
            The scream of a nervous woman sharply tore through the darkness of the mansion.

"Please get me out of this fucking mansion!!!"

She was covered in wounds.

Pus was pooling in her torn lip, blood was gushing from her scraped knee, and her dress was torn to reveal her thighs, as if she had thrown away her ladyship.

She was born on the earth as a human being and she shed tears in front of a mere butler.

"This is not what I wanted... Let me out, please."

"It's out of my control. Ah, huh."

"Don't lie!"

A girl venting her anger - Asher let out a scream. Before the momentum had even died down, a look of cowardice came over her face.

"No, no. I was wrong. So don't lie... I'll do anything, okay? "

"Anything."

"Yeah, yeah. Anything...!"

She nodded vigorously, even though she knew it was a promise she could not keep.

So I poured some wine into a clean wine glass and handed it to Ashe.

"Drink."

"Please..."

"Shouldn't the injury be treated?"

Asher stared at me with eyes dripping with betrayal. Learning that it was useless, he silently drank his wine.

Then, miraculously, the wounds healed quickly. New flesh grew over the scraped knee, the torn lip, and the cut on his cheek.

"Now is the time."

"... What?"

"We have to reveal the secret of the mansion."

Asher hesitated and took a step back. His eyes were wide open, the whites of his eyes sticking out, and he was trembling violently.

Then her face turned red with anger again.

"I am the princess of the empire! The only daughter of the late majesty! Do you think I will leave you alone? Soon, you and this mansion will be burned alive!!!"

"..."

I nodded willingly.

Burn down the mansion.

Sentenced to death by fire.

It'll be okay.

If that promise could kill me, I would gladly accept it.

        
            Rain pours down like a waterfall. The unprecedented downpour obscures vision and weighs down our bodies.

"Haa, haa..."

The sound of horse hooves mixed with the sound of breathing and seeped into the puddle. The woman in the red robe urged her horse on, even though she felt the limits of her physical strength. Then, the horse, running powerfully on the muddy ground, let out a heavy breath.

How did it come to this?

She was the daughter of the emperor who ruled the empire. Thanks to this, she only saw the beautiful things in the world and enjoyed a life where she wore only valuable treasures. However, the world soon thrust its wolf fangs at the innocent girl.

One day, the emperor died suddenly.

It wasn't just a case of losing a father. It was like a huge wall protecting a child who didn't know anything about the world had collapsed.

The time when the splendid palace became a palace of fortune arrived quickly.

The princess, who was soon exposed to various assassination threats, escaped with the help of a sympathetic nobleman.

But who knew that it was also a plot by his older brother.

The princess who set out on a journey alone ends up dying at the sword of a vagabond. This was the scenario set up by the snake-like men coiled around the palace.

"Catch it! It's over there!"

"If we miss, our necks will be cut off!"

The assassins shouted until their throats were hoarse. Even amidst the thick raindrops beating down on their bodies, their merciless shouts could be heard clearly.

Purrr!

At that moment, as if they had communicated telepathically, the horse's hooves pounded the ground even harder. Then, they changed direction without warning and began to head towards a strange place.

"Oh! You, you?!"

Although she was momentarily flustered, it was rather a stroke of luck. Thanks to her wit, the princess was able to momentarily escape the sight of her pursuers.

She felt a strange sense of destiny and let herself be carried away by the words.

As she ran and ran through the heavy rain, a huge mansion caught the princess's eye. And as if she had made a promise, the horse galloped toward the mysterious mansion without hesitation.

"Is there such a large mansion in the imperial decree I received? And the garden is surprisingly well-maintained... It might be nice to hide away for a while."

The princess stopped what she was saying and came down to the ground. Then she carefully knocked on the door of the mansion that was in front of her.

"Excuse me..."

He used awkward formal speech. It was the minimum defense mechanism to hide his identity.

In this way, the protagonist of this world stepped into the abyss where the monster resided of his own free will.

◇

Meanwhile, the assassins were adept at tracing the princess's footsteps. They followed the faint hooves of the horse and took the same route as the princess.

The mansion was revealed to their view, but the group of assassins stopped in front of the open gate.

"Stop!"

Everyone looked obviously embarrassed. One of them, who had been looking at each other, opened his mouth.

"The princess... did she come in here?"

"If that's true, is there no end to it or am I stupid..."

"You're going to commit suicide in the most haunted house in the empire? "

The muttering lasted only a moment. One of them raised both hands and said:

"... Then are you just going to leave? What about the aftermath?"

"Are you telling me to die?"

"No, but... Even if you say it's a haunted house, isn't it just a rumor in the end? If it's really a dangerous place, why would you leave it in the imperial territory? It's even the land of the late emperor's favorite gold mine."

"Well..."

It was a valid argument. The mansion in front of me was full of rumors, but I had never actually met anyone who had set foot there.

In the first place, who would dare to step foot on the royal family's property out of curiosity?

It was more logical to see it as a result of a delusion, like other fake listings that claim to be haunted houses and have a good reputation.

"... Okay. Let's go in and continue the mission. Anyone else have any objections?"

This time, no one raised a hand.

Everyone entered the mansion known as the most haunted house in the empire with one mind.

At that time, the people of Salsu were completely embraced by Jangwon.

Squeak... Kwung!

A sound that shouldn't have been heard came from behind.

The assassins turned their heads in confusion and looked.

The reality is that the main gate of the mansion, which had been firmly locked, was firmly shut as if it had never been closed.

"What, what is this...?"

A question like a terminal word.

That was the last one.

When the garden finally fell into complete silence, the gate stood open as it always had, welcoming guests.

Only the sound of the rain falling decorates the atmosphere of the manor.

In fact, the mansion in front of us had no name, but it had a nickname.

<The Mansion That Eats People>

It was simply dismissed as a ghost story and became part of folk beliefs, but those who know know.

That the ghost story is not a lie, but the truth.

◇

I don't remember the details of my previous life. I just vaguely realize that the new life I was given was a world within a game.

The genre is horror. The title is <Letia's Diary>.

Playable Character - The game's protagonist aims to uncover the hidden truth of the mansion and escape.

And a long time ago, I was reincarnated into this world as an NPC.

The only butler and ghost of the mansion. His role is to assist the heroine in exploring the mansion.

I accepted it up to that point, but it had been too long. During those long years, my body moved automatically and did the housework in the mansion, and I was given a routine.

It's not that I can't go outside the mansion, but my body is only materialized when I'm inside the mansion.

Outside, I couldn't touch anything, not even the bitter taste of grass. This numbness drove me madder, so I returned to the inside of the mansion.

So, I would rather die.

I never knew that deprivation of freedom could be so painful.

I prayed every moment that I would lose the light of life.

Until you came to me on a rainy afternoon.

"Excuse me... Huh?!"

As soon as I carefully opened the door, I was surprised.

"Immigrants...?"

My appearance was quite different from that of an imperial citizen. However, since it would be rude to show surprise, Asher quickly hid her agitation.

"... I'm sorry. I didn't know it was a mansion where people lived... I was just trying to hide for a while. No, I thought the owner wasn't there, so I was just going to borrow the roof. "

I was speechless at the sight of the unexpected intruder. Meanwhile, the woman stood with one foot on the doorway, looking around.

The twilight that greets the evening sky is embedded in her hair. Her ruby-like eyes shake sadly.

Her dignity, which could not be hidden even by the robe covering her entire body, represented her status.

I unconsciously recited her name in disbelief.

"... Ash."

"That's my nickname...? No way!"

She raised her alertness with a look of surprise on her face.

"You... no, you! You know me! If you know Abamama's nickname, you must have ties to the royal family..."

I can't help but know.

Every day, this woman wished to visit the mansion, hoping to escape from her miserable life as soon as possible.

"Whose hand are you? Depending on your answer, you won't be safe!"

Asher put his hand into his bosom. He must have hidden a dagger for self-defense or something.

I wish you would stab me.

So that I can dig deep into your heart and take your breath away in one go.

So, I tried to provoke her with a little bluff.

"Why should I know your nickname? Think about it yourself."

He smiles so innocently that it's suspicious, and slowly places his hand on the empty backpack.

The effects were immediate.

"You bastard...!!!"

Shhh!

As expected, the princess took out the dagger hidden in her robe. Then, with a rather powerful movement, she aimed straight at my heart.

"Eww!"

When she stretched out her arms vigorously, I swallowed arsenic.

I thought, finally, we are liberated.

But the world is made up of absurdities. As if to prove that, it was impossible for Asher's blade to touch me.

[This is an indestructible object.]

Words appeared in the air. It was similar to the status window commonly used in games.

"What, what is this? I've never heard of such magic. Indestructible."

"... Is this what you see?"

"Of course...!"

Ash, who was about to shout, hurriedly took a step back. It seemed as if he was overcome with fear at the unfamiliar phenomenon.

I too had complicated feelings.

I knew from the beginning that suicide was impossible, but I couldn't believe that even murder was out of the realm of possibility. It was so absurd that I couldn't help but laugh.

At that time, I was worrying about what I should do here to become free.

A familiar sensation washed over me. It was a horrible feeling of my body losing control and doing its job.

Then I smiled very kindly and opened my mouth without thinking.

"Welcome."

"What, what did you say?"

"It is an honor to have you visit the Arkaden family mansion, Your Highness."

I realized it instinctively.

The scenario of this world begins. The game is about to progress by welcoming the heroine of <Letia's Diary>.

"Arkaden? That kind of family... I don't know. I memorize all the nobles' genealogies, but I've never heard of such a family!"

"It's okay. The young lady is very kind, so she won't mind. Rather, she will be happy to have Her Highness the Princess visit."

"Miss...? Who is that...! I'm sure you're my brother's person..."

"..."

My mouth is stiff. It seems that I was forced to remain silent because Asher's question did not fit the situation.

That was when.

Squeak... Boom!

The door to the mansion slammed shut on its own with an eerie squeak. Asher, who had stepped into the mansion with the perfect intention of stabbing me, had no time to react.

Now even the option of going back is blocked.

Until Asher unlocks the mansion's secrets, he will be trapped in the mansion forever.

"What is this?"

Boom, bang bang!

She instinctively felt uneasy and desperately opened the door to the mansion.

Not only did he pull the doorknob with his whole body, he also kicked it with all his might, and was breathing heavily.

"Let me out! Let me out! What is this... This is strange... This is strange, this is...!"

I approached Asher, who had been screaming in front of the closed door for a long time. Then I gave her a drawn-out smile and made a gentle suggestion.

"I will guide you to your treasure trove, Your Highness. I look forward to seeing you again after recovering from your toxin."

"You... What are you planning, you fucking crazy wizard! How dare you treat the princess of the empire like this?!"

"I will guide you, Your Highness."

"You fucking bastard!"

Asher raised his hand roughly, probably intending to slap her cheek, but she had to witness the usual message, of course.

[This is an indestructible object.]

"Fuck, fuck, shit! What the hell do you want me to do?"

Asher, who is venting her anger while grumbling.

As I faced the face that was filled with sorrow, I felt my body soften. It was a sign that the forced words and actions were being released and my free will was being restored.

Eventually, I gave her one clear goal.

"Unravel the secrets of the mansion, Asher."

"Secret...?"

"Yes, it's a secret. Before that, you will never... be able to leave the mansion."

You are locked up.

        
            "What secrets does this mansion hold?"

Asher calms down and asks.

Although I desperately wanted to give an answer, I could only shake my head.

"I don't know either."

"What? You call that a word?"

She gasps in amazement. This part was the only one I had a hard time keeping my cool about.

"You seem to be mistaken, but I'm also in this mansion─."

I am a victim. My mouth, which was about to confess, was suddenly stopped.

It was a forced restriction of action.

Since it was my first time talking to a person, I had no idea that even certain keywords could be sealed.

"What is this mansion?"

"... The butler. Maybe."

"You're a butler, so you're going to keep a secret?"

"Please understand as I said."

Asher clenched his fists tightly. The emotions he had tried to suppress seemed to boil over again like a bowl of water on a bonfire.

A difficult road awaits.

The only silver lining is that I am Asher's assistant.

"Still, I'll help you find the secret as much as I can."

"Are you crazy or something? I told you what I had to tell you properly, and you're saying something like that."

"I'm telling you."

I suddenly stopped walking. Ash, who had been following me closely, ended up nuzzling my back.

"Ouch! Why did you suddenly stop?"

"This is the room you will be staying in. I have given you the proper instructions, so please take note."

She came to her senses and stood in front of the door. And as expected, she started questioning me with a wrinkled expression.

"What is this shabby door? Isn't there a guest room? I can see inside without opening it!"

Bam!

As if she was venting her anger, Ashe opened the door roughly. Then, she was greeted by a shabby room that she could never accept as a princess.

"This is... the maid's room? It's a miracle there's a bathroom...!!!"

"I guess the lady is kind. Even the maid's room has a private bathroom."

Actually, I don't know the true identity of that 'young lady'. Well, if she was really kind, she wouldn't have turned a person into a dog in the mansion.

"Give me someplace else. I can't sleep here. Absolutely not!"

"No way."

"This guy is like a window!"

How comfortable it would be if things in the world could be done as I wished.

I admit that this room is too shabby for a princess to stay in. However, I had a reason why I had no choice but to have her stay here.

=====

<Butler's plan to welcome guests!>

-Please give maid A's room to the mansion's guest. A penalty will be imposed if you refuse.

-Reward: Leather pouch.

=====

......Because the mansion is in a situation where it is forcing the princess to follow its own path.

I had no choice but to ignore all of the princess's complaints.

[Maid A's room has been taken over by a guest of the mansion. Compensation will be paid.]

As soon as the message in the tentative status window appeared before my eyes, a leather pouch fell from the air.

Ashed, who had been groaning at the strange phenomenon, shut his mouth tightly with a dumbfounded expression.

[Item: Leather Pouch]

[Contains objects ignoring volume and weight. The contained objects can be freely taken out by putting your hand in and imagining.]

'Is it some kind of inventory?'

In the future, Asher will experience many events and collect various items. Perhaps the leather pouch will be a convenient device to facilitate exploration.

I recited to Ashe the exact function of the leather pouch. Ashe, who had been disappointed by its shabby appearance, gradually became astonished.

"That's ridiculous... Isn't this a lie? Such a revolutionary artifact wouldn't even be in the palace treasury."

"There is also a mansion that imprisons people. It's a new experience."

"... What the heck!"

Asher glanced around Maid A's room and returned to the harsh reality.

"This is a really unpleasant mansion. It's a maid's room, but there are five expensive dresses. It's not bad compared to my level, but..."

But that's not all. I haven't checked it myself, but I have a feeling that the size will be the same as Ashe.

"Then I'll see you again in a clean state. Rest well."

"... Go away."

I bow my head respectfully to the sharp words of the guest.

Could it be because I have worked as a butler in this mansion for such a long time? Or is it just an instinct left in my ghostly body?

I habitually pay attention to etiquette and have a vague idea of what I should do, even if there is no notification in the status window.

'It's a little... hopeless.'

Asher is my last hope.

It is unclear how things will progress in the future, but her search for the secret will most likely be connected to my liberation.

But the female protagonist I met in person seemed more immature and weak than I had imagined.

Will Asher be able to overcome the strangeness of this mansion and reach out to the truth? Hope has finally arrived, but there are still many worries.

"Okay, wait a minute!"

At that moment, Asher's loud call broke my thoughts.

"What's wrong?"

"That's it, that's why...you...!"

"Yes, go ahead."

"... Come here."

I walked back to Maid A’s room as instructed by Ashe. As the distance narrowed, Ashe’s flushed cheeks stood out as she poked her head out the door.

"Do you have any business?"

"There is... So, uh."

The time I hesitated grew longer. I was about to enter the room feeling frustrated.

"I, I don't know..."

"What do you mean you don't know?"

"... clothes."

"Clothes?"

"I tried to take off my clothes... but something ripped off on its own and got ruined."

Only then did I guess why Asher had only stuck his head out.

"Sigh... I'll go in for a moment so I can fix it."

"Hey, wait...! I'm still in my underwear? Wait a minute!"

Hurry up!

He ran into the room without even closing the door. I was curious to see what kind of crazy thing he would do, so I just waited blankly.

"Hey, you can come in now."

"Excuse me."

As soon as I entered Asher's room, I couldn't help but feel a sense of despair.

This is because the only trick he committed was to roll up his blanket like a blanket and hang it up.

"Ugh, don't look at me like that! You can't just show your skin to a stranger, right?"

"Are you going to take off the corset by yourself?"

"Ugh."

Asher hesitated, unable to do anything.

Undressing... undressing.

For Ashe, who was always attended to by maids and had her corset tightened, this would have been an unknown territory that she could not even imagine.

"If you like sour and tangy smells, I won't stop you."

"You... I really hate that way of speaking...!"

"..."

"..."

There was a silent standoff. No, it wasn't really a standoff. Asher just needed time to face reality and let go of his stubbornness.

"Hey, are you going to open your eyes...?"

"If that makes you feel better."

"Then... Okay, let's do that..."

Swish.

She neatly placed the blanket she had wrapped herself in back on the bed.

Then, I watched with wide open eyes, moisture dripping from her wet blonde hair to her pale skin.

"Then now... Eek?!"

Of course, Asher wasn't blind enough to not notice that.

"You fooled me...? You shameless Sima Wei!"

"There's no way you can properly serve someone with your eyes half-open. Above all, it doesn't even a little bit of sexual desire, so please stop misunderstanding."

"Another lie! Abama and the maids said I was the most beautiful in the world!"

"Then you're saying that it's a white color? Against the princess of the empire?"

"Huh...?"

It was interesting to see her momentarily speechless at the sound logic. She looked like a teenage girl struggling with her identity.

Well, this time it was a lie.

Asher is beautiful even from an objective perspective. After all, she deserves the praise that she is one of the best in the empire.

I've just been locked up for too long to be interested in the female body.

"I... wasn't I actually pretty?"

It seems that beauty and intelligence are inversely proportional. At least now, I resent the world that has achieved balance in such a useless way.

I asked, undoing Ashe's corset.

"Ashe."

"... Why."

"I certainly do not mean to disregard the minimum standards of human nature, but just in case, I have a question. Do you know how to wash?"

...

......

A sudden silence fell over Maid A's room.

Strangely enough, an optical illusion occurred.

As I unbuttoned the corset from behind, I could see Ashe's face, her eyes wet with shame.

"... You don't know."

"Don't use that pitiful tone...! The royal family doesn't even need to know about such things, they will take care of everything!"

Asher repeated once more in a crawling voice.

"Everything... I did it for you..."

"You should be able to do it yourself now. It can't be helped since the dress is hard to put on alone."

"But... what should I do..."

The answer didn't come easily. I was afraid that this poor woman might slip on the wet floor and die suddenly.

Once the absurd assumption was made, Asher began to look more and more like a puffer fish.

"... I'll give you a choice."

"Tell me."

"First, either let me take a bath for you. Second, learn for sure today. Choose whichever you prefer."

"It's like a rotten mansion...!"

I really sympathize with you. I hope Asher will tear down this rotten mansion soon.

Anyway, her answer was set.

"... There's also something like a leather pouch, but no automatic cleaner?"

"Well, maybe I'll find out someday."

It was a half-sarcastic answer.

Thanks to that, Asher screamed with a bright red face like a volcano reaching its limit.

"Ugh... Okay, I got it. You just have to learn it...! Bath!!!"

This heroine has a long way to go.

        
            Inside Maid A's room.

Asher was curled up on the bed, pulling her knees up. The small room that had been noisy just a moment ago was now filled with silence.

"Ugh..."

Sniff, sniff.

Swallow your snot.

Memories that were too hard to bear came flooding back like a tidal wave, and he couldn't bear it. Asher lamented as if he wanted someone to listen to his worries.

"I've shown you everything... Now I'm done with the wedding..."

Seriously, I never thought I'd experience the humiliation of bathing practice at this age.

Obviously, teaching bathing remotely is impossible, so Asher had to do it under the supervision of the arrogant butler.

[Do you know? The armpits and groin area of humans, regardless of gender, must be washed cleanly...]

[Soak this towel in soap and scrub every nook and cranny. For hard-to-reach areas like your back, stretch it out in a straight line... Yes, like that. Good job.]

[When you leave the bathroom after taking a bath, be sure to watch your step. You could slip and die without anyone knowing.]

That alone was embarrassing enough, but that wasn't the only thing that was bothering Asher.

"But I... I guess I'm not really pretty..."

It was just as the damn butler had boasted. The author taught Asher with a dry gaze that had lost even a shred of selfishness.

Don't make me laugh. That's ridiculous.

Even though Asher had grown up as a very beautiful girl, she was a girl who knew everything. She had clearly learned the meaning of a man and a woman being naked together.

"Why are you so proud? I would think that butler's naked body was dirty, too. Huh."

A man who would lock the princess of the empire in the maid's room and then meticulously comb her hair after changing her clothes is something we have no desire for here.

I told you to serve me! You're a butler.

After venting his complaints to his heart's content, Asher finally began to turn his thoughts in a productive direction.

"By the way, you want me to find out the secret of the mansion? It's obvious that it's a haunted house... In fact, there's nothing they can do about it other than locking it up."

... Surprisingly, the idiot butler listens to the market without any inconvenience.

I guess he is the only occupant of this mansion. Otherwise, such a large mansion wouldn't be this quiet.

"Should I search the room first? Now that I think about it, it's suspicious. She's just a maid, but she's wearing a dress decorated with jewels..."

With her resolve firm, Asher stopped shaking and got out of bed. Then she began searching every nook and cranny, from the closet to under the bed.

But contrary to expectations, no clues emerged.

"That's weird... Isn't this usually a pattern where there's a hidden room or secret space? In fact, it wasn't the maid's room, but a disguised space..."

The harvest was surprisingly poor. When his motivation was about to wane, Asher fixed his gaze on the table he had left behind, hoping that it would not happen.

Isn't the pattern of hiding clues in a conspiracy too typical? Since ancient times, secrets have been kept in a maze of passages that open when you take out a particularly clean book.

However, Asher had to admit that he had overestimated Maid A.

"... Oh man, all maids are like that."

To my surprise, there were some belongings in the box.

<Maid A's Diary>

A diary with that written on the first page was in Asher's hands.

"Let's see..."

Asher turned the pages of the diary he had found with a heavy heart.

[Oh my gosh, I can't believe it. I'm going to be a maid in the Arkaden family! My life is going to be bright. I'm going to work hard until my bones wear out!]

'Hmm... Why are you making a fuss over a mere maid? It would be different if it were the palace.'

Asher's narrowed eyes once again read Maid A's diary.

[Oh my gosh... I'm so surprised. The girl who's in the room next door is so incredibly beautiful! I think her name was B? She was so beautiful that the phrase "beautiful as a country" made sense.]

Maid A had a huge crush on Maid B. She liked her so much that B was mentioned in most of her diary entries, and there were many eulogies praising B.

[B really likes dogs. Today, he spent his own money on accessories for the hunting dog that he keeps in the mansion. But I hate that guy. Because he growls at me whenever he sees me...]

It seems that Maid A continued to have a peaceful daily life. However, the contents of the diary take a turn in the next chapter.

[A new maid came in. Her name is C. She speaks particularly harshly to B. It would have been better if I had stepped forward and fought for her, but it must have hurt the good B. What can I do? As her friend, I have to take care of her.]

Asher was quite interested in the contents of the diary. However, as he was about to turn the next page, Asher's hand grabbed something that was not there.

"Oh, is this the end?"

There are no more pages left. The diary was originally thin, so it seemed to have broken.

It was when Asher put <Maid A's Diary> in a leather pouch.

thud!

Coincidentally, at that moment, a loud noise was heard from somewhere in the mansion.

It feels like something is hitting something or falling.

"Ugh...!"

Asher's shoulders shook.

What could possibly cause such a loud noise in a mansion where there was no sign of life other than the butler?

Maybe the butler caused an accident that was not done properly...

Asher opened the door carefully and stuck his head out. The dark hallway filled with empty space stimulated Asher's weak temperament.

"Hey, butler...?"

It was quiet. The owner of that stuffy personality seemed to have evaporated like steam.

"Hey... What did I just hear...!!! Did you do it? Huh...?!"

The eerie mansion answered Asher's questions with emptiness.

It gives me goosebumps.

An unpleasant sensation spreads through my body, the cold air taking the shape of fingers and caressing my bare skin.

"Come on, stop kidding! I'm really getting scared!"

Now, her words were almost in a sob. But that didn't mean that the nonexistent being suddenly welcomed Ashe.

Swish...

The wind and rain still raged fiercely. The constant pounding on the window, like a storm, disturbed Asher's ears.

Damp air. Cool temperature. Dark hallway.

Everything was terrible.

Asher took one foot out the door, enduring the disgusting feeling of unease.

Flash! Kwarrrr...

In an instant, lightning struck the garden. The intense light was followed by a loud thunder that stabbed Asher's tear ducts.

"Ugh...!"

Just as Asher was about to quickly put her outstretched foot into Maid A’s room.

Thud!

A large hand grabbed Asher's shoulder.

◇

Somewhere in the first floor hallway of the Arkaden Mansion.

I was walking around the mansion, conducting some experiments.

'So it was Asher's appearance that triggered this.'

Over the years, I have periodically taken on the housework of the mansion. I have even taken on the maid's duties, such as sweeping the hallways and washing the windows.

It was a kind of obligation imposed by the mansion, not of my own free will.

Even so, the living space I am allowed is only the first floor.

If you climb the stairs to the upper floor, you will return to the first floor as if you were circling a Möbius strip.

And that's not all.

Most of the rooms were off-limits, making it impossible to even find clues.

The same goes for the room of maid A that I guided you through today. It could only be opened by Ashe’s will.

'I still can't open the door by myself.'

It would be a fitting treatment.

If I could, I would have gone around the mansion without caring about death.

If you succeed, you escape, if not, you die.

Either way, it was the ending I wanted.

At that time, I was chewing over the reality that my strength was gradually draining away.

thud!

A loud noise echoed throughout the mansion.

It was so brief that I couldn't tell where it came from.

Has something already happened in <Letia's Diary>?

With a sense of unease creeping up to the top of my head, I took a rare quick walk through the interior of the mansion.

"Sigh..."

After running hurriedly, I saw Maid A's room, which was open diagonally.

There, Asher was just sticking his head out the door, just like when he called me in his underwear.

I feel relieved.

It doesn't seem like anything much has happened yet.

I walked over to him and grabbed Ashe's shoulder, who was staring at the lobby on the other side.

"Gyaaah...!!!"

The reaction was explosive.

"Get out, get out! Kkiyaaah!"

Boom! Boom! Boom!

Ashe swings her fist with all her might.

[This is an indestructible object.]

[This is an indestructible object.]

[This is an indestructible object.]

Of course, that boldness was not rewarded.

Asher soon remembered the familiar feeling and slowly opened his eyes to look at me.

"Ugh... Ugh... What the heck, you were a butler..."

It's just a moment to catch your breath.

"Make some noise! Where did you disappear to? Do you know how anxious I was?!"

"Do you think you're the only one who's anxious?"

"What?"

"I was also worried. I thought something big might have happened to Asher."

"That, that...what does that mean...?"

It was Asher who was speaking without answering.

But what kind of meaning is it that I am looking for? This girl is my last bastion. It is only natural that I feel anxious.

"... So, did you do something?"

"What, you didn't do that? I just finished reading the diary and then suddenly there was a loud noise... I thought maybe you accidentally flipped over the page."

