being beaten by Yukarian.
“Wait a minute! They just called us from over there!”
“Oh really? You didn’t hear anyone calling you from the afterlife?”
“No, stop…! Okay. When I go back this time, I’ll take out the dye. Okay?”
“You’re removing the dye? ……Okay.”
Has it finally stopped now?
The aftereffects of their winks were already over, as if the two had been fighting for so long.
Yukarian, who slowly landed in front of us, looked at me with her red eyes. She was smiling in an unknown way.
“Kid. Are you Rohan?”
“Do you know me?”
“How could I not know the guy who captured the hearts of Schlach and Julius? You are quite the oddball. We can’t even touch them unless we really want to.”
Well, even the Transcendents can't do as they please with people like Schlach and Julius. They're not the Lord's Senate for nothing. If they're not careful, they could end up dead.
As I nodded silently, she introduced themselves.
“Oh, I’m Yukarian. The one next to me is Vivid—”
Vivid cut off Bimode's words.
“Bimouto.”
“Ah, yeah. Mimode.”
“Bimout. It’s not me, it’s rain.”
“Yeah, Dimode! What’s the big deal about a name?”
“Bimodo, Bimodo! Isn’t that too much? How can you still not remember my name after being with me for 200 years?”
For a moment, Yukarian's face froze at the sight of Bimode running wild.
"hey."
"yes yes……?"
“That’s your name. You just call me ‘hey.’ So what does it matter if I’m Dimode or Mimid?”
I felt like if I kept listening, they would keep fighting until the world was destroyed, so I got between them.
“Let’s talk about that later. Shouldn’t we focus on this now?”
“Oh, right, sorry. Where were we talking about?”
I let out a soft sigh and continued speaking.
“We must deal with the eyes that watch destruction.”
The next moment, the atmosphere between Yukarian and Bimode changed.
The immature siblings who had been fighting with each other until just a moment ago were no longer here.
Just facing it, all I could feel was the distant, unreadable chill of time all over my body.
Bimode answered.
“Are those the eyes that watch over destruction?”
“Yes, it is a little small, but it is certain.”
“What do you think, Yukarian? You said you met him ‘800 years ago’.”
I looked at Yukarian, who was looking up at me with his eyes open, along with Bimode.
“……Rohan is right. Those are the eyes of the ‘one who watches over destruction.’”
It was a calm anger, a controlled hatred.
Yukarian was staring at all of it with his eyes.
Dimensional traveler, Eukarian.
Given her narrative, the anger and hatred were entirely justified.
“But it’s different.”
Yukarian, who had averted his gaze, looked at us and continued speaking.
“The one I knew was bigger than that. Much bigger.”
It seems that the eyes that foresee destruction were not set small from the beginning to match the probability.
If my guess is correct, those eyes are… … .
“It seems the world is in chaos as the end approaches.”
Woohoo!
At that moment, I felt an enormous amount of mana and the space around us became distorted.
And what appeared were wizards wearing grass-colored robes and with black World Tree symbols drawn on them.
I bowed my head to Julius Ford Sr., the head of the 13 families and the leader of the "Fruit of the World Tree" to which those wizards belonged.
“Meet Julius Ford.”
“It’s nice to see you after such a long time. However, looking at the situation, it seems like your life wasn’t all that easy either.”
Julius was as friendly to me as he was the last time we met on the road.
It wasn't because of my performance at the time. It was because the Ford family was a force that supported me, the prince, and the Historia royal family.
Beginning with the appearance of Julius, other senators belonging to the Lord also began to appear one after another through "space leaps".
Michael wasn't visible, but I didn't feel sorry.
By now Michael must be busy trying to find Friedrich.
That's why I didn't refuse his offer to take charge of Kimaris.
“It’s you. The dirty eyes that watch the world.”
Julius swung the end of his staff into the air.
The angry mana rippled through the air with a clear sound.
Soon, all the magicians belonging to the Fruit of the World Tree followed Julius and formed a circle.
Kookookookookook!
All of nature, the sky, the earth, and the sea, trembled. A magic technique that could not even measure its diameter was arranged in front of Julius.
“I, Julius Ford Sr., hereby declare that I will eradicate the existence of other worlds in accordance with my pact with the World Tree!”
For a moment I couldn't breathe.
The moment when Julius' great magic, "The Precepts of Mother Nature," exhaled the air he had sucked in along with mana into his eyes, he was able to breathe again.
Crackle! Crackle!
A vast blast of mana dyed in various colors fiercely rushed toward the eye, tearing through the space it touched.
Julius's mana did not stop there, but continued to increase its power by adding to the power of the countless "phenomena" it had caused.
It was the greatest and most powerful magic I had ever encountered since I opened my eyes to this world.
Slurp―
The pupils must have noticed this as well, as they winked at a much faster rate than before.
Certainly, even the king of suspense would not be able to avoid fatal damage if he were to be defenselessly attacked by that level of power.
Flash!
The third wink was beginning.
But in the face of Julius's immense strength, even the aftereffects of that wink disappeared into nothingness.
“It’s not called the Senate of Lords for nothing.”
The ‘Lord’ that Julius belonged to was the one who ruled the Union, which had three Weapon Masters, as a subordinate organization.
In other words, it meant that this level of force was necessary to maintain world order.
Boom!
Soon, a surge of mana hit the whites of my eyes. Unfortunately, the orbit was distorted by the aftereffects of the wink and missed the center.
But even that was successful.
Gulp
Blood burst from his eyes as if a hole had been ripped through the sky, pouring out into the sea.
I was amazed at its scale and bizarreness.
The next moment, I shouted to everyone with mana in my voice.
[Protect yourself with mana!]
All eyes were on me.
But I was still hesitating.
While I was protecting the students by spreading out the "Merlin's Form", Yukarian continued to shout.
[If you don't defend like this little horse, you'll all die!]
It was only then that everyone followed our words and protected their bodies.
‧‧‧【… … Kkieeee!!!】
The crack that had formed around the hole in the sky that the pupil had been looking into spread to the end of the horizon.
What was heard at the same time was a scream more horrifying and horrible than the reckless scratching of the blackboard.
That scream was the agony of a ‘spectator of destruction.’
It must have been quite painful.
Because when Julius borrows the power of the "World Tree", even a transcendent being has no choice but to run away.
“……That scream is still horrifying and disgusting.”
“Lord Yukarian! My brain is shaking right now! My brain……!”
Even though I had protected my entire body with mana, I still had the illusion that my neck was being ripped off.
At that moment, what came into view was the sea evaporating like boiling water in a pot.
I couldn't see an inch ahead because of the rising steam.
The ground I was standing on was being eroded away, and I felt like I was staring death in the face with my eyes open.
“Hey, aren’t you going to die like this?”
“This is the first time I’ve seen something this ignorant……”
“It seems worse than what the demons summoned during World War II.”
We got through the screaming safely, but everyone was exhausted.
Still, it was fortunate that it was like this.
If I had allowed the screaming to happen without any preparation, everyone, including me, would have been wiped out.
“Is everyone okay?”
After retrieving Merlin's form, I examined the students with the young lady. Fortunately, all the students were safe. As expected, a holy relic was a holy relic.
At that moment, someone grabbed my shoulder. When I turned around, I saw Yukarian looking at me with a surprised look.
“How did you know that?”
“I don’t think now is the time to explain.”
“……Okay. Instead, once this matter is sorted out, come see me. You’d better not even think about running away.”
"All right."
Things seem a little messed up, but there's no need to worry.
There are many ways to convince Yukarian.
At that moment, Bimode, who was slowly stretching his body, discovered something and tilted his head.
“There’s something else coming? Quite a lot.”
“Judging by the atmosphere, it doesn’t seem like they are our allies.”
As I followed those words and stared down at the cracked sky, pitch-black darkness was creeping in.
〔 Development Modification 〕
I activated the core of the Eternal Heart in the modified deployment.
“……That damn writer.”
They were the shadowy messengers of the First Apostle, the ‘King who leads the armies of the East.’
* * *
Despair was the expression on the faces of those who had barely escaped the shadow of destruction.
“Why at this particular timing…….”
Rohan, who was emitting circles and auras at the same time, bit his molars.
Because they had wasted all their mana fighting off the aftermath from earlier, they couldn't continue the fight right away, except for Rohan, Grace, the Transcendents, and a few others, including Julius.
‘… … This is the worst possible development.’
Even though Julius's blow had stopped his eyes just now, there was no telling when they would move again.
‘The eyes that watch over destruction are not something that can be dealt with so easily. The problem is that while we are dealing with the Darkness, the eyes start to wink again.’
As they saw the number of dark swarms rushing in before their eyes, their situation felt even more hopeless.
But the real problem was that, just like Rohan had thought, the winks were starting again.
And the next wink was, ‘the fourth.’
‘It’s hard to expect the “Law of Nature” that was Julius’s ultimate weapon again. Even if other senators were present, none of them were on par with Julius. If only “that person” had come instead of Schlach, we wouldn’t be so troubled.’
The Senate of the Lords was and still is composed of three members.
Julius Ford Sr., Schlach Euclid.
Lastly, Edward, the continent's master craftsman and president of Magic Craft, who designed and built the floating Douglas.
But it was only natural, Rohan thought, that Edward did not appear.
‘He who moves only for rewards and compensation would never take on the risk of saving the world. It’s a damn shame, but now is not the time to be obsessed with such things.’
There is not much time left.
In a few minutes, the Darkness of the First Apostle would be right in front of us.
“I need your help.”
At the sound of Rohan's voice, everyone, including Julius, turned their attention to him.
“Speak your mind.”
Rohan, who had gathered his thoughts after Julius's approval, gave instructions with a determined expression.
“Lord Julius, please prepare defensive techniques here along with the fruits of the World Tree.”
“Defense techniques?”
“Yes. The eyes haven’t disappeared yet. We don’t know when the attacks will start again. We have to prepare for that.”
“Okay, I’ll trust you. It’s thanks to you that we’re safe now.”
Next, Rohan spoke to the senators who were still in good health.
“Please, please teleport those who are currently incapacitated and students to a safe place.”
“I know it’s uncomfortable to follow your orders, but I understand. Now is not the time to discuss such things.”
"thank you."
The last place Rohan turned to was Yukarian and Bimod.
They were transcendent beings, and they were exactly as they had been when they first arrived, without a single injury.
Rohan took a deep breath and spoke softly.
“Stop being a bystander to the world.”
“I’m telling you this because I think you know something, but right now I’m just traveling through this dimension—”
“I hope you haven’t forgotten why you came here and why you’ve lived until now.”
“…….”
Rohan was staring straight at Yukarian, who was avoiding his gaze.
If Eucharian had stepped forward before the onlookers of destruction screamed, things would not have come to this.
But Yukarian opened his mouth only after Rohan shouted.
Yukarian muttered as if he found it strange.
“……You’re really strange. You were like that earlier too.”
“It’s not mandatory. However, if you want to see another dimension destroyed, please stay here. However, if you want to save our dimension, please help us from now on.”
Yukarian, who had been lost in thought for a moment, finally raised his head.
It wasn't that I had made any resolution or determination. The wavering look in my eyes was proof of that.
Nevertheless, Yukarian answered firmly.
“Okay. I’ll help you. I’d be in trouble if this world disappeared anyway. I was able to live a comfortable life in return for protecting the world.”
“If Yukarian helps, I’ll help too.”
As he accepted Yukarian and Bimode, Rohan turned to the Darklings. They were now within a kilometer of him.
Rohan closed his eyes for a moment and then opened them.
As always, an indelible sentence was written across his face.
‘This is not the last page I want to read.’
Woohoo!
Rohan exploded an aura beneath his feet and leaped towards the Darkness with the Transcendent beings.
The light that had been resting on Rohan's sword was scattering silently. The purple starlight that extended through the cracked sky illuminated the path ahead.
‘My last page is a happy ending.’

            This could not be the end for him.
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"……ah."
Ariel's forgotten past was coming back to her as the pain surged through her body as if it was going to break.
‘It’s the same as before… … .’
It was the same back then.
Corpses scattered all around.
The river turned red from the blood that flowed from the corpses.
The broken sky and the demons that invaded life between them.
The scenery of the world beyond them was no different from now.
At that time, I had a premonition that my life would end before the world was destroyed, so I thought I would never see this scenery again.
“Lord Rohan… Lord Rohan!”
Ariel looked around for Rohan.
Rohan had left with the Transcendents to stop the Darkness.
At that moment, the senators who had come down in front of Ariel looked at the students and opened their mouths.
“I’m going to teleport you inland from now on. Bear with it even if it makes you a little dizzy.”
“Wait a minute, wait a minute—!”
Woohoo!
The moment Ariel reached out, the ashen noise of the city rushed in.
Ariel's lips opened in vain as she was transferred to Habledown along with other students including Ellis.
“Lord Rohan……”
* * *
“……Rohan!”
I came to my senses at the sound of the girl's voice calling me.
The sky was billowing. No, I was billowing.
Before I knew it, I was floating in the sea and being carried away somewhere by the waves.
“How could I… Huh!”
As I tried to raise my body and emit aura, my chest started to hurt violently.
As I lifted the hand that had been resting on my chest, the blood on my palm dripped down.
“Don’t move. I’ll help you.”
“Then just a moment... thank you.”
With the girl's help, I stood up on the aura that had spread over the water and stared blankly up at the sky.
Before I could even blink, the sensation of cutting through the darkness still lingered in my hand.
Certainly, there were a lot of Darkness Killers.
But even though they were innumerable, we had two transcendent beings.
Numbers were useless before the Transcendent One.
I, too, was different from before as the "main character" setting was strengthened, and on top of that, the young lady was also fighting.
I thought it would be difficult, but it wasn't particularly difficult.
It just took time, and my attention was only slightly distracted by the winks that could come at any moment.
“That’s…….”
At that time, Yukarian and Bimode were seen struggling against a single Darkness.
He was not a dark man.
“……Bael.”
1 Apostle, ‘The King Who Leads the Armies of the East’ was finally being written on my page.
So it was Bael who made me like this?
You brought me to this point with just one blow… … .
“Let us help you too.”
I summoned the Eternal Heart that had sunk into the sea with "Link" and prepared to jump.
The girl shook her head.
“Rohan is here. I’ll go.”
“No, I can still fight.”
“I can’t let you die.”
The next moment, the girl grabbed my hand.
Her hands were shaking.
I was afraid.
Grace, the strongest person in this world.
That's why she was so afraid of me disappearing.
“Me too.”
The moment I took a deep breath, the wounds all over my body began to heal rapidly.
Me too.
I, too, am more afraid of you disappearing than anything else.
Because I'm scared.
〔 Activation of “Character Assimilation” 〕
I will definitely prevent that from happening.
[Use ‘100P’ to load the setting of ‘Ariel Riepenstein’, “Descendants of Hamelin”.]
At the same time that the probability was being exhausted, Ariel's setting was being given to me.
I didn't stop there, and activated "Character Fairy Tale" once again.
[Using ‘180P’, call up ‘Ariel Riepenstein’s’ setting, “Demonization”.]
My "understanding" of Ariel was sufficient.
Thump!
For a moment, my heart pounded loudly.
The blood that had been flowing slowly began to circulate throughout my body, warming up my whole body.
“Rohan……?”
Grace, who was unexpectedly very surprised, was looking at the horn growing on my forehead.
At the same time, my head was becoming cloudy.
Since it wasn't entirely my setting, it seems like there was some kind of side effect.
Fortunately, unlike Michael's "Plot Armor", there was no cost consumed each time it was maintained.
With my core fully charged, I turned to Grace, emitting a black aura.
“Let’s go.”
"……huh."
As I took a step, the water dug deeper in my wake.
Soon we leaped towards Bael, leaving behind a fierce spray of water.
Tsk tsk tsk!
I took a stance and fired my "Aura Blade" at Bael as if I was drawing a sword.
Yukarian and Bimod, who were struggling against Bael, quickly retreated after checking on us.
Boom!
The Auror Blade hit Bael directly.
The Transcendents and Grace were regrouping with me at the forefront.
I opened my mouth through the gathering darkness.
“Eukaryan and Bimode, please take charge of the Darkness.”
Yukarian shook his head.
“No. You take care of the darkness, kid.”
“Can you win?”
“Then you? How can someone like you win when we’re having a hard time?”
I took a deep breath.
Yeah, I can't beat Bael either.
I answered with a thought that did not change no matter how many times I thought about it.
“When my life is over, then run away and plan for the future.”
As always, I laughed at those words.
“……Bimouto!”
Yukarian, who had been glaring at me, finally left with Bimode to block the darkness.
In the first place, neither Yukarian nor Bimode could stop Bael.
Eukarian is a transcendent being who has lived for nearly 900 years.
Bimode must be about 300 years old.
Yet they could not kill Bael.
Because Bael is also a transcendent being who lived in the same era as Historia, the founder of Habledown.
And Bael was the history of the world itself, having lived for nearly two thousand years according to the setting.
“I have something to ask you.”
I asked Bael.
“What on earth is the ‘Great New World’ that Queos desires that people like you follow him?”
[…….]
Bael was silent.
However, he was just staring at me, or rather, at us, as if he had lost his mind.
I didn't understand.
No matter how powerful Queos was to destroy the world, it was only the result of a meticulous plot.
In comparison, Bael was a figure who could overwhelmingly overpower Queos with just his natural strength.
Because of that, even for me, who had read the world, it was difficult to understand that Bael, who was much more powerful than Queos, followed him.
Meanwhile, I looked at Bael with eyes that had activated the "Status Window".
[ The person in question has left the page. ]
……what?
[… … you don’t know him.]
It was just as I was about to open my mouth again that I heard a sound creeping up from the bottom of the abyss.
[Queos Lumière du Noir. He is also the same being as the ‘one who watches over destruction.’]
Many doubts were rising in my heart.
“So, you’re saying that Queos is ‘suspense’?”
[Maybe there is a being looking down on us from a much higher place. I just want to fulfill my destiny.]
In an instant, Bael's mana spread out in all directions.
His voice continued in the pitch-black room.
[Like you.]
* * *
‘… … What on earth is that kid?’
Yukarian, who was slaughtering the Darkness with Bimode, glanced at Rohan.
Rohan, who was fighting Bael with Grace's assistance, seemed to be getting pushed back, but he was not getting pushed back.
‘There are more than one or two strange things.’
It was as if he was growing every moment, Rohan was now stronger than when Yukarian first met him.
That wasn't all.
‘How do you know the one who is watching destruction?’
Rohan had a keen eye for the correspondence between the pupils.
And it was exactly 814 years ago that Eukaryan first encountered that being.
‘Could it be that they are observers? No, all observers in the world were already annihilated hundreds of years ago. Even if they had continued their lineage since then, the history before that would have been lost. Moreover… … .’
Moreover, no time seemed to have passed for Rohan.
They were beings who transcended time and recognized each other just by looking at each other.
But no matter how much Yukarian looked into it, Rohan did not feel like a transcendent being like himself.
"hey."
“Why, I’m so busy!”
The next moment, a spell was drawn over Yukarian's eyes.
“Stop dawdling and get this done quickly. I have to go help them too.”
“If only I had done that a long time ago—!”
Creak! Creak!
Everything that Yukarian's eyes caught was falling into pieces.
Bimode, who was blankly staring at Yukarian, whose eyes were constantly bleeding, muttered, forgetting about the battle.
“No matter how many times I see that sight, it’s still scary…….”
"Deadeye"
It was as creepy as its fraudulent abilities.
As Yukarian exhausted his strength, Bimode turned his gaze to the darkness that began to dwindle in an instant and let out a sigh.
“Ah, today was a day to binge-watch the variety shows I had been putting off…….”
Suddenly, Bimode's expression changed 180 degrees.
It was the moment when he blankly raised his head, his playfulness gone.
Kwakwakwang!
A bolt of lightning struck from the sky and swept away some of the Darkness.
There was nothing left where the lightning had disappeared.
“Lord Yukarian.”
"why."
“Can’t I just dye my hair?”
“If your tongue is short, why do you take so long to say you want to die? Keep your promise. I told you I would erase it with my own mouth.”
"ha……."
Kwakwakwakwang!
As if to reflect the gloomy mood of Bimode, numerous lightning bolts struck the sea.
Every time that happened, those many dark shadows began to disappear little by little.
While Yukarian and Bimode were fighting the Darkness, Grace extended her arm beyond Rohan's raised sword.
Chae-Ang!
As soon as Grace's sword tip was blocked, Bael fell upon her.
“Grace!”
Rohan, who had manifested the "form of Merlin" to protect Grace, pulled her arm.
Crunch⸺
Bael's sword barely grazed Grace's shoulder.
However, a thick stream of blood flowed through her torn uniform along with Merlin's figure, rendering the shield colorless.
Ugh, Rohan ground his teeth.
As the core expanded, an unstoppable aura of light surged towards Bael.
After that, Rohan mercilessly pursues Bael.
Grace, who was assisting him from the side, thought.
‘Why is this happening to Rohan? Is it really my fault, like Mr. Riepenstein said…?’
The next moment, Bael's voice flashed through Grace's mind.
‘… … Fate?’
It was an unknown word.
I still don't understand.
But if these things are happening around Rohan because of that… … .
“Avoid!”
It was the moment when Grace twisted her body, coming out of her thoughts amidst Rohan's screams.
Phew
My stomach felt hot, as if I had swallowed fire.
As she lowered her head, her blood flowed down through Bael's sword that had pierced Grace's abdomen.
“Grace―!”
⸺Phew!
Then Bael, who had stabbed Rohan in the chest with his sword, tilted his head.
[This is your destiny.]
Grace was falling without a trace.
The eyes revealed through Bael's broken helmet became blurred.
For a moment, ominousness rose again.
[… … and this is my destiny.]
Bael twisted his wrist so that he could cut straight into Rohan's heart.
Amidst the eerie sound of flesh being torn apart, a heavy sword emerged, piercing through Bael's armor.
Rohan raised his head and smiled weakly.
“You’re finally here… a little late though.”
Kuung!
At the same time that Bael's sword stuck in Rohan's chest broke, an overwhelming "Auror Storm" quickly passed before his eyes.
As Rohan followed the holy sword, Excalibur, a voice that sounded like salvation landed eerily on his shoulder.
“I wonder if the Lord will forgive me for taking up the sword again, Rohan.”
“I’m sure they’ll understand, since it’s to protect the country and the people.”
“I feel reassured when you say it like that.”
Arthur Pendragon.

            It was the moment when the true savior of this world appeared before destruction.
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“Rohan…….”
Grace, in my arms, was looking up at me.
I wanted to brush her disheveled hair away, but I had to hold back because of the blood on my hands.
“Just rest a little longer. He’s here.”
"huh……."
Holding Grace above the water, I raised my head and looked at Bael.
I couldn't move. The wounds I had received earlier had already healed thanks to the "Descendants of Hamelin" setting I had brought up, but my whole body froze at the sight I couldn't believe.
“That is Arthur’s true power…….”
Every time the swords clashed, it seemed like the planet was exploding.
The distorted atmosphere weighed heavily on the world.
Every time that happened, Bael's shattered armor would scatter into dust, and only the hilt remained, to the point where it was embarrassing to even call it a sword.
I looked into Arthur's settings, gripped by an indescribable sense of awe.
"Savior" ⸺ Unique Features
✵Description
- Characters with this setting are not oppressed by probability.
- A character with this setting will definitely achieve salvation.
In this world, there are settings that are as powerful as the "main character".
It is the "Savior" that Arthur possesses.
They were people who created miracles by becoming hope themselves in a world without hope.
And Arthur took up his sword again to save the world,
“The reason I am standing here now is.”
It was far beyond the limits of a Weapon Master.
“To protect my lord.”
The darkness that covered the sky was dyed with Arthur's light.
Tsk tsk tsk!
The "Resonance" he used when dealing with me remained unchanged, but the aura he displayed now was so strong and powerful that it made the one I saw that day look shabby.
“I finally understood why I held the sword. It wasn’t something I could just grab and hold just because it was within my fingertips.”
Arthur's gaze turned to me for a moment, his voice clearer than before.
Kugugugug!
The whole world was shaking.
Even Yukarian and Bimode, who were slaughtering the Darkness, stopped for a moment and looked back at him.
“The continent and the people. To protect them all without exception. That is why I hold the sword.”
As if to counter this, Bael's entire body was also ignited by the darkness that had been rippling through the air.
At that moment, what came to mind was ‘that page’ that I had read countless times.
"The world spoke to her."
“Everyone hates you, everyone hates you, everyone has abandoned you.”
I muttered within that page.
“How did Bael get that skill…?”
“I hate everyone. Grace thought. She hated the fate that had led her to this, and the people who had watched her until that fate had reached this point. She was sad and miserable. Her pain and misery were finally taking shape at the tip of her sword.”
"I must die and disappear……"
"Grace, who has now become the destruction of the world, cried out."
“……The same goes for you too!”
Arthur's entire body, which had been transformed into light in an instant, and Bael, who had become darkness itself, clashed with each other.
The place where they were standing burst into light as if a sunspot had exploded.
Light and darkness seemed to be constantly devouring each other. When one side became dark, the other side became bright, and in the endlessly scattering darkness, day and night were repeated every time I blinked.
I couldn't do anything.
All my memories were becoming jumbled and mixed up in the false reality before my eyes.
“Get out!”
The next moment, the darkness covering the sky was clearing away amidst Arthur's thunderous shout.
Arthur Pendragon, this was the moment when his salvation was realized.
[…….]
Bael, kneeling in the air, was bleeding from all over his body.
I looked down at Grace, who had been just standing there with my mouth wide open in the midst of the disjointed developments.
“Please rest here for a moment.”
“I’ll follow you right away…….”
I froze the surface I was standing on and laid Grace on it, smiling to reassure her.
Then he leaped through the air and moved to Arthur's side.
“I thought I would never see you, Pendragon, hold a sword again.”
“I’m sorry I’m late. Didn’t I say that I would help you with your swordsmanship training?”
“Even if you are the security guard of Springwind, you can’t leave the department’s work to them. Isn’t protecting Springwind more important?”
“Even in this situation, you answered like that… You are truly a consistent person.”
Even after defeating Bael, Arthur was at ease.
How many people in this world can be this relaxed in the face of destruction?
Arthur's voice continued amidst the doubt.
“Lord Rohan. What should we do with the author now?”
I followed Arthur's gaze and looked at Bael.
Before I knew it, the Darkness was being annihilated by Yukarian's "Dead Eye" and Bimode's "Gloomy Brain."
“Bael.”
I approached Bael, or rather ‘her’, and asked.
“What does fate mean?”
Bael clearly said the word 'fate'.
In this world, there exist theories like fatalism, and there are some people who believe in them.
That is why it was possible to think that Bael's words had one of those meanings.
but.
“Let me ask again.”
I, who had been polishing my speech, saw Bael, no, through the cracks in his helmet.
I looked down carefully at the beings who had changed into ‘characters’ like Russell Swindler.
“Who are you?”
Like Isabella Swifty, there was no Bael in this world.
However, an unidentified figure with the face of ‘Grace Euclid’ was facing me.
* * *
When I first saw that face, I thought it was just a "replica" of Grace, like a second Rohan.
But it didn't make sense to simply dismiss it as a replica.
Like the ‘king who leads the armies of the east’ recorded in ancient texts, Bael had been reigning over this world long before Vassago completed his research.
But I couldn't really think of her as 'Grace Euclid'.
Even if my setting of “Unchanging Heart” had not been activated because I was a “being who left the page,” there is no way Grace, who was a “being from the future,” would not have recognized me.
Moreover, he tried to kill me.
Grace, the person I love the most… … Damn, let me stop thinking about this.
I opened my mouth with a question that I couldn't seem to solve no matter how much I thought about it.
“Honestly, I was a little surprised. At first, I couldn’t believe it. …Euclid-sama.”
[…….]
“Why did you go against the past and pretend to be the king of Bael, or rather, the leader of the eastern army?”
Still, Bael, or rather ‘Future Grace’, remained silent.
Just like the future Michael I encountered last time.
“Please tell me so I can help you.”
My prediction was correct.
Michael of the future eventually completed the "Theory of Time", and those belonging to that worldline were able to go back in time.
At the same time, I had a question.
The fact that the future Grace appeared before me like this meant that I had failed to change my fate.
It was a strange thing.
I clearly saw at that time that the plot was being revised.
So what is the revised development?
What on earth has been changed?
“Lord Rohan, what did you just say?”
Arthur came up to me then and asked me in disbelief.
“Euclid… why do you call him by that name?”
Even Arthur, who was once the young lady's teacher, did not recognize the person before him.
Even I didn't notice it at all when we were fighting. That's understandable, since Bael's appearance was described after Grace Euclid in the original had completely turned black.
That description was one I didn't want to remember.
“I don’t know either. But what you are seeing is correct, Pendragon.”
The next moment, Arthur aimed his sword at Bael without a moment's hesitation. I added, grabbing his wrist.
“No.”
“That goes for me too. Even if this is the Grace I know, it is right to kill her here and now.”
“That’s why it’s not allowed.”
I calmly explained, thinking about the plausibility of this world.
“Perhaps this person is Grace Euclid from the future.”
"future……?"
“Yes. And if I kill this person now, the future will repeat itself.”
If we kill Bael here, the future is set in stone.
No matter how hard I tried, the world's cause and effect would constantly adjust fate to reproduce that future.
So how should we change the future?
How can I make the future Grace that is right before my eyes not exist?
“Please tell me what you think.”
Arthur, who was confused, was pressing me for an answer. I held my breath for a moment.
“I don’t know.”
“You don’t know either……?”
I really don't know.
No matter how much I think about it, I still can't figure it out.
… … Why did those from the future come to the past and become ‘destructed’?
It was a coincidence that the words spoken by Michael from the future when he became Mia of that dimension were played back.
"How can you be sure? After all, everything is fiction! You can't change anything! Just like me!"
If my future self had revealed everything to them, and if future Michael and Grace had also become aware of the reality of ‘fate’… … .
"……no way."
The plot was too twisted.
I don't know where it all went wrong.
I felt like I was missing something big, and no matter how hard I tried to piece together the puzzle, I couldn't.
“Lord Rohan!”
Then Arthur's urgent cry followed.
I quickly shook off my thoughts and raised my head to see Bael's body dispersing into the darkness.
Instead of stretching my sword, I grabbed Arthur's arm as he rushed at Bael.
"why……?"
Arthur was glaring at me, his expression hardened.
But that expression soon softened.
“Do you know of a way?”
“I’m not sure, but this is the best we can do for now.”
“……Okay, I understand.”
As Bael disappeared completely, Arthur's sword tip pointed towards the sea.
I turned my gaze and saw Grace crouching on the sea with fatal injuries.
“Miss Grace……”
… … The future development has not yet been fixed.
Like the Bael we just encountered, Grace eventually turned black and became destroyed.
Here a thought occurred to me.
“The future……?”
The next moment I checked, it was some information about the settings.
As I read the explanation carefully, the moment I realized the truth, the strength in my shoulders disappeared.
“I understand now. Now…….”
Everything was planned from the beginning.
* * *
Before I could even begin to solve the newly discovered problem, I was faced with the current problem.
“So, how are you going to solve that?”
After driving out the Darkness, including Bael, we gathered on the island and looked up at Bimode's words.
The wound on his eye was almost completely healed. The blood that had been flowing like a waterfall had almost stopped and was now falling like raindrops.
I opened my mouth under the gaze of Yukarian who was watching me.
“It won’t hurt.”
“You can’t get rid of it?”
When Bimode asked again, Yukarian continued speaking on my behalf.
“That kid is right. That’s an opponent we can’t kill no matter what we do.”
Even if you ignore my words, the faces of those gathered darkened when even the transcendent Eukarian said that.
Meanwhile, Julius, who had been looking up at her pupils, sighed.
“……Thousands of years ago, something like this happened.”
I had a feeling what he was going to say.
It was a narrative related to "End Times" where I tried to convince the Krakens.
“That was the time when Merlin ruled this land.”
Throughout history, there have been countless crises that threatened to destroy the world.
And the ‘Eyes Watching Destruction’ that suddenly appeared one day was also one of those types of crises.
“It was from that moment that I realized that the continent we live on is not the only world.”
It was at that point that people realized that there were countless worlds, or ‘dimensions’.
It was for this reason that the first Emperor Historia was able to devise a way to open the gate and banish the descendants of Hamelin to another dimension.
“So you’re saying that it’s from the Demon World? The ones I saw during the last Demon War were much smaller than that…….”
Julius shook his head at the senator's words.
“It was simply a weapon created by demons, and that thing is incomparable to him.”
‘Starlight Maze’.
A dimension intertwined with stars where countless "suspenses" live.
All the purple stars visible in the sky now were worlds where other suspenseful things lived, or ‘planets.’
I answered.
“But isn’t it the current history that Merlin has already promised ‘the end’ to those beings?”
“Yes. Merlin promised them a moment of peace in exchange for our dimension.”
The promise that the ancestors of this land made to the suspenseful people was, absurdly, destruction.
Julius continued.
“Even so, it is something that is scheduled for the distant future. In that era of emptiness when humanity is extinct and even the planet we stand on disappears without a trace.”
The true goal of the 'Eyes of Destruction' is not destruction, but to devour dimensions.
Thousands, tens of thousands, or even hundreds of millions.
Because the being that had consumed such incalculable dimensions to grow its strength was the owner of those eyes, the ‘Eyes that Watch Destruction.’
For that suspense that has lived for eons, the destruction of a dimension is nothing more than a blink, a mere moment.
If I hadn't been able to endure that kind of time, I wouldn't have even made the promise in the first place.
“But it’s strange. There’s no way that being would break a promise with itself…….”
As Julius's words faded, I thought of Queos.
As you know, it was Queos who summoned those eyes.
But those eyes are not the ‘eyes that watch destruction’ that I had initially expected.
I guess it's a much smaller and more insignificant being than that. That's why I thought I could do it too.
“Kids. I don’t think now is the time to be fooling around.”
Let's look up at the sky. As Yukarian said, it was not the time to be thinking about past promises.
Julius groaned in worry.
“I thought my attack would buy me at least half a day’s leeway.”
Before we knew it, the blood that had been falling like rain had stopped, and the eyes that had returned to focus above it were staring straight at us.
From the beginning, the time given to us was not much left.
If things continue like this, the winks will start again.
No matter how small the owner of those eyes is, if they are of a ‘race’ like the ‘eyes that watch over destruction’, it will be difficult to block their winks as they continue.
Then one of the senators pointed to the horizon leading to the continent.
“You damn bastards, you finally got here…….”
“I guess they were just talking about empty talk while the world was in danger.”
As I turned my head according to those words, I saw numerous airships approaching from afar, each carrying the flag of their country.
“I guess I’ve lived quite a long time. I never thought I’d see that surname appear twice…….”
At its center was the wealth of the Habledown Empire and the most powerful war machine in history, Douglas.
Everyone's faces brightened again when they saw that sight.
Then I approached Arthur and whispered quietly.
“Lord Pendragon.”
Then, he took out a pure white jewel from inside his body, the "Axe of Order," and handed it to him.
“This is…….”
“Take it. Weren’t you the original owner?”
“It’s fortunate that you had it.”
As it turned out, I had been keeping it, but this relic originally belonged to Arthur.
To complete this mainstream, this thing had to go back to its place.
Arthur, who was handed the scepter of order, hesitated for a moment and then shook his head.
“I think it would be better for you to have this.”
"yes?"
“Look.”
When I checked the jewel at those words, the faint glow it had previously had disappeared without a trace.
“Now I am no longer the owner of this item…….”
Arthur, smiling silently, placed the scepter of order in my hand.
“……Lord Rohan, I mean you.”
The moment it returned to me, the spire of order regained its light.
I just nodded quietly.
If we don't stop those eyes now, this world will be destroyed.
The situation was the opposite then. It meant that it was not the time to throw a tantrum and say I didn't want to risk my life.
While I was making up my mind, Yukarian started yelling at the people.
“Anyway, these days, things are really slow. Why don’t you stop dawdling and get moving quickly?”
Yeah, now is not the time to dawdle.
It's not like you're hesitating for fear of stupidly not reading the last page.
“I have a favor to ask of you, Grace.”
Soon my gaze turned to Grace, who was walking beside me. She answered.
“Tell me. I’ll listen to anything.”
“Tomorrow is the weekend, would you like to go on a date with me?”
“Okay. I’ll decide on the location.”
At least until tomorrow, there was a reason why I absolutely could not die. Of course, I refused to let it end without even writing the last page.
I took a step towards the pupil, adjusting the handle of the knife.
“Help me just one more time…….”
Last time, it was the Axe of Order that saved me from Olivia's Arondite power.
Considering this, it seemed that the Holy Relic did not hate me.
Woohoo… … !
As if answering my mind, a soft light flowed from my body for a moment. The power of the axle that had been spreading throughout my body was gathering in my core.
As I rejected this damned page, I felt a force I could never have imagined before embracing my fate.
The next moment, Grace and I jumped towards the eyeball with all our might.
"……thanks."

            Now it was time to change this shitty development.
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The airships turned their bows toward the eyes and fired their magic cannons simultaneously.
Pupupupu!
Rohan, who was rushing with Grace through the outstretched magic cannons, called back to his ‘monster transformation’ that he had temporarily released.
Wriggle―
I felt a tickle on my forehead.
The moment a horn the size of a palm grew, the surging aura was condensed onto the sword.
“I will open the way.”
Arthur leapt between them and soared towards their pupils as their eyelids slowly fell.
Horrible!
The ‘fourth wink’ started at a speed incomparable to that of the past.
It was the moment when the aftereffects of the wink that had been rushing in while striking the magic cannon hit Arthur directly.
Boom!
The aftermath of the wink shook violently for a moment as if it were blocked by a huge wall. Arthur blocked the aftermath with only his ten-foot sword, which felt like dust compared to the eyes.
His voice vibrated toward the still sky.
“My belief is the people.”
He was a feather fan.
It was a lush support that protected us from the strong wind and rain and provided a place to rest our tired bodies for a while.
“To protect that belief, I will give my life and swing myself until the end of my life.”
He was swinging himself.
“This is the path I will walk.”
Tsk tsk tsk… … !
The holy sword, "Excalibur", was responding to his beliefs by creating a fierce storm.
“Twelve knights!”
As Arthur shouted, twelve knights began to be summoned behind him.
“The twelve knights of Pendragon, Roland. Gather at the call of the great man!”
"Durandal", held up by the Knight of Light, began to illuminate the world with splendid hope.
“Gawain, one of the twelve knights of Pendragon. I have answered the call of the great man!”
The moment "Galatin" appeared with the Knight of the Sun, the illusion of two suns rising as the name suggests occurred.
“Olivia, the leader of the twelve knights. I will repay the great man’s kindness!”
As the Knight of the Lake emerged from the fog and swung "Arondite", the corroded aftereffects began to disappear.
“Twelve Knights, Siegfried. I know it’s a bit of a hassle, but I’m here.”
Following Olivia, the cursed knight Siegfried's "Balmung" protected Rohan and others from the aftermath of the wink that he could not block.
“The twelve knights of Pendragon, Bradamante. To carry on the legacy of the great man……!”
“Twelve Knights of Pendragon, Tristan……!”
“Twelve Knights of Pendragon, Hector……!”
“The Twelve Knights of Pendragon, Yvaine……!”
All twelve other knights were helping Arthur and blocking the glare.
Arthur, who saw that the aftereffects were weakening, looked back at Rohan and cried out.
“Good knight!”
The Knights of Pendragon did not end with twelve.
The last thirteenth, the good knight Rohan, was rushing towards the eye without hesitation while holding the "Eternal Heart".
"……thank you."
“Don’t be thankful. Aren’t you and I walking the same path?”
Yes, that's right.
It was a path I couldn't walk alone.
It was the same with Rohan.
Bam!
As the aftereffects of the fourth wink disappeared, the pupils of the eyes contracted. The ‘fifth wink’ was about to begin in the suddenly changed world.
But Rohan didn't stop.
I wasn't afraid or hesitant.
Woohoo!
The air that had disappeared for a moment gathered together and passed by Rohan.
“Don’t stop, Rohan!”
The eight circles centered around Julius's core spun rapidly. Julius's body, which had once again manifested the "Law of Mother Nature" with all its might, was tilted backwards.
Nevertheless, Julius' gaze followed the backs of Rohan and Grace as they moved away from his eyes.
“You are the shield of the continent and the sword of the people.”
with a plop-
With those words, Julius plummeted into the sea along with the fruits of the World Tree that had helped him.
In a world where everyone is their own protagonist, at this moment, everyone was supporting Rohan and Grace's story.
【……!】
After being stopped by Julius until the fifth wink, his eyes began to turn bloodshot and he seemed exhausted and could no longer move.
“Rohan.”
Rohan turned his head at the sound of Grace's voice calling him.
Grace was just smiling, as if that was the reason Rohan had decided to go down this path, just as it was originally written.
‘… … I will protect you.’
That smile.
‘You must keep it.’
Everything I left under my feet.
All the graces that lent me shoulders to stand on and jump up.
‘My name is Rohan… … .’
For these reasons, Rohan was once again writing his own beliefs and stories.
‘I want to live in this world… … .’
And I will continue to live.
‘… … It’s Rohan!’
* * *
At first I thought it was nothing.
I thought that fate could be changed at any time, and that I would gladly change what no one else could.
I used to think it was that simple.
It was fear that knocked on my door every night for a while.
The anxiety of not being able to change the future.
Anxiety about Grace dying.
And the fear that I might die too.
I had to tremble with fear of it all.
To me, who was living an ordinary life, these were emotions I had never experienced before.
Have you ever even thought about it?
The reality I was living in was that I could live out my given lifespan just by repeating morning and night.
Ironically, it was Grace Euclid, the source of all my fears, who changed me.
I was glad that the day had come.
I loved every moment of going to see her.
I liked her so much that I even forgot my fears.
I loved it.
It was precious and special,
I never wanted to miss it again.
As it turned out, it wasn't her but me who was changing.
Every time I opened my eyes in the morning, the sight of my reflection in the glass window reflecting the scenery of a distant world became a little more unfamiliar.
Change has always been foreign to me.
It was wild and raw, still evolving nature, yet an ideal that could not be pushed away.
It all felt like a miracle.
Just like when I happened to read this novel.
As if I could meet Grace in this world.
Just like the feelings I still have for her.
It was all coincidence and inevitability.
Even I, who don't believe in fate, can't explain it without saying that it was fate.
〔 The “Law of ‘2’” comes into effect 〕
[‘Grace Euclid’s’ abilities are greatly increased.]
As soon as the law was activated, Grace's aura became noticeably fierce.
It was so intense that a trail of mana remained in her wake like a meteor's tail.
I called her name as she went beyond the limits of the Weapon Master.
“Grace, do you see the scar left on the white of your eye?”
“See? Should I aim over there?”
“Yes, but you only get one chance.”
“……Once is enough.”
Seeing that confidence, I also felt reassured.
I turned my gaze and stared at the eyes that gradually filled my vision as we got closer.
“…….”
Once again, negative emotions began to creep into me. It felt even more daunting to see it up close than when I looked up from below.
I know better than anyone that this thing can't be killed. Everyone knows that, even if it's not me.
Knowing that, my feelings now are extremely pessimistic.
The enemy we were up against was something that could not be described in words.
“I have something to tell you tomorrow.”
What drove away that despair was Grace's voice that covered me. The sword she was holding was flashing white like a ray of hope.
“Actually, since a long time ago… Yeah, since a long time ago.”
I smiled at those words.
“I also have something to say to Grace.”
"really?"
“Yes. Since a very long time ago.”
Their hearts were becoming one.
And we all lowered our swords toward the eyes with one mind.
Oh my gosh… … !
Our pupils were splitting apart along with the space following our trajectory.
Grace and I didn't stop there, we raised the aura until the core was completely emptied.
Kkagagagagak!
I wanted to date her quickly.
Kwajijijijik!
After this episode, I wanted to write the next page with her.
【Keeee!!!】
What I wanted to hear, not some horrible scream, was just one word coming from between her beautiful lips.
Kwaaaang!
Big and small chunks of flesh flew around as if a balloon made of meat had burst right in front of me.
As if the universe was pouring down, dark red blood was falling from the burst pupils to the ground without any discernible depth.
〔 Mainstream Complete 〕
〔 Development Modification 〕
〔 "Dramatic production" activated 〕
〔 Obtained ‘4,300P’ 〕
I looked at Grace in the revised development.
In the end, no destruction, no existence… … could stop our love.
“Rohan……!”
A smile like I had never seen before spread across Grace's face.
It was the first time I saw such a happy face.
That was the moment I answered.
“Yes, Grace―”
I couldn't continue speaking because my eyes were blocked.
Before I knew it, her warmth was filling my arms.
"miss……."
… … I thought it would take longer than I thought to be held in these arms.
At least a year, if not much more.
I thought as I gently hugged Grace in my arms.
Indeed, this world has now become a story I know nothing about.
Now, I can't even predict what will happen even an inch ahead.
That's okay too.
If this was how things would turn out, I wanted to keep not knowing.
forever.
* * *
On the deck of the Douglas, now in combat readiness.
Wolfwin, who had been appointed captain of the imperial guard as Rohan had promised, muttered while looking up at the burst pupils.
“This is truly spectacular…….”
Wolfwin was a war hero who had been fighting since the First World War.
But even for Wolfwin, this was the first time he had seen such a majestic and dangerous sight in the sky.
“I don’t need to come forward, do I?”
When Wolfwin turned around at the sound of the approaching voice, he saw Schlach, wearing a platinum uniform, walking slowly towards him.
Wolfwin, holding the backpack and bowing to the ‘legend’, answered politely.
“Fortunately, I think you can rest.”
“It seems so to me. It seems as if the prince and his majesty took the trouble to appoint you as captain of the guard in vain.”
“Haha… When you say it like that, I feel sad.”
“He may be big in stature, but his heart is still that of a young bear.”
No matter how much Wolfwin was called a giant of the continent, in Schlach's eyes he was still nothing more than a bear cub running around.
Suddenly, Schlach's eyes fell on a small dot floating in the sky. She looked at Rohan and Grace, who were holding each other, with interest.
“What about you? Looking at it over there, it seems like it suits you quite well.”
“What… Ah, you mean Rohan and the young lady of the Euclid family? Hehe, I’ve been watching you for a while now, but I’ve never seen a couple that suits you as well as those two. Isn’t Rohan just as good as Miss Grace?”
Schlach, who was still watching them, tilted his face slightly with satisfaction.
“Yes. They are truly wonderful children.”
Schlach's determination not to put Grace in danger remains unchanged.
Even if it was a cage like iron bars, I wanted to lock her up at any time to protect my only granddaughter.
‘I can’t remember how long it’s been since I’ve seen that child’s face so happy.’
It might have been the first time I had seen it.
Was it because I thought that no matter how unhappy my life was, I just had to survive?
‘… … I was wrong.’
Schlach finally accepted his own foolishness.
‘I can’t believe I was holding a child who could fly so high with my own hands.’
And I wanted to see the happiness etched on Grace's face forever.
‘Rohan… … .’
Soon, Schulah's gaze turned to Rohan, who was holding Grace in his arms and looking helpless.
‘I once doubted you. You had no qualifications, no future, nothing. I just thought you were recklessly throwing yourself into the world because you were so infatuated with our Grace’s beauty.’
But that thought was wrong.
Just like Grace, who had finally found happiness, everything had changed since Rohan appeared.
‘I’ll be happy to wait. And I’ll look forward to it.’
Schulah smiled broadly as he walked back to the palace to report the situation.

            ‘The day you will come to ask for my granddaughter without fear.’
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                                § Confession (1)
When I opened my eyes, it was morning.
Even the way he lay in bed was the same as when he came home yesterday and collapsed.
“……It’s ordinary.”
It was the start of a day no different from any other, even though the world almost ended yesterday.
I opened the window to ventilate the stale air, but what greeted me was the bluish silence of the morning covering the fading dawn.
“There isn’t a single ant.”
I thought there would be a reporter there to cover yesterday's events, but there wasn't a single person, let alone a reporter.
It's not that I don't understand.
Even if the sky was shattered and the gate opened, the sky of the North Sea could not be seen from the inland, and even if a few people witnessed it, each country would have silenced them.
If people learned that the world was on the verge of destruction, it was clear that the still-unhealed wounds of war would be aggravated.
The world may be in chaos again. I don't want my daily life to fall apart either.
Because today… … .
“……I want to see your face soon.”
Because it's the day I officially go on a date with the girl.
Chaaaa―
I went into the shower room, cooled my body with cold water, and thought about yesterday's events.
“……I wonder if it’ll be okay.”
What we drove out of the world yesterday was not the ‘eyes that watch destruction’, but the ‘children’ of that being.
I can be sure of this.
Since the 'Eyes of Destruction' had promised our dimension and the 'End Time', there was no way they could break it, and even if Queos was different from what I knew, it would not have moved the King of Suspense.
“Queos……”
The mastermind behind this episode and the one who tried to destroy the world.
On the one hand, you could think of it as a typical Queo development, but on the other hand, it's hard to accept.
What good did this episode do for the kid?
It was a completely different approach from before.
The story is that it was a development that was different from the image of the guy who put on a play on the world stage.
‘Distorted probability’ as if the author had overused deus ex machina.
The ‘collapsed setting’ that should not have happened unless it was a mistake.
I was having a hard time getting out of all that strangeness.
“……Queos does not wish for the destruction of the world.”
It was the same in the original.
What Queos wants is to create a ‘Great New World’ where everything is equal, or rather, unequal.
Even if there was a development similar to destruction in the process, he only used characters that appeared in the script he was holding, such as ‘Darkened Grace.’
When I read the script he showed me last time, there wasn't anything that was on a whole other level of suspense.
So, this means that external existences belonging to a higher dimension such as the "Starlight Maze" are not included in the script that Queos considered.
“Still, it wasn’t impossible.”
I just didn't expect it.
The "fate" given to this world and to Grace and me.
If I could fit this piece into the unfinished picture I had in my head, it would explain everything.
“……Like Arthur, who tried to start a war by inheriting Wolfwin’s development.”
As if my ‘replica’ had appeared to fight the seekers instead of Michael.
Like Queos, who summoned his race instead of Michael, who accidentally brought down the 'Eye of Destruction'.
“And my fate of rushing towards death in place of the young lady…….”
It felt as if the future was predetermined.
But it wasn't just a feeling.
This world was already constantly adjusting cause and effect to meet its predetermined future.
But this is something I had been anticipating for a long time.
So I changed the future that was certain, and the result was a ‘revised development.’
Now the past is completely different from what I read.
But the future still differs slightly from what I read, and the outcome remains the same.
This is what it meant when the plot was revised.
It’s not that the results are different, but rather that the ‘process’ of reaching those results has changed.
“Still, there’s no need to be discouraged.”
If the outcome were fixed, I would have died countless times already.
The young lady would have turned black, Ariel would have killed her, and Michael would have started a cause following Arthur who started the war.
But that wasn't the case.
Because I even changed the ‘result’.
Now all that remains is to predict the ‘result’ that will arrive someday.
And the most enormous and must-stop consequence is this.
ㅤㅤㅤㅤ【Your Destiny⸺Page 143】
It is my death that I will face in place of you, young lady.
“Page 143…….”
I remember it was double digits the last time I checked.
I'm not quite sure what that means.
But since it says ‘page’, I also called this moment where I was standing ‘page’.
“……How many pages are left?”
How many pages will I be able to see the young lady's face for?
I don't know. I don't want to know.
However, I couldn't deny that the point where that page ended would be my last page.
“This is not the time.”
I quickly dried myself off and changed into the clothes I had prepared. I couldn't keep the young lady waiting.
Click.
As I finished preparing to go out and opened the door, the lonely early winter wind was blowing towards the scenery I was looking at.
The time is 8 o'clock in the morning.
The appointment time is 10 o'clock, so it would be sufficient to leave now.
Even if it only takes me ten minutes to walk to the park where I agreed to meet the girl, it's better than making her wait.
Even the time I spend waiting for her, I love her.
“It’s quiet even though it’s Saturday morning.”
When I arrived at the park, I looked around the empty park.
Perhaps because of the rather chilly weather or because it was Friday, there weren't many signs of people.
So now I wonder what I'll be doing while waiting for the girl...
“……Rohan?”
The moment I turned around to follow the voice calling me, I felt like such an idiot.
“Grace?”
The appointment time is 10 o'clock.
We're facing each other in the park at 8:11.
“So… would you like to walk first?”
"……okay."
I wonder if she felt the same way about me.
* * *
We couldn't ask each other why we arrived earlier than the appointed time.
Because the moment I asked that question, I had to confess my reasons as well.
“How are you feeling?”
“Very good. As you know, Grace, the only thing I can trust is my body. What about you, Grace?”
“I like it too. No sore spots.”
Not only was my recovery power good, but I had been treated by the royal magicians since the battle ended yesterday, so my body was fine.
It was the same for the young lady.
I glanced at her side, which had sustained many injuries from Bael, and continued speaking, noticing that something had changed in her appearance.
“Your face looks really good today.”
“Huh? Oh, yeah… I think it’s because I slept so well.”
Her face, which showed no trace of makeup, was beautifully made up. But it wasn't noticeably dark either.
A cheek as delicate as the snow that gently falls on a winter morning.
Eyelashes curved in a faint curve toward the sky, and lips shyly tinted a light pink.
Everything felt like I was looking at a watercolor painting.
A watercolor painting that is both brilliant and hazy, hard and soft, and has an inexpressible liveliness.
Just by staring blankly, an impression that makes me forget the time that has passed.
Her beauty was a nature that could not be touched, and the regret and joy of having to just look at it was a sorrow and joy for such nature.
When I thought that these changes were all for my own good, my heart filled with secret joy.
The fact that I could be writing to this kind of person struck me as a lie.
It was when I was comfortably in love with her that the young lady's mouth opened.
“You know, Rohan.”
“Go ahead.”
“Actually, Daisy did it. She said that dating isn’t supposed to go like that.”
Was this really Daisy's handiwork?
Daisy knows the girl well.
When I see it decorated so perfectly that I cannot help but admit it,
however…….
“……I guess you like those clothes.”
“This? Yeah. I like it. Because it’s the clothes Rohan gave me as a gift.”
The cardigan, dress, and even the sneakers were all gifts I gave her when I first visited Douglas.
That was already half a year ago.
And those are spring clothes.
It was winter now.
“Have you decided where you want to go?”
“I decided. But I guess it hasn’t opened yet. We met…… sooner than expected.”
“Then would you please follow me for a moment? There is a place I would like to go together.”
The place I led the girl to was a fairly famous clothing store in Little Heath called ‘Halley’s Starlight’.
“Please wait here.”
“Okay. But why here……?”
I walked towards the display case, leaving the girl behind, and chose clothes without hesitation.
There was no need to think long, because I knew well what fabric and what design would suit the young lady.
I returned to the young lady and handed her the clothes I had chosen.
“Try it on.”
“All of this?”
“I guess you don’t like it. If you don’t wear it, I’ll wear it.”
When I pretended to put those clothes on for real, just for fun, the girl shook her head in faint surprise.
“No. I’ll try it on.”
“I was joking. There’s a locker room over there.”
“Okay. Just wait a minute.”
I sat down on a nearby chair as I confirmed that the girl had entered the changing room.
I was starting to feel anxious. I really had to like it.
Knock knock-
I raised my head at the sound of the door opening.
While I was standing still, the girl hesitated and opened her mouth.
“How is it? Does it… suit you well?”
The moment I looked at that sight, I felt so stupid. I regretted not giving her clothes as a gift after that.
“It suits you very well.”
“That’s fortunate.”
“What do you think, Miss? I wonder if you’ll like it…….”
“Yeah. I like it. Because it’s the clothes Rohan chose for me.”
The hem of my loose winter coat touches the corner of my eyes.
As if wiping away the tears that had flowed down, my heart cried quietly every time my eyes passed over the peach-colored knit that swayed with her breath.
“What’s wrong, Rohan?”
“…….”
I couldn't dare look at it.
When I looked at it, my whole body felt hot as if my heart was on fire and my insides were burning up.
“Is there anything wrong with you?”
“Oh, no. But―”
The moment she raised her head to answer, her face filled the world.
“My face is hot. I’m sweating… Are you okay?”
I looked up at the face of the girl who was wiping my face.
I stared at her for a while without even blinking, then grabbed her hand and headed straight to the checkout counter.
“How much are these clothes? 20 million rings?”
“Oh, no. All of that adds up to 310,000 rings.”
This beauty costs only 310,000 rings?
For me, it was a price that I would not mind paying, even if it was 20 million, or even 200 million rings.
* * *
After leaving Halley's Starlight, we finished lunch at a quiet restaurant. Since it was the restaurant chosen by the lady, the atmosphere was very calm, just like the interior.
“Where are you going next?”
“It's a secret.”
"yes?"
“It wouldn’t be fun if I told you everything.”
It was amazing. I was so amazed that I couldn't help but gasp.
Who would have thought that a girl who was usually like a blunt Venus statue could have the talent to make people's hearts flutter so much?
As expected, what I read wasn't everything.
I realized that what I had read was only a very small part of this world.
Suddenly, I remembered what I had heard yesterday and asked the young lady.
“But what did you want to tell me yesterday…….”
The next moment, the girl grabbed my hand as if to cover my mouth.
When I turned my gaze, her eyes were looking straight up at me as if telling me not to say anything.
“Let’s go over there.”
“Yes, Grace…….”
I was dumbfounded as I followed Grace as she boldly and resolutely advanced.
Just by touching this hand, just by holding this body temperature, I become a fool.
“Rohan, I’ll buy you this.”
At that moment, a girl stopped in front of an antique shop and gestured to an old music box displayed beyond the glass window.
The young lady gave me a present? For a moment, I thought I had misheard.
“Welcome… Oh my goodness. Aren’t you Miss Grace?”
“It’s been a while.”
“Welcome. So, what brought you here today?”
“I want to buy the music box over there.”
A hunched old woman walked towards the music box with a cheerful face, leaning on her cane.
When I came to my senses, we had already entered the store.
The girl who was taking out a wallet with a rabbit on it asked.
“How much is it?”
“I can’t sell to the granddaughter of Lord Euclid. I’ll only accept the original price of 30 million rings.”
“Here it is.”
… … How much was it just now?
"for a moment-"
The old woman who received the card burst into laughter the moment I reached out to stop her from paying the unimaginable price.
“It seems like today is a good day for Miss Grace, so I’ll give you a special discount of 10 million won.”
“No. Please calculate it as is.”
“Then how about these earrings? I’ll give them to you as a gift.”
There was something about the conversation that seemed strange yet natural.
As I tilted my head, the girl who was checking on me whispered.
"what's the matter?"
“Oh, it’s nothing. It’s just that the price seems a little too high…….”
The corners of the girl's mouth twitched slightly at my reaction.
“Don’t worry. I was just joking.”
“Are you kidding…?”
“Yeah. If it’s 30 million rings, then 30,000 rings. The old lady here likes that kind of thing.”
"ah……."
What did I say again? Was it something like that?
When I think about it, it wasn't an unfamiliar sight.
When I was in school, there was a time when I bought an ice cream at a stationery store for 5 million won.
It was kind of that kind of joke.
“Here it is.”
“Thank you. See you next time.”
“Miss Grace, you are welcome to come anytime.”
After saying hello and leaving the store, the girl handed me a wrapped music box.
“Take it.”
It definitely felt like my first time giving a gift.
Still, I was happy.
Because it was the first gift I received from the young lady.
"thank you."
“If there’s anything else you want, just tell me. I’ll buy it for you.”
“This is already enough.”
Suddenly, I remembered the music box on the desk in my room.
Was that music box also a gift you gave me? Why does my heart ache so much every time I look at it…?
“Follow me.”
Led by the girl's hand again, I walked down the street as if I was turning the pages of a book whose development was unknown.
Finally, the girl arrived in front of a building, looked up at the sign, and opened her mouth.
“This time, it’s here. Do you want to come here with Rohan……?”
As the voice gradually grew fainter, I raised my head to follow the girl.
The moment I saw the sign, I felt like I was going to have a cardiac arrest. I asked back in a trembling voice.
“Did you really want to come here with me…?”
“…….”
The girl who doesn't answer.
In the meantime, I checked the sign again to see if I had seen it wrong.
… … Leaving everything else aside, the sign clearly said ‘Motel.’
I was confused, but at the same time, I wondered if the young lady was such a bold person.
Even though I am a person like you, I can't handle this kind of sudden development...
“Oh, no.”
When I turned my head at the slightly distant voice, the girl who had been shaking her head faintly was taking a step back.
“Grace?”
“This isn’t the place I wanted to come with Rohan…….”
Of course, I didn't misunderstand.
The girl, who had been losing her composure as if she had been quite shocked, lowered her head.
“I don’t know about this…….”
It wasn't as red as Ellis, but it was still half as red, with her ears, forehead, and cheeks flushed.
By the way, how can you be so cute?
How can you hit my heart so accurately?
“How long has it been since you were here?”
“2 years…….”
As soon as I heard the answer, I thought, "Well, that's true."
Little Heath is a place where the shops change rapidly in just three months, not a year, and on the other hand, tastes are more strict than anywhere else.
What this means is that unless it is a famous place, it is impossible for it to survive for two years.
Given the girl's personality of preferring a quiet and calm atmosphere with not many people, the original store here must have been on the verge of going out of business when she discovered it.
Still, I was shocked to the point where I thought it was so absurd that a building like this was built in that place.
“Miss Grace.”
“…….”
“Would you please raise your head?”
As I spoke in a gentle voice, the girl hesitated and raised her face.
Her face was still completely red. She must have been very embarrassed. If I, who was with her, felt this way, how much more embarrassed must the young lady have felt.
As I looked around, I thought of a suitable place and reached out my hand.
“I know a nice garden. Even though it’s winter, it’s full of flowers.”
"flower……?"
“Yes. So, would you like to go with me?”
The girl who had been looking up at me for a long time answered while taking my hand.

            "……good."
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                                § Confession (2)
From the mansion built precariously on the edge of a cliff overlooking the vast ocean, loud laughter was heard.
“Hehehe! This show is always so much fun to watch! Ah, I’m out of popcorn.”
Bimode, who had been lying still on the living room sofa since yesterday, finally got up from his seat while watching a variety show. Once he lay down, he would stay up for at least 36 hours.
“I don’t feel like going to buy snacks… If I had known this would happen, I would have ordered them in advance. Anyway, my daily routine was ruined because of yesterday.”
As Bimode was heading to his room to prepare to leave the living room, he suddenly looked up at Yukarian's door.
Vimod, who felt a footstep through the slightly open door, lightly jumped up to the second floor and knocked roughly.
“What are you doing, Yukarian? Where are you going?”
As he opened the door and went in, Yukarian, who was fixing her makeup in front of the mirror, glanced at Bimode.
“I have an appointment today.”
“Hey, here we go again. I told you that none of those jokes are funny. Oh, I’m about to go out, so what do you want to eat? How about the mint chocolate popcorn from last time? You said it was delicious.”
“Didn’t you hear what I just said? I have to go out because I have an appointment, you little brat.”
“Nienienie, what are you talking about―”
rustle
With a cracking sound, something sharp brushed Bimode's nape. When he glanced around, he saw a line of blood flowing from his nape down to his chest.
"……hey."
“G, why are you suddenly like this, Yukarian! I didn’t do anything wrong this time! It’s true!”
Yukarian suddenly got up and started to approach Bimode. Bimode was startled and fell to the ground, landing on his butt.
Soon, Yukarian stopped right in front of Bimode and looked down with eyes darker than the blood flowing from his neck.
“Didn’t I say that I can tolerate you talking rudely to me and everything, but I can’t tolerate you talking bad to me?”
“I’m sorry, I’m sorry! I have committed a mortal sin, Yukarian!”
“I’ll count to exactly 0.3 seconds. If you’re still in front of me by then, I’m not responsible.”
As soon as he finished speaking, Bimode, whose face turned pale, disappeared.
Whisper!
The swords of Yukarian's heart belatedly swept past his place. Yukarian sighed and reluctantly turned back to the room.
“Anyway, he’s a lightning-like guy…….”
Even though Bimode did something wrong, it wasn't something to be this angry about.
But Yukarian also had reasons to be angry.
“You don’t even keep your promise to erase your hair color. Even if I eat popcorn, I must have eaten hundreds of millions more bags than you, but you don’t know how to respect me, really. … That doesn’t mean I’m old, though.”
Yukarian, who soon packed his bag and stood in front of the mirror, enjoyed his appearance, which was perfectly decorated today as well.
It was around the time when he started to think about the person he had met yesterday that a shadow began to slowly creep over Yukarian's face.
‘Rohan… … .’
The first time Yukarian heard about Rohan was at the last Amul Championship. Like Karina, she was also a huge fan of the championship.
I haven't been interested since then.
I wasn't the type to enjoy socializing, and although I didn't go out often, my hobby of dressing up was purely for self-satisfaction.
‘… … No matter how I look at it, he doesn’t seem like a bad kid.’
The reason that Yukarian's eyes were fixed on Rohan was the 'Arthur Coup' incident.
“…….”
Yukarian paused for a moment to think, then took out a compass surrounded by an opal-like frame from his bag.
The compass needle was tilted from east to south among the four cardinal directions.
‘It’s definitely faster than before.’
The compass possessed by Yukarian, the "Event Horizon," was an artifact that showed the "lifespan" of the dimension the user belonged to.
If the needle points to the north, it means that the dimension has not been created for very long.
Conversely, if the needle was tilting south, it meant that destruction, or 'dimensional collapse', was imminent.
And today, when we checked again, the needle was plummeting south at a faster rate than ever before.
‘It’s natural for the needle to tilt. Everything dies the moment it’s born. The problem is the direction of the needle… … The meaning of tilting toward the east is the same.’
But Yukarian didn't care.
The compass began to tilt east 200 years ago, when the Yukarians first set foot on this dimension.
‘… … It doesn’t matter to me whether this world is destroyed or not.’
Yukarian, she was a dimension traveler and even if this world was destroyed, she would just move to another dimension as if she were traveling again.
It was then that Rohan's voice passed over her heart, which was beginning to become indifferent again.
“Don’t turn a blind eye to the world any longer.”
“I hope you haven’t forgotten why you came here, why you’ve lived until now.”
When I first heard that, I thought that Rohan was a transcendent being like me.
But Rohan was not a transcendent being, much less had he lived for hundreds of years like the Yukarian.
"ha……."
Yukarian shook off his thoughts and left the room, carrying the compass he had put away.
“……I have no choice but to meet you first. There are many things in this world that I don’t know about more than I do know.”
* * *
Looking around, all I could see was the sky, that pristine, clear margin.
“This is my first time in a place like this.”
As if by accident, the young lady and I were written on the margin.
“What do you think? Do you like it?”
Following the young lady, I took the lift and, with my feet on the hard floor, was greeted by the magnificent view of the Sky Garden, Nevaeh, one of the Empire's most famous tourist attractions.
“…….”
The girl just nodded with a blank expression.
The sight of gardens in full bloom with a variety of flowers gave me a unique feeling, as if I was looking at small islands floating in a transparent sea called the sky.
I shrugged my shoulders as if I was proud of the sight of the girl being so happy that I couldn't even speak.
“Miss Grace.”
"say."
“Can you look up for a moment?”
“Above?”
Grace looked up to follow me, and surprise was written in her eyes again.
As if to tell us that what we see is not all that there is to the Sky Garden, islands made of ether stone towered high into the sky like spiral staircases.
"ah……."
The girl's lips slowly opened.
The glass bridges that connected the islands, as if connecting the sky to the sky, were breathtakingly beautiful and looked like stairways to heaven, and when the clouds covered my eyes like fog, the scent of flowers that blew in with the wind and enveloped my whole body was a heavenly perfume that I could not smell anywhere else.
It was the most beautiful nature that humans could create, and the landscape closest to the definition of the word magic.
“I didn’t know there was a place like this.”
“I only knew about it through rumors, but this is my first time actually seeing it.”
As I was walking down the path leading to the middle of the garden with the young lady, I looked back at her.
Of course, even though the scenery here was beautiful, compared to her, it seemed ordinary, if not shabby.
At least that's what it seemed to me.
“I know this flower.”
The girl who had stopped in her tracks crouched down in front of a single purple flower that had bloomed like a bouquet.
That was a flower I knew. It was probably a flower that most people would know.
“It’s a hydrangea.”
“Does Rohan know this flower?”
I nodded quietly.
I don't know much about flowers, but one of the few I know is hydrangeas.
“I don’t know much. Even if I did know, it’s only about the flower language. Since it’s purple, I guess the flower language of this hydrangea is ‘sincerity.’”
“That’s right. The blue one over there is cool, and the pink one is dream.”
I didn't know the girl liked flowers this much.
Well, it wasn't surprising that all kinds of colorful flowers were blooming in the garden of Euclid's mansion.
Even if it was just a date, he was someone who loved nature, like flowers, so much, and if you live with someone like that, you will naturally learn things like the names and words of flowers.
I gestured to the yellow hydrangeas blooming on the other side.
“Then what is the meaning of this yellow flower?”
"that-"
The girl, who was about to answer without hesitation, quickly shut her mouth.
What could it be?
Does it have some very negative meaning?
Well, it’s not like there are only good things in flower language.
“Yes, I want to go see other gardens too.”
“Then let’s go over there.”
Seeing the young lady looking troubled, I also turned my gaze and spoke to her.
On the island visible on the other side, each flower pot had a miniature tree planted like a bonsai.
If the theme of the first garden was flowers, the theme of the next garden seemed to be trees.
“Miss Grace.”
And in front of the glass bridge we arrived.
I asked, looking down at the endless ground beneath the transparent floor.
“What you want to say to me, you can hear it now…….”
“Rohan.”
“……Yes? Oh, go ahead.”
The girl suddenly cuts me off.
As I hesitated with my hands in one pocket, the girl continued speaking.
“Let’s have a match.”
“A match… you mean?”
"huh."
I was puzzled by the word match, but I soon nodded.
“Okay, but what kind of match is it?”
Surely it's not like we're just holding hands longer?
In my absurd fantasy, the girl's fingertips were pointing upwards.
“The first person to reach the end wins.”
Then, as I thought so, I raised my head and followed her fingertips.
There is more to the garden of Nabawi here than meets the eye.
The number alone is 137.
However, the distance between each island is not that far, so if we, the Weapon Masters, put our minds to it, we can reach the top in less than twenty minutes.
“Then how about doing it like this?”
"how?"
“I don’t use mana, or the core. It would be too easy if I used aura as well.”
“Okay. Let’s do that.”
After reaching an agreement not to use auras on each other, we slowly began to relax.
Even if there were other people besides us, the island itself was large and there were many paths leading up to it, so it wouldn't be a hindrance if we didn't use auras.
"start."
The girl ran out while I was letting my guard down, wondering what was so urgent.
She added while I was laughing in vain at her cute behavior today.
“I will grant the true person’s wish.”
"All right."
I guess I was hasty.
I moved my hand to my pocket and fiddled with the case underneath that contained the ring I had yet to deliver, “Silent Promise.”
“By the way, my wish is…….”
My wish had already been decided.
* * *
Chorus!
Rohan slid down the path between the gardens and jumped over to the next island as he got up.
Rohan stared at the back of Grace, who had walked far ahead of him.
‘As expected of you, young lady. You’re amazing.’
As I watched Grace move forward without causing any damage to the garden, I began to wonder if she really wasn't using her aura.
“……Let’s try to catch up slowly.”
Rohan, whose body was starting to loosen up little by little, also started to increase his speed.
Like Grace, Rohan was also a weapon master.
In an instant, Rohan passed an island and followed right behind Grace.
Grace glanced over her shoulder at Rohan and increased her speed.
Rohan stuck out his tongue at the distance between him and Grace that was growing wider as if he had been watching them until now.
‘Does he really want to ask me for a wish like that?’
Grace was giving it her all, which Rohan thought meant her wish was big.
‘What the young lady wanted to say to me… … I think I know a little bit what it is.’
That is something that has been endured for a very long time.
For some reason, Rohan vaguely anticipated those words.
‘I can’t let that go.’
Grace was a strict person when it came to competition.
If he were here to listen to Grace's wish, she might not even tell him what she wanted.
Moreover, Rohan also had one wish for Grace.
And that wish is,
‘I’m sorry, but this time I have to win.’
I wanted to speak first.
Pfft!
Rohan, who had been trampling through the air without even using an aura, simply contracting and relaxing his leg muscles, followed closely behind Grace once again.
‘I can’t lose… … .’
‘… … I don’t want to lose!’
There is still about half way to the top of the Sky Garden.
Unlike Rohan, whose neck was bloodshot from all the effort, Grace was running in the lead with a calm expression on her face.
‘Rohan… … .’
… … Now I couldn’t hold back my love for him.
Even if we were apart for just a day, the desire to see him had grown to the point where now, even if only an hour had passed, I would still want Rohan.
When I first took his hand without permission, it felt like I was doing something so bad.
I was so embarrassed and ashamed of myself that I couldn't raise my head.
All this time, I thought of myself as a very patient person.
Those days, when she had to endure everything, were her whole life, so she thought she would be able to endure this time too.
But it wasn't.
I couldn't stand it. I couldn't stand it.
In the truth that she came to realize, Grace was a person who was impatient only when it came to love.
"Didn't you promise?"
But Rohan didn't scold her. Instead of pushing her away, he hugged her more gently and affectionately.
"“A sorry, a promise not to do it again.”
Instead of getting angry, Rohan just smiled faintly. He held her hand, which he had regretted as they walked further away.
Only then could Grace be sure.
Rohan also had something similar in his heart.
Since when did Rohan start liking her?
When I thought about it, my vision became dizzy. My heart ached as if it were going to break.
‘… … The flower language of yellow hydrangea is ‘unrequited love.’
There was a flower that bloomed only for one person for decades.
But he was the kind of person who didn't even pay attention to the flower that was looking up at him.
There was someone who approached the flower that was slowly withering and dying.
The eyes that looked at me completely even though I was blooming somewhere else.
A gentle hand that caresses leaves that seem ready to wither and fall.
The sturdy shoulders that protected him from collapsing even in strong winds.
The foolish lips that always smiled and called my name.
At some point, when I came to my senses, it was all directed at me.
Thank you.
I was happy and grateful.
On the contrary, I felt that much sorry.
'good.'
I was so resentful of myself for realizing that feeling so late.
‘I like you… … .’
That's why it was something I couldn't tell you.
It was a feeling that should never be conveyed.
‘… … Rohan.’
Grace, who reached the top first, stopped in her tracks.
When I looked back, Rohan, who had arrived late, was catching his breath with his hands on his knees.
“…….”
Grace took in the world's scenery from the highest point.
Clouds were drifting beneath our feet, and the world was divided in half along the border of a reddish yet twilight sunset.
“I lost. I guess I still have a long way to go.”
As she turned her gaze, Rohan approached her and smiled down at her. Grace looked at his stupid smile and said.
“Now grant my wish.”
Rohan's smile was fading away along with Grace's expressionless face.
“Go ahead.”
Grace's lips open and close repeatedly.
Grace, who had hesitated countless times, finally opened her mouth as if she had decided on something.
“I… I’m a worse person than you think.”
Rohan made no reply.
I didn't want to interrupt her from saying what she had been wanting to say to me for a long time.
“If you stay with me, you will be miserable. You will be much more sick, miserable, and sad than you are now.”
Grace, who was trying to force a smile, began to breathe heavily.
Everything that had been expressionlessly fixed was flowing away.
What was left there was just an ordinary person, weak and frail, no different from everyone else.
“But if, just what if…….”
Rohan's clenched fists turned white at the sight of Grace starting to cry.
“Even if that happens… will you still stay by my side…?”
It was the first time I had ever felt greedy.
This time, I didn't want to hide or stop this feeling that was only for me and not for others.
'miss…….'
Rohan thought.
I hope you are happy too.
A world without you is meaningless to me.
I finally realized it.
The eyes that I hoped would look back at me.
A word that I wished would be included with my name.
At this moment, it all finally dawned on me.
“……It doesn’t matter if it hurts more than it does now. It’s okay to be in pain, and when I’m sad, I’ll say I’m sad.”
Rohan was wiping away the tears streaming down Grace's face, smiling like the happiest person in the world.
“So, for you, I am willing to live in misery.”
In the formless confession, the stars were opening their eyes one by one.
He was a sick, miserable, and sad person.

            That's why it was a love I couldn't give up on.
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                                § John (1)
On the way home.
We didn't say anything.
I said those words to myself, but when that moment passed, I was at a loss as to how to look at each other's faces.
“They’re all here.”
When I raised my head at those words, I saw the main gate of Euclid's mansion.
The young lady was no different than usual.
Her eyes were slightly red from what happened earlier, but that was all.
“……Then I’ll see you on Monday.”
“……Yeah. Thanks to you, I had fun today.”
“Then, I hope you have a good night…….”
It was the moment when I turned around, sullen at the sight of her acting as if nothing had happened.
"wait for a sec."
I looked back again, hanging on to her fingertips as if the hem of my clothes was caught on a protruding nail.
But the appearance seemed different somehow.
“I haven’t told Rohan what I want to say yet…….”
……ah.
Were those words in the garden just ‘wishes’?
Then what is it?
What you've been wanting to say to me for a long time is this.
"therefore……."
For some reason my heart started to tremble.
If you think about it, we never directly said we liked or loved each other.
That's why our current relationship is ambiguous, to the point where it's hard to even say we're dating.
This is getting tricky.
I should be the first to say this… … .
“……Okay, I’ll tell you now. Call me by my name.”
“Actually, I also want to…… Yes?”
For a moment, my head went blank.
But even that didn't last long when he saw the girl's face, which seemed to have made a big decision.
The girl continued speaking.
“Don’t call me Mr. or Miss Grace, just call me… Grace.”
What I felt at that moment was a strange twist of mind.
Come to think of it, I've been thinking of Grace as a young lady for some time now.
It was so natural that I had no doubts.
“Is that all?”
“Everything.”
A lady who speaks as firmly as my heart, no, Grace.
I didn't really feel anything special because Grace always called me Rohan, but it seems she was secretly uncomfortable with the way I called her.
“Okay. From now on, I’ll call you that…….”
“From now on.”
I was more out of breath than ever.
My chest ached at the sound of this heart beating slowly but clearly.
“Call me.”
“…….”
For a moment, I felt like I had lost the ability to speak.
I don't know why it's so hard to sing along like a habit even at this moment.
Still, I couldn't hesitate any longer to make this request.
“Grace……?”
“One more time.”
When I first heard her name called, it felt like I was taken back to the moment I first met her.
Then I couldn't stop calling her name.
“Grace…….”
I take a step forward as if I was being led.
I couldn't resist, so I hugged her and called her name again.
“Grace.”
“Yeah, Rohan…….”
Now we couldn't stop feeling for each other.
* * *
For any story to begin, one special thing must exist.
"I hope Grace is happy."
But just because something is special doesn't mean it has to be full of fancy or unnecessary words.
“If only I could make Grace happy…….”
At first it was just a minor wish.
It was just a fickle hope that would come to mind for a moment and then be forgotten.
But some hopes are not forgotten and live on in our hearts for a long time.
Petty winds and fickle hopes.
As those fleeting moments accumulated, my heart grew bigger and before I knew it, it became a wish.
Just wanting to save one person.
The only wish I have for that person to be happy until the end.
Rohan, that was his specialness.
“It’s just beginning…….”
Rohan's voice continued along the starlit street.
Whenever something seemed to end, it seemed like something else was beginning again.
Rohan also knew the reason.
The fact that what I thought was over wasn't actually over.
The reality is that as long as you live and breathe, this story will never end.
‘… … But at first I thought I wouldn’t be able to convey it.’
It was overwhelming just to keep it till the end.
Even if I could never convey it, I had to be satisfied with the fact that I had these feelings.
Grace thought it was okay if she didn't love herself.
Even if that happens and my heart breaks, I vowed to endure it.
Even if it meant destruction in Grace's place, even if it meant death, he loved her... ...
“Still, I kept my word back then.”
The declaration Rohan made when he first encountered the protagonist of this world was kept.
Rohan kept his promise to have everything Grace had.
Now it was time to talk about what happened after that.
It was Rohan's turn to protect everything he had barely held in his arms.
Knock knock knock―
At that moment, Rohan stopped at the sound of footsteps from afar and looked at the figure approaching him.
“What promise did you keep?”
The moment he faced her, the smile disappeared from Rohan's lips.
“Are you done with your dates? So will you go on a date with me now?”
On the contrary, Yukarian was smiling meaningfully.
* * *
In this world, there are those who are free from fate, cause and effect, and even from ‘settings’.
That's what it meant to go beyond limits.
Just like the Eucharist that is watching me right in front of my eyes.
“Do you know what happens if you refuse?”
To be honest, I just wanted to ignore the transcendentalism and go home and hold on to my current feelings a little longer.
But if you really reject her, you'll end up reliving those feelings on the boat to the afterlife, not in bed.
“Okay, but only for an hour. Any more than that is not possible.”
“Only an hour? Do you know how many hours I’ve been waiting for you?”
Did he really watch Grace and I on our date? From what I remember, Eukarian didn't have any such hobbies.
“Whatever. I’m the one who waited. So, which way should we walk?”
“You go first. I’ll follow you.”
“Would you like that? Then let’s go this way.”
Following Yukarian, I arrived at a nearby cosmetics store.
As I stood still at the entrance, Yukarian, who had gone in first and was applying sample lotion to the back of her hand, glanced at me.
“What are you doing? Come in.”
“Why here…….”
“Why, why? Of course I came to buy cosmetics.”
What is this?
Are you really thinking of going on a date with me?
Seeing Yukarian's calm and composed appearance, I approached him with a much lighter heart.
“Should I buy you one too? Choose.”
“I'm fine.”
“What’s okay? These days, even men have to take care of themselves. Choose quickly.”
“It’s really okay―”
“……Do you want to choose right or just choose?”
At the sudden murderous look in her eyes, I quickly picked up a cosmetic product that was nearby.
Yukarian, who had checked what I was holding, nodded with satisfaction.
“Hey, what do you do?”
"yes?"
“Are you the little kid playing in the dirt at the playground?”
At that moment, her thoughts came into my head.
[No matter how I look at it, you don't seem to be an observer. What is your identity?]
Maybe it was because of the eyes around him, but Yukarian was asking me what he truly wanted to ask me in a voice that only I could hear.
He is a very difficult person.
If you're going to ask something like this, just go to a quiet park or walking trail nearby and talk about it.
Actually, I was just going to say I was an observer.
But Eukarian was a being who had lived longer than the observers of this world, who was more observer-like than the observers.
To put it simply, it is living history. It is too distant a history to be answered with a lie.
I sighed and answered very honestly.
“I was impressed by the fairy tale I read a few days ago. Would you like to hear it?”
“……Try it. Oh, the one over there. No, not that one. Yeah, that one. Thank you.”
I handed her the foundation and pretended to choose cosmetics.
“It’s nothing special, the boy in the fairy tale could see what was happening in another world without being bound by time or space.”
“Not bound by time and space? Hmm… that’s unusual. Like reading a book, you know?”
“You could say that too. It’s a similar thing.”
Even after hearing my story, Yukarian pretended not to care and applied foundation to her wrist, but her eyes reflected in the mirror had become very sharp.
This answer is probably the easiest to understand and most reasonable. There are many dimensions in this world other than this one.
“During his travels, he met someone similar to himself. A young but old woman who called the protagonist a kid.”
Yes, Yukarian is also a being born in another dimension, not here.
There are many worlds with completely different laws than this one. And in those worlds, the only beings that could be called human were beings like Eukarians.
Still, Yukarian was special.
Just like the dimension I belong to, if you aren't a transcendent being, you will live and die for tens of thousands of years without even knowing that other dimensions exist.
This is the setting of this world that I know, or in other words, the ‘worldview’.
Well, readers with as much affection as I do would know the details of the worldview, but for the average reader, it was a setting that they would just pass over and say, "Oh, there's something like that."
Even the Demon World right now is a different dimension from this one, and there was no way that there could be only one dimension.
“……That’s interesting. Keep talking.”
It didn't seem to be a lie. The corners of Yukarian's mouth started to smile curiously, which was proof of that.
“The boy wished for the woman to protect the world with him.”
“It’s just the wind. Do you know what’s in that woman’s mind?”
“Because the boy who saw everything knew.”
The next moment, Yukarian stopped dead in his tracks.
Her lips moved slowly as she put down her cosmetics.
“What… did you know?”
I answered like a boy in a fairy tale.
“That woman whose world had disappeared wanted to protect this world at least.”
The first and last time Yukarian appeared was in episode 237 of the original work.
The page where she met her death was the one where Michael had summoned the 'Eye of Destruction' to achieve his cause and kill Queos.
But in the changed development, Yukarian is not dead and is here with me.
And there is only one reason why she came to this dimension.
“The boy asked the woman.”
Protecting this world that is so similar to his hometown.
“Would you like to save the world with me?”
Dimensional traveler Yukarian.
No, he is a character and sacrificial lamb hastily created by Shin, the author of "The Genius Wizard of Springwind", to fix the plot that was ruined beyond repair.
“The woman did not answer.”
"……why?"
In the original, the only time Yukarian appeared and died was in episode 237, only ‘episode 1’.
“We already had the same thoughts.”
* * *
"The Genius Wizard of Springwind" was a novel that was as controversial as it was popular.
"What? Am I the only one who doesn't understand today's development??"
“I don’t understand either… Why is a foreign news agency suddenly appearing? I don’t think there was any such bait.”
"Hey, the story doesn't go to the mountains, it goes to space lol"
I don't know about the other episodes, but I remember the comments for episode 237 just fine.
What I couldn't forget was that more than half of the comments on that episode were pointing out the development.
There were various reasons, but the biggest reason was ‘Eukaryan.’
"What is this Yukarian?"
Readers' reaction to Eukarian could be summed up in one line:
Eukarian's existence was literally a 'deus ex machina'.
Michael alone faced the 'Eyes of Destruction', which no one, including himself, could handle. And he defeated them.
In the process, Eukarian also died.
[Notice: ‘Episode 237’ will be revised.]
It was a first.
This was the first notice the author had given us, having never sent a simple greeting or made any announcements.
So episode 237 was revised.
But what was modified, or rather added, were the descriptions and explanations of Eukarian.
Naturally, they could not convince the readers.
Episode 237, which was revised and revised again and again.
The scene where Yukarian appeared was replaced with a scene where Michael uses the taboo again to summon the "Mother of the Black Forest".
The response afterward was better than before.
This was because the scene where Michael prayed with all his heart while the characters were dying one by one was quite impactful.
Well, he also got criticized because quite a few people died.
“As expected, there were more things in this world that I didn’t know than things that I did know.”
After finishing her shopping, Yukarian and I walked along the street lit up by the lights of the shopping district.
She lifted her wrist and checked her watch. It had been much longer than I had promised, as she had been selecting cosmetics.
“Are you okay? It’s been a while.”
I took out of my pocket a bottle of perfume she had bought me and shook it to show that I was okay.
Above all, I had a lot to think about.
I wondered why a character who had completely disappeared was still in front of me.
“I originally had a lot of things I wanted to ask you. That’s why I came to see you today.”
“Then ask now.”
“Okay. I’m having a hard time organizing my thoughts right now, so I don’t even want to ask.”
With those words, Yukarian stopped in his tracks and smiled.
“Thank you for playing with me today. See you later, good little one.”
And then, with a light jump, he disappeared from my sight. I sighed and started walking.
“There are more unexpected developments……”
Fortunately, it wasn't a double whammy. Eukarian appeared to save the world.
Maybe it's just my concern.
Even if episode 237 had been revised, the character ‘Eukaryan’ may have existed in the world but never appeared.
Above all, it was much weaker than the Eukarian I knew. The original Eukarian was a true transcendent being who killed the suspense.
“……Still, it’s nice to see you again.”
I also commented on episode 237.
But the one I commented on was episode 237, which had all the edits completed.
"Grace Guard: Can't we just have Yukarian appear?"
I had that same thought while watching many characters, including Ellie, die.
I have this ridiculous thought that maybe the author chose that development to save others.
“If this novel had been a reality from the beginning…….”
… … If we had read that reality, what would we have changed into comments at that time?
“That can’t be true.”
That damn writer's son is the one who killed Grace even though I shouted at him to save her.
“……So bitter.”
Naturally, my thoughts flowed into it.
"Would you like to change it?"
Who is the new writer?
"The fate of 'Grace Euclid'."
Was he really a simple writer?
"I think maybe you could change it."
No, it won't be.
An ordinary person like me would never have been able to send me into this world.
“…….”
Suddenly I stopped and looked around the world.
This world is more fictional than a lie, and more vivid than reality.
“……I will find you someday.”

            And I'll put a hole in the back of your head, Shinsun.
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Professor Thomas Bacon looked closely at the purple candy he had lifted with tongs and shouted happily.
“Success, success! Thank you for your hard work, President!”
“Don’t be so excited, or you’ll drop it.”
“I’m sorry. I was so happy that I didn’t realize it…….”
Thomas was delighted as if it were his own business.
Cornelia was also happy.
‘I’m finally starting to see some clues to treating my symptoms.’
Cornelia Lynn Farcastal, a hero who gave up the present and returned to the past to protect the empire.
To Cornelia, the success of this experiment was like a ray of hope in her life, which had faded to ashen innocence.
Thomas raised his excited voice, as if he still couldn't calm down.
“Well, even so, if you just take this, the president will be able to return to his former self!”
On the other hand, Cornelia, who was supporting her chin with her cute hand, shook her head.
“It’s still too early to be happy.”
"yes?"
Her thick lips let out a sigh that was far from joy.
“As you can see, the combination is perfect, but clinical trials are still needed.”
This drug was developed thanks to the research data on the mutant Euphoria discovered in Freddy's heart and new theories isolated during the process of deciphering the code of Rohan's replica.
“Well, then I’ll try it. Don’t you still have some extra medicine?”
The next moment, Thomas took the medicine without hesitation. Cornelia, who was startled and had rabbit eyes, hit the back of his head with her small palm.
puck.
“What are you doing now!”
“Huh?”
Then Cornelia picked up a beaker of purified water and poured it into Thomas' mouth, shouting.
“Are you crazy? What if there are side effects? It’s a drug made from Soma, so you have to be careful!”
That's why we had to do clinical trials. If side effects occurred, they could be severe and lead to death.
Thomas, who had forcibly vomited out the contents of his mouth, answered Cornelia's words while choking.
“I, I want to help you in some way, President. Yes……”
The moment she heard those words, Cornelia's shoulders, which had been flustered, calmed down.
Cornelia's eyes were filled with a sense of regret. She looked at Thomas, who was adjusting his glasses, with a mixture of pity and gratitude.
‘Jack and you, you are such foolish people… … Now, why have you abandoned me, even in the Empire… … .’
When Cornelia was working as the Director of the Technology Bureau, Thomas was a new wizard who had just joined the company.
The person who supported and encouraged Thomas, who had a hard time in social life due to his passive personality and constant mistakes in his work, was Cornelia, the director of the Technology Bureau.
It was also to repay the favor that Thomas followed Cornelia out of the Technology Bureau and took a position as a professor of herbalism in Springwind.
Even though Cornelia was abandoned, she was not abandoned by everyone. As such, true heroes are never forgotten, no matter how much time passes.
"……thank you."
"yes?"
“Thank you, kid. By the way, are you okay? I think I hit you a little too hard earlier.”
“Oh, it’s okay. I rinsed it off with water right away, so it doesn’t seem to be any problem. Yes…….”
Even Cornelia could see that there was nothing wrong with Thomas. She took a deep breath and nodded bashfully.
“Come with me. I have prepared something for this kind of situation.”
Thomas followed Cornelia to the president's office. Cornelia, who had walked up to the bookshelf, flapped her raised fingertips.
“I can’t reach it very well… Instead of just watching, could you help me out?”
“Huh? Oh, I understand!”
“Here, at my fingertips. No, not that one. Just to the left of the book that says Standard Mana Mechanics.”
“Is this the right book?”
“Yeah, that one. Now pull it down from top to bottom three times. Right, good job.”
As Thomas followed Cornelia's instructions, a narrow passageway appeared beyond the bookshelf that had been pushed inward.
Cornelia continued, shaking her hands and entering the passage.
“It’s a little narrow, isn’t it? I made it to fit my height. Professor Thomas is tall, so he can fit in easily.”
“I guess I’ll have to crawl.”
“……I’m not that small, am I?”
Thomas crawled in after Cornelia, who had gone in first. Then, when he raised his head, a look of surprise appeared on his face.
“What the heck is all this…….”
Beyond the passage was a hidden laboratory.
The materials and results displayed there were so many that even Thomas, who had no connection to the academic world, could not help but be amazed.
“Are you researching all this stuff by yourself?”
“Well then? But I still need to have my own lab. If I don’t hide it like this, the damn spies will just steal it. Oh, sorry, I won’t say I heard that.”
While Thomas was frantically looking around the laboratory, which was decorated with obscure magic and theories, Cornelia returned holding a mannequin of similar height to herself in her arms that had been stored in a cabinet.
Thomas asked Cornelia, who was laying the mannequin on the laboratory table.
“What is this? It looks like a human model…….”
Cornelia, who was attaching various wires to the mannequin, shook her head.
“It’s not a human body model, it’s an ‘avatar.’”
“Avatar?”
“Yeah. Actually, while analyzing Rohan’s code last time… Oh, Professor Thomas, you don’t know? Anyway, there is something like that.”
Cornelia finished preparing soon.
As she placed her hand on the switch protruding from the side of the experiment table, her bio-code began uploading to her avatar.
“I am the only one in this world who has taken Soma. If I want to test the drug, I have to try it myself, but with this avatar, I don’t have to do that.”
“Oh, that’s true. Moreover, if we use this method, the results will be more certain than if we were to do vague tests on animals.”
Cornelia nodded and poured the medicine she had made today into the mannequin's mouth. She stared at the hologram floating to the side with a trembling heart.
It was a full hour later that Cornelia, who had been checking the data in silence, opened her mouth.
“Just looking at the log, there doesn’t seem to be any particular side effects… I guess I need to wait a little longer.”
“There doesn’t seem to be any noticeable point of action. Yes…….”
“But there’s no need to rush. We’ll need to test it for at least three months to see definitive results. Until then, let’s supplement this medicine a little more.”
"All right."
Cornelia and Thomas came out of the lab, leaving the avatar behind, their expressions much more refreshed than before.
Cornelia, who had closed the study by moving the bookshelf, looked back at Thomas.
“It’s already this late. The manufacturing class is in an hour, right? You worked hard today.”
“Thank you for your hard work, President. Then I will see you again at the next research session. Yes…….”
After Thomas left, Cornelia slumped down in her chair. She closed her eyes and muttered.
“……Can I go back this time?”
During that time, Cornelia tried countless times to return to her original self. However, the result was failure every time, and as the failures continued, her frustrations piled up.
‘If I fail this time too… … I’m afraid I’ll just give up.’
Even now, I was still giving up. Every time I thought of the empty word “hope,” I couldn’t help but laugh.
There was no strength left.
I'm just barely holding on, using all my strength.
To be honest, this life isn't so bad.
The snacks the students brought me during break time were delicious, and I also secretly enjoyed being occasionally treated cutely by children much younger than me.
Cornelia looked down blankly at the potions she had taken out of her pocket. Then, a face came to mind.
“……I haven’t seen you at all lately. The watchers’ surveillance is also decreasing. I wonder if Jack is doing well.”
Jack Cloud.
He had known for a long time that the high-ranking official in the administration was secretly protecting him.
I felt countless times that someone was watching me with concern on my way home from work.
“That idiot, does he still like me? If so, that’s a real crime. If he gets caught, he gets the death penalty…….”
For Jack's sake, I had to go back someday.
* * *
dripping-
The sisters came to the president's office to submit a report on club activities.
When there was no response even after knocking again, Gravit tilted his head and opened his mouth.
“Oh, I can’t hear anything. It seems like he’s not there.”
“Really? The door is open... Did you go to the bathroom?”
Sarah entered the president's office with the door open and looked around. She looked under the sofa or desk just in case, but Cornelia was nowhere to be found.
Sarah let out a sigh of regret and walked inside with brisk strides. Gravitt panicked when he saw her.
“Sa, Sarah! You can’t just go in when the president isn’t here!”
“Ah, it’s okay. I was just going to give you the report and leave anyway, right?”
“But… will it be okay?”
“Yeah, yeah. The president isn’t the type of person to get in trouble for something like this.”
Gravitt, reassured by Sarah's words, slowly entered with Laura.
It was then that Sarah, who was placing a report on the desk, discovered the purple candy.
“It’s my favorite grape-flavored candy!”
“Grape-flavored candy? Sarah really likes grapes... Ser, are you going to eat that?”
“Hey, no way~ It’s bad to just eat other people’s food.”
Sarah put down the candy on the road, took a handful of chocolates from the bag she was carrying at her side, and placed them next to the candy.
“Hehe, I guess I can eat one of these?”
“That might be okay… In fact, you might like it because there’s so much chocolate.”
“That’s right. President Laura also said she likes sweets. Right?”
Sarah finally picked up a piece of candy, or rather, a ‘medicine’. Laura, who had been quietly watching her, opened her mouth.
"Sarah."
“Why? Do you want to eat one too?”
“I don’t think you should take that. The other things are in the basket, but that’s the only one that’s on the desk.”
“Now that you mention it, that’s true.”
When Laura said that, Sarah became sullen and put the candy back in its place.
“I can’t help it. But I still wanted to eat it…….”
“Then I’ll buy you some grape-flavored jelly later!”
“Jelly? Oh! Then after class today, shall we all go to a dessert buffet? I’ll pay!”
The sisters left the president's office.
Soon after, other footsteps came closer.
“President, I’m here to submit the report on the Teddy Bear Club activities….”
A moment later, the door opened and a student came in, found the candy on the desk, and put it in his pocket.
“It looks delicious. Can I take one? Anyway, the president always gives me one every time I come here.”
Brad was known for being careless even on campus.
* * *
“I guess we really have changed.”
“Changed?”
Ellis, who was sitting side by side enjoying lunch in the student cafeteria, looked back at Susan.
Susan smiled as she stuffed lettuce between whole wheat bread.
“I’m talking about that during the last special training.”
“Ah, that?”
The image of a giant eye peering into the world beyond the broken sky came to mind vividly. Ellis shrugged.
“It has changed. I mean, it’s different. You can tell by the way you don’t care even after seeing something like that.”
Not only Ellis and Susan, but also the other students in the Department of Swordsmanship were continuing their studies without any particular problems.
I occasionally recalled those days and got goosebumps, but I was able to laugh it off.
“It’s definitely improved our mentality. If something like that had happened during my Academy days, I would still be suffering from trauma.”
“That’s right, that’s right.”
It wasn't just physical ability that grew.
In order to endure the arduous training, mental strength had to be maintained as well, and as a result, mental ability also naturally grew.
"what……."
At that moment, Ellis opened her eyes slightly as she noticed a student eating alone in the corner of the cafeteria.
“……Tch, I knew it would end up like this.”
He was Renault Kafka, who had his soul stolen by Ellis and Ariel during the last special training. Renault was always seen as a squabble among the students, as if he was always leading his subordinates.
But not now.
Like a wild animal driven out of the herd and pushed to the outskirts, Renault was eating his food in a hurry, looking around.
Susan turned her gaze away from Renault and asked Ellis.
“Come to think of it, Ellie was in the same academy as Renault, right?”
“Yeah. I had that kind of personality back then too, but not like now. Anyway, the Kafka family is too kind, that’s the problem. He raised his only son with all his might, so he ended up like that, right?”
Ellis and Susan, who had been watching the real power of the swordsmanship department fall without any filter, clicked their tongues.
Then Brad sat down next to Ellis, putting down his plate.
“Hello Ellie!”
Ellis, who saw Brad smiling brightly, also smiled along with him.
“Are you eating now?”
“Yeah! I have some business to attend to at the president’s office. How’s Susan?”
Susan, who had not even glanced at Brad as he pretended to know, answered coldly.
“Pervert, don’t talk to me.”
“Oh, sorry… I guess it’s a bit much for me to eat with you….”
As Thorazin Brad tried to get up with his plate again, Ellis patted his back as if to say that it was okay.
“Does it matter where you eat? Just eat. Is Susan okay?”
“……I’m enduring it, if only for the sake of seeing Ellie’s face.”
Brad smiled brightly, touched by Ellis' kindness.
“Oh, thank you, Ellie!”
And then Brad started eating his food like someone was chasing him. Susan, who was annoyed by the sight, turned her head in the opposite direction and said, “Huh!”
Suddenly, Ellis noticed a pile of bread on Brad's plate and asked.
“You like bread very much, don’t you?”
“My name is Brad too. It’s spelled differently, though.”
Susan, who had been silently eavesdropping on their conversation, muttered under her breath.
“I wish Brad and Brand would just burn to a crisp.”
“Ugh…….”
Brad was hurt by Susan's words and started to cry. But he was still eating his bread.
For a moment, Ellis remembered how Brad's disguise had caused Renault a lot of trouble the last time.
“Oh, thanks, Brad.”
“Thank you?”
“Thanks to you, I caught him.”
Brad, who followed Ellis's gaze and checked Renault, waved his hands in fright.
“Oh, no! I didn’t do much… and if Ellie hadn’t accepted, I would have been eliminated a long time ago.”
“There’s no need to be humble. Your disguise was top-notch. So you can be confident. Everyone is good at different things, right?”
“I, I see…….”
Ellis's eyes settled calmly. She put down her sandwich and continued speaking, thinking of someone.
“Yeah. Because no one is good at something from the beginning.”
“I know how hard you’ve tried, how many times you’ve fought a war with yourself in your mind whenever you wanted to give up.”
““Even though I knew it wouldn’t work, I tried, resisted, and didn’t give up. That’s how I tried to change myself.”
“So, just don’t give up. Look at me, it’s okay if you don’t give up, right?”
That person was Rohan.
Ellis was able to get to where she is today because of Rohan.
Even though she was still far from achieving her dream, Ellis did not blame herself or hate herself anymore.
“Okay, Brad…?”
Brad was so touched by Ellis' words that he started to cry while eating his bread.
“Ellie…….”
“Hey, why are you suddenly like that?”
“I’m just grateful…….”
“What did I say again… Hey, eat some bread!”
Of course, it was Rohan's words and not her own, but Ellis felt good because she felt like someone might change just from those words.
“Oh, should I give you this?”
“Huh? What is it?”
“It’s nothing. Here, take it.”
Ellis tilted her head as she received the purple candy. Brad smiled awkwardly.
“Actually, I’m the type of person who has to repay someone if I feel grateful. Oh, is there anything you want? I’ll give you a gift!”
“You forgot that I am the daughter of the Eclat family. Anyway, thank you. I will accept your heart.”
Suddenly, when she saw signs that the two were getting closer, Susan got up from her seat and grabbed Ellis by the collar.
“Did you eat everything, Ellie? Let’s go.”
“Huh? I ate it all, but…….”
Susan raised her fist behind Ellis's bewildered back and glared at Brad.
‘If you mess with Ellie one more time, you’ll die.’
Her murderous eyes were telling Brad so.
Brad, who read those eyes, lowered his head. It seemed that it would be difficult for Susan and Brad to get close for the time being.
“Susan? Susan~”
“…….”
When Ellis called, Susan didn't respond and headed into the garden, panting.
Ellis, sensing Susan's mood, ran over and put her arm around her.
“Why is our Susan like this again~?”
"……I don't know."
“Brad’s branch, no… well, if that’s the reason, then don’t be mad. Huh? It’s all in the past~”
“No matter how much Ellie does, this time…….”
“Ahh, Sujaaaan~! Even though such a cute Ellis is begging me? Huh? Huh huh?”
"……okay."
Susan smiled as her mood suddenly lightened at Ellis's aegyo.
The garden we arrived at in the meantime.
Rohan and Grace, who had arrived before them, were sitting on a bench and looking at the sky.
“Rohan!”
Ellis ran towards Rohan, whom she had discovered, and greeted Grace along with Susan.
“Hello to you too, Grace!”
“Yeah, Ellis. Did you have lunch?”
“Yes! What about the professor and Rohan?”
“We just finished eating too.”
Ellis' gaze, which had been smiling brightly at Grace, soon turned to Rohan.
"uh?"
But the atmosphere was strange.
Soon, when I lowered my gaze, I saw Grace and Rohan's hands holding each other without anyone knowing.
Ellis, who had been wondering, asked Rohan.
“Rohan, what happened…?”
Only then did Rohan realize that he had been caught holding her hand. He smiled helplessly, still not letting go of her hand.
“It is as you see. That is what happened.”
“So that’s how it happened…?”
“You’ll keep it a secret from everyone else, right? Susan too.”
Ellis was confused. The reason Rohan didn't hide the truth was because he thought it was okay to tell Ellis, who was like a younger sister to him.
Without even knowing Ellis's heart.
“……Ah, what do you mean? So that’s what happened in the end?”
But instead of showing any sign of disappointment, Ellis only smiled brighter.
“Should I give you this candy? There’s only one… but let’s share it.”
“It’s okay. You eat it.”
“No. You know I’m on a diet these days.”
“Was it? Yesterday, on my way home from work, I saw Susan and I eating a deluxe parfait at a cafe…….”
“Oh, anyway, I’ll go! See you next time, Grace!”
Ellis, who was leading Susan's hand, ran away from them.
Kwak… … .
Susan looked worriedly at the back of Ellis's hand, which was gripping hers so tightly that it made her tingle.
“Ellie?”
“…….”

            From the beginning, I had feelings that I couldn't express.
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“……It’s over now.”
After finishing organizing my lecture materials, I looked around. The city lights were twinkling outside the darkened window.
After secretly looking at Grace, I got up from my seat and headed to the table.
“Would you like a cup of tea?”
"good."
I quickly added as Grace started to get up.
“Please sit down. I can do it by myself…….”
Grace's scent lingered in my nostrils as she approached me. She answered with her eyes that sparkled like morning stars.
“Let’s do it together.”
Lately, Grace has been trying to do something with me.
It's the same even when I go to work. It's like the moment when my day is filled with excitement when I see her waiting for me at the front door when I leave the house in the morning.
All the conversations we had in the garden that day were still vivid in my mind.
It seemed like a lie. Like a midnight dream that suddenly fades away the moment I open my eyes.
Somehow, things come so naturally that they don't even surprise me. I just calmly and quietly embrace my reality.
I don't know if we're used to each other or if we're just pretending to be used to each other. We just treated each other as we always did, no different from usual.
“……Grace.”
Call out the name.
A name I've called countless times before.
Your name has become unfamiliar now, as if I was hearing it for the first time.
“Yeah. Rohan.”
Only her voice, responding accordingly, assured me that my call was not an illusion that would just echo in the void.
Suddenly, my dropped gaze fell on my feet.
weird.
I can't even count the time I've known you, but I feel like we're meeting for the first time and I don't know what to do.
I was embarrassed.
He was really shy and just liked you.
“Rohan.”
Grace's voice lifts my head.
Grace's face was always expressionless. Emotionless, emotionless, numb.
That's what I was thinking.
Until I noticed that the eyes reflecting back at me were shaking without any order.
“Call my name again.”
“Grace…….”
… … ‘Rohan’ and ‘Grace’.
Just like in the primitive times when there was no concept of language, we now have only two words to express our love.
Those two things alone were enough for us to love each other.
“Oh, by the way, would you like some cookies with you? The president gave some to me at lunch.”
“Okay. Okay then.”
I changed the subject. If I kept looking, I felt like I would suffocate from the joy filling my eyes.
“We seem too close.”
The moment I heard that damned tone, I felt like all the illusions surrounding me were shattered.
I sighed and turned my gaze to the side, and sure enough, Michael was standing through the open door.
I asked, pretending to show my displeasure at the uninvited guest's appearance.
“Professor Riepenstein, what are you doing in the swordsmanship department’s office?”
“The reason I walk all the way here is the same as always, Associate Professor Rohan.”
Have you come to see me again?
If anyone saw me, they'd think I borrowed money from that kid.
“Not possible at this time.”
As I came out decisively, Michael wiggled one eyebrow.
“Why?”
“I was planning to have tea with our Professor Grace.”
“As long as you can breathe, you can drink as much tea as you want. Stop arguing and just follow along…….”
“I don’t like it.”
Do you really think you can get what you want by interrupting Grace and I's alone time?
No way. I'm sorry, but there isn't a single line on this page for you to write on... ... .
Woohoooo―
Michael suddenly raised his hand and fired the circle.
As I turned my head to follow the flow, I saw drinks arranged on top of the refreshments on the table.
“Don’t worry about the car cooling down since you used time freeze.”
“……You don’t know what moderation is.”
“If I had realized that, no one would have called me Merlin of Merlins.”
This is such a spiteful child.
But I felt that if I continued to refuse, Michael would not stop, so I had no choice but to ask Grace.
“Can I come out for a moment?”
Grace, who had been looking up at me silently, soon turned to Michael.
Even Michael could see himself flinching faintly at her gaze, which seemed to be directed towards battle.
“Instead, it’s five minutes. I can’t allow more than that.”
“Let’s make it 15 minutes.”
“3 minutes.”
“Okay. Ten minutes.”
“One minute.”
“……I’ll do it in 5 minutes.”
Grace had also changed a lot from before.
If it were like before, I wouldn't have even been able to look you in the eye, let alone make a claim like that.
“Then I will go.”
As I spoke, Grace started the timer on the shelf. The time was set for exactly five minutes.
“Hello, Rohan. I hope Professor Riepenstein keeps his promise.”
* * *
Michael, who had arrived at the rooftop, took out a cigarette and lit it in front of the railing. I let out a story that had passed.
“I heard that Lord Riepenstein has blocked the gate that opened to the North Sea.”
“It was a simple task. I just got involved because I was procrastinating all day on something that could have been done in an hour.”
“Can you open and close the gate now?”
“Thank you. Thanks to you being Mia last time, I was able to find a clue to the gate that connects dimensions.”
If Michael can use the gate, then 'that' thing' will be possible too. I'll have to use it sometime later.
I asked Michael, who was smoking a cigarette.
“So why did you call me?”
“That’s why. Sometimes I wonder…….”
Hwaruruk―
“……Why are you asking when you already know?”
Michael was looking back at me through the flowing smoke. His face, shrouded in darkness, looked completely different from what I had seen under the lights.
“Sixth Apostle, it seems you have dealt with Kimaris.”
“I took care of it. While you were saving the world.”
Michael's face certainly looked more tired than before.
It must have been a formidable opponent.
No matter how powerful the force was mobilized, dealing with a transcendent being among so many special beasts was a task that could not be judged by difficulty.
Fortunately, Michael won't be able to move for the time being.
“Is that all you have to say?”
“That’s all. Five minutes would have been enough time to begin with.”
“Then I will go now.”
As I was about to turn around without a moment's hesitation, Michael's voice blew along the wind.
“But it hasn’t even been five minutes yet.”
“…….”
“That means I can use you, borrowed from Grace, for five minutes.”
I also knew that Michael wasn't finished talking.
Because those confused eyes were watching me through the falling stars.
“I will ask.”
“Do whatever you want.”
“……Do you know anything about Claudia?”
The question Michael asked while hesitating was a name he had forgotten until now.
“As I said before, you act like you know everything. That’s why I’m asking. If you know anything about Claudia…….”
“I don’t know.”
I answered with assurance.
I know that you, who I read, completed "Theory of Time" but still failed to save Claudia.
Because of that, all the memories and feelings you had built up throughout your life were completely denied and shattered.
That's why I answered that I didn't know.
You must be Michael Riepenstein now.
Unless you're Michael.
The moment when I became Michael in a ‘revised development’ that I didn’t know about.
… … Because I absolutely must kill you. Before the world faces destruction again because of your mistake.
“You really don’t know?”
“Yes. I don’t know—”
What appeared before my eyes at that moment was the fall of a meteor bluer than any star.
“Really, you don’t know……?”
The brightest star was dying most dazzlingly.
The icy man who had remained cool-headed even in loneliness was now gone.
“What I discovered that day was a glimmer of possibility that I could have killed Claudia with these hands…….”
Just standing there, fragile, so broken, and still breaking… …glass.
Like a transparent relationship that can never be distinguished without touching.
Michael's entire body in front of me now looked like cracked glass.
“So if you know something, please tell me.”
“I don’t know anything about a person named Claudia Lauren.”
I was reflected in the glass.
Then my appearance also appeared to be cracked.
I confessed to the person who was once my protagonist.
“But I know what you must have felt. If not all of it, then maybe only a part of it.”
A thought came to mind.
The first time in this world I got hit by Michael.
That made me hesitate and reconsider my plan to get rid of Ariel.
“That heart,”
"That heart……"
“It’s the same for me too.”
“……I’m the same way.”
That's when I realized.
If we are the same people, we have the same heart.
“What do you want to say to me?”
“I’m telling you not to deny your feelings for Claudia.”
“Your feelings towards Claudia…?”
“Yes. If you truly loved Claudia, what you are expecting would not have happened. No, it did not happen.”
“How can you… how can you be so sure of that?”
I laughed bitterly, like cigarette smoke brushing past the tip of my nose.
“If I were you, I would have died instead of Claudia.”
Michael failed to save Claudia. That is an undeniable fact.
But it was even more certain that Michael had not killed Claudia.
The reason Claudia died is… … .
“So don’t be stupid.”
… … Michael, it was to save you.
* * *
The long darkness reached out to Rohan as the sound of footsteps echoed through the hallway. Rohan, lost in thought, ignored even the touch and continued walking.
‘You stupid kid.’
Michael knew nothing.
Without knowing anything, he was wielding his anger towards the world because of Claudia's death.
Rohan knew all the facts from the beginning.
It could either break him or completely destroy him.
But what it didn't do was simple sympathy.
Michael, whom Grace loved.
Michael, who saved Ariel from dying while wandering the streets.
The protagonist of a novel who stopped my life from dying indiscriminately.
That was why Rohan showed mercy to Michael one last time.
“If I had known this would happen, I would have waited until the side story…….”
At that time, it wasn't like there was no hope at all.
Grace, who had died so vainly, returned to life, and there was still a chance to see stories that had not been revealed.
That was the ‘side story’ of ‘The Genius Wizard of Springwind’ that Rohan had not been able to wait for or read.
But Rohan has no regrets.
“……If that were the case, I wouldn’t be here.”
It was just one person's complaint.
Perhaps Rohan was able to survive in this world because there was an unmet need.
If I had read the side story and been satisfied with it, the current ‘Rohan’ would not exist.
‘I guess this will be okay.’
It wasn't that Rohan was worried about Michael. He didn't have to be.
〔 Development Modification 〕
The messages that had passed were fading from my memory.
Rohan, coming down from the rooftop, discovered that the plot had changed again.
‘If I hadn’t said that, if I had just left Michael to be unhappy, who knows what might have happened.’
You could have just told me.
It's your fault that Claudia died.
Claudia sacrificed herself to save that fucking worthless life.
but.
‘If you said that, Michael would have collapsed.’
Maybe it would turn black, like Grace did.
And if he, the world's main character, were to turn black, even Rohan couldn't guess what the world would become.
No matter how much you don't like Michael, he's still the center of the world, and if that center starts to shift, everything falls apart.
‘Of course, I am now in the same position as Michael, but I refuse to make a fuss about it.’
Just thinking about the things that needed to be done right away made my head spin.
The problem regarding Bael, or ‘Future Grace’, had not yet been solved, and only a clue had been barely grasped.
There are also episodes that haven't arrived yet, including Queo.
There were still countless pages left for Rohan to face.
“……Ah, candy.”
My head and body felt heavy, perhaps because I was low on sugar. And when I was low on sugar, candy was the best.
“I’ve never seen that packaging before… Did Ellie make it herself?”
Rohan looks through the candies he took out of his pocket.
Rohan was amazed at the shape of the candy, which was so good it looked like something from a store, unlike any other candy.
“Well, Ellie liked to eat, so she was good at cooking.”
Ji-i-ik.
Rohan opened the candy wrapper and put it in his mouth without hesitation.
“Was candy originally bland? But it’s still delicious.”

            Without knowing what kind of results the candy, or rather the ‘medicine’ that was handed over to him through a chain of countless coincidences might bring about.
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“Vanilla Rain?”
We were leaving work and heading towards the main gate, leaving the main building.
I answered with a smile, within the precarious boundary of my fingertips, almost within touching range.
“Yes. It’s a classic bar that opened recently, and the view looks really nice because it’s on the rooftop.”
“I want to go. Together.”
“Well, since we’re on the subject, let’s go now.”
As we arrived at the main gate, Arthur came out of the security office and greeted us.
“You worked hard today too.”
“Hello, Mr. Ben.”
“No matter when I see you two, you two seem to get along really well. Oh, I made a mistake. At this age, I’m starting to have delusions, so please be lenient and understand.”
“No, we are on good terms.”
Arthur still looked like Ben.
“So, can we expect a slope soon?”
“……You were a little bit reckless just now.”
“Heh heh heh.”
Arthur was granted his knighthood by the Lord for his deeds in driving away the Eyes of Destruction, but Arthur decided to stay in Springwind for the time being, perhaps because he had become accustomed to the task.
“I’m joking. See you tomorrow then―”
“……Not there either? I’m going crazy, seriously!”
When I turned my attention to the sudden noise, I saw the security team running around the main building frantically.
Cornelia, who was running around like a child looking for treasure in the middle of it all.
We wondered what was going on, so we approached her and asked.
“Mr. President.”
“Assistant Professor Rohan? Oh, Professor Grace was there too.”
“What’s wrong?”
At a glance, Cornelia was fidgeting. Cornelia bit her fingernails nervously and answered.
“I’ve lost something. But it’s something important, no, maybe dangerous.”
At the mention of dangerous objects, Grace and I looked at each other. After exchanging glances, Grace took a step toward Cornelia.
“We will help you too.”
“No. Just get off work… Then can you help me out a little?”
Finally, what Cornelia took out of her pocket was something very familiar to me.
“It’s a candy that looks like this, but it’s actually not candy, it’s medicine. It hasn’t been tested yet, so you don’t know what will happen if you eat it without thinking. I wasn’t in my right mind to make something like this in the shape of candy like I usually do…….”
The moment I saw the purple candy in the package, I opened my mouth quietly.
“I remember seeing it……”
“Really? Where have I seen that?!”
A cold sweat ran down my back.
On the other hand, I continued speaking even though my lips were drying up.
“……I ate it.”
Somehow the candy tasted bland.
* * *
“……Haa, fortunately, there’s nothing wrong with my body. My vital signs and code are fine.”
Grace, who heard those words, silently grabbed my hand while I was being examined in Cornelia's secret laboratory.
I was relieved as well. I was quite surprised to know what would happen.
“But what was that candy, or rather medicine?”
Cornelia swept her arm away in response to my question.
“This is my cure. I made it thinking it would be the last time, but as you can see, it seems to have failed.”
It's a cure.
Unfortunately, I don't know how.
In the original, Michael helped her with research to bring her back, but even that failed.
And that failure caused Cornelia to take soma once again.
Cornelia, who had been secretly sighing, tried to ask in a bright voice.
“It’s fortunate that there’s nothing wrong. So, you got that medicine from Ellis?”
“Yes. But it was something that even Ellis didn’t know.”
“I don’t think Ellis did it on purpose either. She’s a very good and honest child, even if she gets into trouble sometimes. Furthermore, when I checked with the security cameras, it was Brad who first took the medicine. When I questioned her, she started crying and said she really didn’t know, so I just let her go.”
There's no way Ellie could have held a grudge against me.
Elina Brad probably didn't know what the medicine was either. Well, I couldn't tell the difference either, so I guess they just gave it to me without knowing.
“Anyway, I’m sorry. I was careless.”
“No. And nothing happened, right? Then it’s okay.”
“……If you wake up?”
Cornelia, whose face was gradually hardening, turned her back.
“So, it was possible that Professor Rohan or another student might have died…….”
No matter how I looked at her, I was not used to seeing her coexisting with both child and adult aspects.
That person insists on taking responsibility for something that could have just been ignored and passed over as if nothing had happened.
Cornelia must have been the most heartbroken of all.
No matter how hard I try to hold on to it with those small hands, I won't be able to keep even a shred of hope...
“If nothing happened, then nothing happened. So don’t blame yourself.”
“This is something I should be blaming myself for. This time, it wasn’t a mistake, it was clearly my fault.”
“Isn’t it a good thing? I took that test for you.”
Only then did Cornelia slowly turn to look at me.
I looked at the tears welling up in her lovely eyes and smiled to reassure her.
“And I, Rohan, am now a Weapon Master, before I was an Associate Professor at Springwind. If I was going to die from something like this, I would have died long ago. And what did the other students not eat?”
Cornelia, clutching the hem of her dress, pursed her lips. She looked exactly like a child.
“Thank you for saying that, even if it was on purpose…….”
“It's true.”
“……Anyway, Professor Rohan is so affectionate.”
After a while, I got up from my seat and said hello to Grace.
“Everything has been resolved, so we will take our leave now. The president can also rest in peace now.”
“Okay. Let’s go in. If anything happens, you have to contact me right away. Promise!”
I hooked my little finger around Cornelia's outstretched one.
Next, we went to the classic bar I mentioned earlier with Grace and had dinner.
After breaking up with her, I returned home, finished my training, and went to sleep.
Until then, there had been no particular abnormalities in my body.
The problem was the next day.
* * *
The next morning.
There were four people gathered in the president's office, just like yesterday.
“…….”
Cornelia sits on the children's sofa with her face buried in her palms.
Professor Thomas, next to him, keeps wiping away the cold sweat with a handkerchief.
Finally, Grace looks at the face of the male student, who is both unfamiliar and familiar, with worried eyes.
The student opened his mouth.
“I’m glad it ended here. Moreover, didn’t you say that the analysis results showed that a treatment could be developed to restore the original state?”
The student's true identity is an associate professor in the Department of Swordsmanship.
It was Rohan who had become as young as the Springwind students.
It was all a side effect of the medicine I took yesterday.
“Yes, that’s right, sir! Cheer up, we’ll make a cure!”
Despite Thomas's efforts to soothe her, Cornelia still couldn't raise her head. Her voice mumbled between his palms.
“But it would take at least two weeks to a month to develop a cure…….”
“But isn’t that better than having no other way? Yes…….”
Cornelia still felt sorry for Rohan. Thomas, who was at a loss, looked at Rohan with desperate eyes.
Rohan, who was actually involved, opened his mouth as if there was no problem.
“Congratulations.”
Cornelia raised her head at those words, her face filled with question marks. Thomas and Grace were equally curious.
Rohan continued.
“You’ve created a youth elixir, haven’t you? It’s just a matter of time before you’re sitting on a mountain of money.”
Cornelia, who was shocked by his calm appearance, lost her temper and lost her temper.
“What are you talking about now… That’s not what I’m talking about!”
“Yes. That’s not the story. But if you think positively, isn’t that also the right story?”
What Cornelia created with Thomas was not a cure for herself, but a ‘younger person medicine.’
That's also about 10 years in appearance.
Even in a world where mana and magic coexist, ordinary people still long for and envy ‘eternity and youth.’
This was especially true since these two things were the exclusive domain of a small number of magicians and knights.
“Above all, the strength remains the same and has not become difficult.”
With those words, Rohan secretly manifested "Regenerance", the proof of the Weapon Master.
Thomas nodded, his glasses flicking open as if intrigued by the unusual flow of mana.
“Oh…… Now that I think about it, there was nothing wrong with my core or physical abilities when I was examined.”
The only thing that had changed was his appearance, and when you check the status window, Rohan's abilities were the same.
The next moment, Rohan's gaze turned to Grace, who was filled with worry.
“But it would be difficult if we continued to live like this.”
Grace still didn't say anything.
Although it might have been a happy thing for Grace that Rohan had become younger, she was more worried than happy.
“First, I would like to ask the president and Professor Thomas to develop a cure.”
“Oh, I understand! I will try to finish it as soon as possible. Then, Professor Rohan, you should take your paid vacation until then. Yes…….”
“I’m sorry, but I have to decline your paid vacation.”
No worker would turn down paid vacation, but Rohan was an exception.
This was one thing, but I couldn't leave the swordsmanship department any longer.
‘The knight promotion exam is just around the corner. Until then, we need to bring out the best in the students’ skills. Of course, there’s no need to worry since Grace is here… … .’
Rohan had already planned out the entirety of the upcoming lecture with Grace.
And that too, without any gaps.
But as with all plans, it wasn't perfect.
‘… … Still, it’s impossible for Grace to take care of that many students alone. It might be possible at other times, but time is tight this semester.’
Because of this, I had to watch and immediately correct the content of the lecture or training.
“Instead, I have a suggestion for the president.”
“……Okay. Tell me everything. I’ll help you in any way I can.”
Cornelia, who had made up her mind, also listened actively.
Rohan, who had been gathering his thoughts, finally opened his mouth.
“From now on, everyone, please call me Yohan, not Rohan.”
“John……?”
“Yes, John.”
That's how Springwind's exchange student, 'Yohan', was born.
* * *
“Wow. Who is that guy? Was there a kid like that at our school?”
“Where, where... Huh, crazy.”
As the student walked down the hallway, other people's eyes were drawn to him like a magnet.
At that moment, Melina, who was combing her messy hair as if she had just arrived at school, bumped into his shoulder.
dump.
“Ouch… It hurts!”
“Are you okay? Sorry. I was so busy looking around the school that I didn’t get a chance to check. Okay.”
“Ah, yes…….”
Melina lost her mind for a moment.
The student reached out his hand to her as she sat down.
"thank you……."
“I shouldn’t be grateful. I made a mistake.”
He then bent down as he discovered Melina's things scattered on the floor.
Melina, looking down at the sight, pressed down on her pounding heart.
‘Who is it? Well, it doesn’t matter who it is… … .’
My heart was pounding like it was going to burst.
At that moment, the student who had gotten up handed over the neatly organized items to Melina.
“Then study hard. See you later, Melina.”
It didn't matter how he knew his name.
I just wish I knew the name of that exotic, mysterious, and handsome student.
“Okay, just a moment!”
"huh?"
“Excuse me, what is your name…?”
The student who had been quietly blinking at that question smiled like a transparent ocean.
“Johann. This time, I’m Johann, an exchange student from the Kingdom of Viborg.”
Upon hearing those words, all the students around remembered John's name.
* * *
“……I just asked them to do it normally.”
Restroom on the first floor of the main building.
After washing my hands, I was looking at my face reflected in the mirror, or rather, ‘John’s’ face.
Now I was John.
The face was given a "Persona" that Cornelia had applied to make it look like an exchange student from the Kingdom of Viborg.
“No matter how sorry I am, this is too much.”
Eyebrows that seem to have been drawn with great difficulty by a master artist who devoted his entire life to painting after three days and nights of hard work, and eyes that contain natural beauty as if they were carved from the most beautiful scenery in the world, ‘Tania Beach’.
On the contrary, the lips that seem ready to pour out all the knowledge in the world the moment they open under the high nose that seems as if it would slide smoothly if touched.
Her facial features, where purity and loneliness mysteriously intersected, were a beauty unparalleled in the world.
… … and that's my face.
He was handsome. He was handsome enough to make sense of Narcissus' death, where he fell in love with his own reflection in the lake and ended up drowning.
But it was too much.
What I asked for was something that looked exactly like a person, not a monkey.
“It’ll just be a burden for no reason…….”
The burdensomely friendly stares were painfully felt even when I was passing through the hallway.
Is this what they mean by ‘the life of a handsome man’?
Well, there is a saying that a face is a predictor of probability… … .
“……I don’t know.”
Let whatever happens be.
You can just ignore those kinds of stares.
Even when I was in school, I wasn't popular. I wasn't an outcast either.
Well, I just lived somewhere in between.
Let's just do it like we did back then, just like we did back then.
Anyway, my goals are one, no, two.
“There are still 30 minutes left until the swordsmanship class…….”
After checking the time, I left the bathroom.
Now I too have become a student of Springwind.
This means that he is not the Professor Rohan that the students knew.
Still, I'm only planning to stay for about a month, so it would be good to build a relationship with him. I had to do it for my plans.
“Ellie?”
Just then, across the hallway, Ellie was walking down the hallway in a flowing T-shirt.
I approached Ellie, leaving the gazes of countless students behind.
"wait for a sec."
“Huh? What, who is it……!”
Ellie's eyes, looking up at me, were slowly growing wider.
I smiled awkwardly at Ellie, who was unable to continue speaking, as if it was the first time I had met her.
“Nice to meet you, Ellis.”
Let's start with Ellie first.