"I also came running without knowing English. By the way, you had a diary. Could you show it to me?"

"Yeah, here."

Ashe skillfully took out <Maid A's Diary> from her leather pouch. It seemed like she had completely mastered how to use it.

I took the diary and flipped through the pages.

'Did the mansion lead Maid A to her room to show her this diary to Ashe?'

The instructions in the status window. And Maid A's diary. Above all, the loud noise that rang out as soon as the diary was closed...

Doesn't it seem too artificial to be a coincidence?

'<Letia's Diary> is... in progress.'

Whether you wanted it or not.

Asher has already left clear footprints.

To the mansion where monsters writhe.

        
            Hug.

Asher averts her eyes and grabs my collar. Her hunched shoulders, hunched in a dejected manner, project her image clearly.

"Excuse me... Butler."

"Yes, Asher."

"This diary. It might be a clue, right?"

"That's right. You found it well."

Asher's rounded shoulders became relatively flatter. She seemed to have gained confidence from the honest compliment.

"Oh, of course. The royal family is born with a great mind and a strong body."

"Excellent... brain...?"

Her strong body is understandable. The fact that she was able to shake off the assassins alone as a girl and the movement she took to stab me prove her confidence.

But he has a great head...

"Hey, you're so cheeky! You little punk?"

Ashe yelled. I must have realized that I was looking down on her with my eyes distorted.

"I guess I'm being like this because I'm ignorant of common sense, but I was always the top student at the academy?"

"Wow."

"Especially the history subject was highly praised."

Before he knew it, Asher had shaken off his fear and was proudly holding his chest up. Then, suddenly, his face hardened into a serious expression and he covered his lower body with his palm.

"That's why it's even stranger. I've never heard of a family called Arkaden. Ever since the founding of the empire..."

"You said you memorized the entire genealogy of the nobles."

"Yeah, that's right. Besides, I remember every event that's recorded in history books."

Hehe, what do you think? I'm totally smart, right?

... With those words engraved in his eyes, Ashe gave him a gaze that was so intense it was burdensome.

Of course I didn't respond. It has to be valuable.

"Praise me!"

Oh my.

'By the way, is there no information about this huge mansion outside?'

I knew it was a haunted house. Sometimes, when people approached it, they all turned around and walked away.

Ultimately, it fell to us to uncover the specific history of the mansion.

"...... Butler."

"Yes."

"But what should I do now? The diary is too short to be of any use."

"What should I do?"

If you stand still, nothing will change.

"You have to open the room yourself."

◇

Asher put on a shawl and left Maid A's room.

After that, what surprised me was that she actively offered her opinions.

"Butler, I thought about it. I don't think this will be the end of Maid A's diary."

"Usually, you would buy more diaries and write a diary."

"That's right. And in a mansion this big, the maids' rooms are usually rotated periodically, right?"

"...... Yeah, right."

I don't know. But it's humiliating to know that I'm ignorant of what Asher knows.

So I shamelessly pretended to know.

"Maybe Maid A's diary is hidden in another room too? There might be another diary in the room you switched to."

"That makes sense."

When I answered positively, Asher gave me a suspicious look.

"By the way, don't you know anything? Judging from the way you speak, it seems like you don't know much about this place either."

"I said I didn't know anything from the beginning."

"Patience, you really meant that? What is that, butler? You're completely incompetent."

"...!"

I was really scratched hard.

It was abusive language that Ashe, the deposed princess, absolutely did not want to hear.

You were so scared just a moment ago, but now you're so confident...

"Then who is the 'young lady' you mentioned? You wouldn't deny it even if I said it myself, right?"

"..."

It's miserable. The will of the mansion that borrows my mouth is trying to drive me into scrap metal.

"... I am the owner of this mansion."

Maybe. I just made that up, but it's probably true.

"Who doesn't know that? What kind of person is he and how can I meet him?"

"...... I don't know."

"What? You're really a total loser, aren't you? How dare you look down on me, the princess of the empire!"

I realized anew that the abstraction of language can be painful. I turned my back first because I thought I would feel sick if I continued to deal with it.

"Idiot. Idiot. Lowly butler. Show-off. "

"Sigh..."

Asher followed closely behind, chattering away about useless things. Should I console myself by saying that this relieved the tension?

In the meantime, Asher, who was familiarizing himself with each room in the mansion, furrowed his brow.

"Huh, that's weird? I think I got a general guide, but Maid B's room isn't there? I just passed Maid C's room, right? "

"Maid B's room is not available."

"Huh? Why?"

"Well, I hope that the royal family member Ashe, who is smarter and more intelligent than me, will figure it out on his own."

I must have responded bluntly without thinking. Then Asher burst into laughter, holding his stomach.

"Phew, ahaha! Are you hurt? You're more delicate than I thought, butler."

"Who, what, is hurt?"

"I'm pissed~. I'm pissed~."

Hot!

My two fists were clenched with more force than necessary. I consciously stared at the ceiling and breathed slowly.

'Don't worry about it... he's just a child with a lot of thoughts...'

Let's ignore the fact that the teasing is vulgar even though he's a member of the royal family.

I regained my composure and asked Asher.

"... Now I've shown you all the maids' rooms. Where would you like to enter from?"

"Hmm, I guess I'll have to start by looking at Maid C's room. I have a feeling something will come out that will put her in a confrontational position with A."

"Yes, that's right."

So Asher opened the door to maid C's room.

◇

Inside Maid C's room.

As if he had already experienced it once, Asher invaded the unknown space with a sense of familiarity. Then, he immediately opened the closet and checked the belongings left behind.

Contrary to expectations that there would be a diary, the object Ash took out from the table was a photograph.

"The photo is in bad condition."

Indeed, Asher's review was accurate.

Not only was the discoloration severe, but the face of the most important person was completely damaged, as if it had been scorched by heat.

"It's a picture of a maid and a dog."

"The dog is cute though."

It was a picture of a maid hugging a large dog tightly.

The dog's breed is believed to be a Labrador Retriever. Its fur is very soft, as if it has been regularly groomed. In addition, it was unusual to see it wearing a blue scarf instead of a leash.

"Is this maid B?"

"The dog must be the hunting dog that B liked."

"Wow... It's gloomy. No matter how much you hate someone, isn't it too much to just pick out their face and burn it in a photo?"

What a waste of time keeping that in a consignment!

Asher added indignantly.

"... Let's find out more."

Asher, who had been trembling for a while, put the poor photo in a leather pouch.

"I think it was a good choice to search the maids' rooms first. The bottom is where the amount of useful information is equal to the amount of trash information."

"Arrogant... No, it's strange when the orphaned Asher says it."

"Ha, do you think the ladies give their maids extravagant gifts for no reason? It's all about giving and receiving."

Asher was talking about what she knew as if she was a god. It was better than counting the days like our first meeting, so I quietly listened to her performance.

As I continued to explore silently, I discovered a diary under the desk drawer.

<Maid C's Diary>

That was the title of the diary.

"Butler! You found it?"

"It's not Maid A's Diary, though."

"It's okay, so let's read it quickly. Hurry up!"

Asher couldn't hide his excitement and urged me on. So I handed the diary over to Asher without saying a word.

Then her small hands lifted the cover of the diary.

[I can't believe I'm becoming a member of the Arkaden family. I've never heard of a noble family having a maid use a private room, but in Arkaden, it's common sense. The head of the family seems to have a personality as unique as his shining face. ...... The complete opposite of me.]

As soon as Asher read the first line, he started complaining.

"Huh, it's common sense that a pretty face has a dirty back."

"... Where on earth is that common sense?"

"It's common sense in the palace. My eldest brother is exactly like that."

She frowned as if she was in a bad mood. Asher's eyes once again projected letters through her lips that were sticking out like a duck.

[I thought the lord was the most handsome and beautiful in the world. But I realized that I was a complete frog in a well. Today, I had a brief conversation with a maid named B, and I felt excited about another woman. A maid with breathtaking beauty. How blessed must she have lived her life? ...... Unlike me.]

As I read through the diary, what I remembered most vividly was that Maid C had a terrible complex about her appearance.

[I hate B. Such beauty and angelic personality. If I looked like B, I would definitely have a good personality. I would have been confident too. Just by being born, I got everything. The world is unfair.]

Then, as I turned the pages a few times, I noticed that there were some parts in common between Maid C's diary and Maid A's diary.

[B and A are always together. It's so annoying. Today, when I spoke harshly to B, A stepped in and scolded me instead. Does she think she's a maid? After all, she's just another maid, so what are you trying to get from her...]

The last page is at hand.

The note written at the end of the diary was a question of unease.

[A has been acting strange lately. There is definitely something strange about her, but it is still difficult to express it in detail. A, who I have ignored for pretending to be a maid, is... a little scary. What has changed?]

Asher covered Maid C's diary and put it in a leather pouch.

That was all.

The occurrence of the abnormality occurred in an instant.

thud!

thud!

thud!

Boom bang bang bang bang!

Squeak, squeak, squeak, squeak...!

...

......

The loud noise that spread throughout the first floor of the mansion went on for several times before finally calming down.

The silence that came after the noise was eerie.

My skin felt prickly, as if fine shards of glass were floating in the air.

"Ugh..."

Asher was cowering as if he was under pressure.

Her two legs, covered by a dress that covered her ankles, seemed to be shaking.

Trembling red eyes look at me.

"Butler... What is this...?"

"... I'll go out and check."

"Okay, wait a minute! Wait...!"

Asher grabbed the hem of my clothes with both hands.

"I, I want to go too... So don't leave me alone..."

"..."

As I nodded, relief returned to Asher’s face. However, her courage, which had finally come alive, was soon to fade.

Suddenly.

The outside of the doorknob that we turned and went out into was quite different from when we visited Maid C's room.

"Oh, butler..."

The hallway was full of scars.

The floor was sunken as if it had been eaten away, and the walls were covered in scars.

It is as if a storm, full of the concept of savagery, has swept through the mansion.

The steps taken toward the truth were a voluntary advance into deep darkness.

        
            Asher witnessed the hallway transformed into a battlefield. The hem of her clothes, which she held tightly with her small hands, became even more wrinkled.

"What happened...? We just read the diary..."

"Maybe reading the diary was the trigger."

I left maid C's room. Then Asher came out of her own accord as if she had been tied up with rope.

"It looks like the beast has been scratching me here and there..."

"If it really is a beast, it must be huge."

"Yeah... All the marks that appeared look like they were stabbed with a sword."

A mysterious phenomenon appeared right before his eyes. Perhaps because of this, Asher unexpectedly skipped the stage of denial of reality.

However, the reason I inferred the size of the monster was because it existed on the ceiling, not on the floor or walls.

"Look at that, Asher."

"Up? Why up all of a sudden... gasp."

Suddenly, Asher's breathing became choked. The ceiling she looked up at was clearly engraved with a murderous message.

[Give it back!]

A message of unknown meaning.

Should we call this handwriting? The rough, raised letters on the ceiling insisted that the owner of the message was extremely angry.

"You want it back...? Butler, did you steal something?"

"Would you like it?"

"Yeah, right? If you stole it, it wouldn't look so dirty..."

Even when he was terrified, Asher had a great talent for stirring people up. If only he could shake off the hem of his clothes and play hide-and-seek.

What can I do?

Like it or not, you are my last hope.

"Let's get going."

"Uh, where to?"

"I just told you about the maid's room. You'll have to go around the mansion from now on, so you should familiarize yourself with the locations."

"Ugh..."

Asher couldn't easily shake off his hesitation.

I can understand it superficially.

Because she, who wants to live unlike me, will be very sensitive to the emotion called fear.

"Nothing will change. If you don't move, you'll just grow old here forever."

"..."

"In a cursed mansion with no one to talk to."

"There is...right?"

"Who are you?"

"You."

I blinked on the spot. I was surprised to see that he was treating me like a conversation partner.

But that was Asher's self-centered thought.

"I am not a talkative person. If Ash gives up, I have no obligation to serve you, no reason to talk to you, and nothing will get involved between us."

"What?!"

"I'm talking to..."

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

Asher asked back with a look of great shock on his face.

"You won't listen to the market...!?"

"Oh."

"Huh? You just now..."

"...... No, nothing."

She was truly a princess through and through. It was clear how much the emperor had cared for his daughter.

Still, it seemed as if the boycott declaration had some effect, as Asher turned the hem of his clothes he had been holding onto into a sleeve and stood side by side.

"Ugh... Let's go."

I took a step forward, trembling with fear. With that one step, Asher advanced toward me.

What can I say about the sight of you trying so hard to be brave?

'That's amazing.'

I guess it's the same logic that the worse a child is, the more their good deeds are noticed.

Asher turned his gaze to me, who had been standing still for a while.

"Why are you just sitting there? Aren't you going?"

"... Let's go."

I hope that this remarkable progress will continue in the future.

I really hoped so.

◇

1st floor of the mansion - north hallway.

Unlike the maid's room, which was covered in scratch marks, the rest of the space was relatively clean. Fortunately, Asher's tension was also relieved.

"Wow, that's amazing. How out of touch with fashion must I be to have so many things that aren't available these days?"

"Which one is behind?"

"Look at that. There are stuffed animals, right?"

Asher poked at the animal faces decorated at intervals on the wall.

"It's not a real stuffed animal. It's an artificial sculpture like a mask. It's called a 'tal'."

"Tal..."

It has a familiar feel. Is it a coincidence that the name and purpose are the same as those of traditional crafts from a previous life?

"Look, the deer-shaped one is a deer mask, the pig-shaped one is a pig mask, and the dog-shaped one is a dog mask. And that person's face shape is... um, was it a ghost mask? Anyway, they're all masks! "

"... I see."

"But this went out of style at least 300 years ago? You can probably only see it in museums now."

As expected.

Asher gave me a burdensome look with sparkling eyes, like a child who wants praise after doing a good deed.

I should have ignored it.

"This... Seeing..."

He must have noticed that I was intentionally ignoring him. His once sparkling eyes had darkened and filled with resentment.

At that moment, Asher, who had been glaring at me for a long time, dragged me to the display case.

"Butler, look at this. There's a note attached."

[Always have a conversation at eye level! Let’s listen from the other person’s perspective!]

-B to ■■. With common sense.-

The recipient's name is messily erased, as if weathered by time.

"Don't you usually end it with "with love"? How uneducated do you have to be to even write down such basic things?"

"Well, I also have a strong desire to send a letter with common sense."

This is for the foolish princess who has no idea what the other person's position is like.

As Asher was about to leave, looking very disappointed, she suddenly looked at the note again.

"Wait! Isn't this a note written by B? It must be Maid B, right?"

"Maid B's records are the first."

"What's the point of the first one... It's just a stupid note. I'm saying you should at least keep a diary."

Asher grumbled and hurried his pace, but continued to ponder as if he was brainstorming.

"What kind of person was B? Even if you just look at A and C's diaries, the focus is mostly on B."

She was fixated on B because she found the note.

"He must have been someone who stood out."

"Right? Just like C said, she has the looks and personality of an angel. She must have enjoyed a smooth life."

"I can't guarantee that."

"Why do you think so?"

Certainly, a beautiful appearance and a kind personality are a good combination. Maid B must have been the ideal that everyone aspired for.

But sometimes, conditions that don't fit the fountain can actually be detrimental.

"She was just a maid. You must have seen her often in the palace. What kind of ending do those with the same conditions as B usually have?"

"Ah..."

Asher groaned as he understood the meaning.

There were countless cases where beautiful and good-natured women were sold off to be the mistresses of noblemen. If not, they would live with scandals attached to them just by breathing quietly.

Even for a maid working in a closed environment, it was obvious that it would be difficult to handle with just any common sense.

"Anyway, being pretty is a sin. Even I've been tired more than once or twice."

"The people around me must have been more tired."

Asher immediately covered her mouth. After a few seconds of silence, she cautiously opened her mouth.

"Excuse me, butler. I have something I want to ask you seriously."

"Please speak."

"Am I really that pale? Don't I have any pretty parts?"

You have a style that becomes more beautiful the more you keep your mouth shut.

... the words rose to the tip of my tongue, but I somehow managed to stop them.

"It's been a long time since I've seen a woman. If I find a decent picture of Maid B later, I'll have a comparison group."

"Isn't the standard too high?! Just looking at the description, it's almost like there's no goddess...!"

"Have hope. It could be a close match between the two of you. Are you not confident?"

"Who, who says you're insecure? Huh, how dare someone as low as me dare to say that I, the jewel of the palace, is more beautiful than you."

I think I'm starting to get a feel for how to handle Asher.

Childish thinking must be countered with childish words and actions in order for the story to make sense.

After that, Asher, who had been walking around in a dazed manner, stopped in front of a large door.

"Butler, where am I?"

"This is a public lounge."

"Oh, that's good. I'm tired from walking for so long, let's take a short break and go."

"Do as Asher wishes."

Asher opened the door to the common room without hesitation.

As expected, a space that had lost its sense of life and warmth welcomed us.

There is a long, empty sofa and a table used for tea time. And three or four folding beds are neatly placed as if to confirm the personality of the owner.

Meanwhile, a statue of a majestic knight stands guard over a cold fireplace.

"Oh my goodness, not even a maid of the palace can rest on a cot? How can you let your servants lie down while on duty?"

"This... surprises me too."

I was as surprised as Asher was.

At the beginning of his diary, he wrote that he couldn't believe that he had gotten a job at the Arkaden Mansion, and it seemed like it wasn't just an empty boast.

"I was going to rest right away... but that won't work. I'll have to search first and then either lie down or sit down."

"Wow..."

It's a good attitude. However, I didn't say it out loud because I was afraid that if I praised him honestly, it would become a bad habit.

"Butler, should we get our swords first? Look at this. It's a statue, but it's not a formal sword, it's a real sword."

"Do you know how to swing a black sword?"

"I told you I was the top student at the academy, right? Of course I was first in swordsmanship class too. The royal family is born with superiority in every way!"

Asher lifted the fairly heavy sword with one hand. This proved that it was true that he was born with dragon powers.

If so, then being born with a disability would be the only disadvantage.

A moment later, Asher started to argue while putting his sword in his leather pouch.

"Heh, butler. You don't know anything about swordsmanship, do you? If you keep doing this, I might end up having to protect you. How unmanly."

"I don't particularly want to be protected."

"P... Pride is threefold."

How nice it would be if I could be killed. If it weren't for Asher, wouldn't it be the monster in the mansion who could kill me?

Even though I know deep down that it's unlikely, I still find myself hoping.

"Huh?"

At that moment, something shiny inside the fireplace caught my eye.

I quickly walked over and searched the ash-filled fireplace, lifting things out.

"Coin...?"

In an instant, text appeared before my eyes.

[Item: Coin]

[If you have it, something good might happen...?]

Even when I got my hands on the diary, no message was printed. So it would be reasonable to assume that this coin is an item that contains special abilities, like a leather pouch.

I handed the coin over to Asher.

"Keep it. You'll definitely find a use for it."

"Huh? Okay. If the butler insists, there must be something. More importantly, the fireplace..."

Asher put the coins in his leather pouch and crouched down in front of the fireplace. Then he volunteered to search the soot-filled interior of the fireplace with his bare hands.

"Butler."

"Yes, Asher."

Ash, who had been quietly searching the inside of the fireplace, spoke up for a rare moment. Since she had an unusual expression on her face, I also listened to the story that was coming out.

"You know what? A fireplace is a very suspicious place?"

"Is there a reason?"

"Yeah."

Her eyes droop as if she is steeped in sad memories, while her lips form a gentle curve in a self-deprecating smile.

"My first brother often sent me poison. But do you know how he dealt with the poison?"

"..."

"Break it in the fireplace and set it on fire. Then all the ingredients will fly away. I don't understand it, but that's the kind of poison it is."

After that, Asher quietly searched the fireplace and then smiled as if relieved.

"Haa, at best, there are only a thousand pieces left. The material isn't that bad, but who threw it away? It must have been a waste to just use it as a servant's salary."

Asher threw the blue piece of cloth back in and grumbled in a natural tone.

"Ashe."

I somehow got the impression that she was talking nonsense. In fact, Asher's eyes were increasingly slanted to the left, as if embarrassed.

An awkward silence fell over us for a while.

Then, it was Ashe who attempted conversation first.

"Butler. Am I so strange?"

"What do you mean?"

"I'm trapped here because of you... So I feel really wronged, and even now I want to slap you in the face and beat you up..."

Asher, who had been squatting, put her butt on the floor.

She wrapped her arms around her knees in that position and swayed her body like a grasshopper, keeping her balance.

"You, who I've only known for a day, seem like the only person on my side that wasn't even in the palace. Is it because I speak carelessly because you're my property? You don't even flatter me... Come to think of it, it's been a long time since I've trusted someone."

Asher is still arrogant.

She held out her little finger.

"Butler."

"Yes."

"Don't betray me."

"..."

"Okay?"

He speaks softly, half-forcibly linking his little fingers together.

"Is that a promise?"

You can't stamp your thumb.

Because if only I could die, I would gladly give up my life and leave you behind.

It was difficult to meet the wishes of a girl who was ignorant of the ways of the world.

"... I promise."

But in the end, we gave each other thumbs up.

As if I was being swept away by a rapid current.

They even made a covenant.

Even if that cute behavior is just a deception to an innocent girl.

        
            After Asher took a short break, we left the common room and continued exploring.

However, meaningful results were hard to come by. The mansion was so large that it was difficult to see everything, and there were no items that could be called clues.

"Ashe, aren't you tired?"

"It's okay because I just rested."

She dismissed it shortly.

A strange change occurred in a short period of time.

When she first set foot in the mansion, Ashe was a reckless person. However, the current Ashe seems to have regained her sense of reality, and her sense of responsibility and positivity has come alive.

They say he still has a tomboyish and self-willed personality...

It was obvious that she had made some adjustments.

"It's almost nighttime. I asked because I was worried you might be tired."

"Okay. What do you mean tired? I just had fun at a nightclub the other day, so this is easy."

"If that's the case, then that's fortunate..."

It's true that it's a little scary.

The more motivated I am, the greater the disappointment. I was worried that if I didn't achieve results for a long time, my motivation would just fall to the ground.

"Butler, what on earth are you?"

"Huh?"

"You intentionally teased me, but you treated me so well. You even worried that I might get tired."

"..."

"Why are you doing that? I want to know the reason too. At least let's not feel wronged."

There is no way to tell.

Even now, when I try to claim that I am a victim, my mouth is locked shut and I can't move. At best, all I can do is pretend to be innocent.

Quietly, very quietly.

In the passage where only the sound of shoe-clicking filled the air, Asher's sharp red eyes observed the cold scenery.

"Aha..."

But unexpectedly, Asher let out a low, low cry.

"Butler. You... have a clue?"

"..."

"It was strange. Wouldn't a foreigner be the butler of a mansion this big? He doesn't even know the names of the decorations in his own house. He knows the geography, but that's about it. And if he's not lying when he says he doesn't know anything... Isn't that too unnatural?"

I couldn't open my mouth. It wasn't because Asher was making empty conjectures, but because even I wasn't sure about the matter.

I had established my identity as Ashe's assistant. However, the way of thinking that I myself was the clue was quite unfamiliar to me.

I just have the belief that I have to be faithful to the role I've been given.

The idea that he was the one who would solve the puzzle was unprecedented.

"Butler."

"... Yes, Asher."

"What's your name? Are you S or M?"

Asher, whose choice of words is quite provocative. I shook my head again at her question.

"I don't know either. My name..."

"Hmm, the butler was an incompetent butler who didn't even know his own name?"

"It's hard to refute."

He accepted it plainly, as if it was true. Then Asher's eyes lit up as if he had solved one problem.

"See, that's right. Revealing your identity is definitely related to the secrets of this old, run-down mansion!"

"Identity..."

Until now, I simply thought of it as bad luck. I thought that being possessed by a ghostly body and having my freedom taken away was a shameless trick of fate.

But... was there a story behind it?

There is some reason why I had to become the sole guardian of this mansion...

"Butler, don't you want to know too? Who you are."

"... I want to know. Of course."

"Uh-huh-huh, then serve me even more. I will reveal all your secrets!"

"Okay, I will."

Asher looked at me blankly, as if he found me puzzled, as I readily agreed.

Until the next words are spoken.

"If you need it, I will gladly help you with your bathing."

"Can't you shut up?! You fucking lewd, depraved, sima-oedo butler...!"

Asher grinned at me right after the harsh criticism.

"Huh, someone like you would've definitely fallen for maid B and been courting her without any sense of propriety. Just like any other male servant!"

"That wouldn't be bad. If so, she would have been a very beautiful woman, unlike Asher, who doesn't even look like a woman."

"What? Don't make me laugh. Even if that maid is pretty, do you think her skin would be prettier than mine, who washes her body with flower petals every day? Or would her facial features be more distinct than mine, a member of the royal family?"

That's nonsense!

After adding that shout, Asher crossed his arms and grumbled.

"Butler, you promised me, right? Since you're on my side, you shouldn't run to maid B like you're horny."

"Come to think of it, why am I suddenly becoming a pervert?"

"Anyway! I'll find your name, and you'll be my faithful servant! You're the lady of the mansion and Nabal, and from now on, that's how it is. Got it?"

"Oh my, we have a new evil master."

"Use it!"

Asher, who warns while scolding, clearly shows his determination not to tolerate the servant's gossip.

I found the cat-like behavior a bit amusing and laughed for the first time in a while.

"Oh my goodness! Butler, you know how to laugh?"

"I didn't laugh."

"Again, again, again, another lie! You just laughed, didn't you? How dare you, a servant, lie to your master? You disloyal bastard."

"The owner's opinion is not always right."

"That's what you're talking about..."

"Guiding a master who is about to go down a vain path is also a virtue of a proper servant."

At my words, Asher placed his chin on his palm and thought seriously.

That too, in an instant.

Asher quickly realized that he was caught up in the pace.

"Oh, what do you want me to do! You were laughing, you liar!"

"... Tsk."

It still doesn't work.

"Tsk? Tsk tsk?! I guess I'll just fire you!"

Shhh!

Asher kicked my shin with all his might.

[This is an indestructible object.]

The absolute protection defensive gimmick is activated.

So, her emotional blow ended in vain.

"Indestructible? What the heck is this out of the ordinary magic..."

It's a difficult magic for me too.

If it weren't for this kind of defensive gimmick, I would have closed my eyes a long time ago.

That was such a pity.

"But I understand when I think about it calmly. There's no way an incompetent butler would cast this kind of magic on his own... You're under a spell! Right?"

It is a perfect answer.

... the logic is quite twisted, but I guess it doesn't matter.

"Hmm, from now on, when I'm solving my mysteries, I'll have to keep in mind your role. To do that, I guess I have no choice but to look into the maids' relationships? You're probably a servant too, so there's probably something written down."

Besides, I also need to figure out why you're the only one left among so many servants...

Asher muttered to herself earnestly. She was deeply lost in thought.

While she was trying to piece together her own headache-inducing deductions, our steps found themselves back in the lobby.

Inevitably, Asher's body became stiff. She was intimidated by the grim atmosphere of the hallway, where scars remained like comb-like teeth.

She grabbed my sleeve again, as if it were a habit.

"Butler... I'm okay, right?"

"Are you scared?"

"Honestly... a little, just a little bit... yeah."

"That shouldn't be a problem."

I made a move to walk. As expected, Asher was startled and grabbed my arm tightly.

"Hey, wait...!"

The face, filled with deep emotion, distorts beautifully.

"Hey, butler."

"Yes, Asher."

"You'll protect me, right...? Yeah?"

"Where did Ashe, who confidently promised to protect me in the public lounge, hide?"

Wow!

Asher's face turned bright red. It seemed as if he was too ashamed to bear the memory of his past arrogance.

"I... I am..."

It was a voice that was almost sobbing.

Did I tease you too much?

Just as I was about to take back what I had said, Ash pulled a heavy sword out of his leather pouch.

"Hiyap!"

Chae-Ang!

A sharp sword blade gleams like new. A weapon that protects oneself is an effective tool to relieve mortal anxiety.

"I'll kill everyone who comes..."

Ashe, who speaks with brutal lines.

As I was admiring her majestic appearance for a moment, she suddenly readily held out her sword.

"Butler, would you like to hear this? I will teach you the basics of swordsmanship. You can't just talk like a weakling."

"That's a really hurtful thing to say, but I get what you mean."

Asher pushes the sword handle as if forcing it.

I tried to naturally take the sword, but when I tried to grab the handle, it was like a magnet repelling like poles, and my hand couldn't reach it.

... No, it's different.

It feels as if my whole body is being forced to stiffen by the compulsion not to hold the sword.

'...a strange feeling. Ugh.'

Suddenly, my chest started to tingle convulsively. At the same time, everything I could see started to tremble.

It was a phenomenon I had never experienced in the countless years that had passed.

"Butler, what are you doing? Why are you staggering?"

"... I think it'll be too heavy."

"Isn't that too much? This incompetence is going too far."

"..."

He makes excuses and accepts Asher's criticism as calmly as possible.

When I show my instability, her spirit is broken. It's too early to ruin Ashe's courage.

My efforts must have paid off, for Asher patted me with a triumphant expression and offered words of comfort. She did so with that characteristically mischievous expression.

"Ugh, what can I do? Why would I expect anything from a thousand people? Just leave it to me, the top swordsman in the class. I'll sweep them all away like the hero who appeared a long time ago."

"...... Please, Asher."

I know that the expression “incompetent” is just a joke. However, if it continues like this, it will only put the burden on Ashe unilaterally.

I can no longer take a joke as a joke.

For the first time, I felt a sense of inferiority.

"Ugh... Don't be scared, Ash. You can do this. Is it a big deal to show off your master's bravery to your new servant?"

"Ha..."

It's shining.

An optical illusion occurred in which a bright light appeared to shine around Ashe in the gloomy and dark mansion.

Now I understand why Asher was chosen as the female protagonist.

I guess it's something like this.

The courage to take a step forward despite trembling with fear.

That may be the jewel of a human being, Asher.

Soon she was gesturing boldly at the door, which she had not yet been guided to.

"Look carefully at your master's bravery. Opening any door like this...!"

Suddenly.

In that way, the gates of hell, filled with resentment, finally opened.

Kkwuddudduk!

It was an event that happened in an instant.

The tragedy of the rotting flesh and falling flesh that opened its huge mouth and brutally crushed Ashe's torso.

"Ashe...?"

"..."

Silent at the call.

Hot blood seeps into the red eyes that have lost the light of life.

The corpse, crushed and unable to even close its eyes, is thrown away capriciously.

The beast. Both ears were cut off and disappeared, and both eyes were gouged out as if they had been dug out with a shovel, and were filled with darkness.

The weight class that far surpasses that of an adult male exudes an overwhelming sense of power.

A bloody, swaying giant body, its flesh seemingly about to fall off, turns its body towards me.

The fresh scent of death wafted past my nose.

=====

<The House Where Thieves Live>

Every moment, I chase the echoes of the two people.

She who gave me something precious and she who stole something precious.

Tracing those footsteps, I reminisce about the happiest memories of my life.

Give it back.

Give it back!

Give me back the happiness you took away from me!

-Reward: Gift Box

-Special Reward: Memories of a Hunting Dog

=====

        
            It felt like time had stopped.

The field of vision was not in sharp focus.

When my eyes lingered on Ashe, who was gushing red blood from her torn flank, the monster turned its attention to her with a strange howl.

It was difficult to see through the true nature of 'it', with its ears cut off, both eyes gouged out, and its skin torn and showing wounds.

It certainly would have been so if it weren't for the letters printed before my eyes right now.

=====

<The House Where Thieves Live>

Every moment, I chase the echoes of the two people.

She who gave me something precious and she who stole something precious.

Tracing those footsteps, I reminisce about the happiest memories of my life.

Give it back.

Give it back!

Give me back the happiness you took away from me!

-Reward: Gift Box

-Special Reward: Memories of a Hunting Dog

=====

"Hound... Is this it?"

I slowly approached the monster that the status window claimed was a hunting dog, and I put my hand to its mouth, wetting it with the drool that was dripping down like water.

"Kehi...!"

The reaction was instantaneous.

"Kaaa ...

The guy shoved his mouth open wide enough to fit a person.

Bite and tear at your prey.

The determination of the monster that had been swept away with that single thought was shattered in a single line of text.

[This is an indestructible object.]

No matter how many times I tried with persistence, it was the same.

The hunting dog tilted its head once or twice at the mysterious phenomenon, then fled from the scene with heavy footsteps.

"... Is that not possible?"

This time I couldn't die either.

It was clear that the only condition for my release was for Asher to unlock the secrets of the mansion.

That's why it was more desperate.

Asher, who is nothing more than a corpse that has lost the light of life. It will never be possible for her to fulfill my wish.

"..."

I slowly sat down in the puddle of blood Ash had created. Then, right next to me, I closed Ash’s eyes, who couldn’t even close their eyes.

That's when the change happened.

─Shudder!

"... just now?"

The accident was stiff.

Unless you're hallucinating in despair.

If my eyes were not seeing the world in vain.

It was definitely moving. It was none other than Asher's fingers.

A moment later, translucent text appeared in the air, as if to give hope.

[The conditions for revival have been met.]

[Item: Coins disappear.]

"What the heck... is this mansion."

Time rewinds. It was a sight that could only be described as such.

A puddle of blood floated in the air and flowed into Asher's body, and the burst pieces of flesh gathered together and filled Asher's torn side.

Now, only the torn hem of her clothes served as evidence that she had been murdered.

"Ugh...!"

Flash! As soon as Ash opened his eyes, he let out a loud cough.

I was speechless at the truly astonishing sight and stared at her intently.

"Haa...! Haa...!"

As if she didn't even notice me, Asher started hyperventilating as if she was in a panic. Then, as if she had suddenly come to her senses, her eyes regained their vitality and she let out a single, silent scream.

"Ugh, ugh...!"

"Ashe!"

Boom, boom, boom, boom!

Asher ran without looking back. He didn't even notice that his leather pouch had fallen off and he just ran down the hallway.

Her destination is Maid A's room.

Perhaps, it was Asher's safe place that was engraved as the only treasure in this mansion.

◇

Inside Maid A's room.

Asher was crouching on the bed, forgetting even the proper etiquette of changing clothes. Even though she was hot from being covered with a blanket, her shivering body showed no sign of calming down.

"Ah, ugh... ugh... it hurts, it hurts, it hurts...!"

The sensation is still vivid.

The horrible pain of having my upper body eaten by a monster that suddenly appeared was etched into my soul and was eating away at my mind.

In particular, the scene of the fangs piercing through the intestines kept coming to my mind as if it were imprinted on my retina.

"Ma, that's ridiculous... It's impossible, it's impossible... How can I avoid something like that? How can I overcome it...?"

I have never seen such a creature.

Even a wolf, a lion, or a tiger can't be that big.

As the princess of the empire, I have seen all sorts of strange animals, but this was the first time I had seen such an intimidating creature.

"Sigh, sob... AbaMama, Daddy... I'm scared... I really hope this is a dream... How lucky I'll be if I fall asleep and wake up in the palace that day..."

When the morning sunlight filtered through the curtains the maid had pulled open, it was so blinding that I would wake up from my deep sleep.

And whenever the emperor had free time, it was his daily routine to walk around the palace and be pampered.

It was the same on my thirteenth birthday.

When the Emperor asked him to choose a gift to celebrate his birthday, he pointed to the map without hesitation. It was a land that was as far away as possible from the territory of his older brother who hated him.

At the time, I didn't think my life would be in danger, so it was just a decision close to a simple temper. But if I had known it would be this strangling, I would have settled for a very expensive piece of jewelry.

A jewel that can feed you for the rest of your life, no matter where you escape to...

"I don't like it... I don't like it..."

I never thought a mansion like this would exist on the land I received.

For a moment, I think of my father, who looked troubled when I asked him to give me this land. Maybe he knew that it was the land where the haunted house was built. Although it would have been impossible to guess the true nature of the haunted house...

If even this is laughed at as self-inflicted, it would be too sad.

As Asher was curled up and sobbing for a while, a polite knock was heard.

dripping.

"Ugh...!"

A feeling of fear came over me.

What if, unlike the scary monsters, it turns out to be a human-shaped monster? Or if they trick me by knocking and lure me out, I might die this time.

As fear swirled in my head, a familiar, low voice was heard.

"Ashe. It's me."

"... Butler?"

"Yes."

"That's not a lie, is it?"

I can't believe anything.

This is just a rumor, but I've heard that there is a ghost that imitates people and eats them.

This would normally be a joke that would be laughed off.

But, I think that if you come back to life in such a supernatural mansion, there's nothing you wouldn't want.

Asher pressed himself against the door and responded as calmly as possible.

"Prove it... Are you really a butler?"

"Yes, I am the butler."

"So, how can you prove it?"

"..."

"..."

Silence falls.

As the quiet time grew longer, Asher felt as if he was suffocating from the density of the time.

After a long time, a strangely trembling voice came from the other side of the door.

"It's difficult."

"Wow, you really are a butler...!"

The moment when you are about to back away in fear.

The being outside continued speaking so fluently.

"The order in which I helped her bathe was after washing her hair, then her armpits. Then I showed her how to dry her back with a towel, and then I went down and did the groin area..."

"...... That's right...!!!"

Bam!

Asher opened the door almost automatically. And, as she believed, the man standing in front of the door was undoubtedly the butler.

"Butler...!"

"Ashe."

"Why are you being so quiet...! Why is your voice shaking so suspiciously..."

"I thought about it a lot."

"Worried?"

"As Asher said, there are limited ways to prove that I am me. Above all, it is a method of proof that would make even me raise my voice."

"Ugh...!"

Asher's face turned red from the bottom of his chin to the bottom of his eyes. Then, Asher, who had nothing to say, started hitting the butler's back hard.

"Ah, if I knew, I should have found another way!"

Of course, the powerful hand was blocked by the ruthless message.

[This is an indestructible object.]

Ashe, who couldn't even vent her anger, seemed to feel helpless and controlled her breathing.

"Indestructible object... You are also a person in this mansion after all."

As the excitement subsides, the butler looks different.

The dark, numb eyes, as if they have lost interest in the world, make him seem like a person from another world.

More than anything, I was reluctant to accept the sense of alienation that came from the appearance of an immigrant.

'Is the butler... really on my side?'

Why is the butler helping me?

Clearly, the butler was within arm's reach of the monster. The fact that he returned alive without incident means that even the monster couldn't kill the butler.

'Either he's on the same side as the monsters... or the butler is blatantly favored by this mansion...'

It's probably one of the two, but it's unclear if they're on the same side as the monsters. But it's also hard to be sure if they're really on your side.

It is questionable why he brought you here in the first place, and if he intended to kill you, it is also questionable why he didn't do it sooner. Instead, didn't he do his best to help you adapt to this mansion?

"..."

"..."

Silence descended once again.

The butler had a rough idea of what Asher was thinking about with his small head.

It is a state in which an ordinary human being has experienced death once.

Cognitive abilities may have declined due to panic, and the heightened anxiety may have further stimulated doubts.

So the butler's choice was simple.

"Just rest. As long as you want."

Just give it time.

He planned to wait until Asher's thoughts and determination were properly corrected. He had infinite time left.

The butler was just about to close the door and turn his back.

Stand tall!

Asher pulled the doorknob.

"... you."

"Yes, Asher."

"Here it is."

"Are you letting me in?"

Asher hesitated for a moment in response to the butler's question before opening his mouth.

"No, it's there."

"..."

"Just... open the door a little and stay there."

The eyes are moist and sad.

It's hard to completely trust the butler now. But it's not like I've lost enough trust to completely reject him.

Above all...

"...... I'm scared of being alone..."

If you spend the night alone with no one around, you will be shaking with fear all morning.

So, Asher wanted to constantly reaffirm the presence of someone who could make her feel safe.

"I will do that."

The butler accepted silently. Then he sat cross-legged next to the crack in the door through which light was streaming in, leaning his back against the wall.

The sound of Asher returning to bed and rustling around his ears lingered.

After the rustling noise had relatively quieted down, Ashe's voice, now somewhat thinner, could be heard.

"Butler."

"Yes, Asher."

"How have you been living?"

"The method you know is correct."

"That's amazing... Can you give it to me?"

"If possible, I would like to give it actively."

"Lies... The butler is weaker than me, so you shouldn't do that."

Asher was experiencing a strange feeling.

Just talking to the butler on the other side of the door seemed to ease my anxiety little by little.

And then I realized the sad truth.

One way or another, I guess I have no choice but to rely on the butler.

Here, she was just a helpless princess who could do nothing alone.

"... Butler."

"Please speak."

"You know our promise, right?"

"I know."

"Okay... Okay."

Asher reaffirmed their promise in a voice muffled by sleep.

"Don't betray me. Okay, butler? "

"Yes."

With those words, Asher gave up resisting Suma.

A steady breathing sound leisurely lingered through the quiet hallway.

Meanwhile, the butler was still quietly guarding his position outside.

"As long as you keep your duty, for as long as you can."

        
            The world is cloudy.

The shapes of objects were infinitely blurred, as if the space itself was filled with noise.

In that opaque world, the howling of a beast was suddenly heard.

"Wow!"

A shaggy, grayish-haired dog barked. Its shape was unclear, so I mistook it for a yellow ball of fur.

The size of the animal was such that it could lightly touch the thighs above the knees. If it stood on two feet, it would lightly lick the collarbone.

"Right, right... Shall we sit down?"

The next voice heard was a woman's.

The woman with light brown hair skillfully calmed down a large dog that was barking at her belly. Then she handed something to the dog, who was sitting upright and wagging his tail.

"Would you like to decorate it?"

The woman asks. The person she was invited to is not visible.

"... Are you shy around dogs? What can I do, this kid likes me the best."

Hmm, hmm, hmm. The woman hums awkwardly.

While savoring the terrible rhythm, something bluish was suddenly tied around the dog's neck.

"Yeah, it's pretty!"

"Wow!"

They leave pleasant impressions and bark pleasantly. They seem to be a pair whose conversation seems to be intertwined with each other.

...Somehow my heart fluttered at that scene.

Disgustingly.

And, my heart pounding incessantly made me feel so sad that it brought me back to reality.

The opaque world is collapsing.

Like history being completely wiped out without a trace.

My eyes opened.

It was a dawn with a drizzle falling under a cloudy sky.

The dark hallways of the mansion were riddled with bruises and scratches.

Looking up at the ceiling, I saw raised letters scrawled in an angry manner.

[Give it back!]

A single word that seemed to be a request, and yet still a mystery.

"... Did you fall asleep without answering?"

It's been quite a while since I've experienced sleep. Naturally, it's also been quite a while since I've had a dream.

As I was mocking myself for my inhumane past, a soft breathing sound came from inside Maid A's room.

"How much ending will be needed..."

I hope Asher gets over her trauma and gets back on her feet soon.

Even if it's for the sake of each other's resentment.

◇

The time Asher woke up was around 10 AM.

"Butler..."

Ashe called in a half-asleep voice. She sat up as if she was struggling and rubbed her eyes.

"Here it is."

"Yeah..."

"..."

"..."

The conversation ended awkwardly.

I looked through the crack in the door to see what was going on, and saw Asher nodding and lifting his head repeatedly. His eyes were almost squinted and swollen.

"Ashe."

"... Oh, yeah."

"You are such a ridiculous sight that even maid C would laugh at you."

"...... Huh...!"

Asher came to his senses only after hearing the outrageous verbal abuse. Then, he threw a pillow at me with all his might as I stared at him through the crack in the door.

"Look, don't look! You're like a lewd butler peeping into a lady's room...!"

Pfft!

As expected, Asher's brute force was worthy of royalty, and the pillow flew at him with a fierce momentum. Of course, there was no way a thick and fluffy pillow could slip through the narrow gap in the door.

'I don't know why I feel this much shame when I've already seen everything...'

Starting yesterday, I've been looking into every part of my body.

He is truly a unique person.

Should I say that I haven't lost my sense of style?

I expected him to still be shivering after spending the night, but surprisingly, he seemed to have regained his composure.

It's a happy miscalculation.

"Pervert butler. Are you there?"

"Here it is."

"Prepare some wash water. And change my torn clothes. Also... Do you have any pants?"

"He's probably in the servant's room."

"Yeah, that's fine too. Bring it so I can change."

"Unfortunately, I am not allowed to open the door. Asher will have to come himself."

"Ugh."

Her shoulders trembled greatly. The words that she had to go out brought back the trauma from the night before.

Asher, who had been conflicted, finally made a decision.

"Come here, butler."

◇

Peep, peep.

Asher peers around the hallway with his neck stretched out through the crack in the door. Then, as if he still feels uneasy, he calls me in a thin voice.

"Is this there?"

"None."

"Yeah..."

At that moment, Ashe, who had stepped into Maid A's room, hurriedly revealed her new appearance.

Hurry up!

It seemed like I was running so fast that I couldn't see my feet. Asher, who was sticking close behind me with a determined look on his face, was keeping a close watch on me with a nervous heart.

"Haa... Haa... Where is the servant's room?"

"It's across the lobby."

"If it's across the lobby... No way?"

"Yes, that's where the beast came from."

Stand tall!

Asher's steps stopped.

When I looked back, there was fear in those trembling ruby-like eyes.

"Should I just wear a dress?"

"I wouldn't recommend it. If Asher isn't going to grow old and die here, he'll inevitably have to face that beast."

The dress was woefully inadequate for this ordeal. It would be better to throw away the corset soon and wear something like a compression bandage.

"Ugh... Let's go. If we use the butler shield, we'll buy some time. "

"You are making the idea of using people as meat shields too easily."

"Hey, what do you want me to do! You're not going to die, are you!"

"If you are afraid, lower your voice. There is a risk that they will hear you and come looking for you."

"Ugh...!"

The threat, which wasn't a threat, worked. Asher stopped whining and remained silent, and safely arrived at the servant's room.

I chose a suitable maid's outfit and showed it to Asher. Then, while she was putting on her trousers, I buttoned up her shirt one by one.

Ashe is slowly regaining her sense of stability.

To her, I gave her the hint that was printed in the status window.

=====

<The House Where Thieves Live>

Every moment, I chase the echoes of the two people.

She who gave me something precious and she who stole something precious.

Tracing those footsteps, I reminisce about the happiest memories of my life.

Give it back.

Give it back!

Give me back the happiness you took away from me!

-Reward: Gift Box

-Special Reward: Memories of a Hunting Dog

=====

...

......

Asher was shocked when he heard the contents.

"A hunting dog...? That's a hunting dog?! That's ridiculous...!"

She took an object out of her leather pouch. It was a photograph of Maid B's face, burnt to a hideous ugliness.

However, the hunting dog, presumed to be a Labrador Retriever, was captured in a very lively manner.

"... This kid is 'that'? Even his weight class is so different? "

"I agree with that, but... it would be shameless to discuss rationality in this mansion."

"Tch, you're right."

Thud!

Asher sat on the bed and continued to ponder the riddle.

"Then what does it mean to ask for happiness back? Like asking for the ugly appearance to return to its original state..."

"... I don't think so."

I recalled the text on the status window.

<The House Where Thieves Live>

This is the title of the hint given to us. It is certainly not an abstract answer, especially since it deals with a gift that has been robbed of its contents.

"You mean to find it in this mansion? The stuff he stole..."

In other words, a life-threatening treasure hunt was the first game the mansion offered to Ashe.

"This... Sssss... I don't know who took what, but I really won't let that go. I'll pay you back a hundred, a thousand times what you took from me!"

"I'm glad you got your motivation back."

"I can't help it... I can't grow old and die in a junk mansion like this, like that arrogant butler said."

She was the one who showed even a feeble sense of determination.

I believed in that weak determination and proposed a policy.

"Ashe."

"Huh?"

"Wouldn't you like to go away separately?"

◇

In the middle of a deserted hallway.

Asher was walking cautiously, his nerves tense.

There is no butler nearby.

I never knew that the absence of human presence could create such anxiety. I already wanted to open any room and hide.

Every time that happened, Asher recalled the conversation he had with the butler.

[The 'thing' I saw was quite slow to react. If it hadn't been a surprise attack, I could have easily avoided it with Ash's movements.]

[How can you be confident...?]

[I was convinced when I tried it myself.]

The hound acted as if he didn't even know he was there. After biting Ashe, some time passed and the butler didn't even pay attention to him.

I didn't even notice him when I wet my hands with the spittle dripping from his half-open mouth.

Only after directly touching the giant did he roar and reveal his killing intent.

[There's probably something wrong with the sensory organs. In fact, there are no eyes, and the ears are torn off. So what sense do you mainly use for perception?]

[It's the sense of smell!]

[That's correct.]

It's in the realm of hypothesis, but I thought it was valid.

That's why I agreed to the butler's suggestion.

If the butler encounters the hound first, he can provoke it to buy time. This is a plan that is possible with the unique immortality.

On the other hand, if Ashe encounters him first, she uses her unique physical abilities to desperately escape to Maid A's room.

Their strategy was to repeat this in order to find the 'happiness' that had been stolen from them.

'Still, I can't help but feel anxious.'

This time there are no coins.

It is an absurd game that wastes a fleeting opportunity for revival.

...Yeah, it's an absurd game.

I can't help but disparage it like that.

Well, isn't that so?

If there was even a shred of equality in this game, I wouldn't have encountered him so quickly.

Boom, boom!

The floor is shaking.

It was a sound of footsteps that contained considerable mass.

Immediately afterwards, a hideous beast emerged from around the corner in front.

"... What the heck."

Finally, Asher's beautiful lips spat out curses.

        
            The unknown beast was huge, its rotten flesh torn and dangling.

It was exactly like a memory etched with death.

An unexpected encounter.

Asher's courage, which had sprouted overnight, was withering away.

"Haa... Haa... Ugh...!"

My breathing becomes rapid. My body is frozen like ice, but I feel my breathing becoming more intense.

Crunch.

One step.

Crunch.

One more step.

He calmly steps back, away from the monster he encountered. His steps are very delicate and careful.

'Not responding...'

It was clearly different from when I experienced death. The monster that had attacked without mercy as soon as I opened the door was currently in an incomprehensible state.

'What's different? What's different from that time that you don't rush in?'

Either way, it was a stroke of luck. Asher wasn't stupid enough to let fear overwhelm him and let the opportunity slip away.

Whirl!

Turn your back immediately.

The moment when you want to run away at full speed.

As Asher's long blonde hair fluttered, the bastard roared.

"Kahahah...!!!"

"Why all of a sudden...?!"

Boom, boom, boom, boom!

The hound runs. It stretches out its heavy legs as if the dangling flesh on its legs doesn't bother it.

"Fuck!"

Asher also reacted immediately.

I ran as fast as I could after regulating my breathing, which had become rapid due to trauma.

Even though she's rotten, she's still a royal. Her physical abilities surpass those of most soldiers.

Now that we have sufficient distance and alertness, we cannot be helpless like the day before.

"Kah... Haaaak...!!!"

"Where in the world does a dog bark like that!?"

It's just so absurd.

Now that I think about it, it was a monster with a problem with its sensory organs. Its rotten flesh was shaking, and it would be harder to find a healthy part.

Then, would it be reasonable to assume that there is some kind of problem with the vocal organs?

"Ugh...!"

In the midst of the urgency, Ashe stopped.

Because a fork in the road has appeared.

One was a hallway leading to Maid A's room. The other was a hallway decorated with old-fashioned masks.

"Whew..."

Snap, and he gnashes his teeth.

If we were to follow the safety first principle, it would be right to return to Maid A's room...

I have a gut feeling that that's not the 'right' answer.

This mansion is endlessly absurd to its visitors, but it doesn't necessarily present impossible tasks.

The coin that revived me, the leather pouch that increased my convenience, and the clue that penetrated the secrets of this mansion - the butler was the proof.

'I don't know why, but... this mansion wants me to overcome the trials and uncover its secrets.'

In other words, complacency cannot be the answer.

If you test your will, it would be natural to accept it.

Asher, who had established this thought process in an instant, quickly changed direction.

Kkrick! Bang!

A hallway filled with decorations came into view.

"Kehi...!"

Kuung!

Meanwhile, the hunting dog went straight into the hallway where Maid A's room was located.

However, soon he sensed a sense of discomfort and slowly backed away, then showed his murderous intent by heading towards the hallway that Ash had turned towards.

'also...!'

At this point, Asher was convinced that the hypothesis was true.

That monster relies solely on its sense of smell to track its opponents.

At the same time, the line I had said also came to mind.

[Butler. You... have a clue?]

Clue. Yeah, that fucking clue that I want to hit at least once.

That perverted pervert butler is the clue, so there's no way that guy who's being mentioned so openly isn't the clue.

Apparently, 'something' had happened to the lively and cute hunting dog.

A disaster where ears are torn off, eyeballs are gouged out, and skin is horribly torn off.

"Tch, if I think about it a little more, I think I might figure something out...!"

Your thinking power is depleted.

It is a considerable task to have advanced the thinking to this extent, considering that a disaster that is fueling hatred towards me is running rampant behind the scenes.

"Haa...!"

Feel the limits of your physical strength.

The absolute distance I ran was short, but I squeezed and squeezed out all my speed. I moved my legs as if I was squeezing water out of a dry rag.

Even if you pause for a moment and open any door, the future of a giant maw crushing flesh is vivid.

So, Asher had no choice but to choose the forced option.

"Butleraaa ...

◇

A hallway with a view of the outside scenery outside the window.

I was lost in thought, tracking down the hounds.

'It's a mystery, but the expression is very intuitive.'

It is a content that can be interpreted as it is read, without a single metaphorical expression.

The characters in the message are two women. One of them gives something to the hunting dog, and the other steals it.

'She must mean Maid B if she gave me something precious as a gift.'

If Maid B's gift was stolen, who would be the culprit?

The diaries of Maid A and Maid C that Asher obtained seem to provide an answer at first glance.

Maid A, who has a crush on Maid B, and Maid C, who shows hostility towards Maid B.

It's obvious who's feeling gloomy. Maid C hated Maid B's face so much in the photo that she burned it.

So what gift was it that the hunting dog took away?

In the first place, how many things would be worth giving to a beast...

As I was pondering the mystery, I could faintly hear a woman's loud voice.

"Butleraaa ...

"Ashe...!"

It was a voice that sounded like a cry. However, judging from how faint it was, it must have felt quite distant.

I started running straight away.

'Why didn't you hide straight in Maid A's room?'

Questions arose in my head.

I hope Asher takes good care of her body if possible.

I was the one who suggested that we each go our own way, but that was based on the assumption that Asher would prioritize safety.