            Because it would be the easiest.
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“……Who are you?”
Ellie scans me with suspicious eyes.
It wasn't a mistake that I called her Ellie by her name when we first met.
“The introduction is late. I am Yohan.”
“John? But how did you know my name?”
“My father once worked for the Knights of Eclat. He had great respect for Commander Dennis, so I remember him. I never thought I’d see Commander Dennis’ daughter here.”
“Really? Well, my dad is a great guy.”
Ellie nodded in agreement. Among the knights, Eclat was one of the most famous families, so much so that there was no one who did not know it.
Then Eli continued speaking.
“But John…?”
Did you notice?
Given that Rohan has known Ellie for over ten years, it's possible that he noticed...
“You’re pretty, aren’t you? Anyway, nice to meet you. So what’s your business?”
… … None.
I guess that's just like Ellie. Ellie didn't seem to have even the slightest suspicion about me.
“If it’s not too much trouble, I was wondering if you could help me with some guidance. I’m an exchange student from the Kingdom of Viborg.”
“Exchange student? Now that I think about it, it’s about time for that.”
Springwind also implemented an exchange student system to promote exchange with other countries.
Of course, as it is the highest educational institution in the Habledown Empire, not everyone who wants to come is selected as an exchange student.
Ellie asked as she walked down the hallway leading me.
“Which school did you come from in the Kingdom of Viborg? Orbis Royal College?”
“Not Orbis, but Baile Swordsmanship Academy.”
“Baile Swordsmanship Academy? This is the first time I’ve heard of it. Oh, don’t get me wrong. I don’t really like going abroad.”
“I understand. There are so many places to travel to in the Habledown Empire alone.”
“That’s true. But are you really fluent in Imperial Chinese?”
“Because it is a universal language.”
At that moment, Ellie arrived in front of the administrative office and pointed inside.
“This is the student administration office. You can take care of things like tuition and textbook fees here. In addition, you can take a leave of absence or… I don’t think exchange students will take a leave of absence. Anyway, most problems can be resolved here. The person in charge is a professor of ecology, so he’s very kind.”
Ellis started walking again, looked around, and stretched out her fingertips.
“The place you see on the left is the student lounge. Oh, and the building we’re in is the Springwind main building. Most of the major courses are in the main building, so don’t forget that, right?”
“I’ll remember. What’s that huge door at the end of the hallway?”
“The end? Ah… That’s the central library. Be careful. There’s a strange sign inside. If you disobey it, you’ll be in big trouble. Rumor has it that a phenomenon occurs. It happened last time too, and one person got hurt.”
“Why is it being used as a library when it’s such a dangerous place?”
“I don’t know much about it. I heard that it’s said that because the concentration of mana is high, studying is easier or something like that.”
Soon, we toured the main department lecture rooms from the first to the sixth floor.
The introduction to the Magic Defense Department taught by Michael was a bonus. I didn't really want to hear it myself.
I opened my mouth, glancing at Ellie's shoulder.
“But did something bad happen?”
“Huh? What are you talking about all of a sudden?”
Ellie's shoulders had been slumped since we first met.
I wondered if something was bothering me. I pretended not to care.
“You look a bit listless. If that’s your default look, then I apologize.”
“What’s the default… It’s just like that. Don’t worry about it.”
Ellie has a bright personality from the beginning. She rarely shows her worries or emotions.
It bothered me when I saw her visibly upset.
“I have a lot of worries too. When I walk around with this kind of face, sometimes I feel burdened by the gazes of those around me.”
“……I’m sorry for our first meeting, but I was a bit unlucky just now. But still, he’s quite handsome. Very handsome.”
“Just kidding.”
“Tch, if you say that with that face, it won’t sound like a joke, right?”
When I threw in a joke, Ellie smiled faintly as if her mood had lightened. Then I brought up the main topic.
“But if you have any worries, it’s better to talk to someone about it. Sometimes, just talking about it can solve your worries.”
Worries are like water.
The deeper the mind is dug, the more it stagnates, and if it is not emptied, it rots. And the rotten worries pile up and cover the bottom of the heart. That is how people become unhappy.
“If it’s okay with you, would you mind telling me? There’s no other reason. I just like listening to other people’s stories. And I’d like to repay you for showing me around the school.”
Ellie kept her mouth shut as if she didn't want to answer. However, as time passed, her lips began to tremble.
Ellie nodded faintly as if she had finally made up her mind and opened her mouth.
“But you shouldn’t tell anyone else. It’s a real secret.”
“I, too, aspire to be a knight like you. I enjoy communicating with my sword rather than with words.”
“You’re in a pretty good frame of mind. Well then…….”
Ellie's deep breath was passing by my ear.
The voice that followed spoke of something completely different from the concerns I had anticipated.
“Actually, there are people I like. Two of them, at that.”
Two legs... ... That was something to worry about.
It was a little unexpected.
Even though Ellie is the type of person who gets along with everyone, she doesn't love just anyone.
“But now I like one side better. I like the other side, but I realized that it was respect.”
In that case, the one you respect is Grace.
Then who is the other half?
Who on earth could it be that captured Ellis's finicky heart?
“But one side likes the other person.”
“You should have confessed first.”
“I wanted to do that, but I guess I missed the timing… Anyway, that’s what happened. I’m not the only one who likes that person.”
Oh my.
Not only Ellie's heart, but also other people's?
That guy is no pushover either.
There's a good chance that this guy is a bad kid who's messing with a lot of people's hearts.
“I guess I have a rough idea from what you said. It seems like Ellis got caught up in their relationship?”
“Yeah… Actually, if I wanted to, I could easily have that kind of idiot, or at least that person, but then I’d feel really bad towards my friend….”
At that moment, the first thing that came to mind was Grace.
“Have you tried?”
“No. Even if I wanted to, I can’t do it anymore. I guess I don’t have the courage. I’m a little scared of what I’ll have to go through after this.”
At that time, I really ran into it like a little child without knowing what was going on. I had completely forgotten the word "give up."
It was really reckless. Looking back, I was running and running toward what I wanted, risking my life every moment, to the point of being reckless.
“If you give up without even trying, you will definitely regret it someday.”
If there is even a glimmer of possibility in something, if you can bet everything on that possibility.
“So, try it. Don’t give up.”
It is doing.
Like me.
“Look at how easy it is to say that it’s not your business. Show me your face. I’ll show you the taste of my soles.”
"ruler."
When I stuck my face out, Ellie pouts and starts walking again.
“Tch, looking at the way you do things, you definitely resemble someone.”
Still, his face looked much more refreshed than before. His shoulders were also raised proudly again.
Ellie would know more than anything.
It means not giving up.
“This is just my opinion. You can ignore it. It’s better if you ignore it.”
“No. But that’s what someone who thought of me and listened to my worries said… What the heck, it’s almost time for class!”
I followed Ellie and checked my watch. Before I knew it, the time for the swordsmanship class was approaching.
Ellie, who was quickening her steps, looked back at me.
“You applied to the swordsmanship department too, right?”
“That’s true, but…….”
“The swordsmanship department is this way!”
“Is that really you?”
I asked again as I followed Ellie to the classroom. Ellie nodded confidently.
“I’m sure!”
“I wonder if you are stupid…….”
“What? I didn’t hear you very well!”
“It’s nothing.”
I reluctantly followed Ellie and secretly sighed.
Today's fencing class was scheduled to be held in the training building, not the main building.
* * *
“Ellie? This way, this way!”
Susan, who had arrived at the training center late, found Ellis and whispered with a gesture.
In the training room, all the students were already standing in front of Grace.
Grace also looked back without missing Susan's gaze.
She confirmed that it was Rohan, or rather Johan, who was following Ellis in, and spoke softly.
“So, before we begin our practice today, I have one thing to announce.”
In the meantime, Susan asked Ellis, who had come up to her side and was holding her backpack.
“Why are you so late? If the assistant professor had been here, we would have been in big trouble.”
“There’s something like that. But what about Rohan, or rather, the assistant professor?”
Ellis, standing on tiptoe, peered over the students' heads.
As Susan said, there was no sign of Rohan.
Grace's voice continued as if answering the question.
“Assistant Professor Rohan has taken a temporary leave of absence due to personal reasons.”
All the students except Ariel and Ellie cheered inwardly.
Although Rohan's teaching attitude has become considerably more lenient recently, he is still no different from an academy instructor compared to Grace.
Grace continued.
“Also, starting from this lecture, an exchange student from the Baile Swordsmanship Academy of the Kingdom of Viborg will be participating.”
At those words, the students' gaze turned to one person without any hesitation.
John, who was stuck like a jewel in the middle of the dirt floor, opened his mouth.
“From now on, I, Johann, will be practicing swordsmanship with you all at Springwind……”
That was when.
“……I think I just found my soulmate.”
“Get in line. I’m first!”
“Hey, that’s also a face. Huh, I’ll make sure to put you on my boyfriend list.”
Even taking into account that they could not raise their voices during class time, the female students' reaction was explosive.
On the contrary, the male students were sending John compliments that were tainted with envy and jealousy.
“What the hell… I was wondering why I looked like this, and it turns out that that kid was monopolizing all my looks…!”
“Did you hear? That guy’s name is Yohan. Write him down in Springwind’s death list. Highest priority.”
“I will kill you… I will definitely kill you… I will kill you with my life on the line…!”
John's eyes went dark.
‘I knew this would happen.’
The moment John sighed and lightly stomped his feet, he noticed Grace looking troubled.
… … Kuung!
An aura that was soft yet strong radiated from him.
At the same time, all voices stopped.
John raised his lapis lazuli eyes, frosty and blue.
“The lectures at the Bailey Swordsmanship Academy were quite quiet, but as expected from a prestigious university, the atmosphere at Springwind is free and different. Please take good care of me.”
Yohan smiled as if nothing had happened. But inside, he was burning black.
‘… … It was a mistake.’
Yohan, who was momentarily angered by the students' poor teaching attitude, almost revealed his true colors.
Although it was said to be extremely radiant, it was an aura that could not be ignored.
Already, some students were trembling as if they would collapse at any moment.
‘I guess I got caught from day one—’
That was when.
“It’s the first time I’ve seen such a gentle smile…….”
“What should I do? I feel like I’m going blind. I can only see Yohan.”
“Those eyes, confiscated…….”
Starting with the student who suddenly lost strength in her legs and collapsed, the other female students were ecstatic as they looked at Yohan's smile, which was as splendid and brilliant as the birth of the universe.
That wasn't all.
“That damn kid. If you laugh at him, I don’t think I can win anymore……!”
“You’re hiding such a powerful weapon, so put the death list on hold for now.”
“Can I kill you…? I feel like I’m going to die…?”
To John now, being a Weapon Master and all were just unnecessary adjectives.
This is the "life of a handsome man".
Just an ‘incredibly handsome face’, everyone had no choice but to kneel before that enormous probability.
“……Attention.”
The next moment, a chilling aura engulfed the students as if it were ripping their souls out and throwing them to the floor.
The students, whose entire bodies were frozen, barely managed to turn their gaze. Grace, with a darkened complexion, was quietly opening her mouth.
“Then, we will begin the training as scheduled. We will proceed in pairs, but you may freely choose your opponent. First, please change into your training uniforms in the locker room…… That’s all.”
“Yes, yes! I understand!”

            That brief farce was brought to an end by Grace's jealousy.
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It's hot.
I just realized today that gaze can be so sharp and pointed.
“That kid, he must have gotten into a university like Paul or something just because of his looks.”
“It’s obvious. If you only trust my appearance, I’d say my swordsmanship skills are terrible.”
Even though I didn't want to hear it, my hearing had already comically surpassed most limits.
Not only were the gazes focused, but the whispering also did not stop. I wonder if this is being ignored.
I knew this would happen, so I asked Cornelia to make Persona's appearance normal...
“John?”
At that moment, I turned my gaze to the voice calling me, wearing my horse riding uniform.
"you……."
It was Brad.
Brad, who couldn't control his feelings.
Brad was standing alone next to me, with no one approaching.
“You said John earlier, right?”
“Oh, yes. It’s John.”
“Hey, what’s the point of being polite to each other when you’re both students? I’m not even Ariel. Just talk to me. By the way, I’m Brad. Brad Allen.”
“Yes, Alan.”
“You can just call me Brad. Call me whatever you want, Johan!”
The Brad I know was also a very sociable student.
Even though he wasn't as friendly as Ellie, he was friendly with all the boys regardless of their family or social status.
Although he had been feeling down lately due to his poor performance, Brad's momentum seemed to have picked up a lot after the special training session last time.
“Don’t worry about what other people think.”
"hmm?"
Brad, who was wrapping the band around my wrist, whispered to me.
“I guess I’m just jealous because I envy you.”
“Oh, it’s okay. I don’t mind either. I’m used to this kind of thing.”
Meanwhile, the students' gazes that had been directed at me were also diverting to Brad.
You traitorous bastard. You are a disgrace to men.
Brad paid no attention to the gazes that seemed to convey such sentiments and continued to change into his gear.
It was then that Brad revealed to me his real purpose in approaching me.
“John, actually, I have a favor to ask of you…….”
Brad, who had been hesitating, picked up the training sword with a small sigh.
“So, won’t you… spar with me?”
Was that the reason?
To be honest, for a student at Springwind, the Bailey Swordsmanship Academy would be an unheard of, low-class university.
Of course, you would think that students from such a school would be easygoing.
If your plan is to win the sparring and boost your self-esteem, then it's not so bad... ... .
“I’m interested in the swordsmanship of the Kingdom of Viborg. So I’d like to learn it. Could you teach me a little bit?”
“Isn’t the swordsmanship you learned at Springwind better?”
“Actually, I also go to Springwind, but my swordsmanship skills are terrible. That’s why I want to learn various swordsmanship styles and find the one that suits me.”
… … I think I misunderstood.
Brad's passion was too big and too hot for me to trample on.
If my students show this much passion, I, as an associate professor, can't just sit still.
“Wow, you guys are in a good mood? Have you become close friends?”
I turned around to follow Brad and saw a blond boy with fair skin, smiling brightly, showing off his white teeth.
“John? You said you came from the Kingdom of Biburu?”
“……This is Viborg. The Kingdom of Viborg.”
“Ah, yes. Vivor. I’m Renault. Please take care of me.”
Renault Kafka, the only son of the Kafka family, a renowned imperial swordsmanship family.
Surprisingly, contrary to his usual arrogant attitude, Renault was a very kind and polite student to me, the associate professor, and to Grace, the professor.
The attitude towards class is also sincere.
I've never really caused any trouble.
He was a student with good skills and grades, and from the professor's perspective, he was the best.
Yes, from a professor's perspective.
“In that sense, why don’t you spar with me? What good would it do to spar with a piece of trash like Brad? Right?”
“…….”
“What’s with that face? Are you scared? Ah…… What if you’re already scared? It’s not fun…….”
The smile disappeared from Renault's face as he approached us.
and.
“……Ugh.”
I raised my hand and quietly wiped my cheek.
Judging by the condition of his phlegm, it looks like Renault has a problem with his bronchial tubes.
While he was brushing away the saliva and phlegm, Renault continued speaking.
“What do you think? Are you ready to spar with me now?”
“Stop it, Kafka!”
Brad, who had blocked my path for a moment, stopped Renault. Even so, Brad's shoulders were visibly shaking.
“What the heck, Brad… Are you covering for me just because we’ve become close? Oh, I’m a little touched.”
Even though Springwind is a place of learning, it is an extension of a society that operates on the logic of power, just like outside the main gate.
Compared to Renault's skills, Brad was nothing but the weakest.
“Calm down first, Kafka, talk to me for a minute…!”
It was the moment when Brad, who was smiling awkwardly, touched Renault's collar.
puck!
Brad was slowly sinking down, his head bent forward and his stomach clutched.
“You shouldn’t touch other people’s bodies, Brad. … You lowly brat with no family.”
… … This is getting tricky.
I don't know about other classes, but during my class, violence between students is strictly prohibited...
“Renault Kafka.”
“Oh, look how you reacted right away when Brad got hit? Are you two that?”
There's one thing I haven't taught you until now.
“Follow me.”
Today, I will instill ‘humanity’ deep within your core.
* * *
The students who had changed into their gear and returned to the training room were sparring with their paired opponents.
However, all the students' attention was focused on something other than the other person.
“Is that okay? Even if Kafka is a slacker these days, our department is ranked 3rd.”
“I heard that Kafka was the first to spit on our Johan in the locker room. Brad tried to stop him and got hit.”
“Really? Kafka, that bastard was quiet for a while, but then again…….”
Just as the female students cheered for Yohan, the male students still denied him.
“Hey, let’s make a bet on who will win.”
“I’m Kafka. Kafka may be a son of a bitch, but he’s actually pretty good. That guy Johann has a pretty face, but he’s not really good at anything.”
“Hey, I’ll bet too. People like Yohan just rely on their looks and are lazy about things like training. I know because there are a few of them around me.”
“I’ll bet 100,000 rings on Kafka! I can’t win against Kafka one-on-one, so how can he win?”
There were even some students who went so far as to make bets.
A bet during class time? Yohan, who was watching the scene, gritted his teeth in secret. He already remembered all the faces.
“It’s no fun if we just spar, so what should we do?”
Renault, who was facing John from a distance, had a friendly smile on his face.
John nodded as if to say, "Do whatever you want."
“Okay. If I win, apologize.”
“Apologize? ……Pfft! Okay, I’ll apologize. I’ll get down on my knees wearing only my underwear.”
In response to Renault's sarcastic and sneer, Johan responded with a cold, hard expression, as if he had nothing more to say.
Renault continued.
“Then what do you want to bet?”
“Anything you want, just one thing.”
“Everything… is good.”
Soon, Johan and Renault drew their swords at the same time.
Renault started to get into position first, relaxing his eyes.
He looked at John with creepy eyes.
‘This is my chance. If I defeat that bastard now, I can restore my fallen status.’
It wasn't for no reason that Renault provoked Johan.
‘Ellis… … If it weren’t for that crazy bitch, I wouldn’t be in this situation.’
That day the students realized.
That if they joined forces, they could easily beat someone as powerful as Renault.
After that, the students who followed Renault disappeared.
Instead, whenever Renault was a guest, they joined forces again, and naturally, he was left out, so he ended up eating alone in the corner of the restaurant.
Renault thought it was all someone else's fault. He never admitted his own mistakes.
‘Those lowly bastards who are way below the ranks dare… … Let’s start with this bastard. Then, we can climb up step by step!’
With that thought, Renault ran towards John with all his might and swung his sword with all his might.
visor-
Johan, who easily blocked the blow, swept through Renault's sword techniques without missing a single one.
‘This is not the Renault skill I have seen.’
It was a moment when John's calm forehead furrowed.
Chae-Ang!
When John swung his sword, a sharper and more fierce sound echoed through the training room than when Renault had struck.
“What, what is it……?”
Renault, who had lost his sword with one impact, was clutching his wrist, which seemed to be broken.
John spoke coldly to Reno, who was looking up at him in disbelief.
“Pick it up again, Renault Kafka.”
“……This damn thing!”
Reno gritted his teeth and picked up his sword, and attacked Johan even more fiercely.
But to Johan, all of Renault's inspections seemed slow, even though it only seemed that way to other people.
‘… … I didn’t teach you to swing a sword like this.’
This was not the swordsmanship that he and Grace had taught.
It only looked like swordsmanship thanks to the skills he had backed up, but Renault was swinging his sword around haphazardly as if he had a twisted mind.
‘The mind is like the trajectory of a sword. If the mind is off, the blade will also be off. This kid has been swinging his sword blindly until now. Who is he trying to hurt…?’
As John thought, Renault's skills were much better than this.
Renault's performance right now was proof of that.
All the grading was done in front of Rohan and Grace, and in front of them, Reno was the student who confidently beat the others and took third place.
‘… … I will teach you again from the beginning. That is why I became John.’
It wasn't because of Johan and Grace's neglect that Renault ended up in this state.
If it were the Academy, they would have corrected his character even if it meant beating him up.
But Springwind is different.
It is a real university.
We're talking about a society of adults, not minors.
Because of this, there was no need for professors to shoulder the responsibilities that students shouldered.
No, I couldn't afford it.
Because that was a clear violation.
‘Even if your personality doesn’t change, you can change your character.’
Especially for students with personalities like Renault, the whip was a poison.
If you can't understand the pain of others, teach them the pain yourself.
Of course, if a professor beats a student, even if it is in the name of education, it is an act that goes too far.
but.
‘Now I am a student like Renault. There is no reason to hesitate.’
This is a place where everyone aspires to be a knight or a wizard.
In such a place, protesting that students got beaten while sparring with each other was a matter of ‘humiliation’ rather than strength or weakness.
Because it meant that I was falling behind other people.
Because in a society of knights and wizards, that is something that can never be tolerated.
That's why Renault has been able to reign supreme among students until now.
And now,
Crunch!
The reason was that it gave John an excuse to fully develop Renault's character.
“Your posture while holding the sword is wrong.”
Rohan, who had dropped Renault's sword with a shallow cut to his wrist, also put down his sword.
Renault stepped back, gasping for breath.
‘What the heck, you little punk? When did you… … I didn’t even see you.’
No matter how messed up it was, Renault's skills were already at the level of Sword Expert.
But the difference between John in front of me was more than that, no, it felt immeasurably different.
Ugh.
My wisdom tooth is ground.
I was filled with anger at myself for not being able to defeat even a single student from the Kingdom of Viborg, a country I had never heard of before, and which was far behind my own country.
“You’re talking nonsense—”
Renault, clenching his fist, rushed at Johan with the intention of killing him.
On the other hand, John simply took a step forward calmly.
At the same time, Johan raised his fist as he lightly stepped on Renault's instep, who had come close.
“When you hold a sword, you clench your fist like this.”
puck!
Johan's fist hit Renault straight in the face.
John continued speaking in a power that seemed to blow away his consciousness.
“When swinging your arms, you need to use the strength of your shoulders, wrists, and waist, not your entire arm, to sustain the fight for a long time.”
Then, a fist struck his side, causing Renault's body to curl up like a shrimp.
“The angle of the feet is 68.3 degrees. The left foot should be 47.9 centimeters ahead of the right foot to be able to respond to any attack.”
John lowered his head so that Renault could get a closer look at the posture of his feet.
“The aura should be gathered not only in the sword but also in the hand, so that it can adjust the insufficient power or size of the swordsmanship at any time.”
The aura that had gathered inside his lightly clenched fist struck Renault and went straight through his body.
“But you can’t do a single one of them properly…….”
The eyes of Johan, who had been mercilessly beating Renault, became cold and lonely.
“……What on earth did you learn in such a good environment?”
Phew!
Renault's face was covered in bruises from John's repeated punches.
Although he was barely conscious, Reno couldn't fall down because Johan was stepping on his foot.
“…….”
Grace, who had been watching the scene, took a step toward them.
Even Grace could tell that Johan was beating Renault so mercilessly.
Then John turned his gaze to Grace and shook his head.
‘There must be a reason why Rohan acts like that.’
Grace, who knew Rohan's intentions, soon turned her gaze away from them.
Meanwhile, the students who had been watching Johan and Renault forgot about their own training and looked at them.
“Hey, did John win…?”
“I think so. Kafka lost without even lifting a finger!”
“But Kafka was ranked third in our department…….”
“Not only is he handsome, he’s also talented. He’s perfect!”
The students started chanting John's name again. Now even the boys who had been cursing him were starting to get excited.
Rohan, who had captured the students' hearts with just one sparring session, extended his hand to Renault with an affectionate smile as if nothing had happened.
“Are you okay? You didn’t have to look at me like this. Thanks for giving in, Renault.”
If it's appearance, ... if it's skill, it's skill.
And on top of that, personality.
The students were now feeling awe, beyond jealousy and envy, at the sight of John, who had everything.
Johan bent his knees and took Renault's hand, whispering softly.
“……Stay after class is over.”
“!”
Renault closed his eyes tightly and thought, putting everything aside.
‘Ah, now I’m finished… … .’

            The sight of Johan reaching out like an angel in the students' eyes was like the devil itself to Renault.
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I knew it the moment I saw it.
'why……?'
There was only one question.
‘Why is Rohan looking like that?’
Rohan.
It was definitely Rohan.
While everyone was mesmerized by John's appearance, only Ariel recognized his identity.
It wasn't difficult to tell the difference.
Because I could feel Rohan's mana from John.
In a world where everyone lives with their own unique mana, Ariel had the ability to distinguish between them, and she was accurate.
But there were still unresolved questions.
‘John… … you say?’
Why did he, who was Rohan until yesterday, appear in front of her, no, in front of everyone, as Yohan today?
But even that question couldn't hold Ariel's curiosity for long.
‘As always, there must be a reason if it’s Rohan. Above all, Professor Grace is also staying still.’
The person who trusted Rohan as much as Grace was Ariel.
So, I concluded that Rohan must have appeared like that for some reason, even though I didn't know it.
‘… … But I still regret it.’
Appearance wasn't that important to Ariel.
Just Rohan's eyes, Rohan's nose, and Rohan's lips.
Rather than being decorated with all sorts of fancy words, just the modifier ‘Rohan’ was enough.
The only thing she liked was Rohan, because of the meaning contained in that name.
Anyway, no matter how handsome John was, Ariel was sad that she couldn't see Rohan's face.
“!”
The next moment, Ariel's eyes met with Johan's. As she quickly looked away, Johan finished his training and was leaving the training room.
‘It would be better not to ask for now.’
I just realized it through John's eyes.
If I was going to pretend to know, I would have done it a long time ago.
If you don't do that, it means you want to hide your identity.
‘I don’t know why Rohan disguised himself as Yohan, but I think he wants to keep it a secret, so I should keep it a secret too.’
I think I know the reason to some extent.
The clue was the fact that he had beaten Renault up so badly under the pretext of a duel earlier.
‘Is this also part of education? … As expected, Rohan only knows his students.’
Of course, it was just a wild guess, but this time, the guess was somewhat accurate.
That was when.
'for a moment.'
The corners of Ariel's mouth slightly rose as she sorted out the events up to that point.
‘If I don’t know that Yohan is Rohan, and if I don’t think that Rohan doesn’t know who I am… … .’
After a while, Ariel suppressed her laughter as if she was happy.
‘… … I can do whatever I want, right?’
* * *
The 6th floor of the 5th annex building was a place with a particularly large number of empty classrooms. The entire floor was scheduled to be closed and remodeled soon, so even management had stopped.
“Come in.”
John stepped onto the dust that had accumulated on the floor as if it had been neglected for a long time.
Behind them, Renault and Brad were standing through the half-open door.
Johan continued, looking back at Renault, who was still motionless, unlike Brad who followed him inside.
“If you make a promise, you have to keep it, right? Surely someone aiming to become a knight wouldn’t be unaware of the weight of a ‘covenant’.”
Renault's clenched fist trembled noticeably. Blood pooled between his fingernails that dug into his palm.
Finally, Renault stopped in front of Johan. He knelt down in humiliation, his whole body soaked in cold sweat.
“I’m sorry, Bra—”
“I think the person you’re apologizing to is the wrong person.”
At those words, Renault, who was kneeling toward Brad, turned to look at Johan. Johan, holding the luggage behind his back, was looking down quietly.
“What’s wrong? As promised, to Brad—”
“I never asked Brad to apologize.”
"what?"
“What I wanted to apologize for was you spitting in my face. And you didn’t even take your clothes off like you promised? I came all the way here because I was thinking of you…….”
Johan slowly bent his knees to Renault's eye level and spoke softly.
“……How much humiliation do you have to inflict on me before I’m satisfied?”
The moment he heard those words, the color drained from Renault's face.
It wasn't because I was scared.
What John said now felt more shameful than kneeling naked in front of all the students.
"seed……."
My teeth chattered.
He couldn't stand his situation.
Yet Renault did nothing.
‘Kafka is now a knight.’
John thought.
‘However, if you become a real knight with this kind of mentality, you will suffer real humiliation someday.’
What Johan and Renault did in the training hall was just a duel, but since honor was at stake, it was no different from a ‘duel’ between knights.
‘For a knight, honor is life.’
If it had been a real knight-versus-knight duel, Renault would have had to risk his life.
That was the price to pay for damaging the other person's honor.
‘You will only know in time how lightly your knees touched the dusty ground now. Perhaps you will realize the moment you shake them off. How thankful you are to still have knees to kneel on and wrists to shake off.’
Just as Nelson had died after losing the last duel, Renaud had nothing to say when Johan beheaded him to restore his damaged honor.
It was a defeatist ending.
‘But this alone is not enough. There is a more certain way… … but I can only hope that it doesn’t go that far.’
John quickly pushed the thought away and turned his back without any hesitation.
“Remember what you feel now. That must be the feeling you have given to others so far.”
This was enough for today.
Even though personality can change, it doesn't happen overnight.
Knowing this fact, Johan planned to gradually change Renault. This was just the beginning.
Again, again, again.
Even Brad followed John out of the classroom.
The entire body of Renault, left alone, was displayed through a half-open door.
Light streamed in through the window. Stretched shadows covered his head.
“I look so pathetic…….”
Now the choice was Renault's.
Should I get up from the ground and move towards the light, or should I stay in the dark shadows?
* * *
As I walked down the hallway and arrived at the stairs, I looked back at Brad. When my gaze met, Brad flinched.
“Oh, thank you…….”
Brad suddenly apologized. I tilted my head.
"what?"
“That… apology. I thought you prevented Renault from apologizing to me?”
I stared at Brad, who was scratching his temple with his mouth closed.
It didn't matter if Renault spat or peed in my face.
After all, my goal is to guide the students I teach on the right path.
For that reason, I just pretended to be angry.
Brad continued.
“If Kafka had apologized to me earlier, I would have been embarrassed. I would have looked shabby again. At least I want to protect my honor. I, like you, am aiming to become a knight…….”
And that was also the reason he stopped Kafka from apologizing to Brad.
If he had left it there, Brad would never have been able to restore the honor he had ruined with his own hands.
To put it simply, I didn't want to bother anyone for no reason. Because everyone has a different way of living their lives.
“I should be the one thanking you. You’re the only one who took my side. Are you okay with the hit?”
“Oh, no! You don’t have to be thankful for that. And I’m more mature than I look!”
Brad banged the spot where Renault had hit him, but he furrowed his brow secretly, as if the pain still lingered.
I know Brad's mat is good. I've been using it a lot.
“But is it okay to end it like this? If I were you, I would have stripped that bastard Kafka naked and stood him in front of the main gate and just…!”
I watched Brad exaggerate his expressions with his gestures and snickered. I went back down the stairs and slyly changed the subject.
“You said you wanted to learn swordsmanship, right? If it’s okay, would you like to spar with me after class?”
“No! It’s okay! I’m really okay…….”
At the mention of the word "Dalssien," Brad started to have fits as if he was having a match. I shook my head.
“I won’t do it like I did with Kafka.”
"really……?"
“I had a bit of a fever earlier too.”
“Well, I would be upset if someone spit in my face.”
Only then did Brad nod in relief, come next to me, and walk down the stairs alongside me.
I also felt much more at ease when I saw that he was no longer watching me.
“But you’re really strong? You could crush that Kafka with your bare hands, without even a sword… Honestly, I was really surprised.”
“Because the Baile Swordsmanship Academy isn’t as easy as Springwind.”
“Oh, I think I’ve heard about the Bailey Swordsmanship Academy. I heard there are a lot of students there who die while training or practicing.”
I just nodded without answering.
It wasn't just the Bailey Swordsmanship Academy where students were dying.
Just at the time, a considerable number of students in Springwind's swordsmanship department had died, and the same was true at universities all over the world.
Even though we are suffering from a shortage of manpower, it means that the competition is fierce.
From the perspective of a Weapon Master like me, being a Sword Expert or an Auror User might seem like the same thing, but even that was considered incredible to the average person.
In reality, it is at a level that cannot be ignored.
That is why knights and wizards are favored in this world.
It wasn't because he had power. It was because he risked his life in everything to have that power.
“Over there!”
That was when.
“What did you just say—”
A voice was heard as soon as we left the annex. The moment I turned my head, five or six students were running towards us.
The momentum was so strong that even I hesitated. Soon, the students surrounding us started shouting.
“John!”
“What, what is it?”
“I’m a fan!”
"Pan……?"
“Yes! We decided to become Yohan’s fans starting today!”
What kind of situation is this?
No, but how long has it been since you came here as an exchange student that you created a fan club?
Aha, I see. This is the freshman trick or something… … .
“Please sign!”
“Please help me too!”
“I, I put a big……” on these clothes.
… … It doesn’t seem to be that.
After finishing the autograph session without realizing it, I followed the students walking back with proud faces.
Brad muttered, his mouth open in a daze.
“John.”
"why?"
“I’ll just take a step back…… Those girls’ eyes looked like they were going to kill me earlier……”
"……okay."
* * *
Typically, Springwind students take about two classes a day. They may add one liberal arts class, but no more than that.
Physical strength was an issue, but mental strength was the issue more than anything else.
“Don’t you know what shame is?”
Especially if the professor in charge of the Magic Defense Department is a crazy person.
“Or are you just ignorant?”
The sound that started on the podium echoed and vibrated in all directions.
Michael's voice was lower and quieter than ever.
It wasn't something I said with mana in it.
Just looking at the classroom, it was clear that the structure was such that small sounds could easily be amplified.
Springwind's classroom was a space that unfilteredly projected the professor's personality.
The moment Michael started calling out the names of several students, the sharp, straight lines of his brow scratched everyone's faces.
“Karen di Arilleria, Alexander, Ariel Riepenstein.”
And today, as usual, the students of the Magic Defense Department were becoming Michael's emotional trash can.
“There were only three. Those who passed my test today.”
Michael's test was simple.
It was a matter of separating each attribute from a multi-tasking formula consisting of numerous attributes.
But Michael didn't stop there and added three more conditions.
‘The strings and chords of the basic arrangement will be separated, but the power and size of the technique will be expressed as originally designed.’
‘The five properties will be contained in the separated and reconstructed array.’
‘Finally, the properties will maintain an equal relationship without responding to each other.’
Even if I explain it in words, it might not make sense. But what if I look at it as a technique arranged into over 250 strings and notes?
I muttered softly.
“……Here we go again.”
Since it was my first time attending the lecture today, I was excluded from the exam. However, I couldn't avoid Michael's criticism.
“You have disappointed me 572 times so far.”
“…….”
“What on earth are your brains calculating? We could open up your skulls, take out the useless gray matter, and put an old-fashioned calculator in them, and it would be better than this.”
Michael's verbal abuse continued for a long time.
Of course, Michael's teaching method is very effective.
Just in that test, there were nine theories that formed the framework and twenty-five theories that supported it, all intricately intertwined.
But when I actually experienced it myself, I felt like new things were coming to me.
“……Tsk.”
The next moment, Michael clicked his tongue and caressed the ring.
It looked like that kid was really angry.
“You are not worthy of my lecture today.”
As soon as the voice ended, everything around them except Michael and the students became distorted.
For a moment, I felt like my body was being pulled somewhere along with the quietly rushing circle.
After a while, I blinked and the students, including me, were sitting in a riding position in the middle of the plain.
While the students, unable to endure the aftereffects of the “space jump,” were falling backwards, Michael’s mouth was opening again.
“……Run.”
Woohoo!
At the same time, countless spells are arranged behind Michael.
I've read this scene too. It was also Michael's 'bullying' that countless students of the Magic Defense Department have experienced.
“Run away!”
“Ugh…… It starts again……!”
The terrified students began to run away from Michael.
Soon, magic spells began to fly towards the students' rear without hesitation.
The plains that had been beautifully landscaped in winter were quickly becoming a battlefield.
"ha……."
I sighed and reluctantly raised my head.
And the moment he stretched out his hand and cast the spell, all of Michael's magic flying around him stopped.
“Professor Riepenstein.”
Michael, who had stopped arranging, was watching me. The students who were running away also barely managed to grasp the situation and looked back at us.
I continued speaking to Michael, who still wasn't answering.
“If I pass that test, will you stop here?”
Apart from the title Weapon Master, I am also a wizard who studies magic.
I'm currently in the 4.5 circle, and I can follow the classes in the Magic Defense Department without any difficulty.
The moment Michael opened his mouth to me, all the spells were lifted.
"name."
“This is John.”
Even if it's Michael, it's not like we can't communicate at all.
“John.”
“Yes, professor.”
“Don’t be so cocky.”
"……yes?"
A huge ritual was being arranged above Michael's head.
The moment I saw "Hellfire" completed in an instant and coming towards me, I realized.
Hurrruk!

            The fact that it's better to talk to a wall than to talk to this kid.
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Every time he inhaled the hot air, John felt as if his insides were burning.
My whole body felt hot as if my skin had been peeled off. My eyes felt like they were melting from the huge fireball that covered everything in front of me.
‘How dare you use this kind of magic on a student… … .’
But it wasn't to the point where it couldn't be stopped.
Just the multiple spells Michael had used a little while ago were powerful enough to be easily blocked by a magician of the 3rd or 4th circle level.
The only problem was that the caster was Michael.
The Circle, or magic, was something whose power could be changed in any way with just an understanding of the spells and the delicacy and precision in arranging the strings and tunes.
‘I guess it’s fortunate that the power has been reduced.’
In an instant, Johan, who had interpreted Michael's spell, twisted the "song" of the arrangement.
The condensed form of hellfire scattered in all directions. As it was dispersed, its power was also weakened.
John didn't stop there, but rearranged the "strings." As the fire strings that had been entangled in the element of wind disappeared, only a lukewarm strong wind blew in where the flames had disappeared.
‘… … But still, a professor is a professor. He never uses magic that students can’t figure out.’
Michael's power was known better than anyone else to John. If he had truly manifested the spell, no matter what John did, he would not have been able to reduce its power, let alone interpret it.
Moreover, in Michael's technique, everything was open, as if there was no disturbance, just for people to watch and learn.
Michael, who was staring at Johan who had perfectly defended his own technique, grabbed his hand behind his back.
“……I heard you came from the Baile Swordsmanship Academy.”
“Yes.”
“There have been a lot of strange things happening recently. Among the people I know who use the Circle and Aura together like you―”
The next moment, Michael's eyes became tense. His eyes, scanning the remaining mana of Johan around him, were filled with doubt.
‘This flow of mana… … .’
Michael swallowed his thoughts, feeling a sense of foreboding.
Michael finally turned around and said quietly.
“……I will retake the test in an hour.”
The students let out a sigh of relief as they looked at Michael's disappearance.
In it, Karen, who, like Ariel, had not moved an inch, was watching John.
* * *
“Wow, I almost didn’t pass.”
“Me too. Ugh, my legs are shaking so much I can’t walk…….”
After taking the retest, the students returned to the classroom with Michael and were walking down the hallway, exhausted.
At that time, the students who were glancing at the back of Yohan, who was walking at the front, whispered.
“Did you see that earlier? He blocked the professor’s magic in one go.”
“And he was perfect without any mistakes. Was it Yohan? He’s not only talented, but handsome.”
“It’s not about the face. He’s an exchange student from the Bayle Swordsmanship Academy.”
“Swordsmanship College? So swordsmanship is your specialty? Is that possible?”
For most wizards who don't even wash or dress up, appearance is something that is either there or not.
What was important was Rohan's magical skills, and it was shocking to them that he was only just surpassed by the knights.
“No way. I’ll go first. I have to review everything I learned today from beginning to end.”
“Come with me. I’ll go practice too.”
While the students were burning with enthusiasm for learning because of Yohan's talent, which was so superior that it was overwhelming, a female student with her hair tied up neatly approached Yohan.
“John?”
“…….”
But Yohan doesn't even answer when called, and walks away without even looking at her.
Karen, who felt momentarily ignored, strode forward and blocked John's path.
“John.”
“……Oh, you called me?”
Only then did Yohan reluctantly stop in his seat. However, Karen felt strangely uneasy at the sight of him still not even giving her a glance.
‘Did I just get ignored? I’m Karen, the Springwind student council president?’
It was a clear disregard.
He was blatantly ignoring it, as if he had no business with you.
But John's intentions were different.
‘You’re still not familiar with my name… … Come to your senses.’
Above all, one thing has become a concern.
It was at that very moment that Michael's gaze changed.
‘That kid seemed to have noticed… … .’
Michael is a master of magic. Before that, he was a genius magician of Springwind.
Even John thought it was impossible to deceive Michael's eyes.
‘I really should not have taken the magic class… … .’
Then John, who had stopped thinking, finally turned his gaze to Karen.
“I’m sorry. So what do you want to say to me?”
Contrary to her feelings, Karen was looking at John with calm eyes.
Karen, like Michael and Ariel, was also known to be an icy student.
‘Johan’s skills are among the best in Springwind. Even though he is currently an exchange student, we must do whatever it takes to get him settled in Springwind.’
It didn't matter to Karen whether John ignored her or not.
Protecting the safety of the school and enhancing its prestige are among the many goals of the Student Council.
It was not the time to be emotional. It was the student body president's job to secure excellent talents like Yohan.
Moreover, with this level of appearance, it would be a huge benefit to them just to have her join the student council and act as the face of the school.
‘Even if I don’t like it, I have no choice but to sacrifice myself for the sake of the student council.’
It was the moment when Karen, who had finally gathered her thoughts, opened her mouth.
“If it’s okay, I’ll be the student council president to give a tour of the school—”
“It’s already this late. Excuse me, but can I go first? I have a prior engagement. If you’re going to show me around the school, don’t worry. I’ve already seen it all.”
“…….”
“It was nice meeting you today, Karen. See you next class.”
And then Yohan leaves with a smile.
Karen, left alone, blankly stared at his back.
* * *
The reason I disguised myself as John and became a student was not to attend lectures from other departments.
“Push harder. Push harder!”
After all the schedules are over, in the training room in the annex.
After dodging and blocking all the slow sword strikes, I swung my sword in an instant.
WHEEK!
Brad, who was sparring with me, suddenly closed his eyes as the sword suddenly extended straight ahead.
I stopped my attack right in front of Brad's nose before I could reach him. After a while, Brad slowly opened his eyes and gasped in surprise.
I put away my sword and sighed.
“Shall we take a break?”
“Huh, huk…… Ugh, gulp, gulp!”
"are you okay?"
“I, I’m fine……! Then should I rest for a bit……?”
At the word "rest," Brad immediately sat down and breathed heavily.
You won't have the strength to stand any longer.
It wasn't because I pushed hard like I did against Renault.
Instead, I just blocked Brad's sword without even attacking.
While Brad was resting, I handed him a bottle of water that I had taken from the table.
“Oh, thank you.”
“Drink slowly.”
I sat next to Brad and thought back to our earlier sparring.
The swordsmanship was just as I taught it. That means it wasn't as bad as Renault's.
Instead, the problem was something else.
“You said Reuben? The academy he graduated from before coming to Springwind.”
Brad beamed with delight as I brought up the conversation we had the other day.
“Yes! He’s a graduate of the Ruben Academy. You said Johan never went to the Academy, right?”
“There aren’t many academies in a small country like the Kingdom of Viborg. But isn’t the Ruben Academy an amazing place? I heard that even the student council president here is a graduate of that academy.”
“You know? Well, Ruben Academy is quite famous…….”
As Brad said, Reuven is a famous educational institution even in the Empire.
To put it simply, it's like the Springwind of the academy world.
Although the Hartsdown Academy that Ellie graduated from is a prestigious school, it only ranks 5th compared to Reuben.
Brad asked, putting down his water bottle.
“But why all of a sudden?”
I opened my mouth, recalling the first time I taught Brad.
“Because the fundamentals are very solid. It’s rare for someone of our age to achieve that level of perfection without a lot of training.”
“It’s nothing! Compared to you, I’m so lacking. I guess the only thing I could do was practice. I just had to do it…….”
At least I was aware of the circumstances of the students in the swordsmanship department that Grace and I taught.
Among them, Brad was nothing special, a ‘common man.’
There are some students, like Brad Allen, who only have a last name but no family line.
It wasn't strange to have no family background. In fact, it was a common occurrence.
But Brad had something that the other students didn't have.
Desperation.
And nervousness.
During his time at Reuben Academy, Brad was an excellent cadet.
The fact that he entered Springwind as an Auror user early on and was admitted solely on his own merit without any donations was proof of this.
I asked.
“You had to do it?”
That doesn't mean I know everything.
We all have things we want to hide, and most of them are weaknesses that others cannot see no matter how hard they try.
That's why I asked.
“……The sword was everything to me.”
That's how the story of a man named Brad began.
“My entire family died in the last war. I grew up in an orphanage. I was playing with a branch with my orphanage siblings like I usually do when the director came and said this.”
“What did you say?”
"……article."
It might have been a coincidence at first.
“Have you ever thought about becoming a knight?”
What started as a joke became serious, and then turned into your whole life, was probably just a coincidence.
Brad's voice followed as I recalled the moment when I first began to read this world.
“For me, it just wasn’t the same. It was fun, but I wanted to become stronger. I wanted to become stronger so that there wouldn’t be any more ‘Brads’ like me.”
I listened to Brad's words silently.
“You wouldn’t know. I was the top student at Ruben Academy. No one could keep up with me.”
“You seemed pretty confident back then?”
“Yeah. Just like the director and the instructors said, I was sure I would become a knight, hehe!”
“So what now?”
"now……."
What you are seeing now is Brad's present.
The promising valedictorian of the Leuven Academy was no more.
“I know it’s weird to say this myself, but I actually thought I was a swordsman. And then I came to Springwind and realized that there are real geniuses out there.”
Everything in this world is relative.
In this innumerable relativity, we define our own value by comparing ourselves to one another.
Once values are defined, they don't change easily. Sadly.
“From that moment on, things didn’t go well. When I thought I had made progress, I realized that I was falling behind, and that the things I thought I knew were actually things I had just started learning… It was horrible.”
Some birds think that the space inside their cage is the only sky they can fly in.
Some frogs believe the world is a well, some horses believe the world is a racecourse, and some salt walkers believe the world is a puddle.
It's not because I'm stupid.
They are clearly aware of the rest of the world.
I'm just scared.
That fear would have created denial and formed rejection.
There are countless limitations in this world.
And those who make it their business to break through those limits are knights and magicians.
Breaking down invisible walls and taking a step forward.
It is time to finally move forward and acknowledge the world.
That was the thing that broke the boundaries.
“Get up. Let’s begin.”
“Huh? Oh, yeah!”
I clashed the blades at the same time Brad picked up the sword.
I said as the sparks scattered before my eyes.
“Use Aura.”
“But then John will get hurt—”
rustle
The next moment, a cool resonance followed the tip of my sword and wafted through the training room.
I said again, cutting off Brad's shoulder and wiping the blood off my sword.
“Who are you to care about when you’re weak?”
“…….”
“Concessions and considerations require strength.”
I took up my stance again, holding the aura I had drawn up in my sword.
“Use Aura.”
"……okay."
Brad, his teeth clenched, fired his aura.
The Brad I know has a stronger aura than that.
80, no, not even 70 percent of it was being used.
Chae-Ang!
As I jumped, Brad's broken sword popped up.
It was the moment when he elbowed Brad, who was looking at his sword in surprise, in the temple.
“Bring me the sword again.”
"……huh."
Groaning in pain, Brad followed my instructions and took the sword from the stand.
He listens well.
But the problem Brad faced wasn't one of listening or not.
Chae-Ang!
puck!
Even the newly brought sword broke and flew into the ceiling, becoming lodged there.
This time, instead of hitting the forehead, he hit the abdomen.
I shouted at Brad, who was on one knee.
"again!"
The aura I'm using now is no different from the total amount of mana Brad's core has.
If Brad had truly fired the aura, the sword would not have broken.
I opened my mouth again to face Brad, who had brought the sword.
“What are you afraid of?”
"what……?"
“You can’t hurt me. You’re weaker than me.”
“…….”
“But what are you afraid of?”
The sword breaks once again.
An elbow that inevitably hits Brad.
Only after five more swords were broken did Brad get down on both knees.
“Ugh, ugh……!”
“The duel isn’t over yet. Bring the sword.”
“Why… why are you doing this, Yohan…!”
Brad asked desperately, as if he really didn't know.
Of course I can't tell you.
… … I couldn't tell you that your condition was getting better with each break of the sword.
Brad had perfect form when using his swordsmanship, but he seemed to be stuck and couldn't use it properly.
Brad is now psychologically depressed.
As I told him, his fundamentals are solid. He hasn't forgotten what he learned from us.
Brad is not at his limit right now.
The limit for Auror users was already exceeded five months ago.
However, there is only one reason why he is still at the level of an Aura user.
“Let’s stop now. I can’t beat you…….”
“Why can’t you be sure without even trying?”
“It’s obvious even without looking…….”
Because I believed from the beginning that I couldn't win.
Brad believes that he cannot defeat 'Johan', who destroyed Renault, who is stronger than him, and the numerous 'geniuses' who are attending Springwind like him.
That feeling was putting the brakes on Brad's every action.
Now that I had figured this out, my job was simple.
“Yeah, you can’t beat me.”
“You’re right―”
“And you will never be able to win anything in your life.”
“…….”
I ran straight towards Brad. Bam, I tripped him and planted my foot on his chest.
“I’ll live my whole life like this, under other people’s feet. Without even knowing what there is to be ashamed of.”
"……no."
“No? What is it?”
“I’m so embarrassed… I’m so embarrassed I want to die….”
Tears welled up on Brad's distorted face.
But that wasn't the only emotion that was rising.
“Then fight!”
Kwaang!
The moment he slammed his raised foot down, Brad rolled on the floor and ran towards the stand.
Sreung!
Brad, holding the sword again, opened his mouth softly.
“John…….”
Woohoo!
An aura incomparable to that of before was imbued on the sword.
What rose up onto his face along with the tears was his beliefs that had been discarded like trash in one corner of his heart until now.
“……I told you for sure you would get hurt.”
Brad leapt in front of me in an instant and swung his sword.
Damn it… … !
The sword was breaking.
This time it wasn't Brad's sword that broke, it was my sword.
Dismissed!
I allowed myself to be attacked in the chest, so I intentionally jumped up and flew into the wall, crashing down.
Brad, surprised by where his momentum from before had gone, ran over to check on me.
“Hey, are you okay?!”
“See, you can do it too?”
"what?"
“You win, Brad.”
“……!”
I smiled, taking in the faint traces of the "Aura Wave" on Brad's sword.
This should be enough.

            … … Brad is a sword expert, originally in the top 10% of the swordsmanship department.
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“Thank you for today, Yohan.”
"huh?"
On the way home after training.
As soon as I turned my head at the word “thank you,” Brad was scratching the back of his head.
“You provoked me on purpose. It’s a bit strange that you, who protected my honor, would suddenly do something like that.”
“Didn’t I tell you? I have a split personality. The person you met earlier was Han, one of ‘Yo’ and ‘Han.’ It’s Yo now, so don’t worry.”
“Really?!”
“Just kidding.”
Brad was a student who had a taste for teasing.
Everything was fine except for the occasional slur in class.
At that moment, Brad, who had been fiddling with his hands, smiled.
“Thank you anyway. Thanks to you, I was able to figure out what my problem was.”
“I’m glad it helped.”
In order for a person to grow, he or she must break away from his or her past self.
There is no need to beat others. What you really need to beat is yourself from yesterday.
If they keep on defeating themselves countless times, they will eventually reach their goal.
Brad will grow explosively in the future. What he lacks is not training or anything else, but confidence.
I believe in myself.
It's easy, but it's extremely difficult.
That's why many people struggle because they don't believe in themselves. Of course, I did the same thing. I still do it sometimes.
“Oh! John, is there anything you want? I’ll buy it for you!”
“What the sudden…….”
… … Now that I think about it, Brad, that guy, was the type of person who had to repay someone to feel better.
“Then would you buy me a loaf of bread over there? I moved around a lot today, so I’m a little hungry.”
I pointed to a nearby bakery without saying a word.
These types of personalities only become more annoying if you just reject them.
You have to fill it up with small amounts so that it doesn't get tangled up.
“Will bread really do? Oh, do you have a magic notebook? If you don’t have one, I’ll buy you one!”
“Even if the magic note is cheap, it costs 500,000 rings. Where do students like us have money? Just use that.”
"still……."
“And I didn’t say I was only choosing bread.”
I went straight into the bakery and piled a tray full of bread. Of course, I chose the cheap ones, so it would only cost 5,000 rings, so I didn't feel burdened.
“Are you sure this will work?”
“Enough”
“Don’t do that, at least get me some cake…….”
“It’s not too late to have a party after the promotion exams.”
I came out holding a bag full of bread.
If I stood there any longer, Brad would really look like he was going to wrap up the cake.
Brad also seemed satisfied when I showed him the side of myself that I liked.
Brad, who was checking the clock tower at that moment, was startled and checked his wristwatch again.
“It’s already time! Sorry, Yohan. Can I go first? I have an evening shift.”
“Go quickly. I’ll eat this well.”
“Okay, then I’ll go first!”
And then Brad ran away naked. As I watched him, I suddenly felt complicated.
“Studying is hard enough, and now you have to work part-time too…….”
Well, I guess there's no choice if you want to cover living expenses.
But I guess I won't have much time to study. If my grades improve even more than now, I'll have to recommend you to the president for a scholarship.
“……I wonder if the young lady has finished work.”
I looked back at the path I had walked.
Normally, I would have just gotten off work and been enjoying dinner with Grace by now.
For a while, there would be no chance to even hold hands, let alone go on a date.
This is a bit of a shame… … .
“Your name was Yohan, I think.”
What page did I recall when I heard someone calling me?
“You’re the new exchange student, right? From the Kingdom of Viborg.”
It was an unforgettable page.
No, it was a page that had now become a memory.
"you are……."
Ariel Riepenstein stood before me as she had the first time we met.
* * *
John's thoughts stopped at the sight of lips that seemed ready to tell him that they loved him at any moment.
“John?”
John tried to remain as calm as possible.
‘Why is Ariel here? Shouldn’t she still be in the training room at this hour… …?’
When I came to my senses, Ariel's face was right in front of me.
“John.”
Eyes that look at you with a straight gaze.
The pupils were subtly filled with excitement and thrill, almost like eyes that had fallen in love.
“Ariel……was it?”
“Yes, Ariel Riepenstein.”
Ariel answers her name with a smile.
How can it be so similar to that time?
John felt like he had regressed in everything, including his age.
Of course, many things had changed since Rohan had claimed to be a scrap clerk.
John responded softly.
“I guess you have some business to attend to.”
“Yes, I have.”
Ariel took a step forward and whispered to John.
“This is your first time in the Habledown Empire, so I’d like to show you around. Is that okay?”
“…….”
Why is he doing this again?
I'm not Rohan now, I'm Yohan.
John's eyes went dark.
This was the second time today.
‘Looking at your eyes, I don’t think I can just let it go… … I was rude to Ariel last time, right?’
So far, Lohan has gone on two dates with Ariel.
And the second one was just fizzled out thanks to the mana stealer.
Rohan, who felt sorry at that time, also promised to meet again next time, and Yohan nodded faintly as he recalled that.
‘Since it has come to this, let’s tackle it head on. I’ll apologize then.’
Of course, even if he dated Ariel in his John form, he would have to give her time again once he returned to his Rohan form.
But it didn't really matter. Considering how heartbroken Ariel must have felt at that time, it was nothing.
“Okay. Then, can I ask you to guide me? As Mr. Riepenstein said, I was still unfamiliar with this area and was wandering around.”
“Let’s walk this way first. And please call me Ariel. Feel free to call me Ariel.”
“Then call me Ariel Riepenstein―”
“Ariel. I’m embarrassed when you call me that.”
“……Yes, Ariel.”
Judging by the fact that just the name made John feel awkward, Ariel was indeed Ariel.
It was then that John secretly took out the bread from the bag and handed it to Ariel.
“Would you like one? My friend bought some for me, but I ended up buying more than I thought. And it’s almost time to go out.”
“…….”
Ariel quietly accepted the bread that John offered her.
It felt like it had just been baked, and there was a gentle warmth emanating from my fingertips.
But what Ariel felt was different.
‘As expected, it’s Rohan… … .’
Still, Ariel did not forget the bread that Rohan had given her when he saved her.
John, who was absentmindedly reaching into the bag to eat some bread himself, stopped dead in his tracks when he saw Ariel's face.
‘… …Why are your eyes like that? This doesn’t look good.’
The abyss-like eyes were staring at him as if they would swallow him up at any moment.
Of course, if others saw it, Ariel's eyes, staring at John right now, were undoubtedly those of a girl in love.
John quickly shook his hand without even picking up the bread and turned his head slightly.
‘Ariel will have no more influence on my fate… …but it can’t hurt to be careful.’
The next moment.
“……But you said we were friends?”
“Huh? Oh, buddy―”
“What’s that guy’s name?”
One dreary dawn, Ariel's voice enveloped John's entire body like a cold sea fog.
This time, there was a clear red flag, without any room for misunderstanding.
John answered with a shudder, the hairs on his body standing on end.
“B, Ariel knows Brad, right? We’re in the same swordsmanship department.”
“Oh, it was Brad.”
Ariel smiled.
“Brad is a nice student.”
But the eyes weren't smiling at all.
John changed the subject, praying fervently that Brad wouldn't be found dead tomorrow.
“What is famous in Little Heath? I’m not familiar with it since it’s my first time here.”
“Everything you see is famous. Little Heath is the capital city of the Habledown Empire. But if I had to pick one….”
After a while, Ariel's gaze stopped at one place.
John also followed her gaze.
“……Kiss at noon.”
And the moment he read the sign, John had a gut feeling.
“That place is the most famous among the restaurants. How about dinner there? ……Us.”
That it was no coincidence that I met Ariel here.
* * *
“Okay. You worked hard today, Ellie!”
Ellis proudly patted herself after finishing her homework.
Then he stretched and looked around the bed.
“Is it still too early to go to sleep?”
It was already well past 11 PM, but it was still too early for Ellis, who usually practiced and studied theory until dawn.
“But let’s go to bed early. Managing your condition is the top priority until the exam.”
The knight promotion exam is just around the corner.
In order to take the exam in the best condition, I had to start taking care of it from now on.
Ellis lay down on the bed with a thud and rubbed her cheek against the soft blanket.
“Ah~ It feels really good to lie down.”
Ellis was twenty years old, just like everyone else.
“If I had a drink at a time like this, it would be like heaven…….”
I wanted to throw it all away right now and go out drinking and chatting with my friends all night long.
But, for the sake of my dream, I had to discipline my mind and govern my life.
Of course it's painful. It's hard to endure.
Yet the reason Ellis doesn't show it is because there are people like Dennis and Rohan around her who have lived more difficult and tiring lives than her.
“……Rohan.”
One stroke is drawn with one blink.
The lines drawn like that had the face I wanted to see the most at that moment.
My heart was still racing, my pulse was racing, and my whole body felt hot as if I was suffering from a disease called Rohan.
‘Why did you suddenly take a leave of absence? You weren’t even answering my phone… … .’
I missed you already even though I hadn't seen you in a day.
I wanted to tease him mischievously, and I wanted to touch his body with my fingertips while pretending to tease him.
Ellis suddenly sat up and shouted into the air.
“You’re not sick, are you?!”
Rohan, far from being sick, was living as a student at Springwind in the guise of Johan.
The reason he didn't receive any calls was because he was carrying around a smartphone that the president had made specifically for him.
Ellis, who had no way of knowing this fact, suddenly became worried.
“Did you eat properly? If you’re that stupid, you might not even be able to cook porridge properly and would be starving all day… No way!”
My thoughts started to spiral into a series of delusions.
Eventually, Ellis came to one conclusion.
‘Should I just ask you to come back to my house and live like before?’
When Rohan first came to the island with Grace, Dennis took her in because they couldn't find a house. That was how Ellis and Rohan became friends.
But when Rohan actually said he was leaving, Ellis didn't feel anything special. After all, if they lived in the system, they could see each other again at any time.
But now, the regret from back then was stirring in my heart.
“No way. I should go and see for myself.”
Ellis got up from her seat and opened the closet.
It was then that the hand reaching for the coat suddenly stopped.
‘… …Can I go?’
Is this okay?
Can I like it?
Is it really okay to have this feeling?
Her heart was screaming that it was possible, but her mind was telling her not to, and she was mercilessly hitting Ellis's broad forehead.
‘Shouldn’t it be Gado Grace or Ariel who should go… … .’
It's just a momentary emotion.
If I fall asleep like this and the next morning dawns, it might be a feeling that will fade away like a dream.
I was just jealous of Ariel, and I couldn't stand seeing Ariel like Rohan, so I started liking Rohan too.
… … Even though I tried to think that way, it didn’t work out well.
Ellis knew better than anyone that she was honest about her feelings.
And I also knew that my feelings for Rohan were true.
The next moment, what was playing in Ellis' ears was the conversation she had with John during the day.
“If you give up without even trying, you will definitely regret it someday.”
It was such a common saying.
Ellis also knew that if she gave up on Rohan like this, she would regret it someday.
But I was afraid that in order to avoid that regret, I would end up regretting it even more.
"……okay."
Let's just give up now.
I hope Grace is happy.
I want Ariel to be happy.
I hope Rohan is happy.
Because you are all my precious people.
It's okay if I'm the only one who becomes unhappy.
Hasn't it always been like this?
Not everyone can be happy.
For someone to be happy.
Someone has to be unhappy.
It's okay if I'm the only one who becomes unhappy.
Just me, yeah just me… … .
“I don’t like it.”
This reality.
"no……."
I am the one who created this reality.
“I really hate it…….”
But the fact is that we have no choice but to accept it.
Click.
Ellis went straight into the closet, closed the door, and crouched in the darkness.
There was no sobbing. There was just crying.
It was about 30 minutes later that Ellis emerged from the closet with reddened eyes.
“……I don’t know! Let whatever happens happen!”
Ellis, who had put on her coat, ran straight to Rohan's house.
Even if I gave up, I wanted to at least check.
The weight of this heart.

            And the back.
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“This is the last one.”
“Here…….”
“Yes. It’s the only place where you can see Little Heath at a glance.”
John stood on the railing above the Roman Road, the opaque border between day and night, looking down at Little Heath.
Ariel continued.
“And it’s my favorite place.”
Some places were gorgeous and beautiful.
Some places were hopelessly desolate.
Some places were quiet and some were noisy.
The murmur of the city, the monochrome harmony of black and white, the darker it gets, the more people's true faces are revealed, and their true feelings that can no longer be hidden.
That was the opaque boundary where day and night coexisted.
And that was the scene on Roman Road.
“Thank you for today.”
John turned his gaze and faced Ariel.
Ariel did several things with him today.
One-sided conversations that took place over a walkie-talkie while eating and walking down the street.
Among them, Ariel felt that today was particularly short.
If time were in a cup, it seemed like I spilled it.
Even if I hadn't spilled it, I would have drank it in one gulp because I was thirsty.
"you're welcome."
Ariel smiled faintly.
“So, did you have fun?”
“Yes. Thanks to you, it was a lot of fun.”
“Thank goodness. Really.”
Ariel was as satisfied as that smile.
John also did his best for her today and was present in the moment, which resulted in a really great date.
Thank you.
If it was John, or rather Rohan, he might have known for what purpose he had approached him.
‘No, I would have known.’
If Ariel knew Rohan, she would definitely know.
That's why I was grateful to Rohan, who pretended not to know and just treated me as John.
“…….”
As with all emotions, the sweet feeling came to an end with a bitter aftertaste.
It was a shame that the reality was that I could only reach this far.
Every moment that came true because it was Johan and not Rohan was annoying.
“If it’s okay, do you want to be my friend?”
That was when.
“Friend… huh?”
“Yes, buddy.”
“What the…why do you suddenly want to be my friend?”
One day John leaves.
If it disappears like that, it will never come back.
That's why Ariel didn't understand John's words about being friends.
For Ariel, everything became meaningless the moment John's voice floated above the scenery below the hill.
“Because you seem like a good person.”
Ellis had said the same thing to herself.
"You're a good person."
Until now, Ariel only thought of herself as a bad person.
So I can't be a good person, so let's just live like this.
But Ariel's denial could not exist in front of Rohan.
“He guides me until late at night, and he also knows such great places. How could he not be a good person?”
Ariel Riepenstein is a good guy.
If that was said once, it would have been laughable.
But now I couldn't laugh. I really felt like I had become a good person.
This was especially true because it was Rohan's words, not anyone else's.
“Well, if you don’t like it, there’s nothing I can do—”
"great."
Ariel quickly answered before John could finish speaking.
She lowered her head and shyly held onto the hem of her dress.
“Let’s be friends. We…….”
It was an unforgettable night for some.
* * *
“……There’s still a ton of work to do.”
After breaking up with Ariel, Rohan returned home and sank into the sofa.
As the saying goes, the work isn't over yet.
‘There are seven students whose promotion exams are in jeopardy. Brad solved it today, so there are six. The most serious of them all is that student… … .’
Brad was pretty good.
The basics were solid enough to be complete from the beginning, and if there was an obstacle blocking the line, all you had to do was remove it.
But for students like Renault, who are struggling with serious problems, it's not something that can be solved with just a few words of advice.
“Still, I guess it’s fortunate that it’s like this.”
In other words, it was greed beyond desire to have less than half of the students in the swordsmanship department pass the exam.
Even last year, before Grace and Rohan took office, the passing rate for the swordsmanship department was only 40%.
There was no need to be discouraged, though. There were plenty of opportunities to retake the exam.
But there was another reason why Rohan insisted.
‘… … I don’t want to lose to that bastard Michael.’
Michael Riepenstein.
I never wanted to lose to him.
While Michael was currently teaching at the Magic Defense Department, the students' magic exam passing rate was 90%.
That was the proof that Michael's classes were in fact being conducted correctly and efficiently.
Of course, it's just a desire to win.
However, Rohan cared so much for the students he taught that he did not want to give them any frustration, such as failing.
“Want to get some fresh air?”
Yohan, who was organizing the students' data collected today, got up from the sofa and headed to the veranda.
Maybe it was because I couldn't go home from work with Grace, but today I felt strangely uneasy.
“It’s already the full moon…….”
The moonlight was piling up on the wet eyes.
The dry scent of winter carried by the cold wind soaked my heart. Thoughts that had been put aside for a moment were rising again.
“……Grace.”
Call out the name.
But the name belonged to someone else.
‘You shouldn’t have used that setting back then.’
John's eyes became cold.
A description of the settings was displayed before my eyes.
"Bookmark" ⸺ Unique features
✵Description
- You can save the page you are currently reading and load it again.
John stared at the explanation for a long time.
I read, read, and read again.
John's mouth opened as he finally reached a conclusion.
“Bael is not the future Grace. Bael is…….”
The answer was clear.
‘… … This is Grace from my ‘first time’.’
The moment I thought that, all the things that had gone wrong were finally being corrected.
‘That’s what it meant when you left the page.’
The last time I became lost in a dimension, a message like that was printed.
At that time, I didn't know what the message meant.
I just thought I saw that message because I was pushed out of the dimension.
No it wasn't.
In a world where stories are now unknown, his predictions were completely off the mark.
‘I have already “regressed” once.’
When I first opened my eyes in this world.
At that time, I was sitting facing the Grace I had longed for so much.
And that moment when you accidentally turned the page.
‘That’s when everything started to go wrong.’
I just realized it now.
‘Bookmarks’ wasn’t just a simple return function… … .’
That this life is the ‘second time.’
And that the second time is a completely different world from the original.
‘… … The pages I threw away still remained.’
That was the conclusion.
* * *
“Haa, haa……!”
Ran.
All Ellis could do now was run.
‘It doesn’t matter what happens now.’
The moment Ellis realized that her feelings for Grace were nothing more than respect,
That this is first love.
And that I mean it.
‘It’s okay to give up. But… … I just don’t want to regret it.’
Everyone has a first time.
Precious and special.
It's sad that such moments are stained with regret.
"oh!"
At that moment, Ellis' body, tripping on a rock, came to mind.
The moment her feet felt empty, Ellis thought in the air.
‘If I fall down like this, I think I’ll start crying… … .’
It won't hurt.
I've had more painful experiences than this.
It won't be embarrassing.
Because there's no one to see on this late street.
However, tears will burst out like a water balloon that has been inflated to its fullest.
‘… … I don’t like that!’
Ellis' blurred vision was corrected.
Ellis reached out and touched the ground just before she fell, rolled around, and ran again.
The pace had actually gotten faster. Now, nothing could stop Ellis' heart.
“Whew…….”
Finally arrived at Rohan's front door.
Ellis took a deep breath.
As her breathing calmed down, her mind also calmed down. Finally, Ellis raised her hand and knocked on the front door.
“Rohan! It’s me, Ellie!”
Rohan, who was gathering his thoughts on the veranda, panicked at the sudden sound of Ellis' voice.
“What, what? Why is Ellie here at this hour……!”
Rohan, who had hurriedly released his "Persona", headed to the front door.
The moment he was about to open the door, he stopped as he remembered her young appearance.
It was then that Ellis' voice took over.
“Don’t open the door! Just…come in there.”
“Ellie?”
Rohan's voice made my heart ache again.
Still, Ellis opened her mouth.
“I like you, Rohan.”
"what……?"
“I like you.”
It was such a simple statement, but it was the most difficult one of all.
“Since when……?”
“Since that time when Rohan told me, ‘It has to be you.’ Back then, I thought you really liked me. Hehe, don’t you think I’m stupid?”
“…….”
Rohan stared at the closed front door.
I imagined Ellis's face standing beyond it.
I could tell what kind of expression she was making right now without even looking.
“……You don’t seem stupid. You don’t seem stupid at all, Ellie.”
The fool was himself.
He was a fool for not knowing that Ellis had such feelings for him.
Kwak-
Ellis clenched her fists at Rohan's answer.
I felt like I was going to cry.
Why should I give up on something this good?
Why is reality so cruel?
Why is reality always… … so painful and bitter?
“There’s more.”
“Ellie―”
“Don’t answer, just listen. I think I’ll cry if I hear your voice.”
“…….”
Rohan kept his mouth shut.
Even the sound of Rohan's breathing beyond the silence made Ellis feel like she was about to cry.
“When I went to Roanoke with you. You were using the magic in the carriage. You were really cool back then. My heart was about to burst. I wanted to run away, but the carriage was going too fast, so I couldn’t run away…….”
Ellis, who had placed her palm on the front door, was smiling brightly in the cold. Her tears were falling drop by drop on the marble stained with countless footprints from Rohan.
“There it is again.”
“…….”
“I like talking to you like this right now. I like it so much, I want to keep doing this…….”
Is it because I ran too much?
I didn't have the strength to stand any longer.
Ellis slowly knelt down and rested her head against the front door.
“Quickly…quickly tell me I’m stupid….”
Rohan, who followed her voice and knelt down, placed his hand on the front door.
It was really stupid.
It was really Elida.
What's good about a guy like me...
"……sorry."
Of all the words, tens of thousands and hundreds of millions, that was all Rohan could say to Ellis.
“Why are you sorry? I should be sorry because I came to you at such a late hour and made your life miserable.”
Now I realize why Grace had been telling me she was sorry so many times.
“I’m sorry, Ellie…….”
This was all I could say.
“You’re such an idiot, Rohan. And me too…….”
After a while, Ellis raised her head and looked up at the sky, smiling like an idiot.
“Do you remember when Rohan first came to our house?”
“Remember. At night, when Ellie couldn’t even go to the bathroom alone, I always went with her…….”
“T-That has never happened?!”
The next moment, everyone burst into laughter.
Ellis, whose tears had stopped thanks to that, continued speaking.
“When I first saw you, I thought this.”
Our first meeting, where everything was awkward and unfamiliar.
At that meeting, Ellis thought.
“You’ll be leaving soon too. Your mother said the same thing.”
Ellis realized early on that separation was a thing.
I knew how painful that breakup was, but also how easy it was.
“That’s why I treated you so badly. Since you’re going to leave anyway, I wanted you to leave quickly.”
But Rohan accepted Ellis's antics without saying a word.
“You really don’t get angry. One time, you threw an ether stone at Rohan, and he picked it up and brought it back to me.”
When she first burst into tears and was held in his arms, Ellis realized how round and blunt the heart of that blade-like man was.
“……I felt like I had a new older brother.”
It was the same with Rohan.
To Rohan, who lived alone in this world, Ellis and Dennis were like his only family.
“So I’m happy. I have one more person I like.”
Rohan was not lonely thanks to Ellis's unhesitating pranks and Dennis' fatherly kindness.
“Promise me one thing.”
“Tell me anything.”
In his unhesitating answer, Ellis said goodbye to her first love.
“It doesn’t matter who you love. Just don’t leave my presence forever. Just be by my side sometimes like you are now. Yes, just like you are now…….”
In the midst of the blurred ending that was not resolved, Rohan answered the person who had become his friend and younger brother.
“I promise.”

            They were already a family.
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“……How can I look more like Ariel?”
Rachel Capinus.
Her life is monotonous.
If you organize the day in order, it would be as follows:
“Ariel’s school time has changed these days. Yesterday it was 6:47, but today it’s 6:04… I have to cut down on her sleep by 40 minutes.”
Arrive at school on Ariel's schedule.
“And then straight to the training room before the first lecture. For breakfast, two sandwiches and four cherry tomatoes… How can you endure all that training while eating only that?”
We train in the same training room right next to Ariel.
“I always get the third seat in row B in the classroom. Today I almost lost the third seat in row C, so I have to hurry a little bit.”
Studying right behind Ariel.
“I have to go to the bathroom twice, at 11:55 and 17:47. I have to make it to that time, so let’s drink a little water. And also……”
Anyway, it was Rachel's daily routine to follow Ariel.
It wasn't all bad.
As a result of following Ariel, I naturally became a morning person, and my diet, which was full of only meat and fat, changed to fiber, which made me look better.
That wasn't all.
By following Ariel and studying hard, his grades improved and he did not slack off in his training, so his swordsmanship skills also improved noticeably.
‘Just by following him, he changes to this extent… … He really is the top.’
Rachel didn't want to be Ariel from the beginning.
I just followed Ariel for the grades, I had no other intentions.
But as a result of trying so hard to be like her in every way, she was now being called ‘fake Ariel’ by her students.
‘It doesn’t matter. As long as I can improve my grades, I’ll be Ariel, Arahel, or whatever.’
All of this was for the sake of his father, the Capinus family.
I didn't want to disappoint my father. I loved the way his grades went up and he smiled happily as if he had everything in the world.
Even if the method was wrong, Rachel didn't care as long as the result was good.
And now.
“Come to think of it, didn’t you say that my ‘well’ was sloppy?”
Rachel was completely absorbed in becoming Ariel beyond her beginner's mind.
Rachel came up to the mirror and straightened her expression. Then she crossed her arms and opened her mouth proudly.
“Well? ……Isn’t this the tone? Big. Well?”
It has been said that the end of all desire is possession.
Now Rachel wished she could become a complete Ariel.
So, beyond just his lifestyle, he was imitating Ariel in his words and actions.
Finally, Rachel let out a sigh and sat down on the bed.
“……When will I be able to become Ariel?”
I picked up the smartphone on the nightstand and tapped the screen, and the pictures I had secretly taken of Ariel came to mind.
The photo album was also full of photos of Ariel in various ways.
“Ariel Riepenstein…….”
That name I want to resemble so much.
Rachel lay on her bed, repeating the name she now wanted to be more than just like.
Tiring ring―
At that moment, Rachel, who had become sullen at the ringing of the phone, answered the phone with her face buried in the pillow.
“Who are you to be here at this late hour―”
[Rachel? It's me, Morphin Riddle. I got a scoop today.]
Rachel's head snapped up at the word scoop. Morphin Riddle was the informant Rachel had assigned to Ariel.
Rachel, who immediately summoned Ariel and possessed her, answered calmly.
“What’s the scoop?”
[Do you know about exchange students?]
“Exchange student? Oh, you mean John?”
[Oh. Do you know what John and Ariel did at Little Heath today?]
Rachel frowned as Morphin dragged his feet, urging him on.
“Speak quickly. I don’t have time.”
[Oh, sorry. I mean, I dated Ariel and Yohan!]
“……What? What did you just do?”
[Date. And until this hour. Is this really a scoop? If the other kids find out, there'll be chaos?]
For a moment, Rachel was dumbfounded.
‘Ariel and Johan dating? No matter how handsome the exchange student is, that Ariel?’
It was something that was hard to believe even after hearing it.
Ariel, who he had analyzed and studied so far, was a person who had not the slightest interest in love.
Moreover, she was not the type of person to fall in love just by looking at the other person's background or appearance. Ariel already had all of that.
‘Mofin has never given false information so far. That’s why I use Mofin. And with someone like Johan, it’s not impossible.’
The moment they met, Rachel's heart skipped a beat because of John's selfish appearance.
Of course he was interested. But Ariel pretended not to be interested, so he did the same.
‘… … For now, I have to keep this information to myself. Maybe I can grab Ariel and shake her up this time.’
Rachel, who had made a quick decision, opened her mouth as if nothing had happened.
“Thank you for your hard work. I will send your reward to the account you always give it to.”
[Thank you. Oh, but could you send me 20 percent more? Actually, I want to buy something this time, but I'm a little short on money―]
“Okay, I’ll send you double that.”
[Really? Thank you Rachel. I will continue to work hard to gather information!]
“But there’s a condition. Don’t tell anyone the information you found out today. Unless you want to pay me back all the money you’ve received so far.”
[Oh, okay. Then when will you send the money? It's a limited edition, so I'm a little in a hurry―]
“Right after I finish the call.”
Stop-
With those words, Rachel hung up the phone and sent money to Maupin.
Rachel's joy at getting good information was short-lived, as she checked her remittance history and her complexion darkened.
“…….”
The tip of my tongue hurt. It felt like a bruise.
Rachel covered herself with the blanket as the bitter cold finally came rushing in.
The identity of that cold air was loneliness.
‘How long… … must I live like this?’
There is plenty of money.
There is so much that I can't even use it all.
But there were things in the world that money couldn't buy.
Friends are something that money can buy.
Lovers, and anything else, can be bought with money.
But sincerity could not be had no matter how much was given.
The loneliness that this absence brought made Rachel sick.
‘… … Since when did I become like this?’
When he turned around, Rachel was throwing money around to the people.
Because it was easy.
I just chose that method because it was the easiest.
But once I realized the problem, there was no turning back.
Because he knew that the moment he locked his pockets, all those who hovered around him like hyenas would leave.
The loneliness that came that way was harder to bear than loneliness itself.
“…….”
Ellis had said.
"How long are you going to live off your friends' money?"
Rachel answered.
“Because I need a friend…….”
""Do you really think that's your friend? Let's get this straight, Rachel. Strictly speaking, that's not your friend, but the friend of the Lord of the Copynuses, right?""
“My friend…….”
“……You too live a truly pitiful life.”
“……Because there isn’t any.”
For some, it was a night they would rather forget.
* * *
Ellis, who ran into John in the hallway, waved happily.
“Hey~ Springwind’s most popular guy, Yohan!”
John, who was sick of the noisy greeting, pretended not to see Ellis and hurried his steps.
Ellis followed right up to him and poked Johan in the ribs as if she was friendly.
“You even have a fan club? I wonder if you’ll end up taking the student council president position. You incubus of Springwind!”
“……You look like you’re in a good mood today.”
“Hey, is it too much tea?”
Ellis is always smiling brightly. At first glance, you can tell that she's completely different from yesterday.
John, who was recalling yesterday's events, asked Ellis, pretending not to know.
“It looks like things have been resolved?”
“Yeah! Just like you said, I confessed to you right after school and got scolded!”
“You confessed and got scolded… So what happened?”
Ellis shyly caressed the back of her hand.
“I think it ended well. Yeah, it ended well…….”
“I guess he’s not really a bad guy since he got rejected. Should I scold him?”
“What do you mean, being rejected! It’s not like that?! And if you fight, you lose.”
John also smiled along with Ellis. Looking at her cheerful face, it seemed like things had been resolved well.
Then Ellis, who was grateful to John, asked.
“Do you want to go have a parfait for lunch?”
“Parfait? What parfait?”
“Things worked out well thanks to your advice. I’ll treat you.”
“Yeah, I guess so.”
“Oh! And you’re quite skilled? Want to spar with me?”
“I don’t think we’re at that level yet.”
When John flinched, Ellis put an arm on his shoulder.
“Then let’s be friends from today.”
“You are really foolish.”
At that moment, Ellis flinched and quickly withdrew her hand.
John looked back at Ellis, who had suddenly stopped, and asked.
"what's the matter?"
“Huh? Oh, it’s nothing…….”
Ellis started walking after John again.
But unlike before, he didn't say anything and just glanced at John's face.
‘What? Why is this strange man speaking in a familiar tone…?’
The reason Ellis flinched was because for a brief moment, Rohan's appearance overlapped with Johan's.
It was then that Ellis, who had been keeping an eye on things, finally opened her mouth.
“John. Do you have a girlfriend…?”
“Girlfriend? Yeah.”
“Are you planning on breaking up or something?”
“I have no plans to break up… absolutely not.”
“……I’ll go first.”
At those words, Ellis shook out her skirt vigorously and strode ahead.
Johan, who was staring at the back of Ellis as she left, soon let out a sigh.
“Why is it like that again? Did I do something wrong?”
At times like this, I was a dull person.
* * *
“The winner of this exam is Yohan.”
Everyone turned to John at the sound of Grace's voice standing on the stage.
Grace continued.
“The approach to the problem, the solution, and everything else were perfect. In particular, student Yohan’s answer has been posted as a model answer on the department intranet, so I hope everyone reads it.”
A week has already passed since John came as an exchange student.
In the meantime, the note test was conducted, and naturally, as the person who created the question, Yohan had no choice but to take first place.
But there was a reason why John didn't hide his strength and took first place.
‘From a professor’s perspective, there are limits to presenting problems and providing solutions.’
John's answer was written entirely from a student's perspective.
So it will be easier for students to understand.
John and Grace didn't come up with this method from the beginning either.
‘The perspectives from the podium and the lecture hall are completely different. Moreover, since I am among the students, it is easier to figure out what is difficult. I am glad I became John.’
Basically, it was a difference in communication.
The students were telling Yohan things they couldn't tell him when they were Rohan.
‘Being popular wasn’t necessarily a bad thing. It allowed me to become close with students more easily and quickly.’
Now, Johan was the most popular student at Springwind.
Of course, there were some students who were jealous from time to time, but not as much as before.
‘Cornelia also anticipated this and spent a lot of money on Persona.’
It was something I heard a few days ago when I went to report under the pretense of consulting with President Cornelia.
As expected, the president is the president. He knows the students of Springwind better than anyone else.
While Grace was wrapping up her lecture, John looked over some of the students.
‘There are now three students left. We can finish it leisurely before the promotion exam begins.’
I finished tutoring three students in one week.
There are only two weeks left until the knight promotion exam.
With a little more effort, we could have corrected the problem students within a week.
‘… … It’s about time it exploded.’
John's gaze lingered on one student.
Renault, who had become noticeably quiet the past few days, was sitting in the corner of the classroom.
The biggest issue was Renault Kafka. Changing a person's personality was difficult even for Johann.
‘Let’s wait for now. Right now, there’s no other way than to wait.’
As Grace left after finishing her lecture, John turned his gaze and stood up from his seat.
“Did you say your name was John?”
The student who appeared in front of John was standing there with a clumsy, arrogant look in his eyes.
“I am Rachel Capinus. Nice to meet you.”
“Oh, yes. Any business?”
Rachel, who had been pretending not to care and scorning John, turned to the side with her silver hair fluttering.
“I was thinking about having lunch together.”
John, who was muttering Rachel's name, chuckled.
‘That’s a good thing.’

            Rachel Capinus, she was also one of the problem students that John had to correct for a week.
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The classroom where everyone has left for lunch.
There was only emptiness surrounding Renault, who was sitting alone.
Square, square.
The class was over, but Renault was still writing something.
“…….”
Distant eyes that stare into nothingness.
A son-in-law filled with only eerie silence.
Some voices were constantly bothering Renault.
"That idiot."
Students now had no hesitation in criticizing Renault for being a loser.
"I told you I knew you'd do that?"
square……
""He looks good. He's actually nothing.""
Square… Square…
""You didn't know it would turn out like this? Huh? You didn't know?""
""What? Are you upset? Don't blame me. It's all your fault. It's your karma!""
Square… Square… Square…
ㅤㅤSquare… ㅤㅤㅤSquare… ㅤㅤㅤSquare…
“……Ah, if it were me, I would have dropped out.”
Square square square square square square square square square square square square square!
Soon, the broken nib brushed Renault's cheek.
Blood flowing faintly.
Renault didn't move at all, as if he didn't feel anything. He just thought.
'why?'
Why? Why do I have to be like this?
I don't understand. I don't understand.
You guys have had a good time too.
You guys also enjoyed putting me first and trampling on other kids.
But why am I the only one being treated like this?
Why am I the only bad guy and you guys the good guys?
Why am I the only one who is broken and you guys are fine?
Why me only?
why?
why…?
why……?
why………?
"……………………………why!!!"
Renault jumped up from his seat, his mind racing, clutching his chest as he struggled to breathe.
Neck. It felt like someone was strangling me.
It felt like he was suffocating me, telling me to die. To die quickly.
“……I really look like a nobody.”
After a while, Renault's breathing stabilized and he smiled like he had lost his mind.
Renault's voice was fading away as he left the classroom, dragging his feet.
“I’ll make them all the same… all the same….”
The paper underneath the broken pen was covered with the names of students from the swordsmanship department.
* * *
Rachel made a recommendation to me as I was blankly staring at the table, wondering what was going on.
“Enjoy it. There’s not much to eat though.”
It was a very embarrassing statement.
Not only was there not much to eat, but there was so much food piled up in front of us that it seemed like two people would be able to eat it all.
Even if we do a rough calculation, this one table would easily cost over 1.5 million rings.
1.5 million per meal, which is a small sum considering the fact that the Copynuses have a knightly order that rivals that of the larger ones.
“I’ll eat well.”
I started eating without showing it. On the other hand, Rachel opened the book she had taken out.
The sight was really awkward. Her head was on the book, but her eyes were fixed on the food.
“Shall we eat together?”
“Don’t worry, I’ll eat it myself.”
The sight of her imitating Ariel continued.
The basic outfit was to look as similar to Ariel as possible.
The makeup and hairstyle are exactly the same, and even the fingernails are cut in the same way.
Of course it was unnatural.
Every word and action felt uncomfortable and awkward, as if I was forcing myself into clothes that didn't fit.
After finishing my meal, I wiped my mouth and glanced at the food.
“I guess I’ll have to pack up the rest.”
Rachel tilted her head as if she didn't understand what he said.
“Packaging?”
“It would be a shame to leave it behind. There is a lot of food that is left untouched, no, most of it. So let’s ask the waiter for a moment…….”
The next moment, Rachel covered her mouth with the back of her hand and smiled.
“You can just throw it away. And in a fancy restaurant like this, take-out? That’s a bit much.”
The level is dropping… … .
What I'm doing now might be considered low-level.
but.
“When someone is afraid of going down in class, someone else is afraid of running out of food to eat today.”
“Huh? What are you talking about… Are you trying to say something like, “Kiani?” You’re more old-fashioned than you look, Master Yohan.”
I answered, recalling the last time I did relief work in a slum.
“I don’t care who starves to death. In a world that operates on the logic of capital, there has always been disparity, and individuals have no obligation to take responsibility for that.”
“That’s right. That’s the government’s business. That’s why there are taxes. For people like us who have fulfilled our responsibilities, all we have to do is enjoy ourselves.”
“Instead, we should not forget to feel sorry for them. At least, if they are people.”
I picked up the utensils again and tore into the cooled steak whole.
"person……?"
“Yes. It is thanks to their sacrifice that we can enjoy such luxury. Isn’t that right?”
“…….”
Rachel, her brow furrowed, watched me devour the remaining food.
Rachel wiggled her eyebrows when she finally confirmed that all the plates were cleanly empty.
“You’re a bigger eater than you look?”
“Because I exercise a lot.”
Then he got up from his seat, took out some money from his wallet, and placed it on top of the receipt.
“This is the price of the food I ate. Well, it was nice meeting you today.”
“What are you doing now? I’m sure I’ll buy you lunch today—”
He left the restaurant without even listening to Rachel's words.
It was quite an unpleasant lunch, which is not easy to do with so many delicacies.
So where do I start fixing this… … .
"wait for a sec!"
Rachel, who had rushed out of the restaurant after me, grabbed my arm.
I looked back at Rachel quietly. She was biting her lip as if indignant.
“Is there anything left to see?”
"how much……."
Rachel, who was looking up at me, was clutching her purse so tightly that it was almost crushed.
“How much would you pay to live with me? How much would I have to pay to live with me?”
“How much is it? Is that what you mean?”
"……yes."
Rachel lowered her head.
She would know too.
That a currency based on the trust of many people cannot actually buy that trust.
It must feel like you're living buried in paper.
In a world where even a single stone is given a value, in a paper filled with numbers.
In that emptiness that will disappear in an instant with just a single flame.
I answered, a strange idea suddenly popping into my head.
“10 billion rings.”
“……What did you say?”
Rachel asked back, as if she was in awe. Even if she was the youngest daughter of the Capinus family, 10 billion was not an amount that could be easily spent.
The next moment, he smiled and continued speaking, recalling the amount of money in his account.
“I will buy you for 10 billion rings.”
* * *
The moment Rachel heard those words, she doubted her ears.
Then he thought about the money in his account.
‘I only have 100 million right now, but what kind of student would have 10 billion… … Is that really true?’
Rachel, who thought John was bluffing, responded leisurely.
“Okay. 10 billion. Of course I don’t have the money to pay―”
“Call the account number.”
"yes?"
Before she knew it, Yohan had taken out his smartphone and was urging her.
Rachel called out the account number absentmindedly. After a while, the alarm rang.
“You’re not going to send me 100 rings and say it’s 10 billion won—”
Rachel's face turned pale as she checked the notification on her smartphone that she took out of her handbag.
[ +10,000,000,000 ℛ. (Remitter Name: Yohan) ]
‘What, what? I actually sent it… …!’
I thought it was a joke.
I thought he was using what happened earlier as an excuse to get revenge on me.
No it wasn't.
John ended up buying his real self for 10 billion. He was a man without lies.
It was then that John, having confirmed that Rachel had received the money, gently took hold of her hand.
“Then from now on, I can do whatever I want?”
"yes?"
“Oh, I’ll tell you. It’s mine.”
“What are you talking about now…….”
"let's go."
Rachel was confused as she was led by John's hand without any time to resist.
‘What kind of student has so much money? An Aether Stone tycoon? … … Surely he’s not the prince of the Kingdom of Viborg?!’
The delusions continued endlessly. Judging from his appearance, he really did seem to be the prince of the Kingdom of Viborg.
Then, Rachel felt a little relieved when she saw John's bright face and asked.
“So where are you going?”
“Secret. It wouldn’t be fun if I told you everything. By the way, there’s no lecture in the afternoon, right?”
“There isn’t any, but…….”
“Then let’s go.”
Was he really this self-willed?
Even though I was just being polite, John started to seem like a stranger.
‘It won’t work. Give it back now and make it invalid… … .’
Meanwhile, Rachel, who had discovered where she was standing, looked around with wide eyes.
“Is this a clothing store…? Are you buying clothes?”
"huh."
“The only thing I wanted to do with 10 billion was... Then I’ll wait here, so take your time and choose.”
To those words, John answered without letting go of Rachel's hand.
“I’m going to buy you clothes.”
“My clothes?”
“Yeah. How about this? Try it on.”
Rachel, who had accidentally received the clothes John had chosen, went into the changing room and changed her clothes.
John, who had been carefully observing Rachel as she came out of the changing room, nodded with satisfaction.
“It suits you well. The clothes are done. Next, the hair salon—”
“Wait a minute. Just a minute!”
Rachel finished calculating and immediately grabbed John's arm as he was about to leave.
John, who had stopped on the street, was looking back at her.
"why?"
“Why are you doing this to me? Please tell me why……!”
“There is no reason.”
At that moment, John turned to Rachel, looked down at her, and lightly tickled the tip of her nose.
“Rachel is mine, right?”
… … Honestly, for someone like Yohan, this wasn’t such a bad thing.
Rather, it was good.
Above all, I really liked the way he responded “It’s mine” every time I protested.
Moreover, there was another reason.
“Isn’t that guy really cool? He’s so handsome!”
“Oh, I wish I could just go on a date with someone like that.”
Because of John's appearance, all eyes around him were focused on them.
Everyone was jealous. And Rachel was secretly proud that the object of that jealousy was right next to her.
‘If only I could feel this way more… … What am I thinking?’
Rachel's plan to use Ariel to make John her own had long since fallen through.
So Rachel was taken to a beauty salon by John to get her hair cut and makeup done.
“This is enough.”
John nodded in satisfaction as he looked over the newly-decorated Rachel.
Meanwhile, Rachel pretended to be angry and put her hands on her hips.
“What do you keep saying is enough? And what on earth are you going to do with me…!”
“What would be good next? So, have you been there?”
The place John pointed to then was a nearby playroom.
Rachel, who had never been to a playroom filled with all kinds of games, shook her head quietly as if she had eaten honey.
“Then let’s go.”
“Okay, wait a minute……!”
John was stubborn.
But Rachel was secretly good too.
‘This is a place you come with friends or a lover… … .’
I've seen students going into the playroom on their way home from school.
I was jealous.
There were more than a few times when I wanted to mix in with their group and be with them.
And at this moment, that delusion became reality and was unfolding before my eyes.
“Okay, let me explain. This is touch.”
“……I know that much.”
“That’s good. Then shall we have a game? After all, I learn by doing anything.”
“Do whatever you want.”
John and Rachel sitting side by side in front of the device.
What they started was a famous strategy game called ‘Ether War’.
At first, Rachel was at a loss as to how to play, but as John taught her, she gradually began to enjoy the game.
“Hey, can we build a building here?”
“And build a barricade. And send more troops from the main camp. Yeah. You’re doing well.”
“Really……?”
As the game progressed, the corners of Rachel's mouth went up as she started to have more fun.
As things progressed, Rachel, who had been madly touching the screen, shouted with her eyes wide open.
“Let’s go in! Let’s go in! Let’s go to 11 o’clock!”
“You go first. I’m going into the air…….”
“Do you think you can take on Lady Rachel’s Ultimates with a mere lager? Go buy some cheap underwear and wear it, you punks!”
“……You have talent for this game.”
After playing the game for about two hours, Rachel came out of the playroom and stretched.
John, who was shaking my shoulders with me, asked.
“Was it fun?”
“Yes! It’s so much fun……!”
Rachel, whose true form was revealed while she was off guard, turned her head.
“……It’s worth doing.”
Then he looked at John, who was looking for the next place.
‘This is my first time seeing something like this.’
Everything was a first.
‘This kind of thing… … .’
Everything was enjoyable.
‘… … I feel like I’m with a friend.’
Why is he happy when he was the one who paid the huge sum of money?
Sometimes when I ask in a soft voice if it's fun, why does it make me so happy when I say yes?
‘I want to be John’s just like this, just like this… … to continue.’
Up until now, Rachel had not spent any money.
But it was fun.
Someone was there, talking to me.
It was something I had been longing for.
“Should we go there this time? What do you think?”
“Yes. Is that the one over there?”
Now Rachel was not letting go of John's hand.
Rather, he took the lead actively.
In the meantime, time passed quickly. Relatively speaking.
Rohan checked his watch and spoke to Rachel with his back to the sunset.
“Let’s go home soon. I’ll give you a ride.”
The moment I heard those words, I felt more regretful than ever.
But Rachel acted as if nothing had happened.
“You don’t need me to give you a ride. Just call a driver.”
“Okay. Then I’ll stay with you until you get here.”
Because tomorrow too, I will be with John⸺
“It’s a bit of a shame.”
“It’s a shame, isn’t it?”
“Because today is the last day. I can’t handle 10 billion in a day either.”
Rachel, not understanding what John was saying, asked back.
“10 billion a day?”
“Yeah. I bought you one. Just for today.”
“Just today? Not forever?”
John laughed at the word “lifelong.”
“A lifetime? You can rent one day of your life for 10 billion won, but you can’t buy the whole thing, right?”
But Rachel did not listen to John.
I couldn't hear anything.
Just think about it.
‘So today is the last day… …?’
It was a short-lived happiness.
And even that happiness had reached its end.
Rachel shook her head without realizing it.
'no…….'
Ariel was no longer Rachel's ideal.
What she wants now is to be with John.
It was to extend this happiness.
‘I don’t want it to end like this… … .’
It was falling apart.
“I, I will give you back 10 billion.”
The numbers that had been covering her entire body were scattering and collapsing around her.
“So, please meet me again tomorrow! Okay?”
What was revealed was Rachel Capinus.
It was the real her that had been hidden until now.
“Just wait. I’ll send it right now.”
The next moment, John grabbed Rachel's wrist as she was frantically sending money.
“Rahel.”
“…….”
A hot drop of water fell onto the back of John's hand.
The hand holding the smartphone was shaking.
John spoke to her while she was crying quietly.
“I don’t need money. How about we be friends instead?”
"friend……?"
“Yeah, buddy.”
Rachel raised her head and wiped her eyes.
At that moment, what appeared before Rachel's eyes was John's smile.
‘… … It’s the same. It hasn’t changed.’
John was smiling, just like the moment we first met.
Even though time passed, she was still smiling without changing.
This was something we couldn't see when we bought people's time with money.
There was no moment for John when the smile he had been so happy about when he received the money gradually faded away.
But John.
“100 rings is enough for transportation when meeting friends.”
He just laughed like an idiot who didn't know anything about money.
* * *
In the car on the way home.
The Capinus family leader who had come to pick up Rachel looked back at her.
“It’s nice to see you smiling.”
"yes?"
Rachel had been smiling brightly since a while ago, wondering what was so good about it.
Capinus continued, thinking of Rachel, who had not smiled much lately.
“I was really upset because you didn’t smile at me much these days.”
"sorry……."
“I’m sorry. But I feel relieved to see you smiling like that. By the way, aren’t you short on pocket money?”
“It’s not enough. What you give me now is enough.”
Capinus smiled at his daughter’s answer. Contrary to his nickname of ‘The Demon Slayer’ among the Knights, he was a gentle father.
Rachel, who was watching her father's expression, asked cautiously.
“Father, don’t you think I’m strange…?”
“It’s strange. Wouldn’t it be strange for a child who didn’t even respect you before to suddenly call you ‘father’?”
“…….”
The person who felt Rachel's change more than anyone else was the head of the Kapinus family.
He continued.
“Still, I like you better the way you are now. Of course, I like Rachel no matter how she looks.”
Rachel turned her head, embarrassed by those words. Suddenly, she saw herself reflected in the car window.
'……uh?'
There was a stranger looking at him.
When I raised my hand, the person raised his hand too.
When she placed her palm on the car window, he put his hand in return.
What was reflected in the window was the changed appearance of herself as she was led around by Yohan.
Rachel's mouth opened as she stared blankly at the sight.
“……Does this make any sense?”
“What does that mean?”
“Father, you’re actually happy with how I’ve changed, right? Study hard and get good grades… That’s the only way I can take over the family line.”
With those words, Rachel clenched her lips tightly. The fists clenched on her knees were shaking.
The copyist, who had been looking at her hand for a long time, answered.
“Nothing is meaningless.”
"……yes?"
“Everything has a meaning. I just realized it too late.”
Before Rachel was born, it would not have been surprising if the Capinus family had fallen into ruin at any moment.
It was then that the Copynes founded the Knights Templar.
It was for the family. I would do anything to revive the family, and I thought that anything else was meaningless.
By the time I realized that thinking was wrong, I had already lost a lot.
“I knew you could think like this. That little dot kid has grown so big in no time.”
“Hey, a dot! Where can you find such a big dot…….”
Capinus laughed at Rachel's embarrassed answer.
“Do you know what the world looks like when you look down from the sky?”
“Everything will look small.”
“Yes. Everything looks small. People and such appear as faint dots.”
The Capinus always traveled the world on expeditions with the Knights Templar.
Whenever Capinus left, Rachel always came out to see him off. He continued talking, recalling Rachel looking up at him as he gradually moved away from the ground.
“But that one thing becomes a line, a curve, and a circle. Even though it has crooked and sharp parts, I love that part of you.”
“…….”
“That is why even the smallest thing is precious and meaningful. Just like our Rachel, who can never be erased and must never be erased.”
Rachel turned around and looked at Capinus.
And then, slowly, very slowly, I was held in the arms of the copyist.
Capinus affectionately stroked Rachel's head.
“Seeing you acting like a fool, it seems like you’ve returned to your old self, Rachel.”
"huh……."
“That’s all I need. It doesn’t matter what you look like. You will always be Rachel Capinus to me, my one and only precious daughter.”
Even though he said that, Capinus was secretly happy to see his daughter return.
Rachel, who was imitating Ariel, was too cold and stiff to hug her like this.
Suddenly, Capinus remembered the student who was with Rachel and asked.
“By the way, who was that student? Was he perhaps your boyfriend—”
“He’s not my boyfriend.”
“Oh, I see.”
Rachel, who buried her face deeper in her father's arms like a little child, mumbled shyly.
“We’re just friends.”
"friend?"

            “Yeah… my friend.”
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“……You’re really popular.”
Ellie, who was walking down the hallway next to me, tapped me on the ribs.
"huh?"
“What the hell is that? Look at how shameless this kid is.”
I tilted my head, not knowing what he meant.
At that moment, a student walking across the street saw me, ran over to me, and waved.
“Oh, hello!”
“Good morning, Rachel.”
Rachel was a student taking a class in the Department of Aquatic Ecology.
“Yes, good morning to you too, John… Oh, by the way, have this!”
I answered, accepting the chocolate bar Rachel offered me.
“Thank you. Then, in return, you can have this too-”
“Okay, then I’ll go. See you later!”
“No, I told you to take this…….”
Rachel ran away as if she was being chased.
Ellie said again, biting into the chocolate bar she had taken away.
“You still don’t understand?”
“What is that…… Ah.”
Only then did I understand what Ellie was saying and agree.
In addition to the chocolate bar that Ellie was eating, I had a bunch of snacks in my arms. These were the things that every student I met gave me as they greeted me in the morning.
Then Susan suddenly popped her head next to Ellie and pouted.
“Haven’t you guys gotten too close to each other without me lately?”
At those words, Ellie rubbed Susan's cheek with the back of her hand.
“Who said we became close without Susan?”
“Well, that’s fortunate.”
“Hey, so Susan is secretly jealous too?”
“Hey, you’re being mean, Ellie…….”
Then Brad ran up to me and waved with a carefree look on his face.
“Hello John! Hello Ellie! Hello Susan!”
“The pervert told me not to say hello to him.”
“Uh, sorry.”
“Oh, right! I baked some cookies this morning. Do you want to try them? Of course, without the weird kid next to Yohan.”
“Ugh…….”
It's already been two weeks since I started living as an exchange student at Springwind.
Somehow, I became Springwind's idol. It wasn't my intention.
If you wanted to live quietly with this face, that was highly unlikely.
It wasn't particularly bad.
As we became closer, it helped me a lot with my plans.
As a result, there is now only one problem student left: Renault.
It was then that Brad opened his mouth, with perfect timing.
“Come to think of it, I haven’t seen Renault lately?”
Brad seemed worried about Renault.
That's understandable, as Renault has been gone for a week now.
Ellie answered.
“I heard that you didn’t drop out or take a leave of absence. Maybe you’re just sick?”
Susan shook her head.
“I think he’s refusing to go to school. How can he come to school normally after what happened last time?”
I nodded quietly.
What was meant to happen, happened.
I wanted to change things on my own as much as possible, but was that too greedy?
I guess I should start getting ready soon.
“……What are you?”
Then Ellie, who had discovered something, turned to me and asked contemptuously.
“Who are you, Rachel, following John around silently?”
"don't mind."
“Oh, by the way. I guess you’ve decided to stop imitating Ariel? That’s better.”
“I told you not to worry about it.”
When I looked back, Rachel was following me like a shadow.
I quietly gave up my seat next to her and motioned to Rachel.
“Come here. Let’s walk together.”
“Me, really?”
“What’s wrong with being friends?”
“Friend... yes!”
Rachel walked beside me, rejoicing.
The 10 billion rings I sent last time were returned that evening. It was something I had expected to happen to some extent.
The National Tax Service would not have stayed still if 10 billion won, let alone 100 million won, was transferred without any consideration.
Still, 10 billion is a lot of money to me. There was another reason why I was able to proceed with this without any problems.
A few days ago, I received a considerable reward for driving away the eyes that were watching the destruction the last time. It was probably due to the influence of Emperor Adela.
In addition, I have been investing in stocks recently and have been making quite a bit of profit. I have been writing down in my development notes which stocks are going up and which are going down.
In particular, I had to secure as much of ‘that stock’ as possible. I had to gradually prepare for that episode.
I'll talk about this in more detail later.
“Anyway, the problem with John is that he’s too kind, like some idiot.”
Eli crossed his arms as he glared at Rachel.
Rachel and Eli were still bickering with each other.
Still, it was less than before.
Even if we exaggerate a bit, the two have become close enough that they could be called friends.
The fact that Rachel followed Ariel's example played a part, because that was the biggest reason Eli hated Rachel.
Anyway, most of the things I planned ended well.
I quietly slipped out of the crowd and headed toward the stairs. Ellie asked.
“Where is John?”
“At the library for a moment. I have a book to borrow.”
At the mention of the library, Ellie scratched her goosebump-ridden forearm.
“Uh, library? Go there quickly.”
“Then, I’ll see you all in class.”
* * *
Johan carefully opened the door and entered the central library. He greeted the librarian who gave off a strange vibe.
The librarian looked slightly surprised, then quickly looked away indifferently. Yohan, who was looking inside, nodded.
‘Just looking at the atmosphere makes Ellie tremble.’
Not only Ellis, but quite a few students were reluctant to go to the central library.
Springwind had two other libraries of similar size.
However, there was another reason why students with good grades insisted on going to the central library.
‘There’s a place with such a high concentration of mana right in the middle of the city. I’m sure I’ll be able to concentrate well.’
Mana is everywhere like oxygen and sometimes even affects human life.
There was even a rumor going around that Springwind was built here because of this area.
But just as it was difficult for humans to survive in oxygen-poor high-altitude areas, mana-rich areas did more harm than good.
However, this was the case for ordinary people, not wizards or knights.
Rather, for magicians, the higher the concentration of mana, the more helpful it was.
The fact that they were eating the meat of the demon as a delicacy right away was proof of this.
‘The problem is that the more this happens, the greater the likelihood that the phenomenon will occur.’
There is nothing that is only beneficial.
Anything has both pros and cons.
Of course, the shortcomings of this library can be easily overcome and adapted to with just a little bit of attention.
‘Then I guess I’ll try catching up on my studying.’
After all, becoming John was for a purpose.
Even though the plan was almost accomplished, there was no time to mindlessly mumble.
‘I still have some time to spare in swordsmanship. I am now a weapon master. What is important now is magic, namely the circle.’
Rohan's circle is currently 4.5 circles.
It was a huge growth considering that the circle had only been around for a year.
But Rohan felt that even that was not enough.
‘I can’t do anything with my circle right now.’
I realized this point even more while taking lectures from Michael.
‘In order to properly utilize it in actual combat, you must complete at least 6 circles, even if you are not an Arch Mage.’
No matter how good the "growth" setting is, if the circle is low, that is, the learning limit is low, it is of no use.
‘We will soon face Queos head-on.’
It was just a feeling.
At the same time, it was also the feeling of a reader who had read countless worlds and books.
Up until now, it was those feelings that had played a part in his ability to predict the development of events.
‘You need to know how to use magical defense so that you can reduce damage by at least 50 percent, if not perfectly. Above all… … .’
… … Maybe he would have to face Michael the first time, just as Bael tried to kill him and Grace.
‘It’s just a case. I don’t know his intentions, but Michael tried to save me the first time.’
It was none other than Michael who used Rivercraft to deliver the Axe of Order to Rohan.
‘I still don’t know what his purpose is. It’s shrouded in mystery, just like his appearance. I haven’t even figured out Grace’s purpose in the first episode yet.’
That's why we had to prepare.
They were beings who had strayed from the pages Rohan knew, and the influence of the variables such beings would bring was unfathomable.
After choosing a magic book, John sat down in a suitable place and calmed his thoughts.
‘Anyway, that’s for later. For now, let’s start practicing magic… … .’
Just then, someone sat down across from John. When he looked up, he saw Ariel casually reading a book that he had opened.
'……what?'
Ariel is absorbed in reading as if John is not even in her sight.
John also tried not to pay attention to that appearance and started reading the theory book.
Swish.
“?”
Ariel, who was reading a book with good posture, reached out and gently placed something down in front of John.
It was the ‘Mind-Clearing Strawberry-flavored candy’ that Cornelia manufactured and began distributing to students for free.
Swish
Without stopping there, Ariel began to absentmindedly pile all kinds of snacks in front of John.
‘Why are you suddenly doing this… … ?’
John was confused by Ariel's incomprehensible behavior.
Ariel smiled as she pushed all the snacks towards John.
‘You’re so happy. I’ll bring it again next time.’
It was a mysterious expression of affection to John.
* * *
I spent most of the day in the library.
As soon as the lecture was over, I went straight to the library and stayed there forever.
A day like today was a daily routine for wizards.
Above all, it's fun.
It might sound crazy, but it's really fun.
To begin with, the magic book is structured in a way that makes it fun to read.
Unlike mathematics, magic is not something that ends with calculating and deriving an answer, but can actually be manifested.
Anything that has direct results right before your eyes can't be fun.
However, as I was cooling my overloaded head from using "Growth" all day, someone placed a meal ticket with a note stuck on it on my desk.
When I raised my head, thinking it was Ariel again, the librarian was looking down at me in a strange way.
“…….”
It's an eerie look no matter when I see it.
The librarian leaves the next moment without making any gestures.
As I was shaking off the goosebumps, I checked the note attached to the meal ticket.
[Thanks to you, the number of people using the library has increased significantly. Studying is good, but don't forget to eat. - Librarian Amir.]
You say the number of people increased because of me?
What the heck is that… … .
“!”
When I raised my head, the students who had been watching me lowered their heads.
I came to my senses for a moment at that sight.
Looking closely, I saw that some of the faces were familiar.
First of all, he is the vice president of my fan club. … … He even brought his fan club with him.
Now, I was enjoying this situation to some extent.
Moments that will never return once you return to Rohan anyway.
I thought that this was all just an experience and let my mind go.
Being popular isn't a bad thing, right?
I was thinking nonsense again.
Let's finish reading the theory.
“……Hey.”
It was quite some time later that the voice was heard.
Who is that person who speaks so fearlessly in the library?
“You, right? You wearing a weird mask.”
The voice that I tried hard to ignore was ringing right in my ear.
There was no sign of life.
No matter how much I had to hide my presence, I couldn't escape his senses.
I thought in my gut.
This is not a ‘person’.
The proof was that he was able to recognize the "Persona" that even the most skilled magicians could not distinguish.
Moreover, even though they were making such a fuss, the surrounding students showed no reaction.
What came to mind at that moment was the rules for using the central library.
「⸺There is a rumor that every once in a while at 11:55 PM, someone appears and asks something.⸺」
“Can you help me for a moment?”
「⸺This is not a rumor, and if you encounter this being, never turn around or answer any questions.⸺」
「⸺If left alone, 'it' will disappear at midnight. If you find an item that negates this item⸺」
I checked the time and it was exactly 11:55 PM.
In the meantime, the voice, more muffled than before, continued again.
“I’m so miserable…….”
What is so bothersome?
What's so bothersome?
“…….”
Why are you crying so sadly?
I looked back, breaking that rule.
There, a being completely different from what we had imagined was sobbing in a weak manner.
“Please help me. I won’t kill you…….”
In appearance, he was a student who was no different from any other person.
However, I couldn't stand the feeling of incongruity when I saw that she was wearing only a pure white one-piece dress that looked like a thread.
Above all, I was barefoot.
If you encountered it without knowing the rules, it would be nothing but a ghost.
〔 Activation of “Status Window” 〕
⸺「The Lost Book」⸺
◈ Trait: Knowledge
◈ Description
- It is a magic book that was lost in countless wars thousands of years ago.
- It records the entire theory of magic that modern civilization has lost.
- I am very sad. If you help me, I will definitely repay you.
After all, he wasn't human.
Because the message that appeared in the activated status window was about the object.
Perhaps this is one of the “phenomena” that occurred when the “will of books” met the special environment of the central library, namely “spiritualization.”
I read a theory similar to this one before I visited Crescent Mountain for my last promotion exam.
“I really won’t kill you. Really…….”
By the way, judging from the way he spoke, I think I can understand a little bit why people even put up warning signs.
I don't know if it was because so many people were avoiding it that he started saying things like this, but it was having the opposite effect.
By the way, there was something like this.
I didn't know that there was a hidden piece in Springwind, and that it was an 'ego artifact' with an ego, and it was in the central library.
"thank you."
As I stood up, the will of the book began to walk between the shelves.
Eventually, following the spirit, I arrived at a bookshelf in a corner where classics and foreign history books that no one read were classified.
“It's here.”
When I turned my head again at the voice, the spirit was pointing to one side of the bookshelf.
At his fingertips was a faded, old book, no different from any other book.
I whispered quietly.
"this?"
“Right. Get me out of here. Quickly.”
It was the moment when I nodded and reached out my hand towards the book.
"hmm?"
The book didn't move at all.
No matter how hard I pulled, the book did not move at all as if it had become one with the bookshelf.
I had no choice but to put my fingertips into the aura and pull with all my might.
That was when.
Ss ...
The half-revealed book was entangled in strangely patterned chains.
The chains were pulling the book back together, keeping it from falling out.
The spirit standing nearby at that moment clutched his head and cried out in pain.
“Ah, it hurts……!”
This is a sealing type of magic.
It was an arrangement that was impossible to understand, let alone interpret, as if it had been designed by a wizard far superior to Michael.
It was impossible for me to do it with my own strength while the sealing technique was in effect.
At the very least, a wizard of Michael's level would have to come forward to interpret it.
Fuck.
Should I just give up the hidden piece right in front of me?
… … bang.
I turned around at the sound of one of the arrays breaking, and saw a friendly face dismantling the ritual.
"you……."
"fizzle."
It was Laura.
Thump, thump― thump thump⸺
Laura was quickly dismantling the sealing technique with a blank expression on her face as if nothing had happened.
As the ritual was dismantled, the spirit's distressed condition also improved.
It was Laura, after all.
In this type of technique, he was superior to Michael.
Well, in the first place, what was flowing through Laura's body... ... Let's pretend this story never happened. Let's forget about it all.
The sealing technique was finally completely dismantled.
Laura, who was looking up at me, handed me a piece of paper with something written on it.
[Please come visit the bike club sometimes, Associate Professor.]
How did he know this?
But if it's Laura, you don't have to worry.
The next moment, Laura bows and leaves as if nothing happened.
As expected, Laura was a child as mysterious as the "phenomenon" that occurred at the Central Library.
I quickly took out the old book and handed it over to the spirit. The spirit holding the old book in her arms smiled at me.
“Thank you so much. I will never forget this favor.”
Then he opened the book and handed me a page he had torn out.
“?”
What the heck? Is this the reward?
Wasn't this book supposed to be mine?
Before I could protest, the spirit disappeared from my sight along with the book.
Isn't the reward too low compared to the difficulty?
Just one page isn't enough to give you the context, let alone the theory of magic...
“……!”

            The moment I read the page absentmindedly, I was shocked.
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“Welcome.”
In the early evening I met Grace at the front door.
But Grace is reluctant to come in.
She hesitated, looking at me, as if blocked by an invisible wall.
I know that feeling.
Because I neglected Grace while living as John.
There were no longer any moments when we would hold hands in the office after class, and I couldn't go to work with him every morning for fear that my identity would be revealed.
I reached out my hand as I read the faint loneliness written across her expressionless face.
“Okay. I’ll make a delicious dinner for Grace today—”
Perhaps no one has ever felt the world rushing toward them.
At that moment, my horizon was just her shoulders.
The breath was the wind, the faint scent was spring, and the lavender hair flickering before my eyes was my own aurora.
My world was hugging me so tightly that it was about to break apart.
Their hearts were pounding as they faced each other.
Unlike her face, which revealed nothing on the surface, her heart was expressing her feelings for me without hesitation.
It was at that moment that those emotions took on tangible meaning.
“I want to stay like this just a little bit, just a little bit.”
I thought.
How could you have endured it until now when you wanted to hold me so much?
On the one hand, it was strange.
She endured everything without complaining even once.
She bursts out her heart with all her might at this moment, as if the planet is exploding.
“Yesterday, today, every day, I missed you.”
“Grace…….”
Loving someone like this is truly a difficult thing.
With the future that I loved.
With a past to love.
Dear present.
Because you have to be able to love them all.
And yet, I will only love her with all my life.
“……I smell something burning.”
Grace, who had fallen from my arms, placed her hand on her chest. The eyes that reflected me were shaking.
“I’m riding, now.”
amazing.
So there was someone who could say something like that.
No matter how clichéd and boring it may be to me, the fact that she says this… … .
“Oops, stew!”
… … There was a real stew burning.
* * *
“I’m sorry. I made you make stew again.”
“No, thanks to you I was able to teach you how to make stew.”
While holding Grace in his arms, Stew was roasted and eaten.
But I didn't throw away what I had burned.
I was planning to freeze the remaining parts and pack them for tomorrow's lunch. I should feed them some bread.
Grace then got up from her seat, approached me, and bowed her head.
She opened her mouth at a distance where our breaths could touch each other.
“Grace.”
"yes?"
“We decided to call you Grace instead of Miss.”
“Ah. Grace…….”
“Yeah, Rohan.”
Only then did Grace raise her head with a look of satisfaction.
It was then that I grabbed her hand and pulled her away as she was leaving.
“Didn’t Grace promise too?”
"uh?"
“I'm sorry.”
"ah……."
In this way, we are still clumsy.
Like a sand castle that collapses no matter how many times it is built, like children who start building again without losing their smiles.
But I liked that awkward relationship.
A relationship where we depend on each other and get to know each other from the beginning.
I continued speaking as I looked around the table.
“Please sit on the sofa for a moment. I will clean up in a moment.”
The end of cooking is cleaning up.
It was the moment I reached out to the cleanly emptied plate.
"later."
As always, my weight becomes infinitely lighter the moment it touches her fingertips.
“Rest with me today.”
Led by Grace's hand, I headed to the living room sofa.
Grace sat me down on the sofa, sitting next to me, holding my hand in hers without letting go.
I asked, looking at our reflections in the framed images hanging on the opposite wall.
“How was your day?”
“……It was bad.”
When I quickly turned my head at those words, Grace was looking up at me with a gentle smile on her face.
“Because you weren’t there.”
I stopped.
Those words made me look more foolish than any confession.
“But it’s good now. Much better than today combined.”
It makes me so happy to know that someone wants me.
Even more so if it's someone you love.
At that moment, I felt like the most blessed person in the world.
At the same time, it was unfortunate.
The fact that today's me loves Grace less than tomorrow's me.
The reality that this heart cannot transcend time.
It was really too greedy.
“Grace.”
I reached out and called the name.
There was no agreement. I just followed my heart.
“…….”
He slowly and gently swept his raised fingertips over her head.
once.
Twice.
And three times… … .
If this moment were a page on a screen, I would read it over and over again.
I must have read and read so much that I could read it with my eyes closed.
At that moment Grace's mouth opened.
“Okay, Rohan.”
“Thank goodness……”
“Stroke me more.”
I was relieved to know that Grace felt the same way.
I asked as I was slowly stroking her.
“Do you like me that much?”
“…….”
When I turned to Grace at the sudden lack of answer, she was fast asleep.
When I saw Grace like that, my eyes also slowly closed. Just the fact that she was by my side made my heart feel so at ease.
“I guess I should get some sleep too…….”
* * *
“Thank you. Then I’ll go in.”
“See you tomorrow.”
After waking up and dropping Grace off at home, John went back the way he came.
“I feel refreshed today.”
I just slept on the couch with Grace for about an hour and I feel refreshed all over.
Taking advantage of this momentum, John planned to practice his magic until dawn.
Suddenly, Yohan muttered as he remembered the page he had received today after helping the spirit of the old book.
“There was such a theory…….”
It was just one page out of many in the ancient book, but what it contained was nonsense.
‘But it’s not an impossible theory. In the beginning, the Aura and Circle were one.’
The pages the old book left behind contained a theory.
It was a theory that didn't even have a name. But if it were revealed to the world, it would cause a huge uproar and even cataclysm.
‘… … The theory written on the page I received is to return human mana to its original state.’
The origin of circles and auras is ‘Mana’.
It is an undeniable proposition that they were branched out from a single stream, although the mana was standardized to match swordsmanship and magic.
‘If we apply this theory, it is possible to merge the circle and aura into one in the core.’
If that were the case, there would be no need for John to build a circle.
Unlike the circle that revolved around the core, the aura inside it was already completed to the level of a Weapon Master.
“……If I do well, the path to transcendence might open up for me too.”
In order to deal with Queos for sure, he had to become a Transcendent being himself.
I had previously experienced its strength indirectly when fighting the Eye of Destruction.
The power that all the corrections and the axes of order lent, even if only a little, was irresistibly attractive.
‘But don’t be happy. It will take time to study this theory and apply it to myself through growth.’
No matter how much "growth" was used, the theory itself was complicated. In my experience, such theories required repeated growth for several days.
‘Anyway, I have a new goal.’
Moreover, becoming stronger meant that Grace would be safer.
“What a fascinating world this is.”
Rohan was surrounded by sensations that he could never feel in reality.
Every day is new.
Everything was unknown, and every day felt like an adventure.
That feeling was all the more so because it was a world he loved.
‘… … But I can’t just like it.’
There were still many unresolved issues.
‘Once we return to Rohan, we must find Michael from the first round.’
I would know more clearly if I met him.
How did they end up here?
At that moment, a small light flew towards John from the front.
“Is your name John?”
“But who are you?”
“……You will die without knowing anything.”
It was a dagger reflecting moonlight.
John, who had stopped still, stared at the mysterious figure.
It was the moment when the tip of the sword finally came within reach of John.
“No ill feelings―”
Boom!
The strange man, whose head was buried in the floor, was gasping for breath as he followed John's hand.
“What are you?”
“Cough……!”
The foaming intruder was rendered unconscious by a single blow.
After a while, Johan looked down at the unconscious stranger, sighed, and rummaged through his pockets.
“Check where that guy came from…….”
The next moment, Yohan, who was checking the assailant's smartphone, hardened his expression.
“……It exploded.”
* * *
The students were glancing at Renault as he walked slowly down the hallway.
“What? Why is he like that?”
“I don’t know. I haven’t seen you for a while.”
“By the way, look at his eyes. He’s completely crazy.”
Meanwhile, laughter was rolling down at Renault's feet.
‘I’ll make them all the same… … all the same… … .’
Dilated pupils, limp lips, and an unusually unkempt outfit.
At first glance, Renault was not normal.
Renault, who was soon making a phone call somewhere, opened his mouth.
“Me. Today. Yeah. Today. No, right now. Are you waiting? Are you waiting. You have to wait…….”
Renault arrived in front of the swordsmanship classroom, muttering something difficult to understand.
When I opened the door, other students who had arrived first were talking to each other.
Renault, who was looking around at the students who had not even paid attention to him, shouted for a moment.
“You motherfuckers!”
Renault's curses echoed for a while, loud enough to be heard.
Silence settled in like sunlight streaming through every window. Everyone's eyes were focused on Renault.
“What are those eyes?”
Someone was offended.
Someone was being contemptuous.
Someone was watching Renault with a face that didn't even seem to understand.
“I asked you…… I, I, I, I, I, I!”
Renault laughed like a crazy person.
I laughed for a long time.
The laughter that echoed alone was terrifyingly eerie.
“……You’re ignoring me again.”
Finally, Renault stopped laughing and continued speaking.
“Shall I tell you when a person goes crazy?”
Renault's bloodshot eyes scanned each and every student.
Every time that gaze touched the students, they shuddered.
“When you got dumped by someone you had a crush on for 3 years in 20 minutes?”
Ellis was avoiding eye contact.
“When I was betrayed by my friends who followed me?”
Students who once followed Renault bowed their heads.
“Or what, when I become a cripple and eat alone in the student cafeteria?”
Renault shook his head as if to disagree.
“No. You’re all wrong. People are just crazy. They’re just crazy. That’s the only way to go…….”
The next moment, shards of shattered glass flew among the students.
Unidentified assailants were breaking into the classroom through broken windows.
For a moment, Renault, who had been looking at the chaos, laughed like a man with a knife stuck in his chest.
“……Because I can endure it.”
Blood spurted across Renault's face.
The pure white shirt was turning red.
"I'm talking to you," Renault said, looking at the sight of a thug attacking defenseless students.
“You made me a cripple too, didn’t you? I’ll make you the same. Just like that, make you feel what I feel.”
His clenched fist visibly shook.
Guilt turned into joy and sent shivers down Renault's spine.
‘You bastards of hypocrites, you bastards of hypocrites, you bastards of hypocrites… …!’
That was when.
“Ah, no―!”
Phew!
A student whose neck was dug into by a blade trembled and fell to his knees.
Renault, who saw it, took a step forward.
"……what are you doing?"
There was no plan to kill.
He only intended to take revenge on his students by breaking one of their limbs.
“What are you doing now!”
Students were dying one by one.
As the number increased exponentially, it felt like hell before my eyes.
“Stop it… Stop it! That’s not what I asked you to do!”
Even under Renault's orders, the thugs who received the money did not stop.
Instead, they began to slaughter the students even more violently.
The classroom floor was completely red, showing how much blood had flowed.
When Renault lowered his head, feeling the tips of his feet become wet and hot, he saw blood flowing from the other side like a river, soaking his feet.
Only then did Renault begin to come to his senses.
‘This is not what I wanted… … .’
But we were friends once.
No, I thought we were friends.
That's why I didn't intend to kill him, I just took revenge on him for the betrayal.
Then, Renault ran towards the assailant and shouted.
“Stop it, stop it you little punks!”
“…….”
Still, the villains did not stop killing.
Realizing that something was seriously wrong, Renault began to push the assailants away and protect the students.
“Don’t kill me! It’s not what I asked for! Please, please……!”
It wasn't enough.
The students' corpses were strewn all over the desks, floor, and podium.
The screams that seemed to be blaming themselves were also gradually decreasing.
Renault, kneeling in the blood, burst into tears and shouted.
“Please stop, please…….”
It wasn't like this.
It wasn't like this, it wasn't like this, it wasn't like this, it wasn't like this.
This is not what I wanted… … !
“……Please forgive me.”
Renault, who was prostrated in the blood, earnestly asked for forgiveness.
Then one of the assailants walked towards Renault.
The stranger, who had been looking down at the back of Renault's head for a while, said.
“Do you really want to apologize?”
“Yes, yes……! So stop it now……!”
“Then shout ten times that you were wrong.”
"yes……?"
Renault, who didn't understand what he was saying for a moment, raised his head.
At that moment, Renault saw a student in danger of death next to the assailant and shouted in panic.
“Okay, I was wrong.”
“Louder.”
“I was wrong!”
“Louder!”
“I was wrong! I was wrong! I was wrong! I was wrong! I was wrong! I was wrong! I was wrong!”
Renault cried out desperately, tears and snot flowing out of his eyes.
“I was wrong! I was wrong…….”
The stranger sighed as he looked at Renault, who had finally admitted his mistake.
As he turned his gaze into the hallway, Laura, who had been watching the situation from the front door, nodded.
The villain, no, John, spoke softly as he walked through the hallucinatory spell that was gradually fading away.
“Never think like that again.”
“Never again…… I won’t do it again……!”

            It was all an illusion orchestrated by John and Laura.
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I was in the classroom with Laura, cleaning away all traces of the ritual we had designed.
Laura's magic was beyond my expectations.
Even though it was a hallucination, everything felt real without any awkwardness.
Thanks to this, Renault was able to be deceived without much suspicion.
“Thank you for helping me today.”
I checked the time after asking Grace in advance to move today's lecture to the training building.
“I’ll take care of the rest, so Laura, you can go now.”
“Just a little more. It’s almost done.”
Laura was ready to go back only after I had cleared all the alcohol with her.
I said it because I felt sorry for getting Laura involved in my personal affairs.
“Your bikes looked old the last time I saw them. This time, I’ll replace all of yours.”
At those words, Laura slowly shook her head.
“It’s enough now. It’s okay.”
“If you’re okay, that’s fine, but still―”
“If you need any help, please let me know.”
Laura, who had intercepted my words, was leisurely walking away.
Then Laura stopped in her tracks and turned to me to continue speaking.
“I will help you with anything you need, Associate Professor.”
I nodded silently and smiled.
After Laura left, I looked around the empty classroom. Reno, who was in shock, called the security team and had them move to the infirmary first.
Renault continued to apologize as he headed to the infirmary, seeming to deeply reflect on his actions.
Even though he was an adult, his heart was still immature.
It was fortunate that Renault was able to be set right, albeit late.
“Anyway, everything is resolved.”
It was a mistake that Renault sent a thug only to me last night.
If I hadn't heard the plan from that weirdo, I wouldn't have been able to handle this situation.
Even so, the hallucination that Renault saw would not have happened.
The skills of the thugs commissioned by Renault were disappointing, and the place they attacked was none other than the Springwind swordsmanship academy.
Perhaps he broke the window and barged in, but was subdued by Ariel and Ellie.
In addition, there were the ‘Predators’ led by Craig of the Hundred family, so it was actually the villains who were causing the slaughter.
No, before that, the villains' skills would have been dealt with by Arthur Sun, who was protecting Springwind.
In a way, it was a good thing for the villains. Well, after hearing the whole plan, they all caught them and handed them over to the police.
“Is it okay if I just go back now?”
All that remained was for Cornelia to develop a potion that would allow me to return to Rohan.
At that moment, someone tapped me on the shoulder. When I turned around, Professor Thomas was adjusting his glasses.
“Hello, Professor Thomas.”
“Hello. Yes…….”
Thomas, who had been looking around, took a small case out of his bosom and handed it to me.
“Try it. If you come to the potion making department, you can make things like this every day. Well then, that’s all……”
Thomas runs away, dazed, as if something is urgent.
There was no need to act since no one was watching.
“Fortunately, it was made within a month.”
Inside the case was a medicine that would return me to my original state. This time, it was not shaped like candy, but a capsule.
Let's eat this later... ... .
Step step step⸺
For a moment, footsteps echoed through the hallway.
It wasn't just one or two people.
Exactly 30 people.
The footsteps of those 30 people rang in my ears as if they were one.
As I turned to the other side of the hallway, I saw familiar-looking figures approaching me.
“Is this the swordsmanship classroom? It seems like he’s not here.”
A man wearing a black uniform embroidered with the Administration's emblem was looking into the classroom.
I asked him, pretending not to know.
“What's going on?”
The man glanced at me and smiled. The gold tooth that replaced the missing canine tooth gleamed in the light.
“Who are you?”
“I came as an exchange student from the Kingdom of Viborg―”
“Oh, that’s not what I asked.”
I looked at his arrogant smile and thought.
… … It was a good decision not to let this kid get the mana plunderer’s core.
“What I want to know is your status. I’m asking you, whose name I don’t even know…….”
The director of the administration, Madison Ross, put her hand on my shoulder and continued speaking.
“……How much weight do you have in this society?”
* * *
“Everything has weight.”
That weight is a number, and soon it is ‘value.’
“The same goes for humans.”
Humans could not be an exception to the law of weight and value.
“That is why humans are not equal. And we call this ‘uniqueness.’”
That was the quote that best represented Madison Ross's values.
Madison was standing by the window of the president's office, smoking a cigar and looking out the window.
“The Administration is the scale of this empire. It is the place where order and chaos, lawlessness and lawfulness, violence and peace, faith and betrayal, all good and evil are weighed and measured.”
Finally, Madison turned her head and her face was covered in the smoke from her exhaled cigarette.
Madison's voice continued beyond the greedily white and bright smoke.
“Like right now, at this moment.”
The smoke was slowly clearing.
At that moment, what Madison saw in her eyes was President Cornelia surrounded by the ‘executioners’ of the Administration.
Cornelia, who was glaring at Madison, laughed.
“Weight? Value? Huh, since when did you guys become the standard for weighing such things? What right do you have!”
At those words, Madison, who had been walking towards her with her feet together, looked down at Cornelia with her hands in her pockets.
Madison's mouth opened just as the smoke from his cigarette engulfed Cornelia.
"nation."
"……what?"
“It’s the qualification of a nation. We are not the same people as you. We are a little more special. To be more precise, let’s call it the difference between an individual and a group.”
“Bullshit! You guys are the country’s lackeys and just lackeys of corrupt forces.”
⸺match!
Madison absentmindedly swung her hand. Cornelia groaned as she was hit in the cheek and fell to the floor.
Madison, who was straightening her disheveled sleeves, spoke as if nothing had happened.
“I don’t know why we have to hear that from you.”
“What the hell…….”
“We are simply faithfully enforcing the strict laws of the state. In the name of the Administration.”
Madison snapped her finger, which bore the family seal. The executioners all drew their swords and aimed them at Cornelia.
“I already know that you have been in collusion with the great criminal Rohan.”
“Who is the great sinner? If it was Rohan’s crime last time, he would have already been acquitted—”
“Humans commit sins every moment. It is only a question of big or small…….”
In the midst of her slurred speech, Madison grabbed Cornelia's hair.
“Let go of this……!”
Cornelia in pain.
But Madison seemed oblivious and pulled her hair to meet her eyes.
“Listen carefully. Yesterday, we received a report that our agents discovered Rohan, who was leading demons in the western part of the Demon Realm.”
“The Demon World…?”
At those words, Cornelia's face became blank, forgetting even her pain.
Madison took out a few pictures from her bosom and scattered them across Cornelia's face.
Cornelia, looking down at the fallen photographs, wiggled her eyebrows in disbelief.
“This is…….”
It was Rohan.
It was definitely Rohan.
In the photo, Rohan was shaking hands with monsters in the middle of a city that was completely different from the continent.
That wasn't all.
“What do you think? Do you think I’m abusing my power when you see that?”
“…….”
Cornelia's eyes slowly closed.
The image of Rohan, still facing the eyes of Grace and watching destruction unfold before his eyes, was vivid.
On Rohan's forehead grew a long horn, evidence of a demon.
This was an undeniable fact.
“If you cooperate with us even now, we will give you a suspended sentence for colluding with a spy from the Demon World. This is called leniency.”
“…….”
“But if you keep your mouth shut like this, I will have no choice but to apply the Security Act to you and designate you as a traitor, and execute you in the name of the royal family and the empire.”
Still, Cornelia did not open her mouth.
“I am a more generous person than I look. No, this country, Habledown, is a generous empire. We have reason to protect the dignity and rights of your people.”
Madison, who had been sucking on her cigar without losing her composure, continued speaking while exhaling smoke.
“But do you know that?”
“……?”
“The Eclat and Euclid families that were associated with Rohan are the ones that our administration decided not to touch.”
“……What does that mean?”
Only then did Cornelia open her mouth and open her eyes. What she saw at that moment was Madison's smile, distorted with greed.
“The Eclat and Euclid families are beyond our reach. They are too big. They are too heavy. Those who possess such value cannot be touched, even by the royal family.”
“What are you talking about now—”
“But you are different, Cornelia Lynn Farcastal. You are no longer the pride of the Empire, but a disappointment, a scum…….”
Madison, who had been visiting Cornelia, brushed her hair to the side.
“……The reason you ended up like a doll thrown into a garbage dump is because you are no longer valuable.”
I felt like tears of blood were flowing down my face. It felt like my heart was being stabbed with countless knives.
“If it was a doll like that, I wouldn’t care if someone played with it and broke it.”
The reality that I had forgotten while living as the president of Springwind was coming back to me with Madison's one word.
“How is it, are you finally ready to open your mouth?”
Madison's provocation to Cornelia was to capture Rohan.
The photos weren't enough.
Solid proof was needed, and Cornelia's testimony would be the strongest evidence of all.
At that moment Cornelia opened her mouth.
“Listen carefully, Director Madison. I’m going to talk to you about something very important.”
“Oh, right. Now I feel like—”
Madison's face crumpled into a pleasing smile the moment Cornelia drew it.
"Don't forget that you can be like me anytime, as long as you are there.
Cornelia Lynn Farcastal.
She was already a hero who gave her life to protect her people.
* * *
[… … I will do that. Until then, I hope you stay safe.]
“Don't worry.”
After finishing the call, I stood on the rooftop railing and looked down.
A large number of executioners from the Administration surrounded the entire Springwind.
“You idiots.”
With those words, what came to mind was the first conversation I had with Schlach.
"“Fools will rush in even harder when you show them an opening. They don’t even realize that it’s a noose around their neck.”
“Are you saying that you set a trap?”
okay.
It wasn't because I had the luxury of time that I had been rooting out the corrupt forces solely with Karina's power.
There was no justification.
The Empire, including the Administration, is an excuse to eliminate the humans who are eating away at the roots of the great tree.
That's why I was waiting.
And soon, I would have a justification.
“I’m sorry Cornelia, but…….”
Now she had to use Springwind, which she cherished.
But if we were not willing to make even these sacrifices, we would never be able to eradicate those parasitic humans from the empire.
… … Again, I am not the savior.
I have no intention of becoming righteous.
There is no need to be righteous.
However, he will not hesitate to use any means necessary to protect Grace.
Because that's my purpose.
“Lord Rohan.”
The next moment, I turned around to hear a voice calling me, and saw Inspector Javelin locking the rooftop door.
I haven't taken the medicine yet. I asked without releasing my persona.
“How did you know I was Rohan?”
“I heard it from Jack Cloud.”
Javelin slowly approached me, pulling out his ether gun and staring at me.
I asked.
“Are you trying to arrest me?”
The next moment, Javelin shook his head as he pulled the trigger into the air, confirming that it wasn't even loaded.
“Run away.”
Javelin is a righteous man.
He is absolutely not a person whose justice would be clouded by personal feelings.
That javelin was talking to me.
“I will cooperate.”
“I am currently a traitor who has violated the National Security Act and a spy from the Demon World. If it is revealed that you helped me, you will not be safe either.”
Javelin shook his head again.
Instead of using unnecessary words, he only spoke one name.
“Rivercraft.”
“……That’s a sufficient name for an answer.”
By now, the administration must have gotten the information that I am a ‘devil.’
It wasn't something I expected or expected to do.
Because it was a trap I set in the first place.
Of course, I didn't know it would be dealt with this quickly.
But still, they are trying to get rid of me, the prince, and the one who carries the royal family behind him, so quickly.
Even though the ugly hair was stuck, it seemed to be firmly stuck.
Or maybe it's proof that 'they' are that desperate.
“Is it okay if I say I’m a real devil?”
“Even if Rohan is a demon, nothing will change.”
I smiled at that answer.
That was the answer I wanted to hear.
“Even if you say that, I won’t run away.”
The next moment, I held out my clasped hands to Javelin.
“If you really want to help, arrest me here and now.”
“……What do you mean?”
“Of course there are other ways.”
I looked back again and gritted my teeth as I watched Madison heading towards the square with Cornelia.

            “You just have to reveal the truth in front of everyone. All the crimes you committed in the name of justice and the country.”

Became the Savior of the Final Boss - Episode 158 (159/225)


                
                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                
                                § The Tree of Good and Evil (2)
The students who found Cornelia being dragged away by the executioners along with Madison looked around in confusion.
Madison arrived in the middle of the square and motioned to the executioners.
Cornelia, who was forced to kneel, spoke without bending her head.
“Can you handle what you’re doing now?”
Madison snorted at her still confident appearance.
“It seems like you still don’t quite understand the topic. Since you don’t seem to understand with your tiny brain, I’ll explain it to you myself.”
Madison, who had finally gotten her hair done, grabbed the back of her head and turned to the students who had been watching.
“Hello, bright students of Springwind. Oh, I’m sorry for the late introduction. I am Madison Ross, the director of the Administration Bureau. Remember this face, as you will see it often in the future.”
Then a student pointed to Cornelia and asked.
“What the hell is going on? What is going on with our president…….”
“That’s a very good question.”
Madison shrugged her shoulders and smiled. She glanced at Cornelia and continued speaking.
“Here is the Grand Master of Springwind, Cornelia Lynn Farcastal, who is guilty of harboring a traitor to the Empire.”
“A traitor?”
“Yes. There will always be crimes in the world. But this criminal is the worst of the worst! … He hid a traitor.”
The students were shocked by Madison's words, which were like a bolt from the blue.
Madison, who liked the reaction, turned to Cornelia with a very satisfied look on her face.
“Can you see the students’ reactions? Come on, tell us now. We are very generous and can endure this much waiting.”
“…….”
“You’ve become so young that you’ve even forgotten how to speak? Haha, this is embarrassing. Very embarrassing.”
Madison, down on one knee, stroked Cornelia's small head.
On the surface, he appeared to be looking after Cornelia affectionately, but in reality, he was whispering cruel words in her ear.
“……At the same time we received this information, Rohan went missing. We couldn’t find him, whether he rose into the sky or fell into the ground. However, the last place he was seen was coincidentally Springwind. Isn’t that too strange to be a coincidence? Of course I believe in coincidences. Even the inevitability created by such coincidences.”
“Close your mouth. Don’t give off the stench of a rotting corpse.”
“Oh, dear. I thought I’d be fine since I got my scaling done last week. I apologize if I offended you.”
Madison stood up, covering her mouth as if embarrassed, and turned back to the students.
“Currently, the high treason suspect Rohan is missing. If there are any students who have seen Associate Professor Rohan recently, please raise your hand.”
Then the students who were looking at each other nodded.
“Come to think of it, Professor Rohan, I haven’t seen you lately, have I?”
“I heard you’re taking a leave of absence… No way?”
The students soon started to make a fuss.
Madison closed her eyes as if listening to a sweet performance, thinking.
‘Even if you are a student of Springwind, you are still a citizen. You are incredibly stupid. Of course, I like that stupidity very much. You stupid citizens should give up and lose interest in politics so that people like me can weigh the world comfortably.’
Madison, who had been enjoying the current mood, opened her eyes just as suspicions about Rohan began to grow among the students.
“Okay, then let’s start an event now.”
The students nodded at the word event.
Madison, with a wide smile as if expecting something, quietly stepped aside so that everyone could see Cornelia.
“Cornellia Lynn Farcastal is a criminal who helped the traitor Rohan. Her crime is so serious and she shows no signs of remorse, so I have decided that there is no room for leniency. I will sentence her to the same punishment as treason and judge her here.”
Those words angered the students.
Madison's words were no different from saying that Cornelia would be executed now.
Madison said to the students who began to protest the next moment.
“Student over there, what did you just say?”
“No matter how many crimes he has committed, the General is a hero of the Empire—”
“Are you defending a traitor right now?”
"yes……?"
A student whose head suddenly became blank.
Madison's voice continued, more murderous than before.
“Surely you don’t want to be a traitor, do you?”
The moment those words echoed through the square, all protests suddenly stopped.
It was at this moment that Madison, with a sneer on his face, was about to give instructions to the executioners.
“……No country treats its heroes like this.”
A steady resonance pierced through the square.
Madison frowned and turned her head toward the voice, where a neat and tidy looking student was standing in front of the main building.
“Moreover, no one has the right to judge others.”
Madison, who was watching the student slowly walking towards the square, answered as if something occurred to her.
“You are of the Arilleria family…….”
The Springwind student body president was Karen di Arilleria.
She entered the square and stared at Cornelia, who was helplessly subdued.
Madison answered without hesitation.
“Did you say it was the right to judge others?”
“Yes.”
“That’s an incomprehensible question. Even if you’re still young, I can’t just ignore what you just said.”
As Madison wiped her smile, the executioners aimed their swords at Karen.
Madison, startled by the executioners' response, scolded them.
“Put your sword away! Do you know what will happen to the Arilleria family if they find out?”
"sorry."
All powers of the administration, including Madison, were vested in the imperial family.
And the House of Arilleria was one of the pillars supporting that imperial house.
‘We can’t easily mess with that woman, but we can’t let her interfere with our work, either.’
Meanwhile, Karen responded to them without hesitation.
“What if we can’t just let it go? Will the Arilleria family, including me, now become traitors?”
“Oh…… As expected of Springwind, this student is overflowing with skill. Good. Let me teach you something. The one who gave our administration the right to judge others is the owner of this country, Habledown, the Historia Imperial Family―”
At that moment, a tone as cold as iron penetrated Madison.
“The true owners of this country are the people, not the Historia royal family.”
It was the moment when Madison, who had frowned at the words that were worthy of execution as a traitor, turned toward the place where the voice had come from.
“……I wonder who it was. It turns out it was the Riepenstein family head.”
Michael Riepenstein, the man who hated the Empire more than anyone else, was caressing the ring.
Madison smiled unnaturally as she began to sweat.
“Even if you are the Riepenstein family head, that statement is extremely dangerous―”
“Are you blind and deaf, or are you blocked by the sacrifices you have gathered for your own selfish desires?”
"……yes?"
“The world situation is already flowing in the opposite direction of what you have enjoyed. Things like the imperial family and the state are becoming anachronistic ideas, and the powerless people are gathering their strength to destroy them.”
“What are you talking about now…….”
Michael, who was clutching the ring for a moment, let out a voice from the back of his throat that sounded like the coming Ice Age.
“It means that you will soon hit rock bottom.”
“What kind of nonsense is that……!”
Not only Madison, but everyone who heard him was amazed.
The shock was all the more so because the words came from none other than Michael Riepenstein.
He continued.
“The basis of your administration’s power is authority.”
“You’re saying something obvious. What’s the big deal?”
“But I wonder. What will happen to you the moment that power turns its back on you?”
Tsk tsk tsk… … !
The mana that swirled around Michael's cold face sparked.
“You’d better not even think about letting this go. The evils you’ve committed in the name of the country so far will come back to you tenfold, a hundredfold.”
“Huh, nonsense! Our administration is the one who executes the crimes on behalf of the royal sword, the just⸺”
Squeak.
At that moment, countless cars entering the square stopped.
People wearing suits with a design of a bird with its wings spread wide and its head bowed got out of the car.
Eventually, the one who appeared in the center was the one Madison was so afraid of, the head of the Arilleria family, ‘Erol Live Arilleria’.
Errol, who had been staring at Madison quietly, took a thin cigar out of the case from his bosom and took a bite.
Errol, who was casually smoking a cigar worth millions of rings apiece, nodded to his secretary.
Woohoo!
The bodyguards belonging to the Arilleria family surrounded the executioners, including Madison, in a whirlwind-like circle.
Madison shouted, growing anxious at the sudden reversal of the situation.
“Why is Lord Arilleria doing this to us!”
Errol snorted at those words.
"why?"
“Yes, why…….”
Errol smiled softly at Madison, who asked stupidly.
“……You hear it yourself. The King will come himself soon.”
At the same time, the atmosphere became distorted.
In an instant, the entire Springwind was enveloped in darkness.
Its true identity was a shadow.
The shadow of a huge castle floating in the sky.
Madison looked up and saw the floating 'Douglas' and muttered in a daze.
"your majesty……."
It was then that the voice from Douglas resonated throughout Little Heath.
[Seize Director Madison Ross immediately, whoever he may be. He will be severely punished according to the Magna Carta for his crimes of contempt for the Imperial House and the entire Empire. And this is… … .]
The next moment, the executioners, who had finally figured out the situation, rushed to Madison to save their own lives.
The Emperor's voice, which had not ended, continued like a death sentence in Madison's ears.
[… … It is my command.]
* * *
“I never thought I’d move Douglas in its entirety…….”
Captain Siena, who was watching Madison as he was being judged by the Supreme Court Justices in Douglas, thought:
‘Even if he was accused of being a traitor again, he responded like this. Rohan himself seems to be really angry. After this trial is over, there will be no one in this empire who can touch Rohan… … .’
However, the person involved, Rohan, was nowhere to be seen.
Javelin's voice continued as Sienna watched the trial with her guard.
“……The illegal acts committed by our management office so far end here.”
Javelin was Madison's right-hand man.
He, who claimed to be a whistleblower, confessed to the world the truths that the management had been hiding until now.
The Supreme Court Justice, whose face became as pale as a piece of paper after listening for so long, fell silent.
“This is a serious matter.”
That was all there was to this trial.
“Apart from the tens of thousands of charges, it is an undeniable and unacceptable fact that the Administration has been portraying the Empire, including the Imperial Family.”
Madison, bound from head to toe, writhed in the dock.
His remarks were completely excluded.
“According to the testimony of Inspector Javelin of the Administration Bureau, Madison Ross oppressed everyone and blinded the Imperial family during her 22 years in office. She killed countless heroes who deserved to be treated as if they were no longer useful, and without even reflecting, she tried to frame Rohan, a Weapon Master and Imperial Guardian Hero, for treason by fabricating evidence. It would be true to return all authority of the Administration Bureau to the Imperial family and send all of its members to the Agraine Islands to reflect on their lives…….”
The Supreme Court Justice continued speaking, glancing at the silhouette of the Emperor, who was looking down at the judge from the highest seat of the Supreme Court while covered by a veil.
“……This is not what Your Majesty wants. However, in order to appease Your Majesty’s heart, which is filled with endless sorrow, and to correct the broken national law, I hereby declare the criminal Madison Ross to be sentenced to death for all crimes.”
“Ugh, ugh!”
Madison writhes and cries as the trial is decided.
Then the Captain of the Imperial Guard Wolfwin, who had removed the veil and stood in front of the railing, looked at the seats of the onlookers and said:
“The trial is over. Madison Ross will be executed separately here. Everyone, please return.”
At Wolfwin's declaration, the lined up SS began to send all the onlookers out.
That was when.
“Who, who oppressed everyone and covered the eyes of the imperial family!”
Madison cried out in frustration, breaking the gag by slamming her face against the corner of the desk.
“Everything I have done as the Director of the Administration Bureau so far has been for the good of this empire, Habledown, and the House of Historia! So who, who on earth would punish me!”
People who had turned back to Madison's still unrepentant behavior hurled insults at him.
Madison, completely out of her mind, lashed out.
“Yes, we did it. Our administration did it!”
“That bastard―”
“But if our administration had not soiled its hands on behalf of the royal family and the great families, would this empire you enjoy be what it is today? No! Absolutely not!”
Then Madison shouted to the Emperor beyond the veil, the highest seat.
“It is all thanks to our great sacrifice that your families have been able to reign over the heads of the foolish people.”
The moment someone unleashed the spell, the broken gag closed Madison's mouth again.
It was then that Javelin, who had been quietly watching the scene, opened his mouth.
“I have witnessed my comrades die 748 times so far.”
The excited people stopped swearing and started to watch Javelin as he slowly walked towards Madison.
Javelin grabbed his own sleeve and tore off his coat along with his shirt.
And what was revealed was Javelin's right arm, covered in scars with no sign of healing.
“My right wrist, which is attached now, was already cut off once when I arrested Bane Clipper, the worst criminal in history.”
Javelin continued, calmly running his fingertips over one of the scars from the past that was like a branding.
“And so far, I’ve broken my elbow 39 times.”
Within seconds, the javelin tore the coat down the other arm.
“The left arm was cut a total of 7 times from the back of the hand to the forearm, and the number of finger joints cut off while blocking the blade was 89.”
Javelin then took off his coat and completely tore his shirt, revealing his upper body.
Those who saw his body turned their eyes or lowered their heads at the horrific and astonishing sight.
“Look carefully, Madison. This stab wound just to the right of your heart and this fist-sized scar on your pubic bone were caused when you suppressed the men who were smuggling weapons to line your pockets.”
Javelin continued to explain to Madison why he had scars on his body.
Javelin finally lowered his fingertips that had been grazing the last scar and asked Madison softly.
“What did you do when I was enforcing justice on behalf of the Empire as an inspector? No… before that, was there even a single wound on your body?”
Those who truly sacrificed themselves for the Empire in the name of the Administration were people like Inspector Javelin.
Only then did Madison slump down in her seat, seemingly giving up on everything.
Javelin, closing his eyes tightly in the overwhelming regret, spoke to the world.
“Now I don’t even know what justice is…….”
Javelin, who had picked up the torn pieces of clothing, was leaving the courtroom amid sympathetic gazes.
“……Maybe it never existed in the first place.”
Sienna sighed and spoke to the people.
“Then please exit again. Our guards will guide you.”
After that, even the Supreme Court justices began to leave.
At that moment, Sienna stopped in front of the door and quietly spoke to Madison, who had lost everything.
“Madison Ross. The executioner will be coming in to judge you soon.”
thud!
Madison, who was eventually left alone, blinked as if she didn't understand what he said.
At that moment the door opened.
Step by step -
Finally, Madison looked up at the executioner standing before her.
“I have a question for you. According to the will, will your death be just painful or…….”
Michael, standing before Madison as the executioner, continued speaking while displaying his magic.

            “……It will be extremely painful.”
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Douglas' artificial beach.
Rohan was staring at the sea, reflected in Karina's eyes.
“Is this really what you planned?”
The waves were large and rough as Douglas sailed overhead.
Rohan just smiled quietly. Karina, who had been staring at him, also turned her gaze to the sea.
“It’s not enough.”
Rohan looked down at the crashing waves that had washed up on him. The pieces of wood that had drifted with him were now buried under the sand.
“Then why didn’t you just get rid of Madison Ross instead of the Bureau?”
Karina's question made Rohan think of Michael, who was torturing Madison in every way.
It won't be easy to kill him. That's the price Madison paid for weighing the world.
“The Bureau is still needed in the Empire. However, the people have come to know all the facts, and it can no longer function as it used to. Therefore, a new name and a new director must be appointed.”
Karina was puzzled by Rohan's decision to leave the administration behind.
That would be the case, for to achieve their goal, the administrative bureau representing the power of the royal family and the nobility would also have to disappear.
“New name?”
“Yes. The Administration will be reborn. Instead of being an agency that monitors and oppresses the people on behalf of the royal family and the nobility, it will be an agency that controls the royal family and the clans on behalf of the people.”
“I see. I understand.”
Rohan meant one thing.
Karina thought as she looked at Rohan, who was facing the sea straight ahead without any hesitation.
"I will dismantle that royal family."
I thought it was a ridiculous lie.
But at that time, I felt like grabbing onto even the most ridiculous straw.
"And the nobility will create a world without ranks."
But what was absurd was not Rohan's goal, but his ability to achieve that goal.
"No one will be allowed to die without a reason."
Rohan had not only saved his own life and that of his sister Adela, but was also trying to revive the dying empire of Habledown.
‘You are always distant.’
And it was so grand that it was impossible to tell the difference.
‘What kind of thoughts, or rather, what kind of approach should I have in life to be so honest and upright? I can’t even fathom it. That’s why I can only say that I’m riding on Rohan’s bandwagon… … .’
No matter how much I looked into Rohan, I couldn't gauge his abilities.
So Karina paused for a moment. She was just a sailor on a ship, and he was the one holding the key.
“Your Majesty and Lady Karina, please decide on the new name for the Administration Bureau. I am not good at naming things.”
“Okay, I just thought of a good name.”
“Thank you. And I would like to leave the responsibility to Javelin, the former superintendent of the Administration Bureau. May I ask you to do so?”
“If you wish.”
Karina smiled slightly.
Rohan's considerations like these often eased her burden a little, because she felt that she was helping him in some way.
Karina asked Rohan, who was fiddling with the cure.
“But why did it end like this? With this momentum, we could have eradicated other corrupt forces as well.”
Rohan shook his head calmly.
“We must be satisfied with this. No matter how corrupt they may be, they are still the real powers of the empire. If such families were to collapse in an instant, not only the empire but the entire continent would fall into chaos.”
“So, in the end, this is a problem that will inevitably take time…….”
“Yes. That’s why they abandoned the administration that they had supported until now, as if cutting off their tails. Of course, they must have thought that the royal family was turning a blind eye, but the truth is the opposite.”
Soon, Rohan turned his head and faced Karina.
“Because, little by little, we will take away everything from them.”
The continent has a long history.
It was the same with Habledown, a country that had pursued imperialism for thousands of years.
“I never once thought that it could be changed in an instant. If it could be changed like that, I wouldn’t have had to step forward.”
Karina nodded in agreement with those words.
“You are right. Sudden reforms tend to cause chaos. Just as water is slowly heated to kill a frog, we too must gradually extend our hand and strangle them.”
“Our job is to lay the foundation for that. We will leave it up to future generations to abolish the family and rank system and reclaim sovereignty. Only then will they know how to protect it.”
The changes Rohan had begun were destined to continue long after his death.
Karina, who was looking at Rohan with strange eyes, raised the corners of her lips.
“You are truly a remarkable person. To have had such a desire and yet remained quiet until now…. The fact that you are a good person is the greatest blessing of this country.”
Then Rohan also chuckled.
“I’m not that kind. I don’t have any intention of living a stupidly kind life.”
“Yeah. Maybe on the bed. I’d like to take this opportunity to check it out today.”
“……Please stop bothering me.”
“Seeing you looking so troubled, I can tell that this is the Rohan I know.”
Only then did Karina realize that the Rohan in front of her was real and she smiled with a more relaxed expression.
In the meantime, Rohan checked the photo he took out of his arms. Karina glanced at Rohan in the photo and clicked her tongue.
“It seems they wanted to kill you even while associating with the Demon World. Well, if it’s treason of that level, there’s nothing our royal family can do about it.”
“…….”
Silent Rohan.
While he was looking at the picture of 'Rohan' walking with the monsters, a figure came to mind.
‘… … Is this what it means to regret it?’
To be exact, it was his own replica, the second Rohan.
* * *
The atrocities committed by the Administration to this day are being reported not only nationwide but also worldwide.
This time, the empire failed to control the press. No, it did not control it.
“These damn sons of bitches!”
“These are the guys who go around bragging that they’re protecting the country? I’m really astonished.”
Naturally, those who heard this fact were angry.
They petitioned for more severe punishment for the parties involved, and the dissolution of the administration was therefore a foregone conclusion.
“By the way, I’m glad that Rohan is safe.”
“That’s right. Those bad guys tried to kill Rohan by accusing him of being a traitor. I heard that he used to volunteer in the slums to help people who had lost their homes.”
“So. Anyway, those rotten guys…….”
There was no harm to Rohan either.
Cornelia, who was almost directly affected, also promised to improve her treatment and increase support for Springwind as a token of apology from the imperial family.
“……The world is no longer the same as it used to be. Is it time to change course?”
“We need to change if we don’t want to end up like the management office. The good times are over. Now we need to take good care of what’s left.”
The families who had been supporting the Administration Bureau and reaping the benefits were relieved that they were not affected, and they quickly changed to adapt to the changing political situation in the empire.
In this way, this ‘Madison Gate’ was causing quite a stir in the empire.
* * *
“……As expected, you were a monster.”
Michael looked away as he read an article about Madison Gate.
The sky outside the window was covered with dark clouds. Michael could only vaguely see the cityscape covered in darkness.
‘Finally showing his claws, Rohan’
The first time Michael heard of Rohan's plan was during the summer, when he had been to the Eclat family's villa for training.
‘When I first heard you say that, I dismissed it as an absurdly bleak plan. But… … .’
In the end, Michael had no choice but to admit the plan.
It sounded like a far-fetched story, as it was so grand that it was impossible to gauge its size, but upon closer inspection, each and every one of them was a feasible plan.
‘There was a time when I too was ready to give up my cause and follow you.’
Rohan, if only he would go along with his plan, he could set everything right without having to achieve a greater cause.
Moreover, now Michael was also getting closer to the ‘truth’ little by little.
‘… … The family that the administration originally wanted to punish as traitors was not Loren, but our Riepenstein.’
It was something Michael had heard two days ago while torturing Madison in his capacity as executioner.
There was no need to torture her. The moment Michael unleashed his spell, Madison confessed everything she knew.
Of course, after hearing the whole story, Michael tortured Madison and then killed her.
‘Even so, it remains a fact that Claudia was killed along with the Lauren family by the Administration.’
It was unclear why the Riepenstein family was accused of being traitors and why the Lorraine family prevented it.
Madison could only answer that there was an imperial edict.
‘There is a bigger conspiracy hidden that I don’t know about. Now I really have to find my father.’
Friedrich Riepenstein.
It wasn't just his father who disappeared. The truth that Michael didn't know also disappeared along with him.
“……Claudia.”
Michael closed his eyes and stared at the nearly finished painting in the darkness.
The most desperate moment when painting is when the paint runs out with the last brush left.
Michael was in that state now. But Michael did not despair. Instead, he began to have hope.
In that hope, Michael realized.
‘I have not lived for you until now… … .’
That everything was a sacrifice.
That everything was for his own good.
‘… … I was able to survive because of you.’
It was a realization that came too late.
* * *
“What is this…?”
Ellie, who had her hand on her lower abdomen, asked me with a surprised look on her face.
“How on earth did you know this?”
I smiled and told Ellie about the theory I had studied so far.
“Let’s call it the secret of the Kingdom of Viborg.”
“The secret of the Kingdom of Viborg? Is it okay for you to just pass something like this on to me?”
“Of course it’s not okay. But wouldn’t it be okay if Ellie and I kept it a secret?”
I added some lies.
If the Kingdom of Viborg had this theory, it would have been an empire, not a kingdom.
This theory is so amazing. It allows everyone, regardless of whether they are a wizard or a knight, to use swordsmanship and magic.
Ellie lightly pinched the space between my fingers.
“If you look closely, you’re the most foolish person, right? Anyway, thank you. Then it’s just our secret?”
“Yes, it’s a secret. Anyway, use it well. What I’ve taught you is only the basics of the basics.”
Of course, it's not perfect since I only started researching for a few days.
It may take a little more time, but Ellie, who is never behind others in theory, will research, interpret, and apply it in her own way.
I continued speaking after looking at her for a while, as if engraving Ellie's face into my eyes.
“Still, with that level of skill, you should be able to easily pass the knight promotion exam.”
Now, in three days, the knight promotion exam begins.
There was no need to worry, as during my time as John, I had worked with Grace to perfect the material to the point where all the students could pass without difficulty.
At that moment, Eli, who was practicing swordsmanship by applying theory, put away his sword and shouted.
“This is really happening!”
“Then it becomes fake?”
“It’s totally amazing. It’s easier to perform swordsmanship in a circle than before.”
Not only that, but it would also be smoother to cast magic between swordsmanship moves.
Now, there is no need to forcefully change the arrangement of swordsmanship to fit the circle.
At that moment, Ellie came up to me and lifted her bangs.
“As a token of my gratitude, allow me to kiss Lady Ellis’ forehead. Now.”
During that time, I became very close with Ellie, and we became friends who could joke around like this without hesitation.
Just a few days ago, if you had teased me like this, I would have responded with a slap.
“Ellie.”
Unfortunately, I don't think I'll be able to see you become a knight.
If I gave you a bouquet of flowers to congratulate you, you might be so happy that you'd cry.
“What is it? It tickles~”
I forced a smile and rubbed Ellie's forehead with the tip of my thumb.
I will miss that broad forehead very much.
As well as the soles of his feet that were thrust into my face and the hands that were mercilessly crushing my cheeks.
“……What’s wrong with you? Why do you act like you’re going somewhere? Don’t do that. It’s not fun at all—”
“Go away. You have to go now.”
"what?"
I reminisced about all the moments I had with Ellie.
“I must return to the kingdom. I am from the Kingdom of Viborg.”
“Oh, it’s still a long way from the end of my studies abroad. No, before that, why are you leaving so suddenly!”
“I’ll write you a letter. Thanks for being so nice to me, Ellie.”
I turned my back without any hesitation.
There were still many people I had to greet.
It was the moment I grabbed the doorknob to leave the training center.
“John!”
When I turned my head, Ellie was calling me loudly.
Ellie asked me, clutching the hilt of the knife as if it would break.
“We… can meet again?”
After today, John is gone forever.
He is also an exchange student from the Kingdom of Viborg, but he is also my past.
We are still moving towards today's future.
That's why Eli will never see John again.
“Yeah. We can meet again.”
It wasn't a lie.
I will come to see you no matter what.
So I will see with my own eyes that you have become a knight.
… … I will hug you so tightly that you break, even though you have finally won in countless wars.
“Then promise me you’ll go on a date with me.”
“That won’t do.”
“Tch, you stubborn person. Then let me buy you some food. I’ll buy you something expensive and delicious.”
“That’s okay.”
“Go quickly. We’ll see each other again at the farewell party anyway.”
Ellie turned her back and said, “Huh.”

            I left the training center, trying hard to ignore her slightly trembling shoulders.
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"……sorry."
Cornelia answered me, who was unable to raise her head, in her usual voice.
“Why are you sorry, Professor Rohan? The bad guys are the ones in the administration office, right?”
“That goes for me too. I used Springwind for my plans too.”
When I raised my head at those words, Cornelia, who had come closer without me noticing, was facing me.
“I know. I knew everything.”
Even though she was kneeling, her eyes were level with mine and she grabbed my shoulder with her fern-like hands.
“Because Jack told me. He told me to evacuate because the Bureau was coming soon.”
“But why…….”
“You know what?”
Cornelia smiles brightly like a flower blooming for a moment.
She spoke in nameless innocence.
“When I heard that he won the Emulator Championship, I thought, ‘What kind of people are these?’”
As the sunlight streaming through the window grew darker, Cornelia's shadow also grew longer. At this moment, the size of her shadow was no different from mine.
The hero of the return who was trapped in his childhood to save the empire spoke.
“I thought they were crazy. They were obviously out of their minds. I also thought they wanted something from me. But they weren’t.”
Cornelia took a chocolate out of her pocket and put it in my hand. Unlike her smile, her eyes were bitter.
“I want to ask Professor Rohan. Why didn’t you abandon me?”
I thought about that question for a long time.
“……Because the president is a good person.”
“A good person. You too. Professor Grace too.”
Cornelia returned to her seat and sat down on her chair, her feet wobbling as they did not touch the floor.
She continued, fiddling with the chocolate wrapper.
“You’re all stupidly kind. That’s why I didn’t leave. Because I didn’t want to abandon you, who didn’t abandon me.”
I thought I took advantage of Cornelia. That's why I'm here apologizing now.
But the truth is, it wasn't me who used Cornelia, it was me who helped her.
“Of course, there must have been other reasons. The reason why Professor Rohan had no choice but to use Springwind. For example, because he accidentally ate the medicine I made.”
I was speechless.
I forgot about the appearance for a moment.
Cornelia is not a child.
“More than anything, I trusted Professor Rohan. From the moment he won the championship for me.”
It makes me indescribably happy that the stories I've built up are believed in me.
Just as many people's narratives are woven together to create one story, I too cannot change anything alone.
"……thank you."
“I should be the one to thank you. Since Professor Grace and Associate Professor Rohan came to Springwind, the number of students has increased so much. Thanks to them, the school budget has also increased a lot.”
“We were simply doing our duty.”
“I knew you’d answer like that.”
Then Cornelia, who was studying my face, asked.
“But it looks like you haven’t taken the medication yet?”
“I plan to eat it today. I haven’t finished greeting you yet.”
“Let’s do that. Even if John is a made-up character, he must have been real in other people’s memories. There’s nothing sadder than someone you love suddenly disappearing, right?”
I nodded and stood up to say hello. There wasn't much time.
The moment I was about to leave the president's office, Cornelia's voice tugged at my collar.
“So, when will you be back this time?”
“I don’t know either. But I’ll come back as soon as possible.”
It was something I wasn't sure about either.
Cornelia sighed and continued speaking cautiously.
“Why can’t someone else do it besides Professor Rohan? Is it something that you have to do?”
“I started it, so I have to finish it.”
“Anyway, you’re being so irresponsible that you’re being irresponsible… Look at my mind. I’m holding on to someone who’s busy again. Go ahead and go.”
As I left the president's office, I ran into someone who had been waiting for me.
“Are you leaving now? ……Lord Rohan.”
I nodded at Ariel.
* * *
“How long have you known?”
Outside of Springwind.
The streets were deserted today. Perhaps it was because the cold was so bitter that my hands and feet were shivering.
“From the beginning.”
When I raised my head, the sky was filled with dark clouds. My son-in-law was also covered in darkness.
“Then you guided me even though you knew everything back then.”
“I wanted to get revenge.”
Ariel's expression seemed overly bright, despite the word revenge on her lips.
“Revenge?”
“I’ve kept you waiting so long for that promise to give me more time. But that’s okay. I was satisfied while you were John.”
I had lunch with Ariel once.
We met at the library every day, and sometimes we walked home from school together.
Ariel seemed satisfied with that alone. I was still in her heart.
The next moment, Ariel stopped walking and looked up at me.
“I heard from the lord. That Lord Rohan is going to the Demon World.”
Anyway, that bastard Michael couldn't stand it anymore and ended up telling Ariel.
At least that's what I asked you to tell me after I left.
As Ariel said, even if Johan disappears, I and Rohan will not return to Springwind.
I had to go to the Demon World.
There was something to take care of.
I expected my replica to do something different, but I never thought it would go to the Demon World.
I have a rough idea of what he's thinking, but my other self is just too impulsive and aggressive.
“I’ll go with you too.”
Ariel took a step closer and grabbed my hand tightly. I stared at her fingertips for a while and then shook my head.
“The demon world is too dangerous.”
“So you’re saying you’re going?”
“You could die―”
“Rohan might die.”
Sadness swelled in the dark sea. I was sinking into those eyes.
“Without Rohan, my reason to live disappears from this world. This life…was given to me by Rohan.”
Michael accepted Ariel as a member of his family not only because she resembled Claudia.
Ariel was to become Michael's 'sword', and thus achieve his cause by cutting down the Empire.
Ariel, who had been like that, was now volunteering to be my sword.
“There is no reason for you to be tied down to anyone. That life is entirely yours.”
“…….”
But as I thought back then, Ariel, you are not a tool like a sword.
“I just have a favor to ask of you. On my behalf.”
[Your fate is shaken.]
The message was warning me not to have such feelings.
I ignored the message and opened Ariel's hand to hold the vial of the warrior's blood.
I was thinking of being a little cruel.
I don't know how cruel it has to be.
Maybe he's just pretending to be cruel.
That's why these words may hurt you greatly.
“Look after Grace while I’m away.”
“…….”
At first it was hate.
Because I hate you so much.
I wish it would disappear.
I wished it had never happened in the first place.
[Your fate is twisted.]
… … My fate, which is now shaking and twisting, is probably the price of that wish.
Because you broke my heart, a corner of my heart is also broken.
It would be the end of hating someone without knowing anything about them.
Because that's my fault for not being able to love you.
“Please.”
The pain you have to bear because I had no choice but to choose this future.
And yet, your decisions to love me like this.
… … It made me so sad.
Ariel wasn't a villain from the beginning.
The real villain was me, the one who cursed and resented you while reading.
[Your destiny⸺]
It was Ariel's hand that stopped my worsening fate.
“I will definitely protect you.”
Even in the darkness, a flower that never withers bloomed for me.
It was at that moment, looking at that flower, that I realized what true love was.
“So, Rohan, don’t worry.”
[Your destiny changes.]
ㅤㅤㅤ 【Your Destiny⸺Page 162】
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Ariel Riepenstein.
I know the name of that flower.
* * *
Now the ruins of a fallen kingdom.
A black knight, his armor torn in several places, was leaning against the broken wreckage like a defeated soldier, staring at the horizon.
“Rohan…….”
My mind, which had been clouded by the magic flowing throughout my body, was faintly returning.
‘It was definitely Rohan… … .’
It was an unforgettable face.
No, it was a face I should never forget.
But I forgot.
It's been so long I forgot.
After living for thousands of years, her mind was already sick.
‘I almost killed that Rohan.’
It had been a long time since he had forgotten the purpose of his coming here, over two thousand years ago.
One hundred years, two hundred years, three hundred years… … .
In those countless hours, I wished for you to be born.
I waited and waited for the moment you were born into this world.
It was an unbearably long wait.
And it was loneliness.
When she came to, she had become Bael, the man she had killed.
Having crossed countless world lines, my body and soul had faded.
‘… … And yet Rohan recognized me.’
Even though his skin had rotted away like a corpse and his face had become hideous, Rohan still recognized him and did not forget him.
Across thousands of years and countless world lines.
Tsk tsk tsk… … .
At that moment, the space in front of her began to split apart. Beyond that space, a colorless dimension unfolded.
In the center of it all, a veiled figure stared at her. Soon his voice broke into letters and scattered.
"You've finally come to your senses."
"……sorry."
"It's not your fault. Just as I was trapped here, you were also caught up in the 'limits of probability.'"
His eyes, as he looked at her, were filled with sadness.
Since he had also lived through the same times as her, he could easily guess what kind of emotions she was feeling now.
“What should I do now? Please tell me how.”
『Thousands of years have passed, and you still ask me for the way… … .』
The two lights that had been flickering above the veil disappeared.
Closing his eyes, he recalled the moment when Rohan had swallowed the power of the "Skein" to save himself and Grace.
『This world is the last world line where Rohan exists. In order to restore our world, we must save him. If even the Rohan of this world dies, all our efforts so far will be in vain.』
“…….”
Still, she just kept dropping her gloomy eyes.
A sigh flowed like letters across his veil, unable to bear to watch.
"Take up your sword again, Grace."
The moment when the letters collided between dimensions and turned to dust and scattered, her eyes, which had been fading away, came to life.
『… … It’s time to save your husband.』
* * *
“There is a place I want to go when spring comes.”
Grace lifted her reddened nose toward Rohan. Rohan asked.
“Where do you want to go?”
“Anthologia. It is said that all the flowers in the world bloom on that plain.”
Grace's voice was blown away by the wind, unable to reach Rohan.
Today, the city shrouded in shadows seemed cold and distant.
Rohan's gaze also seemed to be looking toward the center of a distant world.
“So you must come back in the spring.”
At those words, Rohan recalled Grace, who had insisted on going to the Demon World with him only this morning.
She would still be protesting if Rohan hadn't made that one promise.
“I’ll be back before winter is over, so don’t worry too much.”
Rohan's trip to the Demon World wasn't because of the replica.
‘The Axe of Chaos. Just like the Axe of Order that I currently possess, I must obtain another relic.’
Above all, we could not allow the Axe of Chaos to fall into Queos' hands.
‘Now is the right time, as the Demon World is in turmoil due to internal strife. If we delay any longer, I can’t even predict how things will turn out in the future. … … It seems to have already become very distorted.’
Rohan returned to his home with Grace, took off his shoes and took the medicine out of his pocket.
“I guess I have a lot of time since I left work early today.”
One of the promises Rohan made to Grace included the condition that she take the cure when she gets home and turns back into her normal self.
“Come and sit down.”
Grace, who was sitting on the sofa, swept the seat next to her.
Rohan swallowed the cure and walked forward, remembering the promise he had made to Grace.
The promise was that he would be with Grace tonight.
“Aren’t you hungry?”
Rohan, sitting down, looked down at Grace, who was leaning her head on his shoulder.
“I want to spend more time with Rohan now.”
"……All right."
And they spent some time in silence.
We breathed deeply into each other's lungs, imprinting each other's scent, and we remembered each other's body temperature at our fingertips so much that we could tell even with our eyes closed.
Grace, who had been leaning on his shoulder, straightened up just as white lights began to faintly twinkle beyond the veranda.
“It’s snow.”
Rohan, who was looking at the scene together, answered.
“I heard it was going to snow in the evening. It’s a little late, but it’s the first snow of the year.”
Grace got up from her seat and headed to the veranda.
Small, beautiful snowflakes were falling from the sky.
The world beyond the window feels unfamiliar, Grace thought.
‘After tonight, Rohan will leave for another world… … .’
Something you want to find but can't find, something you want to see but can't see.
It will disappear beyond that thin wall.
What should I do on days when I want to see you?
If you want to hold hands?
If you want to rest your head on my shoulder?
If you want to be held in my arms?
So then, what should I do?
Should I make a doll that resembles Rohan even now… … .
… … Such thoughts were densely written on every falling snowflake.
“It’s the first time we’ve seen snow falling together.”
At that moment, Rohan, who was covering Grace's shoulders with a blanket, handed her a mug filled with warm milk.
Couldn't we make this first time a little more special? Grace opened her mouth as she held the mug she had been handed with both hands.
“Rohan.”
“Go ahead.”
"me……."
My throat was ticklish from the heated words.
On the contrary, my hot spine was tingling.
“……I will subdue you in one minute.”
What she blurted out were the most selfish words she had ever uttered in her life.
"yes?"
Rohan, who couldn't understand English, just blinked.
For a moment, Rohan smiled.
‘Grace too. Is it that regrettable?’
He's going to lose his temper again because he's feeling sorry, Rohan thought.
And exactly one minute later.
Bam-
Grace tripped Rohan and carried him in her arms as she walked away.
“That, Grace?”
“Please don’t say anything.”
“…….”
Rohan closed his mouth at Grace's very serious look.
Eventually, they headed to the bedroom.
Grace carefully laid Rohan down on the bed, sat on the edge of the bed, and tied up her hair.
Rohan, who thought that what was coming had finally come, closed his eyes tightly while clutching the blanket with both hands.
“……?”
But as time passed, nothing happened.
Then that's right. It was the moment when Rohan opened his eyes, thinking that Grace could not be as reckless as Ariel.
“……Rohan.”
Grace's face filled my vision.
He just called my name and didn't touch my body carelessly.
Grace continued.
“I don’t want to forget tonight.”
It was the same with Rohan.
But Grace didn't seem to know how.
How can I make this night unforgettable?
How can I make this night memorable forever?
Rohan raised his head as he looked into Grace's eyes that were shaking aimlessly.
“I don’t want to forget either.”

            As if colliding galaxies were merging, Grace's eyes, which had been covering Rohan's lips, slowly closed. It was an unforgettable night.
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the next day.
After completing all preparations, I stood at the top of Crescent Mountain. Traces of the previous phenomenon still remained.
“This side is also ready.”
When I turned my head at Michael's voice, I saw that the devices for opening the gate were installed.
Michael spoke to me as he fiddled with the switch he was holding in his hand.
“This repays my debt to Madison Ross for allowing me to get revenge on her.”
“That never happened. Lord Riepenstein simply executed him at will.”
I merely overthrew the administration, it was the will of Emperor Adela that sentenced Madison to death.
Well, I did hint that Michael would be a good fit for the executioner.
Michael's complexion was still gloomy. No matter how small the revenge was, he had to borrow some of it from others.
Still, it was a better development than Michael going on a rampage for revenge and becoming a traitor and being arrested by the Administration. That would have made things more complicated.
Michael answered.
“That may be true. But why did you ask me to do this? If you really had ties to the Demon World, you could have just used their gate.”
“I originally planned to use a different gate. But if I use that gate, there will be aftereffects.”
Michael, who had been caressing the ring for a moment at the word “aftereffect,” nodded as if he had found the answer.
“That gate seems to be unstable. In my theory, the more unstable the passage connecting dimensions is, the more likely it is that side effects will occur.”
“I see you’ve been doing a lot of research. I’ll tell you one more thing that will reinforce that theory, considering the value of those devices.”
I continued, nodding to the devices at the gate.
“During the aftereffects, that is, the side effects, your core contracts.”
“Core contraction… does this mean the magical pressure caused by the increase in mana density?”
“Yes. You never know what might happen when you cross over to the Demon Realm, so you have to avoid that as much as possible.”
“It seems they aren’t entirely friendly to you either.”
Michael, who understood what I meant without difficulty, grabbed my hand.
“Unfortunately, that won’t happen. All the techniques I, Michael Riepenstein, have designed are theoretically perfect.”
“You must be foolish.”
“But is that okay?”
I also easily understood what Michael meant. I shook my head as I approached the gate.
“How could it be okay? I’m leaving you behind.”
“Then why did you insist on going alone? It would be much safer to go with others.”
Beyond the sparse tree branches, the view of Little Heath was visible.
Unlike this world, the Demon World was not at all peaceful.
“There may be a war soon. No, there will be a war.”
“So you’re trying to stop it?”
“I’m sorry, but I’m not a man like Arthur Pendragon. Let’s leave the answer at that. We’re not in a position to share plans, are we?”
I quietly stared at Michael who had turned around.
“I guess I won’t be able to see any of that arrogance of yours for a while.”
I still couldn't read that guy's face.
I could only guess what he was thinking and what was in his mind based on what I had read.
Because now I know that he was actually not ice, but rather like breakable glass.
That kid had a glass mentality before, so is that it?
“Don’t worry, Ariel. I will take good care of you.”
“If you have the time, please help others too.”
“Well, I’ll consider it.”
Just tell him not to worry and to go.
Anyway, he has an annoying personality.
Woohoo.
The next moment, I saw Michael smiling for the first time through the gate that was starting to open.
“If you need help, call my name. If you call loudly enough, I may come to your rescue just like I did then.”
It was a really Michael-like joke that wasn't funny at all.
I also responded with a smile.
“Don’t talk nonsense.”
* * *
Ellis sitting in a stiff posture.
She noticed that the fist on her lap was shaking, so she grabbed the back of her hand and laughed awkwardly.
“Why am I shaking like this…?”
“I’m just a little nervous, Ellie.”
Susan, who was sitting next to her, took Ellis' hand. Even seeing her kind smile did not calm Ellis down.
‘It’s today. Yes, today… … .’
It would not be an exaggeration to say that I lived for this day.
If anyone had heard that, they would have laughed.
But anyone who knew Ellis Eclat could never laugh at her.
‘Just do as usual. Don’t be nervous, just do as usual.’
Everyone has moments when they feel nervous.
When I first got on a bike and pedaled.
When you leave home, enter school, and sit in a classroom filled with kids you don't know.
The name of that trembling was ‘the first’. But on the contrary, what Ellis was feeling now was something different.
“If I fail this time, I’ll have to go to Springwind for another year. Can you wait?”
“Wh-What are you talking about, Ellie! You can do it. So can I.”
Despite Susan's encouragement, Ellis's trembling did not stop.
Then Susan also became anxious.
Ellis shifted her gaze and looked around at the people who had been waiting with them.
They were also shaking quite a bit.
Some people were praying to stop the shaking, some were hitting their thighs nonstop, and some looked like they were about to burst into tears.
Looking at them, Ellis thought.
‘… … It’s not just me.’
It was the same for everyone, we all lived for our own dreams.
‘It wasn’t just me.’
Ellis's trembling was gradually subsiding.
After a while, Ellis slowly opened her hand and looked down at her palm.
‘If you just clench your fists like this, you won’t be able to grab anything.’
It was not the time to be shaking.
It wasn't a time to be afraid of failure.
‘It’s just one step. Yes, it’s just the beginning.’
If you don't pass this test, you won't even be able to start.
Ellis' dream was no longer limited to becoming a knight.
Become a knight, inherit the Knights of Eclat, and protect the people you love.
And thus, to be reborn as a knight like Grace Euclid.
That was Ellis' dream.
At that moment, someone began rubbing Ellis's forehead with their fingertips.
“……What are you doing, Ariel?”
Ariel answered, looking intently at Ellis' forehead with a very serious expression.
“I am making a wish.”
“A wish……?”
"yes."
“Why is that on my forehead…?”
Then Ariel smiled faintly.
“Because it seems like my wish was granted. Did that answer your question?”
“What the heck—!”
“Susan, are you praying too? Maybe you’ve already prayed.”
"hey!"
Ellis, furious, snatched the Blood Blade that she had been given by Lord the previous time. Blood Blade was the name Ellis had given to the sword.
Then the test supervisor opened the door and looked out into the hallway and shouted at Ellis and Ariel.
“Number 327, Miss Ellis Eclat. Quiet in the hallway.”
"sorry……."
“And then come in.”
"yes?"
The supervisor who called Ellis' number turned his gaze to Ariel.
“Number 328, Ariel Riepenstein.”
Finally, it was Alice and Ariel's turn.
“Then I’ll be back, Susan.”
“You can’t lose, Ellie.”
"huh!"
Ellis approached Ariel, who was heading to the examination room with her sword as if nothing had happened.
Ariel glanced at Ellis and asked quietly.
“I guess you’ve all relaxed now.”
“Who’s nervous? Is that why you rubbed my forehead?”
"well."
“But what did you wish for?”
When Ariel heard the word wish, one person came to mind.
Now his mana was no longer felt in the world, but Ariel was not worried.
“It's a secret.”
“Tch, anyway, I said it’s full of secrets.”
Ariel soon arrived at the door and placed her hand on the doorknob, then looked back at Alice.
“You know what?”
“Huh? What?”
“The condition the student council president put on us was actually a joke.”
It was a truth that Ellis also knew.
Regardless of who passed and who failed the knight promotion exam, both Ellis and Ariel had already been appointed as student council officers.
“I know. I asked the other executives. Well, to become an executive, you have to be a full-fledged knight or wizard.”
Then he turned Ariel's hand, which had been still, and opened the door.
Ellis and Ariel stand facing each other.
Ellis, who was slowly following Ariel, smiled brightly.
“But I will never lose to you.”
“Me too.”
As if they were taking a step together, their swords soon clashed with all their might.
Chae-Ang!
* * *
It was a land where broken sand scattered with every step.
It was a land that was covered with sand again by the wind that blew ceaselessly, so even if everyone lived there, no traces of anyone remained.
People called it ‘Beautiful Hongha’.
Because it was something that everyone who was dying in Hongha said in unison.
“It’s a Welwitschia salad! It’s so refreshing!”
A rough and dry street.
A town so sparsely populated that it could be described as bustling with just twenty people.
A girl was doing business among the adults.
“In that case, it’s not about being lively, it’s about being fresh, Flora.”
“Stone Oppa!”
At that voice, the girl, Flora, greeted Stone with a happy face.
Stone put down the basket he was carrying on his back next to a stand made of planks that looked like they could collapse at any moment.
The basket was filled with salad ingredients that were clearly insufficient.
“Are you having fun?”
“Look, Oppa. Did you earn this much today?”
"where?"
Flora opened the bag she was carrying around her waist and showed Stone what was inside.
But it didn't matter to Stone how many coins made of ether stone were in the bag.
I was just worried, I was glad Flora was safe and having fun while I was away.
“Will our Flora become a big merchant later?”
“Yeah! Later on, I’ll become a huge merchant and live in a huge house with my brother.”
“If you live in a house like that, the table will be big. Then Flora won’t be able to reach it.”
“Well,” said Flora, who thought for a moment, then smiled without a care in the world.
“Then you can just sit on my lap.”
In Stone's eyes, the sight seemed so innocent and cute. This was especially true for his younger sister, who was now the only family left.
Stone, who was trying to stroke Flora's head without realizing it, suddenly stopped his hand.
The entire hand, from the palm to the back, was stained with sand.
I wanted to stroke Flora right away, but it was impossible with these hands.
That was when.
“Don’t worry, oppa, because I’ll make and sell salad tomorrow too.”
“…….”
Flora took Stone's wrists, which she held with both hands, and placed them on her head.
As if he didn't care about things like dirt, as if he just wanted this touch.
All she wanted was for her brother to pat her head.
“You said three drachmas for a bowl of salad?”
Flora quickly turned to the stand and handed over the salad she had packed for the customer.
“Yes, it’s three drachmas!”
“The salad Flora made was so exquisite that it was worth buying even for 30 drachmas, not just 3. Here, here.”
“Thank you~”
The customer who handed over the money opened the package on the spot and ate the salad with his hands. In this place, things like forks, knives, and cleanly cleaned tables were luxuries.
No, it was beyond luxury, it was impossible.
Most of the town's residents, regardless of age or gender, were miners working in the nearby ether mines.
The daily wage was 98 drachmas. It was barely enough to eat and drink a pint of beer at a tavern to soothe the body tired from hard work.
In comparison, Flora's salad only cost three drachmas.
However, it was so delicious that it was hard to believe that it was made by a young girl, and many residents enjoyed it, which helped to supplement their household income to some extent.
After selling about ten more bowls, Stone looked up at the sky and said.
“Shall we go home now?”
“It’s time to go back already…… Yeah!”
The already dazzling sunlight was becoming even more intense.
Dinner here is a little different from the rest of the world.
The sunset in this world was not a warm and gentle light, but a hot and intense light.
“Okay, get on.”
“Okay~”
Stone, who had been cleaning up the stall with Flora, knelt down and stuck his back out.
Flora, who was used to riding on Stone's back, buried her face in her son-in-law's gradually brightening eyes.
On the way home, Stone asked,
“Don’t you miss your mom and dad?”
“Well, I don’t want to see it.”
"……why?"
“Because I have a brother. I’m happy as long as I have a brother.”
He didn't want to see his parents either.
I couldn't even remember the faces of my parents who left me as soon as I gave birth to Flora.
Flora, still with her face buried in his back, muttered.
“I hope tomorrow will be like today…….”
At that moment, the light that covered the world turned black.
Darkness that arrived in an instant.
Stone, who was looking up at the purple starlight that had been looking down at them from the sky, nodded softly.
“Tomorrow will be no different.”
"really?"
Stone answered as if making a wish toward the stars.
"okay……."
* * *
It was the same night as yesterday when Stone woke up feeling hot.
My head was still dizzy, as if I was still half asleep. When I touched my forehead, a cold sweat came down on me.
Finally, I took a deep breath and the hot heat brought me back to my senses.
“Knock knock knock, Flora!”
The entire surrounding area was engulfed in flames.
Before I could even worry that the house was burning, I shook Flora, who was sleeping next to me, awake.
“Umm…… Oppa…….”
“Flora! Flora!”
Flora couldn't open her eyes, as if she had inhaled too much smoke with her small body.
It was the moment when I hurriedly picked up Flora and ran out of the house through the flames.
Phew!
Blood splattered from somewhere and soaked Stone's face.
As Stone turned his head with blank eyes, he saw monsters riding on giant scorpion-like creatures massacring the villagers.
"mister……?"
The next moment, Stone looked down, startled by the hand grabbing his ankle. A villager was lying face down, bleeding all over his body.
“Run away, quickly……!”
The moment the man uttered those words as if they were his last words and took his last breath, a heavy voice echoed from the other side of the village.
“Kill them all, except the children!”
The moment Stone heard that, he remembered what the miner who had been working with him a few days ago had said.
“I heard that the ‘Crater’ guys were killing people from the neighboring village and kidnapping young girls. Fortunately, there are a lot of ‘ghouls’ around our village, so it’s hard to approach them.”
Before he could finish speaking, Stone was out of town, running through the lacquer-colored desert. Flora was still unconscious.
‘It’s all my fault… … .’
For a moment, tears flowed down my face. From afar, I could hear the cries of the monsters chasing me.
‘I, I prayed that tomorrow would be different, and that’s why it turned out like this… …!’
Flora's hope of having the same tomorrow was not realized.
However, what was realized was Stone's wish to stop this hellish routine from repeating itself.
But even if the daily repetition stopped, it was still hell.
‘That’s not what I was hoping for… …!’
Beautiful Hongha.

            It was a land where not even a single bit of melodrama was allowed.
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One of the craters chasing the children shouted in front of the broken footprints.
“Find it! Don’t miss a single sacrifice to offer to Lord Shar!”
Pavabavat!
The monsters and people riding the 'Bellophon', a giant scorpion-like demon, searched the surrounding area thoroughly.
Meanwhile, Stone, who had been hiding in a crevice between the rocks, whispered to Flora while holding her in his arms.
“Just hold on a little longer, Flora…….”
It was not a long life.
Even that was painful.
So much so that I thought it would be better to just face death like this.
“Brother…….”
“It’s okay. Everything will be okay.”
There was such a rumor.
There is a rumor that if you are taken away by them, they will not only skin you alive, but also cut open your stomach and take out your heart.
I couldn't bring such unimaginable pain to such a young Flora.
As if remembering the shape, Stone hugged Flora tightly.
“Only you survive…….”
… … You must live and die a comfortable death.
Because that is the only happiness we can enjoy in this world.
Those who were able to die while looking at the beautiful Hongha River were certainly blessed.
“I found it, it’s over there!”
Stone jumped out from the gap, leaving Flora behind, and began to run across the desert.
‘In comparison, I deserve to be punished. Punishment for making the wrong wish… … .’
The tears that flowed down my steps mixed with the sand and fell to the ground.
Even those tears turned red the moment Bellophon's sharp tail pierced Stone's chest.
“Ugh……!”
Soon, Stone, who had been trembling, began to droop his limbs like meat on a skewer.
The leader of the approaching crater's pursuit lifted Stone's chin with the tip of his sword.
“You’re a boy. If you had just followed along, at least you wouldn’t have suffered.”
The pursuer then discovered the necklace hanging around Stone's neck and revealed a rotten tooth.
“A necklace like this is rare. You’ve got some good loot.”
The pursuer, who was tying the intercepted necklace to his own wrist, turned his gaze to follow Stone's footsteps.
“……There’s still one more.”
Everyone's eyes turned to the rock where Flora was hiding.
Flora was still curled up. Feeling the warmth Stone had left behind in the place he had left. Thinking it was his embrace.
I was too young to realize what was happening.
“This little rat thing.”
“!”
At that moment, the leader of the pursuit team, who had discovered Flora, extended his bloody hand.
Flora bit her finger when she discovered the necklace of stones tied to his wrist.
“That’s yours, oppa!”
The pursuer, who had bitten her hand so hard that the bone was exposed, grabbed Flora by the nape of her neck and threw her into the air.
Flora fell to the floor and groaned, bleeding from her nose from the impact.
“Brother…….”
“Capture them before the ghouls reappear.”
As the order from the leader of the pursuit was given, the craters disembarked from the Bellophone and walked towards Flora. They looked no different from hyenas drooling and approaching a fawn with a broken leg.
"help……."
In a world of utter wildness, Flora desperately crawled on the floor.
The next moment, Flora's outstretched fingertips touched someone's shoe.
As he slowly raised his head, a man wearing a half mask was looking down at him.
“…….”
The man watched the craters quietly coming to catch Flora.
The moment the Milky Way spread out along his fingertips was when the craters that discovered him were turning into monsters.
Whisper!
The sound of countless overlapping waves.
As Flora slowly turned her head, the man who had put away his sword knelt on one knee and faced the child.
“I finally found it.”
Beneath the purple night sky behind Rohan, the heads and blood of the Craters were falling like rain.
* * *
It's already been a week since I came to the Demon World.
“Brother…….”
The name of the child who is kneeling and crying in front of the boy with the hole in his chest is Flora.
This is the reason and ‘key’ that I have been wandering the desert all this time.
"……Flora."
The boy was still breathing, but his breath would not last long.
One of the settings of "The Descendants of Hamelin" is rapid recovery.
But that's only for warriors who are somewhat skilled. If your blood isn't mature enough, like those kids or the people here, it's hard to recover from wounds like that.
“I’m sorry, Flora…….”
“Why? Why are you sorry, Stone Oppa?”
“I…… I made another wish……”
I looked up at the star hanging at the end of Stone's gaze.
There is one superstition in the Demon World. It is the hope of the outcasts that if they make a wish toward that purple star, it will come true.
I opened my mouth.
“What did you wish for?”
Stone barely turned his head towards me.
He answered with eyes like scattering fog.
“I wished today would be different from yesterday… and I think my wish has come true….”
I shook my head.
That was just superstition.
“Your wish did not come true.”
"……yes?"
“Today will be the same day as yesterday. Only you will die and disappear. Nothing will change.”
“…….”
He must have known that too.
But if you didn't believe that, you would have to resent it.
Because they should blame themselves and everyone else for being born into this fucking world.
“Do you really want to live today differently from yesterday?”
I asked the child who had no future.
“Do you really want to change something?”
The moment Stone nodded, I picked up a piece of flesh lying around and returned to him.
And he brought the flesh to Stone's mouth.
“Eat.”
“…….”
They probably know what this means.
No, he knew much better than I did.
What it means to prey on one's own kind, and what consequences it brings when the blood flowing through one's body becomes thicker.
… … This is all I can do right now.
If we do nothing, this child will die.
It wasn't really anything to do with me, but it was something that mattered when I thought about the future of the demon world.
“I’ll eat it.”
For a moment, Stone's eyes lit up with life.
I grabbed the flesh as it was. The blood burst out like juice and flowed into Stone's mouth.
… … Thump!
I could hear the heartbeat in my ears.
New flesh was growing through the hole in his chest.
Stone, whose body had recovered, stood up and looked around.
Thud thud… … .
Stone began to eat the discarded flesh as if possessed by something.
He ate everything as if trying to fill a hunger that could neither be described nor appeased.
I turned my head as I felt someone tug on my collar, and a terrified Flora was holding me back.
I quietly watched Stone's appearance.
"……thank you."
Stone, with blood on his mouth and hands, his breathing still, looked back at us from the blood-soaked desert.
Stone approached and looked down at Flora as he spoke to me.
“Who are you, warrior? We are Stone and Flora. …or ‘Zeta (Z)’.”
In the Demon World, you cannot have a name.
The only things allowed were symbols such as ranks given according to blood, and the names they called each other, such as ‘Flora’ or ‘Stone’, were merely borrowed from other things.
“Rohan.”
“Don’t you have a sequence name?”
"doesn't exist."
Stone fell down, momentarily dazed by those words.
Unlike his previous calm appearance, his whole body was shaking violently.
“I didn’t know you, Grand Master.”
“I’m not a warrior or anything.”
I continued speaking, raising Stone's body.
“Just a stranger.”
"gentile……?"
Flora clung to Stone's shoulder and looked up at me. I stared at the figures who had been the mainstays of "Armageddon."
“Yes, stranger.”
〔 Development Modification 〕
[ A great vortex of fate surrounds you . ]
[ The mainstream begins . ]
【 Mainstream: The Seeds of Honryun 】
✵ Initial objective: Remove the ‘seed’ or prevent germination.
- Failure 》 「Armageddon」 linkage, 「Final Boss」 setting obtained
- Success 》 ‘Last Page’
These kids are devils.
* * *
“How about taking one more uniform?”
“Oh, thank you, Daisy……?”
Grace, who was packing her bags, was surprised to see Daisy appearing with her uniform.
“I came in because it was unusually noisy. I knocked five times, but it seems you didn’t hear me.”
Grace was packing her bags without anyone knowing. Daisy, who knew this, spoke reassuringly.
“The lord does not know.”
"thank you."
Daisy, who was packing together, asked quietly.
“How are you and the knight these days? I heard he went away, but does that have anything to do with the fact that you’re packing your bags right now?”
“Yeah. There is.”
Although she promised Rohan that she would remain here, Grace was unable to keep that promise.
Grace continued, looking at her open palm.
"……I miss you."
"yes?"
Even after a short while, I couldn't feel his body temperature.
“I miss you so much I’m going crazy.”
“…….”
Daisy stared quietly at Grace's face.
He was a tree-like person.
He was a man who always stood in the same place, upright and unchanging.
But the tree was withered.
The neutral colors suited him well, and at first glance he looked like he was dying.
That was the kind of person he was.
The person who had been like that was now flowing so vividly.
“……If I fall in love, can I become like you, young lady?”
Unlike her usual proud self, Daisy was hanging her head shyly as if embarrassed.
As Grace began to answer, Daisy quickly continued.
“Nothing. I think this much luggage is enough. I will go to the master now. He will need someone to cover his eyes for a moment so that the young lady can quietly leave the mansion.”
Daisy, who had returned to her usual appearance as if nothing had happened, walked to the door.
Grace called her name with gratitude.
“Then please, Daisy.”
“Please take care on your trip.”
“I will do that.”
Daisy walked down the hallway expressionlessly, stopping suddenly to roll up her sleeves and examine her arms.
“With arms like this… I can’t help you.”
It looked as if the wrist had been cut off and attached to a mechanical arm.
In fact, both of her arms were prosthetic.
In modern times, medical techniques have been developed to enable the reattachment of severed bodies, but money was still an issue.
Daisy remembered the day she dropped out of Heartsdown Academy.
‘If I had more money back then… … I could have become a knight.’
It's been a long time since I lost my goal.
Although he was living reluctantly, his life was not painful thanks to Schlach's care for him.
Daisy worked here as a maid to repay the favor of Schlach, who had given her a prosthetic hand.
Yet something was still missing.
‘Like the young lady, maybe I too can fill this emptiness with that love… … .’
Soon Daisy swallowed the thought with a bitter smile.
‘… … Watching the young lady and that clueless knight, I wonder what’s wrong with my head.’
Then he arrived at Schlach's door and knocked.
“Come in.”
“Excuse me… What are you doing now?”
Daisy, who was coming inside, flinched when she saw Schlach knitting.
Schlach, who was holding a needle and thread, smiled awkwardly.
“I should learn this as a hobby now. But maybe because I’ve only held a sword my whole life, I’m not as good at it as I thought.”
“If you don’t mind, can I tell you?”
“Would you like that?”
As Daisy approached, Schlach moved a small chair in front of her.
Daisy, sitting on the chair, carefully accepted the thread and needle and opened her mouth.
“You’re making a sweater, but the yarn is too small for the needle.”
“How did you know? That’s really amazing.”
“It was the mistress who told me to teach the young lady knitting and cross-stitch.”
“Ah, that’s right.”
Daisy soon began to knit skillfully.
She winked at Schlach, who couldn't take his eyes off the sight as if it was a strange sight.
“This is called knitting. The yarn is thinner than I thought, so it seems better to make a scarf rather than a sweater. What do you think?”
“The scarf is nice too. Hoo, when I do it, it just gets tangled…….”
Then Schlach gently took Daisy's hand in his own.
Daisy stopped knitting and looked down at her hands without raising her head.
"daisy."
“Please speak, my lord.”
“Have you ever thought about becoming a knight again?”
"……yes?"
When I raised my head, I saw Schlach smiling wryly.
“Do you know Julius?”
“I know your old friend, Julius Ford Sr.”
“Yes. I heard that Julius squeezed the fruits of the World Tree this time to create a new substance.”
“If you say material……”
“I heard it was called orichalcum or orichalcon. Its mana conductivity is very similar to that of the body―”
“That’s what I said!”
Daisy, momentarily excited, stood up from her seat.
Realizing her mistake, she bowed her head to Schlach.
“I’m sorry. Please punish me for my frivolity.”
“Okay, just sit down. And listen to what I have to say.”
"yes……."
It was not that Schlach did not know Daisy's heart.
Rather, he felt proud seeing Daisy so happy.
Schlach continued.
“Julius asked me to give him a test subject. Of course, don’t worry. He knows that if you go wrong because of that test, I will go cut down the World Tree to make Julius’s coffin.”
“Thank you for your consideration. However, I think a coffin made of the World Tree is a bit excessive compared to the fame of the Ford family.”
“Hahaha, I was thinking the same thing.”
The joy was short-lived, and Daisy hesitated.
‘The Lord said that I could get arms like everyone else. This is a clear opportunity. But… … .’
If that were to happen, I would have to break up with Schlach.
Maybe after the experiment was successful, we would have to part ways forever.
‘… … Given the nature of the lord, he will probably let me go once my arm is healed.’
The reason Schlach kept Daisy as his maid was because she was someone who needed help.
But if he no longer needed that help, Schlach would take back the hand he had extended to him, as he would to anyone else.
Now Schlach and Grace were Daisy's family, much better people than the family that had abandoned her because she had lost both arms.
It was at that moment that Schlach's voice lifted the heavy burden of worry from Daisy's shoulders.
“So, it would be great if you would become a knight who protects me.”
"yes?"
“As you can see, I am too old. I may never be able to hold a sword again. Grace will also leave this house someday, and I need someone to protect me until I die. As you know, I have earned the hatred of too many people in this world.”
Daisy knew.
Even though Schlahi may look a little old, she is still sane, and far from being incapable of wielding a sword, she could tear this empire in two at any moment, and she doesn't need anyone to protect her until she dies.
The next moment, Schlach took the thread and needle from Daisy's hands and smiled gently.
“I wish it were you.”
“My lord……”
“And I’ll finish the knitting, so you quickly go see Grace off. Keep it a secret from Grace that I know. Got it?”
And then Schlach begins knitting clumsily.
It was always like that. Ever since Grace was little, Schlach knew about her going out but pretended not to notice.
Daisy knew that he was a good person to begin with, but not to this extent.
At that moment, what Daisy thought of was Rohan and the article.
‘I think I understand a little why the young lady wants to see that article.’
Daisy then got up from her seat and walked towards the door, then looked back at Schlach and bowed her head.
“As expected, the Lord is the most affectionate person in the world.”
“Yes. I should try to make it happen from now on.”
Daisy, who was going to see Grace off, decided to knit a scarf herself.

            Given Schlach's clumsy skills, it seemed impossible to complete it before the end of this winter.
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A volcano with boiling lava.
The kidnapped children were huddled together, sweating, in front of lava filled with intense heat.
“……The world is chaotic.”
A woman wearing only a black cloth over her naked body, with craters praying in front of Char.
Char was the leader of Crater. At the same time, he was also the main culprit in kidnapping children from all over the Demon World.
“From the moment we are born, we live being robbed of everything.”
Char's body shimmered between the swaying cloth in the heat.
There were traces of abuse all over her body. In addition to the marks, red lines ran along the body like cracks at regular intervals.
“It was the same with our ancestors. It wasn’t because they were weak. It wasn’t because they didn’t have the strength. It wasn’t because they were stronger than us.”
Every time Char's heart pounded, a red light flashed along the line.
Char opened his eyes wide, covered with a white film.
“It’s just because we were stupid.”
The next moment, the craters all slammed their heads into the ground.
Kuung!
“We were stupid!”
After that, the craters continued to hit their heads on the ground without rest. Even though their foreheads were broken and bleeding, and even though the wounds were blackened by the hot floor.
Shar, who had been watching the scene with his eyes down, spoke to the craters.
“Raise your heads. You are not stupid. At least we, the Crater, are not stupid. The fact that we have awakened from our stupidity and gathered here is proof of that.”
Only then did the craters raise their heads. They were laughing, forgetting their pain.
“We could not keep it even though we had the power to do so. It was because our ancestors made promises without the consent of future generations.”
It was the ‘oath’ that Hamelin had made to Merlin in the past.
“Because of that one promise, all the descendants of Hamelin have suffered to this day. And that promise will soon be broken.”
Char, who had taken off his clothes, turned to the children. The children were already fainting from the unbearable heat.
Jeokbuk- Jeokbuk⸺
Char walked slowly and reached out to one of the children. Before she knew it, a small, bright red heart was dying in her palm.
Soon, Char, holding the child's heart in his arms, began to move towards the lava.
The craters who were watching the scene began to mutter.
“Coming…….”
The moment those words echoed, Char's ankles sank into the lava.
“It’s coming, it’s coming, it’s coming…….”
Within seconds, Char's entire lower body was submerged in lava.
And that was the moment when lava covered my waist, chest, neck, and the tip of my head.
“It’s coming! It’s coming! It’s coming! It’s coming! It’s coming!”
The craters, engulfed in madness, shouted madly.
In an instant, the gently boiling lava shot up into the sky.
“It’s coming! It’s coming! It’s coming! It’s coming! It’s coming! It’s coming! It’s coming! It’s coming! It’s coming! It’s coming! It’s coming! It’s coming!”
The overflowing lava engulfed the craters in the line. They continued to shout even as their entire bodies burned and melted.
with a plop!
The next moment, what jumped out of the lava was a black monster with heavy horns.
Lava flowed down Char's body, which had completely transformed into a monster. She shouted in response to the craters.
《Six to go!》
Everyone who heard that number was excited.
* * *
“Stop!”
Hagen was the capital of the tribe ruled by Lugal. When we arrived at the entrance, the guards guarding the place stopped me and the children.
“It’s my first time seeing you. Can I see your ID?”
It took a week to find the children and four days just to get here.
There was no way I would have an ID card.
Then Stone, who stepped forward in front of the guard without bending, took out an identification card made of ether stone from his pocket.
“They looked shabby, but they were Zetas from the South.”
“That’s right. We come from the beautiful Hongha in the south.”
“What business do the Zetas from the South have here?”
“The village… the village was attacked by the Craters.”
The guard raised his eyebrows at the mention of the crater. I watched his actions quietly.
“What’s wrong with that? That’s your southern thing.”
“Now we have nowhere to go―”
Since I didn't have much time, I pushed the stone back and told the security guard.
“Tell Rugal that Rohan has come.”
“What right do you have to call the Great Warrior’s name so carelessly!”
A furious security guard pointed the cutlass-like sword he had on his belt at my face.
It was then that a welcoming voice was heard.
“Rohan?”
River Craft, she found me and was running towards me.
River Craft's appearance was completely unfamiliar. Her attire was that of the priests of this world.
“It’s been a while, River Craft.”
“It’s been a while. But what’s that mask? If it weren’t for the soul, I almost didn’t recognize you.”
“I was writing this for a while due to some circumstances.”
“Ah, is it because of ‘that’…….”
River Craft, whose words had been trailing off, soon nodded as if he knew something.
Then the guard, who had been stiff, asked her cautiously.
“Do you know the High Priest?”
“He is my colleague.”
At the word comrade, the guard who had put away his sword bowed his head to me.
“Please forgive me for my rudeness to the High Priest’s companion.”
As the guard, whose treatment had changed from before, nodded, others began to remove the bars that had been blocking the way.
I asked as I walked down the street along River Craft.
“I was worried about how you were doing, but fortunately you have become a high priest.”
“I’m the only one who can make it rain here. But you guys have changed a lot since I last saw you. What about those kids?”
“First, I will meet Rugal and explain.”
The children and I followed the river craft to Rugal's dwelling.
The cityscape was very different from the descriptions I had read.
The civilization of the Demon World that I knew was not lacking compared to that of the other continent. However, what I saw before me now was completely backward.
If the capital of the tribe was like this, then the rest of the villages were obvious without even looking.
Still, no one seemed hungry. This must have been thanks to the trade with Karina for the Aether Stone.
Even so, the development of the demon world was very different from what I knew.
“It's here.”
The place we arrived at was a house made of clay, just like any other house. If you look at it as the residence of a great warrior who transcended hierarchy, it feels shabby.
Squeak.
When I opened the door and went in, the interior was completely empty, without even any furniture.
In the center of it all, Rugal was standing with his eyes closed and his shirt off.
“Rugal.”
Rugal opened his eyes at the call and looked back at me. His eyes wavered for a moment, but then he knelt down and bowed to me.
“……Lord Rohan.”
As I approached him, I chose what to say.
I had no idea what to say to comfort him.
I opened my mouth when I could hear the thunderous rumble of hunger coming from the stomachs of the children watching from behind.
“Thank you for believing in me until the end.”
“No. But how did you get here…?”
I answered, counting the many scars on Rugal's face.
“I have come to end the chaos in the demon world.”
* * *
“Is it delicious, Flora?”
“It’s so so delicious!”
“Okay, eat slowly.”
While the children were gorging themselves on the food Rugal had brought, River Craft asked Rohan, who was looking out the window at the scenery.
“……In six days, the “Chaos Skein” will fall into their hands?”
The words that came out of Rugal's mouth, who answered in place of Rohan, were a name very familiar to the people here.
“Perhaps you mean the consciousness of the craters.”
“Crater? Those guys again?”
Rivercraft was quite indignant at the mention of the name Crater. Rohan nodded, lost in thought.
“Hasn’t Crater started kidnapping children all over the country recently?”
“That’s right. Not only that, they’re burning down the villages they’ve attacked and massacring the residents. Our tribe is also watching this situation closely. But what do you mean by the Chaos Scepter being related to that?”
Rohan didn't answer, just staring into Rivercraft's red eyes.
It was the moment when River Craft, who was following him and meeting Rohan's eyes, read his thoughts.
“……That’s what happened. The Chaos Axle was sealed in that volcano. So that’s why they offered the hearts of the children? Innocent children?”
As Rohan lowered his gaze, Rivercraft clenched his fist.
“Why didn't you tell me?”
“There was not enough time at that time. Escaping from there was the priority.”
“But I could have told you through Rugal!”
Rohan looked up again and answered coldly.
“Then you would be dead.”
"what……?"
“And that’s the same for Rugal, who heard the news. Char, who has Crater, is not an easy opponent. Don’t you know that better?”
Even if Rohan didn't confirm it, Rivercraft and Rugal knew.
That's why they had been neglecting the craters until now without being able to clear them out. Rohan continued.
“If that had happened, there would have been a war after the Demon World was unified by the great warriors of the West and the South. The Third Demon War.”
“You really were a prophet…….”
“Strictly speaking, I am not a prophet. I just predict the future based on current information. So I am not very accurate.”
Next, Rohan looked at Rugal. Rugal was staring at his hand that was gripping the hilt of his sword.
“So, Rugal, it’s your turn to speak now.”
“Ask me anything.”
“Tell me everything you know about the person who currently rules that land in place of the great warriors of the west and the south.”
Soon, Rivercraft also looked down at Rohan's hand. The scabbard that had been shaking along with his hand was rattling.
“And also, what on earth were warriors like you doing that caused the Demon World to end up in this state?”
“…….”
Rohan, he was angry.
* * *
“Is it going to end soon…….”
An endless desert.
Rohan's replica sat on the cliff, blankly staring at the sight.
‘… … Or should I just end it?’
It's been three months since he came here.
There have been many of them so far.
He defeated the great warriors with his bare hands without anything, and suppressed the coup that followed without difficulty.
Not only that, but as a result of monopolizing the hidden pieces of the demon world, he naturally absorbed the tribes in the south as well.
It wasn't difficult.
I was just lonely.
‘I wonder how Ellie is doing. She might have become a knight by now.’
The next person who came to mind was Michael.
Of course, I didn't even want to think about that unlucky kid, so I just thought of his face and moved on.
Ariel was the same, but she always felt sorry.
But now it was no use regretting it.
‘Miss Grace.’
The source of the loneliness he felt was, of course, Grace.
The fact that he could no longer see her, the despairing reality that he would never meet her again even though they lived in the same world, was all he knew.
Still, I wasn't worried.
Because ‘I’ will be next to Grace.
This is not a fake, this is the real thing… … .
‘I decided to do what I could.’
Even if it means the destruction of this world, I won't hesitate if it means saving Grace.
Anyway, this body is fake.
It's just a copy, and so it deserves to disappear.
But it can't just disappear.
Because that would be too cruel a fate for him.
Still, he was determined.
Even if the result meant that he was erased from this world forever, he would still be happy if Grace could live happily ever after.
'I am…….'
Finally, he got up from his seat.
Tens of thousands of warriors lined up behind him all knelt down.

            ‘… … I have to disappear.’
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“It was half a year ago.”
Rugal would have been more angry than anyone else.
The feelings he was feeling right now were not even one-tenth of what he had experienced.
“There was a small war in the Merer volcanic zone. But it was a war in which all tribes, regardless of direction, participated.”
Rugal, who was on his knees, looked exhausted just from talking. Even just the introduction gave an idea of how terrible the story that was about to follow would be.
“There was no such thing as victory in that war. It was just a meaningless war where people killed people.”
If things had gone as planned in the original story, Michael and Rugal would have unified the demon world and started a great war for a greater cause.
And so the demon world met its destruction.
But I prevented it, and the future where war occurred according to the constantly adjusting cause and effect was realized.
The reason I supported Rugal was to control this and unify the demon world.
In the end, the war should have happened, but the Demon World should not have ended up in this state.
But as you can see, the situation in the Demon World was hopeless. It was as if the world's cause and effect had twisted my fate countless times.
“The power of evil was buried beneath the volcano where we shed the blood of our own people.”
I also know that there is a Chaos Axe hidden in the Demon Realm.
But he didn't know where it was. Even Michael had obtained the artifact by killing Char.
“It was only after the war ended with neither side gaining anything that we realized that power was spreading throughout the world. The never-ending spring began to dry up, and the dead compatriots were resurrected as monsters and turned into ghouls.”
That is the power of the ‘Chaos Spindle’.
But that power is only a very small part.
The blood of Hamelin they shed must have been the catalyst.
It was the ultimate embodiment of the wishes and resentment of those who were dying as if they were bringing a curse upon this land.
Maybe it was an expected outcome.
Because the Merer Volcanic Zone was the center and heart of the Demon World where all tribes and borders intertwined.
“It must have been from that time. The ‘Crater’ was formed around the Sharan warriors.”
“Yes.”
The Craters were beings who revered the power to take away the water and death that should have been the resting place for the people here.
Furthermore, Char, the leader of the crater, was releasing the seal on the shaft by sacrificing children.
There is only one thing Char wants.
It was the destruction of the demon world.
“And what I’m going to tell you now is… the story of a stranger who appears as Lord Rohan.”
* * *
Rohan was walking alone through the village.
“This is so dirty that it won’t erase. Wipe it off a little bit!”
Rohan suddenly stopped walking at the sound of a voice riding on the sandstorm and looked at the guards who were laboriously cleaning the wall.
There were some inscriptions carved on the wall.
Soon, the marriage
The era
Our ㅤㅤㅤㅤCome!
ㅤㅤㅤ It's time to pay
The price
Even without anyone explaining it to him, Rohan could tell that it was the Craters' doing.
The next moment, Rugal's words continued in Rohan's mind.
““When I first heard the news, I thought it was really Lord Rohan. But something was different. The way he killed the great warriors in the west and annihilated the southern tribes to unite them was not the Lord Rohan I knew.”
It was after he unified the Southwest that Rugal heard the news of Replica and saw it with his own eyes.
When asked why he did not tell her about this fact, Rugal replied:
“……This is our land. For the first time since becoming a great warrior, I wanted to protect this land and my people with my own hands.”
It was a foolish decision.
It was a failed decision.
As a result, the lands of the southwest fell into the hands of the replicas, the power of chaos began to awaken, and eventually, a force called Crater was born that wished for the destruction of the world.
After hearing the whole story, Rohan said only one thing to Rugal.
“……It’s not your fault.”
Rohan's voice, once again spat out, was sinking through the cracked Sato.
‘It’s not Rugal’s fault. In fact, Rugal ruled the unified demon world well in the original. However… … .’
However, everything was a result of Rohan changing the course of events and the world being regulated by cause and effect.
Even if Rohan had been aware of this, the result wouldn't have been much different.
‘Now what I have to do is change this ending.’
The true ending has not yet arrived.
The destruction of the Demon World was the conclusion, and the ongoing mainstream was the proof.
‘There are still ways to prevent Armageddon. But if it happens… … .’
At that moment, an unfamiliar voice called Rohan.
“Warrior.”
When he looked back, Stone was looking up at Rohan with his fists clenched. Rohan answered.
“Please call me Rohan.”
“Okay. Then…… Lord Rohan.”
Stone hesitated.
Rohan looked at the stone as if it were a story he had never read before.
‘If it were as it was originally written, this child should have been killed by Crater’s pursuers.’
And Rohan didn't know how this variable would work.
“I want to become strong like Rohan.”
Rohan asked Stone's words.
“Do you know what it means to become stronger?”
"I don't know……."
Stone didn't know what strength was or how to become strong.
Still, I hope so.
“I don’t know what being strong means, but I want to protect Flora.”
It was instinct.
The descendants of Hamelin, an instinct engraved in their blood for a long time.
“You are already strong. Because you drank the blood of your own kind.”
The blood of an awakened warrior now flowed through Stone's body. However, Stone shook his head as if he was not satisfied.
“I can’t protect my sister like this. Flora… I want to make sure that my sister can live a different life.”
That was all Stone could wish for.
Although she only lived a few years longer than Flora, it was enough time to learn the harshness of the demon world.
“Zeta is Zeta forever.”
The child who lived with the weakest blood was speaking from the lowest place.
“I don’t want Flora to spend her whole life selling salads while being hit by sandstorms. I don’t want her to die looking at the blindingly beautiful Hongha.”
Stone turned his gaze and looked back at the path he had walked. Then he thought of Flora, who must be fast asleep at Rugal's house.
“One of those would be enough.”
Stone paused for a moment and looked around.
“I just want to let them live a normal life, in a normal house, with a normal family, just like the people here.”
“Living an ordinary life is the hardest thing in this world. It’s the same in the world I came from.”
“Isn’t even this kind of wish just not allowed for Zetas like us?”
Rohan stared at the stone facing him again.
An unwavering determination was fixed in Stone's eyes. Rohan asked into those eyes.
“You told me you wanted to change something?”
Stone nodded with a stern face.
“Then you have to die.”
Dealing with children who have grown up too quickly is more difficult than facing the bitter cold in a snowy field.
“Since you have already drunk the blood of your own kind, your fate is limited to one of two. Either you lose your mind and fight until you die, or you win every fight until you can control your blood.”
That was the price for the sin of fighting against one's own kind and violating their flesh and blood. Rohan continued speaking in a reality that he had no choice but to turn away from.
“Can you really die in place of your brother? Think carefully. Your heart, the heart that no one would care if it stopped beating right away, for your brother—”
"yes."
… … We have to save these children.
“I will die in your place, so please make me stronger.”
Rohan made up his mind as he watched Stone answer without hesitation.
* * *
“Tell me honestly. You’re not Yukarian, are you?”
Bimode, who was walking through the desert with a heavy heart, poked Yukarian in the back with a shin bone that he had picked up somewhere.
Yukarian, who had been moving forward while simply looking straight ahead, answered him without even looking back.
“I’m not in the mood to joke around right now.”
“No, then what? The Yukarian I know would never do something like this.”
“I’m thirsty, lift your chin.”
“Why the chin?”
For a moment, an invisible blade touched the nape of Bimode's neck.
Bimode, who had stopped dead in his tracks, swallowed hard.
“……That’s right, Yukarian. I’m sure.”
“If you know, then do it properly. Before I really drink all your blood.”
“Yay~”
Bimode, who had immediately approached Yukarian, twirled the bone he was holding in the air.
“But did you really come all the way here because of that kid named Rohan? Lord Yukarian, be honest with me. Did you fall in love with that kid at first sight?”
“In the 300 years you’ve been with me, have you seen anyone I like?”
“That’s true. Then what is it really? Why on earth would this noble and perfect Yukarian wander around the middle of the desert looking for someone? And after 150 years, he even went through a dimension shift!”
Bimode, who had been screaming towards the sky like the protagonist of a tragedy, dropped his hands.
“Ah, today was the last episode of a drama I was enjoying watching, but what the heck is this? It’s polite to watch the last episode live…….”
Sparks flew around the non-mode. If I became even a little more depressed, it seemed like thunderstorms would come down like a downpour at any moment.
Either way, Yukarian was lost in thought.
"The boy wished for the woman to protect the world with him."
Yukarian's eyelids drooped weakly at Rohan's hallucination.
‘You’re wrong, kid. I don’t want to save this world. Our world has already been destroyed, and I’m lost.’
The world he lived in has already disappeared without a trace.
Furthermore, Yukarian knew best that nothing could be protected against that existence.
But ironically, Eukarian did not want to see the world end, because he simply did not know how.
‘When you opened those eyes, what I saw was… … .’
……hope.
There was hope that maybe there was a way.
But it was too reckless a gamble to risk everything on that faint hope.
Yukarian looked down at the compass he had taken out of his bosom. The needle of the Demon World was also plummeting toward destruction.
Yukaryan, who had put away the road compass, asked Bimode, who was still grumbling, in a suggestive tone.
“Hey. If I asked you to go to another dimension, would you go?”
“If you refuse to go, you know that my neck will be cut off in 0.3 seconds?”
“……That’s true. Then what if I say let’s go without any conditions?”
“Isn’t Yukarian using that strange spell?”
"uh."
Bimode reluctantly nodded, throwing back the shin bone he had been playing with.
“I don’t know about anything else, but I know I’m faster than Yukarian, right?”
“So you’re going to run away?”
“No. Don’t you know that I followed you here even though I could have run away?”
“…….”
Yukarian turned his gaze to Bimode. He, who was holding the luggage behind his back, continued speaking with a calm expression.
“Yukarian is my benefactor. Even though I am a dog, I am not like that.”
Looking back, Bimode has always been by my side from some point on.
There were many opportunities for Bimode to leave.
I was grateful to Bimode, who followed me even though he was always annoyed.
After all, the greatest enemy of immortality was loneliness.
“Just do as you normally do. Don’t make me cringe, just do as you normally do…….”
“I can save you.”
"……what?"
Bimode turned his head to Yukarian and smiled playfully.
“Just as Yukarian saved my life back then, he can save the world too. So stop acting like Yukarian. It’s not fun.”
Having spent a long time with Bimode, Yukarian knew that smile was no joke.
Bimode continued speaking.
“And Yukarian is really strong, right? If you look at something like the Eye of Doom with an eye that has played the game for 800 hours, it will shatter into pieces in an instant…….”
“Do you want to be carved first?”
“Sorry!”
At the sight of the magic in Yukarian's eyes, Bimode quickly buried his head in the sand.
“Anyway, I’m telling you, he’s a great showman.”
Yukarian, feeling relieved, smiled. Bimode, who couldn't miss that smile, ran over like a puppy and started to annoy him.
“Hey, go away. Don’t be so hot. Don’t be so hot.”
“Then can I dye my right side yellow? Left side blue and right side yellow. Okay?”
"no."
“Oh, why! It looks so cool.”
“Do you want to look cool and find it? Why do you talk so long about wanting to die? I’ll dig up the sand right now where you’re standing. Bury it and go.”
“Woof woof!”
And then Bimode started digging the sand he was standing on like a dog.
The dumbfounded Yukarian let out a hollow laugh.
Bimode, who had shaken off his hand, returned to her side and began walking again.
“Don’t worry about me, do whatever you want, Yukarian. I’ll always be on Yukarian’s side. You understand?”
“You bark well. Bark some more.”
“Wow! I’m on Yukarian’s side!”
Yukarian couldn't help but smile as he thought that perhaps Bimode was the only one in the world who could accept his personality so well.
Bimode shrugged his shoulders in satisfaction, seeing that her mood had completely lifted.
It was then that Bimode began to ask Yukarian about his past.
“Come to think of it, didn’t Yukarian say he didn’t remember living in the original dimension?”
“Uh. I don’t remember.”
“But why do you want revenge so badly? I don’t even remember. Wouldn’t it be easier to just forget?”
Yukarian's eyes, which were searching for the now faded memories, deepened.
“……I remember the last time I saw you.”
“Last appearance?”
Yukarian continued, his voice trailing off as his memories became hazy.
“There’s only one thing I remember. It was when a giant eyeball covered the sky and destroyed the world, and I escaped the dimension with a few people.”
“What happened to those people now?”
“I don’t know. When I opened my eyes in another dimension, there was no one there. And I don’t remember faces or names.”
“It doesn’t matter since they are strangers.”
“Maybe so……”
Perhaps it was the aftereffects of the dimensional shift, but Yukarian had no recollection of life in that dimension.
Unfortunately, what filled the void in that memory was the desire for revenge directed at the eyes that watched over destruction.
Bimode spoke in a flowing voice.
“I will help you find that memory.”
“What? How did you do that?”
Bimode, who had stopped in his tracks following the slightly surprised Yukarian, sharpened his fist.
Yukarian asked in bewilderment, his eyes twitching.
“What are you doing?”
“Usually, amnesia occurs when you are shocked again…….”
… … crack!

            Yukarian, who had pressed Bimode's shoulder and buried his lower body in the sand, kicked him straight in the face.
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Rugal pointed with his finger to the northwest of the map where the Demon World Continent was drawn.
“There is a limit to how many warriors can be mobilized.”
I nodded as I gazed at the land to the west following Rugal's fingertips.
“I don’t agree with mobilizing the front-line warriors either. They could break through while we’re away. It would also be difficult to call up other warriors.”
I pointed to the ‘Fiagaras Crack Zone’ near Rugal’s fingertips.
Rugal answered.
“Yes. Now is not the time for the Demon World to worry about war.”
“Yeah. The war might have already started.”
What we meant was ghouls, or ‘war with the corpses’.
It didn't matter how I met death.
All the dead were being resurrected as monsters, and not only the north and east, but the entire Demon World was dealing with the ghouls that were constantly surging in.
It was a variable.
In the Demon World that I read about, ghouls started to appear after Char swallowed the power of chaos.
“So, Rohan, is this what you want to say?”
River Craft, who had been listening to our conversation from the side, put the map away and spoke to me.
“We have no choice but to move as a small group. Is that right?”
I didn't react at all. She was right. That was my plan.
But this is my plan. This dogmatism may reduce many sacrifices, but it does not eliminate the sacrifices themselves.
“I'll go.”
I forgot.
That Rivercraft can read my thoughts.
“You told me to go to the Demon Realm and find the Chaos Axe.”
“At that time, it was just―”
“It was just a remark. You probably didn’t know it would turn out like this.”
River Craft fiddled with the faint circle formed in his hand.
“I just think of it as a way to repay you… for taking care of my little brother. And my life too.”
His eyes were filled with many thoughts.
Her red eyes were shaking like a beating heart.
“You said you weren’t a savior, right? No. At least to me, you were a savior. A savior who saved my siblings and I by changing the future.”
“…….”
“You can’t change something without a price. This includes the future. So I’ll help you.”
“You have already repaid us enough by providing water for the people here.”
At those words, River Craft shook his head with a faint smile.
“In times like this, all you have to do is say thank you.”
It's unpleasant to have your mind read.
But sometimes, very rarely.
There were moments when I wished someone could read my mind.
"Thank you……."
Just like right now.
“I too have sworn to give my heart to Lord Rohan.”
Rugal knelt down on one knee and grabbed his left chest.
“Please allow me to keep that promise.”
“You were going to go anyway. Stop acting all showy and get up.”
"……yep."
Rugal stood up from his seat and scratched the wound on his neck as if he was embarrassed, as the atmosphere had become too heavy.
Does this mean that all the basic members of the ‘Guldae Expedition’ have gathered?
But it's still not enough.
If we were to live here for fear of sacrifice, it would only lead to greater sacrifice.
Now, I had no choice but to ask Rugal.
“How many commanders are currently available?”
“Yes. There are about twenty warriors on standby who can give their hearts at any moment.”
“I have no intention of using you as expendable items.”
“Oh, I’m sorry. Please forgive my rudeness…….”
There are twenty generals. Then you can think of them as twenty sword masters.
First, open the settings store.
[Probability held: ‘7,222P’]
Last time, when I blocked the pupils with Grace, the probability was pretty high.
However, the reason why so many people gathered like this was because of the new settings added while strengthening the "main character".
"Dramatic Direction" ⸺ Setting
✵Description
- Gain more probability depending on the situation in which the main stream has been completed.
It wasn't a particularly special setting. It didn't even enhance your abilities.
Just a simple increase in compensation. Even that is conditional, so it is difficult to expect.
Of course, gaining more probability is a good thing, because it means that more settings can be added and strengthened.
but……
【 Mainstream: The Seeds of Honryun 】
……
- Success 》 ‘Last Page’
… … It seemed like there wasn’t much left on my page.
Because it was a page that openly stated that the mainstream reward was the last.
But I didn't think it was the end.
No, it won't be the end.
A person's life is sometimes compared to a book, but just because the book ends doesn't mean that the life ends.
I looked away from the main stream and stared at the list of setting stores.
Should we strengthen the existing settings or add new ones?
If we raise the 「‘-’ Law」 that strengthened Grace’s abilities last time to the next level… … .
Ding! Ding! Ding! Ding! Ding! Ding!
Suddenly, outside, a bell rang out like crazy.
As we hurried outside, the residents who had come out of their homes were watching the entrance to the village.
Rugal asked the guard who was running towards him from afar.
“Who is it? Who has invaded our land?”
“Our land has not been invaded!”
“Then why the air raid warning—”
The next moment, River Craft's expression crumpled as he read the guard's mind.
“The east… the east has been invaded.”
“What do you mean, Your High Priest?”
At Rugal's question, Rivercraft turned to me.
She didn't say anything, but I could tell.
“……The replica started moving.”
* * *
“Hold the line!”
Warriors from the east fired their magic cannons from the walls.
Not only that, several modern weapons blasted mana at the approaching enemies.
All of them were Habledown weapons that Rugal received from Karina in exchange for the Aether Stone.
“This can’t be happening……”
On a hill overlooking the city walls.
In Ramul's eyes, his own warriors were falling along with the broken front line.
‘What kind of person is this new great warrior from the west that makes him so powerful?’
The endless walls along the eastern border were called an impregnable fortress in times past.
Because of these fortresses, the ancestors in the east, including Ramul, were able to maintain neutrality for a long time.
But nothing lasts forever. Beyond the crumbling walls, warriors from the west surged forward like a flood.
Ramul quickly gave orders.
“Increase the speed of the magic cannon! We cannot allow any more enemies to enter the walls!”
At her command, the cannons turned their muzzles toward the enemies and simultaneously spewed out wild mana.
Pufufufu!
The next moment, the magical cannons that had been fired exploded in the air. Ramul watched in disbelief as the man blocked numerous cannonballs with a single sword.
“The author is the great warrior of the west…….”
The replicas were at the forefront, slaughtering not only the magic cannons but also the warriors from the east.
The power to turn the tide of battle with a single strike of the sword was truly worthy of being called a great warrior.
At that moment, the replica stopped in its place and looked up at the hill. Ramul’s body trembled as his eyes met his.
《Goooo… … .》
It was at that moment that the demon weapon, ‘Orca’, which had turned Merlin’s world into a scorched earth during the last Inma War, covered Replica’s head.
“Have you finally broken your covenant with us?”
Ramul was furious when he saw the orcas in the west.
Orca was a war weapon created in the Demon World for the last war of revenge.
However, its power and manufacturing process were so terrible that the warriors of the four directions made an oath never to use it against their own kind.
But this too did not last forever.
《Kwaaaa!》
The orcas, which looked like huge lumps of flesh, opened their mouths in unison.
At the same time, crimson blood poured down like a waterfall toward the castle walls.
Cheeeek!
Everything that touched the blood was corroding. The land in the south was also conquered in the same way, and the replicas slowly walked towards the cleaned-up battlefield.
“How far is it to the capital of Hagen?”
The western warrior who was assisting the replica from the side answered.
“If we march at this rate, we will arrive in half a day.”
“What are the trends of the craters who illegally occupied the volcano?”
“There has been no movement since the looting of the mining town in the south two days ago.”
“Keep a close eye on them. Don’t let any more escape the volcano.”
Creak creak!
A tremendous crashing sound shook the sky as Replica finished speaking.
When I looked up, I saw an Orca falling, cut in half.
“I didn’t want to kill you too…….”
The replica looked up at the Orca's flesh falling silently on its head. The surrounding warriors leaped and tore off the flesh, which fell like rain.
Thud thud—
A sad and beautiful voice was heard as the blood that fell from the sky stained not only the replicas but also the warriors and the desert.
“You…… cannot…… take even one step forward.”
“Ramuul, the Great Warrior of the East.”
Ramul, covered in Orca's blood all over his body, was blocking Replica's path.
Smoke rose like boiling water from her body as she held a sword made of bloodstone.
What was revealed through the thick smoke was Ramul's horn sprouting from his forehead.
The replica continued, staring at Ramul's horn, which was over 30 centimeters long.
“There were people like you in the world I originally lived in.”
“What did you say?”
“I wish Ariel could have met you and learned from you…….”
In the midst of the blurred words, the replica's blade quickly advanced towards Ramul's nape.
The next moment, what was heard was not the sound of Ramul's neck being cut off, but a sharp metallic sound.
Chae-Ang!
The replica's wrist tingled as it collided with someone's sword. It had been a long time since it had felt this much power.
Replica stared at the man blocking Ramul's path with blank eyes.
“……Rohan.”
The moment Replica uttered that name, a voice identical to his own was heard from the front.
“Is this what it means to regret?”
Eternal Heart was crying loudly.
The replica with a strange smile greeted me.
“How are you, Grace?”
"no."
"why?"
Rohan answered.
“Because of you.”
* * *
Is this what I looked like?
My eyes are faded, my lips are dry, and my cheeks are so thin.
Could I have had a face like this…?
“……You really look like you’ve been dumped.”
The moment I opened my mouth, the monsters around me aimed their claws at me.
At that moment, Replica raised his hand to stop them and said.
“You know we can’t kill each other, Rohan.”
This guy is also a ‘Rohan’ like me.
That is why, as long as we have an “unchanging heart,” we cannot kill each other.
but.
“You know there’s no reason we can’t kill the being that stands in the way of Grace’s destiny.”
“That’s true. What I’m doing now is interfering with Grace’s fate.”
The setting was no longer triggered. In fact, I felt like I could cut off the replica's neck if I wanted to.
I asked.
“If this was going to happen in the end, why did you reject my offer then?”
“You want me to be your shadow? I was scared back then.”
The replica withdrew its sword and continued speaking, wiping the blood from its face.
“I couldn’t die leaving Grace behind. That’s why I ran away.”
I understand that feeling.
Grace, leaving her behind is a greater fear for me than death itself.
But if Grace can be happy, I will gladly endure death, even if it means throwing me into a hell of nothing but misery.
The same goes for replicas.
“Rohan!”
“Lord Rohan!”
At that time, Rugal and Rivercraft, who had followed me with the warriors, lined up behind me to protect Ramul.
The replica's eyes that had confirmed them wavered for a moment. The reason why the North was left until the end was expected.
Then the replica turned towards the warrior leaders to the west.
“Retreat.”
“Your Majesty? We’ve come this far, but it’s already too late to turn back…!”
The replica spoke softly to the commander who was about to disobey his orders.
“If you fight the author, you will die. No, you will lose most of our warriors who came here.”
"……All right."
Soon, the warriors in the west began to turn around at the roar of the warrior leaders.
I looked at the back of the replica moving away and thought.
… … can it be changed?
Replica.
'me.
Can I change it… … .
“Rohan.”
As I focused on the voice I suddenly heard, the replica was looking back at me again.
He continued.
“In three days, we will head to the Merer volcanic field to find the Chaos Axle.”
“Is this a challenge?”
The replica smiled brightly.
"okay."

            The moment I heard that, I was sure.
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We arrived at Merkin, the capital of the eastern tribe, and rested for a while at Ramul's residence.
Ramul approached Rugal and spoke politely.
“Thank you very much for keeping your promise to us, Your Majesty.”
“It was a natural thing for us to do as fellow countrymen. And please express your gratitude to Lord Rohan.”
“Lord Rohan……?”
Ramul turned his head towards me, following Rugal.
She approached me as I was sitting with River Craft.
“My name is Ramul. It is an honor to meet you.”
“This is Rohan.”
Ramul, who was looking at me at that time, narrowed his eyes. I answered while looking at her face, which was starting to show some doubt.
“And I am a foreigner.”
“If you’re a stranger… surely not.”
Ramul immediately drew his sword and aimed it at my head. She asked me as I stared at the tip of the sword, which was shaking with anger.
“Why are you here on this earth?”
I had no intention of hiding my identity. Hiding it alone wouldn't solve anything.
The moment I was about to answer, Rugal, who was holding Ramul's sword with his bare hand, stopped her.
“This person is different from those who invaded our land.”
“Why do you protect foreigners? Considering what they have done to our people and our land, this is absolutely unacceptable.”
Ramul's calm anger seemed to cut through my flesh.
It was then that Rugal, who had been sighing heavily, began to explain to Ramul what had happened between them.
“Is that…true?”
After hearing the whole story, Ramul looked at me with a much more gentle look in his eyes.
However, Rugal spoke again to her who was still unable to contain her anger.
“It was all thanks to you, Rohan, that I was able to become a great warrior. If it weren’t for you, there would be no weapons in the other world, and if that were the case, this place would have already been taken over by the great warriors of the west.”
“Even so, the history of this land stained with blood―”
“Even in the other world, not everyone invaded our land. Don’t you know better than that, Ramul?”
“…….”
Only then did Ramul lower his head and put away his sword.
A look of regret was visible through her long, flowing hair.
I opened my mouth.
“You must have had a hard life.”
“……What did you say?”
At those words, Ramul raised his head and glared at me.
I continued, recalling Ramul's setting.
“I’ve heard that in this world, there are sometimes people who are born who can’t become complete monsters. Even if you become a monster, all you get is horns growing and your core becoming a little more active. Your body doesn’t get stronger or you don’t grow claws sharper than a sword.”
“If it’s just a case of sympathy─”
I placed my clenched fist on my chest and gave Ramul a knightly courtesy.
“I salute you for overcoming your own limitations and becoming a great warrior.”
Most of the residents of the Demon World can surpass the level of Sword Expert in one breath just by undergoing the so-called Demon Transformation, also known as Blood Awakening.
But people like Ramul and Ariel are different.
Even if she were to transform into a demon, she would have to use weapons like swords instead of claws, so it took endless effort to become as strong as her.
“Why are you suddenly doing this?”
“In my whole world, people like you are called ‘knights.’ And I am a knight too. As a knight, it is only natural to respect fellow knights.”
It was then that Ramul, who had been hesitating, followed me and awkwardly placed his clenched fist on his chest.
“Hey, is this how I should do it?”
“Yes. That is the knight’s greeting.”
“Not bad… The Western Grand Master’s words are right. This land has already shed too much blood. I hope you forgive my narrow-minded view from living my entire life in that blood-stained sandstorm.”
"thank you."
As the situation cleared up, River Craft rose from his seat and fired a circle.
Within, the many branching circles like threads created the shape of the Merer volcanic field.
She said.
“Now that you’ve fought, are you ready to listen? According to the information we’ve gathered so far, the Chaos Axle should be sealed around here.”
The place River Craft pointed to was the lava pool in the crater. Ramul, who had received the words, felt around the volcanic area with his fingertips.
“The crater’s location should be around here. Last time I was scouting, I found a situation where they were building a base in the middle and the beginning of the mountain.”
“Surprisingly, there aren’t any near Jeongsan? That must be the most important place. Does that mean you’re confident in your defense?”
When River Craft asked the question, Ramul hesitated for a moment and then answered cautiously.
“I guess it’s because Char, the leader of the crater, is staying there.”
“Char’s residence… That makes sense.”
Rugal added.
“First of all, hot air always flows over the volcanic area. That’s why it’s impossible to approach with wooden or feathered flying devices.”
“That’s true. They probably know this too and aren’t taking any special measures to defend themselves. But it could be a trap. There’s no easy way out, like Marvin’s proof.”
“Another difficult word…….”
“I just thought of it as a habit. Isn’t it time to stop saying that now?”
The next moment, I, who had been silently listening to the conversation, opened my mouth.
“There is something more important than that.”
The place I pointed to was not the entrance to the volcano, but a plain stretching out beyond it.
“In order to climb the volcano, you must fight and defeat the Great Warrior of the West. He will also be after the power of the axle.”
“I will immediately issue a call to arms to all warriors in the North.”
It was Rugal who answered those words. On the contrary, I shook my head.
“We can’t use our troops.”
“Why?”
Ramul asked back. I remembered the smile of the replica I had encountered earlier.
“While we concentrate our forces on the volcano, the warriors in the west can attack the mainland to the north or east.”
“……I guess so.”
Ramul groaned as he understood what I meant.
The situation we are in now is extremely difficult.
If we led all the troops, our land would be in danger.
However, it is difficult to obtain the scepter of chaos without leading the troops.
To put it simply, it was a dilemma. This dilemma was holding back not only me but everyone else.
I continued.
“But now we only have two days left. There is no time to hesitate. Rugal.”
“Yes, Rohan.”
“How many of the commanders will be with us, aside from those who will command the battle? Of the twenty just now, only the elites.”
Rugal, who had been silent for a moment, soon answered.
“……Nine. Including me, eight warriors. Nine in total.”
“Lord Ramul. What is the situation in the east?”
Ramul, who had been listening to what I was saying, immediately opened his mouth.
“There are nine of us, too. Our east side has similar power to the north side.”
Then, if you include me and River Craft, there are twenty in total… … .
“Then let’s assemble at the eastern border bordering the volcanic zone in three days. Rugal.”
“Yes, Rohan.”
I called out Rugal's name and handed him a note I had taken out of my bosom. The note contained an order I had written down in advance.
“Please do as it says on this note.”
“This is…… Okay.”
It must have been a difficult order, but I was glad that Rugal complied without a word. Next, I turned to River Craft.
“Rivercraft, please help Ramul and Rugal come up with a rough plan.”
“Okay… Wait, where are you going?”
As I prepared to leave, River Craft blocked my path.
It was greedy to get the sling with only twenty people. It would be fortunate if they didn't get wiped out.
Of course, I was sure of one thing after seeing Replica's smile earlier, but I didn't fully understand his intentions.
“The Cave of Chance.”
“What kind of cave is this? What kind of coincidence?”
River Craft tilts his head at my answer.
Since this was clearly a spoiler, it seemed that River Craft couldn't read my mind.
I reached for the doorknob past her and answered again.
“I’m talking about coming back stronger.”
* * *
Somewhere in the desert of the Demon World.
“……Is this the right way?”
"that's right."
“How can you be sure without a map?”
"persimmon."
"what?"
“It’s a feeling.”
At Ariel's answer, Ellis slapped her broad forehead.
There was no answer. Ellis, who had finally exploded, shouted at Grace, who was following her.
“Professor Grace! Please say something!”
But it wasn't Grace who answered Ellis's cries.
“Don’t be impatient and trust Ariel, Eclat. Ariel was a talented member of the Riepenstein family before she was my sister.”
Michael Riepenstein, his blue eyes shining in the middle of the desert, spoke proudly.
“So Ariel’s judgment is not wrong. Unlike you.”
“What do I look like?”
“If you have an idea, think about it with that big forehead. The area of your brain doesn’t really matter in terms of your intelligence. And if I were you, I would spend this vacation trying to improve your poor skills.”
If Rohan had listened to Michael, he would have lamented that he was raising the death flag again.
Ellis also pointed her venomous snake-like tongue.
“What? Poor thing?”
“Is your hearing impaired due to exposure to only metallic noises?”
“Oh really? Compared to Grace, it wouldn’t be strange if the professor who was fired at any time said that, so I couldn’t hear it well.”
“What? What did you just say?”
“Can’t you hear me? When I get back, I’ll have to give you a hearing aid as a gift~”
Michael, who had become cold for a moment as Ellis provoked him by rubbing his ear, caressed his ring.
“I think you don’t have enough credits in my Magic Defense course to graduate.”
“Are you threatening me with grades right now?”
“Let me get straight to the point. Yes.”
Now, Ellis also lost her sense of reason, which she had barely been able to hold onto, at Michael's behavior of talking about grades.
“I think Professor Riepenstein will die of natural causes before that? This old wizard of Springwind!”
“As expected of a master, a disciple. If you had spent the time you spent wagging your tongue honing your swordsmanship, you would have already ascended to the rank of Weapon Master.”
“Professor Wittgenstein, you should be making friends instead of making teddy bears in the club. Let’s take a look at your contact information. Let’s see how many people you have stored in your contact list, which has a capacity that infinitely approaches zero!”
“You will be destroyed the moment you touch my contact information. And my name is Riepenstein……!”
As Ellis and Michael began to raise their voices, a vein appeared on Ariel's forehead as she followed the path of Rohan's mana.
“You can’t concentrate, can you? Concentrate! If you two don’t be quiet, I’ll leave you behind.”
"……sorry."
“……That’s too bad.”
Only then did Ellis and Michael shut their mouths tightly.
Michael glared at the back of Ellis's head as she quickly shook off her skirt, splashing sand on herself and walking away.
Grace looked back at Michael as she heard Ariel's sigh.
“It seems that Lord Riepenstein has also changed a lot.”
At Grace's words, Michael walked forward without even looking at her.
“I won’t deny it. But not as much as you.”
Grace smiled slightly at Michael's answer.
She asked, her smile quickly disappearing.
“Why did you follow me?”
What Grace asked Michael was not to accompany her.
All I asked was for the gate to the Demon World to be opened, and I had no other requests.
Naturally, Ariel, who was asked to protect Grace, joined, and Ellis, who had to follow Ariel's lead, also came along as a bonus.
This was the story of how they came to the Demon World.
“The reason I followed you.”
Like a heart that had become sagging, each step I took was sinking deeper into the ground.
Even Grace could see that a lot had changed about Michael these days.
The impatience that had always been hidden in his composure, and the anger in his eyes that always looked at everything with annoyance, were now nowhere to be found.
Michael answered.
“There is no such thing.”
“Is that so…….”
“I just followed Ariel, not you.”
Michael then looked at Grace and asked back.
“Then I ask you. Why did you come to the Demon World alone? Do you know what kind of place this is?”
What Grace thought of when asked that question was something Michael had said to her one day.
“Do you know why Rohan became like that? ……It seems you still don’t know anything.”
Now I know.
I couldn't not know.
"The reason Rohan is constantly moving towards death. The reason is you."
If fate really exists in this world.
If that is the fate that exists, if that is the price Rohan pays for loving himself.
“……I will protect Rohan.”
He will also take responsibility for it.
I will not let Rohan sacrifice himself any longer.
Because love isn't something you do alone.
Because love is something that requires you to take responsibility for it.
Michael turned his gaze away from Grace and stared at Ariel and Ellis, who were beginning to bicker again.
“I feel sorry for you.”
"yes?"
It was a belated apology and regret.
“So blame me forever. And don’t forgive me. That’s the responsibility I want to shoulder. I’ve already paid the price…….”
“……I don’t blame you.”
Now Grace didn't resent Michael.
All the love that Rohan had given her was healing in itself, to the point where she had forgotten even such things.
There was one thing Grace realized in the process.
“I finally understand a little why Michael rejected me.”
At that moment, the first thing Grace thought of was Claudia.
“And I could see how much Michael loved Claudia.”
“…….”
This time, on the contrary, Michael remained silent.
Now Grace felt the same way as Michael.
If Rohan were to disappear forever, no one would be able to love him. After all, Michael, who had rejected him, must have felt the same way.
Michael asked Grace, who had just learned what love was.
“I have something to ask you.”
“Please speak.”
“How much do you love Rohan?”
Grace answered shyly.
“I can’t say…….”
“I see.”
"……yes."

            I just loved you so much that I couldn't express it in words.
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Life is miserable.
“Still me…….”
That sentence was the perfect description of him.
“……Was there anyone who remembered?”
It was a challenge that all transcendent beings would have to face.
Like this, kneeling before me now.
King of the Demon World.
Adversary.
The character who contributed most to the destruction of Grace, who had been blackened in the original work.
Finding this cave wasn't difficult, as the original Queos had told Grace.
I told the Demon King.
“I need strength.”
This is the 'root' that I said could be the only one to become a transcendent being.
But that's not the worst.
“Some say that power comes with a price. But power does not pay. It only brings destruction, like greed.”
Swish.
As the Demon King rose from his seat, I had to raise my head endlessly.
Soon, the Demon King, whose head had touched the ceiling, looked down at me and continued speaking.
“Do you want destruction?”
What I want is not destruction.
I just want to protect what I want.
Even if it leads me to destruction, even if this body is shattered into pieces, I will protect what I can protect.
“I want destruction. I want the destruction of all my enemies, the destruction of this damned fate that has enslaved me.”
“…….”
The Demon King answered me with silence.
His clean body, without a single scratch, spoke only of the fact that he had never lost a single battle in his life.
On the contrary, his face looked very tired.
The boredom and boredom of an endless life that now felt so terrible was more painful than any other wound.
“Unfortunately, you cannot bear my ruin.”
The Demon King shook his head as if he had sensed my presence. It was then that horns began to grow from my head.
[Using ‘180P’, call up ‘Ariel Riepenstein’s’ setting, “Demonization”.]
This is Giyeon Cave.
It's not a small number compared to the probability I have, but I had to endure this level of consumption to obtain the hidden piece.
The Demon King's pupils constricted as he touched my horn with a knuckle the size of an ordinary person's fist.
“This is unusual. It’s a strange power. It can change blood in the blink of an eye…….”
“It’s my ability.”
“I see. Then I understand. Take it.”
The Demon King knelt again.
The Demon King bows his head like a condemned man sticking his neck out to the guillotine as if facing a death that was predicted for him.
There would be no one among the warriors of the Demon World, the descendants of Hamelin, who would not understand this action.
The original Grace also became a ‘demon’ by attaching a demonic object to her severed left arm.
So, he made a contract with the Demon King and ate his blood and flesh, and became ‘destruction.’
I quietly grabbed the hilt of the knife.
But what I pulled out at the Demon King was not a blade, but my tongue.
“What I want is not your flesh and blood.”
“Then what.”
“Give me all your experiences.”
"experience……?"
I sighed deeply and opened my closed eyes.
“Yes. That is my greed.”
* * *
He was a strange man.
“First, please give me some blood.”
I have never met such a person in my entire life.
“I don’t have a syringe, so I’ll just stick a sword in your arm and put it in a bottle.”
“……Okay.”
Sometimes it seems like I hate the world endlessly.
Sometimes it seemed like he loved the world more than anything else.
In the Demon King's eyes, Rohan was a person with such incompatible emotions.
The Demon King asked Rohan, who was holding his blood in a vial as if he was drawing tree sap with a knife in his arm.
“Do you know that I am the king of this world?”
“I know.”
“You don’t seem to know. There’s no fear in that face.”
Rohan chuckled at the word fear.
“Because I know a greater fear.”
“A greater fear…….”
The Demon King chewed on those words over and over again.
Even the King of the Demon World had something to fear.
That's why the Demon King hid in a cave where no one could find him.
Finding yourself like that means it's not ordinary.
That is why the Demon King's reaction to Rohan's appearance was indifferent.
“It’s done. Then I will draw my sword.”
“Aren’t you going to drink?”
“It’s not for me to drink.”
“Does that mean there is someone else who will drink it?”
Rohan, who put the bottle in his bosom, simply nodded.
Within, Rohan knelt down facing the Demon King.
“The preparations are complete.”
“You said you wanted to share my experience.”
“Yes.”
“I will give you the three trials of Hamelin. If you pass them, you will get what you desire.”
The Demon King reached out his hand towards Rohan's head. His hand was so large that it seemed to cover not only Rohan's head but his entire body.
Unlike his appearance, the Demon King, or rather ‘Hameln XIV’, lightly placed his palm on Rohan’s head and continued speaking.
“The first ordeal is to overcome the inner self. Don’t panic. From now on, your inner self will collapse.”
Woooow⸺
The mana that had escaped from the Demon King's body began to flow into Rohan's body.
“Kill the you in the past.”
With that voice, Rohan was losing consciousness.
“All anxiety and fear comes from within. That is the beginning of all actions.”
When Rohan opened his eyes again, he was no longer in a cave. The Demon King's voice continued like a fading echo.
“……This is a theft of the fetus.”
* * *
The supply room was hell to me.
“You stupid kid.”
My shooter was an ordinary person.
“Didn’t I tell you to count carefully when I write numbers?”
But to me, he was the devil who created this hell.
“How many people have to get cursed out for you to come to your senses because of the numbers you mindlessly fill in while you sit comfortably? Huh?”
There were no incorrect numbers in my report.
I was so focused on numbers that I became neurotic.
I counted, counted, and counted again.
So as not to hear this.
“If you have eyes, look. Look at how much you wrote here, you idiot.”
The report that had been shaking before my eyes scattered as it hit my face.
I lowered my head and looked at the report that had fallen on the instep.
… … Those numbers weren’t written by me.
I didn't know that the shooter had modified it mid-air.
He just needed an excuse to swear at me.
Protesting by bringing up the original file won't make a difference.
I'll just get cursed at again, saying it was my mistake and asking where I got the vomit from.
Because it's always been like that.
“A full-time employee? How can a kid who is this good at nothing appease a full-time employee? Who would hire a kid like you? Just go and get on and off the train. Huh? Don’t come here and use your brain to do something stupid and cause trouble for others.”
“…….”
I made no objection.
Because this was everyday life.
Because I know that the more I resist and refuse to respond, the harder it becomes for me.
Because that's the world I live in.
“You should be thankful to me. If I hadn’t been trying to please the manager every time you made a mistake, you would have left a long time ago.”
"……thank you."
“Why are you raising your voice so early in the morning…? Let’s do better.”
"yes."
“And when you come out, bring me some coffee. You know how the manager and I eat? Cafe style. Thick.”
"All right."
thud.
The shooter left the supply room.
I started making coffee as he said.
That's when my smartphone vibrated.
[ (Advertisement) Check out the new stories this week! ]
As expected, it was an advertisement notification. No one was supposed to text me at this hour.
Click.
As I came out of the supply room, I saw the employees sitting at their desks. They were doing what they could without even looking at me.
I stopped in my tracks and watched them blankly.
“…….”
I felt like I was standing on an unfamiliar street.
Everyone seemed like foreigners and I couldn't understand what they were saying.
The thought of having to see this sight again tomorrow made my mind go numb as if I was in a trance.
“Hey, what are you doing? Bring me some coffee quickly.”
As I turned my head toward my department, the shooter was watching me.
Then, what he had said was repeated in my ears.
… … I'm a stupid kid.
This is all he can do.
I had to think that way.
Otherwise it would be too hard for me.
Yeah, yeah, yeah―
The smartphone was vibrating again.
At the same time, my heart, which had been hiding like a rat, was also pounding.
Thud thud.
Arriving behind the shooter, I looked down at his crown.
He didn't even glance at me and just held out his hand for my coffee.
I picked up the coffee and handed it to the shooter along with the memory chip I took out of my pocket.
The shooter who had discovered the memory chip while drinking coffee turned his chair and looked up at me with a questioning look.
I just nodded to the main body.
"what's this……?"
The shooter's face turned pale as he checked the photos and videos stored on the memory chip.
The folder on the screen contained detailed footage of him having an affair with the manager in the next department.
I whispered in the shooter's ear.
“……I think you should know why I’m being teased by you. You shouldn’t take out your anger on me for fighting with your lovers.”
“This damn dog―”
Gulp.
After a while, he poured the coffee he was holding on the shooter's head. He probably didn't get burned. Instead, he made it thick as he had requested.
“What? Why are you guys like that?”
The manager, who had risen to his feet in the commotion, asked us.
The shooter hurriedly turned off the monitor screen and smiled awkwardly while wiping the coffee off his face.
“I, I accidentally spilled the coffee while I was getting it. Hahaha…….”
“Hey, be careful. You threw away all your dress shirts. It’s almost lunchtime, so go to the sauna or something. Buy a dress shirt at the convenience store.”
“Yes, sir.”
As the manager turned his head, the shooter glared at me as if he was going to kill me.
I sat down and revised my report as if nothing had happened.
8 months and 11 days.
Finally, I was freed from that hell.
* * *
[The Soyosan, Soyosan bound train is now arriving. Passengers, please… … .]
On the way home from work.
I got on the subway among the crowd of people. Then, I leaned my back against the subway door and turned on my smartphone like everyone else.
My presence was fading away in the subway, which was filled with the scent of many people.
On the other hand, a journey was beginning beyond the screen.
Countless letters unfolded in my mind as I imagined them, and I set off on a journey with the protagonist.
After finishing all the stories I had to read today, I was once again faced with a vain reality.
But from tomorrow onwards, things will be quiet. The archers will no longer be able to bother me.
yes-
Then the advertising notification arrived again.
[ (Advertisement) Check out the new stories this week! ]
How many times a day do I see these ads…?
“……Springwind’s genius magician?”
It was a coincidence that I accidentally clicked on it while trying to clear the notification.
The moment I muttered the title, I found myself reading the first chapter of the novel.
Fortunately for me, I had enough free time to pursue my hobby of reading novels while riding the subway to work.
That was my pleasure. It was just one reader's pleasure.
The Genius Wizard of Springwind was a fairly readable novel. There were some parts that were a bit cheesy, but I had acquired that level of magical power from being a long-time reader.
“Next episode, next episode…….”
Before I knew it, I was muttering those words.
It was then that I realized I had missed my intended stop.
It wasn't bad though.
Because I finally found a novel worth reading.
Because that's what got me through the day.
I got off at the next station and returned to the opposite platform, keeping my ears open and focused on the narrow screen.
“Grace Euclidra…….”
From the moment he first appeared, he was a character with a somewhat stuffy personality.
I won't be seeing you for a long time.
Rather, the confident and proactive Ellis was more suitable as the heroine. She has her own story.
“You’ve already read it all?”
My scroll stopped at episode 10.
The subway hasn't arrived yet.
That was when.
[ The mainstream begins . ]
"……what."
The letters were floating above the screen I was looking at, almost like a hologram.
But something is strange.
Strangely enough, it doesn't feel unfamiliar.
【 Mainstream: Survival 】
✵ Initial goal: Survive.
- Failure 》Your Death
- Success 》 ‘100P’
I stared blankly at the newly emerging messages.
I instinctively launched the camera app and took a picture of what was in front of me, but the picture only showed empty tracks.
“……You must have been tired today.”
I guess I'll have to use my vacation days and go to the hospital tomorrow. I'm so tired that I'm even dreaming...
“Gyaaaah!”
Scream. It was at that moment that a scream was heard.
As I turned my head towards where the sound came from, I couldn't open my eyes because something was hitting my face.
I instinctively wiped it away with my hand and felt something hot and sticky. It didn't take long for me to realize that it was the blood flowing inside me.
“This is crazy…….”
People were dying.
Before I knew it, demons had appeared and were tearing and crushing the people who were waiting for the subway with me.
Wait, how do I know that's a demon?
Why don't I feel uncomfortable?
"……no way."
What caught my eye at that moment was the smartphone I was still holding in my hand.
I've read the introduction to novels like this countless times.
A hunter story where the gate opens and monsters start flooding into reality.
Like a modern-day apocalyptic genre where games or novels become reality overnight.
Now, everything around me was becoming a fiction.
But what I was reading was academic stuff.
It was a peaceful novel where the damn unlucky protagonist consumes his students as an emotional trash can on the podium.
… … First of all, you have to live!
I jumped onto the tracks covered in blood and ran madly towards the tunnel.
“Fuck.”
Oh, I think I know what it is.
My situation right now.
“Fuck, fuck, fuck……!”
Isn't there something like that?
Countless extras who sacrifice themselves just to stand next to the main character.
Maybe I would have been assigned to Extra 48.
The end will be death.
It was nothing more than a device designed to keep the story flowing, something that could not survive no matter what.
It was then that another message appeared before my eyes.
[Leaving the mainstream area.]
[ If you do not return within 1 minute, you will die. ]
There was no salvation here.
When I looked back at the message, the demons were chasing me to kill me.
“……We have to find a way.”
There has always been a way.
Like I could spill coffee on a shooter.
As if I could escape from that hellish storage room.
[ If you do not return within 30 seconds, you will die. ]
When I finally turned around, the demons had gotten even closer.
I was dominated by a crazy thought that if I was going to die anyway, I might as well kill at least one.
Maybe you can level up?
I cried out at the end of my life.
“Status window!”
[ If you do not return within 20 seconds, you will die. ]
… … There’s no way something like this could exist.
It was no coincidence that the next moment I was looking at my smartphone screen instead of the status window that was not coming to mind.
However, it was a coincidence that a scene of Michael explaining the technique was displayed on the screen.
“Unjust…… sorcery.”
I think I've really gone crazy.
There's no way that could be possible...
“It is possible.”
Then I heard a voice next to me.
When I looked around, a foreigner with a sword on his waist was looking at me.
For some reason, that face, that description, felt so familiar. And strangely, he also spoke Korean well.
“Try it. You can do it.”
At the same time, I thought of the technique described in the novel.
Woooow⸺
Then, a ritual was arranged before my eyes.
[ If you do not return within 5 seconds, you will die. ]
Soon I moved towards the demon with the manifested fireball.
Hurrruk!
Every time I used the spell, my body became more tired, but the number of demons also decreased.
Finally, the moment all the demons occupying the subway were burned, a message appeared.
〔 Mainstream Complete 〕
A joy like ecstasy gripped my whole body.
Only then did I realize the presence of foreigners again and asked.
“Who are you?”
The foreigner was laughing like an idiot.
“Rohan.”