If the chase is prolonged, Ashe's stamina will inevitably be depleted first.

Asher's choice was too risky.

"Ashe!"

It is detected. The ground shaking caused by the giant body taking a step forward.

She was close.

I hurried in the direction where the ground shaking was getting worse.

"Kah, haaah!"

"Ugh, ugh... Butleraaah!"

"What the hell are you doing!"

At the end of my gaze, I saw Ashe running towards me, with an overly large pursuer dangling behind her.

With a face free of tears and snot, I gave it my all as if I were the finish line.

"Butler! Shield! Quickly, quickly...!"

"Huh."

Jump quickly.

Then, he embraced Asher, who was almost like a hug, like a princess, and threw her far away.

The next moment a collision of enormous mass occurred.

Boom!

Although it was a hunting dog that had been struck by a huge mass, the curse that surrounded me did not cover Pia.

[This is an indestructible object.]

The laws of this mansion, which do not allow murder or even suicide, protect us well.

"Kah... Ah...?"

To him, it must feel like he's blocked by a transparent wall.

Deprived of sight and hearing, I could never have imagined that the one who stopped me was a small human being.

In reality, the hunting dog was just tilting its head and drooling like water.

"... Hmm?"

But the longer the standoff went on, the more the contradictions became apparent.

The guy's main sense is smell.

Inevitably, I would have been fully aware that I was a living being and not a wall.

'I'm sure that's true... but aren't you showing any hostility?'

There was no attempt to bite or even press down with the front paw.

The only difference from the first encounter was whether there was direct contact.

However, touching or being touched is definitely not the trigger for hostility. If contact were the trigger, there would be no reason for Ashe, who has no contact, to be chased to death.

'Just because Ash is the main character? Because it's a game that can only be established if you're attacked?'

Actually, it is a convincing reason.

It is a question that can be solved by sacrificing probability and accepting that 'that kind of world' exists.

Because this is a world view within a game.

Because it would have been focused on putting the protagonist in a difficult situation, without any purpose...

"...... That can't be true."

I deny it by asking myself the question.

It is Asher's mission to unlock the mansion's secrets.

Therefore, it would be reasonable to assume that there is a reason for everything in this mansion.

There must also be a reason why the hunting dog is particularly aggressive towards Ashe.

This is why Asher inevitably becomes the target.

"Kehik..."

Thud. Thud. Thud. Thud.

The hounds retreat.

He'll be wandering around somewhere in the mansion, waiting for an opportunity.

Before that, we need to complete some of the deduction.

As I turned to face the slumped Asher, tears streamed down her cheeks.

"Butler... sob."

"Yes."

"Ugh... I really thought I was going to die...!"

Kwak!

Suddenly, he was grabbed by the collar. Then, Asher grabbed him by the collar and buried his face in it.

"You should have come sooner! Do you know how scared I was?"

"As Asher said, I am weak."

"That! Huh? You call that an excuse! How dare I have the courage... You want me to praise you! And reflect on it!"

"... Well done. Very."

"What about reflection?"

"I will run faster."

"Disloyal... Disloyal... You're like a foolish butler who only likes dirty things and is completely obsessed with maid B."

Asher started talking nonsense.

Maybe it's because I ran out of oxygen from pushing my limits.

I was about to tell her the reason why I didn't take refuge in Maid A's room, and I was going to criticize her...

The saying that a woman's tears are a weapon seems to have some credibility.

"Butler."

"Please speak."

"My legs are loose."

"Rest comfortably."

"In that case, you should say you'll carry me first."

What should I do with this fool?

"... Just this once."

"Okay, I'll ask you again next time."

I don't respond to requests that I can ignore. So instead of saying yes, I deliberately changed the subject.

"Ashe. I thought about it more than that."

"What is it?"

"Maybe... I think I know. The reason the hounds are trying to kill Ashe."

        
            Just as he was about to throw out the topic, Asher quickly stopped him.

"Wait a minute!"

"Why are you like that?"

I glanced at Ashe on my back.

Asher had a proud expression on his face, despite the clear traces of tears and snot left behind.

It is a face that touches the resentment buried deep in the heart and stimulates people's irritation.

"The butler doesn't need to say anything. Because I figured it out."

"I see. By the way, about the trigger that aroused the hunting dog's hostility..."

"So you don't have to say anything!"

Asher screaming. The high-pitched voice characteristic of a girl hits my ears straight in the face, causing tinnitus.

I was so surprised that I almost dropped Asher.

It might not have been bad.

"Ahem ahem... Butler. I mean, I've realized it."

"What are you talking about?"

"There are very few useless parts in this mansion. For example, there must be a reason why the hunting dog looks so ugly."

I nodded silently. It was in the realm of hypotheses lacking clear evidence, but I intuitively agreed.

"And I just got confirmation from the chase. That guy's sense of smell is right."

"I agree with you."

"But strangely enough, this time I wasn't attacked as soon as I encountered him?"

"Really?"

"Yeah. Last time I got bitten without even being able to react, but this time I felt like I was stuck for 30 seconds. "

It was quite a remarkable discovery. It was enough to make Asher look at me with annoyance.

"In short, the first time we met, there was a reason for him to pounce on me as soon as he saw me...but this time, it was less so. And the reason is..."

"Smell. That is, body odor."

"Probably, that's the right answer. So what's different from then? The clothes are different. Now it's a servant's clothes, but back then it was a dress."

"... It was Maid A's dress, right? "

"That's right."

Nevertheless, it was attacked.

What this means is that even if you take off your dress, Maid A's scent will remain.

"The smell of Maid A's room itself... Or maybe it's the scent of bath salts or soap."

"I think the same thing, but then living in a different room is the answer, right? Easy, easy."

If only the answer were that simple.

Asher underestimated the mansion's malice.

"That's impossible."

"What? Impossible?"

Unlike me, the hunting dog was capable of entering a room on its own. The fact that the dog jumped out of the room instead of the hallway when he surprised Ashe proves this.

...how it is opened is unknown.

On the other hand, the room that even the hunting dogs could not open was Maid A's room.

Since the mansion was a room directly owned by Ashe, it was impossible to enter without her permission. It could be considered a kind of safety zone.

Asher laughed as if he was worried after hearing my explanation.

"That's okay! I have a butler's shield that's stronger than anyone else's?"

"The Butler's Shield isn't omnipotent. More importantly, its name is truly terrible."

"Why? You blocked it well just now."

"It's not about contact, it's about blocking physical harm. If it's just about pushing it away, I'm at a loss for a method."

For example, even now that I'm carrying her, I'm not completely safe. If I'm good at keeping distance and trying to pick up only Asher, there's no way to stop me.

The hunting dogs don't seem to have figured it out yet... but if a monster with human intelligence appears, it's hard to be sure.

"See... This shortcut just doesn't work."

"It would be faster to find the stolen item than to think of a trick."

Asher opened his mouth as if it was no big deal to my remark.

"Huh? Oh, that's it. I think I get it."

"Huh?"

"Well... It's just a guess, you know."

She had one hand around my neck and was rummaging through her leather pouch with the other.

A moment later, the object in her hand was a shabby photograph of a hunting dog and maid B.

"Look here, butler. Got it?"

"... No way."

"Aren't the clues too trivial to just dismiss as "no way"?"

The hunting dog in the photo and the ugly beast in the present.

They were two very different beings.

In particular, the differences that I had forgotten about were so different in appearance that I only now noticed them.

"... No way."

The negativity flowed naturally from my mouth. However, my jaw was so tight that I couldn't even shake my head.

Something that existed in the past but no longer exists.

Instead of a collar, it was a cheerfully decorated blue scarf.

◇

Inside Maid A's room.

Asher was mulling over the strange reaction the butler had shown.

'There was no word from the beginning.'

The starting point was when he kindly brought a crappy photo right in front of my eyes.

The atmosphere was strangely heavy, so even the arrogant Asher found it difficult to speak carelessly.

'Did I speak too harshly? Well, maybe the butler's shield wasn't quite right...'

If not, was he being too childish?

He was a weak butler who deserved the protection of the mansion, so he might have lost all his stamina carrying me for no reason.

Even now, I'm out patrolling...

"Huh, what the...?"

Only then does Asher come to a realization.

"Am I the worst?"

It's only natural that the atmosphere is heavy.

In fact, it was the butler who should have been the one to be tyrannical, while Ashe was the one who should have been careful.

But still, he kept asking me to do something...

Even if you complain, you'll run out of excuses.

"Uhh, uhhh... Should I rub your shoulders later..."

Emperor Sun-Hwang - When Abamama received a massage in person, he would smile brightly and fall asleep.

With this level of skill, even the butler will definitely be satisfied.

Sometimes a reward isn't a bad thing.

◇

'I... what am I?'

I'm lost in thought in a dark hallway.

The aftertaste of the photos and inferences that Asher pushed in lingered for a long time.

'I thought it was just a dream.'

The dream I had this morning comes back to me in my memory.

I had a dream where a woman with light brown hair gave a gift to a large, gray-colored dog.

And the gift the woman gave him was something bluish in color. The scene where she personally tied it like a leash was vivid.

'If that was a dream projecting Maid B and the hunting dog...'

A contradiction arises.

I had a dream about two people I had never seen or experienced before.

At some point in the past, wasn't I a being that possessed this mansion, in the body of a butler?

There must be something wrong with this perception...

Life in another world is clearly engraved in my memory. The modern world, where science has achieved the development of civilization, is vividly depicted even when I close my eyes.

[Butler. You... have a clue?]

Suddenly, Asher's words come back to me in a flash.

Maybe her guess is correct.

Like a shabby hunting dog, should I also consider the case where 'something' happens to me?

'It doesn't seem to be organized.'

This mansion has a reason to be extremely protective of me.

The origins of the mansion and the history of how the name Arkaden disappeared.

The story of why, after all these years, only Asher has been knocking on the door of the mansion.

The speculation that all of this might be causally connected overwhelms reason.

As I continued my vague reflections, Ashe poked her head through the crack in the door and called me.

"Butler! Come here, quick!"

"Do you have something to tell me?"

"What."

Asher, who seemed breathless. Soon she screamed.

"What do you think of me! Do I only call people when I order them around?"

"..."

As I expressed my feelings in silence, Asher blurted out an excuse that wasn't really an excuse in a slightly timid voice.

"Huh, huh. That's what the butler is using it for..."

"Yes, so please speak comfortably."

"Come into the room, quickly."

It was Ashe who allowed me to enter. I entered Maid A’s room with a puzzled mind.

Next, she patted the bed and suggested a seat.

"Butler, sit here and listen."

"Okay."

I sat down on the bed obediently.

To be honest, I felt embarrassed because I was doing something that didn't suit me. And my embarrassing feelings were maximized when Asher put his hand on my shoulder.

"Ugh?"

Asher's hand moves, squeezing. If I guess correctly, this is what the world calls a massage.

That's ridiculous.

Asher's altruistic actions were terribly awkward.

"I am afraid that I have no idea what you are asking me to do, which is making me act in such an inappropriate manner, but I will comply if possible, so please give me your order."

"There's no such thing! I know it's the master's behavior of giving a reward to a servant while talking!"

"To put it bluntly, it is a clear punishment."

What masseuse in the world presses as if he's going to break bones instead of muscles?

It seemed like the absolute defense gimmick would be activated if the intensity increased.

"I... didn't even know it was an honor...!"

Fortunately, the abuse that was read as massage soon came to an end.

Asher seems hurt by the direct criticism.

Without even trying to hide her puffy cheeks like a puffer fish, she got to the point.

"Ha, okay. I'll finish what I was going to say."

"I will listen."

"That's right. The strategy I'm going to teach you now is one that focuses on the butler."

What creative strategy did you come up with that made you put your hand on your waist?

I opened my ears wide just out of curiosity.

"Butler, butler. Butler, butler."

"... Yes."

Ashe with a suspicious smile.

In a scene where anxiety is building, she asks:

"Hey, do you want to try on a dress?"

        
            The operation proposed by Asher was roughly as follows.

1. Put all of Maid A's dresses hanging in the closet into a leather pouch.

2. Stick close to each other and when the hunting dog appears, hand over the dress you had stored to the butler.

3. They split up and run away.

It was a simple plan, but it worked.

I would have readily agreed.

Even if Asher hadn't seriously tried to make me dress up as a woman.

"Oh, just try it on once. It would definitely suit you."

"It must have been torn."

"Is that so? Well, I didn't know until I got the massage... My shoulders are a bit big."

Her hands were flailing in the air. The movement of her long, thin fingers was somehow creepy.

"I will run away with the dress slung over my shoulders."

"It's a shame, but there's nothing we can do about it."

I helped Asher, who couldn't let go of her obsession until the end, to put the dresses into a leather pouch.

The dress was very heavy because it was decorated with jewels. Each jewel was very beautiful, but the decorations were so messy that they made the dress look ugly.

"Butler. How does Maid A, who is just a maid, own such a dress?"

"According to what was written in the diary, she was an ordinary maid. It would be Ashe's responsibility to find out."

"This mansion is full of mysteries. I don't like it. It's like a fucking junk mansion."

"..."

I agree.

My mouth, which was about to answer, was tightly shut.

It wasn't a forced behavioral restriction like when Ash visited the mansion. If I had to put it into words, it would be closer to an unconditional reflex.

After finishing packing up the dress, she declared with renewed confidence.

"Okay, let's go again. To find the happiness that guy lost!"

"I will follow."

Thanks to understanding the hunting dog's behavioral principles and preparing countermeasures, he was very different from right after he experienced death.

I hate to admit it, but my personality of being soft on the outside but strong on the inside shines.

Even after going through shocking adversity, Ash returns to his usual self.

Like a rubber band with strong tension, and like a stone thrown upwards.

Everything falls into place.

Hoping that this body that has escaped providence will one day find its place, I opened the door to Ashe's room myself.

◇

After leaving Maid A's room, we searched a number of rooms.

I searched through all the rooms, from the servants' rooms to the reception room, but found nothing.

Then, Ashe, who had lost her temper, started to complain.

"This is really annoying. Isn't it strange? The mansion is so clean with no people in it, and all the items are high-end."

"You saw the servants' resting beds in the lounge. It seems that they were as rich as they were rich."

"That's right... Butler, you may not know this, but if you sell just the items on the first floor, you'll get more than the entire fortune of a certain Marquis, right?"

"Were they really that great...?"

"What's the point of talking? Even the real sword in the leather pouch has the engraving of Hestor, the great general of the ruined country."

In addition, the porcelain that was just passed is recorded as a national treasure of a certain country, and the landscape painting on the wall is said to be a masterpiece by a famous artist that is said to have been lost.

In this way, Asher gave passionate lectures, fully demonstrating his knowledge of humanities.

"In fact, if it weren't for these relics... I wouldn't have believed that the Arkaden family existed at all. I would have thought that the mansion was just talking nonsense based on that concept."

"I see..."

Actually, at first I thought the same as Asher.

This world is a game world, so I thought they were trying to torment her by setting it as a cursed mansion.

But if Asher's guess is correct, the story is different.

If the family called Arkaden really existed, the truth she must ultimately face is...

It would be the process by which a great family that had prospered brilliantly was wiped out of history.

"It's unclear where the hunting dog's happiness lies, but one thing is certain."

"Yeah, that's right. I'm trying to figure out why the name Arkaden was erased. "

"The time has come to take that first step."

Unravel the hound's story and get new clues.

As soon as he had clearly established that goal, a subtle vibration tickled his toes. In addition, the mansion was filled with footsteps that stimulated people's anxiety.

Thud. Thud. Thud.

Approaching from around the corner.

The stench of rotten meat serves as a precursor.

"Kahk!"

The bastard howled bitterly with his tattered vocal cords.

Then one step. Another step. The guy's eyebrows furrow murderously as he takes in the faint scent.

The signal for war was fleeting.

"Ka, ha, kahaaah!"

"Run, Ash!"

"Eww!"

As soon as he shouted, we immediately turned around and ran.

At the same time, the hunting dog, running on all fours, gave in to its instincts and dashed fearfully behind us.

"Oh my, it's faster than before...?!"

"The price of medicine must have gone up as much as it could."

If this continues, I will definitely be caught. If the straight course had continued infinitely, I would have been killed without even being able to do anything.

But this operation has a goal line.

An intersection unfolded before my eyes. It was near the main entrance connecting the lobby and the gallery.

As soon as he set foot there, Asher reached into his leather pouch.

"Butler, take it!"

"Take care of yourself!"

"Yeah!"

It was when the brief greeting ended.

Flutter!

The wine-red dress flew into the air. Immediately, I grabbed the waist of the dress, draped it over my shoulders, and ran in a straight line.

"Ka... Ah...?"

Whoosh, whoosh!

The hound stopped and looked in two directions in confusion, as if confused by the sudden appearance of a strong smell.

I wonder if that's what it's like to be a dog chasing a chicken. We've already gained a considerable distance.

The hound, with sufficient intelligence to recognize the pressing time, made its choice anyway.

"Keeek!"

The one whose primary sense was smell was eventually drawn to the stronger scent. While Ashe ran away, the hound focused all its attention on me.

Thud. Thud. Thud. Thud.

"Kaaa ...

The motor skills of a four-legged animal are considerable.

Doesn't the speed of a small dog easily surpass that of a trained human?

If it weren't for the handicap of being blind, I would have been caught long ago.

'By the way, it's a precise movement. No matter how good your sense of smell is, it's unrealistic to drive without bumping into anything.'

It was a wonderful performance.

Even while engaging in a chase, not a single decoration is touched, and only the open road is walked on.

It was a driving method that was practically miraculous.

'Ashe must have some income...'

Asher, who came from outside, had a wide range of knowledge and was quite intelligent. I hate to admit it, but I think he figured out a lot of things on his own.

If only my safety is guaranteed, I will find an answer that is worth the hardship.

If it's time, I can drag it out as much as I want.

Strangely enough, I didn't feel out of breath.

I didn't know the limits of my physical strength because I had no experience in long-distance running. In fact, I thought that if I set my mind to speeding up, I could completely outrun the hounds.

It was just a matter of maintaining an appropriate interval to buy time.

'What a convenient body. Did Arkaden's butler also serve as a knight?'

It was a time when I was trying to deduce my own identity.

I was struck by the sight as soon as I turned the corner.

It's a very small thing that catches your eye.

He was a little kid who could barely reach out and grab the bottom of his pants.

"What...?!"

For a moment, I was shocked.

As soon as I recognized it as a child, I saw nothing but the figure of a child covered in noise.

Within seconds the figure made a noise-like sound.

"That's a foul, de."

Strange speech patterns and incomprehensible remarks.

I had a burning desire to dig into its identity, but my body refused to move any further.

Even so, the time it stopped was only a few seconds.

It was a moment more than enough for the hounds to catch up.

Kkwaduk!

A tangled omen cut through the darkness.

◇

A kitchen full of ingredients is cool.

The vegetables stayed fresh, and the aged meat stimulated the salivary glands.

Asher swallowed hard and then realized that he hadn't eaten since he'd been to the mansion.

I don't feel hungry.

It must be the influence of the eerie mansion.

Still, his appetite was not lost, so Asher left the kitchen, eating a crunchy tomato.

"There's no blue scarf here either... Did I get it wrong? "

If it's a misreading, it's a shame for the butler. It's no different from making him suffer in vain by using him as bait.

Moreover, it was a tragedy that brought back all the worries accumulated so far to their starting point.

"Sigh, I guess I'll go to the break room and collect my thoughts."

If you search the fireplace one more time, you might find something.

It's not that I'm trying to waste time lazily. It's just that I've opened every room I can find, but I haven't found anything to gain.

However, hope also rose.

The fact that nothing has popped out even after walking around here means that at least the enemies on the first floor are hunting dogs.

This alone made me feel like I was one step closer to my goal.

"... Huh?"

That must have been the case.

A sense of relief was sinking inside Asher.

Thud. Thud. Thud. Thud.

I hear a sound.

It was a sound of footsteps that should never be heard.

As the source of the sound got closer, the smell of rotting flesh began to vibrate.

"This... why...?"

Asher stared at the corner of the hound's mouth as he backed away.

Remnants of the gem, ground to a fine powder. And a wine-red cloth.

Traces of torn and shattered dresses were everywhere around the bastard's mouth.

"Butler...?"

        
            I don't want to doubt, but disturbing thoughts keep invading my consciousness.

The fact that the dress was stolen isn't a big deal in itself. The butler is so weak that he could have been caught.

In other words, it is normal to assume that the butler is safe, even though the dress was not protected.

'But... I didn't feel any sign of the butler.'

A hunting dog that has to detect subtle scents. And a butler who roams around the mansion shouting my name.

It's clear which one is likely to encounter them first.

'No, no. There's a low chance that it might be going around in the exact opposite direction to me.'

The butler's safety was an absolute necessity in this mansion. Believing in what he had seen, Asher firmly held the ground with the soles of his feet.

"Do you think I'll get caught? Do you think I'll die again like an idiot!"

Pfft!

Enter the game of tag with death at stake.

Asher began to walk back the way he had come, kicking the ground with all his might. The hounds barked messily, as if stimulated by his struggle.

"Ahaaak...!"

The cries were hideous. But they were so small compared to their size. Perhaps it was just a desperate howl.

Be alert separately from that.

The medicine is pursued by evil that rises as high as it can go.

"Ugh... Ugh... Heh heh...!"

Tad, tad, tad!

It treads the ground without stopping.

The inhalation and exhalation are repeated violently. When I look back in fear, I see yellow fangs terribly ground.

My lower abdomen felt tingly. My brain was drained of its ability to think, clouding my judgment.

I can't remember how many times I've turned a corner and been distracted.

Was that why?

I ran and ran and the place I arrived at was a dead end.

'I'm... dying...!'

I don't want to die.

I can't die yet.

I must get out of this crazy mansion and take revenge. I will knock all my older brothers who persecuted me and cornered me to the ground.

I can't give up on life like this.

"Ewww! "

Put your hand in your leather pocket.

Chae-Ang!

The countermeasure to pull out is a sharp sword.

It shines brightly for a long time without fading, and gives off a sense of anticipation.

Kuung!

A hunting dog leaps forward with its prey right in front of it. Asher takes a stance as the hound charges at him with its large body.

"I will... live...!!!"

Kwaang, ka-ga-ga-ga-gak!

The ominous blades of the sword and the hunting dog clashed fiercely.

The royal family is born with a strong body, but the enemy in front of them is a beast of a different weight class. It is an enemy that cannot be defeated without devoting every day to training.

Knock knock!

A sound that shouldn't have come from his left elbow came out. Immediately afterwards, the pain shooting up his elbow squeezed Asher's scream.

"Ah ...

Instinctively, I distributed a lot of power to my right side and threw the burden off my left arm. But it was the best move and the best handshake.

The already unfavorable balance of power collapsed. Taking advantage of the gap, the hunting dog's forelegs pushed Ashe.

bang!

Push. It was just a simple threat, but Asher ended up backed into a dead end wall.

"Ugh... Ugh...!"

"Gahahah!"

The hound leaped up, completely intent on crushing Asher and suffocating him.

A desperate situation.

Asher showed his wit by gliding down the hallway just before the hounds hit the ground.

thud!

The beast, having missed its prey, looked around foolishly.

"Oh my gosh, I almost died...!"

But that was only for a moment. It was not long before he realized that Asher's scent was moving.

Asher ran with all his might, holding his left elbow.

"Doesn't that guy get tired...?!"

I have to hurry and go back to Maid A's room. I have to get ready until the butler comes by himself...!

"I need to fix it..."

It might be difficult. My left arm is broken, so I can't move properly. On the other hand, the giant four-legged beast is following Ashe with superior speed.

Thump. Thump thump...!

The vibration traveled up from his heel to his Achilles tendon. It was just before the Grim Reaper's scythe decapitated Ashe.

Just then, Asher caught the savior's cry.

"Ashe!"

The butler's voice came faintly from the other side. Ashe responded happily, as if she had discovered an oasis in the desert.

"Butler! I'm here!"

My legs were picking up speed. It was the first time I realized how inspiring it was to have hope close at hand.

The butler, who soon appeared happy, quickly extended his hand.

"Ashe! Extra dress!"

"Oh, yeah. Here!"

Flutter!

Once again the dress flew into the butler's hands. This time it was a scarlet dress decorated with pumpkins and rubies.

"Where have you been?!"

"... Sorry."

"Okay, I know!"

At the end of my gaze, I saw the finish line. After passing through the hallway decorated with various works of art, I arrived at the lobby.

In short, the hallway leading to Maid A's room is right in front of us.

Once again... this time, more perfectly prepared, he goes looking for what the hounds want.

... I was passing by the artworks, making that pledge to myself.

For a brief moment, words that had been erased from Ashe's consciousness flashed across her vision.

[Always have a conversation at eye level! Let’s listen from the other person’s perspective!]

-B to ■■. With common sense.-

Maid B's notepad.

What is the intention of the message?

The notepad of the person who holds the key to this situation. Can we really dismiss this as some kind of prank?

Coincidentally, the artwork hanging above the note is a mask modeled after an extraterrestrial being.

"... Butler."

Towering.

Asher stopped.

"Ashe?!"

Reach out upward.

Then, as if possessed by a ghost, he gave orders to the butler.

"Throw that dress away."

"Ugh...!"

The butler hesitated for a moment, then carried out the order.

It was calculated that if I caught Asher while her consciousness was focused on the dress, there would be some closure.

This was also an idea that somewhat coincided with Asher's.

But she picked up the dog mask while her dress flew in the opposite direction. And the moment she put the mask over her face, the world she saw changed.

"... Huh?"

A world dyed in black and white, as if saturation had disappeared. There, a hunting dog passionately tears a dress to shreds.

Speaking human language, of all things.

[Give it back!]

[Give it back!]

[Give me back... my happiness...!]

The hound was sobbing.

She cried out in pain, scratching at the hard floor visible through her torn dress.

[Don't take it.]

[It's mine.]

[It's a gift...]

[Don't burn my happiness...!]

Swish, swish!

At that time, a crack appeared in the mask he was wearing. The fragments crumbled and its durability reached its limit.

Pakang!

As soon as the mask was completely torn apart, the hounds' howls changed into the language of beasts.

Also, something that I had previously discarded without much thought suddenly came to mind.

"... Okay."

As luck would have it, fate was so close and so absurdly simple.

Asher, who had set the path, gave orders without hesitation.

"Butler, stop it!"

"Where are you going, Ash!"

"Don't worry, I'll be back soon!"

It was literally instantaneous.

There is a lounge near the gallery decorated with masks.

It was the place where I found the coin and got my hands on the real sword.

I felt like tearing my hair out.

You left the place, forgetting the truth you confessed yourself.

[You know what? The fireplace is a very suspicious place.]

[Haa, at best, there are only a thousand pieces left. The material isn't that bad, but who threw it away? It must have been a waste to just use it as a servant's salary.]

He grumbled and threw the blue piece of cloth back in.

You brag so proudly about your fireplace, and then you foolishly...!

"Fuck!"

With a bang, the door swings open.

He goes straight to the fireplace without even having time to close it.

I don't care that my hands are getting dirty and discolored, but I search for the crucial clue that I have thrown away.

"You threw it deep... Damn it...!"

Thud. Thud. Thud. Thud.

It's getting closer. The footsteps of the hunting dog.

Only then did he turn his head and think, "Did they close the door?"

"Ah...!"

A hallway is visible through the wide open door.