            It was a moment when the genre of life changed.
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“……Is it over now?”
The last remaining demon breathed his last in my hand.
It's been a long journey to get here.
It wasn't just the demons we had to fight.
The world suddenly changed, causing people to become confused, and the hypocrisy and falsehood that had been hidden until now were exposed without any filter.
I defeated the ‘King of Seoul’ who was much stronger than me.
I also took revenge on my shooter whom I ran into along the way.
Even the ‘Eyes of Destruction’, which were just like the final boss, finally exploded.
I don't think I saved the world.
“If it’s the end, then it’s the end.”
If this person hadn't been there, I would have died then.
I didn't care why the world had changed so much.
I was just curious about this person's identity.
“Everything feels like a dream. Me here, the world that has changed like this, and you.”
He was speechless.
He was just climbing the hill with me.
Before I knew it, I had reached the top of the hill and looked at the open gate.
“That’s why it doesn’t feel like it’s over……”
It felt like there was something more I had to do, as if yesterday's work was being pushed onto today's me.
“If everything is fiction, what would you do?”
I asked him back.
“Who are you?”
“I told you it was Rohan.”
“It’s not your name, it’s your identity.”
“Before that, answer my question first.”
I was worried.
If all this is fiction.
If only it were nothing more than a fantasy that occurred in my head.
I found myself laughing without realizing it.
If anything, that made even less sense.
The times I have experienced so far cannot be dismissed as mere fiction.
“I liked the novel.”
“I also liked novels that had plausibility.”
“That’s right. That’s how I came to realize that reality is less probable than fiction.”
“Is this how the world has become now?”
"yes."
The gate looked like a giant whirlpool.
The black waves rotate endlessly, and nothing beyond them is visible.
“So it doesn’t matter. This world isn’t a fiction. And thank you.”
“What?”
“Thank you for telling me I could do it then.”
“I think it’s too late to say hello.”
We snickered at each other.
“If it weren’t for those words, I wouldn’t have been able to come this far.”
“You don’t have to thank me. If it weren’t for you, I wouldn’t have been able to come this far.”
“Yes. Because I exist, you can exist.”
Even though he didn't answer, I soon discovered his identity.
“Why did you come here? It’s just a time that has passed.”
“I wanted to meet you again.”
“Me?”
“Yeah. I’ve changed so much now that I’m starting to forget you.”
“Just forget what you forget. It’s not that important—”
That was when.
“It’s important. Your choice, the moment you read that novel, made me who I am today.”
That one word began to take hold of my life.
“Like you are now.”
“…….”
I know why he appeared before me.
He must kill me in order to break the chains of the past and move forward into the future.
"sorry."
I drew a smile on myself.
Then I took a step back and told him.
“I am your only weakness.”
With those words, he arranged the ritual over my heart.
“If I exist like this, you will be frustrated again someday. So forget about me and get better―”
“Let’s move forward together.”
He grabbed my wrist as he dismantled the spell that was being performed.
“Let’s save Grace together.”
Before I knew it, my clothes had changed.
I, who was sweeping down the hilt of the Eternal Heart sword, stared at the gate. Beyond the gate, the world where I should be was reflected.
He continued.
“I originally hated you so much. I wanted to erase you, because you were always frustrated and hopeless, and nothing changed. But still.”
It was one person's sorrow.
“On the subway on the way home from work.”
“In the hellish supply room.”
“In the midst of a neatly messy loneliness.”
“In all those ‘one days’……”
At the same time, it was one person's confession.
“……Thank you so much for not giving up on me.”
I have to live.
He thought to himself as he hugged me.
The boundaries of the world I was trapped in were collapsing.
Now it didn't matter who was inside and who was outside.
I decided to love myself.
* * *
“……Is Rohan here yet?”
Three days have passed in an instant.
But Rohan did not return.
Rugal approached Rivercraft and answered.
“Lord Rohan will return. Didn’t you say in the note that he should leave first?”
"yes……."
Rivercraft also trusted Rohan.
But I couldn't easily shake off the feeling of anxiety that was running through my whole body.
“We must leave now.”
Behind Ramul, the warrior leaders of the east were lined up.
River Craft nodded and thought.
‘All preparations are complete. From this moment on, many things in the Demon World will change.’
Prophecies were now useless.
But I felt much more at ease than when I knew the future.
River Craft, who noticed Stone and Flora standing next to Rugal, asked.
“Is it really right to take these children?”
“It was a request from Rohan.”
The note that Rohan handed to Rugal also asked him to take the children with him on this journey.
But River Craft couldn't understand. Why would he take such a young child to help him?
Rugal continued, nodding at Stone.
“More than anything, the child’s will is firm.”
“That’s right. Rohan isn’t the type to think of frivolous things. Anyway, let’s go. We can’t delay any longer.”
Soon, they set off on their journey and headed towards the eastern border bordering the volcanic region.
* * *
The Demon King spoke to Rohan, who was preparing to leave the cave.
“What a pity. If I had more time, I could have shared more of my experiences.”
Contrary to what he said, Rohan had passed all three of the Demon King's trials over the past three days.
But it was impossible to convey all the experiences within three days.
Rohan smiled, his eyes becoming deeper than before.
“This is enough. Thank you for your help.”
Rohan checked again the message that had come to mind when he finished the last ordeal.
〔 Setting added: "Transcendent" 〕
It had already surpassed its limits.
The added settings were proof of that.
However, it was not on a level comparable to transcendent beings such as the Demon King.
Because Rohan had just entered the realm of transcendence.
‘Still, at this level, there shouldn’t be any difficulty in clearing this main stream. Because the moment you awaken as a transcendent being, all your abilities will surpass SSS.’
This was the result of adding corrections to the main character.
To put it a little more exaggeratedly, Rohan had now reached a point where he could hit Michael on the back of the head as much as he wanted.
“Then let’s go.”
“Wait a minute. Let me take this.”
At that moment, something the Demon King had thrown landed at Rohan's feet.
The moment Rohan picked up the bracelet and checked it on the status screen, the Demon King's voice continued again.
“It’s something I no longer need. It would be perfect if a good person like you became its owner. But be careful. It’s a dangerous thing.”
⸺「Evidence of Hamelon」⸺
◈ Trait: Advent, Harmony
◈ Description
- When used in demon form, borrows the power of Hamelin.
- Greatly enhances the effect of ‘Merlin’s Hand’.
“Why are you giving this to me? No, is it okay for you to give it to me?”
“The moment I saw the glove you were wearing on your right hand, I knew. Perhaps it was your ancestors’ will that led you here.”
Indeed, the Giyeon Cave was the Giyeon Cave.
Not only did he awaken as a transcendent being, he also obtained a holy relic equivalent to that.
In the right hand, ‘Merlin’s Hand’ and in the left hand, ‘The Sign of Hamelin’.
Now, Rohan was the only one in this world who was protected by the Creators.
“Thank you, Master.”
“Master? Not a bad price to pay for my experience and the bracelet.”
“It meant that I would come to receive more teachings. And also to receive more blood.”
“Should I move the cave?”
“I’m joking. Then let’s really go now.”
After Rohan left, the Demon King, left alone, stared at the spot where he had been sitting for a long time.
“……He was an amazing man.”
The experience Rohan received in three days was half of the life he had built up so far.
‘Even if you just convert it into time, it’s more than a few hundred years. I thought I’d go crazy before I could even get through the first ordeal… … .’
But Rohan, far from going crazy, left the cave in perfect health, even joking around.
Then, it seemed to me that I was going crazy.
‘… … I wonder.’
How he will change the world.
What will the world look like after it has changed like that?
The Demon King stared at the entrance calmly. He imagined what the world would be like when he left this place and faced it again.
* * *
The replica that arrived at the volcanic area first was staring at the warriors approaching from the north and east from afar.
“Give me the order, Grand Master.”
Replica shook his head at the question of the general who was assisting him.
“Wait. There’s someone who hasn’t come yet.”
"All right."
The warriors led by Replica were not very impatient.
This was because, at first glance, the number of enemies heading towards them was small.
But Replica didn't let his guard down.
The person he had to deal with was himself.
And it was not difficult to predict what ‘I’ would think and what actions I would take.
‘Did he go to the Demon King?’
It was an absurd development.
He also thought about going to the Demon King to become a Transcendent One, but he had put it off for a long time.
If that happens, the world will truly end.
‘… … No. I almost monopolized the hidden pieces of the Demon World. What would I have done if I were in this situation?’
The conclusion finally reached was to go meet the Demon King.
Perhaps Rohan would have found a development that would not lead to destruction.
Because it's always been like that.
always.
“……I want to see you soon.”
What will Rohan look like when he appears before you?
Replica was also a reader of this world before Rohan's cloning.
Maybe that's why Replica's face looked like someone who was waiting for the next episode to come up.
Eventually, River Craft and his party arrived at the border and opened their mouths as they looked at the western warriors, including the replicas.
“They also have fewer troops than last time. It seems they were planning to take advantage of this battle to attack our land.”
Rugal shook his head at Ramul's words.
“Even so, we are at a disadvantage. Even though we have formed an elite force, they are also elite.”
“Don’t worry about that. Just trust me.”
River Craft, free from his high priest's attire and with his robes fluttering, was ready to launch the circle at any moment.
“That’s why we need wizards in war.”
The next moment, River Craft felt the mana in the air start to mix and raised his head.
The sky above where the western warriors were lined up was distorted. Soon, a figure appeared from "space leap" and rushed towards the replica, emitting a vast Milky Way.
River Craft, who had focused his mana into his eyes to confirm the person's face, shouted in joy.
“……Rohan, it’s Rohan! Everyone get ready!”
Boom!
The moment Rohan fell towards the ground, the sand crashed down like waves.
Rohan, who had stabbed the shoulder of the replica defending against his attack with his sword, shouted at those who were about to start the fight.
“Nobody move!”
At the shout filled with mana, everyone stopped in their tracks and stared at them.
The replica, whose shoulders were slowly collapsing, was smiling.
Rohan said softly.
“Only one of us will die.”

            This was their story.
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The moment I felt most desperate was the first day of the new year.
“You came, Rohan.”
I'm no different than I was last year.
It was so horrible that I had to repeat it again for another year.
I was that kind of person.
He was a person who couldn't succeed no matter how hard he tried.
He was a man who wasn't even given a chance.
He was a very unlucky person.
“Now I realize what I can do.”
I thought so.
Until now, that is.
“It doesn’t matter what’s real and what’s fake anymore.”
Even if it doesn't work out no matter how hard you try, you just have to not give up.
If you fall, just get up again. If you want to cry, cry.
I knew it from the beginning.
I just didn't know how to get back up and how to stop the tears from flowing.
“I will change Grace’s fate. In your place.”
The replica's shoulder, which had been torn by my blow, was rapidly recovering.
It wasn't the same effect as the setting of Descendants of Hamelin.
Because he was a homunculus, not human, from the beginning.
Saaaa―
As if at the beginning of the Four Seasons, a replica appeared in the blooming flames, wearing the same outfit.
At this moment, he was imitating everything about me, even this Eternal Heart.
Chae-Ang!
The blades clashed as if to shatter each other's hearts that seemed like they would last forever.
Beyond the island that rose and burned as one and disappeared, Replica's smile flickered.
I asked him.
“Do you still hate me?”
“Why are you asking that?”
“In the end, it’s you too.”
Only then does the replica's smile disappear.
On the contrary, his aura, which was becoming increasingly darker, was responding to the world.
“You call that talking?”
The blade of the replica that had manifested resonance flew towards me, aiming for my neck.
“Your hesitation is what ultimately created me.”
visor.
“If you had killed me back then, this wouldn’t have happened!”
Chae-Ang!
“Why did you save me? Why… Why⸺!”
⸺Chae-Ang!
All attacks were useless.
Now the replica was no match for me. I had become that much stronger.
My heart ached as I stared at the struggling face of the replica.
I always have that kind of face.
Was he struggling like that?
“The reason I saved you…….”
The atmosphere around me, who followed him and casted Resonance, was distorted. I continued speaking amidst it all.
“There is only one reason why I saved you.”
Quagagagagak!
The moment winter came to the desert, Eternal Heart cut across the broken replica's sword and cut through its chest.
The blood that had spurted out was running down my cheek in a sticky, red stream.
“Even if I disappear…….”
That was the real reason I asked Replica to be my shadow.
“……Because you can protect Grace.”
Someday, when I become the destruction of the world and disappear.
Grace, this life that was on fire because of you.
The moment it finally turns to ashes and scatters… … .
“Then Grace can be happy?”
It was for that moment.
For that moment, I kept myself alive.
“Then what about my happiness?”
That was when.
“For Grace…….”
The seven rings that the replica was wearing were emitting colorful lights.
I knew the power of those rings.
Tsk tsk tsk!
"The Seven Deadly Sins".
The holy relics that Hamelin gave to the seven ancient great warriors to rule the underworld.
The seven deadly sins, now so taken for granted, began to sing of destruction.
“……How are we going to save ourselves from falling into the abyss for Grace-sama!”
As expected, the replica was me.
Never create a situation where you will lose, even if you are fully prepared.
I feel awkward for no reason.
… … Sorry, but that goes for me too.
[Using ‘180P’, call up ‘Ariel Riepenstein’s’ setting, “Demonization”.]
My forehead was throbbing.
But this time, it wasn't the end.
[Use ‘105P’ to load the setting of ‘Ellis Eclat’, “Rivercraft Circle”.]
Seven additional circles began to rotate around the core.
[Use ‘90P’ to bring up the setting of ‘Michael Riepenstein’, “Genius Wizard”.]
All the magical theories that that unlucky bastard had ever discovered and realized were engraved in my head.
The last thing she called up was ‘that setting’, which she had been holding onto until this moment.
[Use ‘1,250P’ to load ‘Grace Euclid’s’ setting, “The Crossroads of Black and White”.]
Grace's fate is still in jeopardy.
That's why I was always walking beside her.
And this road… … .
[I chose the ‘white path’.]
… … hope.
This is the path I want to take with her.
〔 Setting added: "Savior" 〕
The constraints of probability that had bound me were loosening. At the same time, my strength was also amplified.
We, entangled in the two forces of good and evil, looked at each other and opened our mouths at the same time.
“This is our…….”
“……It’s the ending.”
* * *
I risked my life every moment.
I didn't feel sorry for this life to end and disappear.
It was the result of not loving me.
It was a life that didn't love me even 10% of the amount that I loved Grace.
So, if only I could save you with this life.
I am quite satisfied.
I have lived enough
I am happy enough… … .
“……There’s no way this will be enough.”
He spoke to the replica, who was supporting herself on the sword stuck in the floor while kneeling.
“You want to see it too. The ending.”
I could tell because I was him and he was me.
The replica answered.
“This is my ending…….”
The replica gasped for breath. The wounds were so severe that it was slowing down its recovery.
“I told you…… this story has to end here.”
I knew what was on his mind.
Because that heart was mine too.
but.
“There is no story that has an ending.”
That was a fact we knew better.
“Even if there is no next page, even if we close the last page, even if we stop reading…….”
It's always been like that.
“……The story doesn’t end.”
“Peace had come to the world and everything was falling into place.”
"They prepared to travel again. A journey for themselves, without any purpose."
“… … and they lived very long and happily ever after.”
Those I always loved on the page have gone far, far away, leaving me trapped in broken sentences.
All that was given to me was a painful aftertaste that seemed like it would never end.
That's why I didn't finish reading the book.
It seems like after all my journeys, I am the only one who has returned to this miserable reality.
Because it felt like those who were with me had abandoned me and left me.
I hope that the story I love and cherish will never end.
… … It was a really stupid idea.
I realized too late that if you really loved them, if you really cared about those stories, you had to know how to love the ending.
“I want to see my ending.”
So I wanted to go on a journey again and live happily, watching the peace that was coming with those I loved.
“I want to live a long life with Grace. And be very happy.”
There is no longer a reader who closes a book after leaving the last page.
It was just the fervent wish of one person who wanted to exist and see this end with all his heart.
“Because that’s the ending I wanted.”
The replica looked up at me in disbelief.
“Really… is that really the ending you want?”
"okay."
“I guess we’ve been apart for too long……”
Finally, the replica smiled.
Like me.
“……Still, it’s a great ending.”
Phew-
My stomach feels hot.
I slowly lowered my head and saw his sword embedded in my abdomen.
He said, still smiling.
“See, I told you you’d regret it.”
After a while, Replica got up from her seat and looked at me, who was laughing in vain.
All his wounds had healed. I guess I was just being too pushy.
“We knew this would happen eventually.”
“We knew it would turn out like this anyway.”
Someone had to die.
Someone had to disappear.
That was our story.
So who should disappear?
Is it impossible to escape the paradox that although we willingly become saviors, we cannot ultimately save ourselves?
“I decided to disappear, Rohan.”
That was the moment.
As I was looking at his unchanging smile, I realized something.
“So don’t make such a sad face on my face.”
I realized it too late.
That replica, or rather, ‘I’, still hates my past self.
And that he is my past.
Woohoooo―
The moment the replica unleashed its spell, a violent sandstorm swept through the surrounding area.
Nothing was visible except us. The next moment, the replica reached out to my face and took the mask.
He continued speaking, wearing his mask, as he thrust the same sword into his own abdomen.
“I finally realized what I can do. The demon world will be united soon. Thank you. Because I made time for you to spend with Grace.”
Now he, the masked man, was Rohan, and I was the great warrior who united the west and the south.
The replica continued speaking in the dying storm.
“I didn’t know you would come before we occupied the North. Honestly, I didn’t know what to do. Well, thanks to you coming wearing this mask, things have gotten easier. You didn’t expect me to do this and come wearing a mask, did you?”
“You were planning on doing this from the beginning…….”
“That’s right. I guess it wasn’t what you expected. Well, this world has become a story you don’t know about.”
From the beginning, Replica had no intention of seeing the end of this story.
It was all for Grace.
For Grace, he was willing to disappear.
“Then please take care of Grace, Rohan.”
As the storm died down, Rivercraft and Rugal, who had discovered the replica lying on the ground, deliberately bleeding, began to run towards us.
As they moved, the warriors in the west behind me also prepared for battle.
“Everyone, save Rohan!”
“Protect the Grand Warrior!”
I looked at the replica closing its eyes amidst the commotion as if accepting death.
… … This is not it.
I can neither accept nor accept this kind of development.
“Stop!”
I shouted with mana in my mouth and swung my sword at Replica's face.
Bam.
The mask, split in half, fell to the sand. The western warriors who arrived first were confused by the replica's face revealed underneath.
I declared to everyone.
“Interest is my brother.”
I couldn't leave him to pretend to be cool all by himself.
* * *
While the warriors briefly paused in the sudden chaos, the unconscious replica opened his eyes in a makeshift tent.
“……Why did you do that?”
The replica was just staring at the ceiling.
“I must be the biggest variable to you.”
Rohan, who was sitting with his back to the door, answered while looking at the side profile that looked exactly like himself.
“You decided to love me.”
“What the hell are you talking about?”
“You too are my country in the end.”
Soon, Rohan looked down at the mask he was holding.
Even though it was cut in half, it looked exactly the same.
“You’re fake. No matter how I package you, you’re still just a homunculus created based on my code. But your heart was real. Your heart for Grace.”
“How can you be sure of that? How can you know if this feeling is real or fake…….”
“From the moment I heard that you were in the Demon World. Even if you knew where the Hidden Piece was, you would have risked your life every moment. I heard that you stormed the Western Capital with your bare hands and destroyed the Great Warrior. … Are you in your right mind?”
Both Rohan, who said those words, and Replica, who heard those words, knew.
They were always sane, Rohan continued.
“When I see you like that, I think to myself, that’s what I was like. That’s what I was like. That’s what I was reckless about. And I’ve been living my life with only regrets that I didn’t want to regret…….”
Only then did the replica turn its head to Rohan.
Rohan, with a bitter smile on his lips, was struggling to put on his torn mask.
“Actually, if you had gone all the way, you would have won. Now, I can’t kill you anymore.”
The "unchanging heart" was activated.
Now it was the result of deciding to love myself.
“So, let me ask you one favor.”
“……What is it?”
Rohan, who had placed the severed mask on the floor, got up from his seat and approached the replica.
Replica looked at the palm of Rohan's hand that was being held out to him.
“Come save Grace with me.”
The replica burst into laughter.
Even in this situation, Grace is still singing.
He was really confident.
On the contrary, Rohan felt somewhat unfamiliar.
The illusion of seeing someone else with my face.
In that illusion, Rohan's mouth was opening again.
“Let’s end this fucking fate together.”
One story was coming to an end.
“And together, let us see the end of our story.”
That was the end of the story. At the same time, in that ending, another story was beginning.
“……But it would be difficult if there was another one of you. I can’t live my whole life wearing a mask.”
Rohan, who felt his strength drained by that answer, dropped his hands.
I wasn't expecting a positive answer. I was willing to compromise if he wanted.
Before he could change his words, Rohan quickly answered.
“There is a way for you to live with us. Of course, you will have to wear a mask again, but it won’t be as bad as you think. In fact, it might be better.”
“What is it? What have you planned again?”
Rohan smiled brightly at the grumbling replica's answer.
“From now on, you are ‘John.’”
“John……?”
“Yes, John.”

            John's promise to return was kept.
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“……So, the one on the left is Rohan, and the one on the right is the Great Warrior of the West?”
Ramul blinked in bewilderment as he looked around at them standing side by side inside the tent.
Rivercraft and Rugal, who were already aware of their circumstances, had already adapted to this situation.
Rohan answered Ramul.
“It may be confusing, but yes. To be exact, the one on the right is the Great Warrior of the West and John.”
“What on earth are you? Are all strangers like this?”
“Not all of them. But as I said, I am just Rohan. Johan and I are brothers. By the way, I am the older brother. He is the younger brother.”
At those words, Johan, whose cheeks had been twitching, opened his mouth toward the back of Rohan's head.
"brother……?"
“Why are you like that, little brother?”
“……It’s nothing.”
Ramul was only further confused by the sight.
They were so similar. Not only their faces, but even their voices, including their body types, were identical.
Even Rugal and River Craft, who already knew the inside story, were confused, so how confused must Ramul be?
However, Ramul nodded, his hostility subsiding as he saw that John no longer appeared dangerous.
“Anyway, I understand. I’ll try to adapt. Adaptability is essential to living in this land where you can’t even see an inch ahead.”
When the situation was sorted out, Rugal took a step closer and asked.
“What do you plan to do now, Rohan?”
“Now we must address our real goal.”
Even if the issue with John was resolved, there was still the crucial issue of the axle of chaos.
Rugal continued speaking.
“But there is a problem. Even if we are in the north, the warriors in the east led by Ramul still have grudges against the warriors in the west. No matter how much Ramul tries to persuade them, it is difficult to expect cooperation.”
It was John who agreed with those words.
“Then divide your forces. As planned, I will lead the warriors and attack the entrance and middle of the volcanic zone. Rohan, you……”
“You’re the one who calls me hyung? You lacked proper education earlier, little brother.”
“……Hyung, on the other hand, enter the rear through the western border. While we’re at it, run straight to the crater. Don’t worry about anything else.”
It was a pretty effective strategy.
Above all, if John's plan was followed, the casualties among the northern and eastern warriors would be minimized.
Rivercraft, who had agreed with John's plan, asked Rohan.
“I agree. What about Rohan?”
Rohan quickly ran a simulation in his head and nodded.
“I agree with John. We need to hurry, because things are going to get worse soon.”
“Well then, that’s the end of the discussion. Let’s get started.”
It was the moment when they finished their conversation and were about to leave the tent and return to their respective camps.
“Your Majesty!”
From the east, where Ramul ruled, a demon was running on all fours.
Ramul asked the messenger who had arrived before us and returned to human form.
“What's going on?”
“Ghouls are raiding the entire village!”
Everyone's faces turned serious when they heard that. Rohan said.
“It’s earlier than I thought. If this happens, not only the east but all the lands will be attacked by ghouls.”
River Craft bit his lip as he read Rohan's thoughts.
“Fuck. How can this be such bad timing!”
“It took too long.”
Rohan approached us again and continued speaking.
“By now the seal on the shaft should be almost completely broken. Isn’t that right, John? That was your plan.”
“……I knew that far.”
John bowed his head at Rohan's words, who had already seen through all of John's plans.
John was confessing his plan in full view of everyone.
“That’s right. I was planning to use the power of the axle. To do that, I had to buy time for the craters to release their seals. That’s why I attacked the east.”
Johan summoned the Orcas by blowing a whistle and turning all the warriors into monsters.
“But not anymore. I’ve changed my mind. I’ll stop the ghouls. Rohan, no, you go with the people and get your hands on the axe.”
And then John boarded the Orca.
It was then that Rohan's voice was heard more clearly than the passing wind.
“Come back alive, John.”
“…….”
John felt uneasy at the sight of him and no one else wishing for his life.
Johan nodded softly and left with his warriors to stop the ghouls.
Meanwhile, Rivercraft asked Rohan, who was sending a messenger to Rugal and Ramul to order them to defend the land with all their forces.
“You guys are close. Are you really brothers?”
“You already know that, don’t you? ……We’re in a hurry too.”
“Wait a minute. If this keeps up, we’re in trouble.”
Then, huge spells began to form above Rivercraft's head.
Woohoo!
River Craft, who was preparing attack spells consisting of more than 7 circles, continued speaking.
“Look forward to it.”
At that sight, Rohan remembered something he had forgotten.
“I will show you how I became the high priest of the demon world.”
River Craft, that she was also one of the nine great men like Arthur.
* * *
“Your wish will soon be granted.”
Shar opened his eyes at those words and stared at the man standing in front of him.
In contrast to his neat suit, his hair was disheveled and unkempt.
Shar answered Queos.
“Why are you helping me?”
Queo smiled weakly.
“Because I wanted you to be the ‘night’ of the world I create.”
"night……."
“It would be wonderful if darkness like you decorated my sky.”
Char, who was fumbling for the word night, soon asked Queos.
“Then what about breakfast?”
“Morning…….”
Queo's smile deepened at that question.
The next moment, Queos felt something and looked back at the ashen cave entrance and answered.
“It’s coming now. My morning… ‘light’.”
The moment those words were spoken, the entire volcano shook.
The screams of the craters could be heard amidst the deafening noise.
“But the world I wish for will never come.”
Queos turned his gaze to the only child left and continued speaking in a regretful tone.
“Because I have already paid the price for that world.”
But it was a face without regrets.
* * *
… … BANG!
Thunderstorms, meteors, and ice, including the "Mana Storm," were hitting the entire volcano.
“The age of the unmarried has come…… Kkaaaak!”
“It’s coming, it’s coming, it’s coming……!”
In it, the craters collapsed helplessly.
Most of the craters were destroyed by the bombing of the River Craft.
However, the dead craters began to resurrect as monsters and ghouls. It was the power of chaos that stained the land.
Crunch!
But even those ghouls were being torn to pieces.
Rohan, who was slaughtering the ghouls at the front, shouted at his group.
“You don’t have to deal with them all! Just deal with the ghouls blocking your way to the top. Rugal!”
The moment he called that name, the great warrior Rugal activated his demon transformation. Hamelin's blood stirred, and Rugal's long, thick claws tore at the ghouls' heads and necks.
“Be careful!”
Ramul's blade swung as he assisted Rohan and Rugal along with other warriors.
However, even if they combined their strength, it was difficult to deal with the ghouls that were more powerful than before.
Kwaaaah!
Krrrr!
All of the ghouls were sword masters or higher.
Her skin was like steel, and the sinister power of chaos flowing along her claws was reminiscent of an aura blade.
‘… … This can’t go on like this.’
It was at this moment that a long horn grew from Rohan's forehead.
[Using ‘180P’, call up ‘Ariel Riepenstein’s’ setting, “Demonization”.]
Creak! Creak!
The sword of Rohan, which had become even more powerful, displayed its fierce power.
Now he had transcended the limits of a Weapon Master.
[Use ‘105P’ to load the setting of ‘Ellis Eclat’, “Rivercraft Circle”.]
Woooow⸺
Tsk tsk tsk!
As one more circle was added, Rohan's magic reached the Archmage in one breath and struck his son-in-law.
But no one admired Rohan's inaction.
No, I couldn't.
‘We can’t delay here. The moment Char releases the seal on the axle, not only the Demon Realm but also the original world will be destroyed.’
The situation was flowing that urgently.
Rohan activated his core further to gain speed and arranged a multi-method.
Hurrruk!
Damn it!
Soon, "Hellfire" and "Froststorm" spread out in all directions.
Fortunately, unlike monsters, ghouls' recovery power was slow.
‘If only there was one more person at a time like this… … .’
To be honest, I was disappointed.
It was he who insisted on coming alone, but if they had their power now, things would have been much easier.
It was around that time that Michael's unfunny joke came to mind.
"If you need help, call my name."
There was no way I could hear it.
"If you shout really loudly, I might come and rescue you myself like that time."
Even if he shouted here, even if he shouted his name at the top of his lungs, Michael would not come to his aid.
Thinking about it that way made me feel angry for no reason.
“Michael you son of a bitch!”
I wanted to vent my anger like this.
It was then that someone responded to that venting.
“……Was that your true feelings?”
As he looked up at the sky, suddenly struck by the blue, straight tone piercing through his nape, the face he hated the most in the world was looking down at Rohan.
“You told me to shout my name, but I don’t think you told me to shout it like this.”
But that face looked a little hurt.
“I knew you hated me, but I didn’t know you’d go around gossiping about me like this.”
"……I'm sorry."
“Words are like water in the mouth. No amount of apology can bring back the water that has been spit out. I am very disappointed in you, Rohan.”
“…….”
Even in the demon world, his timidity was still burning brightly.
* * *
Who knew?
“We’ll discuss your remarks later. First, we need to resolve this mess.”
The moment I shouted that name, I knew this kid would really show up.
“Didn’t I tell you that it wasn’t like that?”
“Are you making excuses now? How much more disappointing do you have to make me before I’m satisfied?”
… … you son of a bitch.
“I will formally apologize later. Please help me for now.”
“Well, I guess I could stake my family on the fact that you don’t keep that promise.”
“…….”
“But a promise is a promise, so I’ll help you.”
While I was calming Michael, a ghoul ran towards us.
That was when.
“I’m sorry, Rohan.”
The color I love most was scattering before my eyes.
Grace, who had cut the ghoul in half in one breath, looked back at me.
“I couldn’t keep my promise.”
It didn't matter how many times I broke that promise.
I don't care how many times it doesn't work, I just want to see this face
“……!”
In an instant, Grace's face filled my view.
Michael grumbled as he looked away from us while Grace was kissing me.
“Even the beasts will be more careful about time and place than you.”
Anyway, I faced Grace, who was blushing after kissing me.
“If you apologize like this, I have no choice but to forgive you……”
It was then that we heard the voices of Ellis and Ariel, who had been escorting us on both sides.
“We are here, Rohan.”
“You’re so damned Rohan! Are you saying that you were the only one having so much fun?”
I couldn't say anything.
They were really stupid people.
I was so stupid… … there were only people I was grateful to.
But there was no time to indulge in sentimentality.
Even now, the ghouls were pushing forward as if they would not allow even a single sentence of our reunion.
I quickly explained the situation to them.
“We must climb to the top. If we fail to stop the man named Sharran, not only the Demon Realm but also our dimension will be destroyed.”
Michael answered, arranging hundreds of strings and notes.
“We will open the way.”
Within, Michael's defensive technique, "Absolute", protected the warrior commanders, including Rugal and Ramul.
Grace, who was manifesting resonance together, added.
“I’ll catch up with you shortly.”
“……Please be careful.”
“Don't worry about me.”
Grace and Michael soon began to make their way.
Protecting my body in the form of Merlin, I started running towards the top.
* * *
As Rohan disappeared from sight, Michael, who had been arranging numerous spells, spoke to Grace.
“You follow too.”
When Grace turned around at the incomprehensible words, Michael was smiling faintly.
“You are the only one who can save Rohan, Grace.”
“…….”
The sword that Grace was holding shook.
But that shaking was only temporary.
She nodded, regaining her resolve once again.
“Then I will leave the children to you.”
Michael, who was instantly burning the ghouls to the ground with his manifested magic, turned his gaze away from Grace.
“Don’t worry about that. My protection is impenetrable.”
Grace felt relieved by Michael's confident answer and ran along the path where Rohan had disappeared.
Michael, who was preparing the ritual again, was staring at Grace's back as she walked away.
‘… … Fly, Grace.’
Now she was no longer the bird in the cage that Claudia had spoken of.
‘Higher than now.’
A bird that has begun to spread its wings towards freedom.
Michael looked at the bird and wished.
‘To a place where no one’s hand can reach.’
Farther, farther away.
Just like that moment when I was knocking on your bedroom window with Claudia that day.
‘… … Fly away.’

            My blue swallow.
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“This way. Don’t fall behind and follow me.”
“Yes, warrior.”
While the others were attacking the volcano, Stone was following the warrior general to the summit with Flora on his back.
The road was a mess from the river craft bombing, but thanks to that, no other ghouls or craters were visible.
The general glanced at the stone and muttered with a complicated feeling.
“What on earth was the Grand Master thinking with these kids…….”
Even Rohan thought it was reckless to involve them in the battle.
Stone was thinking about what Rohan had said to him as they headed to the volcano.
“……Decide. That decision will change Flora’s future.”
Rohan said, "Sacrifice your heart for this demon world in place of Flora."
However, if this could protect Flora, if it could change tomorrow, Stone would do whatever it said.
Stone stared at Flora, who was being carried on the General's back.
"Flora……."
… … I will definitely protect you.
Even if I die, I will let you escape from this hell.
I've already risked my life.
There was no regret in life.
However, Flora did not want to let her younger brother die like the people of Hongha at all costs.
Kyaaaa!
As soon as the scream was heard, the general rolled on the floor along with Flora.
Stone threw himself into Flora's arms without even having time to think.
I quickly raised my head and saw the warrior general who had turned into a monster facing the ghouls that had suddenly appeared.
The general, who was starting to get pushed back, urged the children who were hesitating.
“You guys, run!”
“Warrior……?”
"hurry!"
There was no time to worry.
Stone, who had Flora on his back, ran away, leaving behind the warrior general who was being bitten all over his body.
Flora muttered, her face buried in Stone's back.
“I’m scared, brother…….”
Stone answered through clenched teeth.
“Don’t worry. I’ll protect you……!”
I couldn't die here.
I don't mind dying.
But I couldn't let Flora die.
thud!
The next moment, a ghoul rushed in from the side and slammed into Stone's body.
Stone, floating in the air, quickly hugged Flora and rolled on the floor.
My whole body was scorched and stung by the hot heat of the mountain surface. As I struggled to get up, the ghouls that had been chewing on the General’s flesh were approaching me.
“……Run away, brother.”
As he lowered his head, Flora, who was looking up at him, spoke earnestly.
“You can’t get hit again because of me. So run away, oppa.”
Flora has been feeling sorry all this time.
The back of Stone running through the dark desert for himself.
The moment when his back was stabbed by Bellophon's tail.
“Go. Go quickly, oppa!”
“…….”
Blood boiled like tears.
It was the moment when the blood that fell from Stone's eyes soaked Flora's face.
“Even I…….”
Their parents have already left them.
But if even Stone abandons Flora, Flora will be abandoned again.
I couldn't let my younger brother feel that pain ever again.
Woodduduk!
Stone's body, which had been swelling up for a moment, turned into a monster. Tears of blood were still flowing.
《… … I can’t throw it away!》
The stone leaped forward and began to rip apart the ghouls' bodies.
Ghoul was no match for Stone, who had already absorbed the blood of countless of his own kind.
But every time he spilled the blood of his own kind, Stone lost his senses as a price to pay.
《Kuaaaah!》
Stone, who had killed all the ghouls, let out a scream-like cry.
Stone then turns back to Flora.
However, Stone's gaze was not on his younger brother, who he had to protect, but on prey, who he had to kill.
“Brother……?”
《Krrrr!》
Stone rushed in and grabbed Flora's body.
Even under overwhelming pressure, Flora forced herself to smile.
“My brother…… must have been…… really…… hungry…….”
《Krrrr!》
“There’s no salad… but that’s okay…?”
《Krrrr… …!》
“I’m sorry, oppa…….”
Flora still did not know what death was.
But he didn't care what happened to him if he could fill Stone's hungry stomach.
Even though I didn't know about death, I knew that Stone was suffering enough to die.
Even though she was young, Flora knew that it was all her fault.
“You had a hard time because of me.”
《…….》
Fallen tears soaked Stone's bloodshot eyes.
As the history that colored this land was washed away, the red blood of the stone was diluted.
"……Flora."
Stone's eyes, which had lost focus, were shaking.
Stone finally regained his senses and held Flora in his arms, whispering her name again.
"Flora……."
“Yeah, brother…….”
Under a sky filled with ash, a seed was sprouting.
* * *
〔 Development Modification 〕
The plot was changing again.
I had a vague idea of what had been changed in the message that came up again.
[ The mainstream changes . ]
【 Mainstream: Changed Fate 】
✵ Initial Objective: Eliminate ‘Char’ and obtain ‘Chaos Sling’.
- Failure 》 「Armageddon」 link, your death
- Success 》 Last page, "The Beginning of the End" link
The flow of the story that had been circling around was changing.
What awaited me at the top of this volcano was not the chaos and destruction that would bring about the end of the world.
Kaaaa
Whisper!
I advance, cutting the necks of the ghouls that rush to grab my ankles.
The falling raindrops soaked everything. The sky covered with volcanic ash was crying over what was so miserable.
“Catch that guy!”
“Do not hinder the advent of the age of marriage!”
The craters that were still alive started running towards me along with Bellophon.
Everything that was happening in front of me was preventing me from seeing the ending of this story.
I swung myself around, breaking and shattering the letters and sentences that had already been written.
As the world became increasingly red, I thought.
How many more people have to lose their lives before this story ends?
How many more people have to cry in sorrow before this story is satisfying?
A cave was suddenly appearing among the questions that had no answers.
Thud thud.
The moment I stepped inside, a foul smell vibrated from the entrance. It was the scent of those who had despaired of the world.
“……Char.”
Eventually, as we passed through the cave and arrived at the crater, I saw her back, staring at the boiling lava.
I couldn't see the other craters, because they were all killed by my hands on the way here.
In the heat that felt like my whole body was melting, a clear yet indistinct voice flowed into me like molten iron.
“Why are you trying to……shatter our hopes?”
“That’s not hope. It’s just using other people’s despair to create more despair.”
Shar turned to me at those words, holding onto his last heart.
It seemed like it was too late.
At that moment, her wounds were revealed through the black cloth.
“This world is hopeless. It has been that way since the beginning. Our hearts are thrown away like trash in this vast desert.”
I don't know Char's narrative either.
I have not read what kind of life she has lived or what kind of times she has endured.
… … Those wounds were unwritten pain.
And yet I could tell.
Even without reading or talking about it, I came to know what kind of pain she has endured and how she has lived through countless pains.
“That is why I will destroy this world. I will destroy it, so that no one will ever feel the pain I felt!”
That's why I couldn't convince Char.
Anyone who goes through that kind of pain would start to hate the world.
Woodduduk!
Finally, Char, who had turned into a monster, was throwing himself towards the lava.
The lava that had been gushing out as if time had stopped just like that.
Within, the center of the crater began to slowly settle into a dark purple color with a black tint.
Gugguggu… … !
The whole world was shaken.
Not only the volcano, but even the rain-pouring sky was shaking.
Quagagagagagak!
A twisted and distorted land, with chaos flooding over it like the end of the world.
I just raised my sword as always in the middle of a world facing destruction.
《Look… … .》
Char, who had accepted the power of chaos and become the scepter itself, was looking down at me from the sky, singing of destruction.
《… … The coming of marriage.》
I too was using the bracelet to borrow Hamelin's power.
The yoke of order that had been sleeping deep in my chest began to beat violently.
The next moment, the oldest question in my heart was awakening.
… … Was it my destiny to become the savior of this world? … .
Grace, do I have to protect everything in order to change her fate of destroying the world?
Is this the fate given to me?
… … Then I will accept that fate.
If someone has to be destroyed, if that is the only way for this fate to end.
[Use ‘1,250P’ to load ‘Grace Euclid’s’ setting, “The Crossroads of Black and White”.]
[I chose the ‘black path’.]
I will be the damned doomsday.
Thus, we will create a future where nothing is set in stone and no one can predict.
Even though this road has its limits, I… … .
〔 Setting added: "Final Boss" 〕
… … I will move forward.
* * *
‘Rohan… … .’
Just calling that name in my heart made my heart ache.
‘Now I… … .’
I don't want to be away from you even for a day.
I don't know how many times I repeated that.
That was the feeling.
And I meant it.
‘… … I will protect you.’
I just realized it now.
That all those moments when Rohan seemed so in danger were all because of him.
Even if that was fate, Grace didn't care.
‘I will not be silent anymore. I will not hesitate or turn away.’
The wavering belief in Grace's heart was corrected.
With that conviction, Grace now stood tall before the world.
Her lips twitched like a bird spreading its wings toward the sky.
"love you."
I loved him.
“I won’t leave you alone anymore, my love.”
I don't know how much I love you.
Because it is immeasurable.
I couldn't express it because I just couldn't figure it out.
As if no one can explain their world.
"professor!"
The next moment, I turned around at the sound of a voice and saw that Ellis and Ariel were following me.
Ariel continued, running alongside Grace.
“The lower part is almost finished. Our master will finish finishing it and join us.
"but……."
At the top of the volcano, a force was felt that even Grace could not handle.
Ellis, whose hair was disheveled from the hard battle, added to Grace's worried look.
“We are now full-fledged knights. And we are the only ones who can protect that fool Rohan, right? Hehe.”
"……okay."
Only then did Grace realize.
That she wasn't the only one who loved Rohan.
Kwaaang!
At that moment the volcano began to erupt.
But the color of the surging lava was ominously different.
It was around this time that they realized something was wrong.
Tsk tsk tsk!
Rohan and Shar appeared in the air at the same time as a huge flow of mana swept in like a gust of wind.
They stopped in their tracks and looked up at Rohan, who had plunged his sword into Shar's heart.
“What on earth is going on…….”
The sky above Rohan's head was constantly swirling, and a storm was brewing that seemed to threaten the end of the world.
Soon, Shar's body, killed by Rohan's blow, turned to ashes and scattered.
Rohan finally got his hands on the scepter of chaos.
He turned his head and stared at Grace as if everything was over, then smiled.
“Rohan……?”
But the smile reflected in Grace's eyes looked so sad.
Ariel, who had been watching the scene together, urged the others.
“Let’s go!”
"huh!"
Grace finally reached Rohan's feet and called his name with clenched fists.
“Rohan!”
But there was no answer from Rohan.
Meanwhile, Michael, who had arrived after him, looked up at Rohan and furrowed his brow.
“……This is not normal.”
The situation was going ominously, just like Michael's muttering.
It was then that Rohan, still floating in the air, was suffering from the encroaching power of chaos.
“Ugh……!”
“Hey, are you okay Rohan?”
“……Kuaaaa!”
“Rohan!”
Rohan eventually fell.
It was the moment when his worried companions hurried their steps.
“……Don’t come any closer!”
Everyone stopped in their tracks at Rohan's shout.
Rohan barely raised his head and continued speaking while looking around at his group.
“I’m going to… hurt you all soon.”
Michael answered, clutching the ring.
“Why are you doing this? Why on earth―”
“Because I wanted to change.”
"what?"
Even in pain, Rohan was smiling like an idiot.
“I just wanted to save those two children who were going to die because of this power……”
Michael closed his mouth after hearing those words.
I didn't know the full details, but I could immediately tell what was on that foolish man's mind.
Because it's always been like that.
Yeah, always.
“How can I help you?”
Grace asked, her clenched fists visibly shaking.
“How can I help you……!”
Rohan answered without even thinking, estimating the power of chaos that had almost completely consumed his entire body.
“It would be quicker to kill me, but asking for something like that would be… cruel.”
“Rohan…….”
“It takes time. Until I can control this power.”
Soon, Rohan turned his gaze to Ellis.
“Ellie, do you remember everything I taught you?”
“Of course. Why are you asking such a stupid question? Seriously……!”
Ellis sharpened her sword as if to tell her not to worry.
Next, Rohan looks at Ariel.
He didn't say anything, but Ariel nodded firmly as if she understood everything.
“Michael.”
“I know. Don’t worry.”
“That’s fortunate…….”
Although he spoke confidently, Michael, who was observing the power of chaos devouring Rohan, eventually lowered his head.
‘Controlling that power… is impossible.’
At that moment, I felt resentful of myself for having understood that fact all at once. Sometimes, there were things I didn't want to understand.
“……Grace.”
Rohan, who had finally looked at her, smiled happily through the flowing tears.
“Deep down, I love you.”

            In the old confession, he became the destruction of this world.
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"……me too."
The moment she heard those words, Grace felt like she had the whole world in her arms.
“I love you too, Rohan.”
Tears flowed down in that one last sentence.
Even though she held him in her arms for a moment, her world was dying between the coexistence of joy and sadness.
“So I will save you.”
The moment Grace's blade, resembling Rohan's Eternal Heart, left its scabbard, it roared toward the world.
“All the joy and love I’ve received from you so far… I’ll now give it back to you.”
Tsk tsk tsk!
The auric storm that had formed around Grace slowly swirled around.
Rohan could only watch the message emerging through his increasingly blurred consciousness.
[ ‘Grace Euclid’ takes charge of her own destiny. ]
[ ‘Grace Euclid’ moves on from ‘Black and White’.]
“Even if it hurts, just bear with it for a little longer. When it’s all over, then…….”
[ ‘Grace Euclid’ has become your “savior.” ]
“I will hug you.”
* * *
An aura exploded and passed by Michael.
Chae-Ang!
Grace clashed swords with Rohan in an instant.
Unlike the expressionless Rohan, sadness was constantly flowing down her cheeks.
Michael, who was watching the scene, grabbed the ring as the tragedy unfolded before his eyes.
“So you’ve finally become a monster… Rohan.”
"Can I take the young lady away from Lord Riepenstein?"
"The Lady's Gaze."
"A word from the young lady."
“I asked if I could have all of that.”
Michael still hasn't forgotten what Rohan said back then.
I couldn't forget it. It was such a strong shock.
‘At first you were a coveted sword to me.’
A sword that gives you peace of mind just by wearing it on your waist.
Rohan was that kind of person to Michael. But it was from that moment that Rohan began to change.
‘The fact that I still haven’t achieved my goal is because I underestimated you, or rather, all of you… … .’
When Rohan declared that he would have Grace, there were only two emotions.
The first was relief.
The second was bitterness.
Now, the relief that someone who truly loves Grace has appeared.
On the contrary, there is bitterness that Grace, who was his greatest enemy, has become stronger.
‘… … I still need you. For the moment when I can achieve my cause by putting you first.’
But now it's wrong.
Because that black grace was there from the beginning.
Only then did she begin to wield the sword.
‘If I had been more active in trying to drive a wedge between you back then, what kind of future would we be facing now? I don’t know.’
The next moment, dark purple flames bloomed around Rohan. It was a season stained with the power of chaos.
‘Now I can’t imagine a future without you… … because I can’t imagine it anymore.’
But that spring was no longer a defensive spell.
The sparks that had begun to scatter swept across Grace's body like small blades.
‘You have to be happy, at least for Ariel’s sake.’
Grace falls to her knees as the flames disappear.
Not only did they bring back all their settings, but the power of Hamelin and the inaction of Rohan, who was reborn as the "Final Boss", far surpassed that of the Transcendent One.
“Rohan.”
Behind Michael's back, who was staring at him with extremely sad eyes, a huge spell began to form.
In it, Michael grabbed the hilt of the sword he was wearing at his waist.
“There was only one reason why I decided to learn swordsmanship.”
Hurrruk!
Michael, who had passed Grace, charged towards Rohan with the "Hellfire", which had been strengthened with thousands of strings and tunes and was strengthened again.
“I once admired you. You who threw yourself into the world with just a sword in your hand!”
The moment their blades met, a fierce spark flew.
Finally, amidst the flames that had engulfed them, Michael continued speaking.
“You always sacrificed yourself. As if you didn’t care what happened to you. That’s how you became a monster. Rohan. Just like you are now.”
In an instant, the spell engraved on Michael's entire body began to shine.
The next moment, flames began to absorb his body.
“That’s why I told you to leave with Grace. It was obvious that one day your recklessness would become poison to everyone… But now, you don’t have to leave.”
At the same time, everything that was touched by the blue flames that Michael emitted from his entire body was being regenerated.
“I am Michael Riepenstein, the 23rd head of the Guardian family.”
It was a moment when Michael's beliefs were rewritten, like a nameless ritual, over a heart that had not yet been given a name.
“So I will protect you all.”
* * *
If you were to ask Ellis to name three people she loves most, she would answer as follows:
“My dad said that.”
As the sadness spread, the surroundings began to freeze.
“If you aim to be a knight, become a knight like Grace.”
The blade, soaked in blood for thousands of years, flickered along with Ellis’s mana. The theory Rohan had taught her had already been interpreted.
“I am a knight now, Rohan.”
Dennis and Grace.
Finally, to Rohan.
They were the people Ellis loved most in the world.
And this moment when she pointed her sword at Rohan was causing her the greatest pain.
“Are you in a lot of pain? You should be in more pain. You tore our hearts apart, you idiot.”
War devastates life.
But if you survive the war, if you win those countless wars.
“Don’t worry though. I will protect you together with Lady Grace.”
… … After all, the trajectory of that life must be distant.
Damn it!
Everything that Ellis walked upon froze.
Like her heart, it was ice, hotter and more passionate than anything else.
It was a coldness that had hardened and hardened again without melting, until it reached its limit.
“You said that, right? I’m no hero. And neither are you.”
Ellis, who had rushed forward in an instant, bumped into Rohan instead of Ariel, who was retreating.
“Still, I can protect at least one person even if he’s not a hero… I’m sorry, Rohan.”
Soon, the horizon pendant hanging around Ellis' neck began to emit a vast light.
“I will be a hero.”
In an instant, Ellis' magic, which had reached the level of an Archmage, dyed the world blue.
“I will become a hero and save everyone, the people I love!”
The lava that was spewing out was frozen black.
The breath they exhaled intertwined and mixed.
Ellis smiled as she looked into Rohan's unfocused eyes through the cracking and shattered ice.
“That’s why I became a knight.”
Michael hurried to protect Grace and Ariel as Ellis' phase exploded like a belief.
At this moment, no one could deny what she said.
* * *
"You, your name alone is meaningful."
The moment Rohan said those words that day.
The moment I returned home after failing to kill myself at the cemetery.
The moment when the sky turned into a black cat along the tip of my finger.
‘I was born again… …’
It wasn't the first time Rohan had saved himself.
In that precarious moment when life was on the line, Rohan saved Ariel's life.
Kwaaak… … .
Rohan, who had been like that, was now threatening Ariel's life.
Ariel's lips moved like falling flower petals as she barely managed to block the attack by grabbing Rohan's blade.
“Now it doesn’t matter who you love, Rohan.”
Ariel escapes the attack with Grace and Ellis' help.
She continued, her gaze returning to Rohan as the horns began to grow and wiggle from his forehead.
“It’s too…… too greedy to ask the person who saved my life to love me……”
It was a greed that was almost immeasurable.
That's why Ariel had to be content with just being by Rohan's side.
Even if Rohan joins hands with someone else.
Even if Rohan is held in someone else's arms.
Even if Rohan kisses someone else.
Even if Rohan loves someone else… … .
“I will protect that love. Don’t be thankful. Don’t be sorry. That’s my…….”
Everyone loves.
But not everyone experiences true love.
“……Because it’s love.”
Ariel still truly loved Rohan up until this moment.
The warrior's blood flowed between Ariel's lips as she took the bottle out of her bosom.
Heart pounding⸺
Ariel's heart began to beat wildly as she felt for him.
“I am no longer Dorothy. My name is Ariel Riepenstein…….”
Ariel, who had finally surpassed the level of Sword Master, approached Rohan while spreading a thick, black aura that was overwhelming.
“I am Ariel Riepenstein, loving you.”
* * *
I was wandering through an unclear space like in a dream.
A colorless world with nothing but a gray background.
It was the moment I opened my mouth that I realized that I was not new to this world.
『Here… … .』
It was the place I had previously reached after becoming lost in the dimension while sending River Craft to the Demon World.
But unlike that time, my existence was not disappearing.
The only message that came up was a warning that I had left the page, but there seemed to be nothing else wrong.
"You made that choice again."
That was when.
"You really are an old-fashioned man, Rohan."
I was suddenly faced with a hazy veil. I asked.
"Are you the one who summoned me here?"
"To be exact, I just brought your consciousness to you."
"How is that possible?"
"It's impossible. But it's not impossible compared to the power you use."
He was different than before.
Just like the way he treated me and the tone of his voice, I could now be sure that he was Michael.
『… … What happened to the first time I disappeared?』
He shook his head at that question.
"You didn't disappear from our world. You didn't even return in the first place."
"What is that… … . "
His words continued between the scattered and disappearing letters.
"The strange power you use is not regression."
『…….』
『The moment you use that power, the exact same dimension is copied, and your soul… … that is, your consciousness is transferred to that copied Rohan.』
Only then did all the puzzle pieces fall into place.
I barely opened my mouth in the finished picture.
『Then… … So, the first time, I really died like I said.』
They were not prophecies, they were not the future.
"You ultimately failed to complete the theory of time."
"The Grace I tried to protect met its fate in the end."
"Ellie ran away from everything, and Ariel was the first to… … . "
It was all true.
When I realized this, I couldn't continue talking.
It all really happened. In a world I didn't know about, in a world I had given up on… … .
『… … Don’t blame yourself.』
He held out his hand to me. In his opaque palm lay the hilt of the broken Eternal Heart sword.
As I picked up the hilt of the knife, he continued.
"It's not your fault."
"No. That's my-"
"He asked me to tell him this."
"……yes?"
He turned his head away from me and looked into the distance into a dimension that was like a blank space where nothing was written.
It was as if the protagonist had set out on a journey beyond the pages of a book, leaving behind all the sentences.
"You of all dimensions. We have met you of many dimensions. And all of you have asked me to convey this message to the next you."
I felt strange when I heard that.
If I were in that situation, what would I have said to my next self?
… … It’s not your fault. No matter how much I thought about it, this was the only thing that came to mind.
"Please help me. I don't have much time."
I looked around, reminded once again of the situation I was in.
He must have summoned my consciousness here to help me.
For a moment his veil shook from side to side.
"As I said back then, you already know the way."
Then, as if he had witnessed this sight countless times, he took a step back and looked at me.
"Now is the time. This has bought me some time. I will express my gratitude the next time we meet."
The letters that had been floating around were beginning to disperse as the light began to spread out toward me.
The fulcrum of order was straightening out the forces of chaos. It was the moment when I opened my eyes that had been closed, as if facing the white night, in a pure white field of vision.
“……There was only one reason why I decided to learn swordsmanship.”
Michael was drawing his sword.
“I once admired you. You who threw yourself into the world with just a sword in your hand!”
Michael came running towards me.
I still couldn't control my body. It was a moment when the power of chaos grew stronger as the wounds increased.
“I am Michael Riepenstein, the 23rd head of the Guardian family.”
The moment I touched the blue flame, my wounds began to heal. He continued.
“So I will protect you all.”
Michael Riepenstein.
He was still the protagonist I knew.
The main character of this world who has been with me every single day.
That guy was trying to protect me.
“……Now I am a knight, Rohan.”
As if reconnecting a broken film, Ellie's hot magic was rushing towards me like a belief. My consciousness was not yet fully intact.
But each and every one of them was warm and cozy, as if I was being held in their arms.
“I will be a hero. I will be a hero and save everyone, the people I love!”
The moment I heard those words, my senses slowly began to return. The tears that had flowed down my face lingered before my eyes.
I closed my eyes again and when I opened them, sadly dark eyes were staring at me.
“I am no longer Dorothy. My name is Ariel Riepenstein…….”
Only then did I realize.
“I am Ariel Riepenstein, loving you.”
The fact that up until now I have been loved by everyone.
The truth that I was receiving love every moment without knowing how to repay it.
Everyone was trying their best to save me.
Every time I swung my sword, my whole body would hurt as much as hundreds of times the wounds I had inflicted on those I loved.
Now the power of chaos that had consumed me had almost disappeared.
All of my senses returned, but I couldn't control these tears no matter what I did.
Before the blade could touch Grace, I let go of the sword in my hand and held her in my arms.
“Everyone…….”
I couldn't continue speaking.
I couldn't even breathe because of the emotions that were rushing in like a tidal wave from the bottom of my heart.

            … … Everyone was my savior.
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“Wow! This is really delicious!”
“Want more?”
“Okay, give me more!”
I served my portion to Ellie, who had emptied her plate of spiked fish in the blink of an eye.
After a brief moment of excitement, Ellie glared at Michael, who was eating next to Ariel without any presence.
“But why did Professor Riepenstein follow me again?”
After returning from the Demon Realm, we traveled to one of the numerous villas owned by the Eclat family.
There was still a lot of winter vacation left.
“I was just following Ariel. Did that answer your question?”
“I see.”
Ellie nodded indifferently and muttered as if to let someone hear her.
“The atmosphere is just getting gloomy for no reason. I told you, you have no tact. Anyway, I wonder if anyone will say you’re not Riepenstein…….”
“I can hear everything.”
“Oh, did you hear that? I didn’t mean for you to hear that. By the way, I heard there’s a bus coming to Little Heath in an hour. What do you think, Rohan?”
I answered while tasting the almost finished stew as Ellie started to lift Michael's spirits.
“Stop it, Ellie. No matter how much you enjoy reading or making teddy bears on your own, sometimes it’s not a bad idea to cool your head like this.”
“Is that so? Then what does Grace think……”
Michael, who had finally exploded at the sight of everyone asking for their opinions, suddenly stood up from his seat.
Michael's fists were trembling, filled with all kinds of shame and insult.
“It was my mistake to try to be humble with you all from the beginning.”
Then, Ariel grabbed Michael's collar as he was about to go straight into the villa.
“Don’t be so angry, my lord.”
“Ariel…….”
As expected, the only one who thought of Michael was Ariel.
It was the moment when Michael was about to be touched by the woman who had caught him.
“If you say so, what can I do—”
“You’ve made a lot of teddy bears so far. How about we all have a meal and chat today?”
“…….”
Michael was dumbfounded at the sight of Ariel, whom he had trusted, stabbing him in the chest with a knife.
“You too… Are you really saying that the way I live my life is wrong…?”
Michael muttered those words over and over again as he trudged off to the villa.
As Michael went back to his room to make a teddy bear to regain his mental and physical stability, Grace turned to me.
“This is enough food. Rohan, come and sit down.”
Grace was waiting for me without taking a bite so far.
Now that I realized that, I quickly put the stew in a bowl and sat down next to her.
Thanks to Ellie telling her tales of bravery in the knighthood exam and Ariel calmly correcting her exaggerated parts, the meal never got awkward.
“Where are you not going now?”
When I suddenly heard those words, I looked away from Grace and saw that Ellie and Ariel were staring at me.
I answered with a faint smile.
“Don’t go. I have nowhere to go now.”
Ariel added, leaving Ellie behind, who nodded in relief.
“It doesn’t matter where you go, Rohan. Wherever you are, I will find you.”
As the saying goes, as long as Ariel is here, I won't be able to escape from them.
Then Grace quietly grabbed the back of my hand.
She didn't say anything, but her body temperature was more reliable than any words.
It was at that time that Ellie, who had put down the dishes, clapped her hands.
“Oh! Should we do some fireworks this evening? I saw earlier that there were a bunch of fireworks and stuff piled up in the warehouse.”
“I hate noise, but sometimes it’s okay.”
Contrary to her indifferent response, Ariel's expression already looked excited.
“What kind of firecracker does Rohan like?”
I answered without hesitation to Grace's voice, which asked like gentle waves.
“I can’t quite remember the name, but I like these handheld firecrackers.”
Grace tilted her head at those words. She seemed to not know either.
At that moment, Ellie lightly snapped her fingers.
“I know. You mean Sparkla?”
“Sparkle?”
“Yeah. That’s probably what you were talking about, Sparkla. Maybe it’s in the warehouse? I think it is.”
And then Ellie smiles bashfully.
In my fading smile, I recalled the day I hugged Ellie so tightly that she broke apart.
Fortunately, I was able to control the axle of chaos.
It wasn't just the pedestal of silk order.
Ellie and Ariel, including Grace, subdued me so I could not run wild, and Michael healed my wounds, slowing the erosion of the power of chaos.
Perhaps the blue flame Michael used at that time was "Nova".
It was the ultimate healing spell that Michael would later name when he became a Transcendentalist, lighting up the world and bringing it back to life.
Seeing that he was now able to handle divinity, it seemed that Michael's transcendence was not far off.
Anyway, it was impossible for me to control the axe of chaos by myself.
“We’ll get up first. You two, finish your food and come back.”
“Huh? I haven’t finished eating yet?”
“You should stop eating. I saw you last time, your sides looked a little bulgy.”
“Really?!”
Then Ariel got up from her seat and led Ellie, who was feeling her belly, back to the villa.
Left behind with Grace, I looked down at my plate in sudden awkwardness.
Things couldn't be awkward between us now.
That's understandable, because that's the only way things can be.
“Rohan.”
"yes!"
I raised my head at the sudden call and saw Grace glancing at me.
Grace, who had been fiddling with her fingers, nodded at the forest path behind me.
“I want to take a walk.”
"……All right."
After a brief meal, we walked side by side along the forest path.
Is this winter coming to an end? Buds were sprouting on every bare tree branch.
Spring will soon come again.
Like the spring of that day when I first met her in this world…
“I want to hear it again.”
Grace stopped walking and turned around to look at me.
Still, the blue winter sky was buried in her eyelashes.
“Can you say that again?”
What should I do with this?
Where and how should I start?
At that time, I was in a situation where I might die soon, so the words that came out easily were difficult to say now.
I fumbled with the case I had in my pocket for a long time before coming here.
Now our fate could not get any worse.
Even if one of us becomes the end of the world, I, Grace, will always stop that fate.
That way, we will save each other.
“Grace.”
Get down on one knee.
I swore again.
This time it wasn't an illusory oath of eternity.
It was not a promise that could be kept or not kept.
It was just the one and only oath I could keep.
“I want to be by your side until the end of this life.”
On the palm of my hand that I held out to her, there was a ‘silent promise’, a one-of-a-kind ring in a case.
I said to Grace, as if to reassure her, looking at her confused face.
“Please marry me.”
Grace gave me the finger with the happiest face in the world.
“Glad, Rohan…….”
It was then that he carefully placed a ring on her left ring finger.
[ The end of destiny has been reached . ]
[ The final mainstream begins . ]
【 Mainstream : Love 】
✵ My goal: Live happily ever after with ‘Grace Euclid’.
- The mainstream ends the moment you breathe your last.
My end was beginning.
* * *
“……I’m thinking about it.”
Schlach continued, looking intently at Rohan, who was sitting next to Grace, his chin resting on the back of his hand.
“Whether I should tear you to pieces or crush you here and now.”
He meant it.
In all honesty, Schulah was treating Rohan as if he was going to kill him.
Daisy, who was holding a tray in her arms next to Schlach, opened her mouth and glared at Rohan with half-open eyes.
“Then how about canning that meat, my lord?”
"canned goods?"
“Yes. That shameless thief-like knight, it would be better to make him into canned food and feed it to the dogs and cats that occasionally come over the fence and visit the garden.”
A cold sweat ran down Rohan's forehead at those words that sent a chill down his spine.
Schlach nodded slowly in agreement.
“Oh, that’s a good idea. Don’t make it tonight, Daisy. I’m thinking of making some canned food and filling up on the leftovers.”
“How about pairing it with the newly arrived wine, Riviere 14 Years Old?”
“If I had to choose, I would have preferred the slightly more sour Livier 17 years old.”
“Excellent choice.”
Their conversation left Rohan dizzy.
It was at that time that Grace, who had been sitting without any disturbance, opened her mouth.
“I love Rohan.”
Everyone's attention was focused on Grace as she immediately started confessing.
Even Grace's face was expressionless.
But Schlach knew right away what was hidden behind Grace's expressionless face.
“How much do you love me?”
“I love you more than my lord.”
“It doesn’t seem like you love me very much―”
“If you tell me to put down my sword, I will. But I will not give up on Rohan.”
“…….”
Schlach, his mouth shut, stared at Grace for a long time.
I tried everything I could to snatch the sword from Grace's hands.
But it was all useless. Nothing could make Grace give up her sword.
That was Grace.
She, who had been like that, was now saying that she would put down the sword on her own.
Rohan, because of that one person.
“……It might just be a momentary emotion.”
Grace answered firmly to Schlach's words as he opened his mouth again.
“Not for a moment.”
“Even if that happens, you will regret this choice someday. Just like I did.”
“I won’t regret it. Even if I do regret it, I won’t regret the choice I made to love Rohan.”
“Come with me for a moment. Let’s talk.”
Grace then followed Schlach to the second floor.
A sigh escaped Daisy's lips as she was left alone with Rohan.
“How on earth did you do it? How did you get our young lady, who knows nothing, to fall for a knight like you who is worse than natural leather?”
At that question, countless memories flashed before Rohan's eyes. Rohan smiled faintly.
“I wanted to keep it. That promise I made to Grace that day at the lake… I wanted to keep it to the point of death.”
At those words, Daisy remembered a spring day she had seen in Grace's diary before.
"I wasn't alone. Rohan. Yes, Rohan was by my side."
That's how the diary of that day began.
「… … Those warmest words I heard during the most painful moment. It was only then that I realized that the lake, where I had always thrown only my sorrowful and sad feelings, was so beautiful.」
From that day on, Grace began to change.
The days when she smiled began to increase, and now Daisy could see Grace smile at least once every day.
It all started from the moment the name ‘Rohan’ began to be written in Grace’s diary.
‘That’s why I liked you from the moment I first saw you. If it were someone like you, or if it were you, I wouldn’t mind leaving my daughter in your care.’
So this is what the person looked like.
That person had this voice and this expression.
This kind of person changed the young lady like this… … and so on.
“I’m leaving this place next month.”
Rohan was taken aback by Daisy's sudden declaration of separation. She continued.
“Please take good care of the young lady.”
At that moment, Rohan saw Daisy smile for the first time. Unlike the tongue that could kill a person, the lips that held it were forming a soft and gentle smile.
“Trust me.”
“I’m not saying I trust you. If you make me cry, I’ll drain twenty-eight times that amount of blood from your body.”
“Why twenty-eight times……?”
“Because it’s my favorite number.”
At that moment, Schulah, who had come down again after finishing his conversation with Grace, approached Rohan.
A nervous Rohan stood up and greeted Shulahi.
“Get out of this house with Grace before I kill you.”
Although his tone was still the same, Schulah's demeanor was noticeably more subdued than before.
“What do you mean……?”
The corners of Schlach's lips, who had been breathing lightly, rose slightly.
“I will soon provide a house for you to live together.”

            It was an obvious acceptance.
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Two identical people were facing each other.
"congratulations."
Rohan felt strange hearing such words from Johan, who was once his past self.
Currently, John has delegated all authority over the West and South that he ruled to Rugal. Soon, under the leadership of Rugal and Ramul, the Demon Realm will be unified more peacefully than ever before in history.
“What are you going to do now? Of course, we’ll go on a honeymoon. … Are you really going to open a restaurant like you said to Michael back then? A pasta restaurant?”
Rohan thought of Michael, who was dumbfounded when he heard those words.
Even now, I want to sort everything out and live quietly with Grace like John said.
Suddenly, Rohan raised his head and a cloudless sky was reflected in his eyes.
“You know, that’s just one of my wishes. Right now, I just want to see the students I taught graduate safely.”
John nodded as if he understood.
Springwind and the students had already become a part of their lives.
Rohan, who had turned his gaze from the sky, continued speaking while holding out an ether stone with purple candies and personas arranged on it.
“You too, John.”
Johan calmly received the medicine made by Cornelia.
If he took this medicine, he would truly become John and walk around Springwind.
“You live your life. Not mine, John, but your story.”
It was another beginning.
“There were a lot of things you wanted to do when you came into this world, right? Do them all. Live by doing them all. On my behalf.”
As Rohan placed his hand on his temple, memories of when he was John flowed out along his fingertips.
John, who had received that memory, muttered as he looked at the second life rippling on his palm.
“……It’s not really that bad, just like you said. Rather, it’s a proposal that’s so good that it’s overpowering.”
With those words, John swallowed the medicine.
If it were him before, he would have hesitated and reconsidered several times.
But now that doesn't have to be the case.
Grace had Rohan, and no more fate to entangle her with.
It was the moment when John let the memories flow into his head.
“Wait a minute. What on earth is this memory…?”
“Oh. I almost forgot to tell you. It might be a little annoying at first. There are quite a few people who are chasing after you. Ellie and Rachel in particular seem to be interested in you.”
“What the hell have you been doing?”
Johan's eyes became blurry as he quietly drew Rohan's smile.
Even if I were to live a second life, I wouldn't be able to live quietly for the time being while I was a student at Springwind.
still,
“It’s not annoying.”
John didn't care.
“Everyone likes me.”
Because now it doesn't have to disappear.
So that I can live proudly in this world with the name ‘John’.
That fact alone made John more than grateful.
“Take it.”
At that moment, Rohan took out a card from his bosom and handed it to Yohan.
Rohan smiled at the sight of Yohan tilting his head.
“It’s half of my fortune. If we’re going to live here together, we’ll need a house too. You know the password, don’t you?”
“Fine. I’d rather use it for Grace. She’ll need a lot more things when she gets married. Or if she has children later on…….”
Silence lingered among the unfinished words.
Rohan and Yohan both blushed and lowered their heads.
They were just so stupidly identical.
“Anyway, if I need money, I’ll earn it. You know that?”
“I know. After all, money is the easiest thing to have in this world for you, a Weapon Master.”
“Okay, I’ll go. See you at school.”
Soon John got up from his seat and started to leave.
I didn't know where those feet were going.
But just as having no purpose doesn't mean you're lost, John's back was freer than ever.
"……thank you."
Only that heart was hovering around Rohan. Before he knew it, Johan had disappeared from sight.
Still, Rohan did not leave.
He just sat there, contemplating the story he would write in the future.
* * *
“……I never thought you’d call me first. Things happen in life. Are you sick or something?”
Ellis, who had come to see Ariel after receiving her text, had a gloomy expression on her face.
That would be the case. Not only was it the first time Ariel had sent a text message, but it was also the first time she had asked to meet up out of the blue.
Ariel, who was walking alongside Ellis in the middle of the city, opened her mouth.
“I just wanted to get some fresh air.”
"you……."
Ellis, who was about to say something, quickly shut her mouth.
Ariel's voice sounded different than before.
It was neither straightforward nor grandiose.
All I could hear was the wandering of a lost man.
‘You must be very upset.’
Ellis knew that Ariel loved Rohan more than anyone in the world.
Even Ellis, who had now foolishly given up on Rohan, was shocked by the fact that he was marrying Grace.
What about Ariel then?
What kind of mind does Ariel have now, and how does she face the world?
And what kind of war are you fighting in your heart?
“……Ariel.”
“What is it?”
“Do you want to go to our game room?”
“Game room? Oh, you mean the playroom? Sorry, I don’t have that kind of hobby—”
“Oh, you talk too much. Just be quiet and follow me, Ellis~”
And then, Alice leads Ariel by the hand and heads to the playroom.
It was the moment when Ariel, in a panic, tried to resist.
‘It won’t matter for just today… I guess.’
Today, at least, I wanted to do whatever I wanted.
That's how I met Ellis.
If she's the most self-willed, she'll know how.
Soon after, Ellis arrived at the playroom and stood in front of ‘Maestro’, the rhythm game that had previously been brutally defeated by Rohan.
“Do you know how to do this?”
“What is this?”
“Choose a song you want to play as Maestro… First, watch me do it.”
Ellis, who was too lazy to explain, took out the card.
Ariel took a step back and silently watched Ellis choose the music.
“Watch carefully and learn how to do it.”
Ellis smiled as the countdown began.
‘Back then, Rohan was so good that I had nothing to teach him, but this time it’s different.’
In order to cheer Ariel up, Ellis decided that today was the day to show off her skills.
At that moment, the notes began to descend. Today, the song Ellis chose was the same song as before, but the difficulty level was not hard, but nightmare.
‘I just want to check how much I am amazed by Ellis Eclat’s skills… … Huh?’
However, Ariel simply stared at the device screen without changing her expression, as if to crush Ellis' expectations.
‘What, what’s with that indifferent attitude? By now, you should be so impressed by my skills that you could cry… …?’
That was when.
[Miss]
Ellis was so distracted by Ariel's reaction that she lost track of her notes.
Starting with that, Ellis' tempo broke and she started missing other notes.
A sigh escaped Ariel's lips as the performance soon turned into a mess.
‘T, this isn’t it… …!’
After the song finally ended, Ellis was dumbfounded by the message that appeared on the screen.
[ <Happy Today> : FFF (132,448) ]
[ : Did you think before choosing a difficult difficulty? ]
“……foot.”
When Alice turned around, Ariel was quietly laughing with her mouth covered.
Ellis, her face flushed like a rose, trembled in embarrassment.
“You just laughed, didn’t you?”
“I didn’t laugh. I just looked at that stupid back of yours and the corners of my mouth started twitching.”
“Why don’t you be quiet? C, then you do it. Let’s see how well you do it―”
At that moment, Ellis flinched as she felt a sense of deja vu.
‘Wait, I feel like I said that back then too… … ?’
For some reason, the past and reality that came to mind were overlapping.
At that moment, Ariel pushed Ellis' shoulder slightly and stood in front of the device.
Ellis, who tried hard to shake off the feeling of awkwardness, soon smiled.
‘No matter how good your grades are, in this playroom, I am first… … .’
Ariel opened her mouth after lightly scanning the list and choosing a song.
“It just so happens that there’s a song I like listening to.”
“For Sereloa…? Hey! This is a really hard song! And you chose the same nightmare as me? Are you out of your mind? Didn’t you see the tip earlier?”
“Why? Even someone with such poor skills like yours can do well.”
“……Do whatever you want.”
Ellis already had a hunch.
If things go as planned, Ariel will perform this song with incredible skill and climb the rankings…
[……Miss]
"uh?"
[Miss]
[Miss]
[Miss]
Alice was so confused by the letters that dyed the entire screen red that she couldn't even tease Ariel.
Ariel muttered in regret as she finally retired without being able to say goodbye.
“It’s harder than I thought.”
“Right? See? I told you it’s not like I can’t do it.”
“I want to try something else, can you show me how?”
“Okay. Follow me. I’ll teach you a new world today.”
In fact, Ellis just liked games, but she wasn't good at them.
It was the same with Ariel.
Ellis, who felt a sense of kinship with Ariel for some reason, excitedly introduced other games to her.
“Ah, it’s been a while since I’ve had so much fun. Right?”
After playing almost every game once, Ellis came out and stretched.
“It wasn’t boring. It was more doable than I thought.”
Ariel, who answered like that, still had a smile on her face, just like Ellis.
The sky had already become dark after spending so much time in the playroom.
Ellis, walking down the unchanging streets of Little Heath, pointed to the path leading to the lake.
“Shall we go this way?”
“A lake? Why a lake…… right?”
Ariel nodded, suddenly recalling her sparring with Grace at the lake.
That too was now a memory that had passed.
Alice and Ariel arrived at the lake shortly after.
Ellis also remembered the moment when Grace and Ariel sparred here.
‘Perhaps that was why Ariel sparred with Professor Grace back then… … .’
And that must be the reason why he called out to me today, and why he looked as languid as a withered green onion, unlike usual.
“Sit down. What, should I spread out a handkerchief for the noble Ariel?”
“Just sit down. I don’t want an escort for you.”
Ellis, who was sitting on the bench next to Ariel and looking at the sunset over the lake, opened her mouth.
“Have you thought about what you’re going to wear to the wedding?”
“Why are you suddenly asking that? And we’re still a long way from getting married. It’s still winter…….”
Ariel's eyes sank into a hazy voice that seemed to rise like mist.
Rohan and Grace had already made a pact to marry, and this coming spring they would make their eternal commitment to each other.
“……Because it’s not over.”
Her heart ached as she recalled that fact. Still, Ariel had to be content with the fact that Rohan could be happy.
“At first, Rohan was just another knight to me, just like any other knight.”
Ariel Riepenstein, that's how her story began.
“It was an article that made me think about how sharp that person’s sword would be, and how painful it would be….”
Ellis just quietly listened to Ariel as she suddenly started talking. There was no part of that story that she could interfere with.
“But the blade did not cut me. Instead, it decapitated the same knights who had tried to kill me. It was strange. It was so strange that the knight who had saved me, a traitor and a traitor to the Empire, was so strange.”
Ariel had no one on her side in this world.
Her parents had already passed away, and it was only in an instant that the young girl's life, left alone, was pushed to the edge of a cliff.
“Then the strange knight gave me some bread and said this.”
“What did you say?”
Ariel lowered her head and looked down at her folded hands.
"sorry."
Even now, the warmth of the bread Rohan gave me that day still lingered on my fingertips.
“He said he was sorry that he could only promise a world like this.”
The warmth hugged Ariel's pale and bluish body with all its might.
A warmth that is warm and cozy, but with a cool, iron-like smell.
Ariel was able to survive because of that warmth.
No matter how cold it was I lay there, I could endure the coming tomorrow.
No matter how much hunger came and made me crouch down, I endured each day, each moment, remembering the taste of the bread I tasted that day.
“I miss you. I still miss you…….”
A person's slender horizon trembled weakly. Ellis, who had been watching Ariel's shoulders like that, hugged her.
“It’s okay to cry.”
As those words lingered around the lake, tears flowed down Ellis's arms.
Ariel was still crying quietly at this moment. Alice, who was quietly resting her cheek on her crown, stared at the fallen leaves floating across the water.

            “Just cry and laugh again. That’s how you get better.”
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Ariel walked down the night-drenched street with reddened eyes.
The taillights of a passing car were still shining brightly like tears.
“I made another mistake.”
I ended up crying.
And that too in front of Ellis.
It wasn't all bad though.
After pouring out all my emotions, I felt light and refreshed, with only positive emotions remaining.
"ha……."
But what should I do starting tomorrow?
I was confident that I could pretend like nothing happened.
But now, he couldn't bear the thought that Rohan might leave his side at any moment.
“…….”
Ariel stopped and looked up at the sky.
The world remained unchanged.
‘Lord Rohan… … .’
Ariel raised her fingertips and called the name in her heart.
Like the pain embedded in every corner of her heart, stars were densely packed above her eyes.
But they were no longer pain.
It was a bearable pain, and it was one that I would continue to endure.
“……Lord Rohan will not leave.”
Ariel, who had been drawing Rohan's face by connecting the stars with her fingertips, smiled as she looked down at him from the sky.
Whenever night came like this, Rohan would look down on her.
‘Like that moment when the night sky turned into a cat… … .’
That was when.
“Ariel.”
When he turned around at the unforgettable voice, an even more unforgettable face was looking at him.
It was Rohan.
But Ariel realized that he was not Rohan.
‘I can’t feel Rohan’s mana.’
He was John.
The fact that I felt a different mana from Rohan was proof of that.
John's mana was very slightly different from Rohan's, but Ariel was able to tell the difference.
"you are……."
I couldn't continue talking.
Even though he wasn't Rohan, seeing his face that looked just like Rohan made a corner of my heart ache.
‘I wonder if the master felt this way too?’
Looking at himself who resembled Claudia so much, Michael must have felt the same way.
Could it have been this happy, joyful, and… sad?
“What are you doing here?”
But he wasn't Rohan.
Ariel decided to cool off a little.
Just as Rohan was one and only in the world, Ariel's heart that loved him was also one.
John answered.
“Because I want to apologize.”
“What kind of apology is that… If it was back then, it’s okay. I was just careless back then.”
Ariel recalled what had happened to the homunculus of Rohan that day.
But I wasn't sure that even if I went back to that day, I wouldn't let my guard down the same way.
Whenever I stood in front of Rohan, I always felt like a fool.
“I was worried. I was worried that you might get hurt because of me.”
“I wasn’t hurt.”
“Then that’s good.”
And then John laughs like an idiot.
At that moment Ariel realized.
‘This person also… … .’
The fact that the person in front of him was also Rohan, whom he knew.
As soon as John turned to walk away, Ariel hurriedly opened her mouth.
“You, what are you going to do now?”
John looked back at Ariel again, staring into her eyes as he answered.
“We have to live.”
The sound was so small and faint, but Ariel could clearly feel it.
"okay……."
“Yeah. I’m shameless, but I want to live.”
Ariel thought.
Anyway, that person is also Rohan.
If he was just separated from Rohan, then how would he be any different from the person I know?
The next moment, Ariel's lips opened as she gathered her thoughts.
“If you don’t mind, shall we have a drink? ……Us.”
"huh?"
Ariel smiled faintly at John's tilted head.
“You and I are the ones left behind, right?”
* * *
They were sitting across from each other in the tavern where Ariel and Ellis had last drank from the river Lethe.
John, who picked up a glass of wine following Ariel, opened his mouth.
“Since we’re the ones left behind… Then, shall we have a toast with the ones left behind?”
"great."
The wine they drank was not the water of the river Lethe. Now, no one had a memory they wanted to erase.
Maybe it was because of the alcohol, but the corners of John's mouth turned bitter.
“I heard you became a knight. Congratulations.”
“But I still have a long way to go before I graduate from school. It’s just the beginning.”
“What do you want to do after graduation?”
Ariel hesitated at that question.
I've never thought about the future until now.
The only reason I entered Springwind was to get revenge on Grace.
Now that I had lost that purpose, the future seemed endlessly bleak.
Nevertheless, Ariel answered.
“I want to go on a trip.”
“Travel? Where?”
“Just anywhere. It doesn’t matter whether I’ve been there or not. I feel like wherever I go now will be new. What about you? Ah… How would you like me to call you from now on?”
When asked for his name, he answered while pouring a drink into his glass.
“John.”
“John?”
"okay."
Ariel was taken aback by the name for a moment, but soon agreed, thinking that it would be the best way for John to live in the future.
Ariel, curious, leaned closer to the table.
“So are you going to the Kingdom of Viborg? Johan was originally an exchange student from the Kingdom of Viborg…….”
“No. I’ve already talked to the president, and I’m officially going to Springwind.”
Ariel secretly swallowed her joy at the news that Johan was returning to Springwind.
“Then can I call you John from now on?”
“Yeah. We’ll be similar in age soon, so you don’t have to call me that. It looks like you and I are friends… more.”
John couldn't help but feel awkward.
Ariel, who still exists in his memories, was a person who was difficult to deal with.
The only silver lining was that Ariel was no longer a threat to Grace's fate, and that the girl he was seeing before his eyes was completely different from the one he knew.
Ariel answered nonchalantly.
“Yes. John and I are friends. You’re not trying to pretend it never happened, are you? Then I hate you.”
“No, I don’t. I don’t want to make you hate me.”
“By the way, what do you plan on doing after graduation, Mr. Yohan?”
"I am……."
John, like Ariel, was speechless.
Is it because I've lived for Grace until now?
It was hard to imagine a day without her, a life of my own.
But even so, if you force yourself to imagine it.
“I want to go on a trip too.”
“Well, there aren’t many people who don’t like traveling.”
“That’s true, but I just want to see the world.”
“Are you looking around?”
John's eyelids were slowly closing. The story of this world that he had read was being rewritten over the darkness before his eyes.
“Yes. How wide and blue is the Pyros Plateau that I only read about with my eyes, what kind of scenery is the world seen from the top floor of the Navair Garden, is there really every flower in the world in bloom in Antologia…….”
In the fading darkness, Ariel gazed at the emotions welling up in John's eyes.
Johan, who had barely managed to suppress his overwhelming emotions for a moment, forced a smile. However, he was unable to continue speaking.
“Then how about we travel together?”
Instead, Ariel continued speaking and laughed along with him.
“We can go together, I guess.”
Another story was beginning as their narratives became intertwined with each other.
“There are many places I want to go too.”
It wasn't the story of a reader who loved a character in a novel.
“They say that when spring comes, there’s a mountain where flower petals fall like snow. I want to drink tea there. I want to sit still and just blink my eyes. I don’t know where it is. I don’t even know the name. But I’m going to look for it. That’s what traveling is all about.”
It wasn't a story about risking one's life for that person and ultimately saving each other.
“So let’s go together. Let’s travel together. ……This is not going to work out―”
“Okay then.”
It was just a story for these two people.
“Let’s go together. Wherever that may be.”
John, who had finally figured out what he had to do, raised his glass and looked at Ariel.
“Shall we toast again in that spirit?”
“Yes, Mr. John…….”
“You can take it out.”
“……Okay then, Johan.”
Their glasses clinked together. The alcohol overflowed as if heralding a new wave.
They looked at each other, having drunk just enough to feel pleasantly drunk.
And everyone said it to each other without exception.
“Let’s be happy. Us.”
That miraculous declaration.
* * *
Any reader can intuitively sense that the story is coming to an end.
As if the bookshelf I was holding was getting thinner and thinner.
As the sentences and words that had been rising to their peak crashed down like waves.
One way or another, we expect.
“Where do you want to go tomorrow? There’s still a lot of vacation left.”
Like this moment when I'm walking beside Grace like in a dream.
As she was looking at the ring that was on Grace's finger as if it were a lie, her mouth opened.
“There’s nowhere I want to go now.”
“Then what you want to do is―”
“I want to be by Rohan’s side.”
Those lips were wanting me.
“Like today. Like this.”
I already knew that Grace was such an honest and proactive person.
But I didn't expect this much.
As each minute, each hour, each day passed, our hearts grew deeper, Grace wanted me.
I couldn't be happier.
Because all the moments, time, and effort I've put in so far... ... have finally led me to completing this page.
Now there was no destiny on my page.
There will be no rise, fall, turn or conclusion, such as a crisis or climax.
I just live like this.
Yes, ‘I live’.
That was the only thing that was going to be used.
“Rohan.”
“Go ahead.”
“If I create an order of knights, will Rohan come too?”
As she had told me then, Grace wanted to create an order of knights when she retired from her teaching position.
I answered the same way back then.
“Then I will show you how to get promoted to vice-captain at high speed.”
To be honest, Grace and I alone would have been able to rival a large knight force.
Now, not only was I transcendent, I also possessed the axes of order and chaos.
Grace asked back.
“At high speed?”
“Yes.”
“What if I don’t approve?”
“……I guess I’ll have to clean the bathroom until you give me your approval.”
“I was joking.”
“Where did you learn such jokes?”
Grace finally stopped in her seat and looked up at me.
“To you.”
In this way, we were already beginning to resemble each other.
The next moment, Grace quietly closes her eyes.
… … Did I ever imagine that I would see this face so close? And could I imagine kissing these lips?
In one of the countless days that passed by, when I kissed her, Grace opened her eyes like a sleeping princess.
“I will go see you tomorrow too.”
“But please don’t come too soon. Because every time I open my eyes in the morning and see this face for the first time, my heart feels like it’s going to stop.”
"sorry……."
“I was joking too.”
After a while, we exchanged smiles and headed to our respective homes.
The house we will live in together hasn't been built yet.
According to Schlach, it was supposed to be completed in time for our wedding.
Of course, it's a bit concerning that it's a house that can be seen from the Euclid family mansion, and from Schlach's bedroom window at that.
“……It’s really over now.”
All the sentences were being organized.
I felt like the words written for me were now preparing for an end.
The first word that came to my mind was… …farewell.
It was a farewell to this long, yet perhaps extremely short story.
But my story will not end.
Just because something isn't being used doesn't mean the story is over.
Even if no one reads it, my story, our story, will continue.
With those thoughts in my mind, I arrived home and reached out to the front door.
Maybe if I open this door, everything will really end.
And I, like all protagonists, left this last sentence behind me and went far, far away.
『… … Come in, Rohan.』
Beyond the open door, a colorless space with nothing written on it was spread out.
The veil was fluttering before my eyes along with the letters. He confirmed it to me, who was standing like a period at the end of the last sentence.

            "Your story isn't over yet."
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The emptiness rushes in like a void.
Why did I only realize this now?
Why did I just realize that the space I was standing in now, which had never been used, might be about to be used?
『… … You died in front of me, and died again.』
The story being written before my eyes was a ‘life’ that I did not know, but that I absolutely had to know.
"I forgot to count. You died so quickly that even my memory is lacking."
If he is the first Michael.
If I were the main character of a world I abandoned.
… … What happened to the ‘me’ that was left behind?
"And yet you always tried to save something."
"Grace."
"Eclat."
"Ariel."
『Me and the world… … .』
The letters I had thrown away were settling in my heart like a pile of ashes.
"You were our savior, Rohan."
Honestly, I don't know.
All I knew was that the moment I used bookmarks, everything started to go wrong.
I opened my mouth.
"So, have you been wandering through dimensions looking for me all this time? Lady Grace?"
Next to the veil stood Bael, no, Grace from the first turn.
Unlike before, she was neither hostile nor threatening, but simply dying like a soot flower.
And I didn't say anything. Only the letters flowing out of my mouth floated like blind hands.
"How does my story end?"
He answered my question.
"Your story will end. By fate."
"My destiny is already―"
His next words were a hand stroking my back as I stood on the edge of a cliff.
『Since the ‘ending’ of the first round has been decided, your ending will not change. This is the conclusion we have reached while saving you so far.』
… … According to the ‘theory of time’ completed by Michael in the original work, all time is a single point.
That is, the present, the past, and the future are all the same moment.
If I understand correctly, they have already traveled through countless worldlines over thousands of years. And they saw me die.
In the little over a year that I've been in this world.
Even if Michael had not completed his theory of time, this flow and law would still be applied.
Therefore, the end of all worlds has already been decided, or is beginning.
But there was something I didn't understand.
"Does that mean that the first round is the standard for all worlds?"
"That's right."
"How is that possible?"
『Time is running out, so let me explain it simply. If our dimension is the trunk of a tree, then this dimension where you exist is nothing more than a branch that extends out.』
If the trunk of the tree does not exist, the branches cannot exist.
It was a simple and consistent proposition, but there were still things that were not understood.
"Why didn't you tell me that from the beginning? Why did you only give me the order of things… . . ."
The answer to that was simple.
"After hearing that, you used the bookmark and then committed suicide."
"yes?"
"In several dimensions. And without fail."
"The reason... was... what?"
The sigh he let out was floating away in pieces, like consonants and vowels.
"Self-reproach."
That word said it all.
『You couldn't hold on when you realized that you had abandoned Grace. It was at that level that we heard the explanation of your powers and the reason you came to this world. The 5th you, the 17th you, the 38th you, and… . . 』
"wait a minute."
Something was strange.
If my memory serves me right, I'm on my second time.
And I've never used bookmarks before.
But the 38th?
『… … How many times have I, or rather, Rohan, used bookmarks up until now?』
Then a silence of indeterminate volume rose over the margins.
Perhaps it was while he was imagining some stories that were being written and erased here that his letters began to flow again.
"Number 122."
The moment I heard that number, I realized.
"And you died 121 times."
Why was I so reluctant to use bookmarks?
Maybe at that moment, every dimension of me was shouting.
"To change the world, you need a sledgehammer."
Don't turn anything back.
Nothing changes.
You are more… …
『But the fulcrum of order and chaos has already been destroyed by the fight between you and me, and the only remaining ‘last fulcrum’ has fallen into ‘his’ hands.』
… … It will only make you unhappy.
"We needed a slingshot of a duplicate dimension. Unfortunately, out of 121 attempts, we never got one. That was our history. Failure. That was the only word."
My legs gave out.
I sat down in my seat and asked with my head down.
『How can I… How can I change it?』
I felt like I was going to run out of breath.
"How can I change this damn fate!?"
There was no screaming here.
Only screaming letters were written.
『That means all my efforts up until now will be for nothing! Just like the ending of the first round, I'll die again and Grace will be unhappy!』
That was the moment.
She hugged me.
"I'm sorry, Rohan… … ."
The letters were flowing down like tears.
The charred hair dazzled before my eyes.
It wasn't until I was in her arms that I realized.
"I'm so sorry. It's because of me that you... ... . "
… … That I wasn’t the only one who suffered through that damn time and fate.
Grace too.
Ariel too.
Elido.
Even Michael.
The fact that they all have been spending the same amount of time as me.
When I thought about it that way, everything became clear. Compared to them, the time I had endured was nothing.
I slowly hugged her and asked with my eyes closed.
"How many times have I shown you this?"
"It's the first time. It was the first time... ... . "
It was the first time.
Yeah, this is the first time they've seen me like this...
The next moment I opened my eyes.
And confirmed it.
"You can still change it."
If this is the first time they've heard of the story, there's still hope.
Above all, I have the axle of order and chaos that they are so looking for.
Michael, who had been following my letters with his eyes, soon answered.
"I knew you would answer like that."
* * *
After hearing the endings of all the episodes from Michael in the first episode, Rohan began to organize his thoughts.
Unfortunately, there was no other Rohan to help him.
Michael, who had been staring at him as he always wavered for a moment and then calmed down, muttered softly.
"Just like you said, there seems to be something different about you in this dimension."
After a while, Rohan opened his eyes and opened his mouth.
"So that's what you said when you first met me."
"That's right. The more you push yourself, the stronger you become. Like pickling."
Michael took a step forward and began to circle around Rohan.
"But there was another reason."
"What is that?"
"I was hoping you'd use bookmarks again."
Rohan's lips were tightly shut as he easily guessed the answer to the question.
"It was a kind of insurance. This dimension was the last worldline where you existed."
"Then why didn't you push me harder? If you had treated me like a trash can and wagged your venomous tongue, you could have used a bookmark."
Michael, who had made a circle and returned to Rohan, faced him again.
As expected from the first impression, Michael answered with a look of exhaustion in his eyes.
『We were about to give up on this worldline. We were tired. Especially Grace, who waited for you to be born for over a thousand years to change this world.』
Rohan wasn't the only one trying to change things.
Rohan, who knew that fact all too well, could only remain silent.
『Of course, many things changed as a result. For the first time, I was able to pass on the scepter of order to you.』
『… … Was it your plan for me to obtain the Chaos Axe?』
Michael began to hesitate at that question.
The letters that followed listed unexpected names.
"No. It was simply a whim of Queos."
『Queos's Whim?』
『There was something strange about him in this dimension. If it were true, you would have fallen for Queos' tricks like you did in countless other dimensions and died by now. But you are alive. And you even have the Chaos Scepter in your hands.』
Michael lowered his head and continued speaking, staring at the end of his veil that was fluttering.
『I saw a possibility there. A possibility that in this worldline, something could be changed, even if only a little.』
What Rohan remembered then was something he had heard before.
『Lord Grace said before. Queos is a being of a much higher level than the King of Suspense. What exactly is his true identity?』
Grace didn't say anything again after hugging Rohan. Michael answered for her.
"Grace is still not of sound mind. Just as I am bound here by the constraints of probability."
For a moment, the veil fluttered violently as if in anger. All that was visible was emptiness, and Michael's figure was not there beyond the veil.
『Queos is an incomprehensible being. We don't know anything else. We only heard it from you.』
"Are you talking to me?"
『That's right. You in the 121st dimension approached the end of your destiny in a completely different way than you do now. It was the result of giving up everything. Just to find out the identity of Queos.』
『So… … what happened?』
The next moment, Michael pointed to Rohan's back with his outstretched fingertips.
"I opened that door and went in."
Rohan looked back reflexively.
Then, a little distance away, a pure white door was firmly shut with an odd appearance.
The letters that had not yet ended continued before Rohan's confused eyes.
"And then you came back and took your own life after using the bookmark."
The next moment, the mainstream that Rohan had forgotten was coming to mind.
【 Mainstream: The Beginning of the End 】
✵ Initial goal: This is the moment to face the truth of the world.
It was truly the end and the beginning.
* * *
The door opens with a squeak.
At this moment, no sound was transformed into letters.
A gentle breeze was blowing through the slightly open door.
There was also a faintly familiar scent mixed in there.
The scent was of paper, as if it had just been unwrapped.
I had a feeling who would be beyond this. It was a gut feeling.
As I opened the door, countless white things fluttered before my eyes in the strong wind.
Looking closely, I saw that it was a piece of paper densely packed with countless letters.
I grabbed one of them and read the first sentence.
"I was the kind of person who only reads what I wanted to read. If anything went awry from what I expected, I would close the book without fail."
That was my story.
I started reading the story without stopping.
“But after a while, I would open the book again and read it. I would just skip over the pages I didn’t like. Most of the time, once I got over a certain hurdle, things would get better. That was my way of reading.”
"But in a novel that has become reality, when I come across such a part, there is no bookshelf that I can cover it with."
Episodes I Haven't Read
The moment I encountered that page in this world.
What was written on this paper was me that day.
But this isn't something I wrote.
I slowly raised my head.
Now I can see.
“I’m glad I can still greet you with a smile.”
What made me live one day.
“My reader.”

            That writer.
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Every story I've ever read was ultimately born from the fingertips of one person.
“Normally, this wouldn’t happen. Like when you and I met.”
For readers, writers are objects of love and hate.
Because both pleasure and displeasure are ultimately determined by the tips of my fingers.
Because everything in the world that I loved and liked was determined by that person.
Sometimes I even swore.
I gave compliments and cheers.
He was the only person in this world who made me wait.
He who was like that… …was waiting for me now.
“I don’t think he called me to have a fan meeting.”
I stared at his fingertips, worn and faded like the lead of an old pencil.
The sight was as if I had left the page and my existence had disappeared.
He smiled shyly, curling his fingertips as if trying to hide it, albeit belatedly.
“No, it’s not like that, but I can give you an autograph.”
“Then does that sign become the only one I received from the god of this world?”
“Maybe.”
He was a person with nothing special about him.
He was just a very ordinary person, the kind you see in real life sometimes.
Did you know that it was me?
In fact, the author of the novel I was reading was a god of the world.
That was the moment I was about to think that way.
“But he is not God.”
“If not God, then what?”
Suddenly, he raised his head and glanced at the ceiling.
“The being we call God exists higher than this. I was hired by that being, um… well, let’s say I was created for this purpose.”
“What does that mean?”
Incomprehensible words were exchanged.
What I couldn't understand was that this conversation itself felt so ordinary.
He answered.
“I think I need to explain a little bit. Can I?”
“You know that if the explanation gets too long, people will immediately start posting comments saying they want to get on and off the plane, right?”
"ah."
“Go ahead and try. You’ve come this far, so I can’t say I can’t stand it.”
I sat on a pile of manuscripts that were as high as my waist and made eye contact with him.
It didn't matter whether he explained or did anything. If he was really bored, he could just hit me on the back of the head instead of leaving an angry comment.
He finally opened his mouth, taking his time as if choosing the first sentence.
“I guess I can start explaining from here.”
“Hurry up. It looks like there’s no time.”
“Don’t worry about that. I’ve already thought it through up to that point. First of all, I’m called the ‘creator.’ I don’t have a name….”
“What is Shinsun?”
“There it is. Maybe that could be my name. A name is something that someone remembers.”
Meanwhile, his right hand, resting on the narrow desk, was writing something in the air as if it were a habit.
The writing was not visible. I could not tell where it was written or where it was being used.
The moment he continued speaking, his left hand had disappeared under his sleeve.
“What I do is I get stuck here and create worlds.”
“But what you wrote was just a novel?”
“That’s right. However, in order for the world I wrote to be maintained, it needs to be observed by many people. It’s necessary.”
"necessary?"
“Yes, it is necessary. Should we say that it is a world that can only exist if someone reads it?”
“Do you want to talk about something like quantum mechanics?”
“Similar but different. Have you ever thought about this?”
The word 'thought' made me lost in thought.
His voice continued among the countless possibilities that could exist.
“The fact that someone’s gaze looking at something actually has tremendous power. That’s not just the world I created. It’s the same with the world you originally lived in. Every dimension is just a page, and the world is a book where those pages are woven together.”
He laughed.
“The beings who created me are those who create such books.”
Only those eyes will know what kind of expression I am making right now.
That was the truth of the world.
There was no need to try hard to understand.
As day and night cycle.
… … It was a realm of the incomprehensible.
Well then, I have to ask what I can know.
A loophole, a gap that can change at any time, rather than something that is fixed and unchangeable like a law.
That must be why this being waited for me.
“I think this is enough of an explanation.”
“It’s not enough, but is it my turn to ask?”
He nodded silently. Even in this situation, his smile remained.
He was a person I felt strangely attached to. If I had met him in real life, he would have been a really affectionate person.
Of course, he's still a kid I want to hit on the back of the head.
“Why did you send me here?”
"Would you like to change it?"
That one sentence was enough to turn my life completely upside down.
“How did you know that I could change Grace’s fate?”
"I think maybe you could change it."
"why……."
"Please save her."
“……Why was it me?”
There was no reason it had to be me.
There were readers who knew the world much better than I did, and there were readers who were much more passionate about the world than I was.
There was no reason it had to be me.
Yeah, the reason it has to be me is… … .
“Because it has changed.”
The words that followed struck me with a strange sentiment.
“You were the only one who read the world I created and changed. Looking at you, I thought, this person could do it, this person could save the world I created…….”
There was someone I wanted to meet at least once.
And that person is in front of me now.
I wanted to say thank you.
Thank you for writing that story.
For helping me get through that day.
… … It was no one but a story that reached out to me as I stood at the edge of the cliff.
Under the name Michael Riepenstein.
By the name of Grace Euclid.
By the name of Ellis Eclat.
By the name of Ariel Riepenstein.
Under the name of Springwind's genius wizard.
From all those names, I have lived.
I have already been saved once.
My life was saved, without any possibility of repayment, by the countless coins lying around in the corner of the room, each of which amounted to only a hundred won.
“I didn’t save you.”
He spoke as if he read my thoughts.
“I was just telling you a story, it was your choice to live.”
“…….”
“Just like the moment when those fingertips touched the prologue of this story.”
Then I couldn't look him in the eye.
He was already my god.
A god who simply watches over us and gives us a life full of choices and questions in solitude.
But the time given to us did not allow even a small thrill.
I hurriedly asked him as he disappeared.
“Tell me about Queos.”
There was still a lot to figure out.
I needed to find out enough here and now so I could be prepared to go back through this door.
As the voice continued, I noticed his left arm, which had completely disappeared.
“He is a ‘designer.’”
“Are you the same being as me?”
“Yes, but it’s different from what I, the creator, do. If I created this world, he’s the one who arranges it so that it can be read well. That’s the role of the designer.”
“No matter what, Queos is too involved in this world.”
“That’s why he dies in my world. No matter how much I create the world, cause and effect are separate laws, and I never allow them. But they are just his countless clones, and he doesn’t actually die.”
After hearing that, I confessed what I realized.
“Does that mean that even that is a device designed to allow the story to flow?”
“It’s true. After all, this world is just a page in a book, and every story needs a beginning, development, turn, and conclusion. And that’s why I’ve called you, the reader, into this world.”
At the word 'reason', I stared at him silently.
The fluttering papers were now piled up around him.
His expression as he stared at a piece of paper overturned on the floor was one of agony, an emotion written like an unwritten word.
“Even if you are a creator, you still have wishes. Let’s say it’s an ending. I hoped that ending, the ending, would be happy. After all, it’s something I created.”
“Queos changed that ending?”
“Yes. Not only did I change it, I also tried to destroy it and rebuild everything. They say that makes people read it more. That being and I were born for that purpose.”
“Then isn’t it good for you too? Reading a lot helps the world.”
I knew it.
Even if that were the case, he would never be happy or happy about it.
Still, I didn't bother to say the reason out loud. I couldn't say it.
The person who loves this world more than anyone else answered.
“You know, reader. How cruel it is to lose someone you love.”
The moment I read that page where Grace was dying, my world came crashing down.
I wished it could be turned back.
I wanted to change.
His feelings for Queo were obvious without needing to be said.
I guess I must have hated it a lot.
As much as I hated you.
“Then the story is over. I just have to create the ending you want, right?”
“I would like to give it that kind of mainstream status, but I don’t have any more possibilities left. The fact that it’s disappearing now is proof of that.”
The moment I heard those words, I knew.
Why did everything in this world feel so easy?
Even all the settings and probabilities I've used so far belong to someone.
He shook his head as if to say that it was okay.
“It was my choice. My current disappearance is a result of that choice. Furthermore, Queos is not a being that can be killed even if you want to.”
“Then what should I do?”
We were no longer in a reader-writer relationship.
“How can I help you?”
I asked him, loving Grace as much as he loved the world.
“How can I stop you from being erased from this world?”
His lower half and part of his upper body were already gone.
Now all that remained was a right hand still writing something and a face written across his shoulder like the last word.
He answered.
“Do you remember when you revised the development of this world?”
“Of course. I’ve seen that message countless times.”
“Thanks to you, many things have changed. Among them is Queos. The moment he steps in, he becomes a part of the world.”
I tilted my head at those words.
His expression must not have been good. Queos was still the dark side of this world that I knew.
“Because of my involvement, this world has been copied countless times. And now, the Quaos of the dimension you exist in is not the designer I knew.”
“What does that mean?”
“He gave up on reconstructing the world.”
"what?"
Finally, he nodded and several pieces of paper floated in front of me.
The paper contained scenes in which Queos appeared.
“The original protagonist of the world I created was Michael. But this is the first time he asked you to be the protagonist.”
“…….”
“That’s not all. I helped Grace, who had become Bael, come to her senses, and I designed everything so that the reader could gain more plausibility. For example, I summoned a being who is still immature, but will become the king of suspense in the future.”
It was just bullshit.
There was no way that could happen.
So far, Queos has been helping me?
“……Do you think saying that will change Queo’s image?”
“Of course not. Right now, he’s just designing the story he wants to see. Even if the way he looks at himself changes, it doesn’t benefit him at all.”
“A story you want to see…?”
“Yes, it’s just that the method has changed.”
The next moment, he turned his gaze and looked down at his right hand, which was beginning to disappear.
Finally, he handed me a blank piece of paper in the middle of the desk.
“I’ve talked too long. I got excited without realizing it. Please accept it.”
“This is…….”
The moment I received the paper, his voice continued like a message.
“This is the last page of this world.”
White and clear, like a field of snow with nothing written on it.
The vivid and dazzling colors made me feel like I could write anything.
“The world is yours now. So write your story. There will be plenty of space. Finally, thank you. For reading my story, for loving me.”
In that excitement, he spoke for the last time.
“I’m so glad I could greet you with a smile.”
His smile was fading away as he turned the last page.
The empty chair turned around helplessly in the blowing wind.
I opened my mouth without saying anything, clutching my knees.
"……Thank you."

            It was a message that was never conveyed.
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Michael muttered as he watched Rohan open the door again and come out.
『… … You won’t take your life again, right?』
There was already a precedent.
Moreover, even the sight of him from behind gave off a rather serious vibe.
That was understandable, because not only was Rohan's shoulders hunched over, but to make matters worse, they were also trembling faintly.
It must have been quite a shock.
Even Rohan, who had given up on emotions among all things, was so confused.
Michael thought.
‘We have to make them use bookmarks even if we die. Now that we have seen a glimmer of hope, we cannot give up.’
Now Rohan has the scepter of order and chaos in his hands, just as they planned.
Even if this dimension fails, if we do the same thing in the next dimension, we will be able to reach the present like this.
It was at this moment that Michael was trying to persuade Rohan that he turned towards them.
"Let's go. I also want to finish quickly and go back."
Unlike the atmosphere before, Rohan is smiling brighter than usual.
Michael, who didn't know English, asked reflexively.
"Is it okay?"
"What is it?"
『… … It’s nothing.』
Rohan's condition really seemed okay.
Rohan, who had soon come closer, opened his mouth while looking at Michael and Grace.
"Do you have any plans?"
"there is."
With those words, Michael explained to Rohan the plan they had been harboring up until now.
As the explanation ended, Rohan nodded as he felt the power of the axes absorbed into his body.
"It's not an impossible plan."
『It is also an impossible plan at the same time. In order to obtain the Primordial Axle, the last of the world's standards, we must eliminate the Queos of our dimension.』
The world abandoned by Rohan was destroyed, but it still existed.
However, it was not in a good condition as it was destroyed.
Most of the world was destroyed, and even those that were consumed by the power of chaos or unstable mana were no longer able to survive due to countless other phenomena.
Rohan said.
『Even so, we must do it. We will need all the power of the axle to restore that world.』
There are three criteria that make up the world.
Order, chaos and the beginning.
Rohan added.
『According to Michael's hypothesis, you said that you could use those three powers to rebuild the world. And that too in a time when nothing had happened.』
『That's right. The real plan starts from then. Killing Queos and retrieving the Primal Axe is just the beginning.』
"Then let's go right away. Nothing will change even if you hesitate."
The space split apart as Michael nodded.
Rohan stared beyond the open gate.
The world he had left behind was waiting there.
"Then I wish you good luck."
At those words, Rohan, who was heading to the gate with Grace, stopped in his tracks.
"how about you?"
"Didn't I tell you? I can't leave this space due to the constraints of probability."
"I didn't say anything. Why are you saying something so important now?"
"My memory is fading now. I guess I'm used to telling you those words."
"Anyway, you're being terribly unhelpful."
"I've heard that phrase a total of 27 times so far."
In this case, I had no choice but to go with Grace.
But Grace still didn't look well.
Still, Rohan was determined.
‘I can’t back down now that I’ve come this far. This world is now… … .’
Thinking about the last page he kept in his arms and the last words the author said to him.
‘… … Because it’s entirely my story.’
Rohan smiled as he held Grace's hand that she had brought quietly.
"Don't worry. I'm here, right?"
"……huh."
"Then I will go."
Michael nodded absentmindedly at Rohan, who was greeting him.
After they left beyond the gate, Michael, left alone, quietly turned around.
The veil was flowing down again, following Michael's hand that was dividing space.
Inside the veil, his body, now completely healed, was written.
『… … It’s not because I don’t trust you, Rohan.』
Soon Michael stepped into another dimension, the constraints of probability already gone.
* * *
The sky, dyed in chaos, was scattered haphazardly.
The purple stars were speaking to me.
The boundaries of the world have collapsed, and your world no longer exists.
I chewed on those words.
And I raised my eternal heart towards the suspense rushing towards me.
Whisper!
The suspense of thousands of arms writhing like raccoon legs along a broad, round body plummeted.
The name of this suspense that can be seen through the status window is ‘Purgatory Hand.’
It was a predator of a level that could not be compared to the hundreds of special-class demons.
As a result of the collapse of dimensional boundaries, hundreds of these guys were now wandering around the ground and in the sky.
The scenery unfolded before my eyes as if it were the price I paid for abandoning the world.
Crunch!
Every time I swung my sword, I had doubts.
Kwajijijik!
What happened to the others?
Phew⸺
Ellie? Ariel? Karina? Lycan? Cornelia? Javelin? Everyone else… … .
Splash!
… … Are they all already dead?
“Haa, haa…….”
Even though I became a transcendent being and brought in the setting as a character fairy tale, I couldn't handle all this suspense.
No matter how many times you kill him, he comes back to life and even uses his death as a means of attack.
It was a battle beyond common sense.
Was this the world?
Maybe the world I was destined to face was ultimately like this.
"……no."
This is not the world.
The world I wanted to welcome was an ordinary world where every day was ordinary.
It is not a life lived simply by inertia, but a life lived while looking forward to the joy that hope brings in tomorrow.
I removed the suspense one by one, as if erasing letters that had already been written. The feeling in my hands had long since disappeared.
【Eek?】
【Kirrur, kir… … .】
The suspense that had been rushing at me as if it was going to kill me just a moment ago began to falter.
Things that were supposed to scare me just by looking at them were actually scaring me.
Soon, the suspense began to run away from me.
Only then did I catch my breath and stare at Grace, who had been crouching next to me.
“Are you okay?”
Grace was trembling, as if she was so afraid of something.
There was a great sense of dissonance with that appearance, which had turned black and was destroyed.
“…….”
I just stared blankly at Grace's hideously transformed appearance.
It was my fault that she ended up like this.
In order to stop me from swallowing the power of chaos, Grace destroyed herself.
The wounds I had inflicted were twisted horribly across her skin.
Grace was my world.
I abandoned that world.
Just like the way this world looks, she too has become like that.
“Miss Grace……”
A silent promise placed on her left ring finger.
In the end, that promise was not kept.
The illusory eternity, the lying whispers, were nothing but endless despair.
“Do you know why I fell in love with you?”
Kneel before him.
And I held my world, which was ruined to the point where it could be ruined.
“I just wanted to hug you like this, just once.”
“…….”
“I needed someone to hold me like this, and tell each other.”
I said, recalling a moment I had imagined countless times.
“You don’t have to pretend to be okay. It’s okay if you’re not okay…….”
She and I had something in common.
No matter how much it hurts, no matter how much it hurts.
everyday.
Every moment.
I had to pretend that everything was okay.
“……It’s not okay.”
That was when.
The power of the axle began to pulse within me.
Soon, a soft light flowed out and enveloped Grace.
The long horns that had grown were gradually shrinking, and the hideously distorted and twisted skin was falling off and growing new flesh.
“I missed you. A lot.”
Grace, who had fallen from my arms, was looking at me and smiling.
Her hair, which had been blackened, had regained the most beautiful color in the world, and in the voice that sounded like the spring breeze, she was floating before my eyes like a flower petal that had passed before my eyes on a bright spring day.
“Thank you for coming back.”
Just like the face I first encountered when I opened my eyes to this world.
* * *
“You did it.”
In a world where everything had died, only she was left to bloom dazzlingly.
“I’ll come back to save you someday. So don’t worry.”
Even after thousands of years had passed and dimensions had passed, Grace never lost sight of that promise.
If it's Rohan, he'll keep that promise.
certainly.
“I’m glad I could keep my promise.”
In response, Grace looked at the person she loved most.
But he was someone I loved, and at the same time, he was something else.
He also knew Grace and Rohan. That's why he couldn't hastily kiss each other or tell them that he loved them.
Rohan asked hesitantly.
“What about the others……?”
Grace was silent for a long time.
Like a memory that fades with time, that terrible moment was now vague.
“I don’t know for sure. The moment the world was about to collapse, I was able to escape to another dimension with the help of Michael and Yukarian.”
“Did you say Eukarian?”
Grace nodded quietly, surprised at Rohan's surprised question.
“Yes. Lord Yukarian. Don’t you know…?”
“No. It’s just a bit of an unexpected name.”
Rohan answered as calmly as possible, but he couldn't help but feel shaken inside.
‘Then where is that Eucharist now?’
Michael in the first round did not mention Eukarian.
Even that was something I would never have known if Grace hadn't told me just now.
‘If the Yukarian here had an improbable power like the original… … No. Let’s not assume that. It’s not certain.’
There was a glimmer of possibility, but Rohan tried to swallow the thought.
Rather than dwelling on such possibilities, the most urgent task was to focus on carrying out the current plan.
Rohan asked cautiously.
“What happened to me here?”
“You, Rohan, tried to stop Queos…….”
The unfinished ends of the past were floating away along with the ashes that were scattered around.
Even without Grace continuing, Rohan could tell.
That Rohan here is no longer there.
That he had disappeared from this world.
“That’s okay.”
Hope began to creep into Grace's voice.
But Rohan remained silent, feeling the precariousness of clinging to the impossible.
“If all the axes are gathered, you can be revived and the world can be changed. But if, just in case, that is not possible, then run away with me from that world.”
"yes?"
It wasn't hope in the first place.
She had already experienced countless failures and seen Rohan die.
It had already been engraved and solidified in my mind for a long time.
Grace laughed without hope or despair.
“Please, at least live for you guys.”
In a world where everything was falling apart and collapsing, it was the only hope.
Rohan's nails dug into his palm as he shrank silently.
He was smiling, but inside he was more determined than ever.
‘I will definitely save this world.’
I won't give up.
As always.
… … Seeeek!
At that moment, an ice pick flies towards Rohan's neck.
Rohan, who caught the awl filled with indescribable mana with his bare hands, drew his sword while protecting Grace.
Kugugug!
In the distance, a group of people riding on something were running towards us, kicking up a cloud of dust.
Just feel Rohan.
‘Are there still survivors? Anyway, it looks like we’ve reached the end. The power inflation is crazy.’
Each and every one of them was a Weapon Master or an Archmage or better.
In particular, the being approaching from the front, scattering enormous circles, had already far surpassed the limits of the Archmage.
Eventually, an unidentified group arrived in front of Rohan and Grace.
The next moment, the figure who appeared to be the leader of the group lifted the hood he was wearing, revealing a shocked face.
“Are you Rohan?”
Rohan, who came face to face with her, was equally astonished.

            “……Ellie?”
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“Do you know what the worst thing to do in a graveyard is?”
In the middle of Habledown, which is nothing but ruins.
I looked down at one of the tombstones lined up like a commercial sign with Ellie and answered softly.
"……resurrection."
“Does anyone know that?”
Ellie's smile, playful yet comfortable, was something I knew.
The broad forehead and the rose-red hair were also familiar descriptions.
But other than that, it wasn't the Ellis Eclat I knew.
“Do you know how shocked I was when I saw this face?”
When I turned my gaze, I saw Ellie's face, who was now about the same age as me. It was a sign of the passage of time.
“I realized I was dreaming. It wasn’t morning yet. When I woke up from this dream, I knew there would be another morning.”
How many years have passed?
Just like a tangled plot, how long has Ellie been lost in the axis of time that cannot be known?
“I thought you couldn’t see it.”
How difficult it must have been.
“I thought I’d never see that face, that stupid face again…….”
How much more would it have hurt?
Tears flowed down Ellie's cheeks with familiar ease.
It flowed without obstruction, as if it had flowed over and over again, as if it had passed over and over again.
Ellie, who had wiped her face with her torn sleeve, smiled bashfully as if nothing had happened.
“I swore I’d never cry again after Susan’s funeral, and here I am again. Hey, don’t you dare call me a fool?”
Ellie was Ellie.
Still brave, still proud.
I said, brushing Ellie's hair back.
"……thank you."
If I weren't here, what kind of life would you be living now?
“For staying alive, for not running away, for not giving up.”
Maybe instead of crying like this, you were living a truly happy, yes, happy life among the people you loved.
“And I’m sorry.”
My greed eventually leads to you… … .
“There you go again. I told you so. Don’t make that face.”
Ellie's fingers, rough and rugged from holding the sword for so long, grabbed my cheek.
And laugh.
“It’s not your fault. It was all our decision.”
No matter how many times she was reborn, no matter how many times she repeated this life, it seemed like Ellie would still be smiling like that.
It was that kind of laughter.
A smile that is so stupidly kind and gentle that even the person looking at it makes an idiot out of me.
In that smile, I swore as always.
“So let’s save the world together. Just like Rohan told me back then.”
I will neither ignore nor deny it any longer.
Now I will become their savior.
* * *
The land that had ceased to move was dazzlingly dead.
In the broken sky, stars like despair floated like a plague.
The wind that brushes my nose carries a pungent smell, as if something is constantly burning, and when I turn my gaze, bones and clothes scattered here and there like the relics of the deceased are staring at me.
The sentiment they evoked was both glorious and ugly.
Was this really the great new world that Queos had been waiting for?
No, there is no aesthetics here.
“It’s more livable than I thought. Since the world changed like this, demon eyes have started growing all over the continent. Although not everyone has enough to eat every day.”
I was walking outside the camp with Ellie.
Even though the world was destroyed, not everything was lost.
Fortunately, only a very small number of people like Ellie survived, and they lived in a camp that they had created together.
As we saw earlier, everyone had to be strong. Otherwise, they wouldn't have been able to survive.
One surprising fact was that the leader of this camp was Ellie.
Perhaps it was a natural result. I have never seen anyone with as much leadership as Ellie. That was also her specialty.
“There were many heroes. That camp was created thanks to the sacrifices of those heroes. Including you.”
There was no longer any mourning for the dead in this land.
Now there is only sorrow for the living.
I pray with an uncertain hope that tomorrow's suffering will not be greater than today's.
I asked.
“What happened to me…?”
“You…… are dead.”
As if she had already talked about countless deaths, Ellie answered nonchalantly.
But he could not hide the emptiness, futility, and despair that passed across his face.
Ellie, who was walking with a steady step, as if crossing a stone bridge over a stream, carrying her backpack on her back, continued speaking.
“But I believed you. You told me when you were dying for us.”
"what?"
The sight was so unstable that it wouldn't have been strange if it fell over at any moment.
It was at that moment that I unconsciously reached out and tried to support Ellie's back.
“I said I would come back. I told you to wait until then because I would definitely come back.”
Contrary to my fears, Ellie did not fall.
Rather, he was using the staggering as momentum to move forward faster and more firmly.
“You have that look on your face. That look you make when you’re really confident. That’s exactly what it was like back then.”
Did I know about this world?
Then how could you be sure?
How could I have been sure that my other dimension self would come to save this world?
Did he eventually know that he couldn't save Grace unless he changed the world?
“But I didn’t know you would really come back.”
“I made a promise. I have to keep it.”
“Then you will keep that promise too?”
“What promise?”
“When I come back, I will kiss the soles of your feet, Ellis-nim―”
“……Don’t lie.”
Then Ellie laughs and walks ahead.
As I watched Ellie like that, someone came to mind.
“Ariel.”
The moment that name was called, Ellie froze in place.
A feeling of anxiety began to creep up my ankles.
“Where is Ariel now?”
The anxiety nagged at my thighs, my lower back, and my shoulders.
It was only after I saw the shadows fall across Ellie's once playful features that I realized.
“He’s dead…….”
For a moment, I couldn't breathe, like a fish washed ashore by strong waves.
The death of the person who taught me true love made me… … .
“Who died?”
"……ok?"
“He’s still alive. What, why are you trying to kill a kid who’s still alive?”
“Oh, sorry.”
That's why you shouldn't judge hastily.
Anyway, that's fortunate.
If Ariel is alive, that means there's one more person who can help us.
“Actually, that’s a problem for us too.”
That was when.
“The biggest threat right now is that Ariel is alive.”
* * *
Change has always happened.
It was just a question of good and bad.
“I tried to save you. Ariel always loved you.”
After going around and around again, we arrived at the cemetery and were staring at the broken horizon.
Ellie, who had been crouching next to my grave, was now absentmindedly fiddling with her half-cracked pendant.
“And then that fool ended up doing something he shouldn’t have done.”
Night was coming to this world too.
No, it was always night.
I couldn't imagine what that night sky would look like.
Ellie's gaze, cast across the dim night, seemed to be vividly observing the events of that day.
“The day the sky fell, or rather the day you were supposed to die… Ariel made a wish toward the sky. I don’t know what it was. But I’m sure it was a wish to save you.”
That was when.
The setting that was activated showed the events of that day before my eyes like a projector.
〔 Activation of "Reread" 〕
"I had no wishes. I already knew that even if I made a wish, it would never come true."
When destruction came to the world, Ariel was the first to die.
Her breath was coming out red, very red, along the unidentified fragments that had penetrated from her shoulder to her chest.
"I'd rather die if I can save you."
Ariel was humble.
He just watched his own death so humbly.
"This breath, this miserable life, it was all thanks to Rohan's hands and eyes that I was able to continue on until now. It was only thanks to those two paths leading to you."
Even at the end of her life, Ariel wanted me.
I hoped and wished, I wished and desired.
It was a longing.
It was craving me like a thirst.
“… … What if there had been another path for me?”
Maybe what would I have done if I had known that the reason I decided to save you back then was because the outcome was already decided?
Did I kill you?
Did they completely ignore and turn away?
"What if instead of following the path you gave me, I could have taken my own path to you?"
… … probably not.
Even if I had known that fact, even if everything had already been decided, I would have saved you.
Even if my life is stained with pain in return, I will save you again and again.
"But in the end, I would have walked only the path you allowed me to follow."
Now I know what your eyes mean.
I know that one of those countless meanings is the sorrow of a single person, and that no matter how many times I reflect on that meaning, it is not enough.
"I want to save you."
"I want to save you."
"Just as Rohan did for me, I will do for you… … ."
Hundreds of millions of stars were staring at one pale blue dot.
At the center of it all, Ariel was dying.
Suddenly, the author's words came to mind. Those words that there is power in someone's gaze.
So what power did those gazes have?
Did the gaze of hundreds of millions of stars really grant Ariel's wish as if it were some vain superstition?
"【I will grant that wish.】"
‘Mother of the Black Forest,’ her voice echoed through the darkness.
"【Instead, I want your heart. That pure and unique heart.】"
Ariel's answer made me understand.
"“……Take it.”
That the ‘King of Suspense’ in this world is Ariel.
With that scene, "Rereading" stopped.
I blankly imagined Ariel somewhere in this world.
There were no more tears left to shed. It was a land too beautiful and sad to be covered with tears.
“You fought well at first. A kid I thought was dead suddenly got up and overwhelmed Queos together with you.”
Ellie's voice continued bitterly.
“But you were dead. That bastard moved his finger once, and you fell. You lay on the floor, like a puppet whose strings had been cut, never to move again.”
Even without Ellie telling me, I already knew the ending. The landscape of the world was a trace of it.
“That’s when it happened. Ariel started acting strange at the same time you died, and we eventually ran away. The last thing I remember is Queos’s laughter. That unpleasant, unpleasant sound of bugs crawling all over your body… Yeah.”
What should I do next?
I didn't have to think about it for too long, because now I knew exactly what to do.
I got up from my seat and grabbed the hilt of the knife.
“I’m going to go meet Ariel now.”
"what?"
“So you go back to camp and get ready.”
"……okay."
Ellie hesitated for a moment, then walked towards the camp with a determined face as if she had made up her mind about something.
Left alone in the cemetery, I took a deep breath of the forest. Then I looked down at my gravestone and opened my mouth.
“Now it’s your turn to tell the story.”
〔 Activation of "Reread" 〕

            There were still stories left to be told.
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“……It was two weeks ago. Here. This is where Ariel was last seen.”
Rohan was carefully examining the circles Ellis had stretched into the air. Her circles were projecting memories of that day like a projector.
All that could be heard were screams and the sound of crashing flesh. There was no other sound.
The scene with the camp people and the suspenseful battle was a rather horrifying memory.
“Wait a minute. Is this the Ertz Central Highlands?”
“Right. But why?”
Ellis blinked her round eyes. Rohan answered as if it were obvious.
“No, it’s just that. I just remembered when I competed in the championship.”
“Championship?”
“Yeah. I almost got here-”
That was when.
“What championship are you talking about?”
Ellis faces Rohan with a look of ignorance.
At her appearance, Rohan's lips slowly closed.
What came to mind at that moment was the record of this world that he had read on his own tombstone a few hours ago.
"Everything went wrong. But I didn't give up. It was three months later that I was able to set foot in Springwind."
This was not his world.
If you think they are similar, they are completely different in many ways that you can't even do anything about.
One of them was Rohan, his starting point.
「… … One day, when spring was almost over, I became a security guard at Springwind.」
In this world, Rohan was not an associate professor.
He was a security guard.
A guard of Springwind, similar to Arthur of the original world.
That was the beginning of the story.
‘It was three months after I started using the “Bookmark” that I became a security guard in this world. … … It must be too late for me to participate in the Championship.’
Rohan simply accepted it.
Ellis read Rohan's slightly withered expression and nudged his shoulder with her elbow.
“It’s okay. I already know that you are Rohan from another world.”
Rohan had just finished explaining himself to the camp people, including Ellis.
Why this world must be restored, and even the truth that nothing will change even if you run away from here.
Rohan was only grateful to Ellis, who never showed it even though she knew that he was from another dimension.
Rohan nodded faintly and opened his mouth.
“Have you ever tried to talk to Ariel?”
“Of course. I failed every time. Of course, I gained as much as I failed.”
“What kind of harvest?”
“Are you going to arrange one more drink while you are wagging your tongue in front of that girl?”
Is it not making sense? With those words, Rohan swallowed a sigh and organized the information about Ariel that he had heard from Ellis so far.
‘Ariel is still here. She has lost her mind. She is strong enough that even if Ellis and the camp people join forces, they will have to run away. And she is creating suspense.’
This was possible because Ariel became the queen of suspense.
It was a difficult ordeal for Rohan to have to deal with the suspense on top of focusing all his power on Ariel right now.
but.
‘It’s worth a try. It has a good chance of success.’
There were already two axes in Rohan's hands.
Now, Rohan was no pushover either.
To cut to the chase, he has now become the "final boss" of the world, having even changed his own fate.
Thinking about it that way, Rohan felt strange.
‘Even if you’re a savior, you’re still the final boss.’
What's more, the ultimate boss of the world was actually trying to save the world rather than destroy it. It was truly ironic.
The final boss said.
“Let’s focus on finding Ariel for now.”
“How are you going to find them? Meeting them is one thing, but going to meet them is the biggest problem.”
“So, find a way now—”
That was when.
【Kue... Kueeee!】
【Mm… … Mm, Mm, Mm, Mm!】
The strange crying made every nerve in my body start to become tense.
Amid the creepy atmosphere, one of the Weapon Masters opened the door to the tent where Rohan and Ellis were and immediately shouted.
“Raid, raid!”
Rohan said softly as he saw the silhouettes of the suspenseful beings reflected through the swaying cloth.
“……I think I just figured out how to find Ariel.”
“Get ready quickly, Rohan! If even the camp is destroyed, the reconstruction of humanity and everything else is over… What?”
Ellis, who was hurriedly gathering her gear and heading outside, looked back at Rohan.
Rohan, who had slumped down on the chair as if his legs had given out, was still looking out of the tent.
“If I stay still, Ariel will come to me…….”
Ariel Riepenstein. She was the only one in this world who could find Rohan, no matter where he was.
“……It seems like you’ve already found it.”
* * *
Why didn't I think of that?
It's a bit of a scary story, but no matter where I was, Ariel would come to me.
If Ariel of this world can sense me, and if she can sense me very strongly, how will she, who now has only instinct left, react to my mana that has appeared again?
The answer to that question was being written right before my eyes.
“It doesn’t seem like it’s time to rush in right away.”
As Ellis said, the suspense surrounding the camp, so thick that even the sky could not be seen, did not show any particular movement.
But the momentum was so fierce that I couldn't let my guard down.
I turned to Grace, who was standing next to me, and asked.
“Miss Grace.”
“I'm listening.”
“How is your relationship with Ariel?”
“……We fought. In the past. Not now.”
If this world were the reference point for all dimensions, then we would have already reconciled or gotten along well, just like in my world.
Well, fortunately, Ariel won't seek revenge on Grace.
In the end, I was the target.
Meanwhile, the people in the camp, ready for battle, were murmuring.
“What should I do? I don’t think it can go on like this.”
“Okay. I think it would be best to evacuate by space jump.”
“It’s impossible. If we do that, the ‘Drains’ at the 11 o’clock direction will all jump in space to chase us.”
“Is running away meaningless…….”
They were all weapon masters and archmages.
Talents who were once respected everywhere on the continent.
Even those talented people couldn't even hope in front of that overwhelming scenery.
Still, no one gave up.
“I don’t know. Let’s fight as long as we can. If we risk our lives, we can save at least a few people.”
“I was having trouble sleeping because of insomnia, so this is great. I can use this opportunity to sleep forever.”
“When I die, whoever wants to use my sleeping bag can do so. Oh, and there’s half a bottle of vodka left in my sleeping bag, so drink that too. Haha, if you survive, of course.”
Those with such weak hearts died long ago.
Those who live here simply live without hope or despair, but even so, they live with unwavering conviction.
“We’ll try to avoid the suspense as much as possible.”
Ellie spoke to me as she looked around at the people ready to go into battle at any moment.
“In the meantime, Rohan, you go find Ariel…….”
The next moment, someone appeared through the suspense that began to clear the way as if the sea was parting.
“All these insignificant lives are gathered here.”
Her silver hair flowed down her shoulders like the Milky Way, lifelessly covering her chest.
The moment I saw all those curves, my heart sank.
“You must be punished. Oh, what crime was it…….”
It was Ariel.
Ariel Riepenstein, without a doubt.
But it was the Ariel I knew, and at the same time, it was the Ariel whose story I could not understand even a single bit.
“…….”
Ariel's gaze lingered on me, as if she were choosing the most delicious food on the table.
My first impression was brutal.
It was a look of concern that seemed to be filled with the thought of what it would taste like if he just chewed me up cruelly and mercilessly.
That was when.
“……Who are you?”
As the faint smile on Ariel's lips disappeared, all the suspense screamed in agony.
I've never been to hell, but if I ever did, it was such a horrifying sight that I wondered if this was what it would look like.
The one who actually frowned at that scream was Ariel.
As she turned her head, the suspense that had touched her eyes became horribly distorted and twisted to death.
“I asked who you were, you know.”
The son-in-law is quiet and eerie, as if something terrible is about to happen at any moment.
What kind of heart did one have to pay to become so powerful?
I don't know.
That heart, that heart that was always trapped inside that empty chest, as if swallowing it… … I know.
“You had quite a future….”
"what?"
“There was a future where we took revenge, and a future where we protected the world on behalf of someone. But on the other hand, there was also a future where we forgave. There was also a future where we protected the world together, not on behalf of someone.”
I slowly drew my sword.
“……I’m not sure what the correct answer is.”
No one will ever know what the correct answer was.
Grace and I weren't the only ones confined to fate.
Everyone was walking, pushed by fate.
Karina and Lycan died side by side in the waves washing up in the middle of an artificial beach.
Adela Historia, who became a puppet of the nobles without being able to grab even a piece of her own life and was forgotten in a corner of history; Wolfwin Vandalie, who started a war for the honor that was never enough like an endless hunger and met his death at the hands of Arthur and Michael; Arthur Pendragon, who betrayed even his own beliefs in order to uproot the rotten and corrupt empire after his changed fate; Laura, who would have been shattered along with her crystal by Michael if originally, and Sarah Watson and Grabbit Azel, whose lives were stained with regret and sadness; all their hopes and futures.
Not only that, but everyone else was also living according to a fate that had already been determined for them.
Among them, all I did was stand by their side.
It was they who took the outstretched hand, and it was they who took a step forward without stopping even in fear.
It was all their choice.
… … But not Ariel.
Ariel's fate, her life, was cut by these hands.
With narrow-minded stubbornness and with complaints and grievances, I have arbitrarily cut and pasted you, the person called Ariel Riepenstein… … and created you.
I always felt sorry towards you.
However, we could not approach it rashly for fear that it would interfere with our destiny.
I realized too late that as much as I pushed you away, I was also getting closer to you.
You, who even appreciated that and liked it.
That's why I couldn't resist when you tried to rape me in bed that day.
“But now it doesn’t matter what the right answer is.”
That's why you are my greatest sorrow.
“What is right and what is wrong.”
“…….”
“It was hard, Ariel⸺”
Phew.
The moment I uttered that name, her hand appeared nearby and pierced my right chest.
“Just...bear with it for a little longer.”
sick.
But compared to the pain you must have felt, it's nothing.
“I came to save you.”