A hunting dog showing off its yellow fangs spreads the stench of rotten flesh.

The bastard ran at me.

"Ashe!"

Taking advantage of the momentary gap, the butler intervened.

[This is an indestructible object.]

A gimmick for absolute defense that is activated by a significant amount of impact.

Then, the hunting dog seemed to have gotten the hang of it and started pushing the butler away with his front paws.

"I can't hold out for long, Ash!"

"Just a little bit more, just a little bit more...!"

Asher crawled into the fireplace. She felt her heart pounding and soiled herself in the darkness.

The pain in my left arm was long forgotten while I was digging through the ashes.

"Ashe...!!!"

Kkudangtang!

A blunt object rolled behind him. It seemed as if the butler had finally lost the struggle.

Imminent danger.

A quick and easy decision.

At the gambling table where his life was on the line, Asher ended up picking up one card.

"Or... Take this!"

The fruit of the garden that Asher had pulled out fluttered through the crisp air of the fireplace.

Under the lounge lights, a faded blue covered the hound's nose.

'Please... I hope my feeling isn't wrong...!'

I closed my eyes tightly.

My stomach churned as I recalled the pain of being ripped off again.

"..."

"..."

Silence.

It was so quiet that it seemed as if time had stopped.

The murderous spirit that had been causing chaos everywhere subsided as if washed away.

Asher carefully crawled away from the fireplace.

"Ashe... Are you okay?"

The first person to welcome the ash-covered Asher was naturally the butler.

"I'm fine. Other than the sore elbow..."

"That's fortunate."

"What about the hunting dog?!"

Whoosh!

Turn your head and look in the direction of the hunting dog.

The bastard remained motionless as if he were a stone statue.

The blue piece of cloth covering his nose so comically seemed to have some sort of magic attached to it.

After a few seconds of silence, the hound's mouth moved.

[...... bell.]

◇

[...... bell.]

The words the hunting dog spoke were clearly human language. And they were neither dirty nor painful, unlike the roars he had given so far.

If I had my eyes closed, I would have thought it was an innocent child reciting it.

[I'm sorry... the gift... was taken away. I couldn't protect it.]

Warm water flowed from the empty space of the removed eyeball.

When the water that flowed down through his nose and mouth fell on the marble floor, the appearance of the hunting dog changed.

The grayish fur gradually turned a shade of yellow, and the dog began to shrink in size. Its sharp fangs and ominous appearance were reduced to normal levels, and it became the characteristic of an ordinary dog.

Moreover, the hunting dog, with its skin sutured shut and its eyes and ears grown back, looked exactly like the one in the photo.

[I'm sorry, I'm sorry... Belle. I couldn't protect anything you loved.]

[The mansion is weird. I hate the mansion without you, it's so cold. And, and...]

[Everyone hates Letia. I wanted to protect Letia too, but I couldn't...]

[Now, there is only one person left who loves Letia, but that person's expression is dark... so I don't know.]

The hunting dog, who had been muttering and confessing his sins, stopped muttering and started walking towards me.

It was a light gait, without any dull sounds.

[... I'm sorry for the misunderstanding.]

Squeak, squeak.

The hound fell down at Ashe's feet, as if he would not put up any resistance even if he were to be stomped on in anger.

"Ha..."

If he had kept his hideous appearance, he would have really been trampled. No matter what, the experience of having his side ripped off was a major incident that would remain a lifelong trauma.

But the hunting dog that took the initiative to bow down and ask for forgiveness was cute. At least in appearance.

The anger remained, but my conscience was tearing at my instincts to resort to violence.

"... Okay. If you're sorry, then just kick me out of this fucking mansion."

[Sorry... That's not my authority.]

"Tsk."

He clicks his tongue and consoles his regret. He actually tried to force himself even though he knew it wouldn't work.

Next, the hound walked towards the butler. Then, with a frightening bite, the dog bit the butler's leg.

[This is an indestructible object.]

It looks like it's no joke. It's activating a defensive gimmick that requires a certain level of shock.

The butler stared at the hunting dog in bewilderment.

[I hate you.]

"What."

Although he was a butler who was immediately sold out, the hunting dog left his last words cheerfully.

[Still... I like it if Letia likes it.]

Shaaa...

The shape of the hunting dog fades.

The hunting dog, which was becoming increasingly transparent, dispersed into a green halo.

Is this the scene of a soul attaining Buddhahood?

Asher's red eyes projected a green light that faded away as if lost in lingering emotions.

[I finally found it... my happiness...]

A piece of blue cloth burned into the air and disappeared without a trace.

=====

<The House Where Thieves Live>

Every moment, I chase the echoes of the two people.

She who gave me something precious and she who stole something precious.

Tracing those footsteps, I reminisce about the happiest memories of my life.

Give it back.

Give it back!

Give me back the happiness you took away from me!

-Reward: Gift Box

-Special Reward: Memories of a Hunting Dog

=====

[The spirit of the hunting dog was comforted.]

[Compensation will be paid.]

        
            "Wow...!"

Ashe flinched in surprise, because a gift package with a ribbon suddenly fell from the air.

In addition, a photo of Maid B's face that had been charred fell out of the leather pouch on its own.

[A bad photo turns into a hunting dog's memory.]

As soon as the message was printed, the picture, which was the size of a palm, gradually grew larger and spread out on the floor like a carpet.

Moreover, there was a change in the photograph itself. The maid and the hunting dog were nowhere to be seen, and only the garden landscape was depicted.

"What is this, butler?"

"Are you curious?"

"You're asking the obvious."

The butler's eyes scanned the air, reading something that Asher couldn't see.

Ashe, who was becoming impatient, urged the butler.

"So what is it?"

"If you are curious, please check it out yourself."

Bam.

The butler pushed Asher's back in the direction of the photo.

"Ugh... Whoaaah!?"

Asher lost her balance due to the sudden attack. She instinctively stepped into the scenery of the photo.

At that moment, Asher was shocked.

Because rather than my feet hitting the solid ground, they sank as if they had stepped into a lake.

"Butler aaah! Nainooohhh!?"

Asher's new form gradually moved away. Her graceful beauty was immersed in the garden scenery, and the echo of her loud screams completely died down.

Now, in the quiet break room, only the butler was waiting for Odokani Ashe's return.

"This is getting difficult."

The butler recalled the time when he was in a chase with the hunting dogs.

The experience of encountering an unknown being while running away with Maid A's dress tied up is vividly remembered.

"... Seriously, I'm in trouble."

◇

'Ugh!'

Asher regained consciousness. The first thing he did when he opened his eyes was to curse the butler in his head.

'That damn butler...! What are you doing to my master!'

I can't hit him directly, but I have to give him a good scolding. With that stream of consciousness, Ashe, who was trying to look around, became stiff.

'My body... isn't listening to me?'

And that's not all.

The field of vision was strangely low, and dim light entered the narrow, shaded space.

Rustle, rustle!

A human presence approached from outside. Then, as if it were an unconditional reflex, this body immediately got up.

Wow!

The body moved automatically towards the light.

"Wow!"

The sound of a beast flying out of its mouth. It was a tone from which all human dignity had evaporated.

Only then did I realize it.

The darkness that had been there until just now was the doghouse, and now it was the garden outside.

It would be great if there was nothing to add there.

What was most difficult for Asher to endure was that he was becoming increasingly emotionally attached to the hunting dog.

"Heh, heh... Woof!"

The tail sways like a storm. It stands on its hind legs and shows off its skills by waving its front legs.

My body, out of control, barked cheerfully as if it was longing for affection.

"Wow!"

The hound's thoughts creep into his consciousness.

Oh my, that feels good! Crazy.

◇

Ding! Ding!

The hunting dog, running without a leash, was squirming in front of the hem of the maid's uniform.

Does he stand up on both feet and try to grab your hand, or does he jump up vigorously and try to lick his lips?

For Asher, who was born and raised as an orphaned member of the royal family, every moment was a continuous series of humiliations.

"Hey, Hailey. If you do this all of a sudden, people will be surprised. What the heck, what the heck."

She held out her palm with the intention of calming him down, but the hound - Hailey - deliberately placed her head on his palm eagerly.

'Are you patting me? Pat me! Belle's hand, I like it!'

'Bell's hand, I like it... No, no...! Why do I like it?!'

Asher shudders at the emotions that are being conveyed in the same way.

It was only after she had been overcome with self-loathing for a while that she realized that Hayley had called the maid in front of her Belle.

'This person... is Maid B?'

But I couldn't see the face. The facial features were still in place, but it was blurry, like a blurred memory.

That's a person who is hard to even meet face to face with. She's just a maid.

As Asher was venting his anger, an intruder appeared from outside the wall of bushes that had been built like a maze.

Asher sensed that Hayley was not pleased with the intruder.

"Krrrr... Krrrr!"

"Haley! You can't bark at people."

"Kkiing..."

It's sad.

It's all for Belle's sake, but if you scold her, she becomes discouraged.

I hate that person. I hate that person so much.

Without knowing my feelings, Belle smiles at him just like everyone else.

"How are you? Have you adjusted to the mansion?"

"..."

"Looks like you did it roughly!"

Bell jumps to conclusions on his own.

Even my serious my-pace is my lovable friend and master.

"You're now part of our family, so we should greet each other and get along."

Belle knelt down on one knee, got down to an appropriate eye level, and gently stroked Hailey's hair.

"Hello. This child is our mansion's cutie, Hailey. She's female, so don't be rude. "

"..."

"Boom! Woof woof!"

The two were so mismatched that it was mind-boggling.

Belle sighed, perhaps it was too much to handle these two problem children.

"Haa, why is Hailey like this today? What should I do about it..."

Bell thought for a moment, then clapped his hands.

"Haley, sit down!"

"Kkiing?"

I had a bad feeling and stepped back. Then Belle opened her eyes wide and patted my butt.

The pressure is so heavy that I'm forced to sit down...

"Right, right... Shall we sit down?"

"Kkiing, kkiing..."

Belle smiled with satisfaction. Then she started to rummage through the things in her pockets.

"I was originally going to give it to you... but I can't help it for the sake of you two."

She proudly shows off one of her items.

It was a blue scarf featuring luxurious fabric.

"Would you like to decorate it?"

"..."

The man nonverbally rejected the scarf that Belle offered.

You just shook your head without answering. And how dare you ignore Belle's offer.

I hate that person!

But I'm glad I declined!

"... Are you shy around dogs?"

At this point, Bell also burst into laughter as if he had lost his sense of humor.

"What can I do? This kid likes me the most."

Hmm, uh-huh, uh-huh.

The bell hums.

Everything Belle does is great, but her humming is terrible! She sings so poorly that her wagging tail stops...

Still, I'm glad the work was finished quickly.

"Yeah, it's pretty!"

"Wow!"

thank you!

I wanted a leash, but a bell makes a much nicer gift.

It's blue, soft, and pretty. It's like a cloud from a clear sky is wrapped around my neck.

"Heh, heh..."

"Ahaha, Hailey! Ticklish!"

He is so happy that he keeps licking Belle's cheek.

I'm really... happy.

I don't want to lose it for the rest of my life. I don't want to take it off. I love the precious happiness that Belle gave me.

"Woof, woof!"

Bell, I will protect you.

Belle will find a suitable male and protect him until he gives birth.

When Belle becomes a grandmother, she will protect her puppies until they grow up.

Because Belle gave a gift!

"Woohoohoo, she's cute. Isn't she? Try petting her. Our Hailey doesn't bite."

"..."

I'm going to ask!

I hate that even if it's a bell!

"Krrrrung..."

I shift my center of gravity all the way back and bar my fangs. Then the thing hesitates and takes a step back.

It should have been like that a long time ago.

But, to my dismay, a thunderous roar came.

"Hey! Hailey!"

"Kkiing..."

Lie flat on your stomach on purpose and look up.

It was only very recently that I learned that this worked.

"Ugh..."

As expected, Belle's hands trembled with a face full of agony.

"Ahaha, you're so cute I can't scold you...! Instead, I'll punish you by tickling your belly a lot!"

Pavabavabat!

A bell that semi-forcibly turns the boat over.

Hailey was happy to go along with the rhythm.

"This guy, this guy...!"

"Heh, heh, heh..."

Indeed, Bell's hand was the hand of a god. What god was it? The god of teasing!

Every time I rub my stomach and brush my hair, I feel like my soul is ascending to heaven.

'Heh, heuheuuk...'

... The problem is that Ashedo shares the exact same feelings and emotions.

'T, this... is... good... no... no...! Huh... ahhh...'

What is this? What the heck?

Is this what dogs always live for?

Was this the reason it was friendly to humans...?

"Ahaha... I'm sorry. I brought you here, but somehow I ended up leaving you behind..."

"Wahh ...

Haley reacts immediately to Belle's apology.

Why? Why does Belle look so sad?

I hate it. So you should hate Belle too.

Even the bell knows.

Even though I heard it myself.

I don't know much about human language, but somehow I figured it out.

Well...

[That guy came to kill Bell!]

'... what?'

Asher's consciousness, which had been drenched in pleasure, suddenly awakened.

Then, somehow, he tried to turn his head and witness Bell's conversation partner.

But this was in the realm of the impossible.

Haley didn't even want to look at his face, so she just kept looking at Bell and the surrounding scenery.

'Damn it...! What kind of horrible person must you be to be abandoned by a dog?!'

You must watch this at this time.

Intuition and intuition are unnecessary. My accumulated knowledge and experience were telling me.

The person standing behind the bell will be the one standing at the end of all causality.

In the fall of any power, the source of the rift is very trivial.

It was the same principle as a small leak spreading and causing a dam to collapse.

'This...! You're like a useless hunting dog!'

Unfortunately, Haley didn't look past Belle's back until the end.

The world gradually became blurred.

The light and sound disappeared, and the whole place went dark. Then, as my consciousness began to dizzy, I tightly shut my eyes.

"Ugh..."

The next moment I opened my eyes, the light of the world had returned.

Somehow the ceiling felt close.

"Uh... Huh?"

In the midst of my confusion, I stretched out my hand and saw not the ceiling but the butler's palm.

The intention was to create a shade to block out the light from the chandelier, but Asher had one important goal in mind at the time.

A learned instinct pulled at the butler's hand. Then Asher placed the butler's palm on his head and gently stroked it himself.

"Hehehe..."

...

......

[This is an indestructible object.]

... There were about 5 seconds left until the message was printed.

        
            The mansion always has a creepy atmosphere.

The lights are dim and the saturation is low, giving the impression that even the air is gloomy and damp.

However, at present, another factor was adding to the gloominess of the mansion, and that factor was the gloomy face of Ashe.

The behavior shown immediately after experiencing the memories of the hunting dog seems to be quite resentful and embarrassed. Even though the overall color saturation was light, Ashe's aforementioned cheeks were very dark.

"Ashe."

"..."

"Ashe."

"..."

"If it's the shameful behavior I caused in the break room, please don't mind me since I've erased it from your memory."

"I'm really nervous about the moment you say it's embarrassing!"

"That was a slip of the tongue."

Asher suddenly got angry and started to grumble. But once the silence was broken, the gloomy atmosphere dissipated considerably.

"Look. The fog on the stairs leading to the second floor has cleared. "

"... Oh, really."

The stairs that originally led to the second floor were blocked by thick fog, and when you tried to force your way in, the space would often return to its original place as if it were distorted.

The fog must have cleared to appease the spirit of the hunting dog.

'It's a strange feeling.'

I learned about the structure of the second floor that I hadn't even climbed up to yet. It was as if a latent memory was being revived.

Should we consider it a memory of the body rather than a memory of the soul? Whatever the guess, it is an area that is impossible for a possessed person to clarify.

"... Can I come up?"

"The fog has cleared, so it'll be okay."

"No, that's not it... This time, you won't be ambushed as soon as you go up to the second floor, right?"

"If you're still anxious, try using a butler's shield."

"Okay, let's go!"

Asher pushed my back with a simple and clear answer.

It is truly a ruthless and merciless decision.

Asher made excuses that were not even asked, as if he had stabbed himself.

"How did I get the coins again... I should use them sparingly."

"You have a wise mindset."

"Right? Hehe..."

There are two rewards for comforting the soul of the hunting dog.

It was a hunting dog's memory and a gift box.

I vividly remember Ashe's eyes sparkling when she saw the coins when she opened the gift box.

[Butler, it's a coin! My spare life!]

[Congratulations.]

[What else... huh, an urn? Why something like this...?]

[For reference, the urn contains the cremated body of a hunting dog.]

[Ugh, this is ominous! You're giving me something like this as a gift?!]

There is no separate description of how to use it, like with coins. It is likely a type that has a special effect when certain conditions are met.

There was a note attached to the urn that made it possible to infer its purpose. According to the note, it asked for forgiveness for Letia's ill temper.

'I guess I understand what grumpy means.'

If my thinking is correct, there is still a long way to go before the urn can serve its purpose.

As I was reminiscing about the not-so-distant past, Asher gave me a gentle nudge on the back.

"What are you doing, butler? Let's go quickly."

"... Okay."

Crunch, crunch.

Take a step.

I was chained to the first floor of the mansion for a very long time.

So, Ashe will never know what a great step climbing one flight of stairs means to me.

I didn't show my agitation for fear of aggravating the anxiety, but my heart felt strangely aching.

Emotions that were buried so long ago and covered in dust are rising up.

I had quite a hard time coming up with a name for that emotion.

joy.

I think in the old days, this kind of chest trembling was called that.

It was when I finally climbed the wide, straight stairs.

Before I reached the second floor up the winding stairs, I stopped in front of a huge portrait hanging on the wall.

"... Wow."

A gasp came from nearby. It was Asher's who had come out to my left.

"I never saw a picture like this... even when I was digging deep into history."

Ashe is a princess with a rich artistic talent, enough to recognize each and every item on the first floor. However, nothing could elicit Ashe's genuine admiration.

She looks up at the high wall as if possessed and loses her mind.

Although I lacked artistic talent, I thought I understood why Ashe was so captivated.

For unforgettable Belnacien Arkaden

[1st Duchess Bernacien Arcaden]

The writing on the bottom of the frame suggested the motif of the portrait.

The mistress of the mansion that imprisons us.

It was a painting of the Duchess of Bernacien-Arcaden.

"Pretty..."

Asher muttered unconsciously. Then, as if she had suddenly come to her senses, she turned her head towards me.

"Butler? Why are you staring blankly?"

Asher showed his displeasure clearly.

I guess I was lost in thought for a long time, just like she said.

The Duchess of Arkaden's beauty is so inhumanly beautiful...

...there was no such reason, of course.

"... Ugh."

As I climbed the stairs, my heart that had been pounding suddenly calmed down. And then I felt suffocated and out of breath, as if I had fallen into a deep lake.

It's disgusting. That's all there is to it, but I have no idea what exactly this feeling is.

"Haa... Haa... Ah."

"Yeah, uh, uh? Butler, why?"

I can sense that she is embarrassed by his strange behavior. Even though I am the one who should be supporting him...

"... Excuse me. Can I borrow your shoulder for a moment?"

"Yeah, of course."

"Thank you."

We sat side by side, using the steps as chairs as if we had decided in advance. After that, I reorganized my consciousness, tilting my center of gravity toward Ashe.

It's a feeling that's hard to describe.

It was as if I couldn't wake up from the memories that were asleep because they were being crushed by scissors. It also felt like a thick wall was being built in my head, dividing the boundaries of my memories.

[Butler. You... have a clue?]

Asher's clumsy reasoning passed through the depths of consciousness, piercing through his temples.

◇

'... Huh?'

Asher was embarrassed.

I was about to give him a warning when the butler was staring at the portrait so openly. I didn't like the idea of him being distracted by a woman after having decided to submit to me.

But the butler's expression was strange.

I thought I would be captivated by the Duchess's beauty and go crazy, but she was drenched in a cold sweat and had wrinkled facial features.

The result looks like this.

These days, servants who should be loyal are resting by leaning on their master's shoulder.

It was so sudden that I agreed without thinking.

'Ugh... I still can't forget the humiliation in the break room! Isn't it too close?'

It's awkward, it's awkward.

But what can I do if the condition is really bad?

Yeah... it can't be helped.

"Butler."

"..."

"Butler, are you sleeping?"

"..."

It varies.

Sitting on the hard steps, leaning against the master, he passed out.

There is no such thing as a superior.

But since the butler is unconscious, my eyes go to his hands.

In addition, the awkwardness that has become so awkward suddenly invades reason through the path of instinct.

'Oh, I felt good...'

Reminiscing about the memories of the hunting dog Hailey.

In particular, let's recall the touch of maid B a little more closely.

It was nice to have my head stroked, but the ultimate pleasure was having hands caressing my stomach.

"... big."

He subtly turns his gaze and grabs the butler's wrist.

Next, it was pulled in. Very slowly, so slowly that, looking back, I think it happened that way.

When the butler's palm finally covered Ashe's stomach, she gently stroked her belly button clockwise, controlling the butler's hand.

"Ah, ugh..."

A small thrill ran up my spine. I felt strange and creepy for some reason.

'But... it's not enough. Maid B did better... and made her weak points stronger...'

Of course, there is a clear limit to doing it secretly alone.

The level of exhaling hot breath with open eyes. Yes, it is just that level.

but...

Before I knew it, I had reached a point where I didn't even notice the butler staring at me with his clear eyes.

"... Ash?"

"What, hyak?!"

"What are you doing?"

"Uh, ah, uh, that's, that's what it is...!"

The flushing spreads rapidly.

A red aura rises up my neck and to the top of my head, like a volcano erupting.

The volcano on the verge of eruption melted away reason.

"My stomach...! Hurts...!!!"

My stomach hurts.

Because I'm sick.

... parser.

The sound lingers, like an echo in a closed mansion.

Then the butler asked his first stupid question.

"Do you need to go to the bathroom?"

"No, no! "

"You don't have to hide it. Well, I guess so. It's useless to eat food in the mansion, but you must have eaten something outside..."

"Oh my gosh, no!"

I'm dying.

I'm going to go back because I'm so tired!

If this continues, the coins may be used arbitrarily.

If you count the number of deaths as a sign, then it will definitely be like that.

Or maybe I volunteer to protect my honor.

It's terrible... either way.

"If you are worried about the 2nd floor, go back to the 1st floor. Or bring a chamber pot..."

"Hey!!!"

This is driving me crazy...

I borrowed the butler's hand for pleasure. Or I borrowed it to hold it in because I needed to go to the bathroom.

Whatever I choose, for me...

No!! Human rights!!

"Ugh... Ughhh!"

"Ah, Ash!?"

A tidal wave of emotions violently overtook reason, Ashe later recalled.

As Ashe ran up to the second floor without any sense of fear, her back looked very small to the butler.

Of course, whether or not, the butler had to do what he had to do.

"Ashe! No matter how urgent it is, it's difficult to open just any room!"

"Shut up!"

...

......

After the storm had passed, the air on the deserted stairs was cool.

The portrait of the 1st Duchess - Bernacien Arcaden was still beautiful.

The corners of her lips, which had been level, suddenly formed a slanted curve.

        
            Second floor of the mansion - central hallway.

The second floor, unlike the first floor, had a uniform landscape.

If the first floor boasted colorful art pieces, the second floor was rather bleak. The hallway was lined with picture frames hanging on the walls, not to mention any sculptures.

Asher, who prided himself on his artistic knowledge, was simply amazed.

This is because each and every painting in the frame is signed by the artist whose work is recorded in history books, but not a single one of the works has actually been passed down.

"Oh my god... If the butler had lied and said this was an art gallery and not a mansion, I would have been fooled."

"I was wondering this last time, but does Asher like art?"

"Of course. Art is something that only a few people can do... but actually, sometimes I envied those people."

The ruling class is a class that enjoys art, not a class that practices art. Therefore, Ashe, a member of the royal family, only arrogantly and haughtily evaluates the art of his subordinates.

But Asher thought differently.

I wanted to embrace art as a real profession, not a hobby. I wanted to do more than just paint still lifes for fun.

"Haha... This is ridiculous. Who would dare to objectively evaluate the art of the royal family? If I put a single dot on the canvas, all sorts of meanings would be given to it..."

"Oh..."

The butler unconsciously let out a sigh of admiration. This was because, unexpectedly, Asher had a keen insight into the essence of modern art.

"Butler, what about you?"

"Huh?"

"Do you have any hobbies you want to try? It's probably impossible in this damn mansion... but if you can get out, that is."

"I..."

I was speechless.

Because the flame in my heart that burned with passion as firewood had long since been extinguished.

With a mind this twisted, the only thing left is the desire for death.

But... looking back on the past.

In the world before I was invited to this mansion...

"... The food might have been good."

"It's cooking... It's ambiguous, like it goes together but doesn't."

"When I cook alone, I don't have to fight with others and I feel at ease."

Whenever the person who was treated to a bonus dish praised it with a joyful voice, the corners of my mouth seemed to twitch.

Since this memory is as vague as fog, even this may be an embellished memory.

It may be just an answer that is squeezed out like a dry rag.

It was when I had shaken off the dull conversation from my mind that Ashe stopped in front of a painting depicting a temple.

"... Oh, this is something I know."

"That's amazing."

"Huh."

At the bottom of the painting, painted in pure white and platinum, was written a short phrase.

[The abandoned witch will drop all seventy-two shining stars from the side of the wicked ruler, so be prepared and accept the price of your arrogance.]

It was truly a mad phrase.

However, it was difficult to interpret the meaning. So he asked Asher.

"You said you knew the picture. Can you tell me what the text means?"

"Yeah, that doesn't matter... but it's subtly different."

"Different?"

"That's right. It's definitely different. In the passages I know, there were no negative expressions like 'wrong' or 'price of arrogance'... "

Asher found this strange for a moment, but she quickly figured out the answer.

"Well, that can't be helped. There's no way they would pass down a text insulting the royal family as raw material without editing..."

"Do you think the word 'wrong ruler' refers to the royal family?"

"Yes. This is a prophecy given to the royal family from a temple long ago."

The butler was naturally convinced.

If Ashe becomes the emperor, he would be a corrupt ruler and an arrogant person. His older brother who goes one step further would not be much different.

"Why are you looking so rude, Butler? "

"No, that's not true."

"Tsk."

Asher's senses are secretly sharp. In particular, his ability to detect insults to himself has reached the level of mind reading.

As the butler stubbornly denied the charges, Asher began a history lecture with a pouty mouth.

"The prophecy must have come down about 500 years ago. At that time, our Epelante Empire was a formidable empire. It was so powerful that even if all the nations of the continent united, it would be a laughing stock."

"Epelante Empire..."

It was a name that seemed somehow familiar. Without even having time to explore the root of that sense of unease, Asher's story continued.

"The emperor who achieved the heyday of the empire commanded seventy-two knights, all of whom were superhumans who had surpassed human limitations. And these knights were classified as a different rank from the existing five ranks. People called them the Star Ranks."

It is called Seongjak because it is a star that illuminates the future of the empire.

It is said that knights who received the title of Holy Knight were of the same status as counts.

There were 72 such people, but the empire at that time was more peaceful than ever.

"But then one day, a witch appeared. The empire was turned upside down."

"Are witches and wizards different concepts?"

"Wizards process the magic energy in their bodies or in the air, and cast magic according to calculated formulas. But witches are different. They use their own unique powers that don't require calculations or magic energy... It was written in the book."

"I've never seen Ashedo in person."

"Of course. If another witch had appeared, the empire would have already disappeared?"

"... Is that it?"

"It's an ancient record, but it says that a country that was hated by a witch perished in less than three days. Even if it's an exaggeration, isn't it incredible?"

According to Asher's description, the witch's presence was a natural disaster in itself.

At this point, the outcome of the incident from 500 years ago seemed vaguely visible.

"All the knights who received the Holy Knight Award must have been in league with the witch."

"That's correct. The conclusion is that the empire was able to survive thanks to their noble sacrifice. Of course, the national power was rapidly weakened and a lot of territory was lost..."

Although they say it was a betrayal, it was a country ruled by Ashe's bloodline. Perhaps that's why Ashe's voice was filled with bitterness as she ended her story.

"Surely that's the history I learned... Doesn't it stink?"

"Assuming that this mansion claims to be true, it is difficult to rule out the possibility that the history of the empire has been embellished."

Abandoned witch. Wicked ruler. And the price of arrogance.

The darkness that creeps out from the distant past. This too may be the secret of the mansion that Asher must uncover.

I have a feeling that there is a connection between the erased records of Arkaden and the distorted prophecies of the past that have been passed down.

"... Sometimes I wonder."

Asher opened his mouth.

"The empire 500 years ago was truly great. In addition to the seventy-two holy knights, even the warriors protected the empire."

"A warrior... you say?"

I asked back at the unfamiliar word, but looking back, I think it was Asher who said something like that.

[Ah, what can I do? Why should I expect anything from you? Just leave it to me, the top swordsman in the class. I'll sweep them all away like the hero who appeared a long time ago.]

I always thought I was empathizing with a character from a fairy tale...

In fact, it was shocking that such an unfamiliar name was recorded in history.

"How much strength must have been in the shoulders of the emperors of that time? They could control them with just a wave of the hand."

She was self-deprecating.

"Well... I'm just saying."

◇

The second floor, as a place where paintings are the main theme, had some unique features that caught my eye.

The hallway they were currently examining was called the 'Hall of the Household', and it was a place where all the servants of the mansion were depicted in portraits.

"Let's find Maid B. This time, I have to see Maid B's face to feel better."

"You are so confident."

"That's easy, right? Just find the prettiest servant with light brown hair."

"... Sounds plausible."

"If the butler keeps chasing after maid B like a stalker while making a fuss, I won't feel wronged... If I'm prettier, then you're a loser."

Asher glared and threatened, but to the butler, it only seemed like a chick squeaking in anger.

"Is it established that I'm chasing her?"

"Huh, then would maid B have been chasing you around? A blunt and insensitive man like you is not popular. "

The bath attendant must have listened carefully.

It would probably be beneficial to take Asher's gossip with a grain of salt.

"Bright wheat-colored hair... ummm, ummm..."

Asher was exploring at a fast pace.

At the end of the gallery, she turned around with her eyes wide open.

"... There isn't any?"

"Congratulations."

"This... Seeing...!"

The horns grew hard.

What was so frustrating? The idea that the lifespan of confidence had been extended was really shameful.

If I just blankly stare at it, I feel like I'm going to burst out laughing.

When I was barely able to control my lips and vocal cords, I was suddenly overcome by a sense of discomfort.

'... Was this picture originally in a pose of extending a hand?'

It was a portrait of a maid.

It might be a groundless suspicion. Most of the time, he was sitting quietly with his hands on his knees, so it wouldn't be unreasonable to be mistaken.

"Oh right, butler. This time, there is no room assigned to me?"

"First of all, the order from the mansion has not been given."

"Hmm, I see. If something bad happens, should I go down to the first floor and hide?"

"It would be better not to act rashly until you find out the conditions for opening the 3rd floor."

We are prepared for surprise attacks.

Whenever he opens the door, he will put up the so-called butler shield and open it, and he will never let his guard down.

... But the mansion, as if it would not tolerate its guest's arrogance, took her away in an unimaginable way.

"Butler."

Just then, Asher took a step towards him.

Turup!

A human arm extended from the plane of the canvas and grabbed Ashe's forearm, instantly drawing her into the painting.

        
            It happened in the blink of an eye.

Three pairs of hands extended out of the picture without warning and immediately invited Asher into their world as soon as they bound him.

At the unexpected invitation, Asher was dragged away without even being able to scream. As if mocking him, the portraits made various expressions and sang songs.

[Our record engraved in a frame♪]

[You meet a girl who needs to know the truth.]

[Whether you live or die depends on the right choice.]

[Walk towards a desirable future♪]

The chorus of portraits ended with a few lines of lyrics. As I was hastily making that decision, another tune was heard from somewhere in the hallway I had just passed.

[Bring the man the young lady loved the most to her side.]

[This will be the final test.]

That was the end. I opened my ears to see if I could hear any additional singing, but there was no result.

So the butler stood before the living, moving pictures.

"Where did you take Asher?"

He asked directly. The portrait that was asked the question answered sarcastically.

"You went on the right path."

"I'm sorry, but unlike Ash, I'm not afraid of you."

"Wouldn't it be strange if a ghost were to fear another ghost?"

"Let's stop the puns."

The butler removed the picture frame he had been talking about from its wall mount. Then, in one swift motion, he shattered the glass protecting the portrait.

Clang!

Passs...

Now the portrait was just a piece of paper, a worthless object that would become trash if torn in two.

"If you don't answer straight, I'll just tear it up and throw it away."

"That's strange. If you wish for death, why do you think we're any different?"

"..."

"Hmm, I guess that's understandable since you don't even realize what you are."

The butler felt himself getting more and more annoyed for the first time in a while.

Unlike me, who was forced to put on a respirator by the mansion, I was able to find peace just by having a painting torn up. There is a limit to unfairness.

"Hoo..."

Flapping, flapping.

The painting the butler was holding fell to the ground in a curved motion. Then he crushed the painting with his shoe.

"You guys have a chance, but I'm different. Asher's failure is my despair."

I'm angry.

I was disgusted by the behavior of those who treated my only wish as a mere game.

"How can we have an honest conversation with each other?"

The butler looked at the shards of glass scattered on the floor as he destroyed the picture frame. Then he roughly threw the painting he had been stepping on onto the shards of glass.

"I hope you attain Buddhahood."

He slowly lifted his shoes. He was about to ruin the painting by leaving footprints behind.

Shudder-!

The body stopped, leaving a small gap between the figure and the heel.

Forced restrictions on actions.

It was the same feeling as when Ash first set foot in the mansion and started acting like a real butler.

"Then that won't do."

Crackle, crackle.

Noise emanates from behind.

I've experienced this strange way of speaking before.

While he was luring the hunting dog wearing Maid A's dress, he was the one who stopped him and gave him a penalty.

... but it seems like the penalty will be applied later.

"Cow─Don't always get dirty─."

Boom, boom.

The glass shards trembled.

Next, the glass pieces and paintings that had been bouncing repeatedly rose into the air at the same time. As they floated, they were reassembled as if time was running backwards and were decorated as wall hangings.

The portraits that had been observing the series of events were busy looking down at the floor.

'The portraits... are scared?'

What have they got to fear?

If I had to name something that they and I have in common, it would be that we both accept death as salvation.

That is, the being they fear more than death has appeared behind the scenes.

"...... Letia?"

Open and close your lips, leaving your reason to your intuition alone.

The owner of the mansion is said to be 'Miss'. And the title of the game I was possessed by was <Letia's Diary>.

Besides, isn't the person that employees should usually respect their master?

This alone isn't enough to make a perfect connection, but...

At least, there is no doubt that Letia is the one who knows the secrets of the mansion.

"Ah, ugh, ahh."

The thing behind it groaned. Every time it raised its voice, an ear-scratching noise came out.

"Gi. Ppe─."

The moment I heard those words, I quickly turned around. But the man who had terrified the portraits had evaporated like a blizzard.

I must have been the one who was possessed, it was a haunted experience.

"It's full of mysteries..."

I wonder if Asher is okay.

With the shield that was so trusted gone, there must be a lot of worry in the painting world.

"... Ah."

An idea flashed through the mind of the butler who was pacing around like a dog chasing a chicken.

The butler spoke in front of the portrait where Asher had been taken.

"You have to take me there."

The portrait vividly depicted a maid chattering away in the courtyard of the mansion.

◇

"Gyaaah!?"

The gentle breeze carried the shrill screams in all directions. It was so loud that all eyes around were focused on Ashe.

One of the dogs walked towards Ashe.

"What's going on? Why are you yelling and making a fuss when you're just hanging out the laundry?"

"Laundry? Me? How dare you?"

"Are you crazy? Where are you getting the courage to say that?"

Pfft!

The woman patted Asher's back hard.

"Oh my...!"

A cold pain ran up her spine and up to the top of her head. Asher snorted, trying to hold back the tears that were about to burst out.

"Who are you to dare put your hand on me!"

"Me? Ellen. And you, the incompetent maid, Selly."

"... Who am I?"

"Stupid ugly Sally."

You receive ridiculous self-introductions from others.

Only then did Asher look around and carefully observe his appearance.

In contrast to the dark mansion, the blue sky and swaying grass are beautiful. And a damp quilt hangs on the washing line.

Looking down, her thin chest and shabby maid's uniform, unlike her original body, catch your eye.

"Why me...!"

The embarrassment lasted only a moment.

Asher remembered that I had been drawn into the world of painting.

'That, that's right...! I was talking to the butler in the hallway of the mansion just a moment ago, wasn't I?'

When I calmly review the past, it becomes real.

Suddenly, the picture pulled me into the frame.

If so, then this place is probably... the world that served as the background for the painting.

'But why does it look familiar?'

As Asher pushed his way through the blankets, a maid who introduced herself as Ellen blocked his way.

"Where are you going? You have to finish what you were doing before you go!"

"Shut up. I'll deal with you later. Right now, I have something to check..."

Asher was shaking off Ellen and leaving the place. Her shoulder was immediately grabbed by a forceful hand.

"Don't go. Keep doing what you're doing."

"Tsk, I can't understand. I'll figure it out...! Huh?!"

Asher was about to lose his temper. If it were normal, he would have been irritated and yelled at her.

But the moment he met Ellen's eyes again, Asher's harsh words rushed back into his throat.

"Do what you have to do. Do it. Do it. According to the rules."

Ellen, who was pressing down on Asher's shoulder, looked bizarre.

It looked like a mummy that had lost all its moisture. In addition, the holes in its eyes, nose, and mouth were full of maggots and scavengers, and it was nauseating to even look at them.

"Ugh... Just do it...! Laundry!"

He just threw out some random words to avoid the crisis. But surprisingly, Ellen's appearance, which had confirmed Ashe's intentions, instantly regained its human form.

Ashedo also thought for a moment that he was hallucinating.

'... There's no way it could be in vain?!'

This mansion is a crazy mansion.

The question is, is it acceptable to have a desire for realism while sucking people into a painting?

'Still... I was sure.'

I confirmed it just before I was caught in Ellen's clutches.

I thought the scenery was strangely familiar, but really...

"The palace...!"

"Then is this the palace or a shantytown?"

"That's not what I meant...! Ha... No, stop. What would I say to a fake like you."

"What are you talking about? You're being strangely overbearing, even though you're a maid. Today, too."

"Is that because we're not the same maid?"

Asher said in a grumbling tone.

Ellen just let it go, thinking that the maid named Sally, whom she had been possessed by, had been having bad tempers for more than a day or two.

'Somehow I thought that the maid's uniform was too tacky...!'

Above all, the palace is shiny.

According to the history that Asher learned, the palace was rebuilt about 500 years ago.

It was a time when the empire was at its peak thanks to the 72 imperial ministers that the emperor commanded.

'... 500 years ago, I guess. Maybe.'

Isn't there a painting in the mansion with a prophecy from 500 years ago engraved on it?

Additionally, the Duchess he saw while climbing the stairs was clearly the 1st Duchess.

In that case, it would be reasonable to assume that the Arkaden family was born and fell into ruin 500 years ago.

"That's better. This way, we can get a clue out in the open..."

"Talking to yourself in a bad mood."

Ellen sneered. But it was impossible to reach the depths of Asher’s consciousness, which was deep in thought.

While they were busy working.

A noble lady passing by stopped walking.

She said something to the man in light armor, and he nodded and approached the laundry area.

"Hey you guys."

"Huh?"

"Hmm?"

Ellen answered, and Asher let out a questioning breath.

The man said without caring.

"Your wife wants to use one of you as an errand boy."

This is fucking crazy.

It was Asher's honest and candid inner thoughts.

        
            If it was the real Ashe, it would be a notice that would make her froth. How dare a mere knight try to manipulate the Emperor's precious servant. There is a limit to disloyalty.

But these days, Ashe is just a 'maid, Shelly'.

So I had no choice but to keep my mouth shut and suppress my anger.

"Uh... Ah..."

Ellen noticed from the side.

Asher thought Ellen was scared by the man who suddenly approached her. It was not long before she realized that she was mistaken.

"... This guy is good at his job!"

puck!

Ellen pushed Asher's back. Only then did Asher realize that the person Ellen had been eyeing was not the man, but herself.

"You...!"

I tried to spit out a bunch of harsh words. But it was also funny to waste my emotions on things that weren't even real people.

Above all, if you refuse to go, you'll end up twisted and dried like a mummy again...

"I will... no, I will do it."

"Maid, I don't expect much since you're going to be there anyway. It doesn't matter who it is."

I, I, I am a thing that is worse than an ant!

Damn it, I can't stand this maid's body. If it were my real body, I would have easily subdued that man and beaten him up.

"Have a nice trip."

Ellen whispered softly. It was a sarcastic tone that anyone who heard it could tell.

There is not a single part of these old things from 500 years ago that I like.

As Asher followed the man silently, he gave him a request.

"The person you will be serving is the wife of His Excellency the Holy See. The Holy See's wife, Mirelda Neterto, so be careful not to make a mistake in addressing her."

"Neterto? That Neterto's wife? ... Huh?"

"Does the maid at the laundry recognize you? She really is a great person."

It's amazing.

Just as the same title does not mean the same position, the quality of the work is also different.

Among them, the Holy Netherto is the best among the seventy-two transcendent beings. He is the true and greatest superman of his time.

...at least that's what it says in history books.

Afterwards, the man bowed his head as soon as he returned to Mirelda Neterto.

"I brought it, ma'am. Please use it as you wish."

"Oh, thank you. You can go away."

"Yes, I understand, ma'am!"

Ashe reflected anew on how brilliant her past had been.

Even Mirelda, to whom the author bowed down, was beneath me.

What a great person the princess of the empire is...

Realizing that, I wanted to get rid of that damned junk mansion as soon as possible and get my palace back.

"It was difficult because there was no attendant, but thank you."

"It is an honor just to be able to serve you, Madam."

"Oh my, she's more graceful than the most beautiful young ladies? Are all the palace maids like this..."

"If you see any shortcomings in the future, please feel free to point them out."

"Oh my god..."

"..."

Asher, although outwardly resigned, felt that things were turning out strangely.

'You're the Madame de Néterto, yet you don't have any attendants and you're not used to the palace?'

It didn't make sense logically.

The Holy See's own person was the Emperor's closest confidant - the head of the Imperial Guard. My husband came and went from the palace as if it were his own home, but his wife felt unfamiliar with it, so it was bound to be strange.

'Hmm, the appearance and personality seem soft... If I cook it the right way, I could play with it however I want.'

Sometimes they show up. Fools who cede their right to think to their lower-ranking confidants.

Most of those people had low self-esteem and were isolated at home.

"Madame Netherto."

So, Asher prepared to hunt, putting on a harmless smile.

"If you would let me be your errand boy or companion, I would be happy as if I had received a birthday present."

In the past, Asher had been surrounded by flattery everywhere. It was the moment when her life, which she had observed, showed its power.

Mirelda accepted Asher's offer with a look of gratitude in her eyes.

◇

Asher understood two rules that apply in the world of painting.

First, there are 'events' that cannot be changed.

For instance, her being chosen by the Madame de la Concorde was a necessary event, and it was Ashe's choice that caught the Madame's eye.

Second, you can't turn a flow that is too huge.

She tried to pass through the secret passage of the palace, but the fog that suddenly appeared made her return to her place.

It would be a reasonable rule, since it would be easy to assassinate the emperor if one wanted to.

This was what Asher had learned after serving Madame de la Concorde for several days.

If I had to add one more achievement to that...

"The tea smells good. How can you be so knowledgeable about tea ceremony?"

"I did my best because my wife's joy was my joy."

The visible achievement was that Asher had completely won Mirelda's favor.

"Haha... I didn't have this kind of luxury at home."

Mirelda sipped her tea and confessed.

"Everyone... seems to be busy with one thing or another."

When Asher heard those words, he swallowed the feeling that his family was turning upside down.

For example, when it comes to servants, they make excuses and put off doing the hostess's request day after day. They often eat alone without their husbands, which makes them secretly ridiculed.

He also told various other stories. The lonely person's frustration would come out like the wind in a balloon even with the slightest stimulation.

The tragic heroine has been kidnapped.

This was Asher's overall review.

"You must have had a hard time, ma'am."

Asher sat down at Mirelda's knee level and took her hand in his own, somewhat obediently.

"If I could be of any help, I would roll up my sleeves and give it my all..."

Ashe lamented pitifully. Mirelda must have felt his extreme sorrow, because she also placed her hand on the back of Ashe’s hand.

"Ahh... Sally."

Sally - Madame Sainte-Claude, who was calling Ashe's body of ice with affection. The words Ashe had intended to say were about to spill out of her lips.

"If it's okay with you, won't you be my maid?"

As planned.

Asher, who buried her face in Mirelda's skirt, smiled rottenly.

"That is my joy."

However, I was a bit perplexed because the increase in intimacy was beyond my imagination.

How low must your self-esteem be to trust a mere maid so easily?

Still, it was fortunate that the opportunity to talk came early.

Because it was rude for a simple servant to bring up personal topics first.

"But, ma'am, I have a question."

"Huh? What are you curious about?"

"By any chance... is there a family called Arkaden in the Empire?"

It was a question I had always wondered about.

Mirelda answered Asher's question nonchalantly.

"Ah, yes. It was a family that was promoted from a marquis to a duke with incredible magical engineering skills."

"... I see."

"It is often said that he advanced the civilization of the empire by centuries. So there are rumors that he is as wealthy as His Majesty the Emperor. I heard that he has pockets that can hold endless items? It's amazing..."

... that rumor is 100% true.

Asher's mouth twitched for a moment, but he managed to keep the secret.

"Madam, I actually heard a rumor. The head of the Arkaden family is said to be a great beauty... So I was curious."

"Sally...!"

At that moment, Mirelda looked around in surprise. After confirming that no one was around, she gave advice with a heavy heart.

"Don't spread such words so carelessly. The Duke is still single, and if you're not careful, it could easily turn into a scandal."

If that happens, we may have to go through an intensive investigation to find the source of the rumor.

Mirelda sincerely consoled Ashe.

"Oh, I see. Sorry for the slip of the tongue, ma'am."

"No, I said no. If you don't know, you might do it out of curiosity."

"Yes..."

"Well, since you're full of energy, there might be some people who misunderstand. Is there a girl you have in mind?"

Because the duke is single.

I've come to a world of truly ambiguous time periods. As I lamented like that, Mirelda let out a worried sigh.

"There's also an ominous prophecy that a witch will appear, so you should get married before anything happens."

"... Yes?"

"The Empire's outstanding talents shouldn't be put in danger, right? And my husband... is busy with the prophecy for various reasons."

Mirelda then muttered words that reflected her own wishes.

"Yeah, that's why. You must be busy..."

◇

November 1, 2024.

A time when warm temperatures turn cold.

It's early winter, and the sun is warm, but the shadows from the tall buildings are cold.

I opened my eyes there.

"... Huh?"

Bang, bang!

Booo!

A car speeding along the asphalt honks its horn as if it is frustrated. The light of the neon sign dazzles the eyes, while at the same time revealing the vivid world.

A crosswalk with a white line painted on it.

The sky is blue.

Me, standing in the middle of nowhere.

"What is this...?"

Bang!

As the nervous horn honked once more, I instinctively backed away toward India. Only then did the cars, each second counting, start to hurry on their way.

Strange behavior attracted unusual attention. However, modern people lacked the patience to pay attention to others.

The world returned to normal as if nothing had happened.

"I'm back..."

It was a day without any omen.

It was a boring day with no different from usual.

It was just an ordinary day.

The date is November 1, 2024.

seoul.

Location right in front of the crosswalk at Gwanghwamun.

Here, I...

I received an invitation to another world.

        
            I instinctively lowered my gaze.

An outfit of a knit top over a white shirt. Underneath, he wore smooth black cotton pants.

It was a typical Korean high school student's spring and fall uniform.

I had forgotten about it.

Before I was dragged to another world, I was just a seventeen-year-old high school student. Until last year, I was just an ordinary kid who had been learning the basics of trigonometry in middle school.

"... That's right. I was a student."

Now that so many years have passed, even if I try to relive the innocence of my teenage years, my mood only sinks. My soul, which has become an incurable adult, has been forced to calm its agitation and understand the phenomenon.

I stopped a passerby and asked him.

"Excuse me. What is the date today?"

"Huh? Ah..."

The man who was caught with such a trivial question let out an unpleasant groan. Did he mistake it for a hookup by a cult member?

Still, I got an answer.

"It's November 1st."

"What year is it?"

"It's 2024. You're asking all sorts of questions..."

November 1, 2024. It was the same day as the last time I set foot in Korea.

Was it all a dream?

Was all that memory of being locked in a strange mansion and spending an unknown amount of time just a momentary delusion?

If all that I did to help that girl who knew how to throw a tantrum was... in vain, then I...

"Ha, that can't be true."

I became certain of one thing.

To prove my belief, I went into a nearby building and looked for a mirror.

Then, a well-cleaned glass window caught my eye. Instead of a mirror, I got closer to the glass window and looked at myself.

"Then that's right."

The appearance is not reflected.

The pedestrians behind me are lost in the well-lit glass window, leaving only me behind.

It was the same in the mansion. My image was not reflected in the windows and mirrors. So I still don't know my face.

Because I am a ghost.

Because it is a spiritual being that has substance only inside the mansion.

I am rejected from this world. I am deprived of the right to even know my true self...

"Is this... a world of conversation?"

Little by little, my last memories from the mansion are coming back to me.

When Asher was sucked into the painting, I gave them an order.

[You have to take me there.]

So the people in the picture silently pulled me in, and this is the result.

"Even so, I wonder why the scenery of the world of painting is Korea..."

The people in the picture probably didn't do this on purpose to get drunk. They are so ignorant of modern civilization that they couldn't possibly realize such a fantasy.

It would be more reasonable to assume that the world of painting is created by certain rules.

"... Perhaps the escape from the world of painting depends on Ashe's actions."

I sat on the steps and leisurely looked up at the sky.

Above the dusky blue sky, a pale moon was surrounded by a dim halo.

The scenery of my hometown that I had left behind in my memories was much more beautiful than the faint remnants of my memories.

◇

Mirelda's dedicated maid job was easy. Honestly, it was so simple that it was overwhelming.

Becoming a friend to my boss and comforting him, or running simple errands for him. It was so peaceful that I felt completely relaxed.

Our intimacy has also increased considerably, so now instead of calling her Madam, I call her Lady Mirelda.

"It was much harder to chase the hunting dogs on the first floor."

Even now, when I recall my first death, my side aches. And when I was engaged in a life-threatening chase, a chilling sensation seemed to churn my stomach.

On the other hand, these days, when people are leisurely serving others...

"It's comfortable, it's comfortable. Actually, only the first floor is difficult, and the rest of the floors can be eaten raw, right?"

Asher looks forward to the future with great confidence. It seems that he has overlooked the truth that convenient desires become more distant the more they are spoken of.

"Lady Mirelda, how long do you plan to stay at the palace?"

"Well, he won't tell me the exact date."

"Really? That's weird..."

"They all have meaning."

"Hmm."

Asher groaned in embarrassment.

Even though Mirelda's husband was the captain of the Imperial Guard, the rules he had to follow were strict. Unless he was an internal employee of the palace, entry into the palace was strictly controlled.

Flights that extend beyond the specified dates are not permitted.

Therefore, it would have been strange for the Holy See himself to have allowed Mirelda, an outsider, to stay indefinitely.

"Mirelda trusts you very much."

"That's how it should be."

It was an answer with a really strange nuance.

It is natural to trust your husband. That is the universal perception.

However, Asher felt that Mirelda's answer was mechanical. It was as if it had been ingrained into her through spoon-fed education that it had to be that way.

"Can I ask how you two met?"

"Well... Just like everyone else. When he got the title, he got a political marriage proposal from me, the daughter of a baron."

"You've been married for a long time, surprisingly? You're so beautiful, I thought you were newlyweds."

"Oh, so that's it? Haha... That's a relief."

Well, she's young for her age, but she's not a great beauty to be praised.

Asher sneered inwardly.

Since ancient times, only those like yourself or the Duchess of Arkaden can be called beauties!

... or maybe Maid B?

As Asher grew more confident, Mirelda smiled gently.

"Oh, it's already late at night. Sally, you should hurry up and go to bed too."

"Then excuse me, Mirelda. Good night."

Asher quietly left Mirelda's room. Then he went into the next room and stretched out on the spacious bed.

This was the result of Mirelda asking her personal maid for a nearby room. Thanks to this, Ashe was able to enjoy a spacious single room instead of the shabby maid's quarters.

"Ugh... This is life. I didn't even want to go into Maid A's room."

After a long time, I was able to fully experience the atmosphere of the palace, and my condition was improving.

If I hadn't had the goal of taking revenge on my older brother in reality, I might have lived a satisfying life in the painting world.

Soon, Asher put out all the lights and prepared to go to bed.

The starlight pouring in from the window was splendid. As I admired that beautiful sight, the image that came to mind was the gloomy mansion of Arkaden.

To be a little more specific, it was a butler crouching in the darkness.

'It seemed like that guy couldn't leave the mansion as he pleased...'

It was obvious that the butler had no particular affection for the mansion. He had silently accepted Ashe's somewhat excessive whining.

'He doesn't know how soft this bed is, and he doesn't know how wide the night sky is. If I think about it that way, it's a little pitiful...'

He said that he had to open all the doors to the mansion to enter. If that was true, then the butler would always be sleeping in the hallway like a homeless person, exposed to the cold wind!

... In this way, Asher secretly arrived at an accurate deduction.

Once I get lost in thought, sleep disappears.

I felt like I was going to stay up all night.

Still, lack of sleep is the enemy of beautiful skin, so I tried to keep my eyes tightly shut.

─Druk.

Until an annoying noise from the window started tickling my ears.

"Ugh?!"

Trusting his fleeting sense of crisis, Asher quickly rolled to the side.

Kwak!

At that moment, there was a sound of something hitting the bed and goose feathers fluttered.

Asher straightened his posture and identified the intruder.

"This...!"

He lamented in a low voice.

He was a man who covered his entire body in pitch-black clothing. From the black hood pulled tightly down to the black cloth covering his lower body, to the black robe that tried to conceal his body in the darkness.

Anyone who saw it would be amazed at how he was dressed, advertising himself to the world as an assassin.

"No regrets. Die...!"

"Ugh, eww!?"

Shit, shit, shit, shit, fuck, damn, fucking shit!

If it were my original body, I would have fought back.

But this kind of maid's wretched body has no chance of defeating a trained adult male.