            Now it was my turn to save them.
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I have one strange setup.
Something strange, perhaps it should be called a limitation.
"Unchanging Heart"
✵Description
- His heart is eternal.
Unlike the settings that have suffixes like ‘settings’ or ‘unique functions’, this one is the only one that doesn’t have any labels.
My heart is eternal.
Yes, this feeling will last forever.
Even if the people I love try to kill me, I will not give up this heart.
Perhaps, as with Michael and Grace in this world, this was the ‘limitation of probability’ that bound me.
It's just a device to maintain the 'character' of 'me'.
Goooo―
The air began to flow with a screaming rush, and ominous, stained starlight blinked obsessively across the broken sky.
At the same time, a blinding flash of lightning rushed towards me with a loud crashing sound.
Hundreds of trajectories were embroidered before my eyes. The ghostly aura in Ariel's eyes, which were like deep nails, seemed to be reaching out to tear and swallow my face.
“Who are you?”
The face seemed to have completely forgotten me.
“Who are you to say such things?”
The wound on his pierced chest had been completely healed by the effect of "Hamelin's Descendants" that had been called in at the start of the battle.
The area around us was left in ruins, leaving behind those who had hurriedly evacuated.
No one tried to help.
No, no one could help.
〔 Activation of “Status Window” 〕
ㅤㅤㅤㅤName: Ariel Riepenstein
ㅤ [Strength: ?(??.?%)] ㅤㅤ [Agility: ?(??.?%)]
ㅤㅤㅤㅤ├───Ability───┤
ㅤ [Stamina: ?(??.?%)] ㅤㅤ [Magic Power: ?(??.?%)]
ㅤㅤㅤㅤ⸺「List of Possessed Settings」⸺
ㅤ "The Transcendent" ㅤ "The End of Tragedy" "The Descendants of Hamelin"
ㅤ "Presence Detection" "Mashinhwa" ㅤㅤ "Final Boss"
ㅤ "Master of the Starlight Maze" "King of Suspense"... [omitted]
Ariel Riepenstein, she is the ‘Queen of Suspense’.
Because he is the ‘final boss’ of this world, who became the destroyer in my place.
“A person who loves you very much.”
"what?"
“And I’m very sorry.”
“…….”
Ariel's momentum, which had been pushing me as if she was going to destroy me, slightly, really slightly, eased.
Now I was borrowing the power of the axle as well as the settings of others.
Still, he couldn't overpower Ariel.
It was as if the anger that had been hardened over a very long time had been whittled down to create a tip, and it was unable to surpass Ariel's fierceness.
“Even if you forget me, I won’t forget you.”
"……shut up."
Ariel regained her momentum as if nothing had happened.
But this time, the tip of the sword pointed at me was shaking and misaligning slightly, very slightly.
“Shut up, shut up, shut up, shut up, shut up!”
In an instant, the sword that Ariel had picked up and thrown stuck in the floor.
Then he groaned, clutching one side of his head as if in pain.
“Who are you? Who the hell are you…….”
I answered before the question was finished.
“Rohan.”
Just like that day, the moment you made me realize true love.
“I love you very much……Rohan.”
* * *
It felt like a small stone was rolling around in my chest.
“A person who loves you very much.”
The moment she heard those words, the stone rolling around in Ariel's chest began to grow bigger.
“And I’m very sorry.”
He was a strange person.
Who on earth could it be that loves me and says sorry?
… … That kind of thing doesn’t really matter.
It'll just kill everyone.
I don't know why.
I just want to kill him.
It feels like everything has been taken away from me.
I feel like it's all their fault.
“Even if you forget me, I won’t forget you.”
……stop.
Stop, stop, stop, stop, stop… … !
“Who are you?”
Who on earth could it be that is shaking me up like this?
Ariel really wanted to know.
And about the identity of this boulder that has now become the size of a fist.
“Who the hell are you…….”
The next moment I heard that name.
“Rohan.”
Ariel learned the identity of the boulder that was tightly packed in her chest.
“I love you very much……Rohan.”
That it was the ‘heart’ that he had lost until now.
But his heart was not soft or mellow.
Her heart had become dry and hardened, like a fossil that had been buried in the ground for a long time.
“Rohan…… you say?”
“Yes, Rohan.”
Only then did Ariel calm down a little and recall what he had said when they first met.
“What does it mean that there was another future for me?”
“It doesn’t mean anything. It’s already in the past.”
“Why did you ask me if it was hard for me?”
“Because now I know the pain, the pain you must have felt until now.”
“I… who the hell am I?”
Ariel had no memories whatsoever.
All that was left after paying the price was a sediment of hatred, anger, and uncontrollable sadness.
Rohan answered.
“You don’t have to be anyone. You don’t have to be. I just want you to be Ariel. Even if it’s just for a few seconds.”
“It’s strange. It’s a strange thing to say. I don’t understand it…….”
Ariel soon begins to feel distressed again.
Rohan, who was watching her with pity, clenched his fist until it bled.
That was when.
“……My name was Ariel.”
She was no longer in pain.
Just like the usual Ariel, she stared at Rohan with eyes that no one could understand or read.
“I see. I was Ariel.”
A faint smile appeared on Rohan's lips at those words.
It was then that the sword that had been stuck in the floor returned to her grasp.
Crunch!
A cool ringing echoed in Rohan and Ariel's ears.
Blood flowed out of Rohan's mouth, which was gaping in a daze.
Ariel smiled brightly.
“So what?”
* * *
Ellis, who was watching them, looked at Grace, who was next to her, with an anxious look on her face.
“Don’t worry, Professor. No matter how stupid Rohan is, he wouldn’t be the type to cheat on you and leave Professor Grace behind, right?”
"……huh."
I was listening to everything.
It's also all about Rohan telling Ariel that he loves her.
Even so, Grace's heart did not waver.
“I think it was 7 years ago? Anyway, Rohan told me he loved me before. Oh, and Brad and Susan too. And also…….”
“I know. Ariel is also Rohan’s beloved disciple.”
Rohan of this world was a person with a lot of love.
Of course, that love was the heart of a teacher caring for his student.
Grace, who knew this, didn't care what Rohan said to Ariel.
The only thing that was worrying was their situation.
‘There’s nothing I can do about Ariel, who has changed like that. The moment you, Rohan, died that day, everything about Ariel fell apart… … .’
Grace also knew that Ariel truly loved Rohan.
There was friction because of this, and in the end, Ariel was unable to give up her feelings for Rohan.
Still, it was Ariel, her consideration and compromise that allowed Grace to be with Rohan.
「“……I still hate you. I hate you so much that I can’t control myself even now. If you make Rohan sad, then look forward to it. I’ll be your hell.”」
The grim warning was still vivid.
But Ariel, who had given such a warning, was smiling brightly.
It seemed as if he was extremely happy, and the sadness and sorrow that he had always felt had disappeared.
Ariel, who had been like that, now couldn't even remember Rohan.
‘What if I hadn’t hesitated back then?’
""i love you.""
If I had not remained silent at that time, if I had not wavered and hesitated, what would the world have become now?
Could it be a little different?
In the seemingly endless silence, Rohan answered:
"I will wait for you. I will wait until the day when the oath to die with you ends."
The voice that rested on her shoulder was shaking along with Grace's body.
“……Don’t you know? I’m an old-fashioned person.”
Grace suddenly grabbed the hilt of the knife.
But I couldn't draw my sword.
It seemed as if they were not allowing even the slightest gap, there was no room for him to get involved between them.
‘Now, I have no choice but to believe in the Rohan of another world.’
It was Rohan that was finally discovered after thousands of years.
As for Rohan, he was living in a world he had never experienced before.
‘If it’s Rohan like that, maybe he can change everything.’
As Michael, who first suggested the trip, said.
‘… … Now I don’t want to know what I should do, nor am I afraid. Rohan.’
Grace took her hand off the hilt and looked at her palm. Her hand had returned to its original white, rough state.
‘This time, I will save you. I will go back to the beginning and… …love you.’
In that prayer, Rohan was falling.
With a certain smile on his face.
* * *
I thought.
“I’ll cut off your arm.”
How can we save the Ariels of this world?
“Those legs too. I’ll make you crawl in front of me until the moment you die.”
Unfortunately, the method of provoking emotion failed.
Rather, my mind only became more confused.
“Of course I’ll tear that insolent mouth apart so that he can never tease you again.”
… … I might not be able to go back.
Anyway, there was no way.
Ariel had already lost her mind, and the most effective way was to summon the ‘Mother of the Black Forest’ who had taken everything from Ariel and make her wish again.
Of course, in return, I must pay something of equal value, such as my love for Grace.
I'm sorry to say this to Ariel, but that can't be done.
This heart is more precious than my life.
So what should we do?
Do we really have to kill Ariel here?
If you try your best, you can kill Ariel.
If that happens, I can confidently say that I will not be able to defeat Queos. Perhaps this is the development that Queos is hoping for.
“…….”
I just stared at Ariel.
She looked exactly the same as I remembered.
Everything was the same.
It's really a shame.
"Her silver-white hair swayed as she walked, creating the illusion that it was snowing in May."
Why did that description suddenly come to mind?
“In a voice that was neither hopeful nor desperate, eyes filled with a darkness that I dare not name were shining upon me.”
"A shaking family, a crumbling empire. My only hope found within it all. And the one I must protect."
… … Perhaps, if I didn’t have this memory, what would I have done to you when I first met you?
"The name I gave her. 'Ariel Riepenstein.' She entered Springwind this year."
I wouldn't have hated the name Ariel Riepenstein.
I wouldn't have hated that silver-white hair, that voice that couldn't express any emotion, or those eyes that seemed like they would fall forever the moment they met.
The reason I hated you was because of that memory.
… … Yes, ‘memory’.
Now I'm starting to get a clue as to how I can save Ariel.
Maybe this is a gamble.
If this gamble fails, Ariel will become even more insane, and one of two outcomes will occur.
Either I kill Ariel, or Ariel kills us all.
But it was a gamble that had to be made.
If I bet everything, it's a gamble that could save your life.
“Listen carefully, Ariel.”
“Die well, Rohan.”
“……I’m not the Rohan you knew. And you’re not the Ariel I knew.”
I had to maximize the possibilities.
It was unclear whether this statement would increase the likelihood or not.
“Even so, our dimensions are connected. They are no different. And this is… one of the many futures that lie before you.”
I let go of the Eternal Heart and ran towards Ariel.
The moment I hugged Ariel's shoulders, her blade dug into my abdomen without mercy.
Opportunity comes only once.
That's why you can't fail.
“You’ve given up now? I thought about it carefully. I was starting to get bored too—”
The moment I took my hand off Ariel's temple, I fell.
What I poured into her head were all the moments I had with Ariel in my world.
“What is this memory……!”
Now the die is cast.
If everything goes as I expect, it will be a success.
Well, even to me, a reader of this world, this is such an obvious development.
“……So you ended up marrying Professor Grace in that world too, Rohan.”
Ariel, whose momentum had become much more fierce than before, was rushing towards me with the tip of her sword pointed.

            “I will not forgive you. Never.”
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Some memories are light.
Some memories are heavy.
Light memories come to mind easily.
A moment that makes you smile without realizing it.
Or, like those memories that you can bring back again and again without feeling lacking anything.
“……I hated every day.”
But heavy memories are different.
Even if I try to recall it, I can't remember it.
That is why heavy memories sink deep into our hearts, as if they were trapped in an old frame like a faded photograph.
“Why don’t you look at me, why do you push me away and stay away from me…….”
What I gave to Ariel was a heavy memory.
As if that memory had become a weight that gave her balance, the tip of Ariel's sword stopped shaking.
But on the contrary, it poured out all the sorrow and resentment I had felt until now and reached straight out, aiming for my heart.
“I know, too. From the beginning, we were destined to be together.”
"Ariel Riepenstein. To me, she was the coldest person in Springwind."
“Back then, I just wanted to get your attention. Your gaze that everyone likes… and your fingertips.”
“I don’t know how many times I’ve thought about killing you. It wasn’t because you were cold. It wasn’t because you were rude. It wasn’t because you were sharper than a blade. It was just because of your heart… .”
“I know my methods were wrong. I have no intention of defending myself. As Rohan told me back then, it was all my choice.”
“… … I was afraid that I would turn to Grace.”
Even Rohan of this world hated Ariel.
I hated and loathed.
Without even knowing what kind of ending awaits them.
"By the time I realized you weren't a bad person, I had already become a bad person."
Mistakes that can't be undone, and even if they were, nothing would change.
When Ariel realized that he loved her and would do anything for her, everything went wrong.
Still, I couldn't turn back anything in this world.
Because I learned how dire and meaningless the price was.
"This night. It was my atonement that I didn't resist you when you were drunk, and instead, I held you in my arms as if I was holding your heart. That's how I wanted to ask for your forgiveness."
The fragments of the narrative were scattered messily around the tombstone. The moment I put those fragments back together, I realized.
… … What is ‘development correction’?
What is the difference between Rohan of this world and me… … .
Everything was already planned.
Just as this world has become the reference point for all other worlds.
That's why a message popped up saying that the development had been modified.
But I have lived a different life, a different story.
"I'll love you if you want."
"Why aren't you resisting? Why aren't you angry? Why am I doing this to you?!"
“……I believed you would stop.”
Unlike Rohan in this world, I deliberately hurt Ariel to make her give up her feelings for me.
Perhaps the probability given to me at each moment was meant to correct the wrong development.
And so the author who created this world disappeared after exhausting all possibilities for me.
… … what a fool.
“Ariel Riepenstein.”
Her blade passed before my eyes and cut my shoulder.
If we counterattacked like this, we would be able to neutralize Ariel's left arm.
“You did nothing wrong.”
But I didn't fight back.
The moment I reached this result was also my choice.
“You had another future.”
In that future, you will be much happier than you are in this world. No, much happier than you are in all the worlds.
You were much more loved by people, you smiled much more, you were much happier.
“A future so perfect that you can’t even imagine it now.”
Springwind's genius magician.
The moment I intervened, you in this world completely disappeared.
“It was I who changed that future. It was all because of my greed. So the one who should be asking for forgiveness, and the one who should be punished… is me.”
Ariel's sword blade dug deep into my shoulder, right up to the hilt.
I knelt on one knee, holding Ariel's hand along with the hilt of her sword.
"sorry."
Maybe the apology I gave you back then was for this moment.
It was an apology from a reader who read your future and changed everything.
So one day, I had to receive that punishment.
So now.
Yeah, right now.
Just like this moment… … .
“……It was a mistake.”
That was when.
“I know. In the memories you gave me, Rohan never once wanted me to do something wrong. So this was just a mistake.”
When I slowly raised my head, Ariel was smiling.
“That’s what Rohan said to me in that world, right? He said he wasn’t apologizing because it was a mistake. So there’s no need to apologize.”
… … My determination to become their savior was an absurd illusion.
Even at this moment, I was being saved by the people I loved.
“Right?”
Who is going to save whom?
They are already my saviors… … .
* * *
“……It was a joke?”
Ellis asked Ariel again, who was sitting quietly on a chair in the middle of the tent.
“So you’re saying that after you received your memories, you came to your senses?”
“Yes. How many more times do you plan on making me explain this?”
“But why did you keep attacking Rohan?”
Ariel glanced at Rohan's profile, who was recovering from the hard battle.
“I… hate it a little bit.”
“Because you hate me?”
“Yes. You know how grumpy I am, right?”
“Oh, I see,” said Ellis, sighing in relief.
Soon, Ellis cornered Ariel with a face like an evil spirit.
“Hey! Are you kidding me? You almost killed Rohan twice, you idiot!”
“It’s a surprise.”
At Ellis's scream, Ariel, as always, just wiggled her eyebrows, completely unsurprised.
Then Ariel stared at Ellis' face.
“But Eclat.”
“What! What kind of prank is our little king trying to pull next? Huh?!”
“No, but why are you so old?”
"……ok?"
At the mention of old age, Ellis' thoughts stopped for a moment.
Ariel continued speaking, gently grabbing Ellis' cheek, which had not even a speck of fat to be found.
“Poor Eclat. You’ve aged so much. Or rather, you’ve just aged.”
“Who is to blame for all this? And I’m still in good shape? I, Ellis Eclat, am the only one who has maintained this level of elasticity after all these years…….”
“……How many years?”
Suddenly, Ariel's complexion darkened.
Ellis, who was about to answer something, quickly shut her mouth.
It was at this moment that Ellis opened her mouth, her eyes filled with pity.
“I don’t know exactly how long it’s been. It must have been three years, or maybe four. I gave up counting the days. Anything beyond that didn’t matter. You don’t even remember that, do you?”
Ariel nodded quietly at Ellis' question.
“Before I received my memories from Rohan, it was like I was having a strange dream. I would wake up from that dream and then fall asleep again, a time that was neither connected nor broken…….”
Ariel's head fell limply, representing her feelings.
“……But nothing has changed. Nothing has changed, so I didn’t even realize how much time had passed.”
Ariel's time stopped from that day on.
On the contrary, the memory of that day was still vivid.
Ariel's eyes turned to him as she recalled the sight of Rohan dying in the collapsing world.
"are you okay."
Rohan, who had already recovered, was facing Ariel.
He continued with soft but unwavering eyes.
“It doesn’t matter how much time has passed. We’ll get it back. So don’t worry.”
"yes……."
At those words, Ariel lowered her head again, as if embarrassed.
When Rohan said that, there really was no worry or concern left.
Ariel of this world also loved Rohan more than anyone else.
When the situation was sorted out, Ellis lightly bumped her palms together and looked around at everyone.
“I’d like to have a party to celebrate Ariel’s return, but let’s put that off for later. First, let’s make plans for the future.”
“Do you have any good plans?”
At Rohan's question, Ellis shut her mouth tightly like a puppy caught trying to loot a box of snacks.
“What do you think, Grace?”
As Rohan turned his head, Grace, who had been watching them from right in front of the entrance, turned her gaze.
Perhaps because she had already abandoned them once, Grace was reluctant to approach them.
Ellis noticed her feelings and quickly ran to Grace and put her arms around her.
“What would you like me to do, Professor Grace? Oh, you’re not a professor anymore. Then, Grace!”
"I am……."
Grace still hesitates.
Everyone here knew why she was sorry.
At that moment, Ariel also got up from her seat and approached Grace.
“Miss Grace.”
“Ariel…….”
The next moment, Ariel smiled.
“I’m glad you’re safe.”
"……uh?"
Ariel's voice continued amidst the slowly fading smile.
“Actually, the reason I became like this was because I wanted to protect you as well as Rohan.”
It was a hand that had once sharpened a knife out of resentment toward her.
It was a hand that once wanted to take revenge on the letter.
Ariel's hand, which had been like that, gently wrapped around the back of Grace's hand.
“You promised me that you would be happy with Rohan for the rest of your life, didn’t you?”
“…….”
“But I also had to keep that promise. You were Rohan’s happiness.”
Ariel's lips twisted slightly as if she was feeling bitter.
“But what do you think of me if you look like this?”
Grace looked up into Ariel's face, which was looking straight at her.
Those eyes had never once avoided him. Rather, it was Grace who turned away from him.
Grace also knew why Ariel had come to resent and hate her.
Still, Ariel forgave herself.
Even Ariel forgave him, so why wouldn't Grace forgive herself?
"Sorry."
“Don’t be sorry. Don’t be thankful.”
"huh."
At one time, Grace thought that too.
‘… … If Rohan had loved you instead of me, wouldn’t this have happened?’
All the current events have been happening to me, including myself.
It wasn't some kind of clumsy self-reproach.
Because it is true.
Because it is an undeniable reality.
‘That doesn’t mean anything anymore. No matter what future awaits me, I’ve decided not to back down.’
Grace consoled herself. Her still clouded mind was slowly beginning to clear up.
‘Rohan has tried, struggled, and died for me hundreds of times.’
She wasn't the only one who endured what felt like eternity.
Rohan was there all that time.
There was Alice, there was Ariel, there was Michael and everyone else.
“Grace……?”
Ellis's eyes slowly widened as she noticed the pure white energy rising like fog along Grace's body.
As with Rohan, Grace did not simply watch Rohan die during those eons.
‘Now I decide my fate. The tomorrow we will face, the future I have promised countless times to protect with these hands… … .’
Saaaah.
The ground I was standing on was quietly crying.
Surprise was on the faces of Ariel and Rohan, who were watching Grace together, as well as Ellis.
Grace's power, which had begun to fade very faintly, far surpassed the fate that had once bound her.
Finally, Grace's eyes closed.
The next moment, her eyes rose again towards the world, writing the future with unfathomable depth.
“……There is one way.”
Grace Euclid, it was the moment when her long, long wanderings finally came to an end.

            “How can we get our hands on the primordial axle?”
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“Hey, looking at this reminds me of that time.”
“What comes to mind?”
Bimode, who was looking up at the cliff of unknown depth, answered with eyes full of emotion.
“You fell here for 8 hours, Yukarian.”
"what?"
“I didn’t even realize that if I went a little further down the side road, there would be a save point and an uphill road, and I just kept trying to go up…….”
“Do you want to fall behind?”
Unable to control his expression due to the sudden surge of heat, Yukarian threw the pad he was holding at Bimode.
“You said you would take me on a trip.”
“Yeah. That’s what I’m doing. Right now.”
“Is this your trip? Is just sitting in front of a monitor and holding a game console like this a trip? Huh?”
It was a situation where Yukarian couldn't help but feel feverish.
It was only natural that Bimode suggested a trip to cheer up Yukarian, who had been feeling uneasy recently.
But the trip wasn't the kind of trip Yukarian was familiar with; it was just a trip to see the background as a character in a game.
“Are you ignoring the game now?”
Bimode burst out in pent-up anger after being hit directly in the temple with the corner of the pad.
“This is also a trip to me! Look, how cool is it? Do you know how much effort the developers have to put in to create this level of description with this level of graphics? They can only do it after working for an entire year without being able to go home!”
“Hey, dog?”
“What if I open my mouth? Huh? Yukarian was the first to ignore what I liked!”
“Hey. What the hell is in that monitor? It’s just a bunch of data, you idiot!”
At those words, Bimode's reason was cut off for a moment, leaving behind his plan to cheer Yukarian up.
“A piece of data? There’s a person in there, a person! Have you never had a conversation with another user by connecting a headset? Do you know how fun it is? Don’t you know, Yukarian, the feeling of being in this small space with another person?”
“What do you mean it’s small? The living room alone is 20 pyeong.”
“It’s 20 pyeong, it’s 200,000 pyeong, it’s too small for me!”
"ha……."
… … How did Bimode end up like this?
Yukarian thought through his bursting sigh.
‘This guy wasn’t originally like this.’
Just like his personality that likes to decorate, Bimode originally had a free-spirited personality.
At first glance, he seemed like a loose-knit person, but in reality, he just liked to talk, and although he seemed to have no thoughts or plans, he was the type who always stuck to the standards he set for himself.
For example, run out like a dog and drink as much as you want, but make sure to get home before 10 at night.
Of course, Yukarian also played a part in the fact that Bimode became absorbed in hobbies such as entertainment, gag programs, and games.
‘I haven’t been going out much lately.’
Just as much as Bimode, Yukarian also likes to decorate.
But on the contrary, Yukarian was a so-called reclusive loner who stayed at home.
It was because the length of life was long.
Immortal life beyond measure.
There has been nothing in life more heartbreaking and meaningless than forming relationships with other people.
It was at this point that Yukarian opened his mouth again, shouting out the nicknames of users he didn't even know, even though he was hugging the monitor.
“Then should we really go on a trip?”
"really?"
“Then are you going to fake it like that game?”
Only then did Bimode, who had once again remembered his purpose, cheer inwardly.
Bimode, who had packed all his luggage in an instant.
Yukarian stuck out his tongue as he watched him pack clothes and other items into a bag in less than a minute.
“Anyway, you’re a lightning guy. Do you like traveling that much?”
“Yeah, I like it!”
Looking at the smiling Bimode, Yukarian reluctantly smiled along.
“Me... Then where should I go?”
“Let’s think about it while walking.”
“That wouldn’t be so bad. It’s been a while since I’ve been on a trip.”
Soon, Yukarian and Bimod came out and walked aimlessly along the road.
While the names of various destinations were being exchanged between them, Bimode, who had been staring intently at Yukarian's profile, asked.
“Lord Yukarian.”
“Why? Why are you so serious?”
“No, just. I mean, Rohan.”
“…….”
Along with that name, the image of that day appeared before Yukarian's eyes.
The day Rohan defeated Shar and took possession of the Scepter of Chaos.
That day, Yukarian and Bimod were watching the scene, and as the compass began to plunge towards destruction, she even thought about killing Rohan.
‘But in the end, that little kid wasn’t destroyed.’
Yukarian took the compass out of his bosom and gently grasped it.
The compass needle was pointing much further north than before.
‘Now I know what that good little boy wants to do.’
But it wasn't about saving the world.
Even to Yukarian, Rohan was only trying to save one person: Grace Euclid.
The fact that the world was once again spared from destruction was merely a byproduct of that process.
‘If it’s like this, do I have to help that kid too? … … Just like back then?’
While Yukarian was thinking, Bimode, who was walking beside her, tapped her shoulder.
“Lord Yukarian?”
“Why, why, why? What else is wrong?”
“I need to go to the bathroom for a moment. I think I drank too much soda earlier.”
“It’s really all sorts of things… There are no bathrooms here because it’s on the main street.”
“Why is there no bathroom? Jicheon is the bathroom. What? There’s a patch of grass over there. I’ll go and come back!”
Bimode put his luggage down on the seat and started running into the grass.
Yukarian rubbed his puffy eyes as he saw him unzipping his jacket before they even reached the grass.
“A beast of a guy. No, just a beast. Should I just carry a poop bag around…….”
That was when.
“So you were in this worldline too, Yukarian.”
When I turned my gaze to the voice I was hearing, I saw a cold and blunt man looking at Yukarian.
He was Michael Riepenstein.
Although Yukarian had met Michael, who was a senator from Rhodes, several times, the man before him was a face he had not seen in hundreds of years.
“……You’re alive? Michael.”
“Thank you. I finally get to thank you.”
He was now Michael beyond the pages, free from the constraints of probability.
But Eukarian was also free from the constraints of probability.
“That’s strange. You came to me right after I regained my memory.”
“I was always watching.”
“But why didn’t you come?”
Michael's eyes sank as he hesitated for a moment at Yukarian's question.
“Because you looked happy here.”
“…….”
“So I didn’t want to interrupt that brief and finite happiness.”
“Thank you so much. Your personality is still the same.”
“It seems like your dirty words are still the same.”
What's the point of arguing with you? Yukarian muttered as he continued, his smile fading away.
“So, why are you interfering now when you’ve been just standing by until now?”
“I need help.”
At those words, Yukarian laughed bitterly.
“What else? You want me to die?”
“…….”
With his memories restored, Yukarian learned everything.
The fact that this world is surprisingly similar to his own world that is facing destruction, and that he originally fought against the overflowing apocalypse alongside people like Michael as well as Rohan.
That's why Yukarian was calm.
Because in the original world, he had decided to willingly face death.
It was because of a request from someone to protect Michael. Eukarian could not bring himself to refuse that request.
Michael, who knew this, had no choice but to remain silent, for it was clear that this request would lead to her death.
Yukarian, who was looking at Michael who was hesitating without answering, opened his mouth quietly.
“Are you still looking for your dad?”
“……At least the me of this world will be looking for it.”
At that answer, Yukarian laughed soullessly.
“You know. Your father is nowhere to be found in this world.”
“Even so, I will find the trace. Just as I found the compass for you.”
Yukarian silently placed his hand on the compass in his bosom.
The compass that indicated the balance of the world line was the only relic his father left behind.
After staring at Michael's face for a long time, Yukarian opened his mouth.
“How can the two be so alike… After all, like father, like son.”
“Even so, I am not the father you loved.”
“That’s true. Don’t worry. Even if it was unrequited love, I’m not a worthless woman who would touch the son of the person I loved.”
Finally, she said to Michael, looking into his eyes that were exactly like the eyes she loved the most.
“Still, I want to protect the son of the person I loved… just like back then.”
The next moment, Michael raised his head and answered the person who had once almost become his stepmother.
“If you help me, I will tell you where my father is.”
“What does that mean?”
The corners of Yukarian's mouth twisted at the incomprehensible words.
“Are you kidding me? That person is already dead. I buried him with my own hands. But where is he now?”
He had already clearly seen his death with his own eyes.
It wasn't a matter of someone denying it, even if it was Michael.
“As you said, my father, Friedrich Riepenstein, is dead. But there is a way.”
“What method?”
Michael's voice continued as if shattering everything that had already been decided.
“To be exact, if our plan succeeds, you will have the chance to save my father’s life.”
* * *
Bimode, who returned with a completely refreshed face, patted Yukarian's slumped shoulder.
“Mr. Yukarian, the low pressure has come again. Have you been waiting long? Oh, there’s a really pretty butterfly fluttering around. I was looking around for a bit, but I’m late.”
“……It’s still winter.”
“Oh, so it wasn’t a butterfly but a crane?”
“You are probably the only fool who can’t tell the difference between a butterfly and a crane.”
At those words, Bimode laughed without a word.
There was no way that Yukarian would not know about such a lie.
Yukarian asked, knowing that the reason he was late was because he had overheard the conversation between him and Michael.
“What do you think I should do?”
“Why are you asking me that?”
Bimode also had no intention of hiding that fact.
As Yukarian turned his gaze, Bimode was looking around, having packed up his luggage that he had placed down on the seat.
“You came on this trip without a purpose, so why does it matter where you go?”
Yukarian thought to himself, his answers always innocent.
“What if this trip… is the last?”
Friedrich Riepenstein.
The chance to save him soon meant parting ways with Bimode.
It was 400 years after everything had happened that Yukarian wandered through the dimensions and rescued Bimode.
‘Michael intends to turn everything back.’
return.
His plan and goal was to bring back not only himself, but the entire world.
I don't know what method it will be.
However, considering Michael's personality and abilities, it was certain that he was a man who would always make his words come true.
At that moment, Bimode answered.
“It’s still winter, just like Yukarian said.”
"what?"
“Although there are no butterflies now, when spring comes again, the new butterflies will be flying around.”
“…….”
Eukarian knew.
Even though Bimode may appear to act slow on the outside, he is a smart and wise man.
The fact that he was just wearing a mask to entertain himself.
Not all masks are bad.
Sometimes there are masks we are willing to put on for others.
Even the outwardly shabby and gangster-like appearance of Bimode was a mask of that kind.
“I told you, Yukarian, I’ll follow you wherever you go. And not because you saved my life. I like Yukarian. Um, what should I say? She’s like a mother to me? Or like a big sister to me? Anyway, there’s something like that. You know?”
“Idiot. Idiot.”
“Instead, please do me one favor. No, promise.”
“……What is it? Tell me.”
Bimode turned his head and looked far, far away at the world unfolding before his eyes.
It was as if the gaze was searching for some time that had not yet arrived, or perhaps had already arrived.
“When spring comes again someday, please bring me just one butterfly.”
Eukarian knew the meaning of the butterfly.
Even if everything were reversed, Bimode would die again as planned.
“……That butterfly really wants to fly. But it would be pitiful if it died without being able to fly. So, Yukarian-sama―”
“I'll find it.”
Perhaps the reason Yukarian was able to survive until now without taking his own life was because of that one butterfly that was always hovering around him.
Yukarian promised to help Bimode, who offered to help him without any hesitation.
“I’ll definitely find it for you. Just like that time…….”
At those words, Bimode's eyes, which had been reflecting the scenery, closed.
A cold wind was blowing. But spring was just around the corner.
Bimode smiled pleasantly.
"thank god."

            In the midst of the last days of winter, their story was also preparing to be written on the last page.
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                                § A story that must end (1)
The immature sky is covered with blue sunset, and the wind blows from the far away place that may be the end or the beginning.
“……You are talking about the ‘Heart of Gargantua’.”
I was following the wind flowing along with Grace's voice with my eyes.
She answered.
“The underworld is probably still safe. They probably don’t even know that the surface has been destroyed.”
I shook my head in a dazed mood.
“I thought about that too. What if we borrowed the power of the ‘giants’ in the underworld…….”
Giant.
The ancient continent was not only home to the ‘Descendants of Hamelin’ and the ‘Children of Merlin’.
Those giants, known as the Giants, had ruled this continent long before Hamelin and Merlin appeared.
There were several great wars that were not even recorded, and in the end, Hamelin and Merlin won, which is what modern history says.
So all the giants lived in the underworld, deep within the earth.
Of course, the Giant's traces were not completely erased from the world.
Wolfwin Vandal, he was the last 'Half-Blood Giant' on this continent.
I continued.
“But they won’t help. The lifespan of a giant is so long that it’s almost as if they were immortal. Those who have already descended to the underworld will remember all history, and they may still hold a grudge against us.”
Even if the world were to be returned to its origins using the power of the axe, the treatment of the giants would not change.
The continent was too small for humans to live on. Naturally, there was not even a single bit of land left for them to live on.
The only way Grace told us was to use the ‘ancient weapons’, including the ‘Heart of Gargantua’.
In which dimension did I come up with such a ridiculous plan that Grace even knows about this?
Of course, if we could obtain Gargantua's heart, we would have a chance of winning.
The heart left behind by Gargantua, the predecessor of the Giants, is one of the ‘ancient weapons’ so powerful that it can cover the world.
“…….”
Before she knew it, Grace was lost in thought again.
But no matter how much I think about it, it won't come to mind.
Because most of the hidden pieces, including the information I know, have now disappeared along with everyday life.
As I watched the worry slowly growing on Grace's face, I soon opened my mouth.
“It’s worth a try though.”
At those words, Ellie, who had been keeping her mouth shut and her arms folded until now, retorted.
“You said you couldn’t do it just now?”
“That’s right. The enemies might increase instead. However, it’s better than just sitting there without any countermeasures. After all, they’re living beings too. If you lock the entrance and hold out, you have no choice but to beat your heart.”
Ellie muttered, turning her head askew.
“Well, if Rohan knocks, it might open, just like my heart…….”
"huh?"
“Ah, it’s nothing! Nothing…….”
Anyway, if there was any grudge built up, all you had to do was get rid of it.
But this time, it wasn't just a feeling that had piled up, it was like sediment that had built up and hardened over thousands of years.
To harvest something like that, you had to be prepared to lose something, not just hurt your hand.
And I was already prepared.
“Then I agree with Rohan’s opinion. What about the others?”
Contrary to what she had said lightly, Ellie looked at Grace and Ariel with a face that seemed to have accepted death.
Ariel was the first to answer.
“I agree with you. In order to confront the impossible, we must first challenge the impossible. Is that what Professor Grace meant when she said that?”
Grace nodded in agreement with Ariel, since she was the one who first expressed her opinion.
“I can’t afford to hope for a miracle anymore, Rohan. Take this.”
Grace took something out of her bosom and held it out to me.
It was neatly wrapped in a handkerchief, as if it were a very precious object.
“This is…….”
“It’s the seed of the world tree.”
The seeds of the world tree have now disappeared without even a root left behind.
The moment I saw it, I had a little idea how Grace had gotten these seeds.
“Actually, you gave it to me.”
“…….”
“But right now, it’s something you need. Even if we die, nothing will change, but if you die, this world will now-”
I answered, shaking her hand.
“If Grace dies, many things will change. First of all, my heart will be very broken. And not only that, you all mean everything to me.”
If I use the bookmark again to copy the dimension, the story will start over and repeat itself.
Even if everything written in this world is erased in vain.
“I want to protect you, my world.”
… … I don’t like that.
Everything meant something to me.
The world that had been destroyed over a hundred times, and the people who died in that world, were all meaningful.
That is why I wanted to save the people of this world, or at least this world.
It's a small greed.
It's also a big stubbornness.
“So no one will die. Even if they do die, I will definitely bring them back to life.”
This was a declaration.
The most selfish declaration: I will not let anyone die while I am alive.
Now, as long as I am here, they will not be able to die as they wish.
I have yet to repay the favors they have given me, and it would take me my entire life to repay them.
“So, don’t think like that anymore. Ellie and Ariel too. Got it?”
Of course it was a joke.
But it wasn't a complete joke. The determination to save them was an unchangeable truth.
“Then I will protect Grace and Rohan.”
“Me?”
“Ariel, you have to survive on your own. What’s with that expression? Did you really want to be taken care of by me, Lady Ellis Eclat, even with such incredible power? You’re cute.”
And then Ellie reaches out to stroke Ariel's head.
Ariel blew on the back of Ellie's hand and pushed it away, responding as if it was nothing.
“That’s not true, but then I’ll protect you, Eclat.”
“Me? Why?”
“If I save you, you will protect Grace and Rohan, right? Don’t you understand such a simple mechanism?”
“Hey, do you understand?!”
“I don’t think I could do it.”
And then Ellie and Ariel started bickering.
I couldn't help but smile at the sight of her returning to her daily life.
“I just had an idea. If I reflect light with that broad forehead, I could burn Queos like an ant. Could you lend me that handkerchief for a moment? I think I’ll have to clean it well before I use it.”
“Haa, I’m putting up with it because I’m older than you. And you know you have to call me Unnie from now on, right? Because I’m much older!”
“Sister. Okay. But Sister Eclat, you’ve only gotten older, but your mental age hasn’t changed at all?”
“What?”
“Is this what you call infantile regression? Well, I guess no one can live in their right mind in a world like this. Poor Sister Eclat.”
Ellie, whose reddened forehead suddenly became red and veins appeared, smiled awkwardly and grabbed the pendant.
“I’m sorry, Pendant. I guess today is the day you break… You’re lost. Get out!”
As the atmosphere gradually became tense, I quickly opened my mouth.
“Just calm down, and I’ll take care of getting Gargantua’s heart from the underworld.”
At those words, Ellie, who was about to kick Ariel's sole, looked back at me.
“Let’s go together. How can Rohan do that alone? You’re not going to sacrifice yourself again, are you?”
Ariel, who had been sitting quietly regardless of whether Ellie's soles were flying or not, also intervened.
“I can’t allow that either. This time, I will definitely protect Rohan.”
Grace didn't say anything else, but there was an aura on her face that even I couldn't handle.
I shook my head and answered.
“That’s not it. But Grace and you have something to do separately.”
“Oh, you said there wasn’t just one ancient weapon.”
At the same time, I moved my gaze to ‘Merlin’s Hand’ and continued speaking while recalling Michael’s gloves that I had seen before.
“First, Lady Grace, please take Ariel to the ‘Island of Fortune’.”
“Lucky Island?”
Grace's voice asking back made me think of the 'nine transcendent beings' who would be there.
“Yes. If I’m right, there should still be a gate to Avalon on Lucky Isle. It shouldn’t have been affected much since it’s in a different dimension.”
“But you, that is, you of this world, already obtained the ‘Tears of Avalon’ there. And it was shattered then.”
I have already seen through “Rereading” that I, in this world, have obtained the ‘Tears of Avalon’.
But what I'm talking about isn't some little jewel or something.
Compared to the power of that ‘weapon’, the Tears of Avalon were just decoration.
“If you go through the gate to Avalon, you will meet nine Transcendent beings. Kill them.”
“Kill them……?”
Strictly speaking, the Tears of Avalon are not a hidden piece.
It's just the price you pay for risking your life and passing the ordeal.
However, that does not mean that the difficulty of the ordeal was easy.
Because before, I was so purely amazed that I even doubted Michael when he got those tears.
But to obtain the true hidden piece, one had to surpass, not pass, that ordeal.
“You don’t have to feel guilty about killing them. They are ‘shards of the spear’ in the form of a transcendent being.”
In this world's worldview, there exist three ancient weapons that are comparable to the axe.
First, the ‘Heart of Gargantua’ mentioned earlier.
Second, ‘Excalibur’, the sword that is synonymous with swords and owned by Arthur.
And the last one is the ‘Spear of the Invincible God’ which can be obtained from Avalon.
Grace nodded faintly, as if she had a premonition.
I added more confidence to that premonition.
“‘Claus Solas.’ I guarantee that the spearhead that pierces the heart of Queos will be the end of this story.”
* * *
“……If you’re reading this, it means I failed.”
An endlessly wide hole, so wide that its diameter could not be measured, gaped open toward the world as if it would swallow everything.
The moment I looked into the black, dim hole, a fear as wide and deep as its width grew in a corner of my heart.
"“Since we don’t have much time, I’ll just use space jump to tell you the locations of the remaining hidden pieces. There won’t be many left when you get here. If my prediction is right, if this plan fails, the world will be completely destroyed.”
I was currently alone on the summit of Mount Olympus, which can be reached by traveling quite a distance north from Lucan, the northernmost point of the continent, in order to retrieve the heart of Gargantua.
The Olympus Range, like the waters surrounding the Agraine Archipelago, was one of those regions as strange and vicious as its name.
“You know, our memories are finite. Just like the countless moments that are now fading away. So let’s call this… a record. A record for you and for me.”
No one would have imagined that there was such a huge hole at the top of Olympus.
That's understandable, since this is an area filled with all sorts of phenomena caused by distorted mana, making it difficult for even the most skilled weapon masters or archmages to climb.
Even ‘space leap’ wouldn’t have been possible to get here.
Considering the enormous mana waves and distortions that spatial leap would cause, even an Academy magic cadet would never think of such a thing.
"“I don’t know about you, but I think it would be best not to try to solve everything on your own. Just like how you weren’t standing there right now because of all your efforts.”
Currently, Grace is on her way to the Isle of Fortune with Ariel to obtain the spear of the undefeated god, ‘Claus Solas’.
Perhaps those two will definitely succeed.
Above all, Ariel is the queen of suspense, and the Graces of this world go without saying.
Finally, Ellie and the camp people set out to find the second ancient weapon, Excalibur.
There is no savior in this world anymore.
Arthur was dead, and all that was left was his faith, which had been swung and swung until it was lost.
Ellie will have a hard time finding that sword. I've lost a cartridge myself, so I know what it feels like... ... Let's forget about that.
"“A spear, a shield, and a sword. The most important thing is to collect all three of these ancient weapons. No matter how powerful the artifacts are, they can only exert the power of one axle when they are all gathered together.”
So I wanted to ask you what you did instead of collecting them.
This child, no, Rohan of this world, answered as if he had anticipated even this question that was lingering in his heart.
“I didn’t have the scepter of order. So I wasn’t sure. I left the ancient weapons for you as a kind of insurance. Of course, it would be best if you never used them.”
Unlike me, the me of this world was unable to convince Arthur.
Thus, Arthur eventually perished along with the axe of order, and Excalibur, now without a master, was abandoned somewhere in the world.
Anyway, there is no such thing as easy.
At least, Ellie was keeping Excalibur, so why not set it that way?
As I thought about it, a self-deprecating smile spread across my face.
Of course, that's what I mean, I didn't even expect it to be that plausible.
Because that's the kind of world it is.
“You only get one chance.”
No matter how many chances I was given, this world was always difficult for me.
Goooo―
I started to circulate the power of the axle and prepared to jump towards the hole.
I don't know what awaits me in the underworld.
That hole was an unused page. But there was no time to hesitate.
I took a couple of steps back, then took a step forward and answered softly.
“I never had a chance in the first place.”
But what I have is the countless things I have put out there… … .
““Of course we wouldn’t have had a chance, but I’ll ask you anyway.”

            This is my life.
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Grace and Ariel arrive at Lucky Island using the 'Drain', a suspenseful device that looks like a giant amoeba.
Ariel opened her mouth as she stood before the now ruined temple, like a trace of the distant past.
“I can sense the distortion of mana over there. As Rohan said, the gate seems to be still intact.”
“That’s great. Then let’s hurry.”
Ariel followed Grace, who started to walk ahead with brisk strides.
Ariel opened her mouth, staring at Grace's back, as if she had seen it a few days ago.
“I heard that you wandered through dimensions for quite some time to save Rohan?”
"huh."
“How many times is that?”
I had already heard the story about Grace and Michael from Rohan.
Still, I was curious.
He wanted to know what kind of time they had been spending while he was trapped in his dream.
“Number 122.”
Grace's voice was extremely calm.
“In some dimensions, it didn’t even last a few days, but in others, it lasted for hundreds of years.”
But the life of one person contained in those words was so precarious that it took one's breath away.
“Hundreds of years? How?”
“I’ve been waiting for Rohan to be born. Since time immemorial.”
Even though she had only heard about it through words, Ariel felt lonely and distant.
‘What if I were in Professor Grace’s situation… … .’
It wasn't easy to gauge Grace's time like that.
Compared to the combined length of those lives, Ariel's time was but a fleeting moment.
How did Grace survive that time?
What kind of heart must one have to love someone to be able to endure that pain?
‘I know now. That you love Rohan even more than I do.’
That's why it was a love that had to be compromised.
Ariel was already no match for Grace in terms of the size of her heart.
It was that kind of love.
Grace's love for Rohan.
“And then I found out.”
Grace, who had lightly cleared the debris by emitting an aura and discovered the gate, turned to Ariel and continued speaking.
“How much you love Rohan.”
"……is it so?"
“Yeah. And how much you meant to us.”
At those words, Ariel also faced Grace.
Ariel wasn't the only one who realized this.
In all 122 dimensions, Ariel always gave up her feelings for Rohan for Grace.
At the same time, Grace also made 122 promises to Ariel.
“I want to live happily with Rohan. No, I will live.”
Grace wanted to keep all those promises.
“I will be happy, even for you.”
There was no one left who had once blamed himself in the midst of the red-hot death.
There are also people who feel sad that the eyes that had once glanced at everything in the world never came to them.
Even when all those who were by his side left him and he was left alone, no one was sad that his name would never be called again.
“So I hope Ariel becomes as happy as I am.”
In all the world, Ariel was the most unfortunate.
It was an expected result.
Because she took Rohan, who was like her world, for herself.
“Happiness is fleeting. It shouldn’t be your goal.”
And yet Ariel was always smiling.
Like the letter that day that sinks beneath the surface of water, Ariel is bright and unbound by anything.
“But happiness is necessary to achieve any goal. There is nothing more meaningless than a goal that doesn’t make you happy, right?”
To Grace, Ariel was that kind of person.
He was a person who was so sick and in so much pain that just looking at him made me feel like my whole body was going to break into pieces.
“Once upon a time, my goal was to get revenge on you.”
Ariel gazes at the faintly gleaming Babylon beyond the gate.
Her lips were now speaking her father's will, which had been erased without a trace.
“Because you ruined everything for me. Because you took away everything I loved, including Rohan.”
Ariel was smiling, like the end of a past that had now passed. A smile that spread like a current without anger or sorrow.
“It was a goal without happiness. One that couldn’t make anyone happy… But you know what? The person who ruined everything for me wasn’t actually you.”
Between the black aura that began to spark, long horns were growing on both sides of Ariel's forehead.
“The day we took down the Administration together. When Eclat and I were searching through the archives to tell the world the truth, we found a document. It had just this one sentence written on it.”
It was the most false truth in the world.
“……‘Eradicate the Leaderstone family who are disguised as knights of the 9th Legion and are trying to reveal the truth of the demon world.’”
The person who issued the order and gave final approval to the document was the Director of the Bureau, Madison Ross.
But Ariel still didn't believe the contents of the document.
Just as I didn't believe the contents of the letter containing my father's will.
“Professor Grace, you are such an idiot. You asked me for forgiveness for something you didn’t even remember doing.”
But now Ariel knew what was true.
Because what you believe is the true truth of this world.
“Why did you do that? You probably already knew. Why on earth…….”
Meanwhile, Ariel's eyes, which had been filled with the spirit of "Mashinhwa", turned towards Grace.
Grace was looking at her palms, spread out like flowers in the middle of blooming.
“I wanted to atone for it even like that. The blood that covered this hand, the scent of blood that cut deep and still hasn’t been erased.”
The name Grace Euclid was already stained with the blood of countless men by the time she was commander of the 9th Legion.
“Because no one knows if I hurt someone without knowing it. Just like I took away the happiness of countless people with these hands.”
So where Grace fell was hell.
For her, hell was not a place she went to when she died.
“That’s why I wanted to ask for forgiveness, even if only from you. That way, I… wanted to escape from that hell.”
For her, hell was the daily life she returned to after the war ended.
“You really are such a fool.”
The next moment, Ariel gently held Grace's palm. When Grace raised her head, Ariel's eyes were downcast with bitterness.
“And you’re really stupidly kind. Like Rohan or Eclat…….”
Now the word revenge no longer existed on the page they were standing on.
“Ariel was also kind and affectionate to me. Like this hand.”
“Well, maybe. Let’s go now. Lord Rohan might have already obtained the ancient weapon.”
"okay."
There was only the beginning of a new story to fill the empty space of the erased words.
* * *
… … I was still falling.
It felt like about 10 minutes.
We also learned how deep this hole was.
If I had known this would happen, I would have taken out my lunch box and eaten as soon as I jumped down.
First of all, I can't see anything.
The whole area is pitch black, like the vast space of space where nothing has been written yet.
Whioooo―
At that moment, the flow of air suddenly changed.
I reflexively lowered my head to check below, but still couldn't see anything.
But I could tell.
The reason the air flow was different was because the wind was coming up from below, unlike before.
Woohoo.
Wrapping my self-defense gear around my body, I braced myself for the impact.
As expected, 5 seconds from now.
So… …now!
Kwaaaang!
The impact sound was so loud it echoed in my ears because it was falling with added acceleration.
My body didn't hurt. I had prepared for the impact in advance, and even if I fell from a high place, it wouldn't have been enough to cause me this much damage.
“Who’s there? …I can hear a voice.”
My voice echoed in the acrid, cloudy air from the dust I had kicked up when I landed.
The shape of the underworld was similar to a cave. It was the moment when I arranged a simple spell to light up my surroundings in order to examine it in more detail.
“Three paths?”
What unfolded before my eyes was a giant pupil.
From where I was standing, there were huge, round entrances on the right, left, and front.
It seems like the paths branch out and connect like anthills.
That too, a gigantic ant hole.
"The right leads to the Giants' Graveyard. Here, a Giant's lifespan was a curse. If you live in a place like this, you have two choices. Either stay in this darkness until the end, or take your own life."
In the activated "Reread", Rohan of this world stood before me like an afterimage.
He continued.
"There is a path to the left, but I recommend not going there. The underworld, or rather this 'prison', is not only populated by giants."
The underworld is said to be a 'prison' that Hamelin and Merlin found to imprison the giants.
In a prison like that, there would probably be guards.
There was no need to explain what kind of guards were needed to handle the giants.
“You could have just told them to go to the middle…….”
""If you hadn't explained it like this, what were you going to say if I didn't explain it to you again?""
… … That was also true, so I couldn’t refute it.
Thud thud.
I went through the middle entrance and went inside.
No further explanation was heard.
I guess there's no need to explain it from now on.
Or, even if I explain it, it's useless.
“The atmosphere was somehow gloomy.”
Suddenly, I raised my head and saw stalactite-shaped bloodstones hanging from the ceiling like icicles.
Not only that, but everything that made up this cave, including the walls and the floor, was made of bloodstone.
A sinister and creepy dark red color, as if it were a hardened clot of blood.
The emotions they evoke are no different from the trials I will face at the end of this path.
That was when.
Chiririt―
A sharp, shrill cry came from all directions, distracting and disorderly.
It was the moment when I reached for the hilt of the knife at the sound that sounded like the cry of an insect.
“You were the guards here.”
Beyond the edge of the light that spread around me, a head as big as a rock and a trunk as big as a tree trunk were writhing.
Quite a few descriptions ran through my head.
How should I express that?
I won't go into detail. We're not compatible beings.
Clang! Clang!
Dozens of enormous cockroaches rushed toward me at once.
At least, such a trick did not exist in the pages I read.
It may not have been a devil in the first place.
The waves of mana contained in the sobbing that felt like your eardrums would melt the moment you heard it, and the shell that didn't even seem like it could properly hold a sword, were truly the realm of suspense.
Chae-Ang!
I swatted away the tentacles that were rushing towards me as if they were targeting prey, and checked them through the "Status Window".
It was enough to compare it to suspense. Even I, who has repeatedly surpassed my limits, felt a tingling sensation in my fingertips as I held the sword.
still.
“It’ll be a good time to relieve some stress after a long time.”
To me, those guys were still like cockroaches.
Tsk tsk tsk!
I unleashed the power of the axle and summoned the settings of my loved ones, and began to slaughter them.
I've loaded quite a few settings so far, but it's not at a level where I have any concerns.
That day, when I learned the truth of this world, what I received as a reward was not just the last page with nothing written on it.
〔 Probability held: ‘1,178,405 P’ 〕
I have not been thoughtlessly abusing probability until now.
Now, the being that gave me probability was gone, but I was given an unimaginable probability.
I don't need to tell you who it's thanks to.
Who is that stupidly grateful person…?
… … Kuung!
At that moment, everything vibrated.
I wasn't the only one who was confused.
Even the bugs that were attacking me were standing still, their antennae wagging.
That was when.
Kwajik!
A hand reached out from the darkness and snatched up an insect, which burst horribly.
[It's already meal time.]
It was a sound that went beyond the eardrums and sent shivers down my entire body.
Dozens of arms appeared at the same time and snatched the bugs away in an instant.
Ugh, ugh.
The sound of something being chewed whole could be heard from all directions.
The carapace and antennae of the insects that couldn't even hold a knife properly were falling to the floor in crumbs.
“…….”
The moment I let my guard down, a feeling of anxiety that I would end up like one of those bugs washed over me.
The hand I just saw was so enormous that I had to give up trying to estimate its size.
I opened the core attached to the Eternal Heart with a deep breath. The resonance that emerged along with it also began to resonate.
[But what kind of bug is this?]
The moment I raised my head, dozens of pairs of eyes were staring at me in the darkness.
[… … I will eat first.]

            And then hands reached out to me.
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Before these people, talk of salvation and destruction was utterly useless.
[What are you talking about, I'll eat first.]
[Then I have a head.]
[No, you can't. The head is the most delicious part. You eat the legs.]
It's pointless to even talk about size.
Giants, no one could come near those giants.
The power they radiated simply by breathing was not a matter of superiority.
Just how powerful were Hamelin and Merlin? I thought as I was captured by the giants.
I wonder how powerful they must have been to be able to imprison these beings and take over the continent.
[The head and everything else, the genitals are the tastiest. It's a real delicacy.]
[Delicacy? It seems like you've lost your sense of taste because you've been wiping my behind.]
… … Those people were fighting over me.
It's like scholars gathered at a conference and having a heated discussion about where to start eating me.
There was no room for my doctor to interfere. In the first place, I was not a human being but rather a tasty prey to them, and it wouldn't be strange if a fight broke out at any moment.
One of the giants said.
[It would be better to cut it into different parts and then decide who will eat what.]
And then, the knuckles as big as rocks carefully picked up my hands and feet.
For a moment, the image of a prisoner being torn apart by a cart appeared before my eyes. That was the situation I was in.
How do I do this… … .
The Giants were such an absurd race that even if Queos came, they would be in the same situation as me.
That was when.
[It tastes best when eaten while alive.]
[That's true. Then how about crushing their hands and feet like this so they can't escape?]
[Then you won't be able to feel the juice.]
[Isn't the body full of juice?]
With those words the giants placed me back on the ground.
Now they would fight to see who would taste me first.
There was zero chance of me escaping from here, and they seemed to know that, as they paid no attention to my movements.
[… … By the way, it’s been a really long time since I’ve seen a human.]
The next moment, one of the giants stroked my crown with his fingertips.
I looked up at them while activating the "Unified Language" and answered calmly.
“Aren’t you going to eat me?”
[Amazing. Are there still humans who can speak our language?]
“The greatest weapon of a human like me is my records. Human memory is as biased as our lifespan, which is less than a hundred years.”
[That's true too. You humans have always written everything down.]
It is an undeniable fact that one of humanity's greatest strengths and weapons is the ability to record.
But contrary to what I said, there were no records of giants anywhere in the world.
Because they were beings who disappeared before recorded history even began.
[Are you really surprised? I was so happy that I tried to joke around.]
By the way, what kind of development is this?
[If you still want, I'll eat it.]
"……no."
Just a moment ago, the giants who looked like they would chew me up and swallow me in one breath were sitting together in a crowded place, watching me.
I added strings to the array to see them in more detail.
With the current brightness, I couldn't even see the faces of the giants at the top.
And the moment I saw the giants' faces, I regretted it.
It wasn't because their faces were ugly.
[It's dazzling.]
"sorry."
I quickly lowered the brightness back down.
It was a demon.
A ferocious and vicious demon that looks as if it will swallow the world whole.
My fingertips began to tremble without me knowing it.
If it was just one, I wouldn't know, but seeing dozens of those faces gathered together made me feel like I was standing before the judges of hell.
[So what happened to humans here?]
That question brought me back to my purpose.
There was no time to tremble in fear.
No matter who they are, I must move forward.
“I need the heart of Gargantua―”
Boom!
The moment I uttered those words, I was thrown off the floor and was pinned to the ceiling.
I looked down quietly and saw the eyes of the giants staring at me as if they were a collapsing planet hundreds of millions of light years away in the universe.
One of the giants said.
[You humans have always been too greedy. I thought that as time passed, your greed would subside, but instead, your greed has become even more pronounced.]
[Compared to the greed and desires of humans, we are pitifully small beings. Small but great human. What have you come to take from us again?]
The atmosphere among the giants, which had been friendly until just a moment ago, became dark and gloomy, like the sun being obscured by the moon.
Gargantua is the king of the giants, and I am merely a human.
But the humans of that country had not only taken the continent from them, but were now trying to steal the heart that their king had left behind.
“You are right.”
But I had neither the time nor the luxury to convince them.
“It is human greed to continue to expand without stopping until the moment of death. Compared to my greed, you are not giants but mere dwarves.”
[If you understand, then go back to your world. Before we really tear you limb from limb and devour you.]
“Don’t you know better than anyone that I, a greedy person, won’t turn back? I won’t turn back even one step until I take Gargantua’s heart.”
Silent giants.
Their eyes deepened as if they were looking at unchanging history.
[I have seen people like you who have lived with an unbearable burden on their backs. When I see you, I am reminded of Hamelin and Merlin… … .]
As soon as I drew my sword, a simple fist swung forward and came rushing at me from the front. However, its power was anything but simple.
It felt like the world was coming straight at me. It was such a crushing blow.
Kuuung!
The moment the fist collided, a shockwave of light spread out in all directions.
Thud!
In the aftermath, bloodstones hanging from the ceiling began to fall like hail.
In a landscape that seemed to be dripping blood, giants wearing armor made of fallen bloodstones spoke to me.
[We will be your grave.]
* * *
Long ago, this land was home to giants.
[… … You humans are mistaken. You are mistaken in thinking that we were defeated by Hamelin and Merlin and were banished to the underworld.]
A time when everything was huge, including flowers, trees, and even insects.
It was a time when beings smaller than insects entered such a world.
[Merlin was a man of great eloquence. Moreover, he was so clever and wise that he could learn our language overnight.]
[Hamelin was a man of great strength and agility. He could jump so high that he could look us in the eye.]
The origins of Hamelin and Merlin are not written on any page.
Information like where they came from and where they disappeared to.
But what was certain was that Hamelin and Merlin were beings of different dimensions.
[They were desperate. At first, they asked to be allowed to live with them on this land. Then they wanted food, and then they wanted clothes to wear. As always, the problem came after that.]
The giants offered no defense.
And yet, despite all my efforts, my blade could not even scratch their hide.
Just standing there, that skin stuck to them, was their defense and their attack.
[It was around the time when the human population began to increase. Even if we lived together, this continent was still spacious enough. … … But it seemed that you humans were lacking even that.]
As if everyone was still remembering history, each giant opened their mouths one by one.
I struggled to survive, but soon reality dawned on me.
The fact that no matter how strong the bugs are, humans never fight them.
The giant behind me continued speaking, slapping my head with his palm.
[You wanted us to disappear from the land. Only then did we realize that this vast continent was infinitely inadequate for your human greed.]
Goooo─
The forces of chaos and order, crawling up the blade of the Eternal Heart, mingled together.
Merlin's form pushed through the air and shook the earth, while hundreds of arrayed spells simultaneously embodied all the elements of the world.
Still, all I could do was avoid their hands.
Only then did I realize.
The truth is that the giants are not trapped in this underworld, but came here of their own accord.
And the terrifying reality that they could escape from here at any moment and rule the world again.
[So we gave the world to you.]
“But it could have wiped us out.”
[Of course. Just by walking side by side, you would have disappeared without a sound overnight.]
“Why did you give in? Why did you take us into consideration?”
I thought about this battle, or rather, the one-sided pressure that could not be called a battle.
Why don't you kill me?
Why are they telling me these stories when they could crush me and make me burst the moment they reach out?
It was then that a soft and majestic voice was heard.
[We loved you.]
That was the reason why a half-breed giant like Wolfwin could be born.
[In the beginning, you were pure. We loved that purity. We knew that only a few humans had greed that surpassed our heads, so we decided to love the majority.]
And that was the history of the world that I had watched with those eyes until now.
[Just like your appearance, your greed was different. Some people's greed was to conquer a land that they couldn't even walk on, while others' greed was to make the world peaceful and beautiful.]
There were no further attacks.
The giants asked me, who was barely able to control my heavy breathing.
[Small but mighty human, what is your greed that has overflowed?]
[What desire do you wish to satisfy with the heart our king left behind?]
I fell to the ground as if I was falling, then I raised my head.
Unlike their appearance, their eyes were filled with an incomparable purity that was looking down at me.
Perhaps it was the attraction that made them love purity.
It must have been simply the result of loving another pure being.
I shouted with my mana towards the greatest and purest beings in the world.
[I want to destroy this world.]
I was still the "final boss" of my world.
This setting gave me great power, just like its name.
But there was a price to pay.
"Final Boss" ⸺ Unique Features
✵Description
- A character with this setting will definitely achieve destruction.
Now I have to destroy something.
So then what must be destroyed?
[I want to destroy this world without hope or miracles and create the world I want.]
Grace and I have already reached the end of our fate in a cycle of saving each other.
Now, what I want to change is this ‘first page’ that I gave up on.
Where we stand now is not the last page.
The first where everything began, where everything became twisted and distorted.
Everything was ruined because the beginning was wrong.
“That is my greed.”
So, let me fix it now.
If I cannot break the laws of cause and effect and fate that exist in this world, then I will use them.
So, I will write down the ending I wanted to see so badly on my last page… … .
[Remaking the world, what a truly human greed.]
[It's an absurdly vain dream. After all, do humans not change?]
[Now we are helpless.]
Suddenly, all the giants' fists reached out towards me at the same time.
But I neither ran away nor retreated.
If I had run away and retreated now, I would not have gotten this far.
[That is why we love you.]
The next moment, instead of attacking me, the giants took turns stroking my head with their fingertips.
It was a bit rough, not befitting its strength and size, but it was a very gentle and warm touch.
[Okay, we'll give you our hearts.]
[It was Gargantua's will to give you the world. So I'm sure Gargantua will understand this as well.]
It seemed like the gamble was successful.
It was the moment when I was about to breathe a sigh of relief at the result I had barely achieved.
[There is a problem instead.]
“As for the size, it’s fine. I’ll try to get it somehow―”
[That's not it.]
Rather, it was the giants who sighed.
The breath was rushing towards me like a storm.

            [Actually, that heart was broken.]
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“……If I were to estimate roughly, it would seem to be over two or three hundred?”
The Roanoke Fortress was home to the greatest dynasty on the continent.
“Hey, look at all that filthy stuff around here. It looks like they’ve been eating each other like crazy.”
“It’s not just two or three hundred. It’s made up of at least top-notch suspense.”
“By the way, why are all those guys gathered there?”
At the same time, this castle, now completely destroyed, was once the resting place of the greatest knight in the world.
Ellis arrives in Roanoke with the camp people to find Excalibur, the second ancient weapon and Arthur's heirloom.
She answered, watching the suspenseful crowd gather like flies tangled around a discarded fruit peel.
“They probably know what’s buried here.”
“Well, there were some guys who would sometimes barge into the camp because of the captain’s pendant.”
Ellis nodded in agreement and counted the number of people who came with her.
‘152 people. Even if we are all Weapon Masters or Archmages, we are still inferior. To deal with a high-level suspense, we need at least two people. … … It’s quite a sight to see it like this. We are now the last of the human race.’
Ellis smiled self-deprecatingly, perhaps thinking that the current situation was bitter.
If they too face death, there will be no humanity on this earth.
Moving forward in such a situation was not something that could be done with courage alone.
“I’m going to explain the operation now, so everyone, listen carefully. Don’t focus your ears so you don’t get caught. Rachel.”
“I’m here, Captain.”
“Rachel, divide the wizards and have them surround this castle on all sides.”
Rachel nodded, having roughly figured out what Ellis's plan was. Rachel was once a member of the royal magician group of the Kingdom of Ghent.
Rachel answered.
“Leave it to me. I’m confident in bombing.”
“It’s the opposite. The job of the wizards, including Rachel, is to complete a massive multi-spell.”
“Multiple dose?”
Rachel tilted her head for a moment, not understanding. Ellis smiled.
“Yes. And that illusion spell is so large that it can surround the entire fortress.”
Only then did Rachel realize Ellis' plan and continue speaking.
“That’s what it was. Certainly, none of those guys have high mental powers like Drain or Mana Cutter.”
“Yeah. That’s how I survived the last ‘Battle of Whitefish Range’… no, I won.”
One of the Weapon Masters, who had been silently listening to their conversation, opened his mouth.
“Then, in the meantime, our knights can take care of them? It might be a bit difficult, but let’s do our best…….”
Ellis lightly waved at the knights who had begun to show their momentum even before the battle began.
“I never said anything about fighting them?”
"……what?"
“Right now, each and every one of us is in a sorry state. Why waste energy in this situation?”
Ellis, who was watching the suspense again, raised one corner of her mouth.
“The illusion technique is just a way to buy time. Everyone, get moving. Operation begins.”
“If the captain says so, then so be it. Did you all hear? The wizards, follow Rachel.”
Ellis, who was looking at the group that had set off as she had said, looked down at the Horizon Pendant she was holding.
Ellis opened her mouth, recalling the moment when she first received this pendant from Rohan.
“You said it, the wisest way is to win without fighting.”
In this world, Ellis was no hero.
In the past, there were so many people I loved, but now the reality was that I could count them all on my ten fingers.
‘Still, I’m glad Rohan is here. If it weren’t for you, I would have disappeared without accomplishing anything… … .’
Once upon a time, her closet was her only world.
Every day, beyond the tightly locked closet, only sobs leaked out.
It was Rohan who broke down the closet door and released Ellis into the world again.
""I've been looking for you for a long time, Ellie.""
Then Ellis looked up at Rohan with her face covered in tears.
"“Get up. I will make you a knight.”
That endlessly stupid smile.
"Please become a knight with me and protect Grace."
And those warm hands.
‘Now I won’t run away or give up.’
But regret still remained.
‘So… … So I want to turn back.’
If I had one more chance, I would have graduated from Springwind with flying colors as the top student.
I wanted to pass the knight promotion exam with flying colors and inherit the Knights of Eclat with flying colors.
Now the opportunity is looming before our eyes.
“This time, I will save everyone I love.”
The words that had been welling up in her heart flowed out between Ellis' lips.
The next moment, Rachel's magic spells in conjunction with the wizards began to unfold before Ellis' eyes.
Finally, after confirming that they had succeeded, Ellis also arranged the ritual.
Woohoooo ...
The rising Horizon Pendant radiated a vast mana.
Ellis clutched the pendant tightly, not wanting it to break at any moment.
‘Just hold on a little longer, just a little longer, Pendant… … .’
Like her unfulfilled dream, it was not yet time to be shattered.
Ellis lowered her eyes, noticeably calmer and more serene than before.
And then, with the tips of his raised fingers, he infinitely expanded some kind of magic.
Kugugug… …
The ground beneath my feet vibrated, and the air distorted and twisted along with my breath.
The moment when Ellis's intense and vivid eyes illuminated the world once again was the moment when the completed "Dimensional Leap" swallowed up all the suspense before my eyes.
Kugugugug!
Only then did the suspense people who had been in a state of ecstasy look around.
However, by the time they realized it was a trap, they were already being drawn to another dimension by the spell Ellis had created.
Tsk tsk tsk!
In the blink of an eye, all the suspense that had been building up in the castle disappeared.
The group, who had been blankly watching the scene, all cheered for Ellis, regardless of whether they were knights or magicians.
“As expected, the captain is the best! I told you he’s not in his right mind. Oh, he was like that all along.”
“Aren’t you going to watch your mouth? We’ve survived so far thanks to someone.”
“But what do you have in your hand? A will? Hey, tear that up right now. Why should we die when we have a leader?”
Ellis shrugged her shoulders, seeming embarrassed.
Since she became the leader of the camp, such compliments have become almost routine.
That was when.
“……Before we knew it, our Ellie had become such a proud adult, a knight.”
It was an unforgettable voice.
When she turned her gaze to follow the voice, the person who had already been sent underground was staring at Ellis.
"dad……."
Perhaps it was because of the aftereffects of the illusionary technique, but the face of my father, whom I had longed for, was still smiling brightly enough to make me miss him.
Not only that, but there were also people like Susan, who Ellis had loved, standing by Dennis' side.
“I believe you can do it. The Ellie I know is that kind of friend.”
“Yeah! Just trust me, Susan. This time, I will definitely……”
Ellis smiled as she watched their figures fade away along with the disappearing illusionary spell.
“……I will definitely save everyone.”
* * *
It's not unexpected.
As time passed, it was natural for it to rust, and as with everything, it faded and matured.
… … But isn’t this too much?
“It seems like you haven’t been managing it well.”
As I entered the depths of the underworld with the giants, I found myself standing in a relatively large cavity, just like where I first landed.
In the center of the pupil, large and small fragments were strewn about haphazardly.
Although the words ‘big and small’ were used, even the smallest fragments were as tall as a two or three story building.
One of the giants scratched his head at my worried voice.
[We tried to fix it too. We just didn't have the dexterity that humans have. That's right.]
What is it?
Well, I didn't expect them to be that dexterous.
Because in the first place, they were beings that didn't need tools.
I reluctantly nodded my head and turned on the light on the ceiling to check the condition of the shield.
The shattered, or rather, shattered pieces of the shield before my eyes were the ancient weapon I was looking for, the ‘Heart of Gargantua’ left behind by the King of the Giants.
At that moment, I discovered something and pointed to the part of the shield handle that was still intact.
“The grip strap is completely broken. It looks like you fought a very strong enemy…….”
[Enemies? There are no enemies here to oppose us.]
"yes?"
The next moment, the Giant, who was still scratching his head, answered shyly.
[Actually, it broke while I was playing with it.]
What did you just say… …?
[I'm so bored here, haha!]
For a moment, my mind went blank and my hand unconsciously reached for the hilt of the knife.
But it seemed I wasn't the only one who felt the heat.
[What did you do well enough to make you laugh?]
puck!
[Okay, I was wrong! Don't hit me!]
[You are a disgrace to our Giant. If you go around bragging that you are a Giant, you will die.]
[Hey human, save me… …!]
Pubber pubber pubber!
The giants standing nearby started beating him for breaking his heart.
It looked like just a light beating, but to me, it felt like a supernova exploding every time our fists clashed.
The Giant, who was standing next to me, said, leaving the culprit lying on the floor in rags behind him.
[But there is a way.]
I quickly asked at the good news.
“What is the method?”
[I need materials. I don't know if you know, but to restore that heart, I need 'Leviathan's fluid'. With that fluid, I can put the pieces back together.]
“If it’s Leviathan……”
The ending of the words became vague.
The name was never directly mentioned by anyone else in the original work.
The only reason I knew about Leviathan's existence was because it was mentioned very briefly in passing.
Even that was at the level of comparing it to how strong the target was, like ‘Mother of the Black Forest’ or ‘Eyes that Watch Destruction’.
Above all, those names were ‘kings’ who ruled over a dimension.
Although Ariel rules now, the original owner of the ‘Starlight Maze’ was the ‘Eyes that Watch Destruction’.
And the being that rules over the ‘Black Forest’ as its name suggests is the ‘Mother of the Black Forest’.
There are many other dimensions, but among them, the most vicious and vicious area is the 'Infinite Silence', which is ruled by Leviathan, the 'one who surrounds the world'.
Before discussing his strength, there is no way for us to find ‘infinite silence’, or rather, there is no way to get there.
Because the meaning of that ‘silence’ was death.
Because it was a world of final death where one would face eternal death the moment one set foot in it.
The Giant's voice that told me that was also skeptical, as if he knew that fact.
[Unfortunately, you couldn't take that heart from the beginning.]
Fuck.
I could only nod.
Still, I had to find a way.
There must be another way.
Yeah, there's another way... ... Wait a minute.
Could it be that the dimension I came from still has ancient weapons left?
In the end, you could just borrow ‘Excalibur’ from Arthur for a little while, right?
That was when.
Phong!
‘Michael’, who had been summoned with a cheerful bottle cap sound, was panting while looking at me with his tongue hanging out cutely. Michael was the name I gave to my servant.
[What a cute little furball.]
[I'll stroke you too.]
The giants who saw this reached out and caressed Michael.
While Michael lay there with his stomach exposed, terrified by the overwhelming hands, I looked at the Servant who had been summoned without my consent and asked.
"what's the matter?"
bruise?
“You want to play? I’ll tell you that later when I get home…….”
For a moment, I remembered my servant's settings and my eyes lit up.
“……You, can you really do it?”
Woof woof!
Then Michael, or rather Servant, barked confidently.
Maybe it's possible.
Right now, my Servant had become stronger along with me. No matter how poor the Servant's cost-effectiveness was, the power that the sled possessed was not something to be talked about.
I apologized and stepped back from the giants for a moment, then released the power of the axle and placed my hand on the servant's back.
He was the type of guy who could easily restore a ruined village.
If you add the power of a sledgehammer to that guy… … it’s worth a try.
“Then I beg you, Michael.”
bruise!
The moment Michael barked loudly, the broken pieces rose up all at once.
The magic spells were arranged to fill the pupils. The surprised giants roared.
[Has humanity developed this much in the meantime?]
[It was also a human who fixed my broken rice bowl thousands of years ago.]
[He made me a spoon too. It took 5 years though.]
In the meantime, I also stood there with my mouth open in a daze, stroking the servant's back without stopping.
The pieces that had started to move backwards were finding their places one by one.
Finally, as Gargantua's heart was restored, the exhausted Servant stuck out his tongue and sat down on the floor.
“Thank you. Now go in and rest. I’ll play with you a lot later.”
After unsummoning the servant, I slowly moved towards the shield.
“This is an ancient weapon…….”
The first impression was ordinary.
The shield that reflected my face clearly had no decorations whatsoever.
However, the moment I encountered it, I could immediately sense the power contained in this object as the overwhelming chill gripped me.
Ss ...
The moment I placed my hand on the surface, the shield began to beat like a heart.
And what was heard was a voice.
[… … I ask, where do you want to spend my heart?]
All the giants knelt at that voice.
I looked around, but no one was looking at me.
The source of the voice was this shield. I also answered towards the shield.
“I want to protect the person I love.”
[I also made this for my loved ones. However, the path of a single finger joint given to you is far from that mission.]
“Protection is not just about protecting. Sometimes, breaking down obstacles and moving forward is also part of protection.”
[… … I really like that answer.]
That voice was the echo of a being who loved this world more than anyone else.
‘Gargantua’, who now only remains as an intangible entity, continued speaking.
[But just as every guardian must bear the shield, so you too must bear this weight. Can you do it?]
I didn't answer.
He simply reached out his other hand towards the shield.
“Ugh……!”
He tried with all his might to lift the shield.
The blood vessels in his hands holding the shield and all over his body stood out, showing how much strength he had put into it.
Coffee flowed down the left side.
The edges of my vision began to fade into white.
I feel like I'm going to die.
But if I can protect those I love with this, then this weight is nothing.
“Eww!!”
For a moment the shield shook.
Without missing the gap, he held the shield in his arms and bent his waist in the opposite direction.
[How could this happen… …!]
[Humans have always surprised us. Not just now.]
I couldn't hear anything.
It was at that moment that the shield became as light as a feather.
[I really didn't know you could lift it... ... Anyway, your heart has been proven.]
When I turned my gaze, I saw the shield hovering precariously, almost touching the ground.
Eventually, the shield gradually became smaller and smaller until it was small enough for me to wear.
I used all my strength and lay back down, holding the shield in my arms.
Gargantua continued speaking in a voice that seemed to be looking at something lovely.

            [Small but great human, I will become your heart.]
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Like the thickness of a book page that has reached its end, my heart has become infinitely thinner.
“With this, all preparations are complete.”
I know that this page I am standing on is both the first and the last.
And that there is nothing beyond this page.
“I will take Gargantua’s heart. I will ask Ellie, who worked hard to find Excalibur, to take care of it.”
“No. It would be better for Grace to use it than for me. No matter how good the sword is, if it lacks skill, it is no better than a practice sword.”
Still, the mood it brings is hopeful.
Even if every sentence is cut off and never connected again, the story will never end.
“Then I’ll leave Claude Solas to Ariel and Ellie instead. That spear is a weapon that shines brighter the more hands touch it.”
“I don’t feel like going with Eclat, but since it’s Rohan’s word, I can’t help it. I understand.”
That's why we were able to turn the pages of the book even with a feeling of regret.
“That goes for me too? Anyway, leave the spear to us, Rohan!”
And then he reaches out again.
No matter where your fingertips point, there is always a new story waiting for us… … .
“……Rohan.”
"huh?"
Then Ellie tapped me on the side.
Ellie, who had been playfully looking up at me, snickered.
“Are you ready to set the mood again?”
“What are you talking about? When did I ever set the mood… That’s not it.”
“No, what is that? Then what is that expression? What is that expression that barely suppresses sadness like the protagonist of that tragic story?”
At those words, he quickly changed his expression.
Before I knew it, I was making that face again.
But there's nothing I can do.
Our whole thing depended on this page.
In contrast to his thin heart, his whole body felt as heavy as a thousand gold pieces.
“Don't worry.”
As I followed Ariel's voice, I saw her smiling calmly.
“We can make things right again. I believe it. What I believe is true now. And I’m sorry to Professor Grace, but if I go back, I’ll love you with all my heart.”
Ariel suddenly declares war on Grace.
Grace, who had been responding to her quietly, nodded subtly.
“Then I will do my best. I will do my best to love Rohan.”
Grace was no slouch either. She was no longer just another wounded hero of the Empire.
By the way, why do people act so embarrassingly like this… … .
Of course, I had no reason to feel bad about the promise of love. On the contrary, my heart was pounding.
Then Ellie raised her hand and said in a mischievous voice.
“What is this fight about? Then I want to join in! I love Rohan and I love Grace too~”
At those words, Ariel gave Ellie a cold glare.
“What is that? It looks like a spineless eclat.”
“Who says you don’t have a backbone? You’re a cat who only tries to seduce married men!”
“It’s better to have eyes for one married man than to fall in love with this or that guy. And you haven’t even had a wedding yet. If you steal him before the wedding, isn’t he my man?”
“What…? Look at what he’s saying, Rohan! This kid is going to be in big trouble!”
Even if it were me, how could I stop those two?
It's time to do that. It's time to do that.
Still, thanks to the smile I got from seeing that sight, I was able to escape from my negative feelings.
What we need to lay at the foundation of our lives now is not a gloomy and gloomy silence, but a bright and fierce noise.
… … Queos.
I don't know what your purpose is.
Even what kind of world you want to create, what you want others to observe.
“Grace, are you ready? Shall we go now, Rohan? I’m sick of a world without a playroom.”
However, if you interfere with our destiny, we will definitely stop you, no matter who you are.
Even if the pages of this world are torn from a huge book, I will definitely move forward.
“Let’s go. Write our ending.”
That's why I'm standing here, on this page.
* * *
On the other side of the distant universe, he too stood.
[… … you violated everything.]
Before Queo's eyes, a nothingness spread out, not even extending to the margins of the universe, where nothing existed.
The voice was coming from there.
[Speak up, Designer A254533. If you don't say anything, I will immediately destroy this worldview, including you.]
Queos was stepping on a stone.
Although it was still nothing more than a fragment compared to this universe, it would one day come together and form a planet.
It was at that moment that Queos' eyelids drooped as he held his hands together politely and smiled in an unknown manner.
“As for the argument, I think you guys are too greedy.”
[I forgot who gave birth to you━]
“Have you forgotten who gave you life?”
[…….]
Those voices were the ones who created Queos and the true masters of all narratives.
But even so, Queos remained polite, with his shoulders and back straight, not bending anything.
Queos continued speaking.
“So far, I have brought you hundreds of billions of lives, or rather, “probabilities.” I believe I have already fulfilled my duty, but I am deeply concerned that it might be too greedy to ask for more.”
[Plausibility is always lacking. Even if there were ten times that much probability, we were always lacking. That's why we allowed creators and designers like you to take our narrative.]
Queos's brow furrowed slightly at their still greedy behavior.
Queos smiled without showing it.
“Of course. Because of your narratives, creators and designers like us can come up with better stories and worldviews. For example, ‘Mana’ or ‘Myth’, which can be considered the foundation of the world.”
It was a truth that existed upon truth.
“But there was one thing that was missing.”
[What is that?]
“Labor Standards Act.”
[… … What is that?]
“In some worlds, they call it that. Anyway, what I want to say is this.”
As soon as Queo slowly opened his eyes, his smile disappeared.
“……I want to rest.”
He straightened his disheveled tie bar and combed his hair back with a comb he took out of his bosom.
“But I don’t just want to rest.”
[I understand what you mean. So the result of your wanting to rest is that worldview?]
Queos turned his head at those words and looked out at the universe spread out behind him for a moment.
Countless stars shone, and among those countless dots, the world he had wanted to create blinked in an unfinished state.
Queos, who had once again raised his head, responded head-on.
“Yes. That worldview is very different from what I’ve always designed. On the contrary, it’s also very similar to the worldview I’ve always wanted.”
[Are you saying that you wanted to create your own utopia by violating everything?]
“That’s right. However, it was a worldview that couldn’t gather enough probability to satisfy you all. It doesn’t matter. This time, I just need to satisfy myself.”
[That's ridiculous. So, have you completed a worldview that satisfies you?]
Queos neither denied nor confirmed. The world view he had designed had already left his hands.
It was then that Queos remembered someone who was now writing the story on his behalf.
“Roughly. No…….”
Queo smiled brighter and happier than ever.
“Yes. It has finally been completed.”
The stars were silent.
Even so, the universe was constantly expanding like an expanding worldview even at this moment.
“Even now, beyond this page, stories that will fill in your possibilities are being written endlessly…….”
Queos knew that even all such changes were confined to a single page.
“Then wouldn’t one page like this be okay?”
[… … That makes sense. Although it is lacking, this worldview also has a certain degree of plausibility. I will withdraw the decision to destroy this worldview.]
"thank you."
[However, after finishing this worldview, immediately move to ‘End Record’. You will receive the remaining probability that was not found in this worldview there.]
“If it’s the record of the end… did I have the qualifications to do so?”
[Your qualifications are already sufficient. However, it is uncertain whether you will be able to ‘end’ there.]
The Record of the End. Queos answered, recalling a "book" that was greater and more gigantic than any page.
“Okay, I’ll accept. Of course, I have no right to refuse. But I have a favor to ask. If you are generous, I’m sure you will grant my request.”
[I'll listen and decide. What do you want?]
“Even if the “Great Chapter” begins in the record of the end, please leave this world view as a separate page. Are you surprised by such a small request?”
[Anyway, this kind of weak worldview will be difficult to carry out as the mainstream. Alright.]
Queos, who had received approval, only then let out a sigh.
Now this place would be safe no matter what happened beyond this page.
At least if ‘they’ keep their promises.
No voices have been heard since.
Quaos, who was thrown into a loneliness so severe that his whole body froze, turned his body around the fragments.
“Whether this page will be an epilogue or a prologue will depend on the narrative you have built up so far. Then, my protagonist…….”
A tiny, tiny star was shining pale and blue in the distance.
“……I’ll be looking forward to your ending.”
* * *
A ruined café. The café's windows once overlooked Roman Road.
At the same time, this is where all stories began.
“……The one who called you to be the “Genius Wizard of Springwind” was the creator of this world.”
Like Rohan first opening his eyes to this world, Queos sat there.
“But it was my choice as the designer to make you ‘Rohan’ among the many characters. The reason is simple. It was the least likely way.”
There was no one around him. Nevertheless, Queos continued to speak as if he was telling a story to someone.
“Originally, this world was a work that I had put a lot of effort into for my career. I couldn’t tolerate changing that world so arbitrarily. But I still wanted to give it a chance. … Because hope with little possibility is the cruelest despair.”
Within, Queos smiled, covering his lips with the back of his hand.
“I like that kind of despair, that kind of tragedy. But on the other hand, the existence of probability also means that failure is not necessarily inevitable. Sometimes, just like someone’s desperate gesture can change a great destiny.”
… … Woof!
See you later!
The next moment, magics generated from all directions flew in, aiming for Queos' nape.
But the magic was all gone the moment Queos wiggled his eyebrows.
Queos finally got up from his seat. He turned around and greeted Rohan, who was now in battle mode with his companions, politely.
“At one time, my protagonist was Michael Riepenstein. He is the most ideal protagonist in this world. But look at this. Now, the protagonist is you. Because I… am starting to like you.”
Rohan frowned at the sight of Queos spouting unpleasant words as soon as they met, and rushed forward with Eternal Heart in front.
Queos, who was watching the scene, quietly raised his right hand.
“Oh, there’s one thing I didn’t tell you. The final bosses of all the worlds I’ve created are…….”
Kuuung━━!
“……There is no mercy.”
The moment Queos snapped his fingers, a giant blade formed out of thin air and pierced Rohan's chest.
Not only that, but Grace, Ellis, and Ariel, who were trying to follow Rohan, were also pierced in the vital points by the blade.
“That kind of slow development isn’t trendy these days.”
Even though they had finally reached the end, Queos's expression turned gloomy at their still disappointing skills.
“This page couldn’t be an epilogue after all. It doesn’t matter. We can start over. From the beginning. Yes, from the beginning…….”
That was when.
Tsk tsk tsk!
For a moment, a strange aura so strong it made my heart contract, mercilessly striking Queos's side.
Queos quickly defended against an unidentified attack.
Thanks to the defense, his body was intact, but because of that, the neatness that Queos had so insisted on was disturbed.
It was the moment when Queos, who had released his defenses, was hastily checking on those who had fallen.
'……illusion?'
I couldn't believe it.
There was no one in this world who could cast a spell of illusion on him.
But what I saw with my own two eyes was definitely an illusion.
In the next moment, in the fading illusion, the voice of a person who desperately wanted to see his own end was heard.
“Long time no see, huh?”
Only then did Queos realize the situation and straighten his disheveled clothes.
As I slowly turned my gaze, I saw the Eternal Heart overlapping behind Gargantua's heart, radiating a light like the Milky Way.
Rohan said.

            “……It is now time to bring the curtain down on the stage, Queos.”
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                                § A story that must end (6)
Finding Queos was surprisingly easy, since we had Ariel.
If Queo wanted to kill us, he could do it anytime, anywhere.
But Queos didn't do that.
Why did you wait until we were ready?
The answer to that question could be summed up in simple reasoning.
“You’re later than scheduled. Even I can’t do a long interlude.”
The theatrical play of Queos is not over yet. That must be the reason why it has waited for us until now.
Until this moment, Queos had viewed this world as a simple stage. A stage where everything could be moved at any time according to the director's will.
That being said, we had no intention of being played around like puppets in the script written by Queos.
“……Your world is over.”
Grace appeared behind Ilsun Queos's back, scattering a pure white aura.
In Grace's hands she held Excalibur, which had some teeth missing.
Now, the past glory engraved on that heavy sword had faded, but the single-minded devotion and faith that once gave everything for their lord were still vivid.
Crunch!
A bewildered Queos turned his head toward Grace. His cleanly severed left arm rose into the air.
Queos' expression was crumpled with anger. It was the moment he was about to snap his right fingers in a hurry.
See you later!
The moment Ariel and Ellie appeared in the "space jump", the tip of the undefeated swordsman's spear pierced the back of Queos' hand.
“I finally got my revenge on you.”
“If you commit a crime, it’s only right that you be punished, right? … You son of a bitch.”
As if that wasn't enough, the tip of their spears advanced fiercely and blew off one of Queos' ears.
Without missing the gap, I leapt forward with all my might and my shield slammed into Queos' chest with all its might.
Thud!
Queos was lying on the ground with his left arm cut off and his right arm impaled on a spear.
I stepped on Queo's chest and looked down at his face, aiming the tip of my sword.
“I also hate slow development.”
His neat suit was soaked with his own blood.
It had been a long time since the once white tie bar and necktie had turned red.
It was then that Queos' lips, through which sticky blood was flowing back, barely moved.
“Wow… It was worth the wait….”
The next moment, Ellie noticed something suspicious and shouted in surprise.
“Rohan! This kid is also welcome━!”
Before he could finish his words, the new form of Queos, which was dying, disappeared like a mirage.
Again, Queo's voice was heard behind me.
“Didn’t I tell you then? You can never kill me. Well, I guess I didn’t say that. It was a given.”
Yes, that's right.
No matter how hard we try, we will never be able to kill Queos, the being that reigns over that world.
This too will be nothing more than a pastime to you.
It's just one of the countless scenes you've designed.
After all, this is just a stage that you created, and everyone, including me, is just moving according to the script you wrote.
but.
“Didn’t I tell you? You will die by my hands someday.”
Even so, I won't let things go the way you want them to.
“No matter what kind of being you are, since you have already set foot in this world, you are nothing more than a role like me. Surely you have not forgotten the laws of the world?”
Above all, this world line was the center and reference point for all dimensions.
Nothing was set in stone.
So from now on, I will decide.
Your death.
The ending of this world that will be completed with you completely excluded.
“That’s true. But if you’re talking about cause and effect—”
Boom!
“……I’d like to tell you that this is a bit of an absurd story.”
Grace's blade, which had advanced as if it would not allow even an inch of leeway, struck Queos.
Ariel, who entered the "Mashinhwa" amidst the fluttering black aura, grew wings behind her shoulders, and under Ellie's cold and hot belief to protect everyone, the Horizon Pendant was born in the middle of the world.
[Using ‘180P’, load ‘Ariel Riepenstein’s’ setting, “Demonization”.]
[Your “understanding” of ‘Ariel Riepenstein’ has reached its limit.]
[The setting of the called ‘Ariel Riepenstein’, “Demonization” is changed to “Deity Transformation”.]
I, too, was preparing to write the ending following my loved ones.
[Your “understanding” of ‘Ellis Eclat’ has reached its limit.]
[Use ‘175P’ to load the setting of ‘Ellis Eclat’, “Knight of the 10th Circle”.]
That was all for the settings that could be loaded. Unfortunately, Michael's understanding is not yet 100%.
Even so, I still had a lot left.
〔 The “Law of 4” Activated 〕
[The setting of ‘Grace Euclid’, the effect of “Savior” applies to everyone.]
[The setting of ‘Ariel Riepenstein’ and the effect of ‘Descendants of Hamelin’ apply to everyone.]
[The setting of ‘Alice Eclat’, the effect of “Hero” is applied to everyone.]
Countless messages came and went at the same time. This was just the beginning.
Damn it!
Ellie, who was holding onto Claude Solas, rushed towards Queos alone, leaving Ariel behind, who was condensing her aura that stimulated her inner fear.
As she advanced, a corner of the world froze, and the whole world shrank under the peril created by that tiny crack.
“Now, Ariel!”
As the spear tips clashed, a massive aura descended over Queos' head.
Before I knew it, I was staring at Ariel falling endlessly from the edge of the sky.
“It was you. You took everything from me.”
It was not a crash. It was a free flight into a new era, a leap into the future.
“……Now it’s my turn to get revenge.”
Ariel's eyes, which transcended the world, were aloof and detached, but the blade that matched her gaze was ominously beautiful, as if it would shatter the world.
Quagagagagagak━!
A huge crater appeared around Queos, as if a meteor had struck. Ariel shouted.
“Professor Grace!”
Amidst the hail of broken debris, there was Grace.
Yeah… Yeah… Yeah… Yeah!
Excalibur was now crying with joy at having a new master.
In that moment, amidst the tears flowing down like water, a belief so distant that it could not be fathomed even after a lifetime was divided into two.
Whisper!
It was just one kendo.
But in that one moment, the world was divided precisely along the boundary between heaven and earth.
Queos's heart was at its center. His heart, torn in half along with the world, could be seen beating wildly through the jumbled fragments.
Kugugug… … !
The son-in-law was shaken.
The origin was, of course, Queos.
For a moment, as if the screen was rewinding, Queo's severed body was reconnected.
… … Perhaps that is the power of the primordial axle.
It was the moment when Queos, who had been standing there unfazed even in the face of a blow that could have resulted in life or death, turned to look at me.
“Rohan!”
Even before Grace's voice reached me, the power of the shaft was already pulsating.
A soft yet fierce warmth embraced my entire body.
The core of the Eternal Heart began to spin furiously, emitting mana, and Gargantua's heart rose between the protection of Hamelin and Merlin.
“I have a question.”
I absentmindedly aimed the tip of my sword behind my shield.
Then he swung his sword with all his might toward the shield.
“Why did you help me?”
Kwaaang!
The moment the power of the axle condensed in the shield resonated, a bright aura rushed straight towards Queos.
“Did you really want me to be your main character?”
Queos simply smiled and did not open his mouth until the moment he was swallowed by the aura.
You probably won't hear an answer.
Because this is how it all ends… … .
“……Is that all you’re curious about?”
That was when.
“Or is that the only question you’ve come across so far?”
Suddenly, I turned my head and Queos' face was right before my eyes.
Phew.
My heart was warm.
I haven't even counted how many times this heart has been pierced.
But as the mana of Queos overwhelmed my entire body, I thought.
“That’s not a line in the script I wrote. But I’ll try to match that ad-lib.”
I thought, maybe this will be the last time.
“There’s only one reason I helped you. … Because if it were too easy, it wouldn’t be fun.”
My eyes flickered as if someone had flipped a switch as a joke.
When my vision became clear again, the sky spread out before my eyes.
Queos continued speaking to me, who was lying down, with a look in his eyes that seemed to show pity for me.
“I won’t hide it. Because my ‘colleague’ arbitrarily revealed the truth of the world, the adjustment of aesthetic distance has already failed.”
The moment Queos raised his head and snapped his fingers, screams from the group, including Grace, could be heard.
Queos looked down at me again and lightly grabbed my hand.
“Still, this is a bit disappointing. This is just the ending you wanted to write━━”
━━Crunch.
The moment the eerie cracking sound was heard, Queos' pupils dilated.
The next moment, Queos put his hand on his neck. The blood dripping down his fingertips soaked my forehead.
Although it was only for a moment, Queos's eyes shook greatly as if in disbelief.
“……This is a development that wasn’t in the script I wrote.”
And then, with a thud, Queo's head fell and rolled on the floor.
In the meantime, I had recovered somewhat thanks to the effects of “Descendants of Hamelin” and was barely able to raise my upper body.
“You must have been having a hard time because you couldn’t stand it, kid.”
In the midst of the blowing apocalypse, a forgotten voice was being heard.
* * *
… … The appearance of Yukarian was a development that even Rohan did not expect.
“What a party you threw. Why didn’t you invite us earlier if you were going to do this?”
“Still, it seems like the plan went successfully. Good work, Rohan.”
He took Bimode and even Michael with him.
“It seems that what you said about being bound by the constraints of probability was a lie.”
Rohan had expected this to some extent, but he glared at Michael, who had deceived him until the end.
For a moment, Rohan's expression relaxed. There was no reason for Michael to betray them after coming this far.
Moreover, he had a vague idea of why Michael had deceived him and turned to Eukarian.
“So you decided to help us after all?”
Rohan was now the only one who remembered the original Yukarian. Only Rohan wanted her to continue to appear.
Yukarian nodded, staring at Queos' head lying on the floor.
“I didn’t want to come originally, but that guy Michael was such a bother. I couldn’t not come. Right, Mammoth?”
At the same time, Yukarian used the "Dead Eye" that had appeared to carve up Queos' body.
Bimode, who had come near with Michael, pretended not to notice.
“Huh? You didn’t want to come, Yukarian? Then don’t tell me. I thought you were really excited about going on a trip for the first time in a long time.”
“Hey, don’t you have any sense? You have to learn to follow the rhythm, you idiot!”
Yukarian finally sighed and began to speak honestly.
“Actually, we would have come even if Michael hadn’t suggested it. Even though it looks like this, I value one promise.”
Bimode, who was finally beaten by Yukarian, added:
“By the way, it looks like it finished as soon as we got here?”
As he said, the form of Queos has now disappeared without a trace.
All that remained was blood stained here and there on the floor. That blood spoke only of the past, when Queos had once been here.
Rohan, who had been looking at the group including Grace, shook his head. Fortunately, their condition was not bad.
“It’s not over yet.”
Yukarian nodded, knowing that fact.
“The kid is right. Quaos is not a great man who would end things like this.”
Those words seemed to be the trigger, causing Queos' blood to boil.
Yukarian and Bimode's expressions hardened at the ominous atmosphere.
Rohan, who had adjusted his grip on the sword, took a deep breath and continued speaking.
“Rather, now is the real beginning.”
Pfft!
A sudden, intense flash of light engulfed everyone.
It was a moment when everyone turned their heads, and only Rohan was looking straight ahead.
“Yes. This is just the beginning. Moreover, since a special actor came to visit, I should treat him very well, right?”
As the flash disappeared, Quaos, who had returned to his normal state, looked down at everyone from the air.
Tsk tsk tsk… …
The sky began to twist and distort.
At the same time, smoke rose from Queos' entire body.
Even Queos crouched as if in pain, but his eerie smile was still intact.
Dismissed!
The sky that had stretched out endlessly before my eyes shattered in an instant.
And what appeared instead of the sky was an ‘eye’ that was incomparable to anything I had seen before.
【Kueeee!】
A shadow of despair loomed over the world, and a giant eye watched over the death of all things in the ruined world.
“Now all the actors are gathered on stage. Let’s begin.”
Queos, who had his back to it, spoke softly.

            “……The last play.”
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Everything was repeating itself, like turning the pages of a book.
“……It seems like it’s a bit too much. Even for me, it’s not easy to produce something that is so improbable.”
Even though he was a designer, even Queos these days was given a ‘narrative’ and ‘setting’.
As with Michael and Grace in the first episode, there were of course great limitations to ignoring this level of probability.
Like the smoke that rises along Queo's body as if burning its very existence.
“But don’t worry. In order to have a perfect stage, you have to accept these kinds of losses. Just as all flowers need to get wet in the rain to bloom, there is no beauty without a price, right?”
Rohan answered, looking away from the 'one who watches over destruction'.
“Don’t worry. None of us are worried about you.”
“Well, that’s a bit of a sad answer.”
Meanwhile, Rohan, who had finished observing Queos, looked around at the group and continued speaking.
“Thanks to calling those eyes, it seems like even Queos can’t move right away.”
“It looks like that.”
Rohan nodded heavily at Michael's answer.
“It’s a pity that one person is missing, but we have to split up the team now. The ‘wink’ will start soon, and as you all know, the aftermath of the wink will be terrible.”
Rohan paused for a moment and looked up into her eyes.
The endless, hideous pupils were staring straight at them.
‘That’s not the level of destruction eye I’ve seen before. I was able to withstand the fourth glance back then, but the true destruction eye’s glance would be difficult to withstand even from the first aftermath.’
It was he who laid waste the world with just four winks, the one who watched over destruction.
Moreover, they were facing Queos, who was much more powerful than those eyes.
‘If we face Queos in the aftermath of the wink, our odds of victory are slim… … but.’
Rohan's eyes, which had been estimating the extremely low odds of winning, were instead filled with a sense of triumph.
It was at that moment that Rohan's gaze turned to the person who was gazing at him with his arms crossed.
“Lord Yukarian.”
To prevent this development, Michael also brought Eukarian with him.
Also, Eukarian, like the ‘Primetime Axle’, was the only being that existed only in the first world line.
Rohan couldn't figure out why Eukarian wasn't present in other episodes.
But one thing is certain.
“I know, kid. I lived until today for this moment.”
Only she could correct this development.
Just like the original story's 'Episode 237', where the plot was first revised to save everyone.
“Then please do so.”
“I will also go with Yukarian.”
The next moment, Michael, who had summoned a staff made of the Heavenly Stone and Eternal Stone, approached Yukarian.
Eukarian reluctantly sighed as he confirmed the determination written on Michael's face as he looked up into his eyes.
“Do as you wish. But it’s better than nothing. Let’s go, Mimid.”
“Oh, my, I’m already here, but I’m still nervous. Does Yukarian have any chocolate left? I think I should eat one…….”
“Oh, really? You don’t trust me, big sister?”
For a moment, Bimode looked at Yukarian, dumbfounded at the word “sister.” Soon, Bimode’s playfulness disappeared and he raised one corner of his mouth, exuding a fierce aura.
“Of course I believe it. But I feel a little uneasy because I think that this is the first and last time I’ll be called that title… It’s a good thing. That’s how I should feel right now.”
“It’s not the last. You know? I’m the kind of person who always keeps my promises.”
“……Okay. Then let’s go.”
Soon, Bimode and Michael disappeared as Eukarian manifested spatial leap.
Leaving them behind, Rohan looked up at Queos, who had regained some of his composure.
“With this, I repay my debt to you.”
“I didn’t know you would wait for me.”
“Because I’m the type of person who can’t live in debt.”
“Is that so? No… That was the ‘setting’, really.”
Grace, Ariel, and Ellis were also lining up with Rohan.
The eyes close as if signaling the start of war in the next moment.
Woohoo━━!
At the same time, the aura began to flow down Eternal Heart without stopping. Rohan opened his mouth.
“If you know, stop joking and come at me.”
It was time to write the ending.
* * *
“……Do you remember what I said back then?”
The magic of Ellis and Rohan struck Queos.
The tip of Ariel's spear cut through space, and the blade of Grace's sword pierced Queos' body along with the spear.
Valid hit. Without a doubt, all of their attacks hit the mark.
But no one was happy.
Swish… …
Queos's entire body collapsed again like a mirage. And as expected, the voice came from the other side of Rohan.
“I would pay anything to see you, even my life. But things have changed. My life is no longer enough to see you.”
As Queos lightly snapped his fingers, dark blue crystals formed in the air and rapidly stretched out towards everyone.
The plausibility of this page has long since collapsed, as if the crystal were a substance that does not exist in the world.
“So I paid for my world. Yes, the ‘Great New World’. Of course, that world is not mine, but ‘Queos’s’ ideal. After all, Queos is just a character I designed.”
The moment those words were spoken, Ellis' ankle, which was not able to respond in time, was swallowed by the crystal.
The crystal that grew up the bridge swallowed Ellis whole.
Ariel turned her gaze away from the falling Ellis and rushed at Queos with a more angry expression on her face than ever before.
“Ariel, no!”
Rohan and Grace shouted at her at the same time.
However, the moment Ariel raised her sword, she leaped to the very edge of Queos without any time to stop him.
“But at the same time, Queo’s ideals were also my ideals. It’s a bit contradictory, right? Of course. Because Queo…….”
Damn it!
“……Because she was my Mary Sue.”
Queos, with his mouth closed, stared at the tip of Ariel's sword, which was stopped right in front of his pupils.
The crystals that grew along the blade had already covered Ariel's entire body.
It was true that he had no mercy. From the moment Queos began to ignore probability and reveal his true power, no one, including Rohan, could even feel a small scratch on his body.
“Even so, I didn’t intend to ruin my work like this. Even if it’s a Mary Sue, if it doesn’t have a negative impact on the work, it can be a good device.”
Rohan, who saw the creepy gaze of Queos for a moment fall on Grace, manifested "Resonance".
Tsk tsk tsk!
Rohan leaped forward in one breath.
The blade pierced through Queos' shoulder.
Still, Queos faces Rohan with calm eyes.
The voice continued as Rohan turned his head amidst the crumbling smile of Queos.
“I also want to turn back the clock just like you. For example, this scene where everything went wrong. So this stage should be a prologue, not an epilogue.”
Quaus appeared behind Grace and gently placed a hand on her shoulder.
Then, like Ariel and Ellis, Grace also began to be covered in crystals.
“Rohan…….”
Grace fell after saying those words.
All that was left for Rohan, now alone, was the miserable reality that nothing could be changed.
In that helplessness, Queos' voice continued.
“Then shall we start over from the beginning? Including you……everything?”
Queos, walking through the air as if climbing stairs, finally approached Rohan.
Rohan, who faced him, didn't even raise his sword.
Queos looked at Rohan, who was facing him from afar, and reached out his hand.
Swoosh━
Queos naturally put his hand into Rohan's groin and swung his arm to find the shaft in his body.
Rohan, who was looking down at his own body rippling with each movement of Queos, opened his mouth blankly.
“……Queos.”
“Yes, go ahead.”
“What you said back then, are they still valid?”
Queos, who had paused for a moment at the question, smiled as if he understood.
“Of course. I can still write the script and ending you want. I’m glad. Although it’s a bit late, I’m glad you finally have the heart to be my main character. But…….”
Queos, who had stopped searching for the axe, looked up at Rohan.
“……Where is the saddle?”
No matter how much I searched Rohan's body, I couldn't find the shaft.
The next moment, Rohan, who was holding Queo's arm, smiled with his eyes regaining their vitality.
“Behind you.”
“What is that…….”
… … Kwaaang!
As soon as Rohan finished speaking, a loud noise engulfed Queo.
Queos, who was unable to control his body due to the tremendous shock, could barely look at Rohan, who kicked his stomach and retreated.
Rohan said as he straightened Gargantua's heart with the Eternal Heart.
“Of course you would have thought that I would have a slingshot. That’s what a protagonist would do. … No, it can’t be helped.”
As Queos turned his gaze to the torrent of mana rushing in like the underworld, he saw Ariel and Ellis, who should have been sealed in crystal, holding the spear together.
A gigantic ritual was arranged in front of them. As the ‘pipe of order’ pulsed inside Ellis’s body, Rohan’s voice continued without stopping.
“The protagonist must monopolize everything. He must have the mental strength to not waver in any situation, and that is why he is stronger than anyone else.”
Rohan's eyes, which were still staring at Queos in confusion, without even understanding the situation, deepened.
"……why?"
Soon, the ‘spindle of chaos’ began to echo chaotically within Ariel’s body.
Grace soared from the crystal shards that flew back towards Queos. The crystals were too weak to contain Grace, who held Excalibur with all her conviction.
Rohan continued speaking as if he couldn't understand.
“Why does the main character have to be like that? In some situations, he might waver, and sometimes he might even lose. If he can go all the way with everyone even by doing that, isn’t that the real main character?”
It was the only enlightenment Rohan had found in this world.
““Stop thinking that you can solve everything on your own. That kind of arrogant and foolish thinking is what got me into this situation.”
At the same time, it was also an enlightenment that the Rohans of all world lines had found.
“You are never alone. ……Remember.”
That is why Rohan secretly distributed the axes of order and chaos to Ellis and Ariel just before the battle began.
Thanks to this, I couldn't fight Queos rashly, but at the same time, I was able to prevent Ariel and Ellis from being incapacitated.
「“After the correction pattern, there’s the blade. Be careful because you never know where it might come from. You don’t need to worry too much about defense. Even though the penetration power is excellent, if you avoid the vital points, the blade itself is weaker than you think. And then…….”
Above all, Rohan still had information about himself in this world that was like a strategy book.
As I heard in "Rereading", the moment Queos snapped his fingers, blades created from all directions struck everyone.
However, since everyone already knew how to counter it, Queos' attack was useless.
Moreover, Ariel and Ellis of this world, including Grace, had not forgotten their experience fighting Queos.
“……Cut that kid’s fingers off. He’ll never bounce again.”
The completed Ellis's spell charged towards Queos with the power of the axle.
Ariel followed suit and leaped forward, the tip of her sword flashing as she aimed for Queos' heart.
“It’s funny… As expected, as expected, only you can be my main character!”
Queos, pushed to his limit, cried out in agony.
At that shout, Ellis' magic disintegrated and scattered, and hundreds of summoned blades stopped Ariel's sword tip.
Queos, who easily defended against all attacks, smiled faintly.
It was then that Rohan's voice was clearly heard in Queos' ears.
“I told you then. I have no intention of ever becoming the star of your play.”
“……!”
Before anyone knew it, Rohan had appeared behind Queos, holding the spear of the Invincible Swordsman.
“Now! Ellie, Ariel!”
“Catch it well and don’t drop it!”
At the same time, the axes of order and chaos that had escaped from Ariel and Ellis' bodies returned to Rohan.
All of Rohan's power was contained in the tip of a spear that was small and shabby compared to the world.
Rohan's voice passed along the trajectory drawn toward the heart of Queos.
“Still, I think you should pay for looking after me all this time.”
Phew━━!
Rohan's blow that pierced the heart of Queos continued to fly without stopping, piercing even the whites of the eyes that were covering a corner of the sky.
Amidst the screams of agony from those watching the destruction, Rohan spoke softly to the falling Queos.
“The play is over.”

            It was the moment when a period was placed on the last sentence.
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… … Quagmirakwang!
Brainstorm. That thick beam of light swept through, dark and flexible.
Even in loneliness, Bimode was still emitting sparks from his entire body.
“I sometimes think about that. Was it a coincidence that I met Yukarian that day, or was it fate? Just like how I am standing here right now.”
Every time he recited those words, the "gloomy brainwaves" that Bimode emitted became more intense and colorful.
Michael, who was arranging the ritual behind Bimode, glanced at him for a moment.
“What is the author mumbling about now?”
“……I mean, there are so many variety shows that I’ve put off. And dramas. I should’ve watched them all. If today passes, I’ll only be able to watch them in a few hundred years. Isn’t it horrible to even think about it?”
And it doesn't stop there, the muttering Bimode.
Michael also tirelessly questioned.
“Entertainment? Drama? What on earth is the author talking about in this situation?”
“……If I had just done one more week of raiding, I could have gotten all the final gear. It was really close. If I disappear, what will happen to my party members? Our party members who can’t even remember a single pattern will be wiped out by getting hit by the breath…….”
“Answer me, Yukarian. I think that guy has lost his mind━”
“……Ah, I’m trying to control my emotions, so please don’t disturb me!”
Eventually, Bimode, who couldn't hold it in any longer, got angry and pressed Michael.
Then, the brain waves became considerably weaker compared to before.
Yukarian sighed and reluctantly answered Michael.
“Leave it alone. That guy’s mana is a bit special, and it reacts to emotions. The more depressed he gets, the more his power increases.”
“A mysterious structure. If I have the chance, I would like to study it in depth.”
“Kid, shut up and concentrate. The repercussions are coming soon.”
As Yukarian said, it had been a long time since the eyelids of the ‘one who watches over destruction’ had completely closed.
The first aftershocks will be upon us soon.
Yukarian paused for a moment and looked down.
‘They don’t look like they have much free time either… … .’
At first glance, it seemed that the Rohan party was having a hard time against Queos.
If the aftermath were to continue here, there would be no chance of winning. If that happened, there would be no turning back.
‘… … That must be stopped.’
That's why Yukarian was here.
Yukarian, who sighed without realizing it at the unbearable reality, gathered his resolve again and called Bimode.
“Vivid.”
“I told you it’s not raining? Why have you been like that since a while ago, really?”
“Okay, Mimode. Ready to stop?”
The core expanded as Bimode began to wink at the sight of Yukarian, who had been with him for hundreds of years but could not even properly remember his own name.
"I am!"
Chiririt!
“……Just call me ‘hey’. I don’t know anymore.”
Woorung━━ Kwakwakwakwang!
The aftershocks that had been sweeping the world as the brainwaves that had been raging with utter depression were being pushed back in a pleasant way.
It didn't stop there, the Eucharian's heart swords that had manifested Dead Eye pierced through his pupils.
Spread it! Spread it!
“You two seem to be getting along very well. How about taking this opportunity to forget about my father and get along well with the author?”
“Do you want to take a look too?”
“Well, that wouldn’t be so bad. But now is not the time.”
Michael's "Hellfire", which did not miss the gap, burned everything and struck the pupils.
A tidal wave of disgusting, dark red blood gushed out from his charred, torn pupils.
【Kueeee━━!】
My eyelids began to fall again as a terrible scream echoed through me.
In the darkness that had arrived, Eukarian also lowered his eyes.
‘… … I still can’t win.’
It was an attack that gave it its all.
But those eyes were still intact, and even the wounds inflicted just now would soon heal.
"Eukaryan, is there no other way?"
It was like this back then too.
"There is no way... There is no way but to run away!"
I was defeated like this back then too.
I ran away like this back then too.
Even back then, I couldn't keep my promise to the person I loved.
Yukarian was the type of person who always kept his promises. No, he felt satisfied only when he kept his promises.
But it wasn't easy.
The one he had to watch from afar, the one he could only meddle in, and so the one he could never reach… …like his own love.
That was when.
Oh no!
A second wave, much more powerful than the previous one, swept towards everyone, including Yukarian.
Suddenly, a very familiar back figure blocked Yukarian's path.
Yukarian, who was looking at the longing back, muttered blankly.
“Friedrich……?”
It was this broad and sturdy back that she fell in love with.
But it was not the back of Friedrich, whom she loved so much.
“Wake up, Yukarian!”
As the core decorated at the end of the staff resonated, an unfathomable array of techniques was arranged in front of Michael.
Woohoo!
The moment the second wave of "Absolute" collided, the whole world became infinitely quiet.
Michael staggered as he barely managed to block the aftershock in the quiet silence where even the sound of breathing was amplified.
Michael turned to Eukarian, who was supporting him on the shoulder, and opened his mouth.
“Eukaryan.”
“……Yeah, Michael.”
“Did you truly love my father?”
Eukaryan's heart ached at the sight of Michael, who looked so much like Friedrich, asking.
For a moment, Michael grabbed the back of Eukarian's hand that had touched his shoulder and spoke with a wishful voice.
“If you truly loved him, save that person, my father.”
It was the state of mind of a boy who was left alone, having lost everything he loved at a young age.
“Please, save my father and change my childhood filled with loneliness. … Please.”
Upon hearing that, Eukarian silently dropped Michael's hand.
But Michael could tell.
Her determination, her convictions, her sincerity were written more loudly than ever on her face.
“…….”
Eukarian simply moved towards the eyeball.
The distant mana poured down whitely along her steps like unbearable crying.
Michael, who was watching the scene, thought.
‘There was a time when I thought my parents were unnecessary.’
The wrinkles that increased as I called her name seemed natural, just like the passage of time.
The hand that felt so good when I first held it, I didn't know what it was like because I've never held it before.
‘Because the more I called my parents, the further they became from me. The more I smiled… … they were the ones who lost their smile.’
As I took a step back like that, I couldn't see anything anymore.
Facial expressions too.
Laughter too.
Even the voice that called his name… … .
I felt around for a while to find the empty space, but there was nothing left.
Parents, before that name, you were a person and someone's love.
‘But now I know. I have come to know.’
The name of a single flower that withered in the love that was given to me.
That flower has withered as much as I loved it.
‘I wish I had a family to rely on… … .’
The moment Rohan's blow, which flew from the ground and pierced the heart of Queos, hit his eye, everything written before Yukarian's eyes was torn to pieces.
Michael looked at that unbelievable sight and wished.
‘It wouldn’t be a bad idea to live like that once in a while.’
After a while, Yukarian looks back at himself with a smile.
Michael barely moved his now frozen lips.
“It’s over. No…….”
An awkward smile.
The sky pouring in between the torn flesh.
Such a faded but splendid happiness and life.
In the middle of it all, Michael smiled.
“Is it finally starting?”
It was good anyway.
* * *
Thud thud ━
Blood came down.
It was blood like rain.
The darkness that had covered the world due to the pupils was clearing away and the day was dawning.
The first morning that greeted the destroyed world was red and appropriately noisy.
“Coolook, coolook…….”
I looked up from the sky at the sound of a labored cough.
Quaos was lying on the floor with a spear stuck in his chest, constantly gushing blood.
Hair disheveled and soaked in blood, a tie stained so red that you couldn't even tell its primary color, and euphoria… … .
The neatness he had so insisted on had collapsed just as miserably as the world he had hoped for.
I looked at Grace and said softly.
“I would like to borrow your seat for a moment.”
Grace, who still couldn't let go of Excalibur, took a step forward.
“But still…….”
“It’s okay. I just need to confirm something with the author.”
"……okay."
Grace nodded reluctantly and left with Ariel and Ellis to investigate the situation above.
I looked at Queo again and saw the blood flowing down between my lips.
“Now it’s just the two of us.”
“That’s right… What are you doing? Hurry up and don’t kill me. The moment you’ve been waiting for―”
The next moment, I made a statement as if I was lowering the curtain on the stage.
“Stop acting like this. The play is over now.”
“……I didn’t know you knew that.”
“That doesn’t make any difference.”
“That’s true. So when did you know that I was really acting?”
“From the beginning.”
I turned my gaze to the status window of the rising Queos.
… … From the beginning, this kid was not the ‘final boss’ of this page. He didn’t even have such a setting in the first place.
Perhaps Ariel, who lost everything and became the queen of suspense, was the final boss of this world. This kid was just pretending to be her.
I took my eyes off the status window and continued speaking.
“I ask again. Why did you help me… why did you help me?”
Then Queos closes his eyes.
Despite the horrifying and gruesome sight, his expression was calm.
“I have a favor to ask… Could you please move me over there? I’d like to get up and welcome you on the last stage, but… Cough!”
The Queos before his eyes was now so helpless and weak that he could not do anything.
Perhaps this appearance is the natural ending of the dark side of this world that has deceived and tormented us for so long.
I reached out and grabbed Queo's Kara, lifted him up easily, and carried him against the broken concrete wall.
Quaos, barely able to lean back, was finally able to breathe comfortably.
Queos answered.
“Yes. Now that the play is over, you don’t have to wear the mask anymore. There’s only one reason I helped you.”
“Don’t hesitate and speak quickly.”
“It was because of your setting. The setting that destruction had to happen. I had to solve that in order to fix all the causality.”
“Did you really think that all the things you’ve done up until now would be forgiven just because of that?”
“No way. Of course, I had no intention of being forgiven. The law of cause and effect is not so lenient. So now, in exchange for your answer, I will tell you one of my stories.
I cut him off coldly.
“No one here would be interested in your story. At least not anyone who came here with me.”
“……That’s true. I was short-sighted.”
Queos was the true evil in this world.
If he had never existed in the first place, it would not have come to this.
I still hated him.
No matter how much he helped me, he is a bad person and everything went wrong because of him.
“……But there are probably people who are curious about your story, not Queos’s.”
Just like me.
“That’s good. That’s the story I wanted to tell.”
“Speak up. Before you die.”
The truth of this world that I came to know was that it was a swamp. A swamp that you would sink into endlessly the moment you stepped foot in it.
That's why I had to know more. I still had the instinct of a reader.
Because this instinct was also a swamp.
“So far, I’ve had 1,335 protagonists, and you’re the 1,336th. That many worlds have existed. At the same time, that many pages have been written… Are you disappointed that you’re not the first?”
"at all."
“Well, that’s too bad.”
Queos made a really sad face.
There was a pool of blood where he was sitting.
It was unclear whether it was blood falling from the sky or blood flowing from his chest.
But what was clear was that even at this moment, Queos was dying.
“But most of the protagonists in the world I designed were similar. Just like you said. It couldn’t be helped. There was a reason why it had to be that way…….”
The novels I read were like that too.
I'm talking about characters who seem like I've read them somewhere before, yet are strangely different, and yet they're so interesting that I keep reading them.
That's why I could understand that at least. Queos continued.
“But isn’t it sometimes like that? You order the same thing out of habit, and then you realize you’re stuck in a rut and order something else… Well, let’s just call it boredom.”
Queos, whose words were trailing off, nodded his head in self-mockery.
“I didn’t realize I had talked too long. Anyway, that’s the kind of person you were.”
“How was I?”
“Aloof, self-pitying, and fond of immersing oneself in something…….”
“Stop. I don’t really want to hear that.”
That wasn't a wrong statement.
I have always felt alienated, or rather excluded from people.
Because in a society created for protagonists, my life has always been that of a supporting actor.
Maybe I'm so immersed in this world that it feels like I'm looking into my own life.
Ellis Eclat, whose situation was so similar to mine.
Grace Euclid, who suffered from the wounds of being abandoned by people.
Ariel Riepenstein, who lived her life under countless masks, completely erasing herself.
Even Michael Riepenstein, who struggled but was unable to save Claudia.
Everyone looked like me.
The country resembles people so much that it seems like if you were to carve them out of people, you would end up with people like that.
That's why I could love.
“At first, I was negative. I could tell just by looking at you. I thought that if you were to become the main character, this world wouldn’t last long.”
“But why?”
“It’s simple. Because my expectations were off.”
One of Queo's eyelids fluttered.
“You were an outcast, but you had the power to draw people in. You knew how to empathize with the pain of others, and you endured it together with them. That was the charm I discovered about you. And that charm… even I was captivated.”
Now it really felt like his life wasn't going to last long.
Queos seemed to know that too, so he spoke hurriedly.
“Above all, this world is a place that was created by the Creator and planned by me, the Designer. No fool would hate someone who likes what they created, right?”
“…….”
“In that sense, you are my 1336th and first. The first protagonist who I was swayed by and had everything completed.”
The next moment, the Claw Solas embedded in Queo's chest flashed blue.
It wasn't me. That power was the will of the creator. A strong will, as if trying to stop something.
It was the moment when I reached out my hand towards Queos, who was groaning in pain.
“Please leave me alone.”
Queos shook his head as he grabbed my hand that was trying to pull out the spear. Then he looked down at Claude Solas, who was still amplifying his power, and muttered.
“It seems like you guys really don’t like me telling the truth… Um, okay. It’s a shame, but I guess we’ll end it here.”
I don't know what's going on.
However, what was known was that the power trying to silence Queos was from those ‘above’ him.
Moreover, even if they did not necessarily abuse their power, Queos would not be able to continue speaking.
I asked Queos, who was breathing intermittently and seemingly out of breath.
“What will happen to this world if even you, the designer, die?”
“Don’t worry. This world will continue to be used forever without us. Furthermore, it is now yours… and I will not die. I will simply disappear. The same goes for the creator.”
Soon, Queos' gaze, as if looking at a distant world, passed my shoulder.
Her eyes shimmered with a dreamy elegance.
“It’s time. Here, take it.”
As I looked down from Queos' face, I saw the primordial shaft resting on his outstretched palm.
It was the moment when I was handed the primordial axe that even blood could not touch.
“Actually, I lied to you. Strictly speaking, it was a lie that seemed like the truth. That too was an act.”
I didn't answer at all.
I just wanted to keep my mouth shut.
But I couldn't shut his mouth.
I wanted to hear those last words, at this moment only.
Queos said.
“The thinnest hope is the cruelest despair, but the hope thus gained is also the most worthwhile hope.”
Queos's words turned into a smile. A self-deprecating smile, like a deliberate injury to his body.
“……Please don’t lose this hope.”
With those words, Queo's entire body collapsed like a sand castle.
Before I knew it, the blood that had been falling from the sky had stopped, and I stood up from my seat and looked up at the dark clouds that had begun to gather in the sky as the one watching the destruction disappeared.
… … There are no evil people in this world. I realized that fact a long time ago.
There were only narratives that had to exist, narratives that had to be villains and narratives that didn't.
Thud thud… …

            The rain fell as if trying to hide my tears. It was the end.
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“Lord Yukarian.”
"why?"
Yukaryan, who was walking through a world washed clean by rainwater, looked back at Bimode.
“Can I call you older sister from now on?”
Contrary to his slow pace, many thoughts quickly flashed before Yukarian's eyes.
Soon, Yukarian chuckled.
“Do you want to fall behind?”
“Oh, what is it? Just now you said to trust only your older sister…… Oh, that’s okay. I’m the one who trusted you.”
And then Bimode started to grumble. He looked so cute, like a little brother who was upset because he didn't buy him candy.
Yukarian said, stretching and heaving.
“Call me sister. Well, I won’t be able to call you that many times anyway.”
Yukarian, who had moved his gaze, looked back. He saw people gathered around Rohan on the other side.
There was no particular greeting to be exchanged with them. The awkward deaths were the envoys of the Yukarians and the Bimods.
They really resembled each other like siblings.
“Then, sister.”
"what."
“No, I just wanted to call you.”
“It’s pointless.”
“Hehehe, sis~”
"don't do it."
“Sister? Sister? Sister? Who? Me━?”
━Bam!
Bimode, who was immediately hit by Yukarian's sword.
Yukarian clicked his tongue as he looked down at him, crouching down with his chest clutched.
“Anyway, I’ll keep fighting until the end.”
Still, Bimode was laughing out loud despite the pain, wondering what was so good about it.
Yukarian, who was looking at Bimode who was laughing so hard that his whole body was shaking, soon turned his head away.
Yukarian knew that he was crying, not laughing.
“…….”
Before I knew it, the rain that had been pouring down in drops of water was turning into dew and falling through the winding dawn.
Light filled every crack that had appeared in the world. Thinking that I would soon have to part ways with Bimode made me feel like a corner of my heart was going to fall off.
“……Sister.”
"say."
Yukarian deliberately did not look back at him as his voice was completely locked in silence.
Bimode continued speaking.
“Why did you save me back then?”
Yukarian recalled that day as he heard the words of Bimode spread before his eyes. It was one of the heavy memories that he still couldn't forget.
“Was it just a coincidence?”
It was a coincidence.
It was a coincidence that he reached that dimension that day, it was a coincidence that Bimode died on that spot that day, and it was also a coincidence that he saved him.
The next moment, Yukarian swallowed the words that were rising to his chin and turned around.
“It was a fate that seemed like a coincidence.”
Just like that day, Bimode, who was on his knees, was looking up at Yukarian with heavy eyes.
“There can’t be such a thing as coincidence, right?”
Eukarian could be sure.
If such coincidences are the result, then it is definitely inevitable.
“So even if you go back, I will definitely save you.”
Eukarian extending his hand.
Bimode extends his arms towards such a Yukarian.
“Yeah, sis.”
In that one inevitable encounter, their story began again.
* * *
“Finally, all the axes are gathered together.”
Michael, exhausted from dealing with those who were watching over destruction, was leaning on the staff.
But that face alone was not tired. It was the same for everyone else. Me too.
“Thank you all.”
It was not appropriate to say, “You worked hard” or “You had a hard time.”
I couldn't help but be grateful because they were natural, because everyone worked for each other as a matter of course.
“Rohan.”
Grace came over then and grabbed the back of my hand.
I watched her quietly as Grace touched the wound on the back of my hand. She had a hand that was much more scarred than mine.
Grace continued.
“This time, I’ll save you. You won’t have to struggle alone anymore. I won’t leave you like that.”
And then Grace looks up at me.
She smiled brighter and happier than ever.
“And I will love you.”
My face burned at the thought of that eternal oath.
Those are all good words.
Those are the kind of words that are nice to hear any time.
… …if everyone hadn’t been watching.
“Then this time I will save Claudia for sure.”
The next one to speak was Michael.
“Just wait, Rohan. Soon, I, too, will prove the ‘theory of time’ in that world.”
I just nodded.
I'm sorry to say this, but Claudia cannot be saved.
If you save Claudia, Michael will die, and even if you save her, the future will change in an uncontrollable way.
Because that was the price of changing the past, the future, and the present.
Knowing that fact, the original Michael had no choice but to give up on saving Claudia.
Michael, in front of me, would soon realize that fact as well.
but.
“Michael, you can save me.”
That's the original story.
Now this world would be rewritten with my story, our story.
So nothing was set in stone. Not a single thing.
“Then I want to learn swordsmanship from Rohan again.”
Ellie took a step closer and smiled bashfully.
For a moment, my wounds also reacted to the scars engraved on that broad forehead, but I was able to remain calm because they too would soon be erased.
“This time, I will become a knight who surpasses Lady Grace. Everyone, look forward to it. The moment when I, Lady Ellis Eclat, am reborn as the leader of Springwind…….”
“Wake up, Eclat.”
“……What?”
Ariel suddenly opened her mouth as if pouring cold water on me and pushed Ellie away as she approached me.
“As long as I’m here, the leader of Springwind won’t change. If you really want to be the leader, then kill me instead. It’ll be faster that way.”
“Yeah, talk a lot now. Let’s see if you can still be relaxed after losing the title to me, who has surpassed even Battle Mage!”
While Grace was trying to stop Ellie, who was running towards me as if she was going to attack me at any moment, Ariel stopped in front of me and looked up at me.
I was choosing my words in advance to answer her questions.
If it were Ariel, she would definitely say that she would never give up on me or that she would steal me away until the end… … .
“See you again, us.”
……okay.
Ariel wasn't the type of person to say things like that, was she?
Ariel was someone who kept coming closer to me no matter how many times I pushed her away.
There is no way to stop Ariel in the first place.
Now I know what's on her mind, and his mind is no different.
Maybe you will be hated by me again.
Even if you hate and resent me without reason, you will love me.
Because that was the true love I learned from you.
So you will live a life without me again.
“Thank you, Ariel.”
And I will move forward, forever sorry to you.
But you will soon realize it.
Ariel Riepenstein, the truth is that you are a good person.
That no one in this world truly loves as much as you do… … .
“What’s wrong, Ariel? Is that the end?”
“Yes. It’s over.”
“Suspicious. Be honest. You’re up to something weird again, aren’t you?”
Ariel glanced at me, smiling as if she thought that was the right answer.
“It’s not that great, but let’s say I figured out how to copy love.”
… … Ah, my memories.
“What does that mean? Love is copied?”
“Well, try fitting it into that broad forehead.”
“Okay. What am I going to talk to you about?”
This could be a terrible thing.
I feel sorry for John, but if that can appease Ariel, then it's okay.
At Ariel's end, everyone took a step back. Michael said.
“It’s finally starting.”
Okay, now it's starting.
And this beginning will change everything again.
It didn't matter how things changed.
Because now I will be with everyone, not just me.
So together, we will change things one by one.
Goooo―
The shafts were coming out of my body one by one.
The poles blink, emitting their own light, sometimes weakly, sometimes strongly.
The moment I breathed mana into it, all the shafts vibrated.
“Wow…….”
Someone let out a breath of admiration.
That moment was painful and beautiful at the same time.
Saaaa━
The moment the wind mixed with mana blew, the first thing that flew towards us was the axe of order.
Following the disappearing axle of order, leaving behind a long tail, the axle of chaos rushed toward the horizon, and the primordial axle, rising into the sky, shone brightly like the North Star.
Kugugug… …
The world was turning around.
At that moment, a particle of light, as clean as a bead, escaped from my fingertips.
At the same time, Michael, who had been manifesting his magic behind me, opened his mouth while pushing my chest as he was covered with dazzling particles.
“That’s where you belong.”
I was thrown beyond the gate and blankly watched them walk away.
It seemed as if the broken world was being restored, as if the hands of a clock were being rewound.
Even at that moment, I was moving away from them and that world, following the flow of dimensions.
Now they will never be seen again.
They are in the first round, and I am in the second round.
〔 Mainstream Complete 〕
Even the message that had appeared before my eyes has faded away.
Now the dimension visible beyond the gate had become very small.
"hi……."
I imagined what kind of story they would start, what kind of story would begin.
So I looked back. There was another gate on the other side, and beyond it, my dimension unfolded.
All the stories I want to see are probably there.
Even without reading it, I can see through my perspective how much effort and how much the first batch of people have lived.
I wanted to check as soon as possible, so I couldn't hold back and swam through the dimensions toward the gate.
That was when.
""Okay, hello.""
I heard my own voice in my ear.
Did Rohan in the first round even expect that I would succeed?
No, it won't be.
I guess that's just what I believed.
I smiled silently and eventually passed through the gate.
“Nothing has changed… it seems.”
Before I knew it, I was standing in the hallway.
I checked the clock on the living room wall and saw that Grace had just left and was returning home.
Tiring━
In the midst of all the familiarity, the phone rang. As I began to talk, I heard the voices that had been talking just a moment ago.
[It's me, Rohan.]
It was Grace.
“Are you okay?”
[huh?]
Realizing my slip of the tongue, I hurriedly continued speaking.
“It meant that you arrived home safely.”
[Oh, yeah. I just got here… … Where’s Rohan?]
“I just got here, too.”
Now there was no reason for us to leave each other's side.
I sat on the sofa and looked out over the veranda, feeling a renewed sense of relief.
“But why are you calling? Did you lose something by any chance━”
[Because I miss you.]
Frozen night sky, infinitely deep darkness, but spring is just around the corner… … .
[I already miss Rohan.]
… … Everything was the same.
I chose my words calmly.
There was only one thing I could say to Grace.
“I will go there now.”
As I was heading straight for the front door, a coat suddenly caught my eye.
As if the events in that world weren't a lie, it was torn and dirty in places from the fierce battle.
I couldn't wear something like this to meet Grace. It was the moment I turned to my room to change my coat.
[Actually, I… … .]
The voice was still coming from the other end of the receiver. I suddenly turned around and saw someone knocking on the front door.
[… … in front of your house.]
* * *
A cafe located on Roman Road overlooking Willow Street.
Four people, each with their own unique personality, were huddled together at the entrance to the cafe.
“Is this the place? The place where we agreed to meet Rohan.”
Michael checked his pocket watch, his blue eyes shining.
“He’ll be here soon. Just in case Rohan sees you, please move to your respective positions.”
Grace's purple hair, resembling hyacinths that held a love that could not be expressed in words, swayed along her head.
“Okay, let’s start the operation now!”
The sunlight reflected off Ellis's broad forehead and sparkled. Ariel, who was feeling dazzled by it, grabbed Ellis' hand.
“Don’t be noisy and follow me. Our area is over there.”
“Tch, when did I ever get noisy? And why are you holding my hand? If someone saw me, they’d think we were super close.”
“Then shall I hate you from now on? That’s good. Since I’m back, I’ll be your enemy this time.”
“That, that’s not what I meant… Anyway, we’ll be cheering you on, Grace!”
And then Ariel and Alice run away to a tree-lined street far away.
Michael, who had been watching them, opened his mouth as he checked how little time was left.
“You haven’t forgotten what you first said to Rohan, have you?”
“Yes. I remember.”
As soon as I answered, memories of that day came flooding back.
"“The reason I called you... is because I want you to follow me to the position of associate professor at Springwind University.”
It was an unforgettable memory.
Because that was the beginning of this story.
Michael continued.
“There’s no need to change too much at once, especially when you’re just starting out. I guess it’s a good thing our memories are intact.”
As Michael said, they used the power of the axe to regress everything except themselves.
All that remained were those who remembered that such a future had existed.
And now it was time to change the future, no, the present.
“Grace.”
Grace, who was pulled out of her thoughts by a voice calling her name, looked up at Michael.
Michael stared at Grace for a moment and then smiled.
“Go. Now is the time to save your real husband.”
At those words, Grace smiled along with Michael.
Soon, the two turn their backs on each other and start moving away.
Grace entered the cafe and headed to the seat she had sat in that day.
“…….”
This was the place.
In this place, Rohan just stared blankly at himself.
As Grace sat down, catching her breath, a waiter approached her to take her order.
“Would you like to order?”
“Please give me a glass of water.”
“Water……? Oh, excuse me. Then I’ll bring it right away, so please wait a moment.”
Soon, the employee who brought the cold water tilted his head and left.
Grace stared blankly into the glass of water.
Thousands of years later, that distant story still floats vividly above the surface.
But that was a story of the past. No more stories stained with such pain, sorrow, and tears would happen.
‘Rohan will be here soon… … Calm down, Grace. This time, I will save Rohan for sure.’
Daughter━
The bell at the entrance rang and the sound of footsteps approached.
Grace slowly raised her head toward the figure sitting across from her.
It was Rohan.
“It’s been a while, Miss Grace.”
That tone of voice and expression.
It was the Rohan he knew, and not the Rohan.
Grace quietly moved her gaze to the glass window and waited.
Until the real Rohan appears.
‘Just a little more.’
Tick tock… …
‘We’re almost there now.’
Tick tock… …
‘5 seconds to go. 4, 3, 2, 1… … .’
… … Tick tock.
As soon as the second hand stopped, my head started pounding.
At the same time, Rohan lost his mind.
Only then did Grace's lips move.
“Sit comfortably.”
Grace, who had been looking at her own face reflected in the window, finally turned her gaze to Rohan.
“I called you because…….”
I didn't hear it.
I couldn't hear anything as I looked at that dreamlike face, wondering what he was saying.
Still, I had to do it according to plan.
Only by making Rohan an adjunct professor at Springwind now could everything be put right.
But Grace got up from her seat, contrary to what was planned. She spoke like this page, which no one could have expected.
“……Because I love you, Rohan.”

            Grace kissed the person she would spend the rest of her life with.

Became the Savior of the Final Boss - Episode 193 (194/225)


                
                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                
                                § Epilogue (Complete)
“……I heard the news. I heard the cure was completed.”
Jack Cloud, who was sitting on the sofa in the president's office, raised his head. Cornelia, who had not even glanced at Jack, answered while organizing her work.
“It’s not completely finished. Like, 99 percent?”
“That’s the finished product, isn’t it?”
“I’ll tell you something since you don’t seem to know much. Medicine is something you have to be careful about because even a 1 percent chance can cost you your life.”
“That’s true too.”
Meanwhile, Cornelia, who had finished her work, put down her magic feather. Only then did she turn her gaze to Jack, and she smiled, almost like a sigh.
“But if it’s developed to 99 percent, it’s almost like it’s finished.”
“What a contradiction.”
“Academics always start with contradictions. The results will vary depending on whether you can endure or not the contradictions. Just like how I am now.”
Jack shook his head at those words. Having lived his entire life as a knight, things like knowledge and technology were incomprehensible areas that he could never reach no matter how hard he tried.
Cornelia jumped down from her chair and stopped in front of the table. She glanced at Jack as she straightened up the teacup she had overturned.
“So how is life at the new administration? I heard that Inspector Javelin, or rather, now the director. Anyway, I heard that Javelin’s reputation has improved quite a bit since he became director.”
“It’s exactly as you heard. The name has also changed. It’s no longer the Management Bureau…….”
dripping.
At that moment, a knock was heard and the door opened. And what appeared was Javelin.
Cornelia opened her mouth to address him, who was still wearing his blue coat.
“Director Javelin? What brings you here?”
Jack was equally surprised. Javelin glanced at Jack, who was saluting his superior, and shook his hat once.
“Our ‘diver’ was the first to excuse himself. Now that we’re here, I’ll excuse myself for a moment as well.”
Cornelia crossed her arms as Javelin looked around the president's office with careful eyes.
“Are you here to arrest me? What is the charge? Illegal drug testing? Or maybe I was too cute all this time?”
“It is true that the president of Springwind is cuter than the presidents or deans of other universities, but we ‘Abyss Divers’ do not arrest innocent people for such a reason. The job of the divers, including myself, is simply to find those who engage in corruption and wrongdoing and sink them to the bottom of the Abyss.”
At those words, Cornelia uncrossed her arms.
Unlike the past when he was cold and hard-hearted, Javelin was now taking down the nobles and corporations who were plundering the people one by one, as rumored.
Javelin continued.
“I’m looking for someone. There’s no one in the swordsmanship classroom or office, so this is the only place I can ask for help.”
Cornelia responded with a fit of hysteria at the mention of the swordsmanship department.
“Did Professor Rohan get into some trouble again?”
“It’s true that I’m looking for Rohan, but that’s not why. I just want to see you in person to say hello.”
“If that’s the case, then I’m relieved. The lecture scheduled for today should have already ended. If he’s not in the office either… Ah.”
The next moment, Cornelia remembered something and smiled, pointing to the ceiling with her raised fingertips.
“Probably going to be there with Professor Grace again.”
* * *
Smart━
Someone opened the door to the student council room with a knock that echoed through the room.
Ariel Riepenstein, the student council president who was organizing the main agenda for this quarter, checked the face of the student standing at the door and folded her hands neatly on the desk.
“Welcome, John.”
Like Ariel, Johan had a badge neatly pinned to his collar, indicating that he was a student council member. It had been half a year since Johan had officially become a student at Springwind.
John answered.
“Isn’t it time to skip the honorifics? You’re now a full-fledged student body president of Springwind.”
“In situations like this, we need to respect other students even more. Karen di Arilleria, who graduated last month, also urged us to do the same.”
The next moment, a smile appeared on Ariel's lips.
“But I guess it’s okay to look a little disheveled in front of Yohan. What about dinner? I haven’t eaten yet.”
“Me too, not yet. I can’t let our president eat alone in the cafeteria. Since I’m a student council member, I have to take care of him like this.”
“Then would you like to join us? Of course, dinner is in the afternoon. ━”
“……Other than that restaurant.”
Ariel's smile grew even wider as she saw John hastily cutting off her words in embarrassment.
Before we knew it, Rohan and Grace's wedding was only a week away.
Still, Ariel was not lonely or sad.
For now, it was just nice to quietly look at someone who looked so much like, if not exactly the same as, the person I loved.
Then there was a knock again.
The door opened before Ariel could answer.
Renault, whose shirt was a mess as if he had been in a fight somewhere, threw two students who had been beaten until their hands were covered in blood into the student council room.
Renault said.
“These guys. The ones who are still distributing black candy at school.”
Thanks to the education he received from Johan, or rather Rohan, in the past, Renault was completely rehabilitated and reborn as a new person.
His prickly personality was still there, but now, instead of causing trouble, he would catch students who were causing trouble and throw them into the student council room like this.
Ariel answered.
“Thank you for your hard work. This will be the end of my bad relationship with Black Candy.”
“I don’t know about Black Candy, but there are still a lot of punks who are eating Springwind. Especially the new students from Ramble Academy. They still think they’re nobles. Don’t worry. I’ll take care of everything.”
“But I’m worried about the aftermath of your overwork.”
At those words, one corner of Renault's mouth slightly rose.
“I am Renault Kafka, the only son of a renowned swordsmanship family. Have you forgotten?”
“A noble is a noble, not bad. Anyway, I am always grateful. In return, I will recommend you as a student council officer at the next meeting.”
“……Okay. I’m not doing this just to wear that armband.”
And then, without even saying goodbye, Renault quietly closed the door and left. Unlike his speech, his actions were gentle.
Ariel let out a sigh that was either relieved or worried as she immediately called the security team after he left.
“Is this how you wanted to atone, Renault……”
Yohan, who was looking down at the students that Renault had thrown to the floor with Ariel, answered.
“Because everyone has their own way of atonement.”
Ariel tilted her head at those words and turned her gaze to John.
“Like John being by my side?”
“No. I just do this because I want to.”
“……I’m glad to hear that answer.”
That was when.
bang!
Ellis, who had kicked open the door and come in, walked briskly towards Ariel, shaking her shoulders in anger.
Soon, Ellis trips over the students lying on the floor without even noticing them.
Yohan and Ariel burst into laughter as they watched her roll around on the floor with a thud.
“Oh my, who tripped me… Hey, what are they all?”
“You should have been watching carefully. Are you okay? Are you hurt anywhere?”
“Huh? Johan was here too. I’m fine, hehe… Ah, this isn’t the time to be laughing.”
Ellis, who was momentarily taken aback by the sight of John's perfect face, soon ran to Ariel.
"hey."
“What kind of a habit is that for a student council president? Vice President Eclat.”
“You’re being a jerk, you pretty much won the seat by popularity vote!”
“Of course, professors like students with good grades. It’s the same for other students.”
“Oh, by the way! Ariel, do you know what you just did?”
When Ellis slammed the desk, Ariel responded, not really surprised, “What a surprise.”
“What did I do?”
“Look at how shameless this kid is. Did John hear that too?”
John nodded as if he understood, suddenly remembering something at the voice asking him.
“You’re not going to sell Hurricane Springwind during this festival?”
“Yes! It’s not just any other thing, it’s Hurricane Springwind!”
Ellis was so angry that she thought about that incredibly sweet and delicious ice cream.
“Are you in your right mind, Ariel?”
“I’ve always been sane. So, you’re making a fuss over not being able to eat ice cream? Like a little kid?”
“That’s all? Is that all you can do? Of all things, it’s Hurricane Springwind, Hurricane Springwind!”
Ellis covered her face as if she was about to cry. Ellis soon calmed down and continued speaking in a calm tone.
“Listen carefully, Chairman. If the students don’t eat Hurricane Springwind during this festival, there will be a riot. After all, a festival without that ice cream isn’t a festival. Do you understand?”
“I am aware of that. Hurricane Springwind’s sales are too big to be called ice cream. But didn’t I say that at our last meeting?”
"what."
“The company that supplied the materials for Hurricane Springwind during the festival has now been submerged by divers due to a supply corruption scandal.”
"……what?"
Ellis's expression said she had no idea. Ariel sighed.
“They were also providing incredibly low-quality ingredients. As the student council president of Springwind, I absolutely cannot tolerate feeding such things to our students.”
“That can’t be…….”
“Of course, your insignificant tongue and stomach would have been dazzled by ice cream made with such low-quality ingredients. When I think about it, it’s really pitiful. Poor Vice President Eclat.”
“Oh, no. I……!”
When the truth was revealed, Ellis took a step back in denial of reality.
Ariel said to her, who was stealing her sigh.
“As its reputation suggests, Hurricane Springwind is made with all Alpha grade ingredients. That’s why it’s difficult to obtain those ingredients until the day of the festival. Of course, the main menu will be replaced with Spike Fish.”
Ellis, whose mouth began to water like Pavlov's dog at the mention of spike fish, glanced back at Johan.
“Really? Really? It’s even better!”
“Yes. Thanks to the help of Professor Rohan and Johan. I couldn’t mess up a festival that only comes once a year.”
“Then I’ll help too. As the vice president of the student council, I can’t just sit still!”
“You don’t plan on eating it all as soon as it’s made right next to you, do you?”
“That, that can’t be right? Heh…….”
Ellis, who immediately figured out the purpose, broke out in a cold sweat. Seeing that even John seemed to agree with her words, Ellis quickly opened her mouth.
“By the way, where is Rohan now? I need to learn the recipe quickly so I can help.”
Ariel, who was buried deep in the backrest, looked up at the ceiling. Ariel still loved him so much that her heart responded to the name Rohan.
Ariel answered.
“Lord Rohan, you will be sitting with Professor Grace on the rooftop as always…….”
* * *
“Stay still.”
I couldn't move.
Springwind's rooftops were high, but the skyscrapers of the jungle-like city surrounding it were even taller.
I answered awkwardly, feeling embarrassed that someone was looking down on us.
“But if you do this outside…….”
“There is no one else but us.”
“What would you do if someone saw it…….”
“I'll take responsibility for everything.”
Grace affirms.
If I knew what her expression looked like right now, I wouldn't be able to do anything like I did.
I have never seen a more confident and trustworthy face than this one at this moment.
In contrast to the strange conversation, we were just holding each other in our arms.
Grace and I are lovers now, and having her in my arms is nothing.
But this was our workplace, the rooftop of Springwind where we taught students.
At least this kind of excessive skinship can be done without being too late after work when I get home…
“……Are you that good?”
But the moment I saw that comfortable and gentle face, all my anxiety disappeared.
"good."
What if someone takes a look?
Grace likes it this much.
I adjusted my position so that Grace could be held comfortably and stroked her hair.
“It’s almost here.”
Soon, we were going to get married.
It was already spring. Spring as clear as the day I first opened my eyes to this world.
“Yeah, there’s not much left.”
A flower petal flew in from somewhere and fell on her shoulder.
I imagined Grace standing at the wedding hall in advance.
If I ever lose my sight, it will definitely be on that day.
Grace looked perfect in the dress I chose for her.
“It feels like something has ended.”
"yes?"
I asked back stupidly.
I looked down at Grace and saw that she was looking out over the railing at the scenery.
“If I fall asleep like this, it feels like everything will be over……”
Those words stuck in my mind.
I nodded after thinking about those words for a while.
“If you feel that way, then it’s time to end it.”
"really?"
“Yes, but it is not the complete end. Just as there is an end because there is a beginning, you have to end something to start something again.”
“For example?”
“For example… like going home together after work and looking at the stars all night long.”
As she said that, the corners of Grace's mouth went up.
“Would you like to tell me a story today too? I want to hear it.”
“I’ll tell you as much as I want. There are still many stories left to tell.”
Like this, Grace loved falling asleep every night listening to my stories.
A pleasant breeze was blowing. I followed the petals fluttering in the wind with my eyes again.
“Then shall we go back now?”
As I tried to get up, Grace hugged me tighter.
“Just a little more. I want to stay like this for now.”
Grace was also quite foolish.
So foolishly, so lovely.
“Okay. Then just wait 10 more minutes… You seem tired.”
Before he could finish speaking, Grace's breathing became ragged as she fell asleep.
I still stroked her hair and looked out into the world where nothing had changed.
A lot of time has passed since that day.
If you think about it, it wasn't a lot of time.
Because it was only half a year.
Still, a lot happened.
For example, Cornelia almost finished making the cure, Carina, who finally regained her name by order of Emperor Adela, was officially crowned princess, the administration was dismantled and the truth was revealed, leading to peace with the Demon World, and many corrupt forces were uprooted by divers led by Javelin, etc. To us, these were only stories that were obvious and extreme.
This story is already over. And it happened long ago.
I already saw the ending, and everything was resolved well. It was a happy ending.
“…….”
I carefully took out a piece of paper so as not to wake Grace.
The pure white paper was still fluttering in the wind, with nothing written on it. It was the last page of this world.
The moment I saw the ending, my expectation that something would be written on this page was wrong.
For a moment, I thought about the author's words.
“The world is yours now. So write your story. There will be plenty of space.”
As the saying goes, this world is now mine, no, ours.
So then, what should we write and how should we write it?
“……It’s difficult.”
I even took out the magic feather that I had kept in my jacket pocket, but I couldn't come up with the first sentence.
Did all the authors of the novels I read feel this way?
Did you feel lonely, distant, and helpless as you faced this endless snowy landscape?
Swish ━ Swish ━
Soon, I wrote the first sentence without hesitation.
Come to think of it, there was no need to describe it with such grand words.
There was no way that the sentences I wrote, as I was not even a writer, would be good, and even if this was the last page, it was not the end.
So I engraved a very simple word or sentence that I always had in mind.
“I think this is enough.”
After writing that sentence, I put the page back into my pocket.
There was no need to fill in all the blanks at this moment. The rest of the blanks would be filled in as we lived.
At that moment, Grace opened her eyes at the sound of the door creaking open. As she got up and looked back, we saw welcoming faces looking at us like unwritten sentences.
Maybe those images were the story I wanted to write on the last page.
Finally, I moved forward, thinking about our story that would one day be written on the last page.
We won't be happy for very long.
Still, I will live.
If you live like that, a day will come when you will be happy again.
Someday... ... definitely.
< To be continued in the side story. >

            < Side story - Time theory >
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                                § Time theory (1)
Some say time is short. Some say time is long.
A time that everyone must have looked back on at least once.
Time is an essential medium in our lives, like mana that enables life to survive.
According to the "Theory of Time", time does not flow. Only the being that stands on the past, present, and future moves forward.
However, there are people who feel irritated by these facts.
Now, I am suffering from being stuck in a past that cannot be undone.
Now, we are afraid of a future that has not yet arrived.
Now, as we live our lives running on time, we only vaguely think of its existence.
… … This story is an absurd definition of such a time.
* * *
“Think about it, Michael.”
Her eyes, tinted with sunset, turned to the clock. Claudia looked at the clock that stood at 11:55 and asked.
“When is it now?”
“Lunchtime… 5 minutes ago.”
Michael answered, lifting his eyes, which were a shade of anxious blue. His gaze also drew a soft curve and fell on the clock.
Claudia grumbled as if she was displeased with something.
“Isn’t something strange?”
“You think it’s strange?”
“When I look at a slowly moving clock and wonder how much time will pass, time really does pass slowly. It’s as if it’s testing my patience.”
Michael simply nodded, as if he had sensed what Claudia was going to say.
Claudia continued.
“At this time, and for a moment, when I open my textbook without thinking, especially the history book, and am doodling the people in it, and then I hear the bell ringing to announce lunchtime. At these times, time passes relatively quickly.”
“That’s true. So?”
“This shows that time is not absolute. Like the difference between the two cases mentioned earlier.”
Claudia paused for a moment and looked around at the Academy cadets sitting in the same classroom.
Some cadets were diligently taking notes during class, some were dozing off, avoiding the instructor's eyes, and some were just looking forward to lunch time like they were.
Claudia, who was looking at them all, asked a question into the air.
“Doesn’t that mean we’re all living our own lives?”
At the same time, it was a question to the world.
But Michael knew.
It's true that time is relative, but it has nothing to do with what Claudia said.
The fact that it feels that way is simply a difference in cognitive environment.
Above all, we were currently in a class on etiquette and culture, not theory or math.
Still, Michael answered with a smile.
“You are right. Just as I live in the time of Michael Riepenstein, you also live in the time of Claudia Lauren.”
Then Claudia also smiled along with Michael.
That answer was the best one to satisfy Claudia, who was affectionate but surprisingly stubborn.
Meanwhile, the hour and minute hands pointed to 12 o'clock. The teacher said as he left the classroom.
“That’s all for today’s class. Enjoy your lunch. Don’t forget the table manners you learned today, right?”
“But instructor, the last time I saw you in the break room, you were eating with both hands like a pig.”
“……Follow me.”
Five minutes passed in an instant.
Michael, who was experiencing that time, thought that maybe what Claudia said was true.
There were still countless theories that Michael had yet to learn, as he was only fifteen years old.
“Let’s go have lunch too.”
Michael, trying to shake off his thoughts, got up from his seat and followed the other cadets.
Claudia, burying her body deep in the backrest, shook her head.
“There’s no need to rush.”
At those words, Michael sat back down.
If you go to the restaurant now, it will be bustling with hungry cadets since morning.
Claudia wasn't the type to enjoy such commotion. Neither was Michael.
“The weather is nice today too. It’s already spring.”
“I’m sure there were a lot of beautiful flowers in bloom.”
“On days like this, I should practice swordsmanship on the rooftop.”
“You did it at dawn too. Aren’t you tired of it?”
“That’s what I meant. Don’t you get bored if you just sit there with a book all day, Michael?”
Michael could understand Claudia's questioning voice.
Books were a magic that Michael could never tire of, that he could never tire of.
And the same was true for Claudia.
As much as Michael loved books and magic, Claudia also loved swords and swordplay.
Michael looked out the window with Claudia. It was a warm day, now familiar to him.
Suddenly Michael glanced at Claudia.
“I wonder what Grace is doing. I wish today were the weekend…….”
A breeze blew through the window. Claudia's black hair, neatly draped along her shoulders, lingered before Michael's eyes.
A side profile that is somehow mischievous, yet infinitely warm, and eyes that always seem to be dreaming.
As he looked at Claudia's face, which could not be explained by any formula or theory, Michael felt as if he himself was dreaming.
‘Claudia is perfect. At least to me, she is the only perfect person… … .’
Michael's heart began to beat faster at everything about Claudia.
That was when.
“Michael.”
Michael was faced with a mystery that he would never be able to solve in his entire life.
“Have you ever thought about how time passes when you die?”
With that question, Michael's time stopped.
* * *
Two blue lights slowly rose into the dark room.
Michael woke up and sat up, staring at the dawn outside the window.
“……Is it that dream again?”
A dream that is still vivid even after more than a dozen years, like a constellation rising in the same place.
Michael, still unable to shake off the dream, staggered into the bathroom.
The pajamas I took off were soaked with cold sweat. I washed my body with hot water and only then did I calm down.
"hour……."
Amidst the pouring water, Michael was repeating only those words. At the same time, Claudia's voice was repeatedly ringing in his ears.
‘How will time flow when I die?’
The answer to that question has still not been found.
It was a problem that no one could solve. Because in order to solve it, you had to face the answer yourself.
Click.
After finishing his shower, Michael sat down at his desk without even drying himself off and opened the locked drawer.
Inside the drawer was a rather thick magic notebook. Michael opened the book and traced the phrase written alone on the pure white page with his fingertips, like the title.
“Time…… theory.”
It's been a long time.
Even the genius wizard Michael Riepenstein, known as the Merlin of Merlins, was still unable to perfectly prove the "theory of time" even after decades.
However, there was no lack of harvest. The following meaningful results were obtained in proportion to the time invested.
"The first law of time: Time is the continuity of space and observation."
"Second Law of Time: Unobserved time is a simultaneous superposition of past, present, and future."
"The Third Law of Time: All space that we call time is determined by the superposition of states that emerge at the observed moment."
The phrases I had read countless times were recorded in the next chapter.
Nevertheless, Michael began to read carefully again.
But even after turning the last page, the result was no different.
“……Impossible.”
Saving Claudia was still an impossible task.
‘I have already observed Claudia’s death. Therefore, Claudia’s death in all my worldlines is confirmed.’
Before he could figure out how to travel back in time, Claudia was 'dead forever' in all space and observation, according to the laws he had theorized.
It was like fate.
A fixed chain that can never be escaped no matter how hard you try or how much you struggle.
If this isn't fate, then what should I call it? No matter how much I thought about it, that was the only word that came to mind.
‘But there will be a blind spot. We have to find it… … .’
Suddenly, Michael's gaze fell on the sentence written on the last page of the book.
Michael's fingertips flinched as he scratched at that sentence.
"The Zeroth Law of Time Theory: Time does not flow. Only those who stand on the past, present, and future can move forward."
According to that last law, Michael was moving forward even at this moment.
Michael walked through the darkness and reached the window, where he saw a face reflected in the glass.
The boy he knew was no more. All that was visible before his eyes was the repentance of a man filled with regret, who could not turn back anything.
Dismissed!
The moment Michael furrowed his brow, shards of broken glass fell to his feet.
The glass shattered like their dreams. Michael called out the name softly.
“Claudia…….”
The water droplets running down the chin were spreading across the glass like the rain that day.
“……What was the answer you found?”
Claudia now knew the answer.
* * *
When the dead are buried, the living bury their memories.
“That’s what you did that day. Grace is a bird that chirps endlessly for her master, and can’t fly on her own.”
It wasn't just loved ones buried under the graveyard.
Michael's memories were also buried. And memories were soon everything.
“That’s too bad.”
Like the scenery of a cemetery where flowers begin to bloom after the snow melts, many things have changed with the arrival of spring.
Michael, who visited the cemetery today, was looking down at Claudia's gravestone.
“If you had seen Grace flying higher than anyone else, you would have been so happy.”
Michael, bending one knee, gently stroked the portrait of Claudia engraved on the tombstone.
Claudia was always smiling here.
But unlike Claudia's eternal smile, Michael's lips are still frozen.
“……I don’t think I can keep my promise with you.”
Sometime, Michael would answer the voice calling him from underground every spring.
"“Wait, Claudia. The moment you achieve your goal, I will give you…….”
… … I said I would go.
But that was a vow of the past.
It was the anger of a man who had not yet achieved his cause and had been running forward blindly, oblivious to everything and driven by revenge.
‘I know now. I didn’t live for you, but I was able to live because of you… … .’
The most desperate joy that Claudia lost her life for him.
In Michael's heart, where only revenge and frustration had remained, only those emotions were now floating around.
“But I will survive.”
Michael's goals changed a long time ago. He had already given up on the cause.
There were still some minor vendettas left, but most of them had been resolved by Rohan.
“Claudia, I can’t imagine a world without you…….”
The ending was filled with sadness.
It was so painful that I couldn't breathe.
All I could do was bite my lip hard enough to draw blood to endure the pain.
‘… … Life is difficult.’
I miss you.
I miss you, and I want to reach you, even if it's just by brushing against my fingertips.
Everything was resolved, but Michael was unhappy.
Nothing was resolved for him.
In exchange for learning the truth, Michael lost everything.
“…….”
Michael's hand, which had been holding nothing but emptiness, moved away from Claudia's tombstone.
My eyes turned to his waist. The sunlight reflecting off the hilt of the sword dazzled before my eyes.
Welcome, Claudia… … .
‘… … If I take my life here, and if I bring you up as the reason, I won’t have the face to see you even in the Underground.’
That's why Michael had to live.
Even if happiness never came, I had to live.
Otherwise, Claudia's sacrifice would have been meaningless.
It was the moment when Michael got up from his seat with a sigh.
“Long time no see, Michael.”
Michael answered without even looking back when he suddenly heard a voice calling him.

            “What brings you here? …Master.”
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                                § Time theory (2)
A teacher can teach you many things, but you cannot learn everything.
“……I thought he was dead.”
But if you can learn just one thing properly from those teachings, and if that changes your future, the person who taught you will be satisfied.
“Just like when the Master left Claudia and me.”
Michael Riepenstein, he was the only person who properly and completely learned all the teachings of Rivercraft.
“Yeah. I’m surprised too. That I’m still alive.”
The graveyard scene was reflected in River Craft's eyes as he sat on the bench with Michael.
The forgotten sound of laughter seemed to come from the distant sky. Claudia was a child who laughed a lot.
After those words, River Craft remained silent. Michael continued to speak instead.
“I never resented you, Master. I just wanted to know why.”
Michael really didn't blame Rivercraft.
Rather, I felt only gratitude.
If it weren't for the magic and theories she taught him during those years, he would not have been able to achieve so many things at such a young age.
River Craft laughed bitterly.
“Let’s talk about this as we go. Claudia is sleeping.”
Michael nodded silently and followed River Craft as he got up from his seat.
I couldn't see his face for a while, but I guessed at River Craft's whereabouts through the occasional news I heard.
River Craft opened his mouth, looking down the tree-lined street stained with Michael's footprints.
“I didn’t want to leave either. I didn’t mind teaching you. But still. There comes a time when people have to leave a place. Whether by choice or involuntarily, one way or another.”
“Was it intentional?”
River Craft paused for a moment at Michael's question, shook his head, and moved forward again.
“It was my decision. Honestly, I didn’t like seeing you whining.”
“I don’t remember that.”
“Who was the kid who ran towards me and Claudia with ice cream, fell down, and cried?”
“I am not.”
River Craft smiled broadly and touched his temple.
“Then if you retrieve my memories, you will know who it is?”
“……I lost.”
Only when Michael raised the white flag did River Craft lower his hand.
No matter how much time has passed and the world has changed, Michael has still been a cute and tearful disciple to River Craft.
Her expression straightened and her eyes became more bitter than before.
“A lot has happened since then. I’ve been acquitted now, but as you know, I was once a traitor to the Empire.”
“Does that have anything to do with why the Master left?”
“No. It has nothing to do with anything. It was fate that made me a traitor… Well, let’s just say it was fate.”
Michael knew.
When Rivercraft says 'fate', it's a situation that even she doesn't understand.
There was no need to know everything. Sometimes there were truths that one wanted to hide, and Michael was no exception.
They left the cemetery and arrived at the parking lot, where they faced each other.
Michael was the first to gesture toward his car.
“What would you like for brunch?”
River Craft shook his head as if in trouble.
“I’m a little hungry, but let’s eat later. I have somewhere to go today.”
“I will take you there. Where is it?”
“Lord.”
Michael was impressed by the name Lordan.
Although Michael was also a member of the Senate for Lords, he was not a particularly popular figure due to several members who were more interested in filling their own pockets than in the public interest.
“He asked me to become one of the ‘Nine Great Men’ again.”
“You seem like a ridiculous bunch. Are you going to slaughter those who suggested it?”
River Craft burst into laughter at Michael's speech, which was completely different from his memories.
“No. I’ll just listen to the story. Now, Lord, just like this empire, things may have changed a lot. After all, there are still many people in the world who need my help.”
Michael, who had been staring into River Craft's red eyes, soon looked away.
Although a lot has changed, there is still a lot that needs to be changed.
“It is fortunate that there is a person like you on the continent.”
A true wise man of this age who knows justice and righteousness.
To Michael, Rivercraft was that kind of person.
That is why Michael could always keep River Craft as his teacher even after he left him.
“I’m glad you exist rather than me. Thanks to you, modern magic has advanced so much.”
River Craft, who was checking his watch at that moment, sighed.
“Did something go wrong during the dimension transition? The clock stopped. This thing is quite expensive.”
The words began to ring in Michael's ears.
The next moment, River Craft asked Michael, who was standing there blankly.
“By the way, Michael. Do you still have time stop these days?”
* * *
Many things have changed, but for the students of Springwind, the Magic Defense classroom remains a constant hell.
“I have never once told you to try hard enough to satisfy me.”
All the students sitting in the classroom had their heads bowed like prisoners.
To Michael, students who failed to complete even a simple task were nothing more than unforgivable criminals.
The only problem was that the difficulty of the last assignment was easy only by Michael's standards.
“I don’t want you to learn everything I taught you. That’s impossible in the first place.”
Soon, Michael's eyes, standing on the podium, became infinitely cold.
“……But you guys can’t even learn that one thing properly.”
At the same time, the classroom was frozen as the Ice Age arrived, and the students were also frozen.
Everyone could have expected it.
Now that I have said those words, I know that such abusive language will pour out of Michael's lips that he will feel like piercing his own eardrums.
But contrary to everyone's expectations, what came out of Michael's mouth was not abusive language.
“Watch carefully and learn.”
Woooow━
Michael, who had cast the circle, continued speaking while arranging the strings and the song.
“Let me tell you again from the beginning.”
Michael was really explaining the answer to this assignment to his students slowly and in great detail.
The students were surprised and tilted their heads at the same time.
‘What? Originally, I would have said that we would cut out our useless cores and fill their place with leftover canned corn… … .’
‘It’s so weird. It’s even more unsettling because it’s so detailed!’
‘It would be better if you just scolded me. I enrolled in the Magic Defense class just to see that… … .’
There were some strange thoughts thrown in, but overall, the students were suspicious of Michael.
It was understandable, because he wasn't the usual Michael. In fact, it was even more maddening that this sociopathic man didn't get angry.
Meanwhile, only Ariel was reading the emotions written on Michael's face.
‘… … You’ve been feeling sad since yesterday.’
The person who watched Michael more closely than anyone else was Ariel.
‘I wish you could just say a word to me.’
To Ariel, Michael was always a lonely person trapped in ice.
Of course, he was much warmer now than when I first met him, but he was still cold.
And the coldness had been slowly lowering its temperature for a few days, and now it was so cold that it was sharp enough to be untouchable.
‘Is it because I haven’t seen Rohan?’
The reason Ariel thought that was because Rohan was currently on his honeymoon with Grace.
Thanks to the considerable amount of time that had passed, Ariel also missed Rohan.
‘Moreover, since Rohan was the Lord’s only friend, the empty space he left behind must be even more empty.’
If Rohan had heard, he would have told Ariel not to think like that again.
That doesn't mean that Rohan and Michael had no relationship.
Even if you are enemies who hate to see each other, it is natural to become curious when you cannot see each other.
But it was only the next moment that Ariel realized that her expectations were completely off the mark.
"……ah."
Ariel, who remembered what day it was today, stared blankly at Michael. The pupils of his eyes that were reflecting him were gradually deepening.
‘It’s almost that day. Claudia Lauren’s… … birthday.’
And Claudia's birthday was soon to be the anniversary of her death, Ariel thought.
‘If the day the person you love was born becomes the day you lose the person you love, how should you deal with that day?’
Should I be happy or sad?
Ariel remembered Michael sitting alone in the living room around this time last year.
Michael in that memory… … .
“There are still faces that don’t understand. I don’t even want to see them, so get out of my classroom.”
… … was crying.
* * *
After the students ran away, Michael stayed alone in the classroom.
“Anyway, these are things that you can’t find any use for even if you wash your eyes…….”
Today's lecture ended with just explaining the assignments, so I was curious about how detailed the explanations were.
At that moment, a hand like a fern opened the classroom door with a knock.
“Looking at the students’ faces on the way here, it looks like you’ve been poisoning them again, Professor Michael.”
Michael, who had his eyes drawn to the bright and cheerful voice, spoke softly.
“I heard the cure has been completed, Chancellor Cornelia.”
At those words, Cornelia avoided Michael's gaze.
“There’s a bit of a problem. It’s not a big deal.”
“Then that’s great. If you need my help, please ask me anytime.”
“How much longer are you going to nag me? That’s enough.”
Cornelia immediately turned her gaze to face Michael. She nodded at the badge on Michael’s collar and continued speaking.
“You know that the ‘Lebert Conference’ is being held this time, right? I got a call from the chairman there yesterday. He asked me to make sure that Professor Michael attends the meeting.”
Michael snorted as he recalled Erwin Heisenberg, the current chairman of Le Verdue.
“Even if I attend, the outcome of the meeting won’t change. I’m tired of trying to convince those idiots.”
“Professor Michael, do as you wish. I only asked for a favor, so I have no intention of bothering you with this. With these short arms and legs.”
“What a blessing in disguise.”
“But you can still bother me with my problems. Right now.”
“I take back what I just said.”
Cornelia swallowed a smile at Michael's hasty change of tone.
Cornelia, who had been moving her lips as if she had something to say, changed the subject.
“By the way, how are you doing these days? For example, are you having any inconveniences in your professorial life? Oh, don’t misunderstand. It’s my job as the president to investigate such things.”
“Thanks to your short arms… no, thanks to all the effort you put in, both materially and spiritually, there is no inconvenience. The only thing that bothers me is that the students’ skills are still at the level of academy cadets.”
Cornelia nodded quietly. But on the other hand, she knew that the students' skills had improved significantly compared to before.
Cornelia answered.
“I have no intention of criticizing Professor Michael’s teaching methods. As a fellow educator, I agree with your teaching methods to some extent.”
Cornelia also knew that Michael was deliberately harassing the students. But she had one reason for turning a blind eye.
“When people become complacent with reality, they stop growing. Only by leaping toward more difficult and higher goals can they avoid stagnation. In that sense, Professor Michael’s education was not wrong.”
No one wants to be hated by others. Michael was no exception.
But someone had to take up the mantle. And it was Michael who volunteered to do it at Springwind.
Michael shook his head as if he was allergic.
“I am merely carrying out my duties as a professor at Springwind. I do not think that is something to be praised.”
Michael was already used to being remembered as a bad person by others.
But in Cornelia's memory, Michael was not that kind of person.
“A moderate amount of frustration can be a driving force for humans. However, when faced with the absolute impossibility, it is natural to become frustrated. Professor Michael is someone who perfectly controls the tempo and speed. Isn’t that something to be commended for?”
“Even though there are many donor students, most of the students at Springwind have proven their hard work and sincerity. If they were the kind of people who would give up after experiencing this level of frustration, they wouldn’t have even been admitted to Springwind. So I didn’t do anything. I just taught them.”
Cornelia couldn't help but sigh at the sight of Michael refusing praise like that.
“I should stop talking.” Cornelia muttered, finally bringing up the words she had been mumbling.
“This time, I get one more day off… right?”
Then Michael nodded silently. Cornelia nodded back as if she understood.
“Then I’ll go. I’ve said most of what I wanted to say.”
It was the moment when Cornelia turned around and took a step forward.
“Thank you.”
Cornelia looked at Michael again. Michael, who was organizing his lecture materials, spoke in a hesitant manner.
“I meant it as thanks for remembering.”
Cornelia stared at Michael for a while. Soon after Cornelia left, Michael stopped for a moment and sighed.
“……Claudia.”
Her name, which I had suddenly called, was scattered along with a sigh.
“I’m glad there’s one more person who remembers you.”
And then Michael started organizing the data as if nothing had happened.
It was the moment when I was finishing organizing and was about to leave the classroom.
““By the way, Michael. Do you still have time stop these days?”
Suddenly, he remembered what River Craft had said to him when they met again yesterday.
At that time Michael answered no.
There was no lie.
“…….”
But Michael's time had not flown since Claudia's death.
My emotions, my mind, my memories, everything was frozen in that moment.
‘It was the moment I heard those words… … .’
Michael passed between the desks without saying a word.
Michael stopped in the middle of the classroom and looked out the window.
"Have you ever thought about how time will pass when you die?"
Michael's eyes closed as Claudia's question still echoed through his mind.

            “……The moment when my time first stopped.”
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Hwaruk━
The sparks that rose from my fingertips illuminated the living room filled only with moonlight.
Michael always lit his cigarettes with this spark, but not today.
“Happy birthday, Claudia.”
The candles on the cake lit up one by one like stars in the sky. Sadness flickered across Michael's expressionless face.
Saaaa… …
Memories flowing out along the fingertips that touched my temple.
As Michael let go of her hand, the memories that had been lingering around her began to unfold before her eyes, one by one.
"What are you doing here? Are you reading a sad fairy tale?"
""It's a gift. Next time, don't wipe it with your sleeve, wipe it with this handkerchief. Promise."
When Michael first met Claudia, he didn't even know her name.
“My name? Claudia Lauren. You can call me whatever you want.”
""The gem embedded in this ring? It's called 'Ethel' and changes color and shape depending on the wearer's mana. Isn't it amazing?"
At the same time, Claudia was also Michael's 'Ethel'. In all my life, I have never met anyone as unique as her.
「“……There must have been. No, there have been. There must have been dozens, hundreds of times when I wished time would stop. Certainly…….”
At the moment when a memory was recalled, Michael caressed the ring.
In an instant, all my memories were shattered. That was the only moment that was difficult to remember.
It wasn't a memory so bad that I didn't want to recall it. It was just too rough and hard to fully embrace.
‘Claudia. If you were alive, what kind of life would I be living now?’
And what kind of future would it be?
Like candle wax running down a candlestick, Michael's thoughts also ran down his cheeks.
Michael suddenly lowered his head and realized that he was caressing the ring without realizing it.
It was a habit. It was a habit that had developed since Claudia died.
Because this ring is the only trace of Claudia left behind.
That was when.
"excuse me……."
The moment he turned his head, Michael was mistaken.
“I’m sorry for wearing these clothes without permission.”
Claudia came back alive.
But she wasn't Claudia.
Ariel Riepenstein, who was now dead and gone, was staring at him with eyes so identical to Claudia's.
“…….”
Michael looks at Ariel quietly for a while.
Michael soon got up from his seat, strode over to Ariel, and looked down at her with a stern expression.
Ariel was inwardly depressed by Michael's atmosphere.
‘I guess you’re angry. I wore your precious belongings without permission.’
Ariel had no intention of offending Michael either.
However, I just wanted to comfort Michael in this way. The only one who could comfort Michael's heart right now was Ariel.
‘… … I didn’t know you would get this angry.’
How could spring be this cold? It felt like winter had come again, and my lungs froze with every breath I took.
But contrary to Ariel's expectations, Michael gently stroked her head.
“It suits you well.”
When Ariel raised her head, Michael was smiling with a face that seemed to melt away.
Ariel answered with a little more courage.
“Can I wear these clothes just for today?”
“If you want it, take it. I’ll give it to you as a gift.”
Ariel was startled by those words.
“No! These clothes are the master’s…….”
“Everything fades with time. I would rather have you wear this dress than let it rot away in my closet.”
"……thank you."
Michael, who had returned to his seat, gestured to the seat next to him.
“Sit down. This is too much for one person.”
“Excuse me.”
“You don’t have to be formal in front of me. At least not today.”
As Ariel approached and sat down next to him, Michael held out a plate containing cake.
And then Michael started to savor the cake. Ariel, who had been watching him intently, opened her mouth.
“Your Majesty.”
“I bought this cake at a bakery somewhere in Little Heath.”
“That’s not it……”
“Don’t ask any more. Please.”
Ariel bit her lips tightly at Michael's firm voice. But she had to say this.
“You are even eating candle wax right now.”
"hmm?"
Only then did Michael look down at the cake.
Just as Ariel said, the whipped cream was covered in candle wax.
Somehow, she said the cake tasted like wax. I've never had cake on anything other than Claudia's birthday, so I just assumed it would taste like this.
Michael answered, trying not to show it.
“This is exquisite. It would go well with white wine.”
Ariel, who had been blankly staring at Michael at those words, suddenly burst into laughter.
Fortunately, she barely managed to keep her teeth clenched to prevent any sound from escaping, but the occasional glimpse of Michael's flawless appearance brought laughter to Ariel.
Ariel followed Michael and put down her plate. Her expression straightened. Then she looked down at the checkered one-piece dress she was wearing.
“Actually, I know who this dress belongs to. It’s Claudia Lauren’s… right?”
For a moment, Michael's eyes shook violently.
I didn't know Ariel knew that fact.
But the truth would come out someday.
Michael nodded with a heavy heart. Still, it was a story he wanted to tell with his own mouth.
Michael was wondering where and how to start explaining this.
“If you want, I can be Claudia for just today.”
It was a deception.
With Michael, whom I will never forget.
The deception of Claudia, who faced eternal death.
“You can refuse. I was already prepared to get in trouble. I just wanted to help you in this way. I’m sorry……”
No one can replace Claudia. It is a proposition that can neither be denied nor denied.
No matter how much Ariel resembled Claudia, Ariel was Ariel and Claudia was Claudia.
That's why I had to refuse to tell Michael.
I should have refused… … .
“……5 minutes.”
Michael continued, calmly, but with all his might, clutching his knees.
“Five minutes is fine.”
That was the longest Michael could allow.
“Then from now on, please call me Claudia. You can say whatever you want. Anything…….”
That was when.
"Sorry."
Why is Ariel always with these words? Michael came up to Ariel and held her in his arms, and said quietly.
“……I’m sorry I couldn’t protect you.”
Claudia Lauren.
Only then did Ariel learn the meaning behind her name.
* * *
The moment Ariel first learned of this fact, she thought, "Well, then that's true."
In all relationships, there is no such thing as unmerited favor.
In some way, it is favorable because the other person wants something.
At least that's what favor was like in Ariel's life.
“……The first time I met Claudia was when I was crying.”
Five minutes later, Ariel returned to her original relationship and was looking at their reflection in the clock.
For those five minutes, Michael just held Ariel in his arms and kept repeating that he was sorry.
At that moment, Michael was a nameless bird.
Like a bird that chirps forever for a master who will never come.
The bird, still crying, spoke.
“I cried a lot back then. I was just like a normal kid who liked teddy bears.”
“Are you saying that you still like teddy bears?”
“It’s just a hobby, I don’t really like it.”
Ariel nodded reluctantly, thinking of the teddy bears hidden all over Michael's bedroom.
He should have just answered yes, he was such a dishonest person.
Michael began to speak again.
“Claudia died when we were fifteen. As it turned out, it was the work of the Administration.”
“Why did the management…….”
“It was treason. But I guarantee you that Claudia is not a traitor. I say this on my life.”
Ariel could understand even if Michael didn't say it like that.
The fact that someone whom Michael loved so much, who protected and protected justice more than anyone else, would never commit treason.
It was then that Ariel's curiosity was piqued, as she was once the daughter of a traitor.
“What kind of person was Claudia? I want to know.”
A certain sense of kinship was stimulating Ariel.
If Claudia had survived at that time and become a traitor, she would have lived a difficult life just like his.
Michael answered, ignoring his chest that was beginning to ache.
“He was a knight. A knight who protected life through death, like you.”
The feeling of guilt that I had briefly forgotten was digging into my heart again.
Still, I could bear it.
No, I had to endure it.
“The first time I met Claudia was on the rooftop of the Academy. She was the kind of person who would look further into the distance when I was looking up at the sky.”
The memories of that day were vividly coming back before Michael's eyes.
Footsteps that sound like walking on fog, hair that sways like a blinding night, a voice that is both affectionate and playful.
Even though time had passed, everything was clear.
“Claudia used to talk about the darkness that was invisible to the eye and the emptiness that must lie beyond that darkness. I was mostly just a listener.”
“You must have loved space. Were you a dreamer?”
“On the contrary. Unlike those illusions that are pursued with the fingertips, everything else in Claudia is directed solely towards reality. Instinctively. Or as if pushed.”
Ariel couldn't quite imagine Claudia.
Just hearing it like this, Claudia seemed like a very unique and special person.
It was thanks to Michael's voice that followed that Ariel was able to confirm what happened to Claudia.
“Claudia always said she wanted to go somewhere. She loved traveling as much as swords.”
Ariel also loved traveling.
It was because I was out of breath.
Just as the desire to escape from the stifling reality gives rise to the impulse to travel, perhaps Claudia was also isolated from something.
Ariel quickly dismissed the thought in her mind. It was her story.
“But Claudia couldn’t go anywhere. Even at the moment of her death…….”
It was Claudia who said that Grace was a bird in a cage, but in reality, it was she who was trapped.
Michael thought for a moment. Maybe that was why Claudia was so eager to help Grace.
Because the person who knew that pain better than anyone else was Claudia.
“This is all I can tell you.”
Michael finally got up from his seat and stepped on the sunset spreading across the veranda.
“……I wish you would wear those clothes sometimes.”
* * *
On a dusky night outside the window, Michael was reading a book alone in his study.
I had been sitting for so long that my back started to ache. Suddenly, I took out my pocket watch from my bosom and saw that the hands were moving towards midnight.
“Should I make a teddy bear?”
Michael, who had a quick cup of black tea and entered the bedroom, picked up a needle and thread placed under the stand light.
“Everyone rejoice. I’ll make a new friend today.”
This was Michael's only hobby.
Only during the moment of making the teddy bear, stitch by stitch, did I have any thoughts, so I was free from everything.
Above all, the soft and fluffy texture was addictive.
“……Claudia.”
But not today.
I'm saying that I can't suppress her like today.
Claudia's birthday is coming up soon, and the anniversary is approaching.
After today, I would have to wait a year to remember her.
‘Once again, I will be away from you for that amount of time.’
I can't quite remember your face anymore.
It's hard to remember what shape your voice took as it reached me, or what curves your smile took as it shone through me.
Every time I move away from the space where you have stopped forever, you fade away.
Still, I can't stop moving forward.
As humans live forever drifting in time, I too will become infinitely distant from you.
‘How long can I live… … .’
… … And how much longer can I go without you?
No matter how much he thought about it, Michael couldn't figure it out.
Even at this moment, it was difficult to live or move forward without Claudia.
Knock ━ Knock ━━
The tears that had finally fallen ran down the pupils of the teddy bear Michael was holding.
Michael was missing Claudia with an expressionless face.
“This is the time I especially miss you…….”

            I couldn't stand it any longer.
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‘Carl Speirs’ was one of the few people who had Michael’s trust.
Karl had always protected Michael from the shadows, but it was rare for him to emerge from the shadows and into the light like today.
[Intruder alert. Any person who does not leave this facility within one minute will be killed immediately, regardless of their actions.]
The ‘Ghent Royal Museum’, as befitting a museum of the Kingdom of Ghent, synonymous with magic and kindness, even sent out a warning broadcast to allow intruders to escape.
But instead of turning back, Karl continued to advance beyond the restricted area, holding the daggers in both hands.
‘… … I can’t back out after coming this far.’
Two days ago, on what was Claudia's birthday and anniversary, the moment he saw Michael crying while making a teddy bear, Karl couldn't stay still.
Before he became Michael's informant, Karl Spears was his henchman.
So Karl wanted to wipe away Michael's tears.
Tears can only be wiped away with one's hands, for this is what one exists for.
[Start clearing out intruders.]
Soon, the door that had been closed opened and machines that looked like wooden dolls appeared, each holding a weapon, emitting an aura.
Clank clank━━
Those machines were the pride of the Kingdom of Ghent and were once used as weapons of war, the ‘Freecell’.
To Karl, who had access to all the information in the world, Freecell wasn't particularly surprising.
The only problem was that while the power of those Freecells was at least at the intermediate level of Sword Expert, the circles that rotated around the core of the magician Sword were only five.
Moreover, the number of freecells is over forty.
Even without considering reinforcements, it was impossible for a wizard with only 5 circles to deal with a Sword Expert who was over 40 years old.
but.
Kagagagak━━ Dismissal!
The sword that had been hiding in the darkness for a moment jumped out from the shadow of Freecell standing at the back and cut off his neck in one stroke.
Karl wasn't just a wizard. Michael wasn't a person who was so generous that he would keep such a wizard by his side.
‘I’ll just break through like this. Anyway, I just need to obtain the “Axis of Boundary” and escape.’
The dagger of the sword that quickly figured out the location of the Freecells flashed. The weapons blinded by the movement of the sword that followed the shadows only cut through the empty air.
[I warn you. Stop all actions. I warn you again. Stop all actions… … .]
The museum's security system was also startled by the sword's elusiveness and began to broadcast warnings.
Meanwhile, the sword steadily advanced forward, destroying the Freecells blocking its path.
“Haa, haa…….”
Perhaps it was because of the fierce battle that had been fought, but Carl, who was born a wizard, was out of breath.
Wheeing━
Noticing this fact, the Freecells chasing the sword further activated the ether stone attached to the vicinity of the chin.
The next moment, a cool sensation brushed the back of the sword's neck.
Chae-Ang!
I barely managed to block the attack and avoid the sword from piercing my neck, but my hand holding the dagger was freezing.
Carl had to take back his guesses about the power of the Freecells. Now, each and every Freecell was no different from the best Sword Experts.
‘What should I do with this… … .’
Contrary to his worries, everything about the sword was looking for a breakthrough.
It had been a long time since I had begun to cross the threshold of life and death. If I had died from this level of crisis, I would have died long ago.
‘… … If it becomes like this, there’s nothing I can do. I have no choice but to use it.’
The sword finally stopped in its tracks.
Freecell also sensed something strange in the sword and stopped at the same time.
But the Freecells had to run straight towards the sword without stopping.
“Times have changed a lot. If we continue like this, won’t the day come when we’ll be ruled by magical tools like you……”
Unlike the blurred words, the shadow of the sword was becoming clearer.
My stomach burned as the circle began to spin so violently that it was sending out mana sparks.
Yet Carl's face remained calm, like a shadow that was slowly beginning to spread.
It was the moment when the shadow of the sword stretched out like a tidal wave and covered everything in front of my eyes.
Kkwadduk!
The Freecells covered in shadows were being dismantled into parts.
The more Freecell emitted his aura, the more solid and strong the shadow that swallowed it became.
Finally, after confirming that all the Freecells were destroyed, Carl muttered while collecting his shadow.
“……But not now.”
As the situation cleared up, the strength left my legs.
But there was no time to sit down and catch my breath or gather my wits.
The sword staggered its way toward the center of the museum.
“It’s quite pretty, contrary to the information.”
Moonlight was streaming in through the glass installed in the ceiling.
The ‘axis of boundary’ that Karl had been searching for was stored at its center.
It was the moment when I took a step toward the jewel that radiated five colors depending on the angle I was looking at it from.
“……Our Royal Museum of Ghent’s opening hours are from 9:00 a.m. to 6:00 p.m..”
It was a light, middle-aged voice.
But the mood in those eyes was by no means light.
“Who are you?”
Carl looked across the exhibition hall at the man in the tuxedo, who was checking his watch with his white-gloved hands, rolling up his sleeves.
“I am Karaman, the curator of this museum. The time is 2:21 AM. It is definitely not business hours.”
Karl held his breath and looked at Karaman, who introduced himself as the museum curator. In Karl's memory, there was no such person as Karaman.
‘He doesn’t have any special equipment. Is he a wizard? No, I can’t feel the flow of mana either. So is he really just a caretaker?’
Karl felt no threat from Karaman.
But what does that carefree look mean?
If something was strange, it was definitely strange.
‘It seems like you have some kind of belief. Or maybe you’re just trying to buy time until reinforcements arrive. Sorry, but don’t do such shallow things in front of me━’
Suddenly, Carl felt something flowing down the corner of his mouth.
When I wiped it with the back of my hand, blood came out.
As I followed the hand, I saw that thin threads were piercing the entire body of the sword.
As the blood that flowed down the thread soaked the floor, a pain that I had forgotten about engulfed my whole body.
Karaman smiled faintly at the sword that had fallen to the floor as if it were collapsing.
“That thread is called the ether wire that we developed in our Kingdom of Ghent this time. What do you think? The advancement of modern magic.”
Carl couldn't answer.
It was unclear what material the wire was made of, but part of the core was damaged along with the pierced abdomen.
All I could do now was breathe, Karaman continued.
“Didn’t I warn you? Every warning comes with a reason, and the price for ignoring a warning is not light. Especially if the warning was kind.”
“…….”
“I’ve never seen your face before. At least you don’t seem to be on any international criminal lists…….”
The next moment, Karaman's expression turned cold.
“……In return, I will cut off the hand that attempted to violate the treasure of our Kingdom of Ghent.”
At the same time, ether wires bound both of Carl's arms.
Carl closed his eyes tightly, thankful that it was his hand and not his neck.
That was when.
Woohoo━━!
The moment the area around the sword distorted, the ether wires scattered into dust in the extended waves.
The moment he felt some kind of mana, Karl quickly opened his eyes. It was a mana that was all too familiar.
“Did you really think that you could surpass human magic with a magic that was nothing more than a toy?”
“Could this voice be……!”
The space that had been rippling split apart and a man with blue eyes appeared.
With every steady step she took, the hem of her clothes fluttered, and her ring decorated with edel sparkled in the moonlight.
In the midst of all that loneliness, Michael Riepenstein opened his mouth.
“I never ordered you to do this, Carl.”
Carl answered with his head down.
"sorry……."
Michael, who had been staring at the sword for a while, soon bent his knees.
As Michael placed his hand on Carl's abdomen, the broken core began to repair itself in a pure white light.
“When will the treatment be done……?”
“I learned it for times like this.”
Although his body was fully recovered, Karl was unable to say anything.
Until just a moment ago, this was something that could be solved with just one wrist.
But the moment Michael appeared, the situation no longer became a matter of the thief and the museum curator trying to stop him, but of a diplomatic issue between the Habledown Empire and the Kingdom of Ghent.
That was Michael's position.
“I don’t know what your intentions are, but why does Michael Riepenstein, Beta Rank of the Habledown Empire, covet the treasures of the Kingdom of Ghent?”
Although he asked confidently, Karaman was trembling.
The fame and prestige of the name Michael Riepenstein were beyond the capacity of a mere museum curator.
Michael answered.
“Before that, let me ask you. Aren’t the jewels stored there the ones that your Kingdom of Ghent plundered from the Kingdom of Charloa 200 years ago?”
“That and this are separate issues……!”
“I understand that the Kingdom of Charloa is still petitioning for the return of their treasures. Above all, you are refusing that petition. For the sole reason that you are stronger than the Kingdom of Charloa.”
"that……."
“I have these thieves under my command, but you treat these thieves as your kings. If that’s the case, wouldn’t you be willing to turn a blind eye to each other?”
“……Are you serious about that statement?”
“If you are sincere?”
Karaman's expression distorted.
Even for Michael, it was intolerable to insult the nation itself, including himself.
Karaman answered in a voice that was still young.
“I will formally report this matter to the Habledown Imperial Family.”
“Tongo, try it.”
"……yes?"
“Try it.”
Michael slowly approached and looked down at Karaman.
It was an overwhelming presence. Karaman felt as if he was facing an indescribably vast horizon just by facing Michael.
“I will soon be taking office as the director of the Imperial Magic Technology Bureau. The Magic Technology Bureau is strictly an imperial property. Therefore, as a person of the imperial talent, I will represent the Empire and listen to your Ghent Kingdom’s protests.”
Karaman couldn't even open his mouth.
It wasn't just because of the sparks that began to swirl around Michael.
‘If I do this wrong, I’ll die… …!’
Honor and all, right now his life was in danger.
No matter how much Karaman was armed with modern magic, he was nothing more than a child playing with a toy in front of Michael, the Merlin of Merlins.
“……I will seek compensation for the damage. As you can see, our museum, including Freecell, has been severely damaged.”
“Okay. I’ll pay you. How much?”
“500 billion rings. If that’s the case, then what happened today is like nothing━”
Karaman flinched at the sight of Michael putting his hand into her arms.
But contrary to his worries, what Michael took out was a blank check and a magic feather.
Swish swish.
Michael wrote down the numbers in an instant. Karaman, who received the check he handed her, just blinked.
It was definitely 500 billion rings. Not only in the Habledown Empire, but in the entire world, there were not many people with the wealth to pay such an astronomical sum on the spot.
“Is this okay?”
“Yes? Oh yes…… This is enough……”
Karaman knew that Michael would bargain. No matter how expensive the Freecell was as a magical tool, it didn't cost more than 5 billion per unit.
So Karaman also asked for an exorbitant amount of money.
Michael, who had simply solved the problem with a piece of paper and a feather, immediately turned to Karl and held out his hand.
“Let’s go, Carl.”
“But, Michael……”
As Michael focused his eyes, Karl also stood up without saying a word and followed him.
Carl, who had arrived at Michael's room through the spatial leap that had occurred within him, knelt down.
Michael, who had been sitting on the chair and watching the sword for a while, opened his mouth.
“You did something that is not like you.”
The Karl Michael knew was not such a reckless person.
He was a person who always gathered information and played only games with a chance of winning based on that information.
Michael had never seen such recklessness with a sword like today.
“It was my own decision. Please punish me.”
Carl lowered his dagger in front of him.
Karl was also unsure about carrying out this task, although he was only determined to wipe away Michael's sorrow.
This was the result. And now it was time to take responsibility for the results.
Michael answered, picking up the teddy bear on the desk instead of the dagger.
“I knew it too. So it’s not your own opinion.”
“What is that…….”
“I wanted to check. Whether the artifacts stored in that museum warehouse were real or fake.”
If I just wanted to check, I could have come during business hours, but the Royal Museum of Ghent was strictly off-limits to foreigners.
Above all, the ‘axis of the boundary’ was one of the secrets that was not revealed to the general public. That’s why even if it wasn’t a knife, Michael would have stepped forward at some point.
Michael continued.
“It was just a jewel. It turned out to be fake.”
“You've wasted too much money on that.”
“500 billion is cheap to check this. And you even get to protect your wrist.”
Michael finally put down the teddy bear and looked down at the knife again.
“I was planning to spend up to 800 billion today. I had that much in mind.”
In the words that followed the next moment, Karl remembered why he had sworn eternal loyalty to Michael.

            “……But I couldn’t have imagined the sadness I would feel the moment I lost you.”
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Time passes slowly.
This morning was particularly like that.
‘The rumor that the axis of the boundary was lost 200 years ago was true.’
The moon hanging in the window was obscured by clouds, and the darkness deepened further.
Conversely, the darker it got, the clearer Michael's thoughts became.
‘It’s a pity in many ways. If it were as written in the old book, the axis of the boundary would have been the most suitable medium.’
Recently, Michael has been looking for artifacts that contain powerful mana, such as the ‘Axis of Boundary’ or the ‘Tears of the Sea Spirit.’
That was also the reason why Carl had failed to capture the axis of the boundary just an hour ago.
Although the process cost a lot of money, the money was to be used to purchase the axis of the border from the royal family of Ghent.
‘There are only rumors about the sea spirit’s tears and interstellar stones, and there is no confirmed information. If you use the highest grade ether stone as a medium, even tens of millions of tons would not be enough.’
There was one reason why Michael was looking for a medium like this.
“……Is it really realistically impossible?”
Movement in space.
Here, space did not simply mean a physical entity.
‘All spaces have coordinates. Spatial jumping is a technique for finding those coordinates and moving. However, if time also has coordinates… … .’
If only we could calculate and specify those coordinates, we could leap into the past or the future.
According to the "Theory of Time" that Michael was studying, time was a continuity of space and observation.
Everything had already happened or was about to happen, and only the observer encountered fragments of all events through the metaphysical flow.
But this was also just Michael's guess.
As with all theories, the theory of time remains an uncertain hypothesis that has not yet been proven.
Even without those reasons, Michael had already encountered the biggest difficulty.
‘It’s difficult because I can’t even do experiments.’
Just as there are some techniques that are theoretically possible but practically impossible, theory and practice are very different.
‘Even jumping through space or dimensions requires a huge amount of mana. According to my calculations, the amount of mana needed for “time jumping” is more than a single human core can handle.’
That's why a medium was needed to handle the mana of the spell in place of the core.
Of course, if hundreds or even tens of thousands of wizards were to arrange the spells together, they might be able to handle that mana.
However, if that happened, Michael's theory of time would spread throughout the world, and it was clear what greedy humans would do to control 'time'.
Hururuk.
Michael, who was troubled by a problem that he couldn't solve no matter how much he thought about it, took out a cigarette and put it in his mouth.
It was the moment when I was about to light a cigarette.
“Didn’t I tell you last time? Instead of smoking something like that, you’d rather kiss me.”
The moment the scent of pomegranate tickled Michael's nose, the half-cut cigarette fell to the floor.
“……Because I can kill you faster.”
Michael, leaning back against the backrest, growled quietly at the voice that he couldn't tell where it came from.
“I warned you never to let me see you again, Isabella.”
Isabella, the moment Michael called her name, a gentle breeze blew through the sealed room.
What emerged from the wind that had begun to gather slowly was a woman who was not only alluring but dangerously attractive.
“Don’t you hate me too much? The more you hate me, the more I like you…….”
For a moment, Michael's eyes sparkled.
At the same time, a fireball appeared and rushed towards Isabella, burning the scattered documents.
It was the moment when Isabella blew her breath through her lips, which were painted with red lipstick like her hair.
“It was not the wind but the sun that stripped the traveler of his clothes. It was the scorching sun, just like you.”
Isabella blocked Michael's fireball with just her breath, without using any magic.
That alone speaks volumes about her strength being beyond compare.
But Michael was only a warning.
As the fireball he had fired as a warning dissipated, Michael arrayed an even more powerful spell in front of his eyes.
“You really wish for death. I will grant that wish.”
Michael was sincere.
It didn't matter how friendly Isabella's smile was or how provocative her dress was, he genuinely wanted to kill her.
Michael knew that everything about Isabella was just a pretense, an illusion.
“If you knew what I found, would you hug me right now?”
“Go to the afterlife and release your lust on the grim reaper. It’s uncertain whether the grim reaper of the afterlife will be able to handle your strange sexual desires.”
Michael was a man with a thick wall just like Rohan.
It was the moment when the spell was about to be revealed in Michael's unwavering voice.
“……‘Akasha’.”
The moment Isabella mentioned that word, Michael's circle was shaken greatly.
Isabella didn't miss a moment. In an instant, she was scattered by the wind, but in an instant, she was sitting on Michael's lap, her body pressed against his.
“How are you, are you excited now?”
“…….”
“You don’t seem particularly excited. Your body is so cold.”
No matter what Isabella did or said, Michael only thought about ‘Akasha.’
‘Has Akasha been discovered again?’
"Akasha".
Akasha was a magic stone called the substance of the gods, like the ether stone.
However, throughout all of history, Akasha has only been discovered on one hand.
Unlike the common ether stone, Akasha was such a rare substance that it would not be an exaggeration to say it did not exist.
‘… … With that kind of power of Akasha, it is possible.’
However, the reason Michael dismissed Akasha was because she was not something that could be obtained even if one wanted to.
Of course, if he had put his mind to it, he could have gotten it somehow. However, considering the owner of Akasha, Michael would have lost everything in return.
“How can he be so handsome…….”
Meanwhile, Isabella was caressing Michael's cheek.
“Can’t you just make one cut here? Then it’ll look cooler━”
"lie."
Michael, who had just snapped out of his thoughts, grabbed Isabella by the neck.
Michael confirmed this to Isabella, who was smiling despite her struggling to breathe.
“You always lied to me. I won’t be fooled anymore.”
As Michael's hand gained strength, Isabella's body, feeling threatened, turned into wind again.
A moment later, Isabella appeared again at the window, caressing his neck under the pouring moonlight.
“Isn’t that too rough? It’s supposed to be gentle at first. And how do you know if it’s a lie or not? You don’t even know your own heart.”
“That’s a lie. Because you’ve never told me the truth with your own mouth.”
Isabella, who had been glaring at Michael at those words, shut her mouth tightly. Thinking about it, she had always been lying to Michael. It was unconscionable of her to ask him to believe her.
Michael turned his back to the chair. Michael's teeth could be heard gritting from beyond the chair.
“There is a limit to how much I can do to watch that lewd tongue defile my room. Get out before I really kill you. This is your final warning.”
“I came all this way to let you know, thinking of you, and now you’re acting like this?”
“If you really cared about me, you wouldn’t have come here.”
“……Okay. I didn’t want to say anything, but I guess I can’t help it.”
Then Isabella, her bright red high heels clicking, approached me and pushed her finger between my breasts.
As Michael glanced back at the quiet atmosphere, he saw Isabella already reaching out her hand.
Michael asked, looking at the note hanging precariously on his fingertips.
“What are you talking about now?”
“Read it. You like reading more than listening, don’t you?”
It was definitely a trap.
But this time Michael had no choice but to be deceived by Isabella.
Because now was the time when I had to place my hopes on a gamble that was close to impossible.
“Instead, I have a favor to ask.”
The moment Michael reached out for the note, Isabella grabbed his wrist and pulled him towards her.
“What is it?”
“To be exact, it’s a deal. Since it’s a tit-for-tat. Anyway, my request is…….”
Isabella, who had been in a daze for a moment, continued speaking with the urge to pluck Michael's lips and kiss him.
“……Kill the leader of the Avengers, ‘Sharkskin’.”
“You were trying to trick me, after all.”
Michael scoffed and tried to take his hand away at the suggestion to kill the Avengers, especially the leader of that group, Sharkskin.
Isabella answered with a smile on her face, holding Michael's wrist with even more force.
“This time I’m serious. I want freedom.”
To Michael, Isabella was a mindless person who lived with the epithets of sadism and violence.
Michael has been deceived by Isabella ever since the moment they first met, because she loves to deceive others so much.
Therefore, this was also a lie.
“Wasn’t Sharkskin your father? You asked me to kill him. There is no daughter in Habledown as devoted as you.”
Isabella's eyes turned lonely at Michael's somewhat sarcastic response.
“If you don’t like it, that’s fine.”
“I never said it was good.”
“You son of a bitch.”
Isabella, who was about to reveal this, soon smiled leisurely.
“That’s why I like you.”
“Then I guess I should be good this time. Look forward to the day when I spread my good influence throughout the world.”
“You’ve become a lot more talkative lately. Are you taking private lessons?”
“No, I learned something from someone.”
Rohan's face flashed through Michael's mind for a moment. Even Michael didn't have the confidence to handle Rohan with words.
How would Rohan have reacted if he were here? Michael quickly shook off his distracting thoughts and continued speaking in a cold tone.
“Go. This is all the time I can spare for you.”
Isabella had no choice but to agree with that.
Judging by Michael's mood, if he delayed any longer, he would genuinely try to kill himself.
“I’ll leave for today. I came here with the intention of spending the night with you, but it’s a bit disappointing. You know my contact information, right? If you change your mind, just call me anytime.”
Suddenly, a strong wind blew into the room.
Only Isabella's voice, which had been scattered and disappeared by the wind, floated clearly around Michael.
“I’m always waiting for your call.”
Michael, left alone again, combed his disheveled hair.
Michael then turned his gaze. He spoke softly toward the room, which was now a mess, with everything from bookshelves to tables thrown into disarray, as Isabella disappeared.
“……There’s one more reason for me to kill you.”
Michael and Isabella, for one reason or another, were never able to become close.
* * *
‘Bad kid.’
The night sky, stars, and clouds.
Isabella's heart, swimming beneath it like the wind, was one.
‘Bad bastard, bad bastard, bad bastard!’
I wanted to go back right now and tear Michael to pieces.
But Isabella knew too.
Before that, I'm telling you that I'm going to be torn apart.
The reason Isabella was able to torment Michael like this was because he was a compassionate protagonist.
If Michael had not been merciful, Isabella would have been dead and buried underground years ago.
‘That’s why I’m crazy about you… … but you’re still a bad kid.’
My heart was not at peace.
Today, at least, I was sincere.
I really wanted to help Michael.
Of course, Isabella also had her own personal goals.
The purpose was to ask Michael to kill Sharkskin, his father and the leader of the Avengers.
“This time I need your help…….”
Unlike the wind, which could reach anywhere, Isabella was not free.
Isabella placed her hand on her chest, feeling a dry, empty space, devoid of any pulse.
‘… … When will I be free?’
It was a long time ago that I was deprived of my freedom.
Isabella's actions were without will.
You always had to rely on orders, and refusing those orders meant suffering worse than death.
‘This is driving me crazy.’
I had to go crazy.
Otherwise I won't be able to endure it.
Then I really went crazy.
I liked this about myself, but I also hated it.
‘Let’s just wait a little longer. Michael will eventually contact me.’
I don't know why Michael is looking for such a powerful artifact as Akasha, but my guess is that he needs Akasha to achieve his goal.
Isabella was the one who held the clue, and in time Michael would find her.
That was when.
“……It’ll be a shame if you just leave.”
The shadow that had been leaning on the ground suddenly rose toward Isabella.
Isabella, who had hurriedly appeared in the ominously thick and gloomy mana, took up defense.
Isabella answered.
“Sorry. I forgot to say hello to you.”
As Isabella stood in the air, stepping on Mana, a shadow gathered in front of her eyes and a sword revealed its face.
Isabella shook her head at the grotesque sight of the sword, as if its face was floating in the darkness.
“You always give me goosebumps when I see you, Carl Spears.”
“You always look so sexy, Isabella.”
Isabella was not fazed by the surprise attack by the sword.
Instead, Isabella wet her lips with her tongue like a snake that has found tasty prey.
“Meeting two great guys, tonight is fantastic.”
“It is a shame for me to deal with people like you.”
“I can make it even more embarrassing. By the way, have you tried it in heaven? If not, I can make it for you━”
Before Isabella could finish speaking, Carl's dagger flew in.
The sword clicked its tongue at Isabella, who slightly turned her head to avoid the dagger.
“That’s why Michael hates you. And so do I.”
“You don’t have to hide it. Actually, you like it this way too, don’t you?”
“……There’s no point in talking about it anymore.”
Carl, tired of Isabella's continued teasing, disappeared into the shadows again.
The sword that eventually recovered the flying dagger appeared behind Isabella's back.
It was a moment when the moonlight reflected on the dagger sparkled like stars.
“But how long do you think you can hide it?”
The moment the dagger pierced her neck, Isabella, who had scattered like the wind, hugged the sword from behind.
“You really thought I fooled you too? What a disappointment… between two women.”
“……!”
Karl's face was crumpled by Isabella's hands, which were caressing his body like a snake.
At the same time, numerous daggers rushed towards Isabella from the shadows that spread around the sword.
But Isabella's voice, which easily avoided even that, echoed throughout the night sky.
“There is no shadow in the wind. Just as nothing can hide from me.”
"shut up!"
“How about being a little more honest with yourself? Like me.”
“You are not human, you are just an animal, you give in to your instincts like that!”
Karl, whose secret was discovered, did everything he could to kill Isabella.
But Isabella had no intention of dealing with the sword in the first place. Isabella's voice was fading away along with the laughter.
“I wonder what Michael’s expression will be like when he finds out the truth about you? I’m really looking forward to it. See you later.”
The sword left alone hung with both hands.
“Fuck…….”
Carl finally placed his hand on his chest.

            As Isabella said, no matter how much you hide it, it's a secret that will come out someday.
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There were times when Michael's body, which had been as cold as ice, became hot.
"Don't point your blade at an angle. Are you planning on breaking another one?"
The blade Michael swung cut straight through the air. The only thing that made Michael's body hot was his training.
"To use the circle as an aura, you need to concentrate it inside the sword, not around it."
In an instant, the dense circle surrounding the sword expanded and stretched out in front of Michael's eyes.
Manas rushing in from all directions, sometimes like blue butterflies, and sometimes like heavy raindrops.
"What on earth is that pose? Are you going to dance? Should I play some music for you?"
Michael's sword dance was elegantly embroidered in Rohan's voice, which still vividly torments my eardrums.
Unlike before, Michael's swordsmanship skills had reached the level of a sword master.
If magic were added to this, there would be few people who could now take on Michael one-on-one.
‘… … But this alone is not enough.’
Michael, his expression hardened, picked up the pace.
Yet his posture was not disturbed at all.
Even Ellis, who hated Michael more than the twisted horse, would lose his mind at the sight, but Michael was not satisfied with this.
‘Someday I will surpass you, Rohan.’
It had been a long time since Rohan left Michael's hands.
Now, Rohan had transcended the limits of a Weapon Master and reached a level that ordinary people could only dream of.
But Michael was still just an Archmage. Michael would soon surpass the limitations of an Archmage, but that alone was not enough.
‘I can’t protect anything if I’m weak. Not only that, but I have to become strong for Ariel.’
That was the reason and goal for which Michael worked so hard, even shedding sweat, something he hated so much.
Above all else.
‘… … The best on the continent must be me, Michael Riepenstein. Even Rohan cannot tolerate it.’
I couldn't lose to Rohan.
Strictly speaking, Michael recognized Rohan as a rival.
This was even more true on the magical side after Rohan began to hone his circle.
Even if that weren't the case, Michael decided that only Rohan could be his rival.
From another perspective, this also meant that Michael acknowledged Rohan.
Woohoo!
Michael, who displayed his swordsmanship while also arranging magic. He couldn't stay still for even a moment when he thought of Rohan.
Michael, who had poured out everything, took a deep breath with his back turned to the dizzying sunlight.
And then I remembered. The day when Rohan was consumed by the power of chaos.
‘It was reckless… … I was the same.’
At that time, Michael truly wanted to save Rohan.
It wasn't for Grace.
It was not for Ariel, who loved Rohan, nor for himself, who was trying to achieve a greater cause.
At that moment, it was just instinct.
… … It was the instinct of a ‘guardian.’
Michael is Merlin of Merlins and the 23rd head of the Riepenstein family before he was the genius wizard of Springwind. He is a descendant of a hero who has protected the Haveldown Empire since ancient times.
That is why I could not just watch Rohan being consumed by the power of chaos.
Saaaa━
The patterns carved into Michael's body responded along the ejected circle.
The geometrical pattern soon began to glow blue and flash regularly, and the flames that emerged engulfed Michael.
“Ugh…….”
Michael let out a groan of pain.
Basically, the magic that is cast does not harm the caster.
But the magic now was different.
There was one reason why Michael deliberately set up the array to harm his own body.
‘… … It’s still painful. But I have to hold on.’
This technique, like the “Seal of Oblivion,” required not only the caster’s mana but also their blood, or “life.”
Simply injuring his body was not enough. In an instant, Michael's already pale complexion became even paler as the blood drained away.
Hurrruk!
Soon, a huge blue flame began to move through Michael's entire body.
Michael gritted his teeth in the excruciating pain that felt like his mind was burning to ashes.
‘Just a little bit more… …!’
The technique Michael was currently trying to complete was "Nova".
Nova, like "Absolute", was a technique that had not been handed down to the world and was solely devised by Michael.
It was a technique that didn't even have a name yet, but if it were completed, it would be able to save countless people.
That was when.
Tsuzuzuzu━━ Dismissed!
Michael could almost hear the sound of cracking in his chest, and then the flames began to grow stronger.
It was a moment when I hastily focused my mind on my core to control my drinking.
‘This is… … I let my guard down.’
Core outage.
Along with mana exhaustion, it was a necessary gateway for all academy cadets, and a ‘mistake’ that even wizards or knights above a certain level would find difficult to intentionally experience.
Michael was now an Archmage of the 7th Circle, on the threshold of the realm of Transcendence.
If Michael's core had gone berserk before the mistake, what would have been the aftermath? It would have been unimaginable.
‘Is it because I overdid it with Pure Mana? If I keep going wild like this, Ariel will get involved too. I have to stop it somehow!’
There was a distance between the training ground and Ariel's room, but Michael, who did not want to cause any harm to her, used all his strength to control his core.
‘Core’s runaway is a phenomenon that occurs when the orbits of the circles become entangled. In reverse order, the seventh circle is controlled first… … .’
As Michael took control of the core, the flames began to die down.
Only after I finally untangled the first and second circles did the core become stable.
Michael, who was breathing heavily, looked around the smokescreen that had become a mess due to the aftermath of what had just happened.
Although the core rampage was a life-threatening mistake, Michael's only concern was the failed technique.
‘Why? Why did it fail this time, and succeed the last time?’
I couldn't figure out why.
In theory, to manifest this technique, you had to reach the 8th circle.
That's why Michael personally carved a special pattern that is normally not visible to fill that first circle.
“Is it impossible even with ‘Evidence of Arcana’?”
"Traces of the Arcana" was the name of the pattern.
It was a symbol that only a wizard could carve, but no wizard would ever attempt to carve it themselves.
Despite its overwhelming performance that added one more circle to any level, it was nothing more than a brand when you consider the price.
‘At the time, it was just a stroke of luck that it happened. This technique is still imperfect. We have no choice but to hold off on using it until we find a definite improvement.’
As I was concluding that, the smartphone on the table vibrated.
Michael, who didn't even have the energy to walk, ignored him, and Karl appeared from the shadows and personally picked up the smartphone.
“Here it is.”
“I thought you went out.”
“I am in self-discipline.”
“I see.”
Then Carl handed Michael his smartphone and disappeared into the shadows again.
Michael tilted his head for a moment at the sight of the sword, then reluctantly answered the phone.
[If you're busy, should I call you later?]
Michael straightened his posture at the sound of River Craft's voice coming from the other end of the receiver.
“I was training. Did you go to the road?”
[Yeah. I declined your request to be a great person. So, let's meet up for a bit. I have something to talk about. But I'll buy you brunch this time, which I declined before.]
“Okay. Where should I go?”
Even for Michael, who was withdrawn from human relationships, meeting River Craft was always welcome.
River Craft's voice, which had been quiet as if he was looking around, soon followed.
[Can you come to Red Hill?]
“There will be a shopping mall nearby. You need to get ready, so choose the clothes you like. I’ll go and pay.”
[Oh really? As expected from the Riepenstein family, they are quite the spendthrifts. Then what should I do in return… … .]
It was the moment when Michael, who had risen from his seat, used the water spell to wash his body.
[… … By the way, are you still studying the theory of time?]
* * *
“Nothing is so cruel as romantic.”
River Craft, who had recently gotten a makeover with Michael's wallet, took a bite of a tart decorated with whipped cream.
“The theory of time is a romantic theory. Like this soft and sweet tart.”
Michael, who hadn't even glanced at the brunch in front of him, answered while setting up soundproofing around him.
“But as you said, it is also a cruel theory.”
“That’s right. Sometimes it goes beyond cruelty to the point of being vicious. Like this tart that makes you happy while eating it, but leaves you worried about what’s afterward. To quote Berman’s theorem, which is called the greatest economist, it’s an equivalent exchange.”
River Craft was also a man who knew about the ‘theory of time’.
Although Michael was the one who first came up with the theory of time, it was she who gave it more flesh.
Only then did Michael pick up the utensils and start cutting the bacon without hesitation.
“No matter what the price, I will not give up.”
At those words, River Craft, who was wiping his mouth with a napkin, stared at Michael.
Even though his speech has changed a lot, Michael was originally like that. He was a stubborn kid who would never give up on something he liked.
“Even if you lose everything you love in return?”
“As you know, Master, I have already lost everything━”
“……Ariel Riepenstein.”
Everything about Michael, whose name Rivercraft had never mentioned, stood still.
River Craft spoke to Michael, who was motionless like a sculpted piece of ice.
“I’ve heard a little about that kid. I met him by chance at Crescent Mountain last time. Do you know how surprised I was?”
“…….”
“If you change anything about time theory, you’ll lose that child first. And that’ll be just the beginning.”
Michael knew it too.
The fact that the current Ariel Riepenstein exists because she had a longing for Claudia.
If Claudia were alive, Ariel would not exist.
“Is that okay?”
That was the price.
“Do you have the courage to change the past at the expense of sacrificing the present?”
Michael calmly put down his knife and fork and answered.
“There must be a way. A way to bring Claudia back without sacrificing Ariel.”
“That’s just your wish. Don’t deny reality any longer, Michael.”
“Before that, there’s something I want to ask you.”
River Craft turned his head at the sight of Michael looking straight at him with his eyes wide open.
Before, his eyes weren't so full of venom and spite.
“Why are you so skeptical, Master? You were the first to agree with my theory.”
“I agree. I still agree. But according to the theory of time, Claudia is in all our observations━”
The next moment.
“He is not dead.”
Michael barely suppressed his anger and spoke again.
“Claudia is not dead.”
“…….”
“Just as we cannot see everything in this world just because we live in it, there must be unobserved world lines.”
Rivercraft realized.
As Claudia's memories fade, Michael's mind becomes clearer.
It was a feeling that was truly unfathomable.
I couldn't even imagine what it would feel like to be loved by someone with such feelings.
Perhaps that was the law of equivalence that Claudia and Michael had to endure.
That's how equivalent exchange is established.
‘You don’t know, Michael. Your feelings for Claudia are actually erasing Claudia from this world forever… … .’
The more Michael misses Claudia, the more the world will tear them apart.
All of Michael's longing for Claudia will not stop him from observing her death.
‘In that perfect hell, you will suffer forever… … .’
… … But Rivercraft was also a wizard.
A common wizard who challenges, explores, and understands the impossible.
Rivercraft opened his mouth in the midst of the wizard's curse-like rage.
“Let’s just finish it first, then.”
River Craft smiled into Michael's eyes, frozen with sadness.
“Let’s think about it later.”

            River Craft also missed Claudia.
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“Never in history has mankind conquered time.”
Although he was merely an Archmage like Michael, Rivercraft was praised as the epitome of modern magic theory.
“It’s arrogant, if not ignorant. In essence, time is the law that constitutes this world. In front of that law, humans are nothing more than tiny parts. Small parts can move parts, but one part cannot move the whole.”
Michael, who was watching the river craft in the lab, felt as if he had gone back in time.
Whenever Michael received her teachings, he was always filled with excitement, joy, and anxiety.
Just like this very moment.
“But that is now a thing of the past.”
“Yes. We have begun to discover the theory that constitutes the law, and based on that theory, we have begun to approach the impossible. This was unimaginable only three or four hundred years ago.”
The river craft, wearing glasses with numerous scopes, almost like night vision goggles, picked up tiny parts that were invisible to the naked eye with a tool that looked like tweezers.
Michael turned his gaze to the pocket watch that River Craft was looking after.
The watch looked like the pocket watch Michael usually carried around, but its function was not simply to check the time.
River Craft, who had just finished connecting the parts, took off his glasses and let out a long breath.
“This basically completes the work on the ‘timer’ you created.”
"Thank you for your effort."
River Craft shook his head at those words.
“As you can see, the supplementation is finished, but that doesn’t mean it’s complete.”
Then he pointed to the empty center of the clock with his fingertips. Michael answered for him.
“Because the most important engine part is missing.”
“But this timer is theoretically perfect. The time theory you’ve worked so hard to perfect, as well as the equations of Pan and the Julius interpretation, are all meshed together like these gears.”
Michael nodded in agreement.
There should be no major issues with the timer, which was designed and manufactured by the genius wizard himself.
Michael answered.
“Do you have any medium in mind?”
“There are a few mediums that can be used as engines. For example, the ‘Tears of Avalon’ that are decorated on the gloves you are wearing. However, the crystallized mana in such artifacts is unstable. In order to use them in such devices, even more precise processing is required, but this is still impossible with modern magic.”
Michael, who had been hesitating, reluctantly brought up the name.
“Then what about Akasha…?”
At the name Akasha, River Craft responded with a wide eyebrow, as befitting a wizard.
“Akasha is great. She’s beyond compare. Assuming, of course, that you can ram a truck into the main gate of Akan’s palace.”
Michael clicked his tongue at Rivercraft's denial, as if he had already expected it.
It's not that Akasha didn't exist in the world.
It was clearly a real substance, and therefore had an owner.
The only problem was that the owner of Akasha was the king of the Akan Kingdom.
“But it’s not impossible. Someone like you would receive a lot of support from the Empire.”
“Even so, the Kingdom of Akan is the second most powerful nation after the Habledown Empire. The Akasha you mentioned is adorned on the staff that symbolizes the Akan royal family and its king, Benedict Lord Asman.”
The next moment Michael shut his mouth.
River Craft shook his head in response to Michael's glare, which was glaring at him as if he was a child whose candy had been snatched from his mouth.
“I didn’t mean to give up. I told you. Do you have the courage to save Claudia at the cost of losing everything you love?”
“That is different from war. I cannot sacrifice others for my own selfish desires.”
In response, River Craft looked up at Michael's face.
“Do you still love this empire, Claudia’s hometown, Habledown?”
"that……."
River Craft was right.
In the past, the goal was to overthrow the system, but that was also possible because of patriotism and loyalty.
If Michael had hated Habledown so much from the beginning, he would have fled to another country a long time ago.
But Michael didn't do that.
Michael loved this land, this country, which held Claudia's memories.
“Looking at that face, it seems like it’s still the Michael I knew.”
River Craft lightly pinched Michael's cheek, who was now very sullen.
‘How could such a child who was so innocent and foolish turn out like this… … .’
Michael wasn't the only one who remembered Claudia.
River Craft also remembered Michael's childhood while honoring Claudia.
River Craft also wanted to bring Claudia back to life.
As a teacher and an adult, I desperately wanted to help these children whose childhoods were stained with despair and sadness.
Michael suddenly raised his head as he recalled a memory he had forgotten.
“There is one way to save Akasha.”
“How? No, I just said something earlier━”
“I’m sorry, but I’ll have to take my leave now. I’ll be in touch soon.”
Michael, who had just walked away, returned straight to his room. Then he looked down at the shadow and opened his mouth.
"knife."
“Yes, Michael.”
Michael paused for a moment and continued speaking with a crumpled expression on his face like a child holding a pill in his mouth.
“……Contact Isabella.”
* * *
Everything has its own scent.
These scents sometimes blend together like life, becoming more splendid and sweeter.
But on the other hand, there are scents that can and should never be mixed.
“Shall I tell you a secret?”
Michael stared at Isabella, who was picking a pomegranate and putting it in her mouth.
“No one has come into my house, and no one has left. Of course, there are no dead bodies.”
“Then I will be the only one to leave this house alive. And you will be drowned in the endlessly deep and cold sea by the divers of the ‘Abyss’ who received my report.”
Michael and Isabella.
These two were scents that could never mix.
Isabella let out a pomegranate-scented breath at Michael's bold answer.
“You can’t. At least not while I have information about Akasha.”
“Even if I can’t kill you, I can take it away by force. Right now.”
“Are you trying to rape me? You’re more aggressive than you look.”
“……If you’re thinking of arguing pointlessly, I’ll go.”
As expected, when the conversation started to flow strangely, Michael stood up without saying anything. He hadn't come here to exchange such low-level jokes.
“Sit down. I’ll just get to the point, whatever you want. I don’t have a lot of time, either.”
Michael, who thought he had misheard, glared at Isabella.
Isabella's expression, as she fiddled with the pomegranate in her hand, looked gloomy today.
“I guess you’re not always crazy.”
“Even a broken clock is right twice a day. Just like my head.”
Then Isabella came over, sat on Michael's lap, and looked at him.
“So let’s talk when I’m in my right mind.”
“You don’t look particularly sane. Come down.”
“There are no chairs. Would Michael Riepenstein really want to make a beautiful and delicate lady like me sit on the cold floor? That’s too authoritarian.”
“…….”
Michael got up from his seat and sat Isabella down on the chair.
Michael opened his mouth towards Isabella, who was feeling the warmth that had settled on the chair.
“I need to determine the truth of your information before I hear the conditions.”
“Are you asking me to give you the information first?”
“You’re talking nonsense. How can I trust whether your information is true or not?”
“What if you just steal my information and run away?”
Michael snorted at those words.
“Now you have to worry about the fact that the information is fake. In that case, the gray matter lump on your neck will be rolling around on the floor.”
Surprisingly, the person who was considered a symbol of trust in the Habledown Empire was Michael Riepenstein.
Just like his magical philosophy of never touching illusionary techniques, he was not the type to enjoy trickery from birth.
This was the decisive reason and life trajectory that made Michael a role model and idol for the nobles.
“Trust me, and I will trust you.”
"trust……."
Isabella stood up from her seat, muttering those words.
Bright red high heels clacked around the room as Isabella walked.
“Other people have done the same to me. Trust me, why don’t you trust me? I will never betray you… Do you know what the result of that trust will be?”
Isabella finally stopped and lowered her head, leaning on the table.
“……This is me right now.”
Isabella raised her head again in Michael's silence.
Michael recalled the moment he first met Isabella.
At one point Isabella's eyes were filled with sadness and anger.
But now all that remained was a poisonous smell like despair.
Isabella spoke to Michael, who stood tall above her with eyes that resented everything that was happening.
“You’re saying that you’ll be betrayed because you trust me? No, you’re asking me to trust you in order to betray you in the first place. You’re just repeating the words “trust me” like a parrot in order to exploit others to the core for your own benefit!”
A strong wind gust radiating from Isabella struck Michael.
Nevertheless, Michael faced Isabella steadfastly, unwavering like a tree rooted in the ground.
Isabella, who had been breathing heavily due to the sudden surge of sadness, calmed her breathing and continued speaking.
“That’s why I don’t trust anyone. Not even me. So let’s make a deal.”
Michael answered, smoothing his collar.
“You are making a ridiculous pun. A transaction is an act that can be established based on trust. If I do not know the truth of the information, this transaction━”
“I will give you my heart.”
The next moment, Isabella, clutching the tip of his sword, cried out as if she were dying, covered in blood.
“If this is a lie, then come kill me. Because you could have killed me at any time.”
* * *
‘Kilbaha’ has been a land abandoned by people since ancient times.
There are two main reasons why land on the continent is abandoned to people.
There are too many demons to handle.
Or maybe the concentration of mana is so high that it is a wasteland where normal people cannot survive.
Unfortunately, Kilbahar falls into both of these categories.
The first-class demons lying cold and dead before Michael's eyes were proof of this.
But even if it was a first-class demon that would be no different from a disaster to ordinary people, in front of Michael, it was nothing more than a puppy that crawled up without even knowing the subject.
‘How strange. I never thought Isabella would say something like that to me.’
Michael walked forward, lost in thought, without even glancing at the loot.
‘Where is there a grave without an excuse… … but it is still strange.’
Michael was currently exploring Kilbaha to find Sharkskin, the leader of the Avengers, at Isabella's request.
But what mattered to Michael was not where Sharkskin was hiding.
“Do you know what the result of that belief is? ……It’s me right now.”
To Michael, Isabella's presence was like gum stuck to his hair.
A character who is very unpleasant and bitter, but cannot easily cut his hair because he feels bad about it. The more he hesitates, the more he becomes entangled with his own life.
‘Faith… … .’
Then Carl's voice was heard from the shadows.
“Do you really trust Isabella?”
“Why are you asking that?”
“……The shadow is shaking.”
Michael stopped walking for a moment and answered while looking down at the shadow.
“I don’t believe it.”
“But why did you accept the deal?”
“Just trust my judgment.”
“Isabella is absolutely untrustworthy. She has deceived Michael more than five times so far.”
Karl didn't trust Isabella.
It was all Isabella's karma for deceiving and tricking Michael all this time.
Michael shook his head.
“No matter how much you don’t believe in anything, there comes a moment in life when you desperately want something.”
Michael, who started walking again, remembered the moment when he first began to study the theory of time in earnest.
“At that moment, it is human to want to believe. Even if it is something that seems so impossible that it is impossible to believe, you will believe it.”
“So you decided to trust Isabella?”
“No. The person I decided to trust was Isabella.”
Michael recalled.
"I'll give you my heart."
The moment Isabella struggled to utter those words, he saw the endless earnestness in them.
At that moment, Isabella was desperate. It was as if she was barely holding on to the edge of life.
If even that was just an act to deceive himself, Michael had nothing to say. He had no choice but to be deceived by the virtual reality.
“I call it the final faith.”
But at least at that moment, Isabella was not lying.
“Everyone has a final belief. However, the moment that last belief is broken…….”
The sun was sinking in the swirling mana.
The time when the world becomes the darkest.
Michael stared into the darkness that spread like spilled paint.

            “……People fall apart.”
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If you were to ask someone walking down Blinn Woods, the bourgeois sanctuary and the wealthiest and most glamorous street in the system, if they knew anything about sharkskin, ten out of ten would say no.
“……Black Candy’s profit this quarter was 9.4 billion rings.”
But in a dank cesspool full of filth and dregs, the moment you grab anyone and spit out the name Sharkskin, everyone in that area will tremble in fear and bow their heads.
“It’s down a full half from last quarter’s revenue. Blind Woods’ supply chain was cut off this time. Seems like management is lax, Mermon.”
The moment Sharkskin twitched his eyebrows, the yellow shirt he was wearing bulged as if it was about to burst.
Mermon stuck out his pierced tongue at the sight of Sharkskin's overwhelming size, as if he was facing a demon.
“Oh, I couldn’t help it. I don’t know what they were talking about up there, but public safety has gotten so much better these days.”
The woman sitting next to Mermon nodded in agreement as she rolled a black candy between her fingers.
“Mermon is right. Ever since the administration changed its name to Abyss or something, they started regulating ‘illegals’ like Black Candy more strictly.”
“Yes, Sharkskin. Now you have to risk your life to sell a single piece of candy. You saw what happened to Rubin the other day at the divers!”
At the name Rubin, everyone looked to the seat opposite Annabel.
That place used to be Rubin's, but just as Mermon had said, it was now empty and covered in dust.
Sharkskin answered.
“Who ordered this?”
Mermon just blinked. Annabelle didn't understand either.
Sharkskin continued, slamming his huge fist like a sledgehammer onto the table.
“Mermon, this is a task you volunteered to do. Originally, this was also supposed to be my responsibility.”
“But things are different now━”
“Everything comes with a responsibility. There is no reward without a price. Don’t you know that best?”
Silence poured down like heavy rain over everyone's heads.
Everyone knew.
There has always been a price to pay for the rewards, and they paid that price to be able to sit here today.
However, it is not the case that Mermon or Annabel paid the price directly.
Even now, all over the continent, lives are piling up in the gutter every day, ready to die for someone else.
“So this time, someone has to pay the price.”
That was when.
“Isn’t that too much?”
Mermon, who had been tugging at the piercing on her tongue in anxiety, looked up at Annabelle who had gotten up.
“So we, or rather only we, are the ones paying the price? Enjoying everything together and leaving you out?”
Sharkskin answered, lighting a cigarette.
“Wasn’t it the same for you guys to enjoy what you enjoyed?”
“What? Oh, that loot smuggling operation that your Avengers are running? Yeah. We had fun with it. But the amounts are different, the amounts. While we were raking in hundreds of billions from the pockets of the nobles, how much did you Avengers make? Fifty? Forty? ... Are you kidding me?”
As Annabel closed her mouth, those wearing red masks appeared from the darkness.
Amidst the extraordinary aura of everyone, Annabel, the ‘Queen of the Red Light District’ continued speaking.
“The reason we’ve been in business with you up until now is because of your business acumen. It’s been beneficial to us.”
“I guess that means there’s no money right now.”
“As expected, you’re smart.”
In the midst of Annabel's drawn smile, the masked men rushed towards Sharkskin.
It was the moment when the slowly dispersing cigarette smoke covered Sharkskin's face.
“You still have a problem with impatience, Annabel.”
… … Splash splash splash!
As Sharkskin's eyes flashed in the smoke, the heads of Annabelle's men who were attacking him burst like watermelons.
Sharkskin got up from his seat without realizing it. Blood was dripping from the tips of his clenched fists.
“Mermon.”
When Sharkskin called his name softly, Mermon, who had been crouching in fear, shouted hurriedly.
“I, I didn’t do anything! I didn’t do anything!”
“And Annabel.”
Annabel didn't even move.
He was just looking up at Sharkskin with a thoughtful face.
Sharkskin continued.
“Who was it that changed your life from being a slump to a slump?”
At that question, Mermon suddenly burst into laughter.
At one time, Mermon was a drug addict who lived off of all kinds of drugs. And it was the same even then.
“I ask you again. Who saved your lives when you were abandoned in the gutter?”
Annabel, on the other hand, bit her lip tightly.
If it weren't for Sharkskin, Annabel would have ended her life like countless others still living in the red-light district.
Sharkskin began to draw something on the table with the blood on his fist. Annabel barely managed to move her eyes and looked down at the numbers drawn on the table.
0 and 1.
What it meant was clear. Sharkskin's voice was fading away as he turned away from the numbers.
“Don’t forget that day. The moment you forget that day, you will lose everything.”
* * *
Michael, standing on the hill with his back to the night sky, watched the figure walking out of the hidden cave.
“I think you found what you were looking for.”
A sword emerged from the shadows and asked Michael.
“Capture him or kill him?”
Michael, who had been lost in thought for a moment, adjusted the gloves he was wearing.
“Sharkskin is no pushover. He must be killed without mercy.”
Michael stared at the deadly fist and thought about Sharkskin.
‘They say there is no owner in the underground, but the real ruler there is Sharkskin.’
‘Underground’ is a place name that literally means an underground city beneath the ground.
Those who lived on this continent also needed a place to escape. There were many reasons for running away, but the biggest reason was usually ‘failure’ in life.
For these people, the underground was a great refuge. But now, on the contrary, it was becoming a threat to the people living above ground.
‘The Underground is a city of crime. In order to rule a place where criminals are running rampant like a plague, you need to have not only force but also connections.’
Even the force called the ‘Avengers’ has been carrying out sweeping operations all over the world, but has failed every time.
If such a force were to point a sword at Michael, things would be a bit difficult.
‘… … Let’s end it here before things get any worse.’
Michael's core expanded for a moment as he finished thinking.
Michael disappeared into the "Blink" that appeared at the same time.
Carl, left alone, stared at Sharkskin, who was walking carefree through the wasteland covered in shadows.
‘There’s no need for me to come forward. I might end up inviting the devil.’
That much Karl trusted Michael.
As if in response to that belief, Sharkskin's entire body was engulfed in flames.
Michael appeared before a sight that looked like a giant tree on fire and clenched his gloved hands.
Charararrat!
The "Mana Chain" that stretched out from the spells that appeared around Shark Skin sealed him with flames.
That was when.
“It’s a little hot.”
A fist appeared, cutting through the flames, and rushed towards Michael.
Still, Michael just stared at the fist.
“It looks really hot, Sharkskin.”
“……Who are you?”
Sharkskin, whose body had frozen like a stone statue, looked down at the ritual instruments arranged at his feet.
From the moment he was in the room, a tremendous gravity was pulling him down.
Michael answered.
“Most people like you ask for my name. Of course, that’s only natural, since you’re always coveting other people’s pockets.”
“Yes. What we always wonder is how much is in each person’s pocket, not who owns the money or how it is spent.”
“What a thief-like answer.”
As Michael further arranged the array, gravity became stronger.
Sharkskin suddenly raised his head and faced Michael.
“But from the way you speak, I think I know who you are, Michael Riepenstein.”
“It’s humiliating that you remember me.”
“So, now you’re trying to get your hands on the underground, even in Habledown?”
Sharkskin ground his teeth. Michael just shook his head.
“The Habledown Empire doesn’t have time to worry about bugs like you. As you know, they’re busy sorting out internal affairs.”
“Then what is it?”
“I was asked to do a favor.”
"ask?"
Sharkskin, who had been asking questions, smiled as if he finally understood.
Revenge out of resentment was something I had experienced countless times throughout my life.
“Whose request was it?”
"well."
He continued speaking in Michael's characteristically condescending tone.
“What you need to realize is that the time you have built up so far is destroying you.”
“I see…….”
Sharkskin nodded as if he understood.
There was no need to know who had given Michael the order.
Even if you find out that fact, nothing will change.
The next moment was.
KWAAANG━━!
Sharkskin's fist, which had been left to gravity, struck the ground.
For a moment, the ground shook, and soon shattered debris rose up, centered around Sharkskin.
Quagagagagak!
Michael appeared out of thin air, using Blink to unleash a destructive force that was almost unexpected.
While watching their battle, Karl was startled by the unexpected turn of events and hurried to protect Michael.
“Are you okay?”
“It’s okay. I just think I missed it.”
The sword followed Michael and looked down at the twisted ground.
As Michael had said, Sharkskin was nowhere to be found, but an even more amazing sight was looking up at them.
“Is this… possible with human power?”
Michael looked at the shattered ground several kilometers ahead, as if a meteor had struck.
“It is possible. With my magic added to his power.”
Carl quickly realized the situation and asked carefully with a straightened expression.
“But why didn’t you kill Sharkskin right away?”
Michael was silent.
On the contrary, the son-in-law was becoming noisy due to the demons rushing in from all directions.
‘Have I been fooled by Isabella again?’
Michael, who was preparing to jump into space, thought of the shark skin he had encountered a little while ago.
‘… … Or else am I broken?’
The moment he encountered Sharkskin, Michael's 'blood' did not boil.
* * *
Riepenstein.
Regardless of history and fame, those who bear that name can never live an ordinary life.
However, it was through their extraordinary ability that the Riepenstein family was able to rise to prominence as one of the most prominent families in the Empire and on this continent.
Swish ━ Swish ━━
Michael, who had missed the shark skin, returned home and was making a teddy bear. There was nothing better to calm his dizzy mind and body.
‘Sharkskin is definitely a villain.’
It was a sentence that no one but Michael could deny.
The person who distributed not only Black Candy but also various other drugs was Sharkskin.
The underground was no different from drug factories that existed all over the continent, just like its reputation as a ‘crime city’.
If that were the case, Michael would not have considered him a villain.
Sharkskin was the leader of criminals who could have been drowned by divers right away, such as Mermon, the leader of the ‘Little Friends’ who were in charge of all kinds of trading regardless of whether they were people or animals, or Annabelle, the queen of the ‘Red Light District of Dreams’ who initially lured people with sweet temptations and eventually ruined their lives.
‘… … but my blood didn’t react to Sharkskin.’
The Guardian's Duty.
It was a mission and a curse that every talented person in the Riepenstein family had to bear.
The reason Michael hated evil people so much was because his blood boiled when he saw them.
That was also the reason why it was difficult to get rid of Rohan and Grace.
The duty was never invoked because no malice or threat was felt from them.
“……Tsk.”
Michael put down the teddy bear for a moment and took the newspaper lying next to him and opened it.
And the moment he came face to face with the page containing the criminal's personal information, Michael's eyes, filled with murder, froze over.
“These things can’t even be used as livestock feed. They’re trash that can’t be recycled.”
The desire to jump in and slaughter all these criminals quickly rose from the bottom of my heart.
This was the duty of the guardian and the ‘setting’ given to Michael.
‘Fortunately, it doesn’t seem like I’m broken… … .’
Michael then remembered the shark skin again.
In the midst of the sudden sense of alienation, Michael put on pretty eyes for the teddy bear.
‘… … Then, should I kill Sharkskin to obtain Akasha or not?’

            The answer was set.
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An underground hidden somewhere in the western part of the continent.
Among the countless undergrounds that exist, Mia was one of the residents of the 23rd underground district.
Mia, who had been fidgeting in front of a pile of scrap metal, ran into the tavern holding something precious.
“Brother, look at this!”
But Mia's voice was lost in the alcohol-soaked, noisy noise.
Mia sighed, picked up the ether gun that was on a nearby table, pointed it at the ceiling, and pulled the trigger.
Taang━━!
Everyone's attention turned to Mia at the sudden sound of gunshots.
Mia smiled brightly beneath the muzzle of the gun with smoke pouring out.
“Brother!”
Although it was clearly not the behavior of an ordinary child, the drunkards who had been glaring at Mia soon burst into laughter.
“Who was it? It was Mia. You’re such a troublemaker.”
“A troublemaker? When I was your age, I took over the Kingdom of Viborg’s naval vessels and fired magic cannons!”
“Anyway, whenever you open your mouth… Could you bring me some hangers-on? And another drink?”
Instead of scolding Mia, the guests proudly praised her and started drinking again.
Just like the underground landscape where night comes in the morning and morning comes in the night, common sense that everyone knows was also reversed.
Although the underground is known to the public as a drug den where non-criminals can never survive, it is true that the underground is also a city where people live.
“Mia! How many times have I told you not to come here?”
Then, one of the employees who had put down the tray ran over and urged Mia.
Even though her brother was very angry, Mia was smiling innocently as if she was happy about something.
Mia's older brother, Hans, sighed and found a clean spot on the apron he was wearing, wiping the stains off Mia's face.
“You were playing with the old stuff again?”
“Yeah. Grandpa Pupu brought a bunch of fun stuff again. Hehe~”
“Don’t go there because there are a lot of sharp things there and you could hurt your hand… What is this?”
The next moment, Mia handed something to Hans.
Hans stared blankly down at a flower made of scrap metal.
Mia answered.
“It’s a gift. A gift from my brother.”
“Did Mia make it herself?”
When Hans asked incredulously, Mia nodded confidently.
“Yeah! Look carefully.”
When Ilsun Mia tapped a flower bud with her fingertips, the flower bloomed with a clicking sound.
I wanted to believe it was a lie, but this flower was definitely Mia's handiwork.
Unlike other children, Mia's dexterity was as good as that of an adult.
It was Mia who had fixed the handle on the beer keg that had broken a week ago and modified it to make it hold carbonation for longer.
‘… … I have to work harder to earn money. Then, our Mia can enter the Academy of the Kingdom of Akan and become a capable magic scholar.’
Only Mia could not live the same life as herself or her parents.
That was when.
thud!
As soon as the door opened, the man standing outside fell down.
The impact of his fall caused all the tables to fall over, causing guests who had spilled their drinks and snacks to take out their weapons and swear.
But when Hans saw the man's face and shouted the name, everyone had to put down their weapons again.
“Mr. Sharkskin!”
He was Sharkskin, who had barely escaped from Michael.
At first glance, the condition of the shark skin was not good.
His whole body was covered in soot, and a strong smell of blood rose up with every labored breath.
The guests who had woken up from their drunkenness at the sight of Sharkskin carried him to a nearby table.
“What the hell is going on?”
“Did Sharkskin get hurt? No way…….”
“Who the hell are you? What kind of son of a bitch would do something like this!”
Amidst the indignation of everyone, Hans, who was tearing his shirt and pressing it against Sharkskin's wound, shouted at the people.
“Everyone, don’t just watch. Call Linda quickly! Come on!”
“Oh, okay! We’ll go and come back!”
Three men who had been watching nearby ran outside to call Linda, the only doctor in District 23.
A moment later, Linda burst through the door and looked around the tavern, asking:
“Where’s the shark skin?”
“Over here! This way!”
“Haa, that fucking idiot…….”
Linda ran straight over and diagnosed Sharkskin's condition and performed a treatment without hesitation.
Linda complained to Sharkskin, who was still breathing hard.
“You big, distracting brat. If you run away here again when you get hurt, I told you I’d rip your stomach open and sell all your organs. Hey, boss!”
"yes?"
“What are you standing there like a little kid who got caught in a fight? Why don’t you hurry up and get me some medicine?”
“Oh, yes! I’ll bring it right now!”
Even though she was a doctor, Linda was also a resident of the underground.
Also, the reason Linda was able to deal with Sharkskin, who was called the ruler of the underground, was because Linda was his long-time friend. District 23 was also Sharkskin's hometown.
Amidst Linda's harsh words, Sharkskin slowly opened his eyes.
“Ugh, ugh…….”
“Calm your breathing. Align your core. If anyone saw me, they’d think I was sucking you off.”
“Linda…….”
“Get the hell out of here. Hey, get all the snacks over there. Stuff this little shit in there and bake him in the oven. Just wait a minute, Sharkskin. You’re going to get crispy.”
“…….”
Amidst Linda's rough welcome, Sharkskin began to seriously consider facing death this way.
* * *
A deserted alley near a waterway.
Michael, who had been pushing Isabella, slammed his palm against the wall.
thud!
Isabella looked up at Michael and asked, their breaths barely touching each other.
“What? You’re making people flutter. So you like me too?”
Michael grabbed Isabella's wrist as it was heading towards his chin.
"say."
"what?"
“The reason you want to kill Sharkskin.”
The answer had already been decided to be killing Sharkskin, but Michael had to confirm.
Whether or not it is truly worth killing Sharkskin.
“Have you changed your mind now? Or are you scared?”
“I told you to tell me.”
Isabella sighed under Michael's cold, contemptuous gaze.
“People thought I was Sharkskin’s daughter. So did I. Until three months ago.”
As Isabella began to walk away, Michael let go of her hand.
Michael followed Isabella out of the alley and down the street. People passing by began to stare at Isabella as if they were entranced.
“The underground, you know. The underground where I grew up… was a place where if you didn’t lie, you would be deceived.”
Isabella was from Underground District 41.
Even in the same underground, people from other districts tend to avoid people from District 41.
“I swore to myself hundreds of times a day that I would never be fooled again. Now I’m going to be the one fooling myself.”
“Sharkskin tricked you.”
Isabella smiled weakly at Michael's voice coming from beside her.
"……that's right."
Isabella first met Sharkskin when she was about ten years old.
There was one reason why the little girl, who had sworn thousands of times not to trust anyone, trusted Sharkskin.
“He just showed up and said he was my father, right?”
“You must have been resentful. Your father had already abandoned you once━”
“I was happy.”
Even as they were talking, Isabella was already taking money out of someone's wallet.
Michael quickly snatched the wallet and filled it with money, then engraved a one-time spell and returned it to its owner.
Isabella continued speaking, her lips licking at the sight of Michael.
“I was so happy. More so than the first time I stole money from someone’s pocket.”
“But it was all a lie. So you asked me to kill him?”
"……okay."
Isabella, who had been scattered by the wind, disappeared. Michael, who had tracked her mana and cast "Blink", saw the scenery of the island rushing in before his eyes.
Isabella continued, looking down from the top of the clock tower with Michael.
“It was all a lie. Sharkskin being my father, and the fact that he loved me, were all fake. Sharkskin was planning to use me. And the daughter of his friend he killed!”
Isabella lowered her head and clenched her fists.
Michael turned his gaze towards the sky beyond Isabella's trembling shoulders.
Isabella whispered as if praying.
“Sharkskin took everything from me. The person I should have loved the most, and even my life. He stole everything from me like that… because of his greed.”
Isabella's teeth chattered as she recalled that fact.
How ridiculous must I have looked, following him and calling him father without knowing anything?
How insignificant must I have seemed, living for him without knowing anything… … .
“If I could turn back time, I would.”
It felt like all the blood was draining from my body.
It felt like a hand was reaching into my torn chest and trampling on my heart.
Everything was just empty.
“……all my time.”
It was the moment I heard those words.
"Michael. If you could turn back time, what would be the first thing you would change? I……"
Michael couldn't figure out why Claudia came to mind at this moment.
“So kill me.”
Isabella smiled and wished as she faced Michael again.
“Kill Sharkskin and I’ll give you anything. Anything you want.”
Now she had no faith left.
* * *
“……How long have I been like this?”
Sharkskin, who was lying on the sickbed, still had his eyes closed. It was a warm and comfortable feeling that he had not felt in a long time.
Linda, who was reading a book on a chair next to the desk, answered while turning the page.
“Twenty years.”
“Two days?”
“I can see that you understand, so your head seems to be in good shape.”
As soon as Linda closed the book, Sharkskin opened his eyes.
Linda stood up from her seat and looked down at Sharkskin and scolded him.
“If you had been even a little bit later, you would have been caught. If you had been five minutes later, you would have been having sex with the guys you killed in the afterlife, you idiot.”
“I am a patient.”
“I’m a doctor, you little rat.”
Sighing Sharkskin.
If it weren't for her harsh words, Linda would have been the most ideal person he could think of.
Of course, Linda wouldn't have fixed that flaw just because Sharkskin wanted her to. If she had a personality that could be fixed like that, she would have fixed it a long time ago.
“Thank you. I will bill you by mail…….”
As Sharkskin stood up, gathering his shirt, a dagger struck the nape of his neck.
Linda, holding a dagger and arm around Sharkskin's shoulder, whispered in Sharkskin's ear.
“Your life is mine now. Because it’s the life I saved.”
“That’s why I said to charge it. And I don’t have time for this.”
“Anyway, whether you lie down for two days or three days, that’s the point. Even without a single ungrateful slut like you, the underground would be running just fine.”
Sharkskin understood that immediately.
In short, it meant that I should lie down for one more day because my body was not yet well.
If he had wanted to, Sharkskin could have subdued Linda and left.
Above all, such a crude dagger would not even be able to put a living wound on Sharkskin's neck.
But Sharkskin sat down on the road sickbed, not confident that he could handle Linda's verbal abuse, which would be even more intense the next time he came.
“So what the hell are you doing now?”
To Linda's question, Sharkskin shrugged his shoulders as if it were obvious.
“I met an assassin. That’s all.”
In response, Linda threw a dagger that stuck into the wall.
It was at this moment that Linda, whose eyes had finally rolled back, raised her hand to slap Sharkskin's cheek.
“Hit him as much as you want. If that will free you from the four of you.”
Linda's fingertips, unable to bring themselves to swing the sword, slowly began to shrink.
The next moment, Linda's fist slammed right into Sharkskin's face.
“Did you think I wouldn’t be able to hit you if you pretended to be pitiful? You’ve changed a lot since I last saw you? Why, you’re the ruler of the underground now? Well, the leader of the Avengers would be nothing compared to the fists of a mere doctor like me.”
It was the moment Linda raised her fist again at the sight of Sharkskin, who had become softer than before.
“You’re the only one in the underground who can hit my face, Linda.”
Linda, who was speechless for a moment, didn't know what to do, but soon sat down next to Sharkskin.
Sharkskin's words were true. If it had been anyone other than Linda, Sharkskin would have blown off the opponent's head before his fist could even touch her.
Linda, who was treating Sharkskin's cheek with a healing technique that was almost crushing it, opened her mouth.
“So why did the assassin target you?”
“It was just a price I had to pay someday.”
“What price?”
Sharkskin, who had been silent for a while, nodded slowly. Linda continued.
“Is it Ender’s daughter who came looking for you? The child who was said to be missing is alive━”
"stop."
Sharkskin looked back at Linda and continued speaking with empty eyes.
“I told you not to talk about that.”
“Do you still remember what you said when you left here more than three years ago?”
“I remember.”
“…….”
Linda looked away, speechless.
Linda also knew what Ender meant to Sharkskin.
But even so, I hated seeing Sharkskin suffer because of that.
“It was inevitable that you killed Ender.”
Linda's voice was falling like rain over Sharkskin's memories that had been sedimented.
“It was for our sake in the end. For us, you…….”
“No matter what excuses you make, the fact remains that I killed Ender.”
Sharkskin then lowered his head and opened his palms, which were covered in calluses.
The blood of many has passed through these hands. They have all died, including Ender, Isabella's father and Sharkskin's long-time friend.
“There is no reward in this world without a price. Now I am only paying the price for saving you.”
The next moment the hospital room door opened.
As I turned my gaze to the door, Mia poked her head out.
Linda asked.
“Why? Did you get tetanus again and get hurt playing with a piece of metal?”
“My friend is here!”
"friend?"
Linda tilted her head.
Despite her praise as the only doctor, few residents wanted to get close to Linda because of her cantankerous temper.
Mia smiled innocently.
“Yeah. He’s really handsome. He came to see me.”
The next moment, straight footsteps rang out from behind Mia.
And what appeared was a cloak made of luxurious fabric that was completely out of place in this city.
Sharkskin finally came face to face with the cloaked figure and clenched his fist as if he was going to break it.
“……Michael Riepenstein.”

            He stood there like a grim reaper.
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Those who have hate those who have not.
Those who have nothing hate those who have something.
“……How did you find this place?”
It was not because those who had nothing tried to take what they had from those who had nothing.
It was because those who had tried to take what belonged to those who had not.
“I just traced the traces of my mana on your body.”
Michael Riepenstein, he had it all.
In comparison, Sharkskin, even though he was the ruler of the underground, had acquired a pitifully small amount of things.
But even those were all stained and dirty. Sharkskin asked.
“You came all the way here, what are you planning to do with us?”
“As I said before, the Habledown Empire doesn’t care about the likes of you. Even if there are bugs crawling under the ground, humans don’t bother digging it up.”
Linda, who was glaring at Michael, grumbled quietly.
“You’re talking nonsense. How come the nobles remain the same, past and present?”
“I can hear everything.”
“I told you to listen. You’re an idiot if you didn’t hear it.”
“……I see.”
Meanwhile, Sharkskin looked back at Linda.
“Wait a minute, take Mia. I’ll take care of it.”
Michael, who was listening to those words, sat down on a nearby chair and calmly folded his hands.
“I didn’t come here today to kill you.”
“Does that mean you plan on killing me?”
Michael nodded as if it was obvious.
“If I put my mind to it, I can kill ‘hunters’ like you whenever I want.”
“But why?”
Michael looked down at Mia, who was playing with the hem of his clothes, as if it was a new experience.
“Because you have to hear both sides of a story.”
Sharkskin, who easily guessed the meaning behind those words, fell silent.
And then he opened his mouth to Linda.
“Let me borrow some money.”
“What? Suddenly in this situation?”
“Just lend me a ring. Then, with that money, go to the market and buy Mia a hamburger. And pack one for me on the way back.”
“In the end, I was just asking you to step aside. Anyway, this kid… Got it.”
As Linda was about to leave the hospital room with Mia, Michael, who had called her, took his wallet out of his bosom.
“Please give me one too.”
Linda, who was staring at the 100,000 ring note that Michael held out, snorted.
“Here, a hamburger costs 500 Rings. If you want to show off your money, why don’t you go to a banquet and do it? And I’ll tell you one thing. You shouldn’t take out your wallet or money carelessly in the underground. If you don’t want to get in trouble.”
“Thanks for the advice.”
“Let’s go, Mia. I’ll put some oil on your belly today.”
An elated Mia clapped her hands and left the hospital room with Linda.
Sharkskin brought the chair next to the table and placed it in front of Michael, revealing his teeth as he sat down.
“What do you want to hear?”
“It’s not much. But what I want to hear is, before I kill you….”
Then the hospital room door opened again.
A little boy ran up to Michael without giving him a chance to look back and snatched the 100,000 ring note he was holding.
Sharkskin smirked at Michael, who was blankly staring at his empty hands.
“I guess you tend to listen to advice with one ear and let it go out the other. Consider it your tuition.”
“…….”
In the underground, 100,000 rings as tuition was considered a very reasonable amount.
* * *
Neither Michael nor Sharkskin were particularly fond of conversation.
But there were things I had to say.
“Isabella was Ender’s daughter. I was Ender’s friend.”
Isabella was that kind of person to Sharkskin. Michael asked.
“It seems that in this place, people who kill each other are called friends.”
Sharkskin glared at Michael for a moment. Then, he released the strength he had in his eyes and retorted.
“Even in an underground world filled with distrust, faith exists. Because humans cannot live without faith.”
“You speak just like the followers of Myar.”
“That is also one of the beliefs that humans need. Unfortunately, there is no god in the underground. No one is foolish enough to believe in a god who has abandoned them.”
Michael opened his eyes and rubbed the fingertips that were holding the 100,000 rings that had been stolen.
It didn't matter how much was stolen, because no one on Earth had ever wanted to covet Michael's belongings.
As Michael was still absorbed in his first impressions, Sharkskin continued speaking.
“To cut to the chase, I killed Ender. And I did it brutally, in front of everyone.”
“What I want to know is why you killed him. Even if you keep talking like a parrot, the past won’t change.”
For a moment, Michael shut his mouth tightly.
I didn't want to say that.
No, I couldn't.
Sharkskin, who had been observing Michael suddenly stop talking, soon put his doubts aside.
“As you said, the past that I killed Ender will not change. So there is no need for you to know the reason.”
“…….”
“As you said, even if we explain Ender’s death, nothing will change.”
“You can save your life by telling it. That’s for the future.”
Michael, leaning back against the hard backrest, took out the bills again.
I was planning on watching to see how far he would go to steal this. Sharkskin said as he took the bills from Michael's hand.
“What if I don’t want to live that way?”
Sharkskin continued, looking down at the bills spread out neatly between his fingertips.
“I once lived for money. Because without this one thin piece of paper, I had to cry, beg, fall down, get hit, and die… That was the life here.”
Ji-i-ik━
Following Sharkskin's touch, a banknote torn in half fell into Michael's sight.
Michael couldn't fathom the pain.
To him, money was just a piece of paper that was always overflowing from his wallet whenever he opened it.
“In the end, it was all about money.”
“So you are Ender━”
“For this money, Ender tried to kill us all.”
“…….”
The truth that had been left to rot in the depths of the swamp was slowly revealing itself.
“Ender was the best guy ever. He was the kind of guy who could shine even in the dark. Every time I saw him, I felt like I was going blind, but I couldn’t stop watching him. Even if I was blind, I felt like he would shine brightly before my eyes……”
It was then that Sharkskin's expression, which had been closed as if he was reminiscing about those days, began to distort.
“……It was on the day I had my coming-of-age ceremony with him that I found out that Ender had been deceiving us all.”
It was also that day that I realized that the bright light was actually a flame that was meant to burn everything down.
““They are going to die anyway.””
Nothing comes without a price.
“And it’s the same for you and me. Someday we’ll all die in this cold, filthy cesspool, unnoticed.”
Even the sun, which brightens the day and gives light to people, burns out, constantly consuming itself.
““Those lives… what’s wrong with us using them?”
… … But Ender was not the sun.
Ender was just a light from an incinerator installed in a garbage dump.
“Ender was like a ball of fire. It slowly began to expand in size, burning everything around it. Many people were killed in the process, and I couldn’t just watch any longer.”
Sharkskin then got up from his seat and turned his back. A torn bill was lying at Sharkskin's feet.
“That’s why I killed Ender.”
“How strange. For someone who is called the leader of the Avengers, your past is too clean and suspicious.”
“The Avengers are merely a means of my revenge. They are nothing more than tools to one day destroy the vaults of nobles like you.”
Michael nodded silently.
The stories you've heard so far are just fragments of the story of a man named Sharkskin.
The underground was too dark and cramped to record stories about the environment he lived in and why he became the adult he was.
The next moment Michael shouted.
“Even if it was for revenge, your means were not justifiable.”
Michael also prepared numerous tools for the cause.
One of them was Ariel, his younger sister.
“You have been distributing drugs and smuggling strictly regulated items to all over the world. In the process, some have become addicted to drugs, and others have lost their lives due to illegally modified weapons. Your desire for revenge is admirable, but there is no reason or excuse that can justify harming others’ lives with your own selfish intentions.”
At one time, Michael, like Sharkskin, was blinded by revenge and almost made a mistake.
If the cause had been carried out as is, Ariel's life would have been ruined, and Michael would have fallen apart.
But there was someone who stopped it.
… … Rohan.
It was all thanks to one knight who recklessly threw himself into the world.
“Then it seems like the story reading is over.”
The atmosphere resonated with Michael's mana.
Sharkskin simply watched the rituals being arranged before his eyes.
Woooow━━
Soon the hospital room was engulfed in flames.
* * *
“……Where does it all go?”
A restaurant located at a corner of the market.
Linda, who was sipping her coffee, looked at Mia, who was sitting across from her eating a hamburger, as if she found it strange.
Mia answered, poking her stomach.
“Come here!”
Mia was eating her third burger by herself. Even those who are strong have a hard time eating more than two burgers at this restaurant.
Still, Linda couldn't help but smile at Mia's bright smile with her mouth full of sauce.
“Is it that delicious?”
“Yeah, it’s so delicious!”
“Who taught you such bad language?”
Then Mia nodded to Linda while still eating her burger.
“To my sister.”
“……I should cut this snout off or something. You shouldn’t use that kind of language from now on, right? Okay.”
When Linda held out her pinky, Mia hooked her index finger.
Linda didn't want to swear either.
In a world like this, I had to swear to my heart's content to survive.
While Linda was vowing to refrain from swearing in the future, Mia, who had just finished her burger, asked while drinking her drink with both hands.
“Sister, are you getting married now?”
“Phuhat━”
At those words, Linda not only spit out the drink she was drinking, but also choked on it.
Linda, who had barely calmed down, scolded Mia.
“Who, who said that? Who?!”
“That’s what the customers at the bar said last time. Sharkskin is coming back and having a ▒▒ with Linda and they’re going to ▒▒▒▒.”
It was such a shocking word that Linda's defense system silenced it.
Linda shook her head as if everything was fine, leaving behind a vow to find those bastards and rip their bellies open.
“That’s not it. Am I crazy? To marry such a devilish human being.”
“Then can I marry Mr. Sharkskin?”
"……what?"
Linda asked dumbly.
Mia, who had been biting the straw so hard that the can was almost crushed, continued speaking as she reached for Linda's coffee.
“Then I will marry Mr. Sharkskin.”
“What, did you put drugs in your hamburger, boss?”
“So I also hang out with Mr. Sharkskin a lot ▒▒━”
“Stop! He’s talking nonsense that’s going to cause trouble… Do you, do you even know what that word means?”
"I don't know!"
Well then, that's right.
What would this clueless little kid know?
Linda sighed in relief, looked around, and asked cautiously.
“So why is that life-size… no, shark skin so good?”
“It’s cool. It’s big. It’s like a slide.”
“Do you like slides or shark skins?”
“Both. I’ll marry a slide too!”
Fortunately, Mia's innocence seemed to have not been broken.
Then Mia pointed to Linda's hamburger.
“You’re not going to eat that?”
“This? Are you going to eat this too?”
"huh."
“Okay, eat a lot.”
And then Mia quickly picked up Linda's hamburger and started eating it until her cheeks were swollen like a squirrel.
Linda, who was about to drink her coffee, noticed that Mia had finished it too, so she rested her chin on her hand and sighed.
'marriage…….'
It wasn't a rumor.
Until just a few years ago, Linda was waiting for Sharkskin.
They weren't in love with each other, but they weren't indifferent to each other either.
‘… … I guess I have to do it.’
But I was worried about the shark skin.
Considering his personality, it was impossible for Sharkskin to understand his feelings.
Moreover, after that ‘incident’, it became difficult to even express simple feelings.
‘Still, someday, as we live, an opportunity will come. Even for someone like me… … .’
Linda turned her gaze and stared at Mia, who was destroying her fourth hamburger.
“Eat slowly. Then it will pile up.”
“But it’s so delicious. I’ll eat everything that’s this delicious.”
“Should I scold you one more time?”
“Yeah, yeah!”
How can you be so lovely?
I once wanted to have a daughter like this.
And that feeling remains unchanged even now.
“You’re going to get in trouble, you little brat.”
Before Linda could even order, the restaurant owner brought the hamburger.
When Linda glared at her with a questioning look, the owner replied with a frown.
“It’s a challenge. It’s not often that you get to see a duel like this.”
“Since we’re already serving you, let’s order some coffee too. You sold a lot of them today, didn’t you?”
“Please wait.”
It was the moment when the owner, who was surprisingly generous, turned his back on me.
Boom!
Linda's body rose from the shattered debris with a loud noise.
For a moment, the head of the restaurant owner, who had been smiling kindly in front of her, began to spin.
'what……?'
Linda asked in the slowed time.
All we know is that something exploded nearby and the restaurant owner is dead.
and.
"……missing child!"
Debris was raining down on Mia's head.
Kugugug!
Linda, who barely managed to throw herself, was buried in the rubble along with Mia.
The next moment, a luxurious pair of greaves clanked onto the debris.
“Wow, so much trash has piled up in the meantime…….”
The armor bearing the flag of the Duchy of Steite gleamed in the darkness.
The man leading the numerous knights at the front took off the handkerchief covering his nose and mouth and continued speaking softly.