...I had expected it to be like that.

Thud!

I instinctively grab the man's wrist. That was it...

The other person's reaction was somehow strange.

"Oh, ugh...! What kind of woman has this much strength...!"

"Huh?"

The man's hand was held by Asher and did not move.

"What is this... so weak?"

"Don't make me laugh...!"

Suddenly, the man whose pride was hurt raised his voice in protest. But nothing changed.

Still, Asher tightened his wrists, so tightly that the blood flow was cut off and he was on the verge of necrosis.

"Yep."

puck!

Asher slammed down on the arm he was holding with the edge of his hand. Then, with a “crack,” the man rolled across the floor.

"Keuheup...!"

Even while desperately holding back a scream...

Asher leisurely snatched the sword that the man had owned.

'Hmm... I guess I'm strong since the assassin isn't weak. But even if I get my original body back, it won't be like this...'

Let's put the question aside for now.

The important thing is that I have gained a convenient power.

Kwak!

Asher placed the knife near the man's neck and began to tilt it diagonally, like a lever.

"Okay, can you tell me quickly? The sword is heavy, so I feel like my hand is going to get weak."

A refreshing smile naturally formed on my face at the sudden feeling of omnipotence.

"Obey me, monkey."

======

[Item: Hound's Ashes]

[An urn containing the ashes of the hunting dog Hailey. It grants its owner the physical abilities of the spirit Hailey.]

======

        
            Crunch.

The angled sword dug into the man's skin. The man felt the veins on his neck throbbing.

Perhaps it was an illusion brought on by the survival instinct. The fear of death was so great that the information in my head was about to leak out.

However, being an assassin is a job with no future.

Especially for an assassin who goes all the way to the palace, this one task puts the lives of many on his back.

Betrayal by family, relatives, lovers, friends, no matter which side, means immediate annihilation.

"Huh...! Wait, you?!"

"Keuhk...!"

Therefore, the path the man chose was the path to the afterlife.

He brought his own blood to the slanted blade, so agilely that Asher couldn't react...

"This is crazy...!"

Asher shuddered.

She knows better than anyone how scary a concept death is, having already died once. In fact, no one knows it better than she does.

And yet, the fact that he willingly volunteered... was an incomprehensible state of mind.

Rather, it might have been an action possible because he did not know death.

"Hey, wait...! This isn't the time for this!?"

Even though she was rotten, she was still the princess. So naturally, she mistakenly thought that the assassin had come after her.

Even though she is just a maid named Sally now.

There's no way I'd use a trick to silence a maid. That means my real goal is...!

"Mirelda...!!!"

Boom!

Asher kicked open the door and ran straight into the next room.

Bam!

And then, throwing aside etiquette, he opened the door without warning.

"... Ah."

Less noisy.

The strength left my grip. The sword rolled limply, making a dull clanking sound.

"It's late..."

Flutter!

Pale moonlight illuminated the bed through the curtains fluttering in the night breeze. There lay the corpse of Mirelda, dead from a clean piercing through the chest.

An assassination so dirty that they proudly planted the weapon on the body. At the scene, there is a maid with bloody hands. There is also a sword lying around with bloodstains.

Should I say that it's adding insult to injury? Why do bad feelings always come true so well?

"Oh my!"

As I was blankly observing the scene, someone gasped behind me.

"... What the hell."

It was the woman who had pushed Asher to Mirelda's side - the maid Ellen. Next, she did something extremely stereotypical.

"Gyaaah! You're a murderer!"

Flash, flash, flash.

The palace, which had been asleep, slowly opened its eyes to the sound of a single scream. The hallway became brighter and people began to chatter.

It was a one-sided affair.

'I got caught up...!'

Some kind of conspiracy was taking place within the palace. I was completely caught in the middle of it.

Perhaps Mirelda was the scapegoat.

It was nonsense for a woman to stay in the palace without any official position. There must have been a reason why she had to be killed in the palace.

"Tsk...!"

He quickly picked up the sword. He wiped the blood stains on the bed sheet and went out to the balcony.

When the armed men finally reached Mirelda's room, Ashe stopped them.

"Like this Hailey. Well then, the idea of letting me eat it raw was stupid and idiotic. Let's wait and see...!"

Then, Asher, who was falling vertically from the railing, shouted loudly.

"Imperial Palace Royal Family You fucking bastards!!!"

I won't be a royal because it's dirty.

◇

"Sigh..."

A annex within the palace - under the eaves.

Asher was catching his breath, leaning against the shade.

"What do you want me to do?"

The palace is like the palm of my hand, so running away is not a problem. The real problem is that the finish line is unclear.

On the first floor, they gave us a task to find Hailey's happiness, but this time there were no guidelines.

"If it's just defeating the private soldiers, it's easy... but if Sungjak shows up, it's a big problem."

The Lady of the Holy See, Mirelda Neterto, has died. This means that the Holy See herself, the first in command of the Holy See, may be hunting him down with fire in her eyes.

"Should I leave the palace like this?"

If you think about it normally, it's a reasonable plan. But her goal was survival and escape.

If there is an escape trigger in the palace...

Enduring somehow would be the right choice.

"If it's not a masterpiece, I'll beat you up...!"

It was a time when Asher was expressing his regrets.

"You are saying dangerous things."

"Huh?!"

Pfft!

Ashe raised her sword. Then the strange man who had been walking with his back to the moonlight raised both hands and expressed his surrender.

"Calm down. Maybe we can be on the same side."

"Shut up. What do I believe in?"

"Um... If it's evidence, I can show you right away."

The man slowly lowered both his hands and searched through the leather pouch on his waist. Then, he threw a ball of such a size that it seemed to ignore its mass in Ashe's direction.

Shake!

Asher suddenly dropped the sword he was holding while trying to receive the ball.

"It's big, after all... It still needs some adjusting."

Kiing!

A geometric pattern appeared on the surface of the ball that Asher had accepted. Immediately afterwards, a hemispherical membrane centered around the ball unfolded and surrounded her.

Chuck, chuck, chuck, chuck!

The friction noise of the light armor shaking and the sound of boots trampling the dirt were deafening.

The palace guards expanded their search area.

They quickly reached the eaves where Asher and the stranger encountered each other.

"You're walking fast."

"Your Majesty!"

They, who had been moving busily, stopped all at once and saluted the man.

"I should have shown more courtesy, but as this is an emergency, I ask for your forgiveness."

"Ah, I don't care. Feel free to stir it."

As he said, the guards searched thoroughly under the eaves. However, after a thorough search, they turned back without finding anything.

Meanwhile, Asher didn't move an inch.

Even though I was facing them openly under the eaves, I remained motionless.

'You didn't recognize me...? At this close range?'

It's all thanks to the ball in my arms. Even a fool would know that.

The culmination of lost technology that Asher had never encountered even during her time as princess.

That was the treasure I was holding in my hands right now.

"How was it after trying it? I wish it could be improved as small as a jewel, but hmm..."

"..."

Asher quietly returned the ball and watched the man put the ball back in his leather pouch.

There was only one conclusion that could be drawn.

"Um, first of all, should I introduce myself? I am..."

"Duke of Arcaden."

"Oh, you noticed?"

Then the man bowed politely and properly told me his name.

"My name is Hereis Arkaden. What about you?"

"Sally."

"Yes, Mr. Sally. First of all, let me ask you, did you kill anyone?"

"There are people who are seriously considering killing me right now."

A vein appeared on Asher's forehead.

Hereis Arkaden. Yes, Hereis Arkaden.

This guy is the owner of this damn junk mansion and the source of all his suffering.

This world's fucking asshole, fucking bastard...!!!

'That bastard, his face is much more pitiful than that of a duchess!'

I don't like his laid-back and carefree face. I want to put a lock in the middle of his round glasses with gold frames. I don't like his gray hair and his blue eyes, which are like those of a ho-ho grandpa.

'A man should have a solid taste like a butler.'

The body of the butler is much better. I realized this on the stairs going up to the second floor, but he looks like he's thin when he wears it. His hands are also rough with calluses, so it looks like he's trained...

'... Huh?'

......On that topic, you say the sword is too heavy to lift?

Butler, are you deceiving me?

Anyway, let's put aside distracting thoughts and focus on the enemy in front of us for now.

"Anyway, you didn't kill him? That's fortunate. But even so, being in league with a murderer is a bit..."

"Do you believe me?"

"It's obvious that it's a false accusation. I came to see your bedroom, and there was blood. The body was cleaned up, though."

"What? The assassin's body disappeared?"

"That's right. There's no way a busy fugitive would have hidden it... And it looks like Sally wasn't injured. Then you have to wonder whose bloodstains were left in the room."

Herais Arkaden nodded and sneered.

"Thanks to that, it seems unnatural to anyone, but somehow the situation turned around with Mr. Sally's immediate action as the keynote. I felt like it was exactly the palace-style handling of things."

"... You're smart."

"Anyone can guess. It's just that the guessing is forbidden, so they can't say anything."

The trust of Herreis was an unexpected windfall. However, even if he was a duke, going against the royal intentions would have fatal consequences.

'If I ask, will you answer?'

How many nobles would honestly confess their true feelings to a single maid? Even Mirelda maintained a dubious attitude until the very end in certain areas.

"Whew, I have a rough idea of the situation. I don't know what you're aiming for, but I'll just cooperate."

"That's a refreshing decision."

It wasn't a decision made in resignation.

Asher deduced that Herais Arkaden would act as a keyword in the world of painting. Moreover, with the owner of the Arkaden mansion right in front of him, it was a bad idea to go his own way.

Even if I return to reality, I have to dig up as much as I can and then go back.

"It's so cool, it's cold, right? But as you can see, I don't have enough to talk back to the Duke."

More than that, just the fact that he is the owner of the Arkaden Mansion pierces my inner core...

Herace, who had no idea about this, scratched the bridge of his nose.

"Yeah, I see."

"Right? So, before we get into it, let me ask you one thing."

"Yes, what..."

Ashe asked the somewhat absent-minded duke.

"Let's start with the name of the person you like."

        
            "The person you like...?"

"Uh."

Herreis scratched the back of his head.

"It's obvious that you shouldn't teach it. It has nothing to do with the current situation, and above all..."

"Bernassienne."

"... Yes?"

"Right?"

"..."

At that moment, Herreis' face froze coldly for a moment. A dark shadow settled over the man's once light-hearted face.

Turup!

He grabbed Asher by both shoulders.

"What are you?"

He glares. He looks as if he might pull a knife out of his leather pouch if the opportunity arises.

"Even though you are the shadow of the royal family, you know the names of the servants in the mansion? And you even read other people's minds?"

"... Aha."

A story was drawn in Asher's head.

Hereis mistook Ashe for a member of the Imperial Shadow - a special task force. And he probably thought she had been abandoned and unilaterally covered up the murder of Madame de Neterto.

So, he might have tried to collect or utilize the abandoned shadow.

'I heard you're still single so I asked... You're really good at talking.'

Was the Duchess of Cambridge a servant?

'But I didn't see anything special in the Hall of Gasol.'

Asher narrowed his eyes.

There was no way I could have passed by Bernacien's beautiful appearance without seeing it.

Perhaps she was not there because she was promoted to Duchess and was no longer a servant.

If not, then the Shiryeoldae where the Hall of Fame was built was after the Duchess moved in.

Asher's eyes widened as his thoughts expanded to that point.

'... uh?'

It seemed like the scattered dots in my head were connecting into lines.

The existence of Maid B - a beautiful woman with all sorts of charms.

Coincidentally, she is not depicted in the Hall of Fame.

And the huge portrait that came into view as one went up to the second floor was that of a Duchess whose beauty even impressed Ache.

Also, coincidentally, the Duchess in the portrait has hair color... a light wheat color.

'Maid B. Bell... Belnacien Arkaden...!'

I burst out laughing.

It's not a leap of logic. Doesn't everything fit together perfectly?

"Bell... or so they call it."

"Even a nickname...!"

Kwak!

Herace tightened his grip. After forcing Asher into a corner and slamming him against the wall, he continued his interrogation.

"How much does the royal family know? Tell me what you know right now. Otherwise, I...!"

"Sigh..."

Are you threatening me with violence just because I'm a grown man? It's not funny.

Kuk.

Asher lightly twisted Haley's wrist with Haley's strength.

"Huh, what kind of woman's power is this...?"

"Calm down. Next time it's not your wrist, it's your neck."

"Ugh...!"

grasp!

Asher shook Herais's wrist away as if he was throwing it away. He gently caressed the affected area with his other hand, feeling that his wrist was cold.

"Is it a big deal to know the maid's name? Are you worried that the emperor might take her as a concubine?"

"... What?"

"She's a pretty person, so I can understand being overprotective."

"..."

Hereis's gaze returned to its gentle form. He sighed deeply and muttered something incoherent to himself.

"I see... You don't know that much. Well, there's no way you could figure that out..."

Asher thought that he had escaped death and at least managed to survive. He looked relieved, as if his soul had been taken out of his body, and his attitude was relaxed, as if he would collapse if pushed lightly.

"... Are you plotting a rebellion?"

"Yes?"

"If someone who is a duke in front of the shadows is so shaken by this, it's almost treason. Could it be that Belle is the hidden legitimate daughter of the royal family?"

"Wrong! It won't happen even if the heavens and the earth turn upside down."

"I guess so."

It was fake that asked if the Duchess was a hidden royal. What she really wanted to find out was treason.

But judging from Herreis' reaction, it doesn't seem like he harbors any particular ill will.

"... But you're saying that you fell in love with the royal family and are helping me? Are you asking me to believe that?"

"It's a personal matter. Let's help each other out because of that personal matter."

"Mutual aid... That's okay. If you betray me, I'll kill you immediately."

In reality, he can't be killed. If he were to die, the flow of the painting world would be greatly distorted.

This world will not tolerate such presumptuous behavior.

"Then... Please take care of me, Mr. Sally."

"Yeah."

This is a temporary alliance only this time.

I'd like to just rip his neck off, but... in a world where everything is fake, it would be a futile revenge.

◇

As soon as the contract was made, Herais handed Ashe a piece of skin. I heard it was called a human face mask.

When I turned it over, the maid Sally's face disappeared without a trace, and was replaced by someone else's face.

He was indeed a man worthy of the nickname of genius.

"... So, what is your purpose?"

"There's one thing I want to confirm. For that, I need the shadow of the royal family, Miss Sally."

"You want to be a guide."

"There's no need for words."

Of course, general guidance would be unnecessary.

Because the duke was well versed in the geography of the palace.

The path he wants to know is probably a secret passage in the palace. A passage that only a shadowy figure would know about...

In fact, after accompanying Herais, the secret passage that had been restricted from entry was opened.

"Ms. Sally, when things are finished, won't you come to Arkaden?"

"I hate it so much I could die. That kind of mansion."

Asher immediately refused. Hereis smiled awkwardly.

"Uh... I'm proud to say that it's a pretty good place."

"Of course. Like the disobedient hunting dog Hailey. Or rare art pieces. There must be a lot."

"What on earth is the information power of the shadow...!"

He made his own mistakes and was shocked at his own discretion. Since it was a convenient situation, Asher left his mistakes alone.

"Then what are you going to do next?"

"I have to get revenge. I'm going to kill all the guys who drove me here."

It had a double meaning.

I will take revenge on the damn Arkaden mansion, and the current royal family that tried to assassinate her in reality.

Herace, who recognized Ashe's sharp atmosphere, was able to take a breath.

Because I believed that with this level of revenge, I would be able to keep the secret.

"By the way, what are you trying to check?"

"This could be a turning point in my life. I should tell you since you'll be seeing it anyway."

Inside the secret passage where footsteps clattered, Herais's voice became quiet.

"A prophecy came down from the temple. It was a prophecy that would have a great negative impact on the imperial family."

"Is it about a witch?"

"You know what I mean. Then there's no need to hide it any longer. In fact, this isn't the first time a bad prophecy has come down to the royal family."

"I know. It came down during the reign of the 3rd emperor. It seems like it was somehow avoided then."

"How do you think the royal family of that time avoided the prophecy, Mr. Sally? The prophecy is inevitable. It is a fate that cannot be changed by human power."

"..."

It was a past I was curious about even when looking through history books. However, since it was not written down accurately, I had no choice but to just memorize it and move on.

"At that time, the royal family tried to avoid the prophecy through sorcery. They searched all over the place to find a sorcerer, and eventually found one."

"There was a way to avoid the prophecy."

"Yes. I finally found it. A way to change the fate of the world. "

It is an absurdity to try to escape fate with mere human power. The imperial family of the time was arrogant enough to make it happen.

"They disrupted fate by calling in beings who had escaped the shackles of this world. Thanks to this, the empire survived and has maintained peace for over 500 years."

Five hundred years is a long time for a great nation to experience the rise and fall of a great nation. Nevertheless, the empire is now enjoying its heyday.

The imperial family, led by seventy-two barons, enjoyed the absolute support of the people of the empire through unprecedented territorial expansion.

"I am sure that the modern royal family will do the same thing as the past. Because they are a race of people so arrogant as to dare to go against fate."

Hereis added one last word.

"Isn't the revenge of fate scary..."

"Hmm."

Hereis didn't lie. He just had something left to hide.

Asher had such insight.

If that was the only reason for Herais's motive, he would not have recruited Ashe. Rather than being rebellious, he would have been loyal and openly offered advice to the emperor.

Surely, it is something that holds inner feelings that can never be revealed to others.

"The story you've told me so far...is it related to our approach to the Emperor's throne room?"

"... Yes. Even though his wife was murdered, the Emperor himself went there with him. There must be something. "

"Mirelda was estranged from her husband. It's understandable that she doesn't have any attachment to him."

"Huh? That's impossible."

Herreis's eyes widened as if he had heard something unexpected.

"The Neterto couple are a couple known in high society as a lovey-dovey couple. It's not a political marriage, but a love marriage, so much so that it would be natural to say it's a love marriage."

"What? That makes no sense."

"... Whatever the circumstances, one of us was fooled."

The secret passage through which Asher and Herais passed led to the back of the audience room.

At the back there was a part cleverly disguised as a wall, which when pushed would rotate like a revolving door.

... This is the official path known to the general direct royal family.

Ashe, who was favored by the emperor, also possessed special knowledge that was passed down only to his successor.

"Give me that."

"Oh, yes."

Hereis took out the item that Ash had mentioned beforehand. It was a device that would light up when a button was pressed.

'Let's see... The part that strangely gets thinner, here! If I support this side...'

Part of the audience room wall was constructed with a special material. When heat was applied to that part, strangely enough, it passed through to the other side dimly.

In addition, the soundproofing function is also reduced, so even moderate sounds pass through.

"Oh my god... There was such a secret in the palace."

"Shut up. They may not be able to see us from over there, but they can hear us equally."

"Okay, I understand."

Asher and Herreis stared at the wall that had become vaguely transparent.

The Emperor was sitting on his throne, conversing with a man believed to be the Holy See of Neterto.

"Is it okay? Good job."

"Offer the companion of the brightest star in return."

The Holy See responded with that sentence.

"... I started to lose interest from the moment I heard those words from the sorcerer."

"Is that so..."

"Madam... Since she ended her life in the palace she longed for, she probably has less resentment. "

Asher ground his teeth at Sungjak's self-justification.

I don't know the circumstances, but I know that Mirelda is not at fault. But her husband seems relieved and feels less guilty.

'That piece of trash...!'

I know this world is fake, but I've been spending a lot of time with people who are kind to me, so I think I've grown attached to them.

Enough to sympathize with the Lady of the Castle, who was not even recorded in history.

At that moment, the emperor raised his hand and gave instructions.

"The magician will perform the ritual as soon as he is ready."

"I will accept it, Your Majesty."

The sorcerer was drawing something densely on the floor with a red liquid from a jar.

It seemed to be a magical spell, but Asher and Herais had indecipherable patterns.

Soon, he slowly retreated from the pattern that resembled a magic square.

"I am sorry and grateful, Seongjak. My heart aches when I see the food drawn with your companion's blood."

"... It was inevitable. For the survival of the empire. "

"... That's right. Everything is for the Empire."

They are not human.

It was a thought that Asher and Herreis shared in common.

A moment later, the audience room was filled with bright light.

A dazzling light that seemed not of this world brightened all directions, even encroaching on secret passages.

"... Huh?"

Ashe, who opened her eyes late, was frozen in a daze.

The scene before my eyes is the hallway of the Arkaden mansion. And the butler with a seriously distorted face.

There were only those two.

        
            The rain pours down like a waterfall. The heavy rain hits my whole body without mercy, just like when the child was kicked out.

"Hey!"

He speaks urgently.

It's been a long time since I've worn a riding suit. I've been so absorbed in social gatherings that I've neglected basic manners.

Surprisingly, he was the complete opposite of that child who was faithful to his studies and basic knowledge. Perhaps his father liked that about him and favored him.

If I had known that 'something like this' would happen to me, I would have been a little more sincere.

"Catch him!"

"If I miss this time, I won't be able to show my face to His Majesty!"

"Ugh...!"

The moaning woman was the Marquis Arsent Grancia.

Originally the first princess of the empire, she was stripped of her status as a princess when she married the Marquis of Grancia. Instead, on the first day of their marriage, the Marquis of Grancia was poisoned and she inherited the title according to imperial law.

The new empire's sun was also unstable. After all, the right to the throne had not been extinguished, so he suffered from the threat of assassination every day.

So I ran away.

The decision was that in order to survive, one day they would have to gather their forces and strike the sun.

However, the future of her returning to the territory became increasingly distant. The path of movement was quickly blocked, and the only way left was the imperial territory owned by her youngest brother.

'They say he didn't die...?'

I have to pretend to hold his hand somehow and control him. The more power you have, the better.

That must have been the case... But somehow, he died before he could even find his youngest sibling. His fate was clear: he would be disposed of without a trace in the forest that covered the sky like a net.

"Ugh...!"

Hehehehe!

Suddenly, her horse took a sharp turn. If she hadn't held the reins properly, she would have fallen.

"Now even this is causing trouble...!"

I was so upset that I wanted to scold him harshly.

The horse's fortuitous wit repelled the Emperor's own knights.

"Haa... Haa..."

Soon, the sky covered with tree branches and leaves revealed its cloudy appearance. At the same time, Arsent's eyes were caught by an unexpected sight.

A magnificent mansion comparable to an imperial palace came into view.

Her words moved towards the mansion as if she had made a promise with it.

"There's a mansion like this, and yet no rumors spread...? Even if it's imperial territory, it's like that."

A mansion this large could be developed for tourism purposes. If not, it could be used as a resort exclusively for the royal family.

Either way, it was a blessing.

At first, the horse had been leading Arsent, but now Arsent was deliberately leading the horse to the mansion.

"If it's here... I might be able to counterattack."

Arsent was of royal blood.

Although it had been a long time since they had trained, it seemed possible to take out their pursuers with a surprise attack using the spaciousness of the mansion.

The horse's stamina is not infinite, so it was expected that it would catch up someday...

"... Let's go."

Arsent stopped her horse nearby. She opened the door to the mansion and entered.

...

......

since.

As the pursuers entered the mansion's front door, screams that no one could hear seeped into the ground along with the trailing raindrops.

◇

"This... why...?"

Just when I returned from the world of painting.

The butler was startled by the suddenly displayed message.

[A new guest has arrived at the mansion.]

Just one line.

It was a notification without any specific guidelines.

As the butler, who had been serious until just now, frowned even more, Ashe raised a question mark above her head.

"Why is that, butler?"

"... A new guest has arrived at the mansion."

"What, what did you say? No way..."

Asher had a guessing point.

I thought the assassins were really late, but after wandering around for a while, they finally found the mansion.

Sreung!

Asher took out a real sword from his leather pouch and swung it around like he was dancing.

"Okay... Just like last time."

The enhancement of physical abilities is also applied in reality. If you have this power, you can kill assassins as if you were twisting a child's wrist.

"Let's go, butler!"

"Yes, that's right."

The portraits in the mansion watched them as they headed up the stairs. The sense of so many gazes in the empty mansion created a sense of dissonance.

Trying to ignore it, they came down the stairs.

"I feel sick... I'm all wet. I wish I could find some new clothes to put on."

Knock. Knock. Knock.

A guest grumbles as rainwater drips from the entrance to the mansion.

The woman had the same blonde hair and red eyes as Ashe. While Ashe was a young girl with a youthful appearance, she was a mature woman.

When Asher finally made eye contact with his guest, both of them froze, each taking a deep breath.

"... Sister?"

"You...?"

The first one whose face brightened was the guest.

"Arshela!"

The butler wondered what nonsense it was to be called by that name. Then he remembered that Ashe was the nickname that the Emperor used to call him.

In short, Arcela is Ashe's real name.

"Why is Sister Arsent... here?"

"Me? I'm... similar to you. My brother, who is worse than a beast, won't leave me alone."

"Is that so..."

The butler couldn't believe that Ashe was using formal language. While he was observing such an unrealistic scene, Arsent caught sight of the butler.

"Who is the author, Arcela?"

"... Butler."

"Oh my goodness, that was an owner-occupied mansion? What family is it?"

"Arcaden."

"Is that a family I've never heard of?"

"That's right."

Asher gave a short reply and turned away.

"Let's go, butler."

"Yes, Asher."

The atmosphere was somewhat stiff. Since each person’s circumstances were very serious, the butler did not bother to ask questions.

As they were about to climb the stairs, Arsent shouted loudly from below.

"Hey, you there! You said butler, right? "

"Yes, but."

"That's great. Can you bring me a dress that I can wear? As long as the size fits, that's fine."

As expected of sisters, Ashe and Arsent had similar body sizes. So the butler asked Ashe.

"Ashe, do you have any of the dresses left from Maid A's room?"

"That's right."

"I think it would be better to pass it on."

"... Okay."

Asher pulled out Maid A's dress, which was several times its size, from a leather pouch. Arsent was so surprised that his eyes almost popped out.

"Oh my goodness, Arcela. What kind of magic did you learn?"

"It's not magic, it's an artifact. If you don't mind, wear it."

"Wow, it's dangling with jewels. It's heavy too."

Arsent said with a kind smile.

"Then can you help me put it on?"

"Okay."

Asher guided my sister and gave instructions to the butler.

"Go to the second floor first. Butler."

"Okay, I will."

As Ashe entered a room with Arsent, it was quiet and dark somewhere.

◇

Arsent threw away his wet underwear and put on new ones. The material wasn't of the highest quality, and his skin felt slightly stung.

Still, Arsent deliberately kept his feelings a secret.

"Nice to meet you, little brother. I never dreamed I would see you here."

"Me too."

"By the way, did you take care of the assassins who chased you yourself? That's amazing."

"The assassins..."

Asher was speechless.

Come to think of it, the assassins aren't coming. No matter what, there's no way a mansion this big would go unnoticed for a long time...

"Why did you stop talking?"

Ashe was struck by Arsent's point.

"... That must be it, if you haven't heard from your sister."

"As expected! My brother was upset because he hadn't heard from me for a while. There must have been a reason, right?"

"That's right..."

I tried it on purpose, but there was no sign of a lie.

Assassins who have never met before have gone missing. What strange incidents there are.

"But why is the mansion so quiet? There aren't any servants walking around in broad daylight."

"Before that."

"Huh?"

"Sister... How did you come to this mansion?"

Although his tone was deliberately ominous, Arsent ignored it.

She then briefly explained the situation.