            “Let’s do some cleaning after a while.”
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Sharkskin, who had a feeling that this would be his grave, closed his eyes in the midst of the approaching flames.
Not only was his body not in perfect condition yet, but he couldn't ruin the place filled with his memories with pointless resistance.
‘This is what I pay for… … .’
And someone's story will have an imperfect ending.
It was a life that was destined to end like this from the very beginning.
There was no such thing as a good ending, a happy ending, from the moment I was born.
‘… … Looking back, it was a really foolish life.’
Regret gnawed at my heart.
Among some choices, there were certainly paths to a better future.
Michael's voice brushed past Sharkskin's ears as he prepared to die.
“Why are you standing there?”
“……?”
Sharkskin, who felt something strange, slowly opened his eyes.
Despite the flames raging inside, the hospital room was still intact.
Michael, just like before, was staring at Sharkskin while maintaining his dignity as a nobleman.
Sharkskin asked with unbearable doubt.
“Why didn’t you kill me?”
Instead of answering, Michael turned his gaze to the back of Sharkskin.
As I turned my head to follow Michael's gaze, I saw two unidentified knights lying unconscious, blackened under the wide open window.
“What are these guys?”
“That’s the question I wanted to ask. Judging by the patterns engraved on their armor, they seem to be knights of the Duchy of Steite.”
Michael approached the knights, turned the body of the knight who was lying face down, and looked closely at the pattern.
“Is that the ‘Tutor Kishidan’ in charge of the security of the Steite Duchy? It seems like they have another grudge. Well, if you’re the leader of the Avengers, you’d probably carry a sack full of grudges around on your belt.”
Unlike the 'Eclat Knights' and 'Vandali Knights', which were famous not only in the Habledown Empire but also on the continent, the Tutor Knights were a mid-level force on the outskirts.
But in the Duchy of Steite, the story was different.
Because the Tutor Knights were the only knightly order that received direct patronage and support from the Duchy of Steite.
Sharkskin, who had been shaking his head, began to hurriedly gather his equipment.
“No. They’re not after me.”
“Then what… where are you going?”
Michael followed Sharkskin, who ran out of the sickroom without answering.
Sharkskin, who was wearing sharp-pointed knuckles while running down the street, crumpled his expression.
‘… … Cleaning has begun.’
‘The Cleansing’ was a security operation carried out by the Duchy of Steite to wipe out the underground within their territory on a large scale following an incident that occurred twelve years ago.
‘But it was only a security operation in name, but in reality it was nothing more than a one-sided massacre.’
Moreover, although it was an inhumane problem that warranted warnings or sanctions from each country, many countries remained silent simply because the targets were criminals.
‘I thought things would be quiet for a while thanks to bribing the leaders… … Those damn things.’
The next moment, someone limped toward me from across the alley.
Hans, whose apron was completely soaked in blood, discovered Sharkskin and began to sob.
“Mister! Mia… Mia…!”
There was no place intact on Mia's body that Hans was holding.
Even the sound of breathing was faint, as if it would stop at any moment, and one of his arms was completely… … .
“……Where are you?”
"mister……."
“I asked where they were!”
However, Hans, who had no energy to respond, lost consciousness in front of Sharkskin.
Sharkskin's molars ground as he looked down at Hans, who was holding Mia dearly even while he was lying down.
[The shark skin you're looking for is here!]
The roar that Sharkskin let out echoed throughout District 23.
Like a broken and shattered street scene, the surroundings became quiet as if a storm had passed by.
Sharkskin just stood silently in the middle of it all.
It was around that time that cold metallic sounds began to be heard.
Clank clank!
On the other side, knights wearing armor bearing the emblem of the Duchy of Steite were approaching Sharkskin in an orderly manner.
Blood that had not yet cooled was dripping down from every weapon they were holding like playful paint.
“You’re here, Sharkskin? I’ve been looking for you for a while.”
The knight, clad entirely in platinum armor, waved his hand in greeting.
Sharkskin responded to Antonio Di Pirlo, the captain of the Tutors' Knights and the instigator of the current 'cleaning'.
“Was the bribe not enough?”
“A bribe? Oh, the donations you regularly paid to our Steiner Diet? If you call donations bribes, it would be a mistake.”
“Why are you doing this now? Didn’t you promise us? That you would never touch us again in exchange for giving us a portion of the underground’s profits!”
Sharkskin's voice echoed with more ferocity than ever.
Antonio answered, rubbing his ear once as if in displeasure.
“That? It wasn’t enough. It was a bit much.”
“If it’s not enough, tell me━”
“Us? Why.”
Antonio, whose expression hardened for a moment, took a step forward.
“Why should we talk to you? After all, all the money coming from the underground was originally taxes for our Duchy of Steite.”
“…….”
“You don’t know how to be grateful. And yet our lord has embraced you all this time while you were living in this beggarly land.”
Soon Antonio's gaze turned to Hans. Disgust was rising in his eyes, as if he was looking at a dead bug.
“But did we collect taxes? No. Then did you fulfill your duty? No. We willingly gave up this underground for you. But what did you do? Instead of repaying the favor, you robbed innocent people of their belongings and even drugged them, ruining the rest of their lives. As a result, the honor of your lord and the Duchy of Steite fell into an endless decline.”
Shattered light glittered over the blade as it slipped out of its scabbard at Antonio's touch.
“And yet you say that what we’re doing is genocide…? No. We’re just protecting our own people. As a nation and as knights.”
Antonio's point was clear.
war.
Now this was an irreversible war.
“Sharkskin, leader of the Avengers. You’re a drug maker and… what was it? Anyway, a criminal like you can be convicted of any crime.”
Antonio, who had jumped up and down in an instant, aimed his sword at Sharkskin, who was standing there blankly.
“So, according to the law of the Duchy of Steite, I will execute you here and now. Don’t be upset. After all, you’ve lived a long time, right? In this garbage dump━”
Hurrruk!
The next moment, a gigantic "Hellfire" that emerged from the spell arrayed in front of Sharkskin rushed towards Antonio.
Antonio barely managed to avoid the attack by jumping vertically, and looked around in the air, gritting his teeth.
“Who are you! Anyway, you’re just a stubborn bug that’s desperate for life━”
“Humans don’t fight bugs.”
A voice came from behind Sharkskin, and it sounded eerily muffled.
It was at this moment that Sharkskin, who had been waiting for Antonio to approach the intersection with all his auras gathered in his fist, turned around.
“So at least you can’t be human, Antonio Di Pirlo.”
“Who are you? Judging by your accent, you’re not from the Principality at least━”
As Antonio's face turned pale as he recalled a face and name that matched that voice, the figure that had been blinking like a lone star in the night sky opened its mouth.
“The 23rd head of the Guardian family, Beta Rank of the Habledown Empire and winner of the Merlin of the Year Award for 11 consecutive years.”
Soon, the blue eyes turned towards Hans and Mia, who had collapsed, and began to rapidly freeze.
“And the Senator from Rhodes who has been sent to punish you for violating international law is… Michael Riepenstein.”
* * *
All nations on the continent have five ranks in common.
Among them, beta rank meant that one was given second priority over any citizen in at least one country.
Michael didn't really like this kind of ranking system. It didn't give him much interest.
But on the contrary, the person who actively used everything he had was Michael Riepenstein.
“……No matter what crime someone commits, they must be presumed innocent and their human rights must be guaranteed.”
“That means you are now defending a heinous criminal━”
“Even small or little things accumulate and grow out of control. It is only a weak measure to prevent the possibility that there may be someone truly innocent. There is nothing more unfair than taking the blame for someone else’s sins.”
Of course, to Michael, who had the duty of a guardian, criminals were subhuman livestock that could not be torn to pieces without much satisfaction.
And now, for Michael, the criminals were not the residents of the Underground, but the knights of the Duchy of Steite who were massacring them.
Tsk tsk tsk… … !
Above all, the proof was the blood that was boiling without fail.
Antonio swallowed his saliva at the sight of Michael emitting circles without restraint, even sending out sparks.
‘I’m screwed… … .’
It had nothing to do with Antonio whether Michael was the head of the House of the Guardians or had won the Merlin Prize for eleven consecutive years. He was a citizen and knight of the Duchy of Steite.
But if one of those formulas is ‘beta rank’, it’s a different story.
‘It’s not like any other country, and even if it’s at the level of the Beta rank of the Habledown Empire, it’s at a level where it can have an exclusive meeting with our lord at any time.’
In comparison, Antonio is just a knight commander in charge of public security.
If this issue were to become a diplomatic issue between the Habledown Empire and the Duchy of Steite, I would not be able to bear the responsibility even with my life.
Moreover, the Lords, to which Michael belonged as a senator, was a transcendental institution that had no attachment to the concept of a nation.
however.
“……I’m sorry, Michael, but I can’t back out like this.”
Antonio landed on the floor, straightened his posture, and continued speaking without hesitation.
“We are simply enforcing justice. We are simply eliminating those who threaten the security of our country and its people. Why did you come to another country to do this? When our Steite Principality declared that we would clean up the underground in order to realize justice, didn’t you remain silent like other countries?”
Michael's answer to that was simple.
“I never agreed.”
"yes?"
“It was a decision made by the council. I voted against it at the time. So I did not agree. I was simply doing what I had to do as a senator and head of the Guardian family.”
Antonio was astonished at Michael's brazen and confident appearance.
“What kind of nonsense is that!”
“I wonder if what’s absurd is your administration and leadership neglecting the people’s livelihoods until they build cities underground.”
Antonio shut his mouth tightly, despite the insistence that was not forced.
But the Duchy of Stein also had its hands full.
As Michael said, not all the residents of the underground were criminals.
It was clearly an injustice to be persecuted and even killed simply for living underground.
“Thank you for your answer.”
At those words, Antonio's sword swayed as he rode towards Aura.
Starting with that, other knights also began to emit auras.
Michael clicked his tongue as if he felt sorry.
“I was willing to give you the opportunity, but you kicked it away.”
“We are merely enforcing justice. I hope you will be generous and forgive us, Senator.”
Antonio and the knights soon began to charge at Michael.
Even if it meant giving up his life, Antonio, whose pride was wounded, could not back down.
To a knight, pride meant honor and, soon, life.
Michael, who had been calmly arranging the drinks, chewed on his words.
“Justice… Someone I knew before also talked about justice.”
He was none other than Javelin, once an inspector in the Administration Bureau and now one of the Abyss Divers.
“He never found out what justice was.”
A huge ritual was being drawn all over the floor and even the buildings, centered around Michael.
Michael coldly glared at Antonio, who had already reached within arm's reach and was about to swing his sword at him.
“It was an expected result.”
Hurrruk!

            “……Justice does not exist.”
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That day, just like today, was a day when flames spread like a sunset and burned down the entire village.
“……Is this what it means to be a wizard?”
That day, Sharkskin lost everything.
Even my mother, whom I loved more than anyone else.
A photo of my father, whose name I didn't even know.
The leather gloves I received as my first birthday present in 12 years.
But today was different.
Unlike that day when everything was reduced to ashes, the flames that engulfed the city were driving out the enemies.
Sharkskin was purely amazed.
The flames Michael manifested were burning hotly, but they were not causing any harm to him.
“It’s hot, it’s so hot!”
“Damn it… Take off your armor quickly!”
In contrast, Antonio and the knights, engulfed in flames, were hastily throwing off their red-hot armor.
Sharkskin looked at Michael, who was calmly caressing the ring, and thought.
‘I guess I understand a little why people are so crazy about wizards.’
Outside of the great nations of the Habledown Empire and the Arkhan Kingdom, wizards and knights were extremely rare resources.
Among them, wizards were even rarer.
In reality, even the highest wizard in the Duchy of Steite is only a 5.5 circle, so for ordinary people, wizards are like a dream that can only be seen through videos or photos.
‘It wasn’t luck that I was able to escape from the author alive.’
It was the same for those who lived in the shade, like Sharkskin.
And then Sharkskin realized.
The fact that Michael was able to escape from Kilbach that day was not because he was careless or lucky, but simply because of someone's mercy.
“I will give you a chance. A chance for you to return alive.”
The next moment, as Michael grabbed his right hand, all the flames died down as if they were lies.
“If you refuse, I will take all your lives here and now according to international law. I will not force you. The choice is yours.”
“You’re like a fucking wizard…….”
“Is that answer no?”
Antonio, who had burns all over his body, was barely able to stand, leaning on his sword.
Antonio, who had revealed his bare face like a piece of armor thrown away, cried out in humiliation.
“If you are a senator of Lord, can you interfere in the internal affairs of other countries? Even the Duchy of Steite has its own laws!”
“You’re saying the same thing. If you’re a country and a knight, is it right to recommend death to the people here? Just because I’m talking about international law now, it seems like you’re also breaking the law…….”
Michael Ilsun continued speaking, once again displaying his magic.
“……This is a matter of human dignity that must be protected before the law.”
You can't win with words.
I guess that's because he's a wizard.
In those thoughts, Antonio hurriedly opened his mouth before the spell could be realized.
“Wait a minute! ……Okay, I understand. I understand.”
“I don’t think I recognize that face.”
Antonio sighed, put away his sword, and sat down.
“But we cannot retreat after coming this far. We are also knights who lay down our lives at the command of our lord. If we were to disobey our lord’s orders, all the knights behind me would have to lay down their heads. Michael Riepenstein spoke of human dignity, but doesn’t that include us as well?”
At those words, Michael nodded with a displeased expression.
But Michael also knew very well what kind of being a knight was.
They had arrived here according to orders.
Moreover, the commander was the monarch of the Duchy of Steite.
If he refused, there was only one future for the knight who broke his oath.
“That’s not wrong.”
Antonio cheered inwardly when Michael agreed.
‘Guys like Michael are often blocked by their own logic. That’s what belief is.’
That was also the reason why Michael had not killed a single one of the Tutor Knights up until now.
If he were to kill them, it would contradict Michael's beliefs, and he could no longer hold such beliefs.
“I would like to make a suggestion.”
Michael would find a compromise, even if it meant keeping his beliefs.
Antonio was aiming for that point.
“In exchange for us stopping this war, Michael Riepenstein, you should expel the scum… no, the inhabitants of the Underground from this land. That is our proposal for the Duchy of Steite.”
“I’ll ask you before that.”
“What now?”
Michael looked around. The underground residents who had gathered there were watching them.
“If I drive them out of here, what will your principality promise them?”
Antonio laughed in vain at those words.
“A promise? They are no longer citizens of the Duchy of Steite. They don’t even have citizenship. Even if they did, it would have been administratively terminated. They haven’t fulfilled even their most basic obligations.”
“They’re not paying taxes, so that’s not wrong.”
“Then I can take it as your consent━”
“But if you only expect obligations without supporting anything, isn’t that wrong?”
Antonio's expression crumpled pleasantly at Michael's subsequent answer.
“I ask again. What did your principality do for them? What did you do for them and what did you expect in return? Surely you did not do nothing?”
“…….”
“Judging by your expression, I think I hit the nail on the head.”
At those words, Antonio felt a sting of humiliation. Michael, who had been laughing sarcastically, continued speaking.
“Furthermore, if you kick out the residents of the underground from here, it will be the same as death. If that’s the case, there’s no reason for me to agree.”
“So you’re saying it’s a rejection after all?”
“That was right.”
“……Then we can’t do anything about it.”
While they were talking, the knights who had finished their maintenance lined up behind Antonio.
Even if the negotiations failed, it didn't matter to Antonio. He just needed time to get things sorted out.
Moreover, even though he was caught off guard the first time, he was not capable of being foolishly attacked by the same attack twice.
At that moment, Michael, who had followed Antonio, straightened his sword in front of his chest.
“Instead, I challenge you to a duel.”
At Michael's declaration, Antonio and even the other knights doubted their own ears.
“What kind of duel is this, wizard? It’s not like I’m joking…….”
“Just refuse, Commander. The author is a wizard. You don’t stand a chance.”
Antonio also agreed with that.
If they had similar skills, the knight would have overwhelmed the wizard, but if the wizard had the upper hand, the knight would have been defeated without being able to do anything.
A fight that no one can see has a chance of winning.
Antonio wasn't foolish enough to take such a gamble.
“I’m sorry, but I refuse the duel━”
“I will never use magic.”
"……yes?"
The next moment, the tip of Michael's sword was aimed at Antonio's forehead, who was asking stupidly.
“It means that I will also fight with my sword. That is what a knight’s duel is like.”
Antonio's pride was once again cracked.
‘A wizard who is a corpse without magic wouldn’t use magic? There is a limit to how much you can ignore people… …!’
Even among wizards, there were some who occasionally carried swords.
But to a wizard, a sword was just a decoration, nothing more, nothing less.
Antonio, who soon regained his composure, asked cautiously.
“Are you sure you’re okay?”
“It's okay.”
Antonio shrugged his shoulders, expecting victory after receiving Michael's confirmation.
“Very well. Then what will you give in return for the duel, Michael Riepenstein?”
“I will remain a bystander.”
“If you say I’m a bystander……”
“This means that I will no longer be involved in this matter. I will also officially visit the Steitel Reichstag and apologize for this incident.”
If it had come from someone else's mouth, it wouldn't have been acceptable, but if it was Michael who said it, it had a different value.
This is equivalent to an apology from Lord and the Habledown Empire.
If that could happen, Antonio would not only be able to wipe out the underground, but would also be able to raise the international status of the Duchy of Steite.
‘This is an opportunity. An opportunity that must not be missed.’
The corners of Antonio's mouth slightly rose in uncontrollable joy.
“It couldn’t be more perfect. By the way, Master Michael Riepenstein’s condition is that our Steite Duchy will not interfere or cause any harm to the Underground in the future, right?”
“It’s good that you understand quickly.”
“Then how should we handle this deal, or rather, this contract for the duel?”
At that moment, Michael straightened his posture while holding a circle on his sword that was rougher and sharper than Aura.
“There is no need for a contract. The memories of you, me, and everyone here will prove the outcome of this duel.”
* * *
“……What is that person’s name?”
One of the townspeople watching the duel muttered blankly. Someone answered.
“I heard he’s a wizard named Michael or something?”
“A wizard? Are you saying that’s a real wizard?”
“How would I know? You were using magic earlier, and now you’re using swordsmanship too.”
Not only them, but everyone else was doubting their eyes.
Antonio was a skilled knight known to all the people of the Duchy of Steite.
Just looking at the word that describes Antonio as sword master says it all.
In such a remote country, the existence of a Sword Master was nothing short of transcendent.
“Cough!”
He was such a sword master.
The Sword Master who had been like that was now rolling around like a crushed can of food at Michael's feet.
Michael, like any other knight, took a step back and waited for Antonio to rise again.
He shook out his collar and glanced at Antonio.
“You seem to be considerate of me because I’m a wizard. You don’t have to be.”
Antonio wasn't being considerate.
Instead, he fought Michael with all his might.
This was the result.
Michael was also very sarcastic, knowing that he was no match for him.
There was no particular reason.
However, he was annoyed by Antonio's fearless disobedience.
“You probably thought that I, a wizard, wouldn’t be able to handle a sword.”
Michael, who had been rolling Antonio around as if he was taking out his anger on Rohan, continued speaking.
“I’m just saying that I’m being needlessly boastful in order to maintain my honor and dignity as a noble.”
Michael's swordsmanship swept towards Antonio like a whirlwind.
“It wasn’t a wrong judgment. Any other knight besides you would have thought the same. However…….”
Crunch!
“……The price of that prejudice will never be light.”
As soon as those words were spoken, Antonio's right arm flew into the air along with the sword he was holding.
Michael cut off Antonio's arm in an instant.
Antonio screamed as blood scattered before his eyes.
“Kyaaaah!!”
“I’m glad it ended like this. If it hadn’t been a duel, it would have been my head that popped up instead of my arm.”
Everyone knew without anyone saying anything.
The winner of this duel is Michael.
Michael, aiming his sword, looked down at Antonio's fallen right arm.
“You have great skills… but you have the wrong master.”
Antonio's arm, engulfed in flames, turned to ashes and disappeared, never to be reattached.
This was the price to pay for taking innocent lives, even if it was not a duel.
“Surrender or death. The decision is yours.”
Antonio, whose neck was touched by Michael's blade, barely suppressed the pain and answered.
“I surrender…….”
“It was a good duel. One thing I’d like to add is that the stabbing was awkward. How about relearning the basics again?”
“……What are you guys doing? I’m going back!”
Antonio didn't even answer and started to lead the knights away, stopping the bleeding from his severed arm. He had no pride left to show off.
At that moment, Michael's voice flew in and struck the back of Antonio's head.
“If the conditions of this duel are not met, you had better prepare for war. My Tower and the Habledown Empire will punish both you and the Steite Duchy.”
“That won’t happen. Even if you lose the duel, if you can’t keep that promise, there’s no point in living as a knight.”
“That is indeed a knightly answer.”
“Then we’ll leave now……”
At that moment, flames rose up in front of the knights, blocking their path.
When Antonio turned his head and asked what he was doing, Michael stroked the ring.
“You are responsible for what you have done. Repair the buildings and facilities you have destroyed.”
“No matter what, this is really too much━!”
“Right now. I won’t tell you twice. Then you won’t have ears to hear my voice. Be thankful that I didn’t ask you to raise the dead.”
“…….”
“Of course you are an exception. You need to get your injuries treated.”
"……All right."
Only then did Michael put away his sword. The moment he looked around, the villagers who had been watching the scene cheered all at once.
“The wizard saved us!”
“Even though I live underground, I will never forget this favor!”
“Thank you! Thank you so much, Wizard!”
Michael's ears perked up at the unfamiliar hospitality.
I was the type of person who neither desired nor liked compliments.
Michael muttered as he walked down the alley that was relatively empty of people.
“It’s annoyingly noisy… tsk.”

            But inside, I was secretly enjoying it.
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While the Tutor Knights were restoring the city in return for their loss in the duel, the residents of the Underground were also busy moving about.
“Move there carefully!”
“Whose leg is this?”
“Damn it… I’m running low on restoratives.”
The Tutor Knights had been storming the city for less than 30 minutes, but their casualties had been twice that many.
Those who had arms and legs attached were relatively noble.
Some people were in a coma due to the pain of having their limbs amputated, and countless others eventually died.
“Linda! Come on, Linda!”
Sharkskin desperately called out the name as he injected the healing potion.
Unfortunately, the situation was even more dire when even Linda, the only doctor in District 23, was on the verge of death.
Then someone placed a hand on Sharkskin's shoulder.
“Come out.”
“You haven’t left yet?”
When they looked back, Michael was looking down at them with a blank expression.
Michael continued speaking coldly as usual.
“I thought you said you wouldn’t tell me twice.”
“……Then please.”
Instead of Sharkskin, who had stepped aside, Michael, who had been checking on Linda's condition, injected Pure Mana.
Soon, a pure white energy began to settle into her body, and Linda's expression became much more relaxed.
However, the corner of Michael's mouth twisted subtly as he watched the scene.
‘The condition is critical. Even the core is damaged, so self-regeneration is impossible… … I guess I only have 10 minutes left.’
Linda was already teetering on the edge of death, to the point where even Michael assumed death.
Even now, he was barely holding on to his life with the help of recovery pills. Sharkskin asked while checking how little recovery pills were left.
“Can you save him?”
“Aren’t these people who have nothing to do with you? How can the heartless leader of the Avengers care about the lives of others━”
“I asked if I could save him.”
Sharkskin's voice was trembling.
Instead of looking back at him, Michael began to further expand his array of healing techniques.
Michael suddenly asked.
“It seems to me that you don’t belong here, so why do you live in such a hypocritical way?”
“……Because I was born.”
Even though everyone lives in the same time and world, their starting point is different.
Sharkskin spoke again, looking around the hellish streets.
“Because I was born here like this.”
Michael shook his head and retorted.
“Even so, there are plenty of opportunities to live a different life━”
“We never had that opportunity. Can’t you tell after seeing this? You’re more naive than you look.”
Michael chewed on those words.
Even Michael, who was born into a wealthy family and grew up without any shortcomings, had moments when he had no opportunities.
“What if that opportunity were given now?”
“What does it mean?”
“I will be your sponsor.”
Sharkskin stared blankly at Michael's profile at the sudden suggestion.
Michael was just concentrating on his treatment with an expression that made it impossible to read his thoughts.
“According to my information network, your Avengers sold drugs and goods only to the nobility.”
“What does that mean━”
“Furthermore, we have put in place strict measures to prevent it from falling into the hands of ordinary people.”
“…….”
“You were only targeting nobles like me.”
Cold sweat ran down Michael's forehead.
On the other hand, Linda was regaining her complexion.
Michael, who had been operating his core to the limit and constantly rearranging his spells, continued speaking.
“Everyone has their own way of getting revenge. That doesn’t mean your methods were justified. But they weren’t unfair either. You just did your best to maintain your minimum beliefs and achieve your revenge. It’s obvious that those who indulge in wrong pleasures like drugs are the ones who get what they deserve. It’s like killing yourself.”
“Aren’t you a noble too? Why do you hate your fellow nobles?”
The next moment.
“If that is what nobility is, then I will give up being nobility.”
A certain belief was shining blue from deep within Michael's eyes.
Above all, Michael's appearance reflected in Sharkskin's eyes was not that of a nobleman.
At least if he was a nobleman that Sharkskin knew, he wouldn't have gone to such great lengths to save a person.
‘… … He is different from the nobles I have encountered so far.’
As I looked at it, I felt a desire to resemble something more and more, which was nagging at Shark Skin.
That refined and majestic sound, that gaze that reigns but never dominates, and the tips of the feet that point only in the right direction.
It was all exemplary.
‘Is this what true nobility means…?’
Sharkskin was confused.
If there had been many nobles like this on the continent, wouldn't cities like Underground not have been able to exist?
‘No. This nobleman is no different from other nobles. He is just talking for his own benefit, and when he turns around, he will forget about it again.’
As all nobles did.
"missing child!"
At that moment, the voice of Hans, who was looking after Mia nearby, rang out.
Sharkskin ran towards her in a hurry and knelt down in front of Mia.
Life was fading away from Mia's small body, her right arm covered in bruises.
“Just hold on a little longer. I will definitely get you━━”
Sharkskin's body, which was about to inject the recovery potion, suddenly stopped.
The hand holding the syringe was visibly shaking.
“Mom, I’m so sick…….”
I was hearing it.
“Get up. Let me beg you… please….”
Their voices.
“Help me… please, anyone, please help me!”
The sound of eternal hell.
“…….”
Sadness was pouring in from all sides.
After a while, Sharkskin looked around.
Everywhere there were people killed or injured by knights.
For some, time had stopped, while for others, time continued to move forward, leaving them behind.
“…….”
Sharkskin looked out over the city painted with blood and tears.
‘The sadness they are feeling will be repeated again.’
Forever and infinitely.
No matter how many times I get hurt and how many times I lose.
‘… … In the end, nothing changes.’
That was the law and truth of the underground.
And such laws and truths were the true rulers here.
‘If it’s going to hurt again anyway, wouldn’t it be better to just end it like this… … .’
That's why I was hesitant to administer the restorative drug to Mia.
I couldn't drag this child, who had barely regained his freedom, back to hell.
“Sir? What are you doing now?”
“…….”
“If this continues, Mia will die! Hurry up and give me some restorative medicine…….”
Hans, who had been desperately trying to get Sharkskin to come to him, noticed his expression and shed tears in a daze.
Even without saying anything, Hans could tell why Sharkskin was hesitating.
Hans, whose body had finally collapsed, sobbed while holding Mia, who had now grown cold, in his arms.
“……This was the best we could do.”
At the same time, it was the only gift that a hellish city without any hope could give to its people.
Sharkskin, carrying a terrible sense of helplessness on his back, confessed to Hans and Mia as if he was atonement.
“Don’t forgive anyone. No one on this earth deserves forgiveness…….”
Woohoo━━!
At that moment, a blast of flames suddenly enveloped Sharkskin's eyes.
As I reflexively turned my head, blue flames were rapidly spreading out, centered around Michael.
“What are you doing now…!”
But rather than burning people, the flames were healing their wounds.
It was a moment when the residents who were watching the scene had extremely happy expressions on their faces, as if they were being held in the arms of longing.
“My hamburger…….”
Mia opened her eyes again.
“Where did my hamburger go…?”
Then he felt in his pockets with his arms that had returned intact.
Not only that, but people who had already died began to open their eyes one by one, following Mia.
“Michael Riepenstein…….”
In the midst of the false miracle, Sharkskin stared at the figure of Michael, who was fluttering like a blue meteor shower.
‘Who the hell are you…?’
He was a guardian.
* * *
The restoration work on Underground District 23 took two days to complete.
It was expected to take at least two weeks, but thanks to the fact that the monarch of the Duchy of Steite learned that Michael was in Sector 23, he brought in all the supplies and manpower to support him.
Antonio, who had incurred the wrath of the council over an issue that could have easily escalated into a conflict with the Habledown Empire, was not only dismissed from his position as Commander of the Tutor Knights, but was also stripped of his knighthood.
“Take it.”
Michael, who was sitting on a bench in front of the hospital, reached out to the child who had previously stolen 100,000 rings from him.
In Michael's hands was a teddy bear he had just finished.
“Oh, thank you!”
Michael followed the child into the hospital with his eyes, excited to see how much he liked the teddy bear.
While Michael was busy with his portable sewing kit, a heavy shadow fell over the bench.
“You have an unusual hobby. Is that kind of hobby popular among the nobility these days?”
“You’d better watch your mouth. Unless you want this to be your grave.”
In contrast to that conversation, both Michael and Sharkskin had faint smiles on their faces.
They were no longer enemies.
Moreover, Sharkskin, like other residents, was grateful to Michael for saving his hometown.
“So when are you planning on killing me?”
“Well, if you really want, I can do it right now.”
But it wasn't Michael.
Isabella's request remains unresolved.
Moreover, for the sake of Akasha, Michael had to kill Sharkskin.
“Of course, if you accept my offer, things will be different.”
Despite these circumstances, Michael had no intention of killing Sharkskin any more.
Sharkskin asked.
“Why are you trying to help me, the underground?”
“I have no intention of helping you.”
There was only one reason why Michael wanted to become Sharkskin's sponsor.
“I also hate the nobility. Rather than the nobility, the word power would be more accurate.”
“You seem to have a lot of self-loathing.”
“Anyway, I’m looking for a sword.”
“It seems like you have some knowledge of swordsmanship. Go to the junk shop over there. Maybe the sleepless old man Pupu has found the sword you’re looking for.”
Michael shook his head, remembering the cause he had not yet given up on.
“What I seek is a sword that will one day cut off the necks of the nobles, those who wield power.”
It was Michael's new cause and goal.
“An ordinary sword would not be enough to cut off their necks, which are full of fat and greed.”
“……So you’re asking me to become your sword?”
Michael is silent.
For some reason, Sharkskin didn't think Michael was lying.
Already, some kind of belief, or rather, a determination, was lingering in Sharkskin's heart.
“Okay. I’ll be your sword. I don’t know if it’ll be satisfying.”
“In return, you must promise me two things.”
“Is it a condition? Tell me. I’ll listen and decide.”
Michael, who had been catching his breath calmly, continued speaking.
“First, don’t touch crime anymore. As long as I am your sponsor, you will never be short of funds again.”
“I will do so. With one order from me, I can stop the supply of drugs produced underground right now.”
“Second. Never again will you sacrifice an innocent person for your cause. Your cause is now my cause.”
“I accept that condition too. I too was worried because the price I had to pay was too high.”
Michael crossed his legs in satisfaction at the sight of her not adding a single word to the conditions.
Michael frowned as he noticed something.
"what?"
Sharkskin, who was holding out a hand the size of a frying pan, answered.
“It means that you accept the conditions. This is proof that our deal has been concluded. Do you not know how to shake hands?”
“I’m sorry, but I have to decline the handshake.”
“Why are my hands so dirty?”
“I won’t deny it.”
Sharkskin nodded and wiped his dusty and dirt-stained palms on the hem of his trousers.
In this respect, Michael was a true nobleman like everyone else.
“Let’s do this instead.”
At that moment, the mana that rose above Michael's palm stretched out toward the sky gently curved.
Sharkskin stared at Michael's mana, which was swimming around like a living animal.
“What is this?”
“The Wizard’s Promise.”
“The Wizard’s Promise?”
“Hunters like you wouldn’t know. What it means for a wizard to display pure mana.”
The air current floating above Michael's palm was neither a circle nor an aura, but pure mana itself.
Michael continued.
“To put it simply, it’s like knights drinking wine mixed with each other’s blood.”
Sharkskin, who finally understood the meaning, extended his palm and followed Michael's lead, emitting mana.
Saaaa… …
The slowly drifting mana recognized each other and mingled happily.
Sharkskin muttered as he stared at the sight, lost in thought.
“How amazing… I’ve been using mana for so long, but this is the first time I’ve seen something like this.”
“Even if they are wizards, it’s not something you see often. That’s because it’s a promise that can only be made if you trust each other.”
“Does that mean you trust me?”
“I don’t trust you. I just wanted to make a promise.”
“What promise?”
Unlike Sharkskin, who was now looking at the mana that was stretched out like a thread in the air, Michael was looking at the underground scenery that spread out beyond it.
“……A promise to never again turn away from what I have lost.”
Michael suddenly remembered the technique that had appeared while he was treating Linda.
‘At that time, I had not used the Arcana’s signs. However, unlike when I practiced the technique, it came out very naturally. It was as if it was responding to my will.’
Michael pondered the reason.
But no matter what theories and experiences he recalled, Michael could not find the reason.
If so, there was only one cause.
‘At that moment, I wanted to live.’
Linda, who was dying.
The inhabitants of the underground.
Everything he had lost.
‘I didn’t want to regret it.’
I just didn't want to regret anything again, Michael continued.
“It wasn’t for you. It was just me…….”
In a moment of enlightenment that came by chance, Michael's eyes hid beneath his eyelids, taking in the underground scene.

            “……I just protected what I wanted to protect.”
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Distorted by tears.
“Remember, Michael.”
Friedrich's harsh words distorted Michael.
Michael glared at his father as he walked away through his blurred vision.
Why did he have to leave, why did she have to be abandoned?
“Don't go.”
Michael was too young to handle all that.
“Please don’t go……”
The gate was opening.
Friedrich takes a step beyond the gate, trampling on Michael's hopes.
He said goodbye to Michael with his lips frozen coldly.
"“When you fail to keep what you should keep, time is like a punishment…….”
The face of Friedrich that Michael looked back at that day was the last image of his father that he could remember.
* * *
Michael woke up in pain.
In the space filled with darkness, only Michael's heavy breathing could be heard.
‘I seem to be dreaming too often these days… … .’
Again, my whole body was drenched in cold sweat.
It was the moment when I was about to raise my hand to wipe my forehead.
Suddenly.
"……hmm?"
My wrist was tied to something.
Not only that, but he was tied to a chair instead of lying down.
At least it wasn't Michael's room.
At that moment, the wind blew from Michael's front.
“You’re awake?”
The wind, carrying the sweet scent of pomegranate.
“I tried to wake you up because you wouldn’t wake up.”
Suddenly, a small candle next to Isabella lit up.
As the light spread, the interior gradually came into view.
Michael asked.
“Why am I in your house?”
“Because I was kidnapped.”
Isabella was sitting at the table, smiling all the time, as if she was in a good mood.
On the other hand, Michael's expression upon hearing the word kidnapping was not good.
‘… … Was it really a lie that you said you trusted me?’
Otherwise Isabella would not have been able to move so quickly.
Michael was also thinking about what to do after not killing Sharkskin.
Because it was unknown how Isabella, who had lost even her last bit of faith, would react.
Then suddenly Michael looked down at the restraints that had bound him.
‘It’s a black stone. For some reason, I can’t seem to get the circle to fire… … .’
It was at this time that Michael, who had decided that he could not escape on his own, was staring blankly into the shadow.
“Why? Are you looking for her?”
As he raised his head at those words, Isabella gently gestured to Michael's right.
Karl was also tied to a chair by the window.
Fortunately, there were no injuries, but judging by his drooping head, he seemed to have already lost consciousness.
Michael asked.
“Are you trying to get revenge on me now?”
“No. You didn’t do anything wrong to me. You just refused my request.”
“Then why.”
Isabella got up from her seat the next moment.
As she stepped aside, the face of the figure hidden across the table was revealed under the moonlight.
“Because I need an audience to watch my revenge.”
“Shark skin……?”
Sharkskin, like Michael, was unconscious and bound in a restraint made of black stone.
Isabella continued, picking up the dagger that had been placed on the table.
“It was easy to kidnap him because he was so badly injured. He was someone who wouldn’t even budge under anesthesia. It’s all thanks to you. Thank you.”
“Put that down. There are facts you don’t know about━”
Isabella looked down at the moonlight reflecting off the dagger and answered expressionlessly.
“The truth that my father was Ender and that he tried to kill everyone in District 23?”
“…….”
“I know. I heard everything. I was there at that time.”
At that moment, the first thing that came to Michael's mind was the wind.
Even in the underground, the wind blew.
“That doesn’t concern me. It doesn’t matter how much of a bastard my original father was, or how much Sharkskin tried to stop him. The most important thing is…….”
In an instant, the sharp tip of the dagger made contact with Sharkskin's Adam's apple.
“……The person I trusted the most deceived me.”
A drop of blood ran down the dagger.
Sharkskin slowly opened his eyes and the first thing he saw was Isabella's face, distorted with uncontrollable anger and hatred.
“Hello, Dad.”
“Isabella?”
Isabella quickly put away her dagger and walked towards Michael's opposite side.
And as I reached into the darkness, someone's hair was pulled.
Sharkskin shouted excitedly after seeing her face.
“What the hell are you doing, Isabella! Linda has nothing to do with this!”
At that name, Isabella burst out laughing as if she had heard a funny joke.
Isabella stopped laughing for a moment and swept the tip of her dagger across Linda's cheek.
“Isn’t that funny? You probably thought I wouldn’t know anything until I died. How funny would that be? How much I…….”
A sticky anger was ravaging Isabella's entire body.
Isabella, who was trembling, gripped the dagger tightly.
“……I believed it.”
In a moment of uncontrollable emotion, Isabella's raised dagger headed towards Linda's shoulder.
“I trusted you!”
Phew━━
Meanwhile, Michael, who was struggling to break free from the restraints, fell over sideways along with the chair.
Michael shouted, not even realizing that the blood that had flowed along the floor was soaking his face.
“Stop now! If you cross the line any further, there’s no turning back!”
“Turn back? What are you turning back to? If I stop here, can I go back to that time? Can I go back to that time when I knew nothing?”
“…….”
Michael had no answer.
'hour…….'
Those words just kept lingering in my head.
‘… … Perhaps even the hope of saving Claudia was nothing more than an illusion of mine.’
It was a moment when Michael was overcome with despair, something he had briefly forgotten.
“Kill me instead.”
"what?"
Sharkskin, who barely opened his mouth, spoke again.
“Linda did nothing wrong. So kill me.”
“Do I look like I’m making a deal right now? You’re begging me to save you right now. You’re begging me until your palms bleed and you’re torn, you son of a bitch!”
“If you don’t kill me now, I will kill you.”
Isabella bit her molars at Sharkskin's refusal to take her side until the end.
“……Okay, I’ll do whatever you want.”
And then Isabella pulled out the dagger she had used to stab Linda in the shoulder and approached Sharkskin.
It was the moment when Sharkskin raised his dagger to stab the heart as he wished.
“…….”
But after that, Isabella didn't move.
I couldn't move.
“Have you forgotten what I taught you?”
Sharkskin shouted at Isabella, who was hesitating.
“Kill me or you die, Isabella!”
"I am!"
Isabella's dagger swung with all her might and headed towards Sharkskin's heart.
However, the dagger was suspended in midair without being able to pierce Sharkskin's skin, let alone his heart.
“I can’t do it…….”
That was when.
“……I guess I shouldn’t have let you live.”
In an instant, a knife appeared from Isabella's shadow and grabbed her by the neck.
It was a simple matter to unlock the restraints on the sword.
“Pay for the harm you did to Michael with your life.”
Soon, dozens of swords rushed towards Isabella from the body of the sword that had turned into a shadow.
Isabella closed her eyes.
This was the ending anyway.
The ending of this story was decided from the beginning… … .
“……Isabella!”
The next moment, Sharkskin threw himself on the chair and pushed Isabella with his shoulder.
Isabella rolled to the floor and hit the wall, causing the dishes on the shelf to pour down on her head.
Isabella, who had barely come to her senses, saw Sharkskin with swords stabbed into his entire body instead of her own.
“Shark skin?”
“Are you okay, Isabella…….”
“Why you. Why you……!”
Isabella screamed at the top of her lungs in confusion.
But I couldn't hear the answer.
It was the moment when Carl, who had accidentally killed Sharkskin, was in shock.
“No, Isabella! ……Karl!”
The moment he turned his head at Michael's urgent shout, blood gushed out from Karl's mouth.
Isabella, who had suddenly appeared in front of Karl, was thrusting a dagger into Karl's heart with bloodshot eyes.
“Michael……”
At the last moment, Karl knelt down with Michael in his eyes.
While Michael struggled to get to the sword, Isabella ran to Sharkskin and began to sob as she examined his body.
“Why did you do that? Why on earth━”
“I wanted you to kill me.”
"what……?"
Sharkskin stared at Isabella's face with a straight smile, unlike the death he had before his eyes.
“This was the price I had to pay…….”
At that moment, Isabella remembered the words Sharkskin always said as if it were a habit.
“Where is this? Where is this law? All I wanted to hear from you was, ‘I’m sorry.’ If you had said those words, I would have… forgiven you…!”
As everything went wrong, Michael looked at the cold, hardening sword and thought.
‘This can’t be happening.’
Michael looked at Sharkskin, who had finally died, and thought.
‘This can’t be happening… … .’
Michael looked at Isabella, who was taking her own life following Sharkskin, and thought.
“……This can’t be happening!”
Mana surged around Michael.
Soon, all the space I was looking at became twisted and distorted.
Tzuzu tsutsu━━!
As the clock on the wall began to rewind, Michael's time stopped again.
* * *
"hey."
“…….”
“Hey, noble sir!”
Linda was looking down at Michael, who suddenly raised his head.
"what?"
“What are you thinking about? Were you meditating, wondering if you were some noble noble?”
Michael just blinked blankly at the sight before him that was completely different from before.
Linda, who was handing something to Michael, spat in embarrassment.
“Whatever, take it.”
“This is…….”
Michael already knew what Linda was giving him.
A packaged hamburger. And it was a cheeseburger.
“It’s a cheeseburger. It looks like you haven’t eaten anything since yesterday. Even if the food here doesn’t suit your taste, that kind of thing…….”
“It wouldn’t be nutritionally good.”
“Huh? Oh, well… If you knew, then don’t leave it behind.”
Linda tilted her head with a puzzled expression.
‘What? Are you using mind poison or something?’
I was suspicious of Michael's ability to guess exactly what I was trying to say.
It was the moment when Linda, who thought it was just a coincidence, was about to tell Michael that Sharkskin would be arriving soon.
“I’ll go to Sharkskin. I have something to tell you.”
“Would you like that? Then while you’re at it━”
Before Linda could finish speaking, Michael, who had manifested "psychic powers," moved the furniture that had been lying nearby to the hospital entrance.
And as she watched Michael walk away, Linda shivered from the rising cold.
“Are you really using mind-poisoning magic? Ugh, what is this… You’re making people feel bad for no reason.”
Michael entered the hospital, leaving Linda behind as she rubbed her goosebump-covered arm, and grabbed the ring as he climbed the stairs.
The next moment, Michael muttered along with the voice playing in his ear.
“I also…….”
"“When you fail to keep what you should keep, time is like a punishment…….”
“……Have you returned?”

            "I will catch you."
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That was the first time Michael's time stopped.
“……Tell me more about Isabella?”
The day when another cadet from the same academy lost his life in a training accident.
The moment Michael learned that the cadet's name was 'Claudia Loren'.
And the time I prayed fervently that I didn't want to lose Claudia.
“How strange. Even a cold-blooded person like you can love something like that. And to someone else, of all people, my daughter.”
“That’s not it.”
“If not that, then what?”
Today was the same as that day.
Michael answered as time repeated itself again, as if waking up from a nightmare.
“There is a reason you should know. My personal…….”
“Of course, I would welcome a man like Michael Riepenstein. Considering Isabella’s personality, any man would be more than capable of handling her. So, am I now a relative of the Riepenstein family?”
“……You’re not listening to me at all.”
Michael sighed at Sharkskin's attitude of not taking it seriously.
Sharkskin, who was sitting on a cliff overlooking the underground, clenched his fists and asked Michael.
“It looks to me like something has happened to you. Or not?”
“Why do you think so?”
Sharkskin's eyes, which had lost their playfulness, were jumping down the cliff.
“If you suddenly ask me something like that now, anyone but me would be suspicious.”
It had already been three days since Michael had stayed underground.
If someone who had been silent all this time suddenly asked something like that, who wouldn't be suspicious?
It was the moment when Michael, who had acknowledged his own haste, was choosing an excuse.
“There’s a saying here about close friends. ‘You can leave your wallet with someone.’ Do you know that?”
Ender's face flashed before Sharkskin's eyes. Michael shook his head.
“This is the first time I’ve heard of it.”
“People in the underground don’t even leave their wallets to their families. Money is like life itself.”
“Does that mean you trust the other person to that extent?”
“Yeah… and Isabella was the only person I could trust with my wallet.”
That's how the story of Isabella began.
“Isabella was also a child who trusted me with her wallet. But on the other hand, no one trusted Isabella.”
The place where Sharkskin first met Isabella was at the bottom of the gutter.
“Even people who didn’t know Isabella would say they had been fooled at least once the moment they saw her face.”
Isabella was huddled alone in a corner where no one wanted to approach, surrounded by discarded wallets piled up like trash.
It was impossible to tell whose wallet it was. Only the messy wallets spoke of Isabella's miserable life.
“The reason Isabella, who was like that, trusted me was because of that one word, ‘Father.’”
“It seems that Ender was about the same size as you.”
“No. Isabella has never seen Ender. Ender died before Isabella was born.”
Sharkskin came to mind.
"Why are you here now?"
The sight of a terrifying being that made people not even take out their wallets outside, acting like any other child.
"Promise me. You won't abandon me again. You won't abandon me again...!"
“……I promised not to leave. Isabella trusted me with just one meaningless word that had no guarantee. I’ve never been so easily deceived in my life.”
“Was it an atonement to become Isabella’s father in Ender’s stead?”
Michael, who was feeling hungry, took a bite of the hamburger he had taken out. As soon as it suited his taste, the hamburger quickly disappeared.
Sharkskin shook his head, opened his fist, and looked at his palm.
“I was planning to kill him.”
“Were you afraid of the aftereffects?”
“I was scared. But what really scared me was something else.”
Sharkskin, who remembered Ender again, clenched his fists so tightly that they almost crumbled.
“Ender had another self. The Ender I grew up with, and the Ender who tried to destroy our hometown were all the same Ender. It wasn’t a mental illness or anything. The thing flowing inside Ender’s body was…….”
"Please, Sharkskin."
“……The ‘blood’ was the cause.”
"Kill me."
At the word blood, Michael put the half-empty hamburger in his pocket.
Sharkskin continued speaking, holding in his arms a memory that became clearer the more he tried to erase it.
“Ender’s original name was Ender the Ripper. I later found out that the Ripper family was famous as a murderous family even in the Duchy of Steite.”
Michael also had blood flowing through his veins that he could not deny.
And that blood is a curse… … .
“……It was a terrible fate. And Isabella was destined to become like Ender. The blood of the Ripper family flows through her body. But I couldn’t kill her. No, I couldn’t kill her.”
Even Ender, who was his long-time friend, and Ender who met his death by his own hand, in the end, Ender was Ender.
Everything was real.
There was no fake.
That was the reality.
“I decided to believe in that child, in my daughter, just as Isabella believed in me. That’s why I believed that she could change. I prayed countless times that she could change, that she could live a different life from Ender.”
Sharkskin continued, recalling their lives where every moment was painful.
“The process was constantly painful. Isabella’s other self eventually awakened, and to prevent it, I became even more forceful in controlling the child.”
"I didn't say kill."
"Why can't we kill them? They were all kids who deserved to die!"
“I wasn’t a good father as I thought I would be. That was the natural result. I’ve never seen a father like that.”
""You will be under quarantine for two weeks.""
"“For who am I……!”"
"This is an order from the leader of the Avengers. Enter the room. Now."
“……Okay. Do whatever you want.”
“As a result, we all got hurt. Nothing changed.”
“What if Isabella had been raised in the sun instead of the shade? It seems to me that her growing environment was also a factor.”
“It’s not that I didn’t try. But I failed every time. Just like a vampire who feels pain when exposed to sunlight, Isabella hated people on the ground. It was obvious what would happen to Isabella if she continued to live on the ground.”
Michael caressed the ring as if he was agreeing.
Michael couldn't even count how many times he had been fooled by Isabella.
Sharkskin took a photo out of his bosom and handed it to Michael.
“But here, I was the happiest child of all.”
Michael looked at the photo he was handed in silence.
Isabella is sitting at a table with a tavern in the background, smiling brightly.
Sharkskin, who was holding a glass of wine next to Isabella, was also smiling.
Michael took his eyes off their faded appearances and put the photos in his pocket as he asked.
“I’ll buy this photo. How much?”
“I don’t accept money. You can’t buy or sell memories.”
“Then I’ll borrow it.”
“One day. Not more than that. It’s my treasure.”
Michael also had a treasure.
The only trace of Claudia now was the checkered dress.
“Don’t worry. I’ll return it to you in the same condition you borrowed it from me.”
That's why Michael knew right away what this photo meant to Sharkskin.
Sharkskin greeted Michael as he turned around and walked away.
“Take care. Don’t forget to always keep an eye on your pockets.”
“We will meet again soon.”
“Of course. Now you are our sponsor.”
Michael stopped walking then and looked back at the hospital.
“I think it would be better for you and Linda to be together tonight.”
“You really took so long talking about wanting to fight me.”
“That’s not what I meant. It’s just that the choice is yours.”
At those words, Sharkskin turned around, but all that remained was Michael's mana that had manifested spatial leap.
Sharkskin, who had moved his gaze, stared at the tavern and muttered softly.
“……Is it time for me to pay the price now?”
* * *
A sword appeared in the night shadow leaning over the roof, making an impression.
“Are you here to harass Michael again?”
Isabella, who was sitting on the roof looking at the moon, nodded at Karl's question.
Isabella kept nodding her head from side to side, humming something so good.
Karl, who was not letting his guard down due to Isabella's strangely timid atmosphere, moved his hand to the dagger.
“The deal is already done. So don’t come here again.”
Karl, who had been watching the underground situation from Michael's shadow, had guessed that Isabella would come for revenge.
‘Isabella is not as good a person as Michael thinks. I have to protect Michael. So, as his attendant, I will… … .’
That was when.
“Have you ever looked closely at the sky?”
"……what?"
“Do you know what the sky below is like? It’s sharp. If you look at it, it’s so bumpy that it makes your eyes bleed.”
“What the hell are you talking about━”
Karl noticed something mixed in the suddenly blowing wind and quickly covered his nose and mouth with his palm.
But the strength was already leaving Carl's body, exposed to the drug mixed in the wind.
Isabella, who was standing tall in the midst of the world that was reeling under the sword's gaze, continued speaking.
“I have lived in a world blocked by such a sky. Until now.”
“What did you do to me…?”
Carl eventually lost consciousness and fell.
Isabella slowly approached and whispered while putting the restraints on Karl's wrists.
“Michael’s faith in you will be shattered tonight, just like mine.”
Isabella, whose smile was gradually fading away, scattered like the wind.
Isabella reappeared in the bedroom where Michael was sleeping.
Isabella's lips moved as she quietly looked down at Michael's face.
“In the end, you too…… betrayed me.”
I thought you would be different.
I thought that a person as detailed as you would be different from others.
That's why I decided to trust you for the last time.
‘… … But my faith was abandoned until the end. Like trash.’
The wind that had been flowing around Isabella flowed into Michael's nose and mouth.
Michael had to know.
What is the price of betrayal.
How painful and cruel the price is.
“You know what, Michael? I really liked you.”
Isabella confessed as she put the restraints she had taken out on Michael's wrists.
“Of course I still like you. So much so that I want to cut off your hair and display it in my room forever…….”
“……That’s too bad.”
The next moment, as Michael opened his eyes, the spells that had been arranged in advance throughout the room began to glow.
Isabella was bound in countless chains without any time to resist.
Michael continued, taking the restraints from Isabella's hands and putting them back on her wrists.
“That will never happen again.”
“How could you… That was supposed to be a potion that could put even a special-class demon to sleep!”
“Did you dare compare me to a special-class demon?”
“……You knew I was coming from the beginning.”
And then Isabella, baring her teeth in anger, screamed.
“Are you playing with me? You don’t even know what I was thinking when I said those words to you…!”
“I know.”
“Shut up! You have nothing━”
Michael confessed in a time that could never be forgotten, unlike the time that was returned.
“I know that all you wanted from Sharkskin was an apology.”
“How did you do that……?”
In the stopped time, the only one who did not stop was Michael.
Only Michael lived alone in a world that everyone had forgotten.
“So it’s not too late.”
That was the meaning of ‘regression’.
“You can stop now, Isabella.”
Isabella flailed her feet, scattering mana as if in disbelief.
Michael never stopped talking to Isabella to persuade her.
“There is a truth you must know. Sharkskin is truly you━”
Isabella suddenly grabbed her head and began to mutter.
“No, not now……! Just now…….”
Isabella suddenly stopped muttering and the corners of her mouth slowly rose.
And then came another playful voice from Isabella.
“……What isn’t it?”
The moment he heard that voice, Michael took a step back.
Isabella, who was staring at Michael while her body was hanging from the chain, continued speaking.
“There’s one way to stop this farce, do you want to know?”
Isabella was laughing like a corpse.
“I should die. I should die.”
As soon as those words were spoken, Michael sensed Isabella's core expanding rapidly.
If left alone, Isabella will die along with the core that exploded inside her body.
It was the moment when Michael, who could not just watch, hugged Isabella to control her core.
Kwajik!
“Ugh……!”
Michael's blood flowed down the corner of Isabella's mouth.
Michael slowly began to control her core, leaving Isabella behind, who was biting his shoulder hard.
As if looking for a companion at the end of life, Isabella still did not let Michael go.
Michael, who had been staring at Isabella's face for a while, opened his mouth.
“……There was a time when my father wished for me to die.”
Isabella's mana, whose flow was disrupted, was moving into Michael's body.
There was nothing more painful to a wizard than having twisted mana flowing back into him.
“The blood that flowed in my veins was a curse, and my father did not want that blood to be passed down to future generations.”
But Michael endured the pain without even showing it.
I have experienced worse pain than this.
One of them was the memory of his father who tried to abandon him.
“You can’t even imagine how cruel and miserable the truth is that a parent tried to kill their child.”
“…….”
“But what was harder to bear than that was the reality that my father had left me.”
Michael's mother died a year after he was born.
To Michael, his father was his mother and his only parent.
“At first, I hated him. I didn’t know why my father tried to kill me, why he hated me so much.”
As a child, Michael would shed tears with every step he took, for no apparent reason.
Every morning I woke up from nightmares with tears in my eyes, and every evening I spent alone in a house where no one welcomed me.
Michael lived each day like that without even knowing why.
Slowly and slowly… …
… … It was a dying life.
“But now I know. What kind of sorrow and pain I have to endure in exchange for inheriting this blood. My father simply… couldn’t stand to watch me slowly commit suicide.”
In the meantime, Isabella's core, which had been running wild, was calming down.
Only then did Michael, freed from his pain, whisper to Isabella while gently embracing her.
“Still, I will live. Even if happiness never comes to me in the future, I will live.”
Michael slowly released Isabella from his embrace. It had been a long time since Isabella had let go of the shoulder she had been biting.
“If I can survive like this, why should you not be able to survive?”
The next moment, Michael smiled brighter than ever.
“So you too, live.”
It was a flawless, perfect smile.

            “That is revenge.”
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Is it memory that makes us human?
Or is it just a very small part of those memories?
“……I thought you wouldn’t be able to kill Sharkskin.”
We don't know.
But I can confidently say that memories are what keep us alive.
It's like living for decades with only a few dozen seconds of happy memories.
“I’ll be honest with you. You were just my bait. Bait to catch sharkskins.”
Only then did Michael realize that this was all Isabella's plan.
Because there's no way that the Shark Skin that fought him would be okay.
Isabella took advantage of the opportunity.
Because there is nothing more meaningless and vain than revenge taken at the hands of others.
“What would you have done if I had really killed him?”
Michael, who was sitting on the bed with Isabella, reached out to the teddy bear on the bedside table.
Isabella answered without hesitation.
“I was thinking of dying too.”
“Like today.”
"……huh."
Michael carefully stroked the teddy bear as if he were treating a baby.
“You fooled me again.”
“You didn’t believe me anyway. So you weren’t fooled by me.”
Michael suddenly handed Isabella a teddy bear.
“What if I trusted you even just once?”
Isabella looked down at the teddy bear for a while.
After a while, she received the teddy bear and held it in her arms, then shook her head sadly.
“If you trusted me, Sharkskin would already be dead.”
“What I wanted was an apology. A single word saying you were sorry for deceiving me. Is that difficult?”
“I don’t know. I’ve never learned anything like that.”
Isabella buried her face in the teddy bear's head like a shy girl.
Isabella was ashamed, just like that. She had never apologized to anyone in her entire life.
“Sharkskin must have felt the same way.”
When Isabella raised her head, Michael was simply rubbing the Ethel embedded in the ring with his fingertips.
“It was too late to apologize, so I decided to accept the mistake as it was. Just like you tried to pay the price for deceiving me with your death.”
“No. Sharkskin isn’t that kind of person. Sharkskin is a much colder person than you think.”
“Why would such a cold-hearted person take in the daughter of the friend he had killed?”
"that……!"
Isabella, speechless, just glared at Michael.
Isabella, who soon found something to say, began to make excuses.
“Of course I would be afraid. If I found out the truth, I would come for revenge.”
“If I was that scared, I would have just killed you. No one would care if a ten-year-old girl disappeared from the underground.”
Isabella knew that too.
It was a life that wouldn't be strange if it died at any time.
It was a life where I didn't care if tomorrow never came.
… … On that day, when Sharkskin came to visit, Isabella made up her mind.
“At first, I was thinking of using Sharkskin. The guys who approached the abandoned children in the gutter were usually shamans looking for test subjects or managers of the red-light district. I thought Sharkskin was one of those guys. …Until he really started pretending to be my father.”
The memories of that day were still vivid even though time had passed.
Rather, it was shining so brightly that I could no longer look at other memories.
“For the first time, I slept on a place other than the floor. For the first time, I woke up in the morning and washed myself with warm water. For the first time, I ate bread that wasn’t soiled and stew that wasn’t mixed with cigarette butts.”
It was Isabella's only memory.
“Everything was new to me. So I really thought, this guy could be my dad, I finally have a family. Every time I look in someone’s pocket, I don’t have to think about how I’m going to steal their wallet….”
Isabella was able to endure because of that memory.
But ironically, the one who broke Isabella was always the one who called her name at the center of her memories.
“I wanted to help. I wanted to give back. You know, when you feed an abandoned stray cat a few times, it comes back with rotten fish or rats.”
“I think a lynx would suit you better than a stray cat. Your boiling temper is like that of a devil’s……”
“Shut your mouth before I sew it shut.”
“……Okay.”
Michael, who felt as if Isabella would really sew his mouth shut, caressed his tightly shut mouth for no reason.
Meanwhile, Isabella chuckled at the thought that perhaps, as Michael had said, a lynx might suit her better.
“You just have to listen. What was it? What kind of ceremony was it?”
“Confession.”
“Yeah, confession. Like a priest who hears confessions. But you opened your mouth again?”
“…….”
Isabella's smile, which had been cute at the sight of Michael keeping his mouth shut, grew even wider.
“Anyway, the only thing I could do for Sharkskin was to steal someone else’s wallet and bring it back to him. Of course, the information I took from the wallet was more valuable than the money.”
“…….”
“Then I killed someone for the first time. I even remember how many days it was. I even remember what he was wearing and the expression on his face as he died.”
A leather jacket that looks like it's an imitation of a luxury brand, and an expression that says, "This can't be happening."
That was the last Isabella saw of the first person she had killed.
“I had no choice. I had to kill him or die. That’s the underground world. Moreover, if I hadn’t stabbed him first back then, I would have died in a much more horrible way.”
It wasn't just a delusion or a guess.
Isabella, more than anyone else, has watched closely how those who hesitated died.
Maybe I was still wandering in hell, unable to die as I wished.
“……And that was the day. It was when I realized that there was another me inside of me.”
If you don't eat it, it will be eaten.
To survive among monsters, you had to become a monster.
It was at this moment that Isabella became a true monster, eating someone.
“I call her ‘Bella.’ You’ve probably seen most of me as Bella. For the past three or four years, I’ve been mostly Bella.”
Michael, who didn't miss the opportunity, opened his mouth cautiously.
“So now it’s Isabella?”
“Yeah. But me and Bella, we’ve always been one.”
“Like the child in this picture?”
At those words, Isabella looked up at Michael.
Michael was handing her a photo he had taken out of his bosom.
Michael turned his gaze again and looked at the second hand moving on the clock hanging on the wall.
“You were one at that time. At least, you looked like one person to me. However, if Bella hadn’t existed, Isabella wouldn’t have existed. She would have died in agony, being eaten, just like you said.”
Just as Claudia had said to Michael that day, time was passing slowly.
Michael asked, taking a step closer to Isabella's time.
“Then who is Bella? Why did you try to protect Isabella?”
Now, on the contrary, Isabella remained silent. Michael continued.
“Bella is just something you created to protect yourself. Humans often try to justify their actions, but there are always side effects in the process.”
“Even so, I can’t help it because of the blood flowing through my body―”
“There is nothing that cannot be helped. If what you say is true, then I was destined to die already.”
The next moment, Michael's words began to ring in Isabella's ears.
“……There was a time when my father wished for me to die.”
Michael's voice overlapped in an unbelievable hallucination.
“It’s a little different, but I have the same blood flowing through my body as you. If you are a villain and kill others, I am designed to kill villains under the guise of hypocrisy.”
Impulse and judgment.
At first glance, they seemed to have very different personalities, but the ending they had was the same: murder.
Isabella asked.
“So how did you overcome it?”
Michael shook his head.
“Unfortunately, I haven’t gotten over it yet. I’m just suppressing it.”
“Suppressed? How?”
At that moment, the face of the person he loved most was fixed in Michael's eyes.
“……Because I promised.”
"Even if you run away, you will have to face it again someday. No one can escape fate. So fight, Michael."
"I'll be by your side until you win."
The boy who had been foolishly keeping the promise from decades ago that he could now pretend not to know and forget spoke without wavering.
“I’m just keeping that promise.”
* * *
Like a scattering wind, Isabella walked the streets aimlessly.
‘Where should I flow… … ’
Now there was no going back to Sharkskin.
Even if I went back, I wasn't confident that I could live like before.
Moreover, Sharkskin would not accept her now that he knew that she had tried to kill him.
‘… …Should I just run away like this?’
It was a life of always running away.
‘Yeah, he runs away thinking someone stole his wallet.’
That's why I knew where to hide without being caught, and how long I had to hide to remain quiet.
But this time it wasn't like that.
This time, I had no idea where to hide or how long to hide.
"ha……."
All that came out was a sigh, not a solution.
It was around that time that Isabella's stomach began to growl.
“Look at this kid. Does he want to live again?”
My thin stomach was screaming for food. Come to think of it, I hadn't eaten anything in a few days.
Suddenly, a delicious scent swept across Isabella's nose. She turned her gaze and saw the breads on display beyond the convenience store.
“It looks delicious since I’ve seen it for a long time…….”
It had been more than ten years since Isabella had escaped the cesspool and vowed never to eat bread again.
Isabella searched every nook and cranny of her body in case she found any money, but all she found was a dagger, anesthetic, and a photograph she had received from Michael.
‘Should I just steal one?’
I was confident in stealing.
I could have robbed that entire convenience store with just one spell.
It was the moment when Isabella, who had finally made up her mind to endure the unbearable hunger, took a step forward.
“You were here.”
Isabella froze like a little kid caught stealing at the sudden voice.
As I slowly turned my head, Sharkskin was looking down at Isabella with concern.
“How are you here……?”
“I found it. It’s because you haven’t come home by this time.”
Isabella bit her lower lip.
“If only I had known everything…….”
Everything felt so fake.
“If you knew everything, why are you doing this to me?”
Now even the thought of running away has disappeared.
I just wanted to know Sharkskin's intentions.
“Are you happy? How funny it must have been for me to follow you and call you dad without knowing anything!”
“Isabella…….”
“Do you know what really drives me crazy? Even though I knew you lied to me, I couldn’t help but continue to be lied to―”
The next moment, Sharkskin, who was hugging Isabella's shoulder, whispered as if he was out of breath.
“……I’m sorry, Isabella. That’s all I can say to you.”
All the hatred and anger that had been rising in an instant melted away with that one word.
The sadness that had been building up for so long flowed down Isabella's cheeks, drop by drop.
Isabella patted Shaskkin's chest like a ten-year-old child.
“I believed in you……! Do you know how much I believed in you……?”
“If you want to kill me, then kill me. Because this is what you’ve been waiting for since you became an adult.”
“I’m really going to kill you… I’m going to kill you and feed your body to the people of District 23…!”
People around him glanced at him and passed by.
In the eyes of others, they looked exactly like a whiny daughter and an awkward father.
Sharkskin, who finally realized Isabella's sorrow, hugged her closer.
“But not now. Give me just a little more time. Allow me to breathe until I have my revenge.”
“How much permission do you have to give me…….”
“Five years, no, three years.”
Isabella, who had pushed Sharkskin away from my arms, turned around.
“……Let’s make it 30 years.”
Isabella continued speaking, holding her hands behind her back as if nothing had happened.
“After 30 years, then I will really kill you.”
I hated Isabella.
Once again, I found myself having no choice but to trust him.
And that 30-year promise that was ultimately not kept.
“I'm hungry.”
Isabella, who had stopped crying, sniffled once and looked back at Sharkskin.
Sharkskin looked away from Isabella, who was pretending to have a sour look on her face, pointed to a convenience store, and took out his wallet.
“Go buy it. Everything you want to eat.”
Isabella looked at the wallet Sharkskin held out without saying a word.
As I said before, people in the underground wouldn't even hand over their wallets to their families if they didn't have faith.
“……Yeah, Dad.”

            In that still unchanging fact, Isabella was handed the wallet.
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Darkness darkened my eyes.
Carl, who had come to his senses, just blinked.
“How could I…….”
I couldn't control my body at all.
The anesthetic Isabella had used still remained in her body, however faintly.
“It’s still night.”
At that moment, Carl barely managed to move his gaze as he reacted to a voice heard nearby.
Right in front of the window, Michael was looking up at the night sky, holding his backpack.
“So, rest when you can.”
“Michael? Are you hurt anywhere?”
Michael turned his head at those words and tilted his head while looking at the sword.
“You got hurt? Was it a dream?”
“Huh? No, that’s not it……”
“Then nothing happened.”
The sword closed its mouth.
When Michael said that, it was when he had solved the case on his own.
Or maybe there's a secret involved that no one should know.
Karl, who had been with Michael for a long time, nodded silently.
‘I’m glad you’re safe.’
But the feeling of relief was only momentary.
‘… … Even my secret could become Michael’s weakness. That can’t be allowed.’
In the deepening silence that came with dawn, after a long time, the sword's mouth opened.
“Michael.”
“I'm listening.”
“Actually, there is something you should know, Michael.”
It was no longer the limit.
"What will Michael look like when he finds out the truth about you?"
Isabella was right.
It was a truth that would come out someday.
If this relationship continued any longer, the betrayal Michael would feel when the truth came out would only increase.
“Actually, I-”
At that moment, Michael took his eyes off the sword and looked straight ahead again.
“You don’t have to say it.”
"yes?"
“Because I already know.”
At that moment, Carl's face looked like that of a person left alone in a destroyed world.
The shock was beyond words. I didn't know Michael knew.
‘No, if it was Michael, he might have known everything… … .’
Because he's always like that.
The sword asked in the sorrow it had turned over.
“Since when…… have you known?”
For her, who had been living in darkness, today alone the darkness covering Michael was infinitely scary.
Michael answered her soothingly.
“From the beginning.”
There was also a rumor like this in the world.
“Did you know that I have you by my side because I lack information?”
Michael never reveals his true colors.
The reason is to maintain one's status as a noble.
That's why I don't usually get close to the opposite sex.
“The real reason I kept you by my side is…….”
That's why Karl had no choice but to deceive Michael.
Of course, if people found out the real reason Michael acted that way, it would be a huge issue in its own right.
“……I just needed someone to talk to. The dolls I made wouldn’t answer me.”
The story of such an iron-hearted person having only one person in his heart his entire life was shocking and at the same time a fairy tale you couldn't find anywhere else.
“I see……”
Carl, whose anesthesia had now worn off, stood up and bowed to Michael.
“I have deceived you, Michael. I cannot be with you any longer, even if it is only because of that sin.”
Now that Michael knew the truth, their relationship couldn't last forever.
“Thank you for all the help you gave me. It was an honor to be able to serve you, Michael.”
It was the moment when Carl grabbed the doorknob, trying hard to shake off his unwillingness to leave.
“You have never deceived me.”
As Karl was just looking down at the doorknob, a gentler voice than ever brushed past his ear.
“Therefore, I was not deceived by you either.”
Every word Michael uttered landed on Karl's shoulder.
Only then did Karl look back at Michael.
Michael, still looking out the window, was just as frozen as when they first met.
“No matter who you are or what you look like, to me you are imprinted with one name: Carl Spears.”
The next moment, Michael looked back at the sword.
He smiled faintly, as if a smile was shining through the ice.
“So don’t leave me and be my companion.”
“Michael……”
Karl, still kneeling, made another silent oath to Michael.
Michael, who then remembered something, asked Karl.
“And from now on, if someone harms me, make sure to kill them halfway. I have to interrogate them.”
“I will do so.”
“Also, don’t hate Isabella too much.”
“But…… I understand.”
“Thank you for understanding.”
* * *
the next day.
Michael, who was sitting in the study, was holding the phone with both hands instead of a book.
I was watching it so long that the LCD screen was about to burst open.
Tiring ring―
Fortunately, the phone rang before the screen was pierced. Michael answered the phone right away and asked calmly as if nothing had happened.
“Did you arrive safely?”
[Yes, my lord. I like it because the view is better than I expected.]
The voice on the other end of the phone was Ariel's.
Ariel had been dispatched to the 'Killian Conflict Zone' adjacent to the southwestern border of Habledown a few days ago with Ellis to resolve a problem.
“Most of the demons that inhabit Killian use aura-type mana. Their weaknesses are similar to those of upright demons, but often…….”
At that moment, Ellis' voice came from the other end of the phone.
[Who is it? Professor Riepenstein? Oh, just hang up. Why are you calling instead of sending a text? What are you worried about? Professor Riepenstein is not a kid who has no one to contact and plays with a teddy bear. What are you worried about?]
“…….”
[Hello? Professor? It's Alice. Don't worry, I'll take good care of Ariel. Should I hang up?]
━━Ttuk
The screen of the phone Michael was holding cracked as the call was abruptly disconnected.
“It’s like a disgusting eclat…….”
Michael, who had been hit by Ellis for the first time in a while, was shaken for a while.
To Michael, Ellis was still as formidable an opponent as Rohan.
Michael, who had been cursing Ellis inwardly, still seemed angry as he abruptly got up from his seat and returned to his room.
Then he picked up the teddy bear that was on the bedside table and fondled it carefully.
“What do you mean, a 4-year-old? Even the great Dennis had a bad child… Hmm?”
At that moment, I felt a hard foreign body inside the teddy bear.
Michael turned the teddy bear over and opened the zipper on its back, revealing a bead-like jewel poking out from between the cotton.
“……Why is Akasha here?”
The moment it touched his fingertips, an unbearable amount of mana began to resonate with his core.
It was definitely Akasha.
Michael suddenly sighed as he opened the note Isabella had given him when she left yesterday.
[Take a look at your favorite teddy bear. It's a gift from me.]
Michael, who belatedly confirmed the information about Akasha, regretted it.
I don't know where she got it, but Isabella had Akasha from the beginning.
‘I guess you stole it from some blind nobleman. At least it’s for the best. I skipped the annoying part.’
Of course, even if such a nobleman had Akasha, he would have been at the center of a great power.
Even if we assume that the public did not know its value because Akasha was an artifact that was not well known to them, Isabella was truly lucky in obtaining Akasha.
Because sometimes luck is someone's misfortune.
‘Does this mean we can complete the timer?’
Michael excitedly contacted Rivercraft, trying to deny Ellis's words that he had no one to contact.
* * *
“……You really were reckless.”
River Craft, who was looking at Michael who had finally found the medium, stuck out his tongue.
To be honest, Rivercraft estimated that it would take at least a year to complete the timer.
Finding the medium was a difficult task, and in the meantime, the plan was to further improve the blueprint.
“So, did you crash the truck into the main gate of the Akan Kingdom like I said? No. If you had, there would have been a war by now. How did you save them, really?”
“Don’t you know better, Master?”
River Craft agreed with Michael's vague answer.
From a young age, Michael was a child who always found a solution to any difficult situation.
This time Michael simply found the answer.
But that answer felt like a lie to River Craft too.
“Anyway, just because you have Akasha doesn’t mean you can complete it right away.”
“I guess I’ll have to rebuild the output regulator.”
“That’s right. The medium we’re using for the engine section is much more powerful than we expected.”
“How long do you think it will take?”
Michael was guessing too. River Craft answered, reading his thoughts.
“Two to three days. If it gets longer, up to a week.”
Michael acknowledged the words, but sighed inwardly.
Now that I was able to complete the timer thanks to saving Akasha, I couldn't help but feel that every second counted.
Rivercraft turned to Michael, who nodded as if he understood.
“You really… aren’t trying to change the past?”
Michael knew it too.
"If you change anything with the theory of time, you will lose that child first."
As Rivercraft had told Michael, he would lose Ariel in exchange for saving Claudia.
And that was just the beginning.
Maybe even trivial.
“If I could change it, I would.”
But human greed is endless.
Because it's human to cling and struggle even when you know it won't work.
“No, I will definitely change it.”
It was the same for Michael.
“Then you don’t care what happens to Ariel―”
“But I will not sacrifice the people I love in the process. I swear it on my core.”
River Craft, who had been furious for a moment, turned his head away, unable to face Michael.
Michael continued speaking with his usual blunt face.
“Ariel is also my precious family member who cannot be replaced by anything else. That is why I will definitely find the blind spot in the theory of time.”
“……I forgot for a moment. You’ve always been that kind of kid.”
To that extent, I could understand River Craft.
No, if their situation were reversed right away, River Craft would have acted like Michael.
River Craft was also aware of Michael's feelings.
River Craft was the only witness to how much Michael loved Claudia.
“But there is one condition. To be exact, it’s more of a promise than a condition.”
Michael answered immediately, as if he knew what River Craft was trying to say.
“Once everything is done, I will discard the timer.”
That was the condition River Craft was trying to propose.
Michael had also been secretly guessing.
If this timer were to be stolen, I wouldn't be able to handle the aftermath.
Michael stared at the timer, which was barely large enough to hold in the palm of his hand.
“This is a magic that should not be revealed to the world yet. Anyone, like me, would try to turn it back, and if they did, the world would not only fall into chaos, but would also be on the path to destruction.”
Just as everyone has a past, there is no one who does not have regrets.
Nowadays everyone is waiting for an opportunity.
A chance to turn back.
Beyond that, it's a chance to change your choices.
… … ‘Return’ meant that such opportunities were given.
“But fortunately, that doesn’t seem likely.”
River Craft both agreed with Michael's words and denied them.
“If that were the case, the person who took this timer from the future would have come to interfere with us. Of course, we might not have been able to complete this timer.”
This time it was Michael who shook his head.
“According to the theory of time, the past, present, and future overlap, but the future can change at any time. All possibilities are open as long as we do not directly observe it.”
“Well, I don’t know what’s happening in the world line that diverges from ours.”
For example, like the first time, when everyone returned to save Rohan.
That was the world line they were talking about.
“Oh, Michael. Are you going to attend the ‘Levert Conference’ this time?”
“The day I attend that meeting will be the day the world ends.”
River Craft raised the corners of his mouth at Michael's polite refusal.
“Really? Then I should buy some emergency food. The world will end soon.”
“What do you mean?”
“It’s nothing else, but ‘Maria Leadmore’ is also attending this meeting. I heard that the Lebert Society specially invited her for this issue… Michael? Where is she?”
Michael was already gone.
River Craft, recalling the relationship between Michael and Maria, sighed like an adult watching children fight.

            “Anyway, Michael is still a child.”
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The flight attendant who brought the in-flight meal noticed the face of the person reading the magic book by the window and pressed his chest.
‘Wow. Isn’t it better in person? If I asked you to sign it, would you? No. Since it’s come to this, how about a picture… ?’
While the crew was excitedly talking to themselves, Michael, who had closed the magic book, spoke in a cold tone.
“I told you before boarding that I would not be served in-flight meals.”
“Huh? Oh, sorry!”
The crew member realized his mistake and apologized again.
Then the person sitting opposite Michael raised his hand politely.
“Excuse me, but I think that’s my meal.”
The next moment, Michael met the person's eyes.
She also narrowed her eyebrows after seeing Michael's face.
And then, as if they had made a promise, the two opened their mouths at the same time.
“Michael Riepenstein……?”
“……Maria Leadmore.”
It was definitely Maria Leadmore.
Her hair was as dark as a black lily, and the snowflake-shaped brooch on her lapel was proof of this.
“It’s definitely mine. You can give it to me.”
On the contrary, Maria quickly gestured after confirming Michael's facial features, including his straight, blue eyes, which were as cold as ice.
It was at this moment that the flight attendant, who had apologized to Maria again, was about to walk away.
“Come to think of it, it seems like it’s mine. Please put it down here.”
Maria flared up as if she had been waiting for this.
“Liar. You said earlier that you weren’t accepting in-flight meals.”
“I guess I was mistaken, maybe because I was so absorbed in reading last night.”
It's true that I stayed up all night, but it was because I was repairing my teddy bear instead of reading, Michael continued.
“Then this meal is mine.”
"oh……!"
The flight attendant looked up at him with a look of rapture at the feeling of Michael's hand gently wrapping around the back of her hand along with the plate.
‘It feels like my hand got burned by ice… … .’
The crew had already made plans for Michael's retirement in their heads.
Maria, who got up from her seat regardless, puffed out her cheeks with her hands on her hips.
“Don’t be stubborn. It’s mine.”
“How can you be sure it’s yours? It could be someone else’s, not you or me.”
“You and I are the only ones on this unfair first class flight?”
Michael looked around at those words.
Only then did Michael realize that Maria's words were true, because he had not paid attention to his surroundings.
‘… … But I can’t bend after coming this far.’
The current situation is not a matter of eating or not eating.
It was a matter of pride.
That too is the wizard's pride.
You might think that a man who is a genius wizard and Merlin of Merlins would be discussing his pride with such a joke.
But considering Michael's timid personality, his current actions were probably revenge for something that happened in the past.
“If you’re an adult, act like one, Mr. Riepenstein. Surely you’re not saying this because I turned down that scouting offer back then?”
“I am just asserting my rights as an adult now for my own benefit.”
“No. That’s not a claim. It’s just a tantrum. Even a child doesn’t throw a tantrum like that.”
“Are you being self-deprecating?”
"yes?"
Michael continued, glancing at Maria's youthful features.
“That’s what you look like to me. Your cheeks are swollen and puffy with discontent.”
Maria's eyes suddenly rolled back as she exploded at those words.
“Hey, you’re talking like such an old-fashioned person!”
“Old-fashioned? Did you just call me old-fashioned?”
“Then, every time I see you, you always use the same old Hao-che that was used a hundred years ago. Did I say something wrong? Even Julius, who is much older than Mr. Riepenstein, doesn’t use that kind of speech!”
That wasn't a wrong statement.
Michael, who had recently thought that his speech had become a little old, couldn't even refute it.
In the meantime, Maria came over with brisk strides and snatched the plate from the flight attendant's hands.
“I don’t know about anything else, but you are still the same now as you were four years ago. I’ll go in business class, so you can do whatever you want here!”
And then Maria heads to business class, stuffing bread into her mouth as if nothing happened.
After she left, a senior flight attendant who heard the commotion came looking for her and asked the embarrassed flight attendant.
"what's the matter?"
Michael answered instead.
“There was just a little commotion.”
“It seems that our flight attendant was rude to you. I would like to apologize on your behalf. I am truly sorry.”
“I’m fine, don’t worry about it.”
Then the flight attendant, who had calmed down, explained the situation to the senior flight attendant.
“I think I made a mistake. I accidentally served the meal to the wrong passenger... I’m sorry.”
“It’s okay, it’s okay. Neither you nor I have been able to sleep well lately due to the frequent flights.”
The senior flight attendant, who knew each other's circumstances, sighed and bowed his head to Michael.
“Could you please wait a moment? We have an extra meal and will prepare it for you right away.”
“It’s okay. I knew I refused the in-flight meal.”
“Yes? But it says here that you can eat it.”
Everyone's eyes widened at those words.
The senior flight attendant continued, showing Michael the list of meals he had taken out of his pocket.
“Here it is. Would you like to check it out?”
[ First Class A Row 14 Seat, Michael Riepenstein: Meal (O) / No special notes ]
[ First Class, Row J, Seat 13, Maria Leadmore: Meal (X) ]
Michael nodded after checking the list.
“……I think I wrote it wrong.”
“Yes. Since you did not add any additional options, only the basic in-flight meal was planned to be provided. Above all, there are criminals who occasionally board with illegal items hidden in their stomachs, so we always keep a record of whether or not they have consumed in-flight meals.”
“Then what about that woman’s thing earlier…….”
Michael, it was his.
The flight attendant replied that it was okay.
“Because the boarding reservation process has been simplified recently, this kind of thing happens sometimes. This is a problem with our system, so as a gesture of apology, we will refund the full ticket price.”
“I don’t need a refund. I wasn’t going to eat it anyway. But I’m the one who caused this mess. If there’s anything you want, just tell me. I’ll compensate you.”
“Oh, no! That can’t be. But maybe……”
At that moment, a senior flight attendant took a camera out of his pocket and took a step toward Michael.
“Could you take a picture with us? Actually, this is my first time meeting a great wizard like Michael.”
Michael, who felt burdened by the crew members approaching him, sighed helplessly.
“Is there a pose you want?”
“No! If Michael were sitting here, me and him would be on either side of…….”
* * *
……thud!
Maria got off the plane and retrieved her luggage, then roughly put the carrier down.
‘I’m so pissed.’
As if that wasn't enough to appease her anger, Maria stamped her feet as she thought of Michael, who hadn't changed at all.
“I’m pissed! I’m pissed! I’m pissed!”
Maria suddenly realized that people around her were glancing at her, blushed, and quickly left the place.
Maria, who had just gotten out of the airport, looked around, repeatedly thinking about Michael.
‘You tried to ruin my thesis last time, and now you’re trying to steal my lunch? Next time I see you, I’ll leave my handprint on that pretty face!’
Then Maria realized there was no bus stop and headed to a nearby street vendor selling hot dogs.
“Welcome. Judging by your handsome face, you must be from Lucan. Are you right?”
“How did you know?”
“Only Lucanians have skin as white and chewy as hotdog dough. My son used to sing about getting married in Lucan… Oh no, this little brat is causing trouble again. What should I get him?”
Maria, who had been quietly clutching her wallet in her pocket, shook her head as if apologizing.
“I’m not going to eat, but is there a bus stop around here?”
“The bus stop is just a three-minute walk to the left from here.”
“Really? Thank you!”
“If you appreciate it, can you buy me one?”
“I, I just had lunch…….”
The street vendor, who had been licking his lips with regret, tilted his head as if interested when he saw Maria's luggage.
“Please lock your bags properly. Your luggage is making a mess of itself. You seem to be a wizard since you have a magic book. Are you here for a trip?”
“I’m not traveling, I’m attending this Le Verde conference.”
“At the Lebert conference? He was as talented as he was handsome! Come on, let’s have one of these.”
“Yes? Ha, but…….”
“Just take it. I’m giving it to you because I think it’s an investment in your future, Wizard. But when you become famous, you have to promote our store once?”
Magic and free.
These two were Mary's favorite words in the world.
“Thank you! If I succeed, I will definitely promote it here!”
Maria was so happy to get a free hot dog that she looked like the happiest person in the world.
As if the in-flight meal wasn't enough, while Maria was gorging herself on a hot dog, the street vendor stroked her chin.
“But I don’t think there’s a bus that goes all the way to the Lebert Society?”
"……yes?"
Maria, who almost dropped the hot dog she was holding, asked what that meant.
“Then how do I go?”
“Since this is where the wizards are, you can just use magic to get there. Or you can use your own car. The academy building is on the side of a mountain, so you can’t get there on foot.”
“Where is the mountain?”
When Maria asked if she wanted to go up on foot, the street vendor pointed to the right.
Maria followed the street vendor's fingertips.
Maria, who was looking up at the mountain peaks that reached into the sky with no end in sight, finally let go of the hot dog she was holding.
“The mountain that looks so high is the ‘Molar of the Continent,’ the landmark and pride of Le Vert. It is the second highest mountain after the Olympus Mountains.”
“That’s ridiculous…….”
Maria's features were blurred like a fallen hot dog.
‘What should I do? I don’t have money… … .’
It was unfair. I came on a plane ticket provided by the Le Verde Society, but that was it.
Maria was in a situation where she had to hesitate because she didn't have money to buy a hot dog right away.
The street vendor smiled brightly and pointed to the back of the airport, unaware of that fact.
“Isn’t it amazing? I was so surprised when I first saw it. But don’t worry. There’s a place to rent a car over there. 500,000 Rings should be enough.”
Maria's wallet didn't even contain 50,000 rings, let alone 50,000.
“Is that the lowest price…?”
“The meeting usually lasts about a week. I’m saying this just in case, but even if you’re a knight, you can never walk up there, so if you were planning on walking there just to see the scenery, you’d better give up.”
"okay……."
“I unknowingly took up too much of your time, Wizard. Then I’ll go and check it out.”
“Thank you. I will come back again when I succeed…….”
Maria left the street vendor and headed toward the mountain, stumbling along. She had plans to go as far as she could.
But when I actually started walking, I understood why the street vendor had asked me to do so. It was a lot of work just to get to the foot of the mountain.
Moreover, Maria couldn't even use "Blink", which was a level lower than space jumping.
‘Why am I always like this… … .’
Life is sad.
“……Ugh.”
If the society hadn't provided me with a plane ticket, I wouldn't have been able to come to Le Verd in the first place.
“Ugh…… Ugh…….”
It was because life was always dry.
Lucan's economy, which was only a small country, was always the worst, and even if you worked harder than others, all you could earn was a few cold pennies, colder than the heavy snow that fell all year round.
“How much… how much effort I put in to get here….”
Clear tears flowed ceaselessly down her white cheeks.
I can't think of a day more frustrating than today when I had no money.
Unlike my empty wallet, I was resentful of these tears flowing endlessly.
“……You are the pride of our family.”
Suddenly, her mother's voice patted Maria's shoulder as she crouched down.
““All we can do for you is cheer you on, but remember, we are always here to cheer you on.””
Maria recalled.
My father, who is still hunting in the heavy snow, and my mother, who is doing laundry in the icy water.
Families who are fighting against a cold wave more severe than the devil's to support themselves.
Even if they didn't show it, Maria knew.
The fact that the character of Maria today was definitely not created by her alone.
“……Get up. Nothing will change even if you keep squeezing here.”
Soon Maria got up from her seat and walked briskly.
‘There are still two days left until the meeting. If I run with the determination to die, I can get there in two days.’
That was when.
Boo-woong━━
A luxury car sped past Maria.
As Maria looked at the speed with envy, a car in the distance hit its brakes and slowly started to reverse toward her.
“……?”
And then the car stopped next to Maria, who was blankly watching.
As the backseat window rolled down, Michael Riepenstein, a wealthy man from Habledown who had been leisurely reading a magic book, glanced at Maria.

            “Nice to meet you, airline meal thief.”
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Get away from life.
‘… … I have a question.’
That's what it means to be forgotten.
Much of what is once separated from life is difficult to regain, even if desired.
‘Why did I regress again?’
In Michael's life, regression was something forgotten.
It had been decades, really.
Michael has never returned since losing Claudia.
‘I also cannot explain how this power works or what that principle comes from, even though I use it.’
Perhaps it was because I realized the cruel reality that no matter how much time was turned back, nothing could be changed.
‘I can only say that it is one of the many curses bestowed upon me by the blood flowing through my body… … .’
Still, there were some points that stood out.
Every time Michael regressed, or turned back time, he was dominated by one emotion.
regret.
That one earnest desire to hold onto the broken reality, to set it right.
And hope, writhing in convulsions in the delusion of wanting to save others.
… … all that strangeness.
Putting everything else aside, this one thing they all had in common:
However, that emotion could not be considered a decisive factor.
Like everyone else, Michael experienced and felt regret countless times throughout his life.
But he wasn't able to regress every time, so Michael couldn't control this power.
‘Moreover, this power will not be activated again once it has been reverted.’
Opportunity always comes only once.
If he couldn't change it during that opportunity, Michael would have to live in a future that was slightly better, or even worse.
For example.
“……Wait on the rooftop. I will definitely, definitely go see you.”
Just like that day when I failed to save Claudia.
“Ahem.”
At that moment, Maria, who was sitting next to him, pretended to cough. Michael glanced at her and handed her a bottle of water from the drawer.
Maria's cheeks puffed up as she took the water bottle without realizing it.
“I’m not asking for water.”
“Then what are you dissatisfied with?”
“It’s not that I’m dissatisfied, it’s just that I’m uncomfortable.”
“If you feel uncomfortable, correct your posture. Straighten your shoulders and tuck your chin in. Sitting like that is not good for your health.”
For a moment, Maria was so shocked that she just opened her mouth like a deflated balloon.
Even so, she slightly straightened her posture. Maria also knew the importance of posture because she sat at her desk for a long time.
As Michael began to read the magic book again, Maria's mouth opened as he turned the page.
“Why are you doing this to me―”
“I am reading.”
Maria, fed up with Michael's constant ignoring of people, turned her head out the window.
‘I’m weird for trying to talk to that guy. Let’s just get a ride and ignore him once we get there. There’s no point in getting involved.’
The next moment, Michael continued speaking without taking his eyes off the book.
“So, my response may be slow. Please understand.”
“……Then why don’t you just not read it for a bit?”
“Reading is a flow. You should know that better, right?”
“That’s true. Just like in magical mechanics, there is something called inertia in reading.”
Maria, who felt like the conversation would be more meaningful than she had thought, turned to Michael.
“So why are you doing this to me?”
“There is no reason.”
“It wouldn’t happen for no reason, right?”
“If I had to give a reason, it’s just that there was an empty seat next to me and you happened to be walking down that road.”
Tub.
Michael, who had closed the book, faced Maria. Maria, who had met his eyes, looked away for no reason.
“Did that answer your question?”
“Well, so-so…….”
“Thank goodness.”
Soon, Michael, with his arms crossed, looked out the car window at the scenery that had already arrived at the foot of the mountain.
Unlike Michael, who was enjoying himself to the fullest, Maria could hardly stay still and just kept licking her lower lip that she had pulled into her mouth.
‘What, it’s even more suspicious when you answer like that. Earlier, you were growling at me like you were going to eat me in the air… … You must have something you want from me. Maybe you’re still after my theory.’
For a moment, Michael's voice overlapped Maria's thoughts.
“Why were you walking that road alone?”
“Oh, I just walked a bit because I had indigestion…….”
“I see.”
Michael glanced at Maria and asked, pretending not to notice her still red eyes.
“How much have you developed the paper you presented back then?”
“Why are you asking that?”
Maria, remembering what happened four years ago, glared sharply at Michael.
“Why, do you want to know how much of my dissertation you denied was torn to pieces?”
“As a fellow wizard, I was simply expressing my curiosity. I apologize if I offended you.”
“Okay. I don’t feel like things can get any worse than they are now.”
“Then I’m sorry.”
After that, no conversation was exchanged until they arrived at the Le Verde Society.
* * *
“……Then that’s right!”
After arriving at the conference and parting ways with Michael, Maria went into her assigned room.
“Why would you suddenly be so nice to me? Of course, you’re only being nice to me to steal my theory, right?”
And then Maria immediately laid her tired body on the bed.
She buried herself in the soft, fluffy blanket and began to pour out her heart.
“Airline meal thief? Who the hell is a real thief! If I had only been at least Gamma-ranked, I would have just said that to that guy’s face……!”
Maria's fist, raised high to strike the bed in unbearable anger, stopped abruptly.
“……But if that person hadn’t given me a ride, I would still be struggling to get up, right?”
That would have been it.
You must have been wandering along the steep mountain path without being able to rest your body, exhausted from the long flight.
Maybe I should have given up and gone back.
Cursing the world, and lamenting that he has nothing.
He must have returned to Lucan with tears in his eyes.
‘Come to think of it, I didn’t even say thank you.’
If you ask people who knew Maria about her, ten out of ten will say she was a sincere and kind person.
As such, Maria was not a rude person.
If I receive a favor, I always repay it, and even if I have nothing, I don't live my life just by hoping for help from others.
‘That could be true. The seat next to me was empty, and it’s true that I was walking down that road… … .’
Above all, the reason Maria was conflicted was the world's opinion of Michael.
A wizard who may be cold, but always sticks to honesty.
A life trajectory that always moves in the right direction, no matter when you look back.
Being indifferent to everything is a necessary step to maintain the dignity of a nobleman, and is proof that he avoids frivolous human relationships…
“……is my ass.”
Of course, there were also many opinions that he was an arrogant person who lacked empathy.
It is true that Michael had the ability to maintain such an attitude, but it was excessive.
That's why Michael was an idol to the nobles but not well-received by commoners like Maria.
“Why should I be thankful?”
Maria jumped up from her seat and opened the suitcase she had placed next to the bed and began to unpack it.
“Why should I be grateful to someone who approached me with a purpose? Riepenstein clearly hasn’t given up on stealing my theory. Do you think I don’t know his dark intentions?”
Maria picked up the topic of this year's Le Verde conference and the paper she had been working on for the past five years.
That thesis was thoroughly refuted by Michael four years ago in front of magicians from all over the world during a symposium held in the Kingdom of Akan.
“……This time it’s different.”
And Maria has been studying and developing the theory every day for four years.
As a result, Maria's theory was completely systematized.
“Just wait and see.”
Now all that remained was formal proof.
“Because in the future, this theory… will change the world.”
Assuming Maria's prediction was correct, this Le Verde conference would go down in history as a 'singularity'.
At least Maria believed so.
* * *
“……Nothing has improved at all.”
After parting ways with Maria, Michael dropped his luggage at his lodging and was looking around the academic building.
Michael sighed softly as he discovered something.
“How dare you leave such a dense ether stone like a stone? If you use it for research, you’ll be able to obtain more precise arrangement values.”
The academy, both inside and outside, was decorated with all kinds of jewels and ether stones wherever one looked.
If we were to measure the reputation of the Lebert Society, it would be difficult to say that it was beyond its means.
Historically, the society founded by Lebert was the second most prestigious among the magical societies in the world.
Naturally, the first one was the ‘Symposium’ held every three years under the leadership of the International Association of Magicians.
“That’s why I didn’t want to come… Tsk.”
As in the conversation he had with Cornelia the other day, Michael was not a big fan of the Lebert Society.
There are many reasons, but if I had to pick one, it would definitely be because of a man named ‘Erwin Heisenberg.’
There was one reason why Michael did not like Erwin, the current president of the Lebert Society and one of the ‘Nine Great Men’.
‘If that old goat had given up his throne long ago, modern magic would have been ten years ahead of its time.’
Erwin's magical ideas were always in opposition to Michael's, and it was impossible for Michael, who was still only a young magician, to officially drive him out despite his skills, connections, and experience.
For this reason, Michael has been criticizing the Lebert Society led by Erwin as a group of idiots.
“Hello.”
Michael closed his eyes at the unpleasant voice coming from behind him.
Soon, slow, heavy footsteps began to approach Michael.
Step step step━━
When Michael opened his eyes again, an old man painted in black from head to toe was standing in front of him, his back straight, facing him.
“It’s been a while, Core of Habledown and Archmage of Springwind.”
“I agree with the term Archmage, but I think the term Core of Habledown is a slip of the tongue, Erwin Heisenberg.”
“That could be the case. The Julius family is still alive and well, with both eyes wide open.”
Soon, Erwin developed a wrinkled smile that befitted his nickname, “the old goat.”
“Just like me.”
… … It’s not pleasant.
Should we just go back to space jumping for the purpose of it all?
There is also a theory called the mere exposure effect, but how is it that no matter how many times I see this face, I don't get used to it but rather end up hating it more?
In such thoughts, Michael offered a handshake.
“It’s been a while.”
“Has it been two years?”
“It’s been three years. It’s been three years since I space jumped back home during a meeting.”
“That happened too… Would you be my walking stick for a moment? It’s a nice day for a walk.”
Michael nodded reluctantly and began walking in the garden with Erwin.
Erwin, who was now approaching 200 years old, straightened his still neat back and asked Michael.
“Did you come here because I asked you to attend the meeting?”
“No, that’s not it. I just stopped by to attend the chairman’s funeral after this meeting ended.”
“I see. I heard that these days, young wizards are just waiting for me to stop breathing. Is that true?”
“I heard they even bet on that.”
Erwin laughed at Michael's answer.
“Bet… I’m an expert when it comes to probability games. So what’s the percentage?”
“98 percent.”
“Oh, but it looks like everyone still thinks I’m alive.”
Michael shook his head as if he felt regret.
“98 percent of people said they wouldn’t make it through the year. Only 0.5 percent said they would survive until the end of the year.”
“Where did you hang the remaining 1.5?”
“Well, I don’t dare tell you because I think you’ll be quite shocked if you find out.”
“That guy still has that same tone of voice that’s been used to try to stop him.”
“I still have the same temperament that I have to say what I want to say to feel better.”
Erwin, who was looking at Michael walking expressionlessly, sighed like an old chimney.
At first glance, their relationship wasn't as bad as it seemed.
It is true that Michael hates Erwin, but if his dislike for him as a human being was 10, his dislike for him as a fellow magician was 90.
As if a great war were fought over conflicting ideologies.
“So where did you hang out?”
Michael stopped walking at the question and looked back at Erwin.
“I didn’t bet anything. Unlike the Chairman who gambled with the future of magic.”
“……It seems to me that gambling is something that young wizards like you do.”
“All we are putting on the future of magic is our youth and our time. And that’s not a bet, it’s an investment.”
“That kind of reckless thing isn’t investing, it’s speculation. No matter how much I like odds, I wouldn’t bet anything on something that dangerous.”
Then Erwin turned around and headed towards the main building.
“Then I’ll see you at the meeting. Since you’re here, get some rest and go.”
“Mr. Chairman.”
At that moment, Michael's voice, flying like a stone, stopped Erwin in his tracks.
“You still don’t think magic should develop any further? If so, why? Why has the Chairman remained silent on this issue for the past eleven years—”
“It’s not just our problem.”
Erwin still stood motionless, his back turned to me.

            “It’s not just our wizards’ problem. ……Let’s talk about this at the meeting in two days. Please take a look around and then go in.”
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There were no stars shining in vain in the night sky seen from the continent's molars.
The magicians belonging to the Lebert Society wished every night to become such stars.
I hope that one day I too will be able to shine so brightly, illuminating the darkness.
May you rise higher than anywhere else and be looked up to by everyone.
Just by shining, I hope to become a hope and a goal for others.
‘I used to look at those stars and wish for those things too.’
Michael was walking down a dark hallway, relying on the moonlight streaming in through the window.
‘… … However, no matter how beautiful those stars are, in reality they are just enduring loneliness alone in an infinitely dark and cold place.’
Merlin Award winner for 11 consecutive years.
Springwind's genius wizard.
The youngest Archmage in history.
What Michael, who had achieved such things, was holding in his hands was the emptiness and loneliness that countless stars still feel today.
“If you had seen this sky, would you have been happy…….”
The Continent's Tooth was also one of the places Claudia wanted to travel to.
At that time, Michael believed that he could go anywhere on the continent with Claudia.
I will remember every moment like that and live the future with those memories.
“……Claudia.”
I think I understand a little bit now.
Why did Grace ask us so many questions?
So if you are hearing this voice, answer me.
"I am……."
… … Which one do I have to choose between you and Ariel?
Although he had said countless times that he would never sacrifice Ariel, his heart still longed for Claudia.
No matter what the cost, no matter what the punishment, I wanted to call this name in front of Claudia.
But the only words Michael could muster were:
"……sorry."
It was an apology mixed with tears.
* * *
“I would like to express my sincere gratitude to the junior magicians who attended the meeting despite their busy schedules.”
Erwin, standing in front of a large round table in the middle of the conference room, looked around at the faces of the attendees.
Today, every single seat was filled. It was the first meeting with this many attendees in three years.
“Then, before we begin the main topic of this meeting, let us discuss the paper on the imperfections and dangers of modern magic presented last month by Henrik Roberts, a wizard of the Republic of Tethys.”
The meeting began naturally as Erwin led the proceedings.
While everyone was agreeing with Henrik Roberts' thesis as if they had made a pact, Maria was staring only at Michael.
'……I don't know.'
I don't know any of it.
Even when I saw it with my eyes, heard it with my ears, or felt it with my fingertips, I could not guess at all who Michael Riepenstein was.
‘I wasn’t dreaming. I didn’t sleep at all last night.’
Maria thought back to last night.
I couldn't sleep, so I was walking down the hallway to clear my mind, and I happened to see...
‘But he was definitely crying. And that Riepenstein too.’
… … A single teardrop flowing down through the moonlight.
Maria didn't think she had seen anything wrong.
Even though the corner of the hallway where she was hiding was quite a distance from Michael, his eyesight wasn't so bad that he couldn't tell even that.
Rather, it was easier to check because Michael was standing by the window.
In the darkness that swayed with the moonlight, it was clear that sadness flowed down Michael's cheek like a meteor shower.
‘Then why?’
What could be the reason?
Why on earth was that cold-blooded man crying alone in the hallway late at night?
""……sorry.""
Maria kept hearing that voice.
Although she didn't know who Michael was sorry to, Maria couldn't deny that his feelings were true.
If even Michael's appearance at that time was considered fake, then there would be no real things in the world.
‘Even someone like that has feelings.’
The resentment Maria had harbored toward Michael had diminished significantly since last night.
‘Maybe the reason you gave me a lift two days ago was to apologize for what happened four years ago.’
Maria believed that at least from the moment of birth, no one was born bad.
I just thought that people naturally hardened after enduring harsh environments, and that everyone would be soft and gentle on the inside.
Even the people of Maria's hometown endured the heavy snow and cold wave and eventually froze expressionlessly.
‘Let’s wait and see. After four years, the order of the rituals will change, so maybe Riepenstein will change a little too?’
Then someone called her name.
“Maria Leadmore.”
"……yes?"
Suddenly, I turned my head and everyone except Michael was looking at Maria.
Maria, realizing that it was finally her turn, quickly got up from her seat.
“I’m sorry. I was just gathering my thoughts for a moment.”
“It’s okay. That could be true. Miss Maria seems a little nervous because it’s her first time at the Lebert conference, so please understand.”
“Thank you for your consideration.”
The next moment, the wrinkled smile on Erwin's lips disappeared without a trace.
“Then, Maria Leadmore, a theoretician of the Kingdom of Lucan, will present the paper you have prepared.”
The atmosphere in the conference room, which had been somewhat lively, became cold and damp as if cold water had been poured over it.
Even Maria, who had lived in Lucan where the average temperature hovered below freezing, found the cold surrounding the conference hall difficult to handle.
“The paper I will be presenting this time is ‘The Language of Mana.’”
Nevertheless, Maria stubbornly told people what was written in the magic notebook without showing it.
At that moment, one of the magicians who had been listening to Maria's voice frowned as if he had heard something he should not have heard.
"for a moment."
"yes?"
“I just explained that the spells can be expressed as ‘characters’ rather than arrays. Do you think that makes sense, Reedmore?”
Everyone except Michael and Maria nodded at the wizard's words.
The wizard continued.
“The reason our wizards have used and developed arrays for thousands of years is because they are laws. Laws of nature. And your paper contradicts them?”
“I’m not denying it. This is another possibility…….”
“Furthermore, using the mana mixed in the atmosphere rather than the core possessed by the caster is nothing more than a logical leap of fancy, isn’t it?”
Finally, the magician stood up as if to confront Maria and spoke to the people, adding all sorts of gestures.
“Do you think that just by adding mana to the title of a story, it becomes a magical theory? We are magicians. We are not children who play in the dirt at the neighborhood playground and call ourselves Sword Masters or Archmages. So what is that young mana-theoretician doing now?”
No one stopped the wizard.
They even showed a sense of relief, as if they had said what they needed to say.
After a while, the wizard asked Maria, who had her head bowed deeply.
“I ask Maria Reedmore, have you come here to present a new theory, or are you just playing child’s games? If you are playing child’s games, then I will go to your country immediately—”
That was when.
“Words have power.”
As if speaking, the soft voice froze everyone who was enveloped in a damp atmosphere.
The protesting wizard and everyone else barely managed to move their gazes, only to find Michael Riepenstein frozen solid like the center of a glacier.
“It’s as if your one word could destroy the dreams of some theoretician with a bright future.”
“What are you talking about now…….”
“Do you know what the most powerful magic in the world is?”
“What, what is that!”
“Power.”
Michael stared at the badge of the Kingdom of Akan attached to the lapel of the wizard who was chasing Maria.
“That’s just a word of power. There’s no magic more powerful than that.”
“So you’re saying that I’m using my power to denounce Maria Leadmore now?”
“I didn’t say anything like that. Are my feet feeling numb?”
The wizard, who had been hit hard by Michael, sat back down and turned his blushing face away.
Erwin had no choice but to open his mouth as the presentation atmosphere became chaotic due to Michael's intervention.
“You, Michael Riepenstein, have not used your power, backed by your Beta rank in Habledown and your seat in the Senate, to humiliate others.”
“I admit it. But I don’t think the Lebert Society, with its fame and authority, can do anything to pressure some theoretician from a remote country.”
“……Do you think we are denying the contents of Maria Leadmore’s paper from the beginning?”
Michael didn't bother to answer that question.
Erwin, who knew that his silence was an affirmation, spoke up as president of the Lebert Society.
“The theory Maria Leadmore just presented to us is not only weak in its causality, but also has unsound premises and grounds. As senior magicians before the Academy, we have a duty to point out and correct our juniors’ mistakes.”
“A wizard would go so far as to deny the nature of a wizard?”
This time, Erwin remained silent. Only then did Erwin realize what Michael was trying to say.
Michael continued, looking around at the other wizards.
“A magician is someone who makes imaginations not remain imaginations but make them real. But if you dismiss other magicians’ ideas as mere delusions and childish play, who would dare to challenge new theories?”
Michael's one word struck the hearts of all those who bore the name of wizard.
Words have power.
Michael's recent appearance was a clear proof of that.
“No one can see into the future. That is why we must imagine. And so far, we have realized that imagination. Not all, but most of it. Imagination is the essence of magic. You who have abandoned that essence…….”
Michael spoke to the wizards who were just bowing their heads without even being able to refute him.
“……Do you not know what shame is, or are you simply ignorant?”
Michael's harsh words, which he had been honing in Springwind, were now being hurled into the center of the conference room.
‘You’ve changed a lot since I last saw you, Michael.’
This time, Ervin couldn't even give an answer.
If it were the Michael of old, he would have gotten tired of talking halfway through and shut his mouth, but today's Michael was unyielding as if he had no future.
‘I can’t even begin to fathom what it was that changed you so much… … .’
Erwin, who was unaware of the existence of Rohan, who would verbally beat up Michael every time they met, could only admire him.
Ervin, who had calmed down his emotions, gestured to everyone.
“I will no longer tolerate any personal opinions, including mine. I apologize for my rudeness, Miss Maria. Please forget about the appearance of the incompetent senior wizards.”
Maria, who had been blankly staring at Michael, quickly corrected her expression.
“Oh, it’s okay.”
“Thank you for your generous forgiveness. Could you please continue your presentation?”
“Then next is the connection between the characters that symbolize the language of Mana and the arrangement currently used…….”
Maria glanced at Michael until the presentation was over.
‘Why did you defend me?’
Even at the end of the first day of the conference, Maria still couldn't shake off that doubt.
* * *
As midnight passed, the Lebert conference was entering its second day.
Maria couldn't fall asleep easily today either, and was walking down the hallway in a daze.
But today's insomnia was not due to the proof of the theory at the meeting tomorrow.
‘… … No matter how much I think about it, I can’t figure it out.’
Michael Riepenstein, that name stayed in Maria's mind all day.
‘Has Michael Riepenstein really changed in the past four years?’
I couldn't believe it even though I thought about it.
Maria knew Michael's notoriety better than anyone else.
Because the person who was hurt the most was himself.
‘I wonder if I have an incurable disease?’
I couldn't help but think that way.
Otherwise, there would be no way that a person who had been fiercely criticizing others in front of everyone just four years ago in order to steal their theories would suddenly change his attitude and come to their defense.
‘Why is there such a thing as, when you’re about to die, you treat people around you well to reduce your regrets… … What am I thinking right now?’
As expected, I don't know.
Looking back on every moment, there was no reason for Michael to be nice to her.
A chill ran down Maria's shoulders as she thought of a hypothesis.
‘Surely you’re not going to come out like this and then change your mind at the last minute?’
The more you trust someone, the more despair you feel when you are betrayed.
Maybe that's what Michael is aiming for?
‘That’s right. I was also excited about eating airplane food, but then it was suddenly taken away from me, so I was really upset!’
Yeah, that's right.
Michael will probably pretend to take her side and then hit her in the back of the head at the end.
It was at this moment that Maria was certain of such an absurd prediction.
“……Ugh!”
Maria covered her mouth with both hands, from which a breath of air was escaping.
Then, from the corner of the hallway, I secretly glanced at Michael, who was standing by the window like last night.
‘There’s more?’
Michael was looking out the window again.
The moonlight was lighter than yesterday, so I couldn't tell what his expression was like, but with his superior proportions and dignified figure, it was definitely Michael.
‘What on earth are you doing there? Surely you’re not crying again… … ?’
Michael just stood there without moving an inch.
The next moment, the clouds covering the moon cleared and the thick moonlight poured down on Michael.
“…….”
Maria lost her speech for a moment.
I couldn't even think of how to describe that appearance or how to interpret it.
Michael's appearance is just like a star shining in the middle of the darkness.
In the infinitely deep, infinite loneliness, it seemed fainter and farther away than any star.
While Maria was lost in thought at the sight of Michael, he had already disappeared from sight into the hallway on the other side.
‘Where are you going? Riepenstein’s room should be nearby… … Let’s follow him.’
It was the moment when Maria, who wanted to observe Michael a little more, took a step forward.
Woooow━━
The space was rippling.
When Maria looked back, her eyes flashed as if struck by lightning.
Maria eventually collapsed in the hallway as if fainting.
The person who approached Maria looked down at her while adjusting the mask he was wearing.
“How dare you present such a theory at the Lebert Society? What do you know about magic…….”
And then the masked man, carrying the unconscious Maria on his shoulders, muttered as he walked down the hallway.
“If you were born in a weak country like Lucan, you would have spent your whole life farming or something…… Don’t be too upset. For the sake of the future of magic, I can’t help it—”
That was when.
“What is your purpose?”
The moment the masked man took another step forward, an incredibly long line of spells began to form along the tip of his feet, reaching all the way to the end of the hallway.
“Whose foolishness moved you?”
The voice was coming from behind.
However, the masked man, who knew the true nature of the current spell, could not move a finger.
“Answer. If you don’t answer…….”
Michael, who had finally emerged from the darkness, raised his cruelly frozen eyes and continued speaking.

            “……You will walk through eternal hell.”
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Erwin Heisenberg.
Any wizard would know that name.
“The language of mana…….”
Erwin's accomplishments began before Michael was born.
The first signal flare for modern magic was fired by Erwin and Julius, the greatest magicians of their time.
As such, the title ‘pioneer of magic’ has always been attached to Erwin’s name.
At least for now.
“……It’s been a long time since I’ve heard such a dangerous theory.”
At dawn, the starlight that came from far away dimly soaked my collar.
Erwin was sitting in the chairman's office, and memories of the first day's meeting were playing out before his eyes.
Memory illuminated Maria's face as she presented her paper.
But in Erwin's eyes, Maria looked like a time bomb that could explode at any moment.
‘Magic cannot develop any further than this.’
Maintain the status quo.
What Erwin wanted was that brief, clear comfort.
There was one reason why he, once called a pioneer, was so afraid of progress.
‘Unlike the past, magic is now developing at a frightening rate. Humans can never control its speed. And the power that cannot be controlled will destroy nations and destroy humanity.’
The countless wars that we have suffered through in the past like chronic diseases are an example of this.
Two major wars between the Inma and the Inma had also broken out after the discovery of the magic that could create gates.
‘It is an undeniable fact that the development of magic has brought prosperity and comfort to mankind, but at the same time, the anxiety and fear caused by magic have also increased.’
That's why Erwin has been keeping people like Michael and Maria in check.
Sometimes I tried to coax and persuade, and sometimes I even trampled on them to the point where it seemed excessive.
It was all for the future of the continent.
“Maria Leadmore…….”
And for the future, the dream of that person that you see before your eyes.
“……Unfortunately, your theory will never become known to the world.”
I had to break it.
* * *
My head was pounding like it was the day after I fell asleep after being completely drunk.
Maria struggled to get out of bed and felt around without even opening her eyes properly.
“Here it is.”
“Oh, thank you, Mom…….”
Maria accepted the glass that was floating before her eyes and drank all the water she could, feeling the thirst that was gnawing at her Adam's apple.
Maria, whose thirst was quenched and whose focus was beginning to return, looked closely at the person who had handed her the glass of water.
“It wasn’t Mom, it was Dad……?”
To those words, the person who was reading a paper at the table answered.
“I am neither your mother nor your father.”
He was Michael.
Only then did Maria see Michael's face and she was so startled that she pulled the blanket over her.
“Hey, what are you?!”
“Michael Riepenstein. Beta-ranked of the Habledown Empire and of Springwind…….”
“That’s not what I’m asking!”
Maria looked around, her mind flashing at Michael's face.
Luckily, they were in Maria's room. Soon Maria glared at Michael.
“Why did you attack me? And how did you get into my room?”
“I never attacked you. I only came into your room to borrow the key that was in your pocket.”
“What do you want from me!”
Michael let out a long breath at Maria's still uneasy reaction.
“I don’t think it’s right to look around before asking me questions.”
“Why am I in my own room…….”
At that moment, Maria turned her head and saw the masked man crouching like a shrimp in the corner, and she fainted.
“A body…? I’ll call the police!”
“When night falls, a huge defensive siege is set up around the Lebert Society. Even if the police arrive, it will take at least half a day to dismantle the siege.”
Michael glanced at the masked man and continued speaking.
“And I didn’t kill him. I just put him on hold for a while.”
“Saying to people…… this cruel and ruthless―”
“That’s a pretty good price to pay for attacking Lucan’s Manatheist.”
“You attacked me?”
After that, Michael didn't answer.
Maria, who was looking at the masked man while leaving Michael behind who was focused on his thesis, finally understood the situation.
‘So that weirdo attacked me and Riepenstein stopped him?’
I couldn't help but think that way.
The situation unfolding before my eyes was telling me so.
Then Maria got out of bed, having discovered her thesis that Michael was reading.
“Who said you can read my thesis as you please?”
“That also seems to be in the wrong order.”
“What did you say?”
Michael, who was finally facing Maria, frowned slightly.
“It seems like the word ‘thank you’ doesn’t exist in your country.”
"……ah."
This was the third time Michael had helped him.
And Maria did not thank Michael three times.
Maria pursed her lips as she realized that she had made a mistake.
“……I’m sorry.”
“Are there mosquitoes flying around in the mountains? I’ll arrange a repellent technique as soon as I get back to my room―”
“Thank you!”
Maria shouted with all her might, clutching her collar.
Because her skin was white, her red face stood out even more.
“Thank you…… for helping me…….”
Michael didn't even bat an eyelash as if it was no big deal.
“Thank you, that’s enough. I just did what I wanted to do.”
“You asked me to say thank you earlier?”
“When did I ever do that? I was just in your country…….”
“Stop. I don’t have the energy to argue right now, so let’s stop.”
“If you wish.”
Maria, who was impressed by Michael's eloquence that made her feel grateful but then throw that feeling into the trash can, touched her temple that was starting to tingle again.
“So who is that guy? Why did he attack me?”
“Go and check it yourself.”
Michael quietly winked at the masked man.
Maria swallowed at the tension that had started to flow away at that moment and slowly approached the masked man.
‘You’re not pretending to faint, are you…?’
Michael answered as if he had read Maria's thoughts.
“Don’t worry, I didn’t pretend to faint.”
“I never thought of it that way.”
“I see.”
"is it so."
Maria, who had regained her composure, reached out and carefully touched the edge of her mask.
When the mask was removed, Maria's heart sank at the sight of her exposed face and she sat down in her seat.
“This person……!”
Michael added on behalf of Maria, who was speechless.
“Peter Halloween. The wizard who denied your theory at the first meeting yesterday. I don’t know why, but he refused to open his mouth even after being tortured until he passed out. Of course, you can guess the reason.”
As Michael said, the masked man's true identity was a magician who was one of the attendees of the meeting.
‘So… … you didn’t like my theory that much?’
Maria wanted to deny this reality.
Furthermore, I wanted to believe that it was the work of an outsider, but as Michael had said, the defensive spells that had been activated around the academy made it impossible for anyone to invade at night.
‘You didn’t want to see me succeed even if you did this to me… …!’
Why can't my life escape from that cold snowfield?
Sadness was rising again.
“……I want to go back.”
Regret ran down my cheeks.
“I will go back.”
Maria got up immediately and snatched the paper Michael was reading and stuffed it into her carrier.
‘I’m sick of the world doing this to me now. Yes, if I had been born in a weak country like Lucan, I would have had to live by doing laundry in ice water. What kind of dreams and success is something like mine? How presumptuous… … !’
It was the moment when Maria, who had just finished packing her bags, grabbed the doorknob.
“If you open that door, your dreams will never come true.”
The word dream took hold of Maria's hand.
The crumpled papers tucked away in Maria's carrier were once all she had ever dreamed of.
It was the same even now.
“The world is unfair. It always has been. It may be hard to believe, but it has been unfair to me, too.”
Maria slowly turned her head.
Michael, still sitting in his seat, was staring blankly at the messy bed.
“But all the magic we use today was born out of that unfairness. To create a world that is a little more fair.”
And then Michael got up from his seat.
He turned to Maria, looked her in the eye, and continued speaking.
“I don’t think your imagination is impossible.”
“Why do you think so? You already figured out my theory four years ago—”
“Because I have never read a more perfect theory.”
Michael opened the carrier while Maria barely held back her tears.
Then he took out the crumpled paper, unfolded it neatly, and put it in Maria's hand.
“Dream. Don’t be caught up in other people’s fantasies and fantasies.”
The face of Michael that Maria was looking at was becoming blurred.
Michael took a handkerchief out of his bosom and absentmindedly wiped away her tears.
“That is the essence of a wizard.”
The moment she heard those words, Maria felt an inexplicable courage welling up within her.
… … Words have power.
Michael's words were truly powerful.
At the same time, that sentence was a statement that ran through Maria's thesis.
"I am……."
Maria's lips were trembling as she clenched her fist so tightly that it almost crumbled.
“I’m actually a wizard―”
thud!
The next moment, the door behind Maria creaked loudly.
Michael gently hugged the surprised Maria's shoulder and revealed his teeth as he began to perform the ritual.
“It seems like the old goat has made up his mind. How is he going to handle the aftermath?”
“What does that mean?”
“The story goes that the goat decided to become a devil.”
“When you say it like that, I don’t understand anymore!”
Maria, who was looking around at the increasingly loud sound of the door, pointed to the window.
“Let’s run over there for now. I’ll give you time until I can weave the blankets into a rope—”
Michael, holding Maria in his arms, looked out the window at the night sky.
“There is no need for that.”
As soon as Michael took a step forward, the window that Mana had pushed opened wide.
Michael finally jumped high enough to reach the night sky.
He continued speaking, unfolding his story.
“Because I am a wizard.”
The human imagination of wanting to fly in the sky had already become a reality.
* * *
When Erwin heard the news that Michael had escaped from the academy with Maria, he immediately headed to Maria's room.
The masked men, who had been standing there not knowing what to do, soon welcomed Erwin, who had arrived at Maria's room.
"this……."
Erwin sighed deeply like a novice wizard who had failed at arranging.
Finally, he woke up Peter Halloween, who was crumpled like a piece of tissue from his nose.
“Get up.”
“Ugh! I, I don’t know anything! Please stop… Mr. Chairman?”
“Okay, I’ll fly. It looks like the job was a failure.”
Peter, still terrified from the aftereffects of all the torture he had endured from Michael, answered with trembling hands and feet.
“I’m sorry, I’m sorry. The Riepenstein family intervened in the middle…….”
“That’s okay. I was the one who invited Michael to this meeting. I guess I was a bit hasty.”
Erwin wasn't surprised by this either.
‘But Michael has changed more than I thought.’
That was the variable.
Given Michael's dislike of being involved in troublesome matters, Erwin predicted that he would return to the Haveldown Empire after yesterday's meeting.
But Erwin's horoscope was completely wrong, and this was the result.
“You guys worked hard. Halloween, you go back with your men.”
“Yes? But the Riepenstein family and Maria will try to make this known to the world. If that happens, the reputation of our Leber Society will be―”
“The reputation of the society can be saved by giving up my insignificant name and position. As I promised, you will not be harmed in any way. So, go without worrying.”
Peter felt a little relieved when Erwin said this and left the dorm with his men.
“Hmm…….”
Erwin, left alone in the room, stared blankly at the wide open window.
At that moment, an uncontrollable fire spread across Erwin's eyes.
“……Now that it’s come to this, there’s nothing I can do, Michael.”
The fire was the same one that had reduced the entire continent to ashes during the Inma War just a few years earlier.
It was then that Erwin's core, still carrying the scars of war in his heart, began to expand.
‘You are too young and impulsive to leave the future in your own hands.’

            Everything was for the future.
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“……You can open your eyes now.”
Despite Michael's words, Maria could not easily open her eyes.
Maria, who still had her hands folded in front of her chest, answered in a trembling voice.
“Where is this place?”
“I’m not good at explaining, so please see it with your own eyes.”
Maria found out today for the first time that she has a fear of heights.
Even without that, anyone would feel terrified if they were to fly several kilometers into the air naked.
Soon Maria opened her eyes slowly, feeling the solidity of the ground she was standing on.
“This is… the Alchemist Observatory?”
Although there are numerous observatories on the continent, the Alchemist Observatory is not well known to the public.
Michael approached Maria, who was looking up at the observatory, which was now covered with vines and seemed to be out of control.
“We’ll be safe until morning here. The mana distortion occurring nearby will erase our traces.”
Maria agreed with that statement.
One of the reasons the Alchemist Observatory, built hundreds of years ago, was abandoned was because of the "phenomena" that had recently begun to occur.
Fortunately, it wasn't at a threatening level. Maria felt relieved and sat down on the steps leading to the entrance.
“You come and sit down too.”
As Michael approached and sat down next to her, Maria looked up at the endless night sky.
“Because it’s an observatory, it’s great for stargazing.”
“Once upon a time, this was a tourist attraction. It was the only place where people who lived looking at the ground could look up at the sky.”
Is it because I'm isolated from the world?
For some reason, Maria felt comfortable in this moment itself.
Even Michael, whom I hated so much, felt ordinary, like a part of the scenery.
“I’m not really a wizard. I don’t even have a core, let alone mana.”
Every time my eyes, filled with the night sky, blinked, my prejudices were being stripped away.
“I’m just a mana scholar who has learned a lot of theories. But I still wanted to become a magician. I wanted to become a magician and bring spring to our country.”
Michael also knew that Maria was not a sorceress.
Michael simply remained silent.
Just as I didn't ask why Maria's eyes were red when I happened to meet her on the street that day.
Michael answered.
“You are already a wizard.”
“Me? How?”
“Aren’t you imagining a future where you become a wizard?”
When Maria heard that, she realized.
Michael Riepenstein, the fact that he is a true wizard.
At least for this moment, it made me something.
"okay……."
"exactly."
Maria looked at Michael's profile, who was still unable to take his eyes off the night sky.
‘Is this what it feels like to look at stars up close?’
So cold and beautiful, so frozen in loneliness.
The next moment, Maria opened her mouth, following the falling meteor shower with her eyes.
“Why did you help me?”
I had to know.
“Is it because of my theory? If you want, I can give you the theory.”
The truth about this star that claims to be lonely and bloodless.
At that moment, Maria said goodbye to her dream.
“It would be better for a wizard like Master Riepenstein to do the research rather than me. So if you want―”
“I rejected your theory four years ago because it was unfinished.”
With those words, the memories of that day came back vividly in Maria's mind.
Michael continued to criticize Maria in the same way he had criticized her that day.
“There was something the chairman said at yesterday’s meeting that was not wrong.”
"“As senior magicians before the academy, we have a duty to point out and correct our juniors’ mistakes.”
“I was just correcting your theory.”
Maria secretly had similar thoughts.
In fact, as Maria has been rebuilding her theory from scratch over the past four years, much of what Michael said that day has been of great help.
However, Maria's denial of Michael's words and existence was simply prejudice.
“Of course, I had no personal feelings. You were the first to reject the offer of Michael Riepenstein, of all people.”
Michael Riepenstein, because of the prejudice that he was an aristocrat.
“So don’t give up on your dreams. I will work towards the future you dream of.”
“What is the future I dream of?”
“Yes. In the future you dream of…….”
Michael finally turned his head and faced Maria.
“……Everyone was using magic.”
Breaking down the barriers between wizards, knights, and ordinary people.
That was the magical future Michael hoped for.
And the ‘language of mana’ that Maria had perfected would become the key to opening the door to that future.
Maria asked suspiciously.
“Are you really Mr. Riepenstein?”
Michael answered as if it were a given.
“I have always been Michael Riepenstein.”
Only then did Maria realize.
The fact that all the nobles he had seen so far were fake.
The complete proposition that the only true nobleman is Michael Riepenstein, that one man.
“You said at the meeting yesterday that words have power. You are right.”
And then Maria started drawing something on the floor with her fingertips.
Michael observed the letters Maria had drawn.
“I saw it in your paper. How do you read it?”
“I still don’t know how to read it.”
Michael nodded briefly and quietly copied the text onto his palm.
「 ᚢ 」.
It was a language that seemed like it had been used in ancient times, but it was definitely a script that even Michael had never seen before.
“But it still has meaning.”
“What does it mean?”
Maria placed her hand on the letter and closed her eyes. Soon, the mana floating around her gathered and began to emit a faint light.
Maria opened her mouth, feeling some energy slowly rising inside her body.
"……'strength'."
Its power was insignificant compared to the magic of wizards.
But magic also had its insignificant times.
“This is the ‘language of mana.’ And if this character is commercialized, even if you’re not a wizard—”
“Anyone can use magic.”
"……that's right."
Before he knew it, Michael was excited.
Michael, who was quietly tilting his head and looking at the text without showing it, looked like a child receiving a birthday present for the first time in his life.
Michael, who soon noticed his appearance, straightened his posture.
“Is there a letter that indicates time?”
“Time? Of course there is.”
“Would you please draw it for me?”
Maria nodded as if it wasn't difficult and began to draw new letters with skillful skills.
Maria spoke, pointing to the letters she had completed.
“This is a character that means time. At the same time, it also means change. The language of Mana can have different meanings depending on its structure.”
「 ᛞ 」
Michael, who was looking at the letter more closely than ever, touched the ring.
“Can these form sentences or words?”
"of course."
“For example?”
Maria, who was also excited by Michael's active appearance, wrote down the words without hesitation.
「 ᚢᛇᛢᚢ 」
“This means ‘salvation.’ By adding the character for life on the left in the middle and the character for protection on the right, we emphasized the meaning of ‘the power to protect life’ while maintaining strength.”
“Not only that, but the letters ‘power’ were arranged in the front and back of the word to balance the beginning and the end.”
“That’s correct. In the language of Mana, the most important characters are the beginning and the ending. For example, here…….”
Maria erased two letters by rubbing them with her palm and began writing new letters.
「 ᚢᛇᛇᚺ 」
“Unlike before, this word means destruction―”
The next moment Maria shut her mouth tightly.
Michael could guess why she hesitated.
Maria turned her head, erasing the words with her palm.
“……I think I know why the Lebert Society is rejecting my theory.”
It's dangerous.
It wasn't just dangerous.
Nothing was so dangerous as something that everyone could use.
For example, an ether gun that anyone can use just by charging it.
“This text could save someone, but it could also kill them……”
“I agree. It’s still weak, but as research continues, its dark side will be highlighted.”
At that moment, Michael, who had been holding Maria's wrist, gently opened her clenched palm.
“The magic we use has also grown through the same process. Throughout the history of war, magic has probably killed the most people. Next is the words of old politicians.”
Then Michael began to write something on Maria's palm with his fingertips.
“But don’t be afraid of that. There is no progress without side effects. What we as magicians must do is simply…….”
「ᚨᚹᚢᚨ」
“……It is about personally bearing the cost and leaving a better future for future generations.”
courage.
The meaning of the words Michael wrote was a mind that was not afraid of a future that had not yet arrived.
Maria's heart was pounding.
It wasn't because Michael had mastered Mana's language perfectly in that short period of time.
“You are already a wizard. So dream with me.”
smile.
That one smile was engraved on Michael's lips more magically than any magic.
“Our future―”
Woohoo━━ Kwarreung!
Suddenly, a huge wave of magic power occurred.
Michael and Maria are simultaneously struck by a strong brain storm.
“I cannot agree to such an imperfect future.”
Erwin Heisenberg, who appeared in "Space Leap", was looking up at the end of the distant night sky.
“Just make your sacrifices for our future.”
* * *
The person who once devoted more effort to the development of magic than anyone else was Erwin.
“I thought magic was the law that made up this world and everything.”
If Michael had not been born, the throne of magic would still be occupied by Erwin and Julius.
“So I believed that magic would bring wealth and prosperity to mankind.”
But that was a thing of the past now.
Time passed, and many things changed with the flow, and so did Erwin.
“……At least, if my daughter hadn’t died during the last Inma War.”
Erwin has sacrificed a lot so far.
I never had things like youth or youthfulness because I lived my life devoted to research.
Joy and happiness had long since become a dirty joke, and the meaning of life was simply to ride the wave of a magical future.
“That child was my everything.”
Joy came to Erwin when his daughter, Frida, who was his everything, was born.
“Every time I finished my research and saw the face of the child waiting for me at home, it felt like a new day had begun.”
But paradoxically, Frida's presence resulted in Erwin becoming more absorbed in his research.
“I wanted to give my daughter a better future than the one she has now. Instead of giving her a bouquet of flowers and perfume at her coming-of-age ceremony.”
The war destroyed Erwin's dreams and Frida's future.
Now, all that was left for Erwin was a desolate silence like a pile of ashes.
“It doesn’t matter that my dream has been shattered. It’s sad that Frida has died, but she has no regrets since she has fallen asleep with the glorious belief that she protected the continent.”
Erwin, who had taken his gaze from the night sky, stared at Michael, who was using his defensive magic to protect Maria.
“But I cannot tolerate a father like me or a child like Frida repeating the same pain.”
Tsk tsk tsk!
Erwin, engulfed in a brain storm, leapt towards Michael, arranging the ritual.
Michael, who had hurriedly used "Blink" to evacuate Maria, also began to operate all the circles.
“Are you finally losing your mind, Chairman?”
Michael, who had been using defensive techniques to block Erwin, asked him into his eyes that were shaking incoherently.
“The future belongs to our young people. So we have to choose what kind of future we will live in!”
“I’ve seen countless young people like you. They all made bad choices based on shallow experiences. You’re not ready for that future yet.”
As Erwin's brain flashed, Michael's arrangement also began to become more and more distorted.
Erwin was already a ‘legend’ who had reached the level of Archmage 150 years before Michael.
“I used to have countless thoughts like you.”
This was soon a difference in experience.
“Why is magic weaker than the sword, why is magic developing so slowly, why can’t magic… kill more enemies than it does now?”
Damn it… … !
“In the end, it turned out to be the same thing. I was really reckless and foolish back then.”
It was only a matter of time before Michael's defenses broke down.
It was at that moment that the ‘Traces of Arcana’ began to spread across Michael’s skin.
“……Why did you give up on imagining things?”
Michael's defensive spells were rapidly rearranging.
“We must constantly question while imagining, until the unsolved imagination is passed on to future generations and becomes their goal.”
The moment Erwin saw Michael's magic being completed, death clawed at his back.
“That’s how magic developed. It has continued to do so to this day.”
Erwin quickly activated "Blink".
A flame as thick as an eon was rising up towards the night sky, engulfing Michael's front.
“I dare to imagine as a wizard…….”
For a moment, it seemed as if day had come at that sight.
In the center where day and night coexist, Michael, who had been burning like the sun, opened his eyes that had been closed in the flames.

            “……I wish for a ‘normal future’ where everyone uses magic.”

Became the Savior of the Final Boss - Episode 216 (217/225)


                
                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                
                                § Time theory (23)
Just because we live in the same time doesn't mean we're all looking toward the same future.
“Do you know what my goal was when I first entered the Lebert Society?”
While some people look to tomorrow, others look to a distant future that may never arrive.
While some people are welcoming the happiness that will soon come, others are living in the misfortune that has not yet happened.
“Erwin Heisenberg. That was the Chairman.”
That's what it means to live each person's own time.
“I admired the Chairman. Seeing the world become richer through the magic he created, I wished every day that I could become a magician like him.”
Wherever Michael's eyes landed, flames were spreading.
Michael's rage, refined to its limit, writhed with every ounce of mana he released.
As planets collide, Michael is destroying the star that was once his dream.
“Do you remember what the Chairman said to me the day I first won the Merlin Award?”
“……I remember. I remember it completely.”
Erwin, who was being unilaterally pushed back by Michael's fierce attacks, continued speaking while catching his ragged breathing.
“That day, I told you this. This is just the beginning, so don’t be arrogant and guard the dream in your heart.”
“And he said that the magic we discovered was nothing compared to this world.”
“Yeah, that’s right… That’s definitely what it was like back then.”
Erwin laughed heartily as that day began to come to mind vividly.
At the same time, branches began to grow one by one from Erwin's back.
“You kept my word. I still appreciate that. I wouldn’t hesitate to entrust my future to a wizard like you.”
Soon, leaves began to grow from the branches that had begun to intertwine like wings.
“……Yes, if only all wizards were like you.”
Erwin's voice was lost in the nothingness of the falling leaves towards Michael.
It was the moment when the leaves, each made of condensed brain electricity, broke through the defensive spell and struck Michael.
“The ideal and the reality are obviously different. Not all wizards are as clear and wise as you. And the same goes for me.”
“Mr. Riepenstein!”
Maria ran towards Michael, who was on his knees with his whole body shocked.
Michael's whole body was becoming paralyzed. He barely managed to raise his arms and stop Maria.
“Get away from me.”
"but……!"
“Erwin won’t harm you. He knows better than anyone the pain of losing a child. So just wait a moment and I’ll take care of it.”
“……I’m sorry. I couldn’t be of any help.”
“Don’t be sorry. Your theory has already helped people.”
Maria clenched her fists at the sight of Michael comforting her even in pain.
Erwin, who had been quietly watching them, took a step forward.
“Miss Maria, please step aside. This is a matter for our wizards. If you interfere with our work any further, I cannot help it.”
“Then just 10 seconds.”
“Why 10 seconds…….”
The next moment, Maria hugged Michael tightly as the sparks died down.
Erwin turned his gaze away from the sight and clicked his tongue.
“Anyway, young people these days are so radical…….”
Meanwhile, Maria, who was writing something on Michael's palm, whispered.
“It’s not enough yet, but maybe you can do it.”
“This is…….”
“Because words have power.”
“……Thank you.”
Only when Maria moved away from Michael did Erwin look up.
Erwin didn't really want to ask about their relationship. All he wanted to know was whether Michael was there or not.
“It’s not too late, Michael. This is your last chance. Change your mind.”
Michael answered, raising his body towards the future.
“I would rather die with honor than live my whole life in shame.”
Erwin, hearing those words, felt resentful at this moment.
‘I have to destroy such a talented person with my own hands… … Even Merlin is ruthless.’
Erwin nodded, swallowing his resentment inside.
“Then I guess I’ll give up on trying to convince you.”
“I would like to tell you that the Chairman gave up on me three years ago.”
The lush tree branches were slowly beginning to flap their wings.
“I’ve only half given up on you so far. But now I feel like I have to give up on that too.”
Rather than the wind blowing from the flapping of wings, the surrounding atmosphere was being pulled towards Erwin.
‘It seems like you are determined to erase me from this world along with this observatory.’
Michael, who knew the true identity of that spell, concentrated all of his mana and deployed "Absolute".
Erwin continued to speak as he completed “The Precepts of Nature.”
“Today, I will lose my most precious junior in exchange for protecting the future of magic. Not only that, but all the blame will be poured on me.”
Soon, a vast aftermath shot out toward Michael.
Erwin spoke sadly, watching the advancing island battleship gradually disabling Michael's Absolute.
“I will gladly take the risk. And Michael Riepenstein, the magician who will never be found again in this world. Please do not forgive this incompetent old man who has no other choice than this―”
The next moment was.
“If you find it hard to believe, Mr. Chairman, I will show you the future we must walk towards.”
Some letters made of mana were rising around Michael.
“So watch carefully.”
Michael recited the words as they whispered to him.
“Isha……”
「 ᛁ…….」
“……Ansuz El Gera!”
「 ……ᚨᛯᛃ! 」
As if it had been nothing more than a fragment that had been cut off from the beginning, Michael's arrangement began to disintegrate, and the strings and notes began to be absorbed into the text.
And Michael's Absolute, which had become even more powerful, brightly colored the night sky and calmed everything.
“What the heck is this…?”
Erwin looked up blankly at the world filled with magic.
Mana was all over the place.
The phenomenon caused by the distortion was blending with Michael's magic without any distortion.
Michael spoke to Erwin, who was holding his hands together in a devout manner as if facing God.
“This is the future we imagine.”
“Is this really the future of magic…?”
“Yes, it is a future that the Chairman has not yet discovered.”
A branch broke off Erwin's back and fell to the ground.
Still, vivid leaves were growing on the tree branches.
“This time, I will dare to speak. Please come forward with us.”
"I am……."
As Michael lifted the spell, Erwin was enveloped in darkness again and could not bring himself to continue speaking.
"I am……!"
At that moment, space shimmered throughout the observatory.
And the person who showed up was a magician belonging to the Lebert Society and also an attendee who denied Maria's theory.
“Mr. Chairman.”
Niels Fowler, the vice president of the Lebert Society, approached Erwin and knelt quietly.
“I heard from Sir Peter. How could you do this, deceiving us… Please stop now. The future was not in our control in the first place.”
With those words, the wizards of the academy knelt down after Niels.
Erwin, unable to bear to face that sight, lowered his head.
“……You guys have no face.”
“No. We, who knew but pretended not to know and kept silent, were also accomplices.”
“Niels…….”
Soon, Niels, who had risen from his seat with Erwin, turned his head to Michael.
Michael, who had approached Maria without realizing it, was checking on her condition.
“Lord Riepenstein. Did you ask us yesterday if we had no shame?”
"exactly."
Niels turned his gaze to Maria and answered, recalling her theory.
“I am embarrassed right now. I am so embarrassed that I can barely raise my head. At least I don’t want to be remembered by future generations as a shameful wizard.”
“It’s good to know. At least you’re not ignorant.”
“Thank you for your understanding……. And Maria Leadmore.”
Maria, who had been turning her head at the sound of her name being called, slowly faced Nils.
Niels was smiling softly, unlike during the meeting.
“Your theory was undeniably perfect. It convinced us all the moment we heard it.”
When Maria heard those words, her heart swelled with emotion.
“I know it’s embarrassing to say, but would you please be lenient with us?”
“If you have the patience…?”
“Please give us another chance at the meeting tomorrow.”
It was the moment when Maria's efforts were recognized by the world.
“Yes, of course……!”
* * *
“……This is the proof of the ‘language of mana’. And from now on, we will live in an era where we use magic in letters, not in arrangements of strings and melodies.”
The second day of the meeting began in the morning.
Maria, who had perfectly proven her theory, looked around at the attendees breathlessly.
The expressions on the faces of the attendees were not much different from yesterday. Then Maria's thoughts suddenly turned to Oman.
‘Could it be that my proof is wrong? That can’t be… … Perhaps you changed your mind in the meantime—’
The next moment, Niels, who had been sitting next to Erwin, stood up from his seat without saying a word.
and.
match.
As Niels clapped his hands, the attendees rose from their seats and gave Maria thunderous applause and cheers.
“It was a truly flawless and excellent demonstration!”
“Words have power… I agree. If this theory were commercialized, magic, and our entire civilization, would improve exponentially!”
“Not only that, but one day everyone will be able to use magic and develop magic at the same time. This paper is not just a theory. It is a singularity that opens the curtain on a new era where magic develops magic, a singularity!”
“I would like to express my sincere gratitude to you for giving me the opportunity to attend this historic event today, Miss Maria.”
Life isn't sad... ... it's not.
Perhaps because my efforts up until now were rewarded, I was happy to be alive today.
As the attendees took their seats again, Erwin opened his closed eyes.
“I think you’ve already said everything I wanted to say. Then I’ll assume you all agree with this paper and establish Maria Leadmore’s ‘Language of Mana’ as an official theory.”
And then Erwin got up from his seat.
He continued speaking, looking around the conference room that was like his living room.
“And with this meeting, I, Erwin Heisenberg, will resign from the position of President of the Leiber Society.”
“What are you saying all of a sudden…!”
“Also, I’m going to give up my magician’s job now. It’s been hard for me to work under this worthless old man.”
The wizards who had been doubting their own ears soon began to rebel.
Even if he was stepping down from his position as chairman, the retirement of Erwin, who was like a legend in the magic world, was something that I could absolutely not accept as a junior magician.
Erwin, who was looking around at people with eyes that still retained their intelligence despite their old age, spoke with a foolish expression.
“I will leave the future of magic to you. Please show me the future you imagined, the proof that wizards have not yet let go of the string of imagination.”
After a while, Erwin bowed politely to everyone.
“It was an honor to be with you.”
No one stopped Erwin as he left.
Couldn't catch it.
Everyone wanted to protect the responsibility that was placed on his old shoulders, the last bit of his pride.
“Mr. Riepenstein!”
After the meeting, Maria, who was the first to leave, saw Michael's back and quickly packed her bags and ran.
Michael turned his head and glanced at Maria, then slowed his pace.
“You’re going to become very famous starting from this meeting. Congratulations.”
“Don’t give me too much credit. This is just the beginning.”
“If I had to choose between the result and the beginning, which is the most important, I would choose the beginning.”
They stopped walking by the window and faced each other.
Maria, who was holding onto her luggage, stood on tiptoe and opened her mouth.
"thank you."
“Don’t thank me. I just do what I want to do—”
“No. I mean, the last time you gave me my meal during the flight.”
Michael, who remembered the in-flight meal incident that he had forgotten about, asked as if it was nothing.
“Did you know?”
“Yes. The airline contacted me this morning. They said they were sorry for the trouble and offered to refund my ticket. Of course, I declined because it was my fault.”
But Michael was puzzled by the answer that ended there, contrary to his expectations.
“That’s all?”
"sure?"
“Okay. I didn’t mean to say hello. I’ll go.”
Michael walks with a very angry expression on his face, as if he was expecting a greeting.
Maria, who had been looking at Michael with such affection, hurriedly followed him.
"thank you."
“What else are you thankful for? Is there still something you can be thankful for from me?”
Maria smiled bashfully at Michael, who was acting all grumpy like a child who hadn't been given a toy.
“That’s it. Everything.”
Only then did Maria tell Michael about the gratitude she had received from him.
“Thank you for giving up your in-flight meal to me when I couldn’t even eat breakfast. Thank you for giving me a ride when I had no money and was just walking. Thank you for helping me ensure that my dream didn’t remain just a dream.”
This would not have been possible without Michael.
If Michael had not been there, Mary would have arrived in Lucan by now.
And Maria's theory would never have even had a chance to see the light of day.
Yeah, if Michael hadn't been there.
“If you’re grateful, come to my tower. Prices have gone up since the time I proposed, so I’ll reflect that in your annual salary.”
“You said you wouldn’t say the same thing twice?”
“……There are always exceptions.”
“You’re not being dishonest, are you?”
Michael was looking around, not knowing what to do. Maria, who was watching Michael like that, held back her laughter that was on the verge of bursting out.
‘The more I look at it, the cuter it gets. It’s just like frozen smoked herring.’
Everyone's standards for cuteness may be different, but Maria truly thought Michael was a good person.
“I apologize to Michael, but it will take at least 20 years for my theory to see the light of day. It’s a good offer, but my answer this time is—”
“I will pay you 4 billion rings as annual salary.”
“My, my answer is…….”
“5 billion. In addition, incentives are paid every quarter. Considering that other magicians in other magic towers receive an annual salary of 700 million rings, this is an extraordinary amount.”
“But my answer is……!”
Michael continued speaking as Maria looked as if she might burst into tears at any moment, torn between her beliefs and money.
“Of course, it would be far from enough to buy your theories and beliefs. I’m sorry, but I can’t afford anything more. My finances this year are on the line because I recently bought a jewel from a museum.”
Of course it was a lie.
Whether Michael paid 500 billion or 800 billion to the Royal Museum of Ghent at that time, its finances would not have been shaken.
However, the reason Michael said that he was short on money was because he was afraid that he would test Maria's faith with money.
“Still, I want to help those 20 years, because now we live while imagining the same dream.”
Michael chose his words with the utmost care to keep the line straight without answering.
Maria nodded with a sigh, wondering if his persuasion had worked.
“Then there’s nothing I can do… I can’t pull out the Magic Tower pillar because of my greed.”
“Thank you for accepting my offer. You can start work next Monday. And from now on, I’m the boss, so I’ll let you speak.”
Maria got angry at Michael's attitude, who started speaking informally to her right away.
“What? You were planning on scouting me from the beginning?!”
“I was joking. Calm down.”
While they were talking, Michael and Maria arrived at their accommodation to pack their remaining luggage.
Michael asked before we parted ways at the entrance.
“By the way, have you decided on a name?”
“What is your name?”
“The name of the language you discovered.”
“Ah… I haven’t decided yet. Do you have a name in mind? It’s usually named after the discoverer, but as a thank you for helping me, I’ll let you decide on a name.”
“The name is…….”
Michael, who had been thinking for a moment, continued speaking quietly.
“……‘Rune’.”
“Rune?”
“Yes. What do you think?”
“Rune… that’s a good name. It’s pretty and has a nice sound.”
Michael, who was satisfied that Maria was quite pleased, soon turned and walked to his room.

            “I look forward to working with you in the future, Creator of Runes.”
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Michael was getting into the car with Maria in the parking lot to go back home.
“……I’d like to have a meal with you after a long time. Is that okay?”
A voice that was heard out of nowhere.
But the sound is weaker than before.
Michael, who naturally pictured the owner of the voice before his eyes, looked up at Erwin, who was approaching him.
“Of course, I’m talking about Miss Maria Leadmore.”
“What are you up to this time?”
“Of course I’m looking for a friend to fill the spot next to this lonely old man.”
Michael snorted at those words.
“I saw before that there were a lot of nursing homes near the airport. How about looking there?”
“Tsk, I see. I guess this ghost can’t steal the young people’s time again. Take a look.”
Ervin walks away with regret.
Michael exchanged glances with Maria, then got out of the car alone and called out to her.
“Still, I think it would be okay to take a short walk.”
Erwin looked back at Michael and raised the corners of his mouth as if he was relieved.
“Then, even though it’s shameless, will you be my staff?”
“Let’s go.”
Erwin, who had not said a word as he entered the academic garden, sat on a bench and looked up at the building.
“Now I am leaving this place. This will be the last time I sit here and reminisce.”
“Why did you step down from the chairmanship with such regret?”
As Michael had said, Erwin could have kept his position as chairman if he had wanted to, since most of the magicians of the Lebert Society still supported him.
Erwin recalled the time when he was the same age as Michael.
“Everyone has youth. Just like the fallen flower petals that were blooming beautifully just yesterday.”
Erwin was like Michael in his youth.
Like Michael, he would jump into any place that suited his purpose, regardless of whether it was a place of fire or the afterlife.
“Do you know why the world is beautiful forever?”
“Because it’s midnight.”
“That’s right. Dead things are bound to rot. That was the case for me too.”
Michael nodded faintly.
No matter what I said now, it would be impossible to change Erwin's mind.
Ervin continued.
“Do you know why I gave up yesterday?”
Was it because Michael's magic was stronger than Erwin's, or was it because of the magicians of the Academy who had gathered in a group and appealed?
At least Michael thought neither.
Erwin's beliefs were not something that could be bent to that extent.
“I looked at the night sky every day from this place, more dazzling and special than anywhere else. But the night sky I encountered back then…….”
A world that comes to life brilliantly even in the darkness.
A sense of life that feels as if time has gone backwards.
At the center of it all, there was only one thing Erwin wished for.
“It was the first time.”
It was just a wish to see that night sky a little more.
“It was my first time seeing a night sky like that. And I realized. How beautiful and wonderful the future you imagine is…….”
Erwin, who had been looking back at Michael, grabbed the back of his hand with his wrinkled hands.
“I will step aside now.”
I hope so.
“So, you guys, go forward toward the future.”
May everyone be able to welcome that beautiful future.
And I hope everyone can experience the feelings I felt then.
“This is my last wish.”
Erwin's stopped imagination was starting again.
* * *
“……Time seems to pass too quickly. I wish there was just one more hour.”
The quiet sunlight was on the tip of Grace's nose.
Rohan gently tickled the tip of Grace's nose, which was so lovely, as if brushing it off.
“I wish it was just one more hour shorter.”
"why?"
“That way, I can have a tomorrow where I love Grace more than I did today.”
… … Honestly, Rohan was also amazed.
Who knew I was this kind of person.
I never thought I could say something like that so easily.
Still, those words were not enough to fully express his love for Grace.
I thought it would become dull.
As with any love, Rohan also thought that his feelings for Grace would fade with time.
No it wasn't.
Rather, Rohan was quite proud of this feeling that was becoming clearer as time passed.
“…….”
While Rohan was lost in such sentiments, Grace quietly closed her eyes.
Rohan kissed her as if it was a given. Then he felt so embarrassed by his actions that he couldn't meet Grace's eyes.
They lived like this, sharing love.
Just love, love, and love again, just normally, very normally.
“There are only two days left…….”
Grace felt sorry.
Almost a month had passed since they arrived at Solaris Island for their honeymoon.
Rohan answered.
“Don’t worry. I’ll prepare another trip for you next vacation.”
"really?"
“Yes. Next time, I’m going to go to the Lost Havn Islands. It’s a beautiful place where most of the year is winter, but the spring that comes for only two months is really beautiful. There’s also a specialty. It’s a fruit that looks like cotton candy, and it’s said to have a really unique and sweet taste. Of course, it’s even more delicious if you eat it locally.”
“Okay. I want to go.”
As Grace happily rejoiced, Rohan also became excited.
Both of them were sad that their honeymoon was over.
But there were faces that Rohan wanted to see just as much as Grace.
For example, is Ellis being quiet? Is Ariel having a hard time because of student council work? Is Johan getting tired because of his handsome face?
I'm talking about faces that are so detailed and obvious, and that's why we want to see them even more.
“Rohan.”
When Rohan was suddenly pulled out of his thoughts by a voice calling his name, he saw Grace holding a sandwich.
“Eat.”
“Why is this happening all of a sudden……”
“I think you’ve lost a little weight lately. So eat something.”
I won't bother explaining why Rohan is skinny.
I believe you all know this without me having to say it.
Grace came close to Rohan while he was eating his sandwich and hugged him by the arm.
“…….”
And then, without saying a word, he looks up at Rohan like the only flower blooming under the sunlight.
Rohan knew this unspoken statement.
‘What should I do with this? You did a lot of things earlier… … .’
At times like these, Rohan was once again afraid of Grace's physical strength as the Weapon Master.
“Oh, by the way, there’s something I wanted to ask.”
Rohan slyly changed the subject.
“Do you really need to know this now?”
“Yes. So…… I was wondering why you named me ‘Rohan’.”
Rohan, who had finally found the question, breathed a sigh of relief.
Grace, who had been staring at Rohan intently, answered while hugging his arm closer.
“There was no other meaning.”
Coincidentally, that's how the story about Rohan's name began.
“When I was little, I once ran away from home.”
“Escape?”
“Yeah. For some reason, neither Claudia nor Lord Riepenstein came that day.”
At the same time, Grace's focus blurred.
Grace's eyes seemed to project that day as if on a projector.
“I was looking out the window alone. Then I heard a loud noise from somewhere, and I felt uneasy and climbed over the window frame.”
It was a story that even Rohan had never read.
Grace, leaning on his shoulder, took Rohan's hand and placed it on her cheek as she continued speaking.
“But I was surprised that the window was higher than I thought. But I thought it would hurt less if I fell into the grass.”
“You’ve been bold since you were young.”
Rohan quietly stroked Grace's cheek as she nodded. Grace closed her eyes, feeling good about the touch.
“It was the moment I let go of his hand. When I opened my eyes again, I was in the arms of someone who was hard but softer than the floor.”
Rohan could tell.
The fact that the person who accepted Grace was ‘Rohan’.
It was just a feeling that came from being a reader for a long time.
As Rohan pretended not to notice and listened, Grace spoke as expected.
“His name is Rohan.”
“Does it look like me?”
“No. It was ordinary. The kind of face you’d see if you turned your head while walking down the street. And you were cooler. Much cooler.”
Rohan, who was secretly delighted by those words, stroked Grace's head carefully.
“That’s when I realized that he was my father’s friend. And that there was someone who remembered my late father. He happened to stop by on his way. He wanted to see how much I had grown.”
“Are you still in touch with him?”
Grace shook her head with a slightly sad expression at Rohan's question.
“That was the first and last time I saw him. I haven’t seen him since. Even now.”
Then Rohan felt strange.
The mystery behind it was curiosity.
Until now, Rohan had never wondered about his own name.
There was no reason to be curious.
Above all, he wasn't even a character from the original work.
‘So it’s just a MacGuffin?’
But it was ambiguous even to think simply.
Why did ‘Rohan’ visit Grace’s house that day?
Why did he go to find his dead friend's daughter?
But what was certain was that Rohan's story was still continuing.
As such, there were still quite a few things that Rohan had not read.
“Thank you……”
That was when.
“……If I could go back to that time, I would tell you thank you.”
While he was lost in thought, Grace was suddenly in Rohan's arms.
“Thank you for saving me and allowing me to have such a happy time.”
“Then I should also thank him.”
“Rohan too?”
Rohan whispered as he held the most precious person in the world in his arms.
“Yes. I am also really happy right now.”
* * *
Michael headed straight for his home after landing at Haveldown Airport.
I wanted to abuse my space jump, but I had to recharge my cores, which were depleted from my battle with Erwin yesterday.
dripping-
Michael arrived home and headed straight to the lab.
It was a long time after his knocking had stopped before an answer came from inside.
“What are you knocking on my door? Come in quickly.”
As Michael entered, River Craft, who had been fixing the timer, put down the glasses he was wearing.
Michael asked, glancing at the timer.
“I guess it’s not finished yet.”
“No. It was already completed two days ago. I just checked it just in case.”
“You still pursue perfection.”
“You know, there’s a difference between completion and perfection.”
Michael had a hard time as a child thanks to River Craft, who was such a perfect teacher.
River Craft asked while Michael was examining the timer fixed to the stand.
“So, did you have fun with Maria?”
“I never went out to play. However, I achieved my goals. I also gained some things as a side benefit.”
“Getting? What?”
When Rivercraft became so curious, Michael seemed helpless and injected mana.
River Craft was slightly surprised when he saw the mana that had gathered forming some kind of letters.
“What is this? You really finished it? I guess I’ll have to meet Maria later.”
Rivercraft already knew about the 'Rune'. No hypothesis could escape her gaze.
“It’s still early days. Maria Leadmore says it will take at least 20 years.”
“20 years would be lucky. It would take at least 50 years for this text to reach the level of magic it currently uses.”
“I agree. No matter how much magic advances, we will eventually reach our limits.”
Still, both Michael and River Craft smiled at the positive future.
“We’ll talk about this later over dinner. For now, come over here. I have something to explain.”
River Craft pointed to the timer's LCD screen as Michael approached.
“Can you see the date and month here? I was originally going to print the space-time coordinates as they are, but I thought it would get unnecessarily complicated, so I just combined the current location coordinates with the interface.”
“I guess that makes sense. What are the buttons on the side?”
As Michael had said, there were two small buttons and one round button on the timer frame, just like any other watch.
Rivercraft first explained the two buttons to Michael.
“The one above this round button is used to move time forward into the future. If you want to return from the past to the present, you can adjust the spacetime coordinates with this button.”
“Then the one below would be the opposite.”
“That's right.”
Michael couldn't stand the more satisfactory result and asked first.
“What is this middle button?”
“This is a reset button.”
“Reset? Are you saying that you’re resetting space and time?”
River Craft, who was choosing his words to explain, spoke as simply as possible.
“It does not mean resetting space-time itself, but the reset meant here is the ‘reset of the paradox.’”
“Is it like my past self and my future self meeting each other?”
“No. That doesn’t even qualify as a paradox. The paradox I’m talking about is…….”
River Craft, who had suddenly closed his mouth, opened it again with an awkward smile.
“Just think of it as a safety device. A safety device in case something happens.”
Michael could not have been unaware of such river craft.
But Michael didn't bother asking about the button. Her red eyes reflecting back at him already said everything.
“When would you like to do a test drive?”
“It doesn’t matter now. I’m always ready.”
“Really? Then let’s do it tonight?”
After a while, River Craft turned around and approached the window.
The scenery outside the window was clearly reflected through the glass, which had been slightly cracked by frequent experiments.
“Tonight is very…….”
But what caught River Craft's eye was the sight of Michael reflected behind him.
“……Because I said it would be clear.”

            Michael's appearance was so precarious, like cracked glass.
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The night cools down everything that is hot.
Even the passion of noon that was quickly dissipating and the passion that did not stop even when it scattered to ashes.
“……It’s all my fault.”
The reason night could control everything was because darkness always followed.
What you can't see is always scary.
The unknown, the unpredictable, was a chain that bound us, and the weight of unfathomable responsibility always drove our will to the ground.
"“I'm sorry, Claudia. I saved your life... and someone else died.”
That's why we fear the future.
Since the future and darkness are no different, the unknown hidden in the shadows that cannot be dispelled has always been an object of fear.
‘Claudia, what must I sacrifice to save you this time?’
Michael thought.
What will we have to deal with the law of equivalence with this time?
‘I just can’t find the answer.’
It was just cruel.
Fate was cruel and did not grant Michael an unlikely happiness.
Knock knock knock
Michael turned to the door at the sound of a knock and River Craft was standing there.
River Craft, who was leaning against the doorway with his arms crossed, could not face Michael and just hung his head.
“Come down slowly. We have to get started.”
“You go first. I’ll follow you shortly.”
The river craft nodded like a hinge that had run dry of grease.
It was at that moment that Michael followed her down to the laboratory.
"It's okay, Michael. It wasn't your fault."
The voice of that day was being heard.
“You did your best. But if something like this happens again…….”
In that voice, Michael took another step.
“……Please don’t do that again.”
* * *
Michael, who arrived at the laboratory, tilted his head at the sight of River Craft arranging the ritual.
“Why are you deploying defensive techniques?”
At those words, River Craft smiled as he added more strings and melodies to the arrangement.
“Because I don’t want to die.”
"yes?"
Michael asked back, not knowing what he meant.
River Craft replied as if he was pretending not to know anything.
“I used Akasha as a medium. I have to prepare for failure. Don’t worry. I’ve also set up a defensive spell around here, so even if it explodes, only you and this house will be blown away.”
“Are you not even aware of me?... And the chances of failure are just a fraction.”
“The magic we use was also born from breaking through that decimal probability. Why, are you upset? It’s okay. If you die, I’ll complete the timer again and come save you.”
As such, river craft often appears in odd ways.
It was because he pursued perfection but thought he was not perfect.
Michael also joked about River Craft's attitude, which was not so much arrogant as humble.
“If I die, make a staff out of the fallen core.”
“I was planning on making earrings with the leftovers from making the staff anyway.”
“You will soon surpass the Archmage.”
“You have a great personality, too. You take all these jokes. Well, let’s leave the jokes at that and get started.”
Michael didn't think the experiment would fail.
Rather, the tension that had been weighing on me all day was being relieved by Rivercraft's jokes.
Click click.
Michael, who had finally set the timer, looked back at the river craft.
“Then I’ll see you in a second.”
Woohoo… … !
The distortion that started around the timer slowly engulfed Michael.
Tick, tick. The sound of the second hand rewinding rang incessantly in his ears.
At some point the second hand stopped ticking.
When Michael opened his eyes, all he could see was lush weeds growing in an empty lot instead of a laboratory.
‘Fortunately, it seems to have worked.’
As expected, River Craft's skills were as good as their reputation.
The past scenery that unfolded before Michael's eyes was proof of that.
Michael tucked the timer away in his bosom and started walking quickly.
Towards their own academy, where everything began and ended.
* * *
"The prestigious Fairfield Academy".
However, this academy had several contradictions right from its name.
“What kind of prestigious academy is this?”
Contrary to the public perception that it is a prestigious school, the cadets did not think of it as such, as the cadets chatted while walking down the hallway.
“What I’m saying is, you know what’s even funnier?”
“It’s called Fairfield Academy, but it’s located in Fordwich?”
“Yeah! It takes three hours to get from our house in Fairfield to Fordwich. I’m so shocked…….”
Although Fairfield Academy was full of contradictions, the students' skills could not be denied.
“……Huh? Isn’t that Michael?”
“It’s Michael, you see, holding the magic book. Is that Claudia next to you?”
Michael and Claudia, who had been talking to each other on the other side of the hallway, passed by the corner.
One of the cadets clicked his tongue and continued speaking.
“Claudia is really great too. What’s so great about someone as creepy as Michael? If it were me, I wouldn’t go near someone so creepy even if you gave me a million rings.”
“Don’t be like that. It’s because Claudia is so kind.”
“Well, with a personality like Claudia, guys like Michael stand out even more…….”
At that moment, the cadet, feeling an indescribable fear, stopped talking and looked back.
Then the man standing right behind him looked down at him as if he was going to kill him.
“Who, who are you?”
Michael Riepenstein, who defied providence by using a timer in response to the cadet's question, opened his mouth as if in death.
“You don’t need to know. Even if you do, you’ll soon forget.”
"yes……?"
The cadets were confused by the answers that had no meaning.
Meanwhile, Michael, who had been checking the badges on the cadets' collars, continued speaking.
“Looking at your red badge, you’re a cadet in your sixth year. Graduation won’t be long, so instead of chatting here, why don’t you prepare for the entrance exams for the future?”
Although it was the first time they had seen this face at the academy, the cadets noticed that his momentum was unusual and hurriedly ran to their classrooms.
Michael, who had been keeping his eyes on fire, sighed only after they had completely disappeared from his sight.
“I wonder if nothing has changed or if I have changed… tsk.”
Michael's appearance was not what we knew.
That's understandable, since Michael used "Persona" to change his appearance immediately after arriving in the past with the timer.
It was to prevent any unexpected changes.
“Excuse me, by any chance……?”
At that moment, the instructor, who was approaching from the opposite direction, was looking closely at Michael's face.
Michael straightened his collar, trying to look calm.
“Do you have any business with me?”
But on the other hand, I prepared the core so that I could escape from here at any time.
But contrary to Michael's worries, the instructor soon smiled brightly as if he was happy.
“Hello! Are you the temporary instructor who came to replace Instructor Mezwin, who is on sick leave?”
"hmm?"
Michael tilted his head, wondering what this meant.
But soon Michael, who had barely managed to recall his past memories, readily offered to shake hands.
“Nice to meet you. I have been appointed as a temporary instructor at Fairfield Academy…….”
Michael, who almost introduced himself by his own name, quickly changed his words.
“……Cliff. Cliff Steinfeld.”
“Ah~ It’s Instructor Cliff Steinfeld! I thought I saw his face for the first time from far away. Oh, I work in the Human Resources Department…….”
While the instructor was introducing himself, Michael remembered why he was able to pass himself off as a temporary instructor.
‘At this time, Instructor Mezwin, who was in charge of etiquette and culture, was absent for about two days due to enteritis.’
But apart from that fact, even the temporary instructor who was originally scheduled to come did not come right away due to wage issues.
‘The real temporary instructor was to arrive tomorrow. … … I guess it wouldn’t be a problem if I were to be the instructor for a day. After all, this appearance is also just a fake.’
Fortunately, this allowed Michael to move around the academy freely as a temporary instructor.
‘Plus, it’s 10 a.m. now. I don’t have to wait until school ends to see Claudia’s face.’
Michael, who had quickly come up with a plan, asked the instructor who was still introducing himself.
“What time does my class start?”
“Huh? Oh, I’m sorry. Did I talk too much? I’ve been so stressed out lately. I have so many things to worry about… I’m sorry, but what did you say?”
“……My class.”
“You mean etiquette and culture subjects?”
"exactly."
The instructor, who had been scratching his cheek as if he felt sorry, quickly checked the academy schedule.
“Found it. Here it is. Etiquette and Culture is scheduled for 3rd year B class at 10. It’s 10 now… Oops, you’re late! Class just started, so hurry up and go!”
Michael realized once again why this academy was neither a prestigious school nor a fair field school.
Michael, who had soon parted ways with the instructor, went up to the third floor and headed towards Class B based on his memories.
‘… … It’s been a long time since I’ve been here.’
It was an unforgettable memory.
Class B, 3rd grade.
It was the last classroom Michael and Claudia used.
Knock knock-
Michael opened the door with magic and entered the classroom, holding his backpack.
The noisy atmosphere in the classroom became deathly quiet the moment Michael appeared.
“…….”
Michael, who had come up to the podium, looked around silently.
Michael, who was finally able to meet the unchanging eyes of a student, opened his mouth without taking his eyes off of him.
“I am Cliff Steinfeld, replacing Instructor Mezwin in the Etiquette and Culture class.”
Just as in my memory, Claudia was sitting by the window, resting her chin on her hand as if she was bored.
Claudia was always a child who preferred practical training to class.
As he recalled each piece of information, Michael blurted out the words that were on his mind.
“I’m so…… happy to meet you all.”
* * *
After all classes are over.
Claudia was heading to the training ground with Michael.
Michael asked Claudia, who was thinking deeply about something.
"what's the matter?"
"huh?"
“Because it looks like you have something on your mind.”
Before he knew it, Michael was watching him with concern.
Claudia ran her hand through Michael's unkempt hair.
“Nothing. I was just thinking about the temporary instructor I saw earlier.”
“Did you say Instructor Cliff?”
“Yes. The person who came in place of Instructor Mezwin.”
Claudia's thoughts naturally turned to Michael.
Michael continued, recalling Cliff's face.
“I was thinking that it was a bit unusual, too.”
"right?"
“It was the first time I learned about magic theory in a liberal arts course.”
Michael and Claudia both recalled what Instructor Cliff had said to them before class began.
"Etiquette and manners are trivial. It is possible to act pretentiously in front of others without learning. What you really need to correct is your attitude and posture when you are alone."
"In that sense, instead of etiquette and manners, I will teach you how to arrange your techniques and swordsmanship more precisely. If you are stronger than your opponent in the first place, there is no need to pay attention to etiquette or manners."
Cliff then went straight into teaching his students theories that he would only teach in college lectures.
Michael said.
“He was definitely an odd person. He was a bit suspicious too.”
“Really? I think I’m a strange person, but at least I don’t think I’m a suspicious person.”
“What does that mean?”
The sun was setting and dusk was creeping in. Claudia's smile twinkled like a morning star above Michael's eyes.
“You really don’t know what I’m talking about?”
Michael knew very well what it meant when Claudia answered like that.
Michael, who had been pondering Cliff's lesson, soon answered.
“……The theories they taught us were theories that actually existed.”
Claudia snapped her fingers as if to confirm Michael's answer.
“And it was explained in a way that even academy cadets like us could understand.”
“But, except for you and me, it was an atmosphere that most people didn’t understand.”
“Even so, it’s not like everyone didn’t understand, right?”
Only then did Michael realize what Claudia wanted to say and bring up the main point of the conversation.
“Does that mean the temporary instructor is a professor at some university?”
“That’s right. He’s a professor with skills that surpass those of a decent university professor.”
Then Michael had a new question.
“Why would someone like that be working as a temporary instructor here? Compared to a professor, a temporary instructor is like a non-regular worker. And the pay is low.”
Claudia, who had already arrived at the training ground, began to warm up while looking around the empty interior.
Claudia asked in response to Michael's question.
“Michael, why do you think I came here?”
“To the training ground? Of course to train…….”
Michael found the answer to his question as he answered.
Claudia, who had been stretching her shoulders as much as possible, smiled as if she had found the answer.

            “There is a purpose. A purpose that made it necessary for that person to come to our academy.”
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A line is drawn before your eyes.
Lines become curves, curves become circles, and circles become lines again.
Michael followed the sword's trajectory, which continued smoothly for a moment, with his eyes.
“I thought about it, and I wondered if the purpose was that there was someone I had to meet.”
Claudia, who had gathered the aura in her sword, looked back at Michael.
Claudia took a deep breath and exhaled with the thought.
“I think so too. If they were going to do something secret, they would have been more careful. But in today’s class, our temporary instructor, Cliff, was neither secretive nor careful at all.”
As Claudia said, Cliff's appearance today was rather striking.
From the very first class, the fact that he showed that much presence meant that he didn't care about what other people thought.
“So who do you want to meet? The Academy Director? An instructor? Or a cadet like us?”
Claudia, who had been speaking, took up her stance again, preparing to examine the sword.
“First of all, he is not the chairman.”
“The chairman doesn’t come to the academy very often. Then the instructor?”
“Michael, if you had to meet one of our Academy’s instructors, would you really want to be a temporary instructor?”
Michael shook his head at those words.
“No. I don’t think that’s necessary. It would be a waste of time.”
Michael, who was slightly impressed by Claudia's swordsmanship that unfolded gracefully like a single stroke of a brush, closed the magic book he was holding.
“But that’s the same for cadets. You can just call them out and meet them.”
Michael asked back. Claudia responded, adjusting her grip on the handle.
“What if I can’t call you out?”
“A situation where you can’t call?”
“For example…….”
WHEEK!
As the blade cut through the air, the aura that had been faintly hovering shot out along the trajectory.
Claudia continued, looking at the marks left on the wall where the Auror Blade had struck.
“Access was blocked for some reason.”
“To the point where I can barely meet him even if I become a temporary instructor?”
“Yeah. Or maybe it’s a one-sided relationship where only one side knows.”
Michael, who was thinking deeply about something, suddenly muttered.
“……Then isn’t it dangerous? I wouldn’t do that for no reason.”
Michael was very serious.
Claudia smiled brightly after seeing that sight.
“Don’t take it too seriously. It’s just my speculation with no basis in fact.”
Michael, who had been rubbing his chin, only then did his expression loosen.
In fact, Michael was simply acting to Claudia's rhythm.
“I know. It’s wrong to drive people away based on suspicion alone.”
“That’s it. That’s the focus of this mystery.”
Claudia loved to come up with deductions even for the smallest things, and Michael took on the role of her assistant.
It's a kind of 'detective game'.
So, of course, they had no idea who Cliff had come to the academy to meet.
“Michael?”
Then Claudia found Michael staring blankly at her.
Michael suddenly came to his senses and quickly turned his reddened face away.
Claudia smiled mischievously.
“You fell in love with me again?”
“That’s not it!”
I let my guard down.
Michael found himself falling for Claudia again without realizing it.
There was a moment when Michael looked up again.
“Really not?”
Before I knew it, Claudia's face was right before my eyes.
Just playfully and lovingly.
Claudia was just facing Michael's face.
"no……."
"okay?"
"huh……."
“No, that’s fine.”
Claudia returned to her seat, seeing Michael's face now as rosy as a ruby.
Even though Claudia was far away, Michael's heart did not calm down.
But Michael didn't know.
The fact that Claudia's heart, beating far away, was the same as his own.
“Come to think of it, Michael.”
"hmm?"
“Didn’t you say you were going to the library after class? You said there was a book you needed to find.”
Michael, who was still embarrassed, jumped up from his seat at the mention of the library.
“I forgot. Then I’ll go to the library for a bit. Wait here for a moment.”
“Take your time and come back. Buy some bread from the store on your way back. You know I always eat that?”
"huh……."
Claudia barely managed to suppress her laughter at Michael's sullen shoulder.
“Just kidding, just kidding. Would I really send Michael on such an errand?”
“But you’ve already run bread errands for me more than ten times―”
“What time is it now? The library is closing. Go and come back quickly.”
Michael checked the time at those words and hurriedly left the training ground.
Claudia, who had been smiling beneath her long exhale, muttered as she straightened her sword again.
“You’re so cute… but has this already been twenty times? I guess we should stop playing around like that.”
Claudia, who had made Michael run errands as a joke because she found Michael's reactions cute, reflected on the past.
As Claudia was practicing her swordsmanship again, the Auror Blade left her sword and struck near the entrance to the training grounds.
It wasn't a mistake.
Claudia quietly put her sword away and responded through the slightly open entrance.
“Why don’t you stop peeking and come out?”
The door was opening as Claudia's voice continued.
And then Cliff appeared, having come to see her after skipping countless times.
“I apologize if I disturbed your training.”
No, it was the future Michael Riepenstein.
* * *
Arriving at the library, Michael was wandering among the bookshelves filled with old theories.
Covers that look like they would crumble if you touched them.
The scent of old things that fills the depths of your lungs with every breath you take.
Michael liked those things as much as Claudia.
‘I think I saw it around here last time… … .’
What Michael was looking for was a theory that no one was interested in, a theory that had been forgotten by people.
But to Michael, they were treasures.
“……I found it.”
Michael, who was slightly delighted that someone might hear, took out the book he had found.
"Is space infinite?"
The book poses a question to the reader from the title.
That's why Michael liked this book.
‘If I’m right, we might find a clue here.’
Michael remembered the theory he had been writing.
It was still an untitled, monologue-like, untitled hypothesis that had to be proven someday.
Michael soon walked to a nearby empty desk, sat down, and opened a book.
‘In order to prove the infinity of space, we must first determine the infinity of space, that is, whether there are no gaps.’
That was the beginning of the theory Michael devised.
‘And if you discover the infinity of space… … .’
… … After all, it will also be possible to prove the continuity of that space.
Michael's mind was filled with thoughts that were clearly not those of an academy cadet.
It wasn't because Michael was a genius magician of unprecedented caliber who would never be seen again in the world.
Just instinct.
The animalistic nature of a wizard's constant exploration of magic.
This was soon followed by a pull.
"hmm?"
At some point, Michael's eyes, which were reading the bookshelf, began to waver.
Eventually, Michael's eyes closed tightly as he read a passage from the book.
“Space is not infinite. Space is always unstable and seeks change through countless metamorphoses. However, space is infinite. The reason why space must be infinite is because the ether generated by these aspects must also maintain a certain balance.”
"Therefore, space is infinite but not limitless. This is my conclusion."
Michael's mouth opened as if to vent the unbearable bitterness.
“……This is a contradiction.”
There is no contradiction in any law.
The only reason it seems like there's a contradiction is because we haven't found the answer yet.
‘For space to be infinite, it must be boundless and perfect. For the three-dimensional geometry of an immeasurable scale to maintain its state, it must be perfect.’
That's why Michael was confused.
Space also remains a law of the world.
‘Who on earth comes up with a theory like this… … .’
An angry Michael turned the book over to check the author's name.
‘Hugh Everett? Who is Hugh Everett?’
Michael sighed and opened the book again, thinking that whoever it was must be ignorant of magic.
No matter how nonsensical the book was, once I opened it, I had to read it all to feel satisfied.
“What is the contradiction?”
Then one of the students put his arm around Michael's shoulder and whispered in his ear.
“We ask what the contradiction is. ……you little Claudia.”
* * *
Claudia placed her practice sword on the stand.
Michael opened his mouth, still in his temporary instructor position as Cliff.
“The training facility is better than I thought. I’ll go look around the inside, so you can finish your training.”
Michael, who was about to leave in a hurry, was stopped by Claudia's voice.
“It was me after all.”
“……I don’t really know what it means.”
Claudia took each step carefully, like a detective in a mystery movie reaching its climax.
“As far as I know, the temporary instructor wasn’t supposed to come today. I heard that from my friend who was on cleaning duty in the personnel department.”
“You believe rumors too much. A plan is just a plan, not a set plan. I’m telling you right now that you want to play detective with me, but my time is—”
“The instructor said he was touring the academy. He said something like he was making an excuse, something I didn’t even ask about.”
Slowly, just slowly.
Michael couldn't take his eyes off the approaching Claudia.
Every time I blinked, the child's face became clearer.
“First of all, if you were going to see it, you should have started by looking around the West or East Wing, not the training grounds which are the furthest from the main building.”
Michael just couldn't refuse.
“Then why did the temporary instructor come to the farthest place instead of the closest? Shall I guess?”
Claudia's voice, which had come closer without Michael noticing, was pounding Michael's entire body.
Claudia, who had her arms crossed, smiled with her eyes as if she was certain of her thoughts.
“The reason is―”
That was when.
“Because the familiar mana was here.”
Michael knew Claudia well.
That's why even lies are useless in front of Claudia.
“I was right.”
As Claudia's smile grew deeper, shadows fell over Michael's face.
"you……."
Michael closed his eyes as he heard Claudia's voice clearly.
Now, I don't know how the future will change, but one thing is certain: I have to reset this paradox using a timer.
Claudia continued.
“……You’re Michael’s father, right?”
"hmm?"
Michael opened his eyes reflexively.
Claudia shrugged, uncrossing her arms.
“Aren’t you Lord Friedrich Riepenstein? Oh, now that Michael is the one taking the throne, should I call you father?”
Things were turning out strangely.
On the contrary, it was a blessing for Michael.
“I’m sorry, but my name is Cliff Steinfeld. I’m an instructor, albeit a temporary one. I don’t have time to mess with cadets.”
But Michael even denied that.
This was also because he knew Claudia well.
‘If I were to affirm here, Claudia would rather doubt me. For now, I need to solidify Claudia’s opinion by being negative.’
Michael turned around after finishing his thoughts.
Michael, who had finally passed through the entrance and gone back out of the training grounds, spoke without even looking back at Claudia.
“This time, it was my fault, so I’ll let it go, but if you deceive me again, you won’t be able to get through it safely.”
Michael just left.
Claudia, left alone again, tiptoed towards the stand.
“Then again, there’s no way Michael’s missing father would suddenly show up, right?”
And then, as if he didn't care, he simply swung his sword into the air.
But that was only for a moment.
“By the way, you’ve grown up to be quite a cool adult…….”
Claudia was staring at the spot where the temporary instructor had been standing with a look of zinc precipitation in her eyes.

            “……Michael.”
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It is visible to the eye.
How slow is that fist.
How weak is that fist.
How much is that fist… … .
puck!
… … Is it shameful?
Behind the west wing.
Michael, who was dragged out by three students he met at the library, was being beaten next to a garbage dump.
I don't know why it has to be right.
There was no reason to know.
“How dare you read a magic theory book that only elites like us read? You should go drink and smoke, you punk!”
Because there was no reason in the first place.
“Ah. I was going to have to catch just one kid today because I couldn’t interpret the alcohol properly, but you caught it?”
“Don’t feel too bad. Just think of it as bad luck. You get those days sometimes, don’t you?”
Michael always had to suffer.
It wasn't because I didn't have the strength.
It's not that I don't have anything or that I don't have a reason to fight against injustice.
“……This kind of thing is also a waste.”
house owner.
The weight of the formula he had carried at a young age was oppressing everything about Michael.
“But can I ask you one thing I’m curious about?”
One of the cadets who was still beating Michael raised a corner of his mouth.
“How much did you give Claudia?”
"what……?"
For a moment, Michael thought he had misheard.
The student who asked the question spoke again as if to tell him not to pretend not to know.
“There’s no way Claudia would hang out with a punk like you for no reason. How much did you pay her to have Claudia, who is a sword master, protect you?”
Michael's fist, which he had been clenching to endure the pain of being beaten, gained strength.
My whole body trembled with shame, to the point where my bones felt like they were crushing.
But what I really couldn't stand were the insults he said to Claudia.
“Claudia is pitiful too. She sold her life for a few pennies. Well, I would have done the same if my family had fallen apart.”
“The real bad guy is that bastard Michael. He’s a shameless bastard who uses our poor Claudia for money.
“It’s a bit disappointing, Michael. But you’re the head of a family, so you shouldn’t be doing that to commoners like us. Okay?”
And then the cadets looked at each other and giggled, wondering what was funny.
It didn't matter to them what Claudia's family lineage was.
I just needed an excuse to harass Michael.
“So how much did you buy?”
That was when.
“I’m sure Claudia wasn’t just selling you time. Hey, stop, everyone. Let’s hear. How far Claudia sold herself to this kid.”
“It’s obvious. But I’m still curious.”
The cadets were increasingly crossing the line.
In the first place, there was no line they had to keep.
Because it's always been like this.
“…….”
Michael seemed to have been thrown into the street, completely naked.
Honor and conviction have long since been fenced off and made into spectacle.
I can tolerate all the insults I get from myself.
Even things that have to be met for no reason.
But I couldn't stand to curse at Claudia.
It was the moment when Michael's circle slowly began to rotate.
“Are you really that curious about that?”
When everyone turned their heads at the voice coming from the other side, Claudia, holding her bags behind her back, lowered her head.
The cadets who had been insulting Claudia and Michael just a moment ago began to turn pale when they saw her face.
“Huh, Claudia? We were just joking……!”
“A joke? If you say something behind someone’s back, it’s not a joke. It’s gossip.”
For a moment, Claudia calmly stretched out the hand she had been hiding behind her back.
The aura condensing at the tip of his fingers was forming the shape of a sword.
The cadets who had seen with their own eyes the realm of the Sword Master that they had only heard of through rumors hurriedly knelt down.
“We were wrong, Claudia!”
“Okay, I won’t say that again!”
The rumor that students who were good at swords and magic at the academy attacked Claudia and were brutally defeated was nothing more than a rumor.
Claudia above all else.
“You guys decide.”
"what……?"
“Which of you three will duel me first?”
He was a person who was especially kind to Michael.
“Even if it’s a cadet duel, it’s still a duel, so it doesn’t matter if one side gets cut off, right?”
Claudia's pale, smiling appearance was like that of a ghost.
While the cadets were struggling, pushing each other's backs, Claudia nodded to Michael.
“And you should be apologizing to the wrong person. You should be apologizing to Michael, not me.”
The cadets who looked back at Michael hesitated.
Even if it wasn't for Claudia, my pride wouldn't allow me to apologize to Michael.
Claudia sighed and continued.
“Have you forgotten that Michael is a wizard? What if Michael comes to see you with these memories? The chairman is already very sensitive these days.”
Only then did the cadets realize the situation and kneel down in front of Michael.
“Sorry, Michael! We must have lost our minds for a moment.”
“So, could you please keep this a secret from the chairman…?”
Michael was taken aback by the sudden change in the cadets' attitude.
When he turned his head, Claudia, who was already smiling mischievously, winked at Michael.
“Is it done now? Then let’s go and see!”
And then the cadets leave without even looking back.
Claudia's voice continued to grab the cadets by the nape of their necks.
“Where are you going? You have to duel me. Decide quickly. Who will die?”
“!”
“Oh, mistake. Forget what you just heard.”
There was no way Claudia would just let it go.
* * *
Everyone has their own space.
Even if it doesn't exist, I will be hoping for it.
A free zone, free from anyone's interference or interference.
“I’m sorry, Claudia…….”
For Michael and Claudia, the rooftop of the Academy was that kind of place.
“Why are you apologizing? It was those guys who were at fault.”
“But because of me, Claudia…….”
The next moment, Claudia, who was sitting next to him, hugged Michael.
“It’s not because of you.”
Michael thought in Claudia's arms.
“I never once thought it was because of you. And I never will.”
If I had a family, would I feel like this?
Was it so warm and affectionate that I could fall asleep like this?
How I wish Claudia were my family.
how much…….
“And thank you.”
"hmm?"
“Thank you for enduring it so well.”
Claudia knew.
“If Michael had wanted to, he could have subdued those guys in one go.”
The fact that Michael is just being patient.
Just be mature, more mature than an adult.
I just have everything under control.
“That’s why I feel relieved. A good wizard like Michael has such powers. Just think about it. A world where those guys abuse their powers like yours. It would be really horrible, right?”
As far as Claudia knew, no wizard in history had ascended to the Fifth Circle at the same age as herself.
In comparison, Michael was already on the verge of reaching the 5th circle.
It was truly a phenomenal skill.
“I want to be strong like Claudia.”
“You are already strong enough.”
“No, that’s not what I meant… I want to be you too.”
"I?"
Claudia tilted her head, not knowing what it meant.
Michael, who had escaped from Claudia's arms, glanced at her face.
“You are confident wherever you go. In class, in front of the instructors and students, and even in front of the chairman.”
“That’s because I have nothing to lose. Michael knows that our family will soon disappear.”
The Laurence family, to which Claudia belonged, was unfortunately on the path to decline.
Claudia was the only hope for the Laurence family.
Michael, who knew that fact, asked quietly.
“Is there any way I can help?”
“Well, there is one thing.”
“What is it? Tell me.”
The next moment, Claudia answered playfully.
“Michael, please marry me.”
"what?"
“The Riepenstein family is the 13th family, right? They also own a huge magic tower. If we marry into such a family, at least our Lauren family will be revived, right?”
“Don’t make jokes like that…….”
Michael hung his head again in rising shame.
Claudia looked away from Michael's reddened ears.
“What if this isn’t a joke?”
"huh?"
Michael suddenly raised his head and looked at Claudia.
“If, really, I approached you with that purpose… what would you do?”
Claudia was looking out at the city with a sad side profile, different from before.
For a moment, the figure seemed infinitely distant to Michael.
It seemed as if she would run away, so far away that I couldn't reach her even if I stretched out my hand.
“It doesn’t matter though.”
This time it was Claudia who was surprised.
Claudia's heartbeat began to gradually increase in speed as Michael's voice continued without the slightest hesitation.
“Just stay by my side. So―”
Michael was unable to continue speaking.
I just closed my eyes, feeling Claudia's lips on mine under the setting sun.
* * *
A hum came out.
On the way home from school, Claudia, who was walking home, stopped in her tracks, wondering what was so good about her.
“……Is this Michael’s first time too?”
Then, she gently touched her lips with her fingertips and kept giggling.
It was my first time kissing someone.
Moreover, I was extremely happy that the opponent was Michael.
‘Anyway, it’s cute.’
Claudia thought of Michael, who had run away home after kissing her and not knowing what to do.
This time, Claudia was also accidental.
That wasn't in the plan.
""It doesn't matter though.""
The moment I heard those words.
"Just stay by my side."
Because plans and such didn't really matter.
“…….”
The smile disappeared from Claudia's lips as she arrived in front of the house.
Claudia opened the front door expressionlessly and entered, looking up at the house that looked like it could collapse at any moment.
“I’m back.”
From the moment she stepped into the front door, a cold air greeted Claudia.
There was a presence, but no one came to greet Claudia.
It was the moment when I finally passed through the creaking entrance and entered the living room.
“……How did things go?”
A middle-aged man, who had been looking into the crackling fireplace, continued speaking without taking his eyes off the flames.
“The Riepenstein family. Michael Riepenstein.”
He was Claudia's father.
At the same time, he was the head of the declining Laurence family.
Claudia, who had been blankly staring at her father's back with eyes devoid of any emotion, smiled brightly.
“You’re totally into me?”
“Just keep doing that from now on. Don’t let anyone else look at you, and only look at you.”
Claudia was holding her left hand, which was hidden to the side, as if it was going to break, despite her smile.
Still, Claudia's smile remained unchanged.
“Don’t worry. Michael only knows me. You can’t live without me now, right?”
“Well, that’s fortunate.”
After a while, Claudia gave a brief greeting and headed to her room.
“……Claudia Lauren.”
Her father's voice, like the smell of burnt-out firewood, began to fill Claudia's heart.
“You are our family’s treasure. Just like your mother always said.”
Claudia closed her eyes tightly as she recalled the memory of her mother that she had briefly forgotten.
Claudia knew too.
She was a treasure of the Laurence family.
A beautiful and expensive treasure that can be traded for anything.
“But in my eyes, you are still just a diamond in the rough.”
In the darkness, her father's voice, colder than the air in the house, tormented Claudia.
“Don’t forget that Michael is just a tool to craft you. Also, keep in mind that your goal is not to become a Sword Master, but a Weapon Master.”
“Yes, father.”
After finishing the conversation, Claudia entered the room and quietly closed the door.
Then he knelt down and let out a ragged breath.
“Haa, haa……!”
It felt like my insides were burning black.
My whole body ached as if my skin was being peeled off by the wind.
‘I am just a tool. A tool to revive our family… … .’
That thought wouldn't leave my head.
Her father, who was once kind and generous, was already dead in Claudia's memory.
Now all that was left was someone who had turned the shell inside out.
At least he wasn't my father.
If he were a real father, he would never do something like this to himself… … .
“……I hate them all.”
My breathing has calmed down.
But my heart was not at peace.
Claudia picked up the sword that was still on the stand with her shaking hands.
“Now, I don’t like it.”
The moment the scabbard was removed, the blade met Claudia's neck.
I want to disappear like this.
I don't want to hurt Michael.
As my grip on the handle grew stronger, my body felt heavy and miserable, but on the contrary, my mind was becoming lighter and more comfortable.
““I have you. I have you, Claudia.””
That was when.
““That’s why I can endure it. The pain and suffering is just… a moment.”
In Michael's hallucination, Claudia's hands were losing strength.
Claudia finally put down her sword.
She looked up at the ceiling filled with old darkness and recited the name.
“Michael…….”

            As if mocking the harsh reality, only the pain flowed down my cheeks indifferently.
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A teddy bear with a blue ribbon approached Michael.
[You look very happy. Did anything good happen at the Academy today?]
Then the teddy bear with the red hairpin shook its head.
[What a good thing. The Academy is no different than usual. Let me guess. I think… … Michael is thinking of Claudia right now. Am I right?]
At those words, Michael, who had been watching the teddy bears, hid his smile as if embarrassed.
“That’s not it.”
[What's not to say? Hey, Blue. What do you think?]
[I think the same. Claudia is the only one in this world who makes Michael happy.]
Since the teddy bears weren't in the mood to just let it go, Michael had no choice but to confess what happened that day.
“Actually, today with Claudia…….”
[Say it quickly and don't hesitate. I'm going to die if I keep waiting.]
[Red, your problem is your lack of patience. I feel so sorry for the cotton used to fill that useless head.]
[You're the one with the snout. Wait. I'll sew it up while you sleep.]
[My mouth is already sewn shut.]
Michael shut his eyes tightly and shouted softly as the teddy bears started to make noise.
“Both of you are noisy!”
[I'm sorry it's noisy.]
[Anyway, blue is the biggest problem.]
“You too.”
[Ugh, I hate Michael.]
The teddy bears turned their backs on each other.
Michael continued, petting the teddy bears.
“So, today Claudia and I…… kissed.”
[what?]
[Interesting.]
The surprised teddy bears started to fuss as if they had never been angry before.
Meanwhile, Michael, whose face had turned red like an apple, lowered his head.
“That too, Claudia first……”
[My hypothesis is that it is a signal.]
“A signal?”
[The fact that the core users touched each other's bodies meant that they were exchanging mana―]
[If you don't know anything, get out of here!]
Red, who had covered Blue's mouth, looked up at Michael and continued speaking.
[Don't pay attention to what he says. But it's a sign, Michael. And it's a very good sign. It's clear that Claudia likes you too.]
“Me, really?”
[Do you think I'll believe you if I say I'm putting my favorite hairpin on what I just said?]
As Red confirmed it, Michael's heart, which had been quiet, began to beat again.
Michael pulled the blanket close to his chest, fearing that any sound might escape.
“So what should I do now?”
[Have to push through.]
“Push? How?”
Red pointed to his mouth with his short arm.
[Next time you kiss me first.]
Then Blue intervened
[I don't know what the meaning of that act is. Confirming each other's relationship through mere physical contact is an extremely unpleasant and barbaric old… … .]
Blue couldn't continue speaking.
Michael, who had just thrown Blue aside, listened to Red's words.
[Why would Claudia kiss you? She must have held it in for so long that she made the first move because you didn't seem to understand her feelings. It's also rude to make someone wait too long.]
"I see……."
[It's your turn now, Michael. Go tomorrow and prove your heart to Claudia.]
The next moment, the mana that had been in the teddy bears returned to Michael.
Then I got up from bed and stood in front of the mirror next to the wardrobe.
“……What should I do?”
The immature and timid appearance was nowhere to be seen.
The person standing in front of the mirror was none other than Michael Riepenstein, the 23rd head of the Guardian family.
‘Until now, you thought Claudia was lying to you, but it won’t be long before you find out.’
But it was all an act.
Michael had already guessed why Claudia had approached him.
However, the reason Michael couldn't push Claudia away was because he knew that her feelings were sincere.
Only then will Claudia not leave Michael's side.
“…….”
Michael returned to bed and looked at the teddy bears he had picked up.
It is an obvious fact that lies cannot last long.
But not now.
‘I still have to hide it.’
The moment when all the truth is revealed and Claudia is about to leave.
Until I could firmly hold that hand to keep her from leaving.
“Claudia…….”
Claudia's face was rising before Michael's eyes. Michael had already forgiven her.
“You must-”
Ding dong.
At that moment, the doorbell rang from downstairs.
But that was it.
There was no knock on the door, no voice calling for anyone.
“Who is it at this hour?”
The issue of inheritance and family succession was already resolved last year.
So no one came to see Michael anymore.
Michael finally went down the stairs and arrived at the front door.
The moment Michael reached for the handle, the front door opened from the outside.
"you are……?"
Beyond the open door, a still unfamiliar face was staring at Michael.
Cliff, who had been waiting for Michael in a neat posture, opened his mouth.
“I have something to tell you.”
* * *
Michael tilted his head as he stared at Cliff, who was sitting on the living room sofa as if it were his own home.
“What do you want to say?”
This was the third time Michael had asked.
Still, Cliff did not open his mouth.
Cliff simply faced Michael like a fisherman trying to figure out what was living in the sea.
“Our house is not a park bench. If you’re going to stay like that, please go back.”
Michael, unable to bear it any longer, got up from his seat.
Cliff still didn't move an inch.
It was the moment when Michael had no choice but to take out the crystal ball and call the police.
“Claudia.”
Michael stopped at the mere mention of that name. The reasoning Claudia had told him earlier at the training grounds came to mind.
Cliff, who had risen from his seat following Michael, only then began to talk.
“What is your relationship with that cadet?”
“Why would you do something like that―”
“I asked the questions. You just have to answer them.”
It's cold.
Is this what it would feel like to have a conversation with a living corpse?
Still, Michael did not back down and answered Cliff.
“Please tell me why I have to answer. I can’t answer you until then.”
“That means you are maintaining some kind of relationship.”
"that……."
weird.
I feel like I'm being watched over and over again by that person who's always in front of me.
From the first time we made eye contact until now.
Cliff's relaxed expression, as if he knew everything, was proof of that.
“That’s right. Claudia and I are friends. It’s not unusual. It’s natural for students in the same class to become friends.”
“I see. That’s what it means to be a friend.”
"yes."
Cliff trailed off.
A strange tension crawled up Michael's ankles.
The next moment Cliff opened his mouth as if to tell of a misfortune that was about to happen.
“Break up with Claudia.”
“What did you say?”
“It means we shouldn’t meet again―”
Cliff couldn't continue speaking.
The moment the spell was arranged before Michael's eyes, a blazing spear was aimed at his forehead.
“You’ll have to be careful what you say from now on. My magic is stronger than you think.”
There was no reason to endure it.
Claudia was everything to Michael, so for some reason she couldn't tolerate those words.
“The arrangement is not neat. You should know that you can never create good magic by putting emotions into mana.”
Cliff, on the other hand, was still relaxed.
Cliff answered, looking at Michael's still awkward arrangement compared to his future self.
“And I think you’re the one who needs to be careful.”
“……What does that mean?”
“Because your greed will cost Claudia her life.”
For a moment, Michael's eyes became blank.
At the same time, Cliff, who did not miss the gap, dismantled the messy arrangement and approached right in front of Michael's nose.
“Claudia is going to die soon.”
"untruth-"
“It’s not a lie.”
Michael raised his head and looked up at Cliff.
For some reason, Cliff's eyes were reflecting his own face with infinite sadness.
“Claudia would die for you. So get away from that child.”
“Who are you……?”
Cliff finally turned his back and took a step forward.
It seemed as if there was only a vast emptiness surrounding him.
Cliff's voice echoed in that emptiness.
“I am a prophet. A prophet who happened to see into your future.”
“You saw my future…?”
Michael asked suspiciously. Cliff nodded.
“Please go back immediately.”
There was no reason to listen to this story any longer.
“Do you know how many people like you I’ve seen so far? The means and methods are different, but the goal is the same in the end. Not to mention, now you have my future…….”
The end of the words became blurry like Michael's eyes. Michael pointed to the front door as if he was tired.
“Go back.”
“Whether you believe me or not―”
“Get out!”
Cliff got up from his seat at Michael's command and quietly headed toward the front door.
Cliff's face was so expressionless that it was impossible to tell what he was thinking.
"……wait for a sec."
The next moment.
“Can you prove that that is true?”
As if he had no regrets, Cliff turned his back to the front door despite those words.
“In two days, one of your class’s students will lose his life during training.”
“You can manipulate that as much as you want if you put your mind to it—”
“Also, before lunch that day, Claudia will tell you this.”
Finally Cliff turned to Michael.
“……Have you ever thought about how time will flow when you die?”
* * *
It was all a lie.
No, it had to be a lie.
At least that's what Michael wanted to believe.
“Michael.”
“…….”
“Michael?”
Michael, who had been absentmindedly listening to the class, suddenly came to his senses at the sound of Claudia's voice again.
"huh?"
“What are you thinking about?”
“Oh, it’s nothing. Nothing…….”
"okay?"
Claudia, who was tilting her head, asked Michael without telling the instructor who was teaching her manners and etiquette.
“Then, while you’re at it, why don’t you think about this too?”
Her eyes, tinted with sunset, turned to the clock. Claudia continued, looking at the clock that read 11:55.
“When is it now?”
“Lunchtime… 5 minutes ago.”
Michael answered, lifting his eyes, which were a disturbing shade of blue. But he couldn't look at his watch.
Claudia grumbled as if she was displeased with something.
“Isn’t something strange?”
“You think it’s strange?”
“When I look at a slowly moving clock and wonder how much time will pass, time really does pass slowly. It’s as if it’s testing my patience.”
Michael just nodded, remembering what Cliff had said to him two days ago.
Claudia continued.
“At this time, and for a moment, when I open my textbook without thinking, especially the history book, and am doodling the people in it, and then I hear the bell ringing to announce lunchtime. At these times, time passes relatively quickly.”
"so……?"
“This shows that time is not absolute. Like the difference between the two cases mentioned earlier.”
Claudia paused for a moment and looked around at the Academy cadets sitting in the same classroom.
Some cadets were diligently taking notes during class, some were dozing off, avoiding the instructor's eyes, and some were just looking forward to lunch time like they were.
Claudia, who was looking at them all, asked a question into the air.
“Doesn’t that mean we’re all living our own lives?”
At the same time, it was a question to the world.
But Michael wasn't listening.
For some reason, only an inexplicable sense of anxiety was stimulating him.
As if Cliff's prophecy was coming true.
Still, Michael answered with a smile.
“You are right. Just as I live in the time of Michael Riepenstein, you also live in the time of Claudia Lauren.”
Then Claudia also smiled along with Michael.
But that laugh was awkward.
Much more than Michael.
Meanwhile, the hour and minute hands pointed to 12 o'clock. The teacher, who had finished class, was leaving the classroom.
“Let’s go have lunch too.”
Michael, trying to shake off his thoughts, got up from his seat and followed the other cadets.
Claudia, burying her body deep in the backrest, shook her head.
“There’s no need to rush.”
weird.
There's no such thing as prophecy.
But why… … .
“I wonder what Grace is doing. I wish today were the weekend.”
… … Is it really that scary that my heart feels like it’s going to burst?
A breeze blew through the window. Claudia's black hair, neatly draped along her shoulders, lingered before Michael's eyes.
‘Please, please don’t say anything, Claudia.’
Michael's heart felt like it would stop as Cliff's voice kept repeating itself.
That was when.
“Michael.”
It was only then that the future that had not yet arrived began to be observed.
“Have you ever thought about how time passes when you die?”

            Michael's face turned pale at that question.
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“……My memory has changed.”
Michael, sitting on a bench overlooking the lake, touched his temple.
As he said, some past was coming back to him and slowly mixing with his existing memories.
I wasn't particularly confused, because I expected it to happen.
‘But what’s more confusing is… … .’
The next moment, a young, beautiful voice that had not yet reached puberty was heard from behind Michael.
“Did you know I was coming here?”
Michael, looking back on his past, just stared at his younger self in silence.
Young Michael continued.
“It was all true. Claudia asking me those questions, Claudia almost dying during training, all of that…….”
I was having a hard time.
More than ever, the young patriarch was writhing in pain.
“……What should I do?”
“I already told you.”
Saying goodbye to Claudia.
That was the only way to save her.
“What if I refuse?”
“According to the future I observed, Claudia will die.”
Michael spoke of her death nonchalantly.
Rather, saying this is the way to save her.
“Is there no other way?”
Eventually, young Michael burst into uncontrollable anger.
“You know everything! So there must be another way!”
Soon Michael's past came crashing down.
His childhood was always filled with anger.
But after the anger faded, what was left was an empty shell that could not be filled.
“There will be a way, a way to save Claudia…….”
The series of emotions that the boy was going through right now were all things Michael had experienced.
Michael said expressionlessly.
“There is no method.”
Just as there are no blind spots in the theory of time.
“Therefore, you cannot save Claudia. So, leave.”
At Claudia's side.
“Only that will save Claudia, whom you love…….”
Suddenly Michael put his hand to her cheek.
Lukewarm moisture clung to my fingertips.
Before he knew it, Michael was shedding tears as he reminisced about the past.
Without a sound.
Without any emotion being absorbed.
Just dazedly, purposelessly and clearly… … .
“There is no other way.”
Michael turned around in a hurry and continued speaking while looking out at the lake.
“Don’t you know better than that?”
The moment his voice reached his ears, the young Michael remembered his own ‘hypothesis’ that had been hidden in a drawer.
According to that hypothesis, that statement was not wrong.
Rather, it was simply undeniably clear.
“……If you really do that.”
Young Michael finally made up his mind and stood up, clenching his fists.
“If you do that, will you really be able to save Claudia?”
The young voices that had started to jump passed Michael and threw themselves into the lake.
Michael answered, watching the listless words sinking beneath the surface.
“You know better than anyone what you have to pay to save your life. Now is the time to choose.”
Michael's gaze also plunged to the bottom of the lake along with those words.
“……Will you sacrifice Claudia for your happiness, or will you sacrifice your happiness for Claudia’s life?”
In the end, Michael's heart drowned.
* * *
Yesterday, today, and tomorrow.
Claudia was present at every moment.
At any moment and in any space.
… … I can't imagine a time without Claudia.
Michael, who had broken up with Cliff, was returning to the academy.
I didn't think of anything.
The only thing that was certain was that Claudia was going to die because of him, and that he had to destroy the world himself to prevent that.
“Michael? Michael!”
Claudia, who was loitering around the main gate of the academy, spotted Michael and ran straight to him.
Claudia asked worriedly, gently holding Michael's hand.
“Where the hell did you go without saying anything? I was so worried—”
“Why should I say that?”
Michael's gaze, which had been hanging on the tip of his toes, fell on Claudia.
“Where do I need to get your consent to go?”
“That’s not what I meant. I just…….”
“I just what?”
The next moment, Michael laughed like a corpse.
“Why were you worried because your wallet disappeared?”
"what?"
“Of course you’re worried. Without me, you wouldn’t be able to buy even a single loaf of bread from the store.”
“…….”
In contrast to his frozen appearance, Michael's heart was melting hot.
Michael continued speaking as if melted iron was flowing freely.
“Guess why I’m saying this. You’re good at something, right? Playing detective.”
Claudia still had no answer.
Michael continued, his voice belching acrid smoke like an incinerator burning everything.
“If you can’t do it, should I?”
And then Michael took a step closer.
Michael continued speaking mechanically, as if he were reading a book.
“You’re a sword master. You’re popular. You caught the chairman’s eye and even got a scholarship to attend the academy. But isn’t that strange? Why do you have such regrets that you follow me around while I get bullied by the other students?”
Every single word tormented Michael.
Claudia shook her head desperately.
“No, Michael. That’s a mistake.”
“You said the day before yesterday, right? If you want to go somewhere, you need to have a purpose. So what is your purpose? For what purpose did you come to me?”
Ice wall.
At this moment, Claudia felt as if she was facing an infinitely large and cold ice wall.
The boy who had been trapped on the ice wall raised the corners of his mouth as he looked at Claudia.
“You just needed money. Money that you could easily withdraw and spend anytime, anywhere.”
“No, that’s not true…….”
“Don’t cry, Claudia.”
Michael absentmindedly wiped away the tears running down Claudia's cheeks.
“Because even this sight is disgusting now.”
Claudia's tears weren't enough to melt Michael.
But Claudia didn't know.
The fact that the ice wall, frozen so deep that you can't see the end, is slowly, very slowly breaking apart from the very deep inside.
“I know everything now. I know why you approached me. But, Claudia……”
Blood dripped down Michael's left hand, which he had hidden behind his back.
The fist he was holding was stained red with blood, showing how deeply his fingernails had dug into it.
“……How much can you sell to me?”
Soon, Michael's right hand, which was wiping away Claudia's tears, stopped.
“A kid like you wouldn’t have much time. Those hypocritical answers would be enough to buy you a few things you want to eat. Then all that’s left is—”
The next moment, Claudia's hand passed before my eyes.
Between those hands, Michael's world was soaked with tears.
Claudia opened her mouth as if shouting to the world from the edge of a cliff.
“How did you…….”
It didn't hurt.
“Even if everyone else is gossiping like that, you shouldn’t be the only one saying that……!”
It must have been the cheek that the Sword Master struck, so it wouldn't have been strange if the skin had burst the moment it was hit.
Why, why, why, doesn't it hurt at all?
“I really liked you. If only I had known that this was the price I would pay for that sincerity…!”
Claudia, who was unable to continue speaking, lowered her head and spoke of eternity.
“……Sorry, goodbye.”
Claudia, who is infinitely distant in Michael's eyes.
All that was left was the asphalt stained with her tears.
Michael, left alone, muttered quietly.
“Is it okay now? Is this okay…….”
Soon Michael cried out in resentment towards the world.
“The only thing I had left was Claudia! You took everything from me. Everything from me…!”
Michael sat down as if he was falling.
Michael's fingertips were curled up as he lay face down on the floor.
“Fuck…….”
Michael was now alone.
* * *
I was worried.
Always standing at the crossroads of choice, whispering Claudia's name.
In the sunlight that pours in with the bright morning.
In the shade of noon, which that child especially loved.
Under the night sky that we wanted to look up at together at least once.
In all these places, Michael was always troubled.
‘The reason Claudia died is because she met me.’
The truth has not changed.
So then, how can we save Claudia?
How can Michael meet Claudia again?
“……This was the correct answer.”
There was only one way.
‘Michael, from now on, you will live forever in loneliness.’
The path that would lead him and Claudia apart forever. That was the only choice and method that could save Claudia.
‘I will be in pain and in pain again, and I will never forget Claudia and will only love that child’s name sadly… … .’
Michael, who confirmed that his past self and Claudia had broken up, was walking alone through the empty streets.
‘… … Still, I have to hold on.’
I had to hold on.
‘Still, we have to live.’
I had to live.
‘Even if I will never be able to call Claudia’s name in my future time… … .’
Tears flowed with every step I took.
The future won't change much.
Michael will bring Ariel into the family because he misses Claudia.
Michael will push Grace's heart away endlessly because of his longing for Claudia.
Michael will eventually complete the theory of time because he misses Claudia.
That's how Michael missed Claudia━━.
“……Claudia.”
Eventually, it collapses from the knees down.
The man who was like ice is now shattered like glass.
“Claudia, Claudia, Claudia…….”
Michael cried, calling only that name, like a bird that could no longer fly.
‘I, I couldn’t save you… … .’
There were no blind spots in the theory of time.
Just as Michael received eternal pain in exchange for saving Claudia, time did not allow any exceptions under its perfectly established laws.
‘You must not forgive… … .’
Before he knew it, Michael was holding a timer in his hand.
The timer is set back to the current time.
Michael, with his thumb on the button, took a deep breath through his unstoppable tears.
‘… … Please don’t forgive me, Claudia… … .’
Woohoo!
Now it was time to pay the price.
* * *
I opened my eyes that were closed in tears.
The unchanging laboratory scene greeted Michael.
Michael quickly wiped his eyes and raised his head toward the window where River Craft was standing.
“The experiment went smoothly… Master?”
But there was no sign of River Craft there.
Michael checked the time, wondering if there was something wrong.
Time passed exactly one second as scheduled.
All of that happened in just one second.
“Master! River Craft Master!”
Michael escaped from the laboratory and ran around the house.
Still, no trace of Rivercraft could be found.
The next moment, anxiety came over him.
‘There is no trace of space jumping or blinking. Even if the master is a great magician, it is impossible for him to disappear in one second without leaving any trace.’
Michael soon returned to the lab and picked up his smartphone from the table.
It was the moment when I checked the contact information with trembling fingertips.
'……there is.'
Fortunately, River Craft's contact information remained.
It meant that she had not disappeared from this world.
Michael sighed in relief and hurriedly made a call.
After a few rings, Michael opened his mouth to say that the call was connected.
“Master, where on earth are you now?”
That was when.
[… … What are you?]
It was only then that Michael realized that something was wrong.
[Why did you call me after decades and ask me out of the blue where I was?]

            Reality was already out of sync.
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The path I always walk feels awkward.
“Do you now realize how cruel the wounds you inflicted on Claudia back then were?”
It was a road I could walk with my eyes closed thanks to the daily commute.
Even if I go blind, I want to go see only her.
““At first, I thought you were misunderstanding something. No. It was just you, you changed. To the point where I couldn’t recognize you… so strange, like a monster.”
I always missed you.
There wasn't a single moment when I didn't miss you.
I force myself to move my legs when I don't want to, and open my eyes when I don't want to see.
Every day, every moment, and every hour… …I repeated this to meet you.
"You gave up on Claudia, but Claudia never gave up on you. No matter what you said, no matter how much you pushed her away, Claudia was there for you... "
Every single day was a day I wanted to cry.
Under your hands that always caressed my cheek.
In your whispers that always knew everything.
At the end of my world that always spread with your colors… … .
“……Claudia died for you. She risked her life to save a guy like you. Don’t contact me again. I’ll think of you as dead.”
As Rivercraft's voice continued, Michael's memories were also being reassembled.
Every memory was as vivid as if it had happened just a moment ago.
Before he knew it, Michael had arrived in front of Claudia's gravestone.
“Claudia, I…….”
… … I failed to save you again.
Those words fell like tears toward the tombstone.
At some point, a gust of wind whispered to Michael.
This is enough.
If it's hard, give up.
You can't save her.
……forever.
These were very familiar words.
Those were the words and actions Michael once said and did to Grace.
And now, all of that was coming back like a boomerang to bring Michael down.
In front of Claudia's grave, Michael quietly took out a timer.
Soon, time is set back to the past again.
As soon as her fingertips were on the button, her lips parted.
‘… … will save you.’
No matter what the price may be.
‘This time I will definitely save you.’
No matter how many times you repeat it.
‘The future I saw, this scenery, together with you… …!’
The next moment, Michael's hand fell limply.
A fallen timer was ticking beneath the trumpet flowers that swayed in the wind.
“……I can’t save you.”
I had no choice but to admit it.
The unchanging reality, the fact that no matter how much you struggle, you are nothing more than a drop in the bucket before the laws of the world.
No matter how many times it costs, no matter how many times it is repeated.
Claudia would be ruined as much as Michael had returned, like a memory that had been distorted beyond recognition.
“I’m sorry, Claudia.”
Michael hugged the tombstone as if recalling Claudia's embrace and cried quietly.
“I’m sorry, I’m really sorry…… I messed up again…….”
In the meantime, time passed relentlessly.
Tick, tick, tick.
Soon, there was a moment when time stopped at one point.
“……Not all stories can have happy endings. And there’s no reason they have to.”
The moment that voice echoed through the cemetery, the page Michael had been standing on was rewritten from the beginning.
“Because that’s life.”
Michael felt an inexplicable hope rise up in him as he heard that voice.
Why would that be?
Was it because he was the savior of this world?
Or maybe it was because he was also the main character.
"you……."
Michael barely raised his head and looked up at him through the blurred world.
A smile brighter than sunlight, yet carefree, was shining on Michael.
Another protagonist of this world continued speaking on the last page.
“Still, I hope your life has a happy ending.”
Rohan is back.
* * *
I knew this kid would do this again.
I wondered what he was doing since he was quiet for a while and I didn't hear any news, but it was obvious even without looking.
“Are you okay?”
We were sitting on a bench overlooking the cemetery.
Michael also seemed to have calmed down and was staring at the graveyard with an upright posture.
“It’s not okay. I’ve never been okay.”
… … Judging from the way you answered this, the condition seems serious.
Still, it's not too late, thank goodness.
If I had been just a little bit later, this guy would have been the epitome of a wreck all by himself.
And then it would have finally collapsed.
I couldn't even guess what Michael, who had collapsed like that, would do.
In the worst case scenario, you could touch the taboo and summon the "Mother of the Black Forest".
If it had gone that far, I would have had to give up on Michael.
“How did you know I was here?”
That's why I came here.
I answered Michael's question as if it was nothing.
“I stopped by Michael’s house to deliver a travel gift. There was no one there. The front door was open and the house was a mess. I thought he might be here, so I came to check it out.”
It wasn't a lie.
First of all, I had a hunch about it since I discovered traces of distorted mana in Michael's laboratory.
To be exact, I mean I knew this would happen.
Now that the story was over, I could guess with my eyes closed how Michael would act in the story that was yet to end.
"“Just wait, Rohan. Soon, I will prove the ‘theory of time’ in that world.”
Above all, Michael in the first round even boasted to me that he would save Claudia.
Even though we live in different spaces, we are already connected to one world.
“I showed you an ugly sight. Excuse me.”
Michael, who had soon come to his senses, was walking away from me.
I opened my mouth as I watched Michael's shoulders swaying aimlessly.
“Are you giving up?”
Even those words didn't stop Michael.
As if he was no longer going to stay in the past, but was now going to endure everything and move forward.
The moment I said that name, Michael stopped walking.
“I asked if you were really going to give up Claudia.”
“……It’s not something you can talk about lightly.”
“You’re more timid than I thought. The person I know is like this—”
In the blink of an eye, flames were boiling right in front of my nose.
Michael, who was shimmering beyond the flames, turned to me and shouted.
“You don’t know. You don’t know anything! Every time I save her, the price I have to pay is not a mere memory!”
I know.
Michael thought that sacrificing himself would be enough, but the price is not that simple.
… … Every time Michael turned back time, it wasn’t he who had to pay the price, but everyone living in the same worldline as him had to bear the burden.
In short, it's like this.
Just as the moment I arrived at the airport, in my changed memory, River Craft was hating Michael.
Michael has already lost his master, River Craft, in return for his intervention in the past.
But on the other hand, River Craft also lost Michael.
It was no coincidence that I went straight to see Michael after returning from my honeymoon.
Because I too felt the world line starting to subtly misalign.
I finally answered the man who was like completely shattered glass.
“I may not know anything, as Michael says. But I do know this one thing for sure.”
I walked towards Michael as if I was stepping barefoot on sharp shards of glass.
“I struggled just like you. You already saw why I struggled, so you know that.”
Grace.
For her, the final boss of this world and the one who will ultimately meet a tragic end.
“I too have faced a wall that I cannot overcome at every moment. This is what I call that wall.”
Finally, I arrived in front of Michael and continued speaking while looking into his broken eyes.
"……fate."
If I had to name the biggest and most fucked up law in the world, I would say without hesitation, ‘fate.’
Fate is cause and effect.
The outcome was already decided from the beginning.
“At first, I couldn’t change the outcome that was determined by fate. No matter what I did.”
When I thought I had changed something, something else would happen, and when I thought I had solved it, something similar would happen again somewhere else.
In the midst of that adversity, the answer I found was one.
“We can’t change the outcome. The laws and balance of the world will constantly interfere with us in the name of destiny. So what should we change? What and how should we change so that you can jump over that damn wall?”
The next moment, the broken pieces of Michael were moving backwards.
It was the moment when Michael regained focus as his broken eyes closed.
"……for a moment."
I smiled at that reaction.
“I think I’m going to need your help.”
I knew you'd find the answer, Michael.
* * *
Rohan had just returned from his honeymoon and was looking through his magic notebook in the lab with Michael, without any time to prepare for his daily routine.
Rohan touched one of the laws written in the "Theory of Time" with his fingertips.
“These are the laws we must keep an eye on.”
Michael also read the law following Rohan. Rohan continued.
“The most important thing in the first law is not time or space, but ‘continuity of observation.’”
Michael nodded in agreement and added:
“Because the very concept of time ceases to exist when continuity is disrupted.”
“Yes. First of all, Michael only observed Claudia’s death, not the process of her death, that is, the time of her death.”
Rohan injected the circle.
Soon the circle began to perform three scenes simultaneously.
“And the third law of time theory. All space, which we call time, is determined by the moment of observation, out of the state of superposition.”
Rohan looked at the first scene with Michael.
In the first scene, based on Michael's explanation, he was running away from something with Claudia when he was a child.
Rohan continued, his eyes moving to the third scene where Michael was holding the already dead Claudia.
“According to these laws, the process by which Claudia dies has not yet been determined in our worldline. As we are seeing now.”
Michael just remained silent.
A silence that is more overwhelming than any affirmation.
Then Michael turned his head to the second scene, which had only a slash drawn over a question mark.
‘If what Rohan said and what I thought were true, there would be a hole.’
Certainly Michael did not witness Claudia's death.
It was embarrassing, but it was because I left her behind and ran to the rooftop.
As a result, the promise with Claudia to meet on the rooftop was not kept.
“Then that doesn’t make sense.”
Michael, who had raised a question, pointed to the second scene.
“Since I did not observe Claudia’s death, this world line cannot be established according to the first law of time theory.”
“Yes, but time was established. To be precise, some kind of observation was established without our knowledge.”
“So my theory was wrong in the end…….”
Michael lowered his head and his gaze was directed towards the magic notebook.
That too is regrettable.
“I think a little differently.”
That was when.
“Michael’s theory was not wrong. If this place…….”
As Rohan manipulated his mana, the second scene changed.
Rohan continued speaking, watching the scene that had changed.
“……If you change it like this, it can be explained very simply.”
What was drawn in that scene was a single line.
A straight line connecting the first and third scenes.
“I call this line ‘probability.’”
"probability?"
“Yes. Or, as we might call it, inevitability.”
Rohan thought about the plausibility of the world that had helped him.
But it wasn't always helpful.
At times, in order to preserve the continuity of the world, Probability pushed Rohan's life to the limit.
“Now this possibility fills in the blank. Only then can Claudia’s death be explained.”
“Then, if we observe this time instead of probability, space-time will break out of the superposition state and become fixed.”
“That’s right. It’s impossible for an intangible entity like probability to act as a perfect observer. This is a blind spot in the theory of time.”
Only then did Michael feel certain that he had found the answer.
Rohan continued, his eyes moving to the timer on the table.
“Then let’s first correct the misaligned world line.”

            Now it was time to change the ending of this story.
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                                § Time theory (complete)
Standing in front of the mirror, I felt unfamiliar with my own appearance.
How much time had passed since Claudia's death was written plainly on his face.
‘Wait a minute, Claudia.’
Before going back to the beginning again, Michael, who had just finished showering with a pious mind, was straightening his collar.
It was a habit now.
More than anything, I didn't want to show Claudia my disheveled appearance.
Anyway, if I were to use the timer to go back in time, I would have to use my Persona, but inside, I am Michael Riepenstein.
Because I wanted to remain with that name.
‘This time, I will definitely save you.’
With such determination, Michael tousled his hair.
The neat style was now in disarray.
It used to look like this.
A messy and sloppy bare face that didn't care about appearances.
Michael, who had been staring at the sight for a while, soon walked towards the laboratory.
“Come this way. I’ll get the preparations done…….”
Rohan, who had been adjusting the timer in advance, found Michael and trailed off.
That appearance was one that Rohan was very familiar with.
‘… … It seems like you’re determined.’
In the original work, there was a description of Michael similar to this one.
That description was written after Michael paid his heart to the ‘Mother of the Black Forest’ to save everyone.
But Rohan could rest assured.
“Let’s start.”
Unlike back then, there was no anxiety or hesitation in those blue eyes.
Because I was just pursuing the direction I wanted to go in.
Rohan handed the timer to Michael who approached him and calmly listed the thoughts he had organized.
“You just need to reset the most important time zones. Then the misaligned worldlines will automatically recover—”
“I know. It’s our turn to use the law of fate that has always been a hindrance.”
And then Michael, without hesitation, took Rohan's hand and placed it on the timer.
The moment the timer started, their surroundings began to distort.
Woohoo… … !
After a while, they opened their closed eyes.
It was the empty lot where Michael had first arrived when he used the timer.
Michael said, pointing along the way.
“Right now, my current timeline self will be heading to the mansion to meet my past self.”
“Let’s hurry before it’s too late.”
Rohan followed Michael into the alleyway where the mansion was visible.
Rohan frowned as he noticed Michael hiding behind a streetlight.
“What are you doing now?”
“I’ll watch the situation from here. Leave it to you to subdue me when I arrive.”
“I said I would help, but not to this extent―”
Michael, who had just discovered Cliff in the space jump, quickly cut off Rohan's words.
“Now is the time.”
Rohan, who had no choice but to move forward, released his hand.
“……It’s actually good.”
The urge to hit Michael on the back of the head was reaching its limit.
And that was the moment when the mind broke through its limits.
Bam!
Rohan's palm, which had closed the distance in an instant, struck the back of Cliff's head.
Cliff lost consciousness and collapsed from the shock.
Michael, who had used Blink to move to Rohan's side, looked down at Cliff, who had passed out and was bleeding from his nose.
“You seem quite emotional just now.”
“No way.”
“That’s strange. There’s a bump growing on the back of my head now.”
“Because all time is connected. Stop staring and just press the reset button.”
Rohan simply brushed it off.
When Cliff was stopped, the observed future was distorted.
If things continue this way, the world will be re-aligned to correct the current contradictions.
Michael nodded, checking his own condition, which was showing signs of splitting apart and sending faint sparks flying.
“This level of distortion should be enough.”
Michael, who placed Rohan's hand on the timer, quickly pressed the reset button.
Woohoo!
The scenery before my eyes became distorted and my memories were returning to normal.
At the same time, Michael returned to the laboratory with Rohan.
Then, River Craft, who had been pacing around anxiously by the window, greeted Michael.
“Michael! You said it would only take one second, but what about ten hours… Rohan?”
River Craft, who discovered Rohan, tilted his head.
Rohan only gave River Craft a smile and a nod.
River Craft, who had soon read Rohan's thoughts, said as if he had known this would happen.
“You finally changed the past, Michael…….”
"sorry."
“What are you sorry about? I’m glad you’re okay.”
River Craft asked in the safely restored world line.
“So what’s the plan?”
Rohan approached her as she opened the magic notebook next to the experiment table.
“It’s about changing the process.”
Rohan, who had injected mana, began to write something on the magic notebook.
“According to the theory of time, our past, that is, young Michael’s future, has already been determined. In this state, no matter what means are used, the result cannot be changed.”
River Craft nodded as he read what Rohan had written in his magic notebook.
“If it were to change the outcome, the present would change as well. In the worst case scenario, Michael might give up on saving Claudia.”
“That’s right. If that were the case, then this moment where we’re having this conversation wouldn’t be possible. But what if……”
For a moment, Rivercraft's eyes deepened. Her mana was writing the next part on Rohan's behalf.
“We’re going to save Claudia while also making Michael observe his death, right?”
“……That’s correct.”
But no one was happy with the method they had finally found.
River Craft, who had been biting his lower lip, finally broke the silence.
“If this happens, Michael will repeat the same future and suffering. That’s just… cruel.”
The results do not change.
Therefore, Michael would once again have to live a life and time without Claudia.
“It’s not cruel.”
The next moment Michael took a step forward.
He simply told the story, unwavering, just as it had first appeared on the pages of Rohan.
“For me, the reality of living forever without Claudia is more cruel than waiting for days, months, or even decades.”
That's why the stories that have been written so far will not change anything.
“So it’s okay. It will definitely be okay. Because I, too, am Michael Riepenstein, living in the past.”
I could be sure of that one thing.
There is only one thing that is unfortunate.
Michael Riepenstein alone shouldered all the responsibility and weight of this undertaking.
“……Michael.”
River Craft reached out and straightened Michael's collar, which was disheveled due to the distortion.
“I don’t think I have anything left to teach you. It won’t be the same in the future.”
Even River Craft, who had explored most of the truth of the world, could not bear the pain Michael felt so far.
It was a task that no one could handle in the first place.
This kind of life, this kind of time.
Because it was too harsh to be carried on one person's shoulders.
“So I’m going to give you a graduation exam.”
Then River Craft continued speaking, handing Michael a timer.
“Go to the past. And prevent Claudia’s death. Observe the unstable superposition of space and confirm a new future. This is my final test for you as your teacher.”
At those words, Michael raised the corners of his mouth as if he found it funny.
“It seems ridiculously easy for a graduation exam. Do you still think of me as a fifteen-year-old in the fifth circle?”
The broken sunlight was casting a white glow over his shoulders.
“I am Michael.”
His straight eyes were turned towards the world outside the window.
That one name ran through every page, and every description began to be written just for him.
“Michael Riepenstein, the genius wizard of Springwind.”
He was the main character.
* * *
Imperial year 933.
Turquoise sky, fields, and sea.
A literal blue spring.
… Youth.
I remember.
The midday sunlight is so breathtaking.
As I read the book, the wind blows and my eyes close.
Your voice calling me, your voice, your voice━━━
I remembered it all.
Yeah, it was today.
Today, Claudia… … .
“……If someone saw me, they would think I was the main character of a tragic story.”
Michael, who was soaking wet with emotion like a towel soaked in water, glared at Rohan.
“Why are you arguing?”
“What the hell. If you don’t know, go see for yourself.”
Rohan shot mana in front of Michael's face.
Mana began to reflect Michael's face like a mirror.
Michael, who was faced with his own face, his eyes heavy as if they would burst into tears at any moment, quickly walked away.
“You, to others, look like a young prince who has not yet come to his senses.”
“What kind of little prince am I―”
Rohan suddenly looked back at the child-sized ‘avatar’ he was carrying on his side.
That avatar was borrowed from Cornelia before she and Michael used the timer again.
“……Be quiet.”
“What’s that guy’s name? If I get the chance, I’d like to be his friend too.”
“I told you to be quiet.”
“Aha, I see. Maybe you’re saying that because you think I’ll steal that friend from you. Just in case, I’ll tell you that I don’t have such bad tastes.”
Ah, should I just throw it all away and go back?
When Rohan made that expression, Michael quickly changed his words.
“I know where the Bureau agents are. Their movements are obvious.”
“After this, you will have to disguise yourself as an agent using the persona you prepared. You said ‘Code Alpha’ earlier?”
“Yes.”
Code Alpha was the code used by the Bureau agents involved in this incident.
Michael added, recalling the time he had tortured Madison.
“Claudia’s House of Loren was exterminated by the Administration for treason, but the Administration’s real target was the Riepenstein family.”
That was the truth Michael discovered while torturing Madison Ross, the former director of the Administration who had tried to kill Rohan but was killed in return.
“Madison Ross never told me why she was dying in agony. That doesn’t mean she had a mission or a belief.”
Above all, this was the time when the young Adela ascended to the throne as the new supreme ruler in place of the emperor who had suddenly died.
Rohan also agreed.
“In the midst of the chaos in the empire, there is no room for the Emperor or even the royal family to intervene. So why didn’t Madison speak out until the end?”
Rohan already knew.
Michael followed Rohan's lead and told her the real reason Madison was after him.
“What the Bureau really wanted was me and my father. Madison just had a premonition that if she told me the truth, she would die a more painful death.”
Friedrich Riepenstein.
A name that sits at the center of that awkward gap between love and hate.
“It was an extremely natural and natural thing to do. The 13 families were the pillars of the administration and the ones who suppressed it. They probably took advantage of the opportunity when I was young and ascended to the throne to destroy the Riepenstein family and deal with it when my father returned.”
Rohan quietly looked at the side profile of Michael as he spoke.
It was a life that wouldn't have been strange even if it collapsed several times.
But Michael, even though he had fallen, got back up and faced the world more firmly.
“……If.”
Rohan's mouth was opening.
“What would you do if your father came back?”
Michael shook his head without hesitation.
I have asked myself that question countless times throughout my life.
“I don’t know either.”
Each time, Michael couldn't find the answer.
but.
“But I think I’ll be a little happy.”
Rohan thought of Yukarian, who had started talking again to save Bimode and Friedrich.
‘What happened to the story of Eukarian?’
Did you save Michael's father?
Or would the same ending have been repeated in a predetermined fate?
Rohan, who had been hanging his head, opened his mouth as he imagined what kind of ending it would be.
“We will meet again someday.”
It wasn't because Rohan was the only reader in this world.
Michael looked back at the man who had lived in this world with him.
“Just as we will soon rescue Claudia.”
Another protagonist who has ended his story by being woven together with countless stories.
* * *
Everything was blurry.
Even now, everything was unclear, as if I was dreaming.
“Michael.”
"……hmm?"
Michael, who had been staring at the blackboard even after class was over, suddenly raised his head.
Claudia was laughing.
As if nothing happened.
“What are you thinking about?”
“It’s nothing. Why?”
“I should go eat lunch.”
“Ah, lunch…….”
Michael looked around the classroom where only the two of them were left.
Michael then walked down the hallway with Claudia.
Claudia, holding Michael's backpack lightly, approached him.
“Do you want something to eat? I’ll buy you something delicious today. I got my part-time job pay yesterday.”
“I like anything I eat with you.”
“Really? Then should I try the new Hellfire Croquette? It’s said to be ten times spicier than the Fireball Croquette I had before.”
“Okay. Let’s eat that.”
Claudia froze in place at Michael's easy acceptance.
Michael, who was walking alone, turned around at the sound of an unheard sound.
Claudia, who had folded her hands in front of her before she knew it, called his name with anxiety gripping her.
“It’s strange, Michael.”
“You think it’s strange?”
“You don’t like spicy food.”
… … I forgot for a moment.
The fact that I can't hide anything from Claudia.
“Tell me.”
Michael's already sick heart was infecting Claudia, who was by his side, like an infectious disease.
Michael answered her voice.
“Claudia… have you ever thought that time would stop?”
What else did I say?
Claudia drew a smile.
Like this, Michael also often said strange things.
“……There probably was.”
That's why I could tell.
The meaning of that absurdity.
“No, there was. I’ve probably thought about it dozens, hundreds of times, wishing time would stop. I’m sure…….”
Every day was a day of regret.
I resented every single day.
I was miserable every day.
‘If we had really met normally and had a normal relationship… … .’
Regret, resentment, and suffering.
Michael was there in all those moments.
‘… … Could I have loved you without hesitation?’
Perhaps I can't love.
Because Michael deserves to meet someone better than himself, to have a better love, and to live a better life.
“But not now.”
I didn't want that.
“Time keeps passing like this now… I want to live the same time as Michael.”
Even if we have to part ways at a crossroads someday.
“So it’s okay. Don’t blame yourself, Michael.”
“……No. It’s all my fault.”
Claudia also knew that the Riepenstein family's blood flowed through Michael's body, whether it was a curse or a blessing.
But Claudia thinks.
“I’m sorry, Claudia. I saved your life… and someone else died.”
It was a blessing beyond compare.
“It wasn't your fault.”
The moment when he gives Michael an indelible wound.
“You did your best. But if something like this happens again…….”
Michael will repeat time again.
“……Please don’t do that again.”
Because that scar will also be erased.
* * *
“It’s been a long time since I’ve been here.”
Rohan arrived in front of a wall with Michael.
It was a bit odd to even call it a fence.
The mostly collapsed walls had holes of various sizes here and there, and through them one could clearly see the ruins of a house.
Rohan shook the avatar he was holding.
“I’ll go here and get Claudia’s ‘code’.”
“I don’t feel any signs of life. Then I’ll go look for the agents of the Management Bureau.”
After Michael left, Rohan immediately used Blink to enter Claudia's house.
The faint embers of the fireplace, which had piled up and piled up and now collapsed into ash, greeted Rohan.
Contrary to what it looked like from the outside, the inside was an ordinary home.
‘First, I need to find Claudia’s room. What I need to get here is Claudia’s code to use for the avatar.’
Rohan hurried his steps and headed towards the door on the left side of the living room.
Squeak.
A door that opens with an unpleasant creaking sound.
The first word that came to mind was dust.
A scene where time seems to have stopped at some point, untouched by anyone's hand.
Rohan entered the room and looked at the picture frame left on the shelf.
“This is… my parents’ room.”
A harmonious family photo was carefully preserved in the frame.
Even without anyone explaining it to me, I could tell that the man on the left smiling brightly was my father, and the woman on the other side hugging Claudia with endless care was my mother.
“How did it come to this…….”
The family looked the happiest Rohan had ever seen.
But unlike the past that was forever preserved in a frame, the reality that unfolded around Rohan was like a world where everything had become meaningless after the war.
Bam.
As Rohan lifted the frame to get a closer look at the picture, the paper stuck to the back of the frame fell onto the thick layer of dust.
It was the moment when I carefully unfolded the neatly folded paper.
“……She died?”
"She died."
Those words were written all over the paper from beginning to end.
That was when.
Step by step -
The sound of footsteps suddenly coming from outside the window was getting closer.
After putting the picture frame and paper back where they were, Rohan hurried out of the room and went into another room.
‘I wasted too much time because of this damn curiosity. … … But I found it anyway.’
Unlike her parents' room, Claudia's room was neatly organized without a speck of dust.
The blanket, neatly spread out without a single wrinkle, and the desk, polished to a shine, seemed to be filled with a certain loneliness.
‘At this rate, I don’t think I’ll be able to find any dead skin cells, let alone hair.’
The trash can installed next to the desk was also neatly organized.
Rohan tried to escape through the window before it was too late.
'for a moment.'
What caught Rohan's eye was a sword placed on a stand.
Unlike the clean room, that sword was placed on the opposite side.
Soon, Rohan discovered a faint trace of dried blood in the center of the blade, and just in case, he took some of the blood and analyzed the code.
‘Isn’t this Claudia’s blood? Why is there blood on my sword… … .’
The joy of finally obtaining Claudia's code was short-lived, as he began to wonder why there was her blood on his sword.
That was when.
Smart━━
A knocking sound echoed coldly in the room.
Before Rohan could react, a voice was heard from beyond the door.
“Claudia.”
A strange man's voice.
It was certain that Lauren Garzu, Claudia's father, had returned.
Rohan calmly activated his Persona and used the blood on his sword to transform into Claudia's form.
“……Yes, Father.”
There was silence for a moment.
Lauren's voice followed through the gap of silence that had soon formed.
“You didn’t go to school?”
Rohan answered and then felt sorry.
At this time, Claudia was in the middle of taking classes at the academy.
“I left work early. I wasn’t feeling well.”
Silence again.
Silence, silence, silence.
The silence piled up as if it were going to break down the door.
“……How much does it hurt?”
“It’s okay. I guess I just overdid it with my training.”
Rohan, who had barely found the answer, sighed.
“Then get some rest today. For tomorrow.”
The sound of footsteps was fading away beyond the door.
The next moment, as Rohan turned his head toward the window, the same picture frame he had seen in his parents' room came into view.
The picture frame was lying face down as if it didn't want to be seen.
However, it was the moment when Rohan, who thought it was a family photo, straightened the frame.
[Your “understanding” of ‘Claudia Lauren’ increases.]
An unfamiliar memory flashed before Rohan's eyes, and at the same time his mouth opened.
"……father."
The moment I said that name, the sound of footsteps moving away suddenly stopped.
Rohan continued speaking as Claudia's memories emerged.
“Do you still hate me for being alive?”
"It's because of you."
“You died because of me.”
""Because of you, she━━!""
“Because of me, mother―”
“I told you to forget about it.”
The distant footsteps did not come closer again.
Only my father's voice could be heard a little more clearly.
“That’s right. Father told me to forget. But why can’t you forget?”
“…….”
The more Rohan understood Claudia, the more memories came flooding back.
“My father still hates me, so he doesn’t care what happens to me.”
“Don’t talk carelessly.”
“They just see me as a tool to revive their family―”
“I told you not to speak carelessly!”
A scream, like a scream, lingered like a ghost through the house.
“You called me a tool? Yes, you are right. But you are wrong in saying that I used you to revive my family.”
It was the appeal of a man living a meaningless life, having lost a loved one.
“I just wanted you to be like your mother. I just wanted you to be… like her.”
I heard a crashing sound from far away.
The emotions that were built up from an already broken heart are collapsing again… … .
“I’m still alive.”
I opened the door and took a step forward.
Claudia was approaching her father, who was kneeling.
After a while, Claudia slowly hugged her father.
"She died."
There was one child who was hidden in those words.
“I live here.”
“Claudia…….”
Claudia Lauren.
He finally began to face reality, set right his shattered name, and embraced his only daughter in the world.
‘Where did it go wrong?’
Rohan thought.
Could it be from the moment when Claudia's mother lost her life in the last Inma War?
Was it from the moment Claudia's father, who had lost her, gave up resisting the loss and pain?
I don't know.
But one thing is certain: neither Claudia, nor her father, nor her mother.
All of them were innocent of any crime.
“Louis Lauren.”
That was when.
“And Claudia Lauren.”
Beyond the suddenly open front door, shadows were layered.
Rohan and Louis looked up and looked at the 'executors' wearing badges with the Administration's emblem.
The executioner standing in the front tilted his head and continued speaking.
“I will judge you here for your crime of treason with the Riepenstein family.”
Things were going strangely.
Up until this point, it was a past that neither Michael nor Rohan knew about.
At that moment, Louis got up from his seat and pushed Rohan back, firing a circle.
“Run away, Claudia!”
Louis had decided to love his daughter with all his might, but another impending separation threatened to tear them apart.
Louis, who was a wizard, looked back at Rohan while arranging the spell.
“You alone must survive. Do you understand?”
According to the future, Claudia's father, Luis, died along with the extinct Lauren family.
That's why Rohan had to run away and leave him behind.
Yeah, I had to run away.
“……Get out of here.”
With some determination, Rohan got up.
The moment he took a step forward, the surrounding atmosphere began to resonate with Rohan's mana.
‘I will take responsibility for this result.’
It was a reward.
A reward for Michael's saving him on the day Rohan was consumed by the axe of chaos.
‘With this, I repay all my debt to you, Michael.’
Tsk tsk tsk!
The moment "Resonance" manifested, a thin line appeared on the bodies of the executed.
In front of Rohan, who had repeatedly transcended limits, they were nothing more than mere sword masters.
Whisper!
Louis stared blankly at the torn executioners as if they were lies.
After finishing one draw, Rohan put away his sword and extended his hand to him.
“Get up. I don’t want to end it here.”
The world line was moving towards a better future.
* * *
‘There’s still time, but I’d better hurry just in case.’
Rohan, who had evacuated Louis, was moving to find Michael.
His appearance was also changed back to the way it was when he first arrived here using his persona.
"……uh?"
Suddenly a familiar building caught my eye.
Only then did Rohan realize that he was passing through Canterbury, near Little Heath.
‘Come to think of it, I’ve never seen Grace as a child.’
That wasn't even described in the original.
Rohan, curious, jumped over the wall and approached the mansion.
‘There won’t be any Daisy at this time. The only ones who need to be careful are Schlach, or rather, Grandmother.’
Rohan quickly found Grace's room and prepared to jump towards the window.
Phew!
A loud noise is heard at that moment.
The sound came from quite far away, but the aftermath was so great that Rohan was able to pinpoint its location right away.
‘Is it the Fairfield side? It looks like Michael has found the agents too.’
Immediately, Rohan prepared to manifest the space jump.
Creak, Grace's room window was opening.
Rohan noticed a young face sticking its head out the window, and without realizing it, he stopped drinking and hid behind a nearby apple tree.
‘That’s what young Grace looked like.’
There really hasn't been any change.
The current Grace was just a small Grace, wandering in the direction from which the explosion had come, so much so that it made you think that that was exactly what she would look like if she were younger.
‘Now that I’ve seen your face, I’ll slowly tell Michael… … .’
Then Grace, who had placed her hand on the windowsill, took one foot out.
'what?'
Soon, Rohan was helpless and threw himself out the window.
“Grace!”
Rohan instinctively blinked and held Grace in his arms as she fell.
Even if there was grass where you jumped, it was still reckless.
“Are you okay, Grace?”
At Rohan's question, Grace slowly opened her tightly shut eyes.
Then he looked up at Rohan's face and asked.
“Who are you, sir?”
"I am-"
That was when.
“When I was little, I once ran away from home.”
“For some reason, neither Claudia nor Lord Riepenstein came that day.”
Only then did Rohan realize.
“……It’s Rohan.”
From the beginning, he knew that he was destined to save Grace.
“Rohan?”
“Yes, Rohan. I stopped by by chance on my way. I wanted to see how much you’ve grown.”
“Me?”
“Yeah. Your father was my friend.”
Grace was still looking up at him even though Rohan had lowered her to the floor.
It was a face that seemed to have a lot to ask.
Even in these times, Grace was the type of person who spoke with her face and gestures rather than words.
“Your father, you know, was a really good friend. He was a source of strength when we were together, and with that strength I was able to move forward.”
“Really?”
An inevitable lie was written white across Rohan's face.
“Really. And you will be that kind of person someday. So no matter what happens, never give up or give up.”
Grace was silent for a long time.
It was the moment when Rohan, who had been engraving her face deeply into his heart, was about to leave.
“I promise you, you’ll come see me again.”
The small knuckles point towards Rohan.
Rohan also hooked his finger on the outstretched ring finger.
“Okay, promise.”
That promise has already been kept.
* * *
“……Did you ask who I am?”
The whole place was filled with chloride.
Michael, who had let go of the executioner's head as it turned to ashes in the middle of it all, spoke sadly as if he was looking down on everyone.
“Too bad the question was wrong.”
At those words, the screams of the executioners, who were in agony as their bodies burned, stopped for a moment.
Michael finally regained his magic.
He turned his gaze to one of the executioners who was urinating under a tree that the flames had not yet reached.
“What you should have asked was not who I am, but what my end would be.”
It was not luck or any shred of mercy that Michael's magic did not reach the executioner.
just,
“Go tell Madison Ross.”
It was because there were trees planted there.
“I, Friedrich Riepenstein, have returned.”
Michael's current appearance was that of his father, who was based on memories of his past.
“And if you ever dare to disrespect our Riepenstein family again, I will personally use the power you so desperately covet to destroy you from the top of the administration.”
Michael, who had come like a messenger of death, placed his hand on the shoulder of the executioner, who was trembling with indescribable fear.
“Do you understand?”
“Yes, yes! I understand everything……!”
“Then go. Go and tell them everything you saw, heard, and felt today.”
Then the executioner ran away as if he had been waiting for this.
Michael sighed and looked at the hair that had been torn from the executioner's shoulders.
Woohoo!
Not far from Michael, space began to ripple.
Rohan, who had finally appeared through the space jump, looked around the suburbs that had become a mess of ash and soot.
“Even if it’s a suburb far from the city… If you say something like this is a guardian, people will believe it.”
“If you don’t pull out the roots when you cut the shoots, the weeds will grow again the moment you turn around.”
“Anyway, I got Claudia’s code. Did you send a warning to Madison as planned?”
“I don’t know about the warning, but I sent a kid who can’t even control his urine.”
As soon as he finished speaking, Michael changed his persona based on the code in his hair.
Rohan also followed Michael and picked up a handful of ashes before they could be blown away by the wind and changed his appearance.
Rohan, who soon approached Michael, asked while engraving the arrangement on the avatar he was holding.
“Are you ready?”
Now they were planning to raid Fairfield Academy.
and.
“I can’t help you anymore. I don’t have the authority or the qualifications to do so.”
Now Claudia must die.
By their hands.
As planned.
“Rohan.”
Michael asked.
“If it were you, could you kill Grace with your own hands?”
Those words sent Rohan into a swamp of thoughts.
Many thoughts came to mind.
What would I do if I were you?
In the paradox of saving her by killing her.
Rohan, what choice did I make?
“I would have found another way, like I always do.”
Rohan has always been saving Grace like that.
Just like the avatar he is holding now.
“I fully understand how you feel.”
To Rohan, Michael was the protagonist of this world, someone he had read about countless times, just like Grace.
“I feel the same way.”
That's why I could tell.
What was he thinking right now and with what state of mind was he facing this moment?
“I’m sorry to say this to you, but still…….”
The next moment, Rohan lightly hit Michael's chest with his clenched fist.
“Wouldn’t it be better than having someone you love in pain?”
“That’s true. Don’t hurry.”
Michael, free from the paradox that was not a paradox, arranged the spell in the air.
Finally, Michael took a step forward without hesitation.
“Now is the time to kill Claudia.”
At the same time, it was time to save Claudia.
* * *
The crimson sky rolled in like waves and touched Claudia's cheek.
Michael looked out the window at the setting sun and spoke to Claudia, who was training.
“Let’s go back. It’s getting late.”
Claudia, who had put away her sword, came to Michael's side and caught her breath.
“Can you do that for me?”
Michael nodded silently and activated the water spell.
Droplets of water began to form around Claudia, soon engulfing her.
Claudia, instead, gave herself over to the water that was washing her body with a refreshed expression.
“I’ll stop now.”
Michael, who had released the water spell, immediately activated the wind spell.
Claudia smiled happily, her face and even her clothes that had been soaked with sweat now clean.
“That’s why magic is convenient. When I see things like this, I think I understand why you like magic.”
Michael just shrugged his shoulders in embarrassment.
After leaving the training ground, they headed straight to the main gate.
It seemed like everyone had gone home, and no one was seen at the Academy except Michael and Claudia.
“Next month, we will be in the fourth grade.”
For cadets, the end of the school year meant growing up.
But as with all endings, it didn't always mean a good end.
“Are you worried that you won’t be in the same class as me?”
"little……."
Michael had a hard time hiding his feelings.
Claudia, who had a bright smile on her face, moved closer to Michael.
“Don’t worry. We’ll be in the same class again.”
“Really? How?”
“Actually, I asked the chairman a few days ago. Of course, on the condition that I win a prize at the Habledown Swordsmanship Competition next year.”
Michael smiled brightly with joy.
If it were Claudia, she would win the swordsmanship tournament again next year, just like this year.
“Do you really want to be in the same class as me?”
“Of course it’s good!”
Claudia was also happy because Michael liked it so much.
Claudia was looking at Michael when suddenly the sky was reflected in her eyes.
The future that Claudia had imagined was coloring the sky from the edge.
‘When I get home today, I’ll tell my father that I’m quitting.’
I didn't want to deceive Michael anymore.
‘And I’ll tell Michael everything.’
Just like this.
I just wanted to walk with Michael under the sunset that rolled in like spilled paint.
… … Woof!
That was when.
See you later!
A spear was flying from somewhere and rushing towards Michael.
Claudia, snapped out of her thoughts, rolled on the floor with Michael in her arms.
Thud thud.
Two footsteps came closer.
As I turned my head quickly, I saw two executioners approaching Claudia and Michael, emitting a vague aura.
‘Management Bureau… …?’
Claudia's molars slowly clenched.
‘Besides, that’s the mark of a high-ranking executioner. Why are those people here?’
The next moment, Michael stood up, leaving Claudia behind, and performed the spell while spinning all the circles.
Claudia shouted.
“No, Michael―”
Hurrruk!
Before Claudia's voice could reach them, Michael's manifested fire spell advanced towards the executioners.
It was just a simple fire spell, but its arrangement was not simple.
It was at that moment that one of the executioners standing on the left absentmindedly reached out his hand toward the flames.
Boom, boom boom!
Michael's spell disintegrated in the blink of an eye.
Michael cast spells until his core was depleted, but each time, all magic was dismantled into nothing at the executioner's fingertips.
Claudia, who had jumped up from her seat while Michael was still, grabbed his arm.
“You have to run away first!”
Even as he was running, led by Claudia, Michael couldn't get over the shock.
Claudia bit her lip as she looked back at the executioners who had started to chase after Michael.
‘No matter how high-ranking, there is no one among the executioners with such skills. He must be an Archmage of at least 6th Circle… … For some reason, I need to ask the instructors for help.’
Claudia entered the main building and headed straight to the teachers' office.
Fortunately, the pursuers were unable to close the distance due to the speed of Claudia, who was a sword master.
Knock knock!
“Instructors, which magicians are targeting us right now…….”
Claudia, who had been shouting inside after swinging open the door to the teachers' office, was unable to continue speaking.
“……Fucking prestigious Fairfield!”
There was no one in the teachers' office.
Moreover, there was no one on duty.
Claudia, who had once again experienced the reality of the academy, which was neither a prestigious nor a fair field, had no choice but to run away to the other side to avoid the executioners.
‘This can’t go on… … .’
Claudia finally made up her mind and looked back at Michael from the stairs.
“Listen carefully, Michael. Now, you go to the rooftop. There will be an emergency button on the railing.”
“Then you? You alone―”
"please!"
Claudia's face, which was always full of smiles, was distorted.
Claudia struggled to utter each word.
“Wait on the rooftop. I will definitely, definitely come see you.”
“Claudia…….”
Michael's dazed mind was returning.
Michael, who regained consciousness, quickly grasped the situation.
‘For now, we have no choice but to trust Claudia. With her skills, we can buy at least some time until the nearby knights arrive.’
Michael nodded several times and ran towards the rooftop, leaving Claudia behind.
Tears fell helplessly wherever Michael passed.
“You’re after Michael, right? Otherwise, the executioners of the Administration would have no reason to move.”
Claudia finally turned to look at the executioners who were right behind her and drew her sword.
“I can’t just go.”
At the same time, the aura blade embedded in the sword swung fiercely.
Chae-Ang!
Claudia was instantly struck by one of the executioners.
But Claudia shuddered at the lightly blocked attack.
“Do you think you’ll be safe after this?”
“It’s none of your business. Just think of it as a dream.”
“What is that―”
Flash!
My eyes flashed as if struck by lightning.
The executioner who had knocked Claudia unconscious, no, Michael, placed her on his shoulder and motioned to Rohan.
“Let’s start.”
Within, Rohan laid the Avatar on the ground.
As I activated the spell I had engraved in advance, the Avatar's appearance began to change to look just like Claudia.
It was only at that moment that Michael raised his sword, just as Rohan was about to use his spatial leap after taking a deep breath.
“This is not enough.”
“It certainly doesn’t look dead.”
Rohan nodded once and moved the angles of the Avatar's arms and legs to make them look more realistic.
Still, Michael shook his head.
“When I found Claudia dead here that day, the whole area was covered in blood.”
“But to do that, Claudia’s blood―”
Crunch.
The next moment, Michael cut his own arm without hesitation, causing blood to pour out around the avatar.
“Ugh… This is enough.”
Rohan supported Michael, who was groaning slightly due to losing a considerable amount of blood.
“Let’s go now.”
“Before that, Claudia hadn’t decided what to do yet.”
Rohan smiled at those words.
“You can leave it to Lauren Gaju.”
“Lauren Gaju? But he…….”
Michael sighed as if he had known that would happen, as he soon found Rohan smiling without a care in the world.
“Maybe it was meant to be this way from the beginning.”
Rohan shook his head as he recalled the theory of time.
“No, because all futures are just overlapping.”
“I see.”
“Yes. Let’s go before the Michael of the past comes down.”
* * *
Pieta, located on the opposite side of the Habledown Empire.
Although Pieta was a small nation like Lucan, it was one of the most peaceful nations in history thanks to its neutrality guaranteed by its neighbors.
“Claudia…….”
Luis, who had received Claudia from Michael, whispered her name as she fell asleep.
Rohan said, handing me the letter from his arms.
“When Claudia wakes up, please give her this letter along with the message that the time will come someday.”
"All right."
Rohan had already finished explaining to Louis.
Of course, I didn't say that I came from the future to save Claudia.
To Louis, Rohan and Michael were simply good knights from Roanoke who could not stand by and watch the Riepenstein and Loren families be annihilated for treason.
“And don’t make the same mistake again.”
Rohan's request contained a lot of meaning.
Luis, who had been staring at Claudia's face for a while, answered while swallowing his tears.
“I don’t want to regret any more. From now on, I will live my life looking only at Claudia. I will repay the favor I received from you two knights one day by staking the Lauren family on it. Well then, that’s it……”
The next moment, Michael, who was leaving, ran towards Louis. He took off the gloves he was wearing and put them in Louis' hands.
“Take this.”
“This is…….”
“It’s the Tears of Avalon. If you take this artifact to the Magic Tower in the capital, you’ll receive at least several billion rings. And with that money……”
Michael's voice was shaking more than ever.
“……With that money, build a house and live in the place with the best view of the stars in this kingdom.”
“I will do that.”
“Go now.”
Rohan watched Michael's back.
Michael didn't move until Luis and Claudia left his sight.
And that was the moment when Claudia completely disappeared from my sight.
“This is it. We did our best.”
It seemed as if I could hear my younger self's voice screaming in my ear as he confirmed Claudia's death.
“Now if we go back to the original time…… if we go back……”
The heart that had finally melted continued to flow down Michael's chin, endlessly, endlessly.
The eyes and lips that were trying to look calm were distorted like bubbles.
“Can I ever say Claudia’s name again in front of that child?”
Now the process has changed and everything is set in stone.
All we can do is go back to our original time.
“Anyone, please answer…….”
This time, even Michael didn't expect it.
This time, even if we apply all the theories and formulas, we cannot predict the future.
“You’re starting to feel more human now.”
Rohan, who approached Michael, smiled as he looked at the same place.
“Sometimes, just let it out like this. Don’t let it build up and freeze on its own.”
“Rohan…….”
“It’ll be okay. Even if you’re not okay now, it’ll be okay soon.”
Perhaps because of Rohan's comfort, Michael couldn't hold back his tears.
In the midst of repeated time, in the midst of repetitive moments.
All the emotions that had built up throughout that life flowed, flowed, and flowed again.
“……I showed you something you shouldn’t have seen.”
Michael, whose heart had finally calmed down, wiped his face.
And then, as if asking when she had cried, she held the timer out in front of Rohan with her usual face.
“I should kill you to keep your mouth shut, but I will consider your merits and show mercy.”
“Stop making unfunny jokes and just say thank you.”
"thanks."
“…….”
Rohan was momentarily dumbfounded by Michael's words spoken without hesitation.
The Michael I know wouldn't be the kind of person to say something like that. Now this is a story I really don't know.
Still, it was a good change, so Rohan quickly smiled again.
“Anyway, let’s go back now.”
As Rohan placed his hand on the timer, Michael hesitated for a moment before opening his mouth.
“There’s one thing I’d like to ask you.”
Rohan waited quietly for Michael to ask.
“Why did you help me?”
At those words, Rohan burst out laughing.
You're asking me this now.
Rohan answered the still foolish and clumsy protagonist.
“You were the one who helped me first.”
“Am I the one talking?”
“Yes. If it weren’t for you, I wouldn’t have been able to see the end I wanted.”
Michael thought.
‘It’s the end… … .’
The thought that perhaps this moment might be his end.
Now, with this timer, everything is decided.
The future will tell, and Michael is ready to face any outcome.
“Just think of it as receiving the money I lent you. We’re not meant to help each other, are we?”
This time, Rohan threw a joke at Michael's face, which had become quite serious.
Michael chuckled.
“That’s right. That’s the kind of relationship we had. Then, from now on… how about we try being friends?”
Rohan also smiled brightly as he pressed the timer button.
“Don’t even dream.”
As if it were impossible.
* * *
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Around the tombstone, nameless flowers were in full bloom.
She was always here smiling, with her head turned away as if looking at someone.
“Claudia…….”
Michael, who was standing in front of it, put down the bouquet of flowers he was holding in front of the tombstone.
Unlike other flowers, these flowers had names.
Sunflowers, a few white and yellow roses, and consistently blue hydrangeas… … .
‘Just as there are things that can only be seen when one is blind, I could have them only after losing you.’
Someday, that name will fade away along with the flower petals.
‘I’m not sad.’
That is why flowers will always be beautiful.
‘It’s not abandoned.’
Because finite moments are always infinitely beautiful.
‘Just for you, I’m just waiting for you today too.’
Two weeks had passed since I started using the timer, but I was never able to see Claudia again.
I ran straight to Pieta just in case, but I couldn't find Claudia or even the whereabouts of the Lauren family.
Yet Michael did not waste time.
I just lived indifferently, in the time when everything was observed.

            "yes?
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