"I passed through here because there was only one open road... but the horse turned around on its own halfway. As expected of my horse, he's a smart guy. Isn't he?"

Asher really resembled her older sister so much that I wanted to snap at her and say that she wasn't like that at all.

I was thinking about giving a standing ovation to the fool who visited without even knowing where this place was.

But since she had the same visiting pattern, I couldn't bring myself to do it.

"Anyway, that's not the point. Why is it so quiet in this dirty, big place?"

"Because there is no user."

"Is that butler earlier a hallucination?"

"There's only him."

"What?"

Arsent asked seriously.

"Isn't that just illegal squatters?"

"I wish that were the case, sis."

She had roughly dried her body and finished trying on the dress. Asher taught her foolish blood relatives some reality.

"You shouldn't have come here, Sister."

"What does that mean?"

"The last favor I showed my sister just now was a favor. After all, we share the same royal blood, so I had to maintain her dignity."

"You, what are you talking about to your sister now...!"

"Wake up, Arsent!"

"..."

Arsent took a sharp breath.

The shock was doubled because Asher had never been able to yell at his older siblings.

"Here. This is not a place where my sister can maintain her noble dignity."

"Arshela...?"

"Do you think I treated you like a pet without knowing anything? I already noticed that you considered me a thorn in your side."

Arsent had a hard time accepting the change in Ashe's attitude. Ashe wiggled her slanted eyebrows, wondering if it was the same.

"Taking all that into account, I'll still give you some advice."

She gave her last blood relative affection.

"Sister, you're trapped."

        
            "... Are you kidding me?"

"Does it look like that?"

Asher's red eyes were cold.

Arsent felt a sense of crisis at the change in her brother, who had always been easygoing. And that sense of crisis immediately rang an alarm in her consciousness, causing her to kick open the door and run out.

Asher, who followed her sister slowly, soon witnessed a typical reaction.

"What, what is this...! Why won't it open? Did you lock the door?"

"Where is the outdoor locking door?"

"Well, then...!"

Arsent ran straight to the room where he had changed his clothes. Then he lifted up an iron chair and threw it with all his might toward the glass window that reflected the outside of the mansion.

bang!

The chair fell limply to the ground, leaving a loud thud. Arsent didn't stop there, but picked up the chair again and slammed it hard against the glass window several times.

Boom! Boom! Kwaang!

The behavior, which had been going on in fits and starts, finally came to a halt after she had slammed the glass window twenty times.

Arsent had no choice but to admit that this mansion was unusual.

"Ma, that's ridiculous..."

"Okay."

"You...?"

"Still, you're lucky, sister."

At least my younger brother has already taken care of the pain of having his flesh chewed by that giant jaw.

Asher mumbled quietly.

"Arshela... You, do you know something...!?"

"I know."

"Tell me right now. What the hell is this place!"

Arsent grabbed Ashe by the shoulders and shook her.

"I..."

Bam!

Asher shook Arsent off with extraordinary force and spoke emotionlessly.

"Is there any reason to explain it to my sister so kindly?"

"That's what you call it!"

"Of course."

The ill-fated relationship between Asher and her older brother began when she was born.

The former emperor had four wives, including the empress and empress dowager, and Ashe's mother was a dancer of low birth. As a result, Ashe was often looked down upon as the child of low birth.

However, it seems that there is no law that says you have to die.

The Emperor did not openly seek out the empress who was of low birth, but he favored Ashe, perhaps due to a combination of guilt and the fact that she was the youngest.

Acting in a way that would please his father was Ashe's own survival strategy.

'...Because of that, I was kicked out in first place.'

As he monopolized the favor, he became the object of bitter jealousy from his older brothers.

It was no different with Arsent.

She spread rumors about Ashe in the society, degrading her to the point of being nothing more than a pet. At one point, she even enjoyed gossiping about Ashe, saying that she was a backstabber to the emperor and that she was indulging in luxury and vanity.

Ashe didn't want to be swayed by such nonsense, so she devoted herself to her studies.

As a result, he became the only member of the imperial family to graduate from the academy through the official route at the time. The former emperor was also pleased with this, which led to a vicious cycle of jealousy.

"Phew... tsk."

Bad memories that were buried are sprouting up again and making me click my tongue.

I also remember being there for my mother as she rapidly became weaker. After that, I remember my blood relatives who, during the funeral, just threw flowers and left as if they were annoyed.

Ashe was a princess who lived such a life.

The palace was a gilded box, and the seemingly arrogant personality was the ribbon that decorated the box.

But in reality, it is just an old pair of shoes packed in a precious box.

He was just that kind of person.

"Don't expect my help. I never once believed we were family."

"Are you really going to do this?!"

"Oh, it's going to be like this."

Asher climbed the stairs, leaving Arsent screaming.

A portrait of Bernacien, still boasting her ageless beauty, looked down on the petty squabble between sisters.

Asher paused in front of a large portrait.

"... Why."

Asher, who had been biting her lips tightly, let out a boiling voice.

"I'm stuck in a mansion like this."

The reality of venting my grievances to a woman who had been dead for hundreds of years was just plain funny.

"You, the mistress of this horrible mansion, are the worst. You probably don't even know what the gentleman outside is doing. There must be a reason why this kind of family fell into ruin."

Bad thoughts keep creeping into my head.

On the subject of maids, you must have seduced Herreis and taken in the Duchess. Life must have been easy.

That's why we can so indifferently observe other people's misfortune.

Express your negative feelings to the portrait of the deceased. This way, you won't accidentally take your anger out on the butler.

Asher bowed his head like a ripened rice seed.

"... Huh?"

At that moment, I doubted my eyes.

Because there was something there that shouldn't be there.

Asher slowly bent down and picked it up.

"... Coin? Why is this lying here?"

Asher recalled the past as he put the coins in his leather pouch.

If there was a coin when you first went up to the second floor with the butler, you couldn't have missed it.

If I had just looked at the portrait and passed by, the butler's condition suddenly worsened and he sat on the nearby stairs for a long time.

Even if Asher had missed it, the butler would have found it.

'... Well, it's a good thing, so don't worry too much about it.'

Considering the hardships they've been through, even giving them 100 coins each wouldn't be enough.

I decided to consider it as a reward for at least some of my hard work.

◇

Step, step.

Two people walk in step.

It was the gait of Asher and the butler.

Crack, crack.

But then, irregular steps follow.

'I have to be careful...!'

It was Arsent's gait that kept his distance.

The atmosphere in Ashe was quite different from when he lived in the palace. Arsent was not stupid enough to make such a judgment.

Besides, this mansion is extremely creepy.

The same goes for the portrait of the Duchess I saw while climbing the stairs. The smiling face was strangely eerie, so I immediately turned around.

'But... I'm pretty tired.'

We had a long chase in pouring rain. To be honest, I felt like I needed to take a nap to recover from my fatigue.

'No, this is not the time to just sleep leisurely.'

I pinch my thighs to drive away the hazy energy.

If you think about it calmly, the most suspicious person in the current situation is the butler walking next to Ashe. It's crazy to call yourself a servant in such a haunted house.

But even if you're not in your right mind, there's a lot of information to be gained...

Arsent steeled his resolve and followed the footsteps of the two men ahead of him.

"Hey, you. You said you were the butler of this mansion? "

"Yes."

It was when they exchanged only one question and answer.

Ashe, who had been watching this with displeasure, gently tugged on the butler's sleeve.

"Butler."

"Yes, Asher."

"You know what you promised me, right?"

"... I know."

Don't betray.

She was referring to a verbal agreement they had made in the break room on the first floor.

The reason for reconfirming it now is unclear. That was the butler's intention.

An awkward atmosphere sets in.

But Arsent did not give up and spoke.

"Hey, what is this mansion that you're locking us in?"

"Didn't Asher teach you?"

"I didn't teach you."

The butler turned his head and stared at Ashe. Then Ashe puffed out her cheeks slightly and slowly averted her gaze.

"Sigh..."

The butler realizes at that point that the sisters' friendship is a mess.

I had assumed that it would be fortunate for a person I could rely on to appear, but it seems like it would be an eventful relationship.

"If you want to escape this place, you must solve the mansion's secrets."

"Secret?"

"Yes, it's a secret."

The butler gave Arsent a general account of the situation, detailing everything from the general relationships he had discovered in the maids' diaries to the chases he had had with the hounds.

As the story progressed, Arsent's face turned pale.

"Wow, that's ridiculous! It wasn't just the atmosphere that was creepy, it was a real monster mansion?"

"That's it."

"That's not even funny...!"

Arsent, indignant, recalled Ashe's notice.

[Here. This is not a place where my sister can maintain her noble dignity.]

[Sister, I'm trapped.]

I thought it was just the nonsense of my brother who got kicked out and became mentally ill. But it turns out that nonsense is reality.

Arsent pinched my thigh again, wondering if I was dreaming.

'Ugh!'

The vivid sensation brought her back to the harsh reality.

'First of all... I need to recruit this butler. He must have the know-how to be a servant in a mansion like this.'

Arsent, who is a solid common sense person. She spoke to the butler.

"How long have you been working here?"

"I didn't know it until now, but it seems like it's been working for about 500 years."

Ashe and Arsent were both shocked by the butler's answer.

"What?!"

"... Are you kidding?"

No matter how the sister reacted, the butler did not correct himself. He simply maintained a consistent expression as if he had forgotten how to smile.

Surprisingly, his silence guaranteed trust.

"Ha... haha."

Arsent laughed faintly.

I can tell by intuition that the thickest thread in this mansion is clearly the butler.

So... whether his words are true or false, we should first build intimacy through everyday conversation.

"Oh, by the way, you call Arcela by the nickname the late emperor used?"

"That's how it happened."

"They seem to be closer than I thought..."

Meanwhile, a flash of lightning struck Ashe's mind as she was eavesdropping on Arsent's conversation.

'... Really? At some point I forgot to ask. How did the butler know my nickname...?'

He looked up at the butler with a questioning look. However, the butler seemed to have little intention of answering.

"I never thought there would be a servant who would call the royal family by a nickname. Are they not on good terms?"

"Because I didn't know Asher's real name."

"Oh my, I guess I gave you a fake name."

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

Asher retorted in a low voice.

"It's good that you know the name now. That child is at an age where he or she should be looking for a marriage partner."

It was a signal to call him by his real name, at least for Asher's sake.

That's a valid opinion.

So, the butler politely advised the frowning Asher.

"I apologize if this made you uncomfortable. I am ashamed, but if you allow me, I will call you by your proper name from now on."

"No!!!"

Asher immediately denied it.

"... You can call me Ash. I think it'll be confusing if you call me that much and then change my name."

"Okay, I will."

As soon as the butler answered, Ashe pulled the butler's sleeve even more tightly and brought him closer to her.

Next she gave Arsent a stinging, piercing look.

There is such a thing as power in words.

The two royals, who knew this well, continued a clever war of nerves.

        
            A night when deep darkness is coming.

Candles lighting the paths throughout the mansion light up on their own. From what I've observed, they start burning around 10pm and are extinguished around 6am.

The butler described the mansion to Arsent in as much detail as possible.

Arsent was terrified by the advice that monsters could appear anywhere and at any time. He tried not to let Ashe know his feelings, but it was difficult to fool the eyes of an experienced person.

Ashe openly treated Arsent coldly and suppressed him.

In fact, it was a rational choice. The rewards available were limited, while the number of people who wanted to get them was two.

Arsent's visit turned the mansion into a competitive market.

'It might be different if we cooperate with each other...'

The butler concludes that their cooperation is impossible.

They were sisters who had no trust in the first place. Even two close friends tend to be suspicious when their lives are in danger, so if their relationship was already ruined, the outcome was obvious.

'Even so, it's not a bad situation for me.'

I got one more spare.

Even if one of the sisters dies, the exploration of the mansion can continue. From the butler's perspective, it's like getting a coin in hand.

Of course, the best pattern remains the same.

"I wonder what will happen..."

The butler shook off his thoughts and stopped in front of a door with a luxuriously engraved pattern.

dripping.

A quiet knock on the door. He revealed his identity.

"It's me."

Soon, a sound is detected from inside. After a while, Asher’s face appears through the slowly expanding crack in the door.

"Butler..."

She bit her lips for a moment and then poured out her innermost feelings.

"I hate sharing a room!"

"Me too?!"

Arsent's rebuttal immediately pierces my ears.

As the butler who had decided the whereabouts of the two people, I was at a loss for words.

That was the best decision. It would be easier to manage if we crammed them into one room.

"I'm sorry, but this is the only room that will satisfy you both."

The room where Ashe and Arsent were staying was the Duchess's private bedroom, that is, the room that Bernatienne used herself.

Of course, the bed is wide, and the interior of the room is luxurious. As soon as Ashe entered, she said that it was no less than the palace, so there is no need to say more.

"Or is one of you willing to give up the room?"

At the butler's question, Ashe and Arsent locked eyes.

"You give in."

"Why me? My sister, who is an uninvited guest, is leaving."

"Wouldn't it be proper etiquette for me, the eldest, to stay?"

"Do I know less manners than my sister? What about manners? Do you know how to do arithmetic? What is 1024+12480?"

"That, uh, three thousand four hundred..."

As soon as she made a mistake in her calculations of the hundredth place, Asher gave her a spirited rebuke.

"Huh, the attitude of a stupid person who is not even good at math discussing etiquette is ridiculous!"

"Your attitude is inappropriate for my sister!?"

"I'm proud to be a swindler."

"What, what did you say?"

Oh, this got scratched hard.

The butler predicted the winner of the childish contest.

Asher had an invincible cheat key: the overwhelming status of Age.

"Why, aren't you a lady? You're a married woman, so should I call you a virgin?"

"Virgin...! That's right...!"

At that moment, Arsent realized that the butler, a stranger, was listening and gritted his teeth.

But Asher ended up hitting the counter head-on while she was hesitating.

"Oh, of course you would. Old maid."

"You...!!!"

"Hey, I didn't know because I'm not educated enough? How could the concepts of a married woman and an old maid coexist? I'm starting to doubt the plausibility of this world."

Asher's speaking skills were amazingly eloquent.

Asher, who used to be a bossy and sullen person to the butler, was incredibly strong in a verbal fight between women.

"Whew... Why am I having such a wasteful argument? I guess I should just listen to that foolish nonsense."

"Madam."

"Anyway, I heard that arguing with a kid is detrimental to the adult?"

"Madam."

"I'm really dirty..."

"Madam."

"...... Haaa...!!!!"

Just now, that damned brat, he muttered plainly. It was a tone that was filled with the hatred that had clung to the abyss.

"Yeah, just a room. Just leave. Instead, I'll have to take this guy."

Arsent informed the butler, scolding him.

"Butler? Who cares?"

"Who is it that's in control? It must be this guy's will."

Arsent tapped the butler on the shoulder.

"I'd rather be here taking care of a brat than me?"

"The older sister who abandoned many servants in the palace?"

"That was then, and this is now. And don't you know, butler? If you take care of the house diligently, one day you might even be able to take care of the night."

Arsent blinked his eyes haughtily like a cat. A vulgar gaze that was trying to seduce a man was staring right at him.

Of course, I didn't mean it.

Even though he had fallen, Arsent was a marquis of the empire and had royal blood flowing through his veins. He had no intention of losing his purity to a lowly foreign race.

"Um..."

The butler exhaled deeply as if he was tired.

"I will refuse because it does not arouse even the slightest sexual desire."

"... Huh?"

A ringing sound rang in Arsent's ears, as if he was trying to delete words he didn't want to hear as a defense mechanism.

"Also, I am not so foolish as to take a woman who already has a husband."

Only after hearing the following words did the first statement I had ignored come to mind.

Even though she was a beauty that all men praised, her sexual desire... what?

Arsent unconsciously looked into Ashe's eyes and asked for confirmation. Ashe nodded her head, tugging at the corners of her lips in an annoyed manner.

Arsent was sinking quietly. Ashe, who was confident, stepped on her even more.

"Puhahahahahahaha! My sister was a princess, so who would dare to disparage her by saying she was ugly? I can't be objective about this topic, right?"

It was like Asher, a frog who had forgotten his tadpole days.

Arsent, indignant and resentful, turned his arrows toward the butler.

"You...! You're such a shallow foreigner! You like that little kid better than me? Are you a pervert?"

Even though he heard an insult that was enough to make him jump, the butler still showed his displeasure. Instead, he fired indiscriminate shots.

"I've said this many times, but even if the world were to turn upside down, I would never be aroused by you two."

"... Butler?"

"To be sure, I confess that Ashe is like... a young nephew who doesn't listen. It's difficult to even call him a voyeur."

"Hey!!!"

"And, again... No, no. This is uncertain... so I guess I'll have to reserve judgment."

The butler became aware of some of his tastes after his last trip to the world of painting.

I hate westerners.

That is the true intention he chose.

Yes, it was because of the trauma that was engraved in me when I smelled the body odor and perfume of a Westerner who was working out hard at the gym and felt nauseous.

I don't know if the humans in this world are the same. At least when I was helping Asher take a bath, there wasn't any particular smell.

It is still a time when observation is necessary.

"..."

"..."

Ashe and Arsent were sitting on the wide bed, their strength drained.

Arsent was rejected unilaterally despite being seduced, and Ashe was rejected without even confessing.

Either way, the psychological trauma was severe.

"How about searching the Duchess's room before going to bed?"

At the plain-spoken butler's proposal, both men simultaneously expressed their intention to refuse.

"... I'll do it tomorrow."

"I'm tired..."

"Yes, that's right."

The butler leisurely left the Duchess's room. And as soon as he closed the door, a series of shouts echoed through the hallway.

"Because my sister said something like that...!"

"You first...!"

He was a butler who couldn't see even an inch ahead of him.

◇

The next morning.

Warm sunlight poured down from the clear sky that spread after the rain. The sunlight streaming into the Duchess' bedroom woke Ashe from her deep sleep.

Asher, who had developed the habit of going to bed early and waking up early, stretched.

On the other hand, Arsent, who used to wake up only when the sun was high in the sky, still instinctively rolled around in search of shade.

"How pathetic..."

Asher secretly mocked my sister.

Since he hasn't experienced the mansion's malice yet, he's either being lazy or he's just thinking that if he closes his eyes, someone will take care of it.

'Let's do a little research before calling the butler.'

I don't want to show my sister's disheveled skin to the butler.

Let's just hold out until the blood relatives wake up from their deep sleep.

'Now that I think about it, it's a really luxurious room. I didn't get to see it properly yesterday because I was fighting with my sister...'

The first thing you notice is the gold leaf on the wall. Yesterday, I thought it was just the dim orange lighting that colored the wall.

Even a single table was made of a huge amount of jewels. The handcuffs were made of rubies, and each surface was decorated with flowers using thin melted silver.

It was a room that contained the height of luxury, even in just one table.

In such rooms, Asher felt the vanity of the nouveau riche rather than the grandeur of the aristocracy.

'It feels quite different from the impression you got of Bernacien?'

The description of Maid B in the maids' diary, and the character of Maid B that Hayley experienced in her memories, were contradictory to the Duchess' room.

It was not like Bernacien, who would empty his salary into giving a luxury scarf to a dog.

Druk.

Ashe, who opens the alliance empirically.

Sure enough, a diary was sleeping in the first compartment.

[The Duchess's Diary]

Asher checked the title of the diary and carefully turned the first page.

        
            [I did it. I am the Duchess of Arkaden. If there is a price to pay for turning your life around, it is this body.]

The introduction of the diary was full of self-display. The crumpled handwriting was filled with joy. It was as if he was so filled with joy that he couldn't control his hand trembling.

[Everyone looks up to me. Those who thought I was their equal just a day or two ago can't even raise their heads in front of me. That guy has been seeing this view for a long time. How wonderful...]

It vividly conveys how joyful it was to go from being a mere servant to a duchess.

Asher felt uneasy for some reason.

[Should I completely redecorate the room? Let's get rid of all traces of the past. I'll tie gold thread to the curtains, and put a chandelier carved with crystal on the ceiling. The desk should be made of the best ebony from the Demon Realm. The mirror on the dressing table should be framed with emeralds.]

I turn my gaze and observe the room. Sure enough, the diary's descriptions are written everywhere.

In the past, Ashe had been very luxuriant as she had been greatly favored by the Emperor. However, the Duchess's room made Ashe look like a small dwarf.

[Ha, right. Should I start with that girl who always picks a fight? She doesn’t even realize that our perspectives have changed and just keeps staring at me with her eyes wide open. It wouldn’t be bad to roughly frame her, beat her up, and kick her out. I have enough hands and feet now.]

It was a peculiar phrase. A woman who should never have been given power had become a duchess.

[My husband is not interested in the duchess's residence and is just stuck in the workshop... This large mansion is my world. Ah, there were so many things I wanted to do when I became a duchess, but I forgot about them once I actually became one. Well, I have plenty of time, so let's think about it slowly. Rather than that, I should focus on getting rid of the things that annoy me...]

If it's my husband, I would say Hereis Arkaden.

Asher recalled the Herreis he had met in the world of painting. He didn't seem to be indifferent to the Duke's household, let alone being stuck in the workshop.

I wonder if it was due to some kind of trigger.

Later, she grumbled in pages of her diary from a long time ago.

[Damn it, even if I become a duchess, he won't do as I wish. How dare you threaten me as a servant? Even when I tell my husband, he won't budge. Did he find a weakness or something? It's obvious that he hates me too... How on earth do I deal with this...?]

It was about half a year later when the Duchess found the answer.

[... Aha. I found it, the bastard's weakness! I've been pretending not to care about 'it' all this time.]

Next, a period was put on the diary with a handwriting that said, “Sal-sa-li-dae.”

[I'll destroy everything. You and everything precious to you. I'll smash everything into pieces and make this mansion completely mine.]

Asher closed the last page of his diary.

She kept her diary in a leather pouch and stared blankly at the ceiling with its crystal chandelier.

"Something like that... Duchess...?"

I can't believe it.

People's perceptions are not reliable, but this time the gap was too big.

I have never seen anyone spend all day thinking about burying a person like that, except for my eldest brother.

It was an evil that could only come about if one's nature was not cruel.

"Ugh... I get chills thinking about sleeping in a place like this. I should have just given up the room. It's perfect for my sister."

I want to run to Bernacien's portrait right now and confront him. It wouldn't be enough to tell him not to use his face like that.

Ashe left Arsent behind and walked out of the Duchess's room. Then, a butler standing upright nearby greeted her.

"Did you cough, Asher?"

"Yeah."

"You look so clear headed today."

"I woke up with a start. Thanks to who."

She grumbled. The butler gave her a general answer to her complaint.

"It seems like Arsent has been tossing and turning a lot."

"No, that's not it... Wait a minute."

"Huh?"

Asher placed his hands on his waist and leaned closer to the butler.

"Hey! Why is it that you're 'nim' to me and I'm just 'Ashe'?!"

"Um..."

How old is Arsent? He looks to be in his late 20s.

Considering that she is a noble and takes care of her appearance every day, she might be in her 30s.

Anyone who looked at it could tell that he was very different from Asher, who was a teenager.

So the butler tried to make his argument as clear and logical as possible.

"...... Asher is Jammin."

"Wow... Mini? What's that?"

"... No, no. It's nothing."

The butler sighs secretly.

I have many memories that came to life from briefly capturing the Korean scenery.

From sexual preferences to all sorts of buzzwords, a lot of really useless things have come back to life.

"How old are you, Asher?"

"Me? I'm seventeen."

"I see. Does the Empire lump together children born in the same year and treat them as the same age?"

"Huh? Oh, right. It's not another country... Isn't it strange? The butler is a foreigner, so he won't be used to it."

...as familiar as you are.

The butler swallowed the slip of the tongue that was about to burst out. Instead, he responded with a conventional exclamation.

"I see..."

I'm seventeen years old.

The last time I set foot on my homeland was in the winter when I was seventeen.

That's fortunate, by the way.

'If I had felt love for Asher... I would have become more trash than I could have imagined.'

I got a chill when I realized that Arsent had tried to kill me.

He used to criticize her, saying that she was more sexually aroused by Asher than him.

"But Butler, why are you asking my age? Are you interested in me by any chance?"

Suddenly, the hair on your arms starts to stand out.

"Even if the heavens and the earth turn upside down, it won't happen!"

"Shock! Don't raise your voice so much, butler."

"... I'm sorry."

Asher was surprised that the butler raised his voice. He was always calm, unless he was in a desperate situation like being chased by hounds...

This kind of butler was also secretly fun.

While enjoying the twist of fate, Asher suddenly remembered the main point that he had forgotten.

"Oh, I didn't come out to chat like this. Butler, I found another diary in my room."

"That's good news. Would you mind taking a look at it together?"

"I've already seen it, so read it comfortably."

Ashe handed the Duchess' diary to the butler.

The butler handled the diary he was given carefully. It was a valuable document, so it would be a problem if it was damaged.

But even the delicate butler often had his eyes slanted as he turned the pages of the diary.

When Ash finally got his diary back, his gaze was unconsciously turned towards the stairs.

"Is this a diary that doesn't have a face value?"

"... Honestly, yes. That's right."

"Butler, when you first saw the Duchess' portrait last time, you were dizzy and staggered, right?"

"That's right."

"I wonder if the author Bernacien had any trauma?"

I thought it was a joke.

But Asher was not secretly serious, but openly serious.

"Where did Asher, who used to call me a lecher who was obsessed with maid B, go?"

"Hey... Shut up! This is going to be a mess even if you worry about it!"

Asher stomped away with a sullen face. The butler followed quickly, worried that Asher might be kidnapped by the painting.

At that moment, the door to the Duchess' room slowly opened.

Arsent appeared, rubbing his eyes, perhaps because the conversation outside was noisy.

"What are you two doing? This early in the morning..."

"It's not early in the morning."

Just looking at the angle at which the sun was rising, it was time for the world to wake up from its deep sleep.

Immediately afterwards, Arsent opened his mouth to Ashe, who was standing far away. It seemed as if he was about to say something, but he stopped abruptly.

The butler easily interpreted Arsent's intentions.

"Do you need a market?"

You probably wanted to ask Asher like yesterday. But since your relationship with Asher had completely soured, it would have been awkward to ask him.

"... That's right."

Arsent admitted with difficulty.

"Then I..."

Just as the butler was about to offer himself as a servant, Ashe nimbly crossed in front of the butler.

"I'll help you, sis!"

"What, what did you say?"

"I'm helping you. Or what, are you lonely and want to show your bare skin to the immigrant butler?"

"Stop talking nonsense that's not even funny!"

Ashe's sarcastic remark immediately awakened Arsent's consciousness.

By the way, was Ashe also a racist like Arsent? The butler decided to take note of the warning.

"... Hmm."

I really hate imperialists.

That is the true intention he chose.

◇

The time when the sun is at its zenith.

The war of nerves between the two sisters continued for a long time. Still, what needs to be done must be done.

The butler summarized the Duchess's diary on Ashe's behalf.

As for the contents of the diary, Arsent only said that she was a woman who was very inconsistent. He did not say anything more than that.

Only then did the sisters' war of nerves subside, and conditions were created for inspecting the mansion.

"Let's see..."

Asher put his finger on one of the landscape paintings.

The surface of the painting rippled under her fingers.

Asher shared his findings as he retrieved his half-inserted finger.

"It seems like all the paintings in the mansion are structured so that people can enter."

"Ugh... Creepy. What kind of mansion is this?"

Asher ignored Arsent's complaints and opened his mouth.

"Maybe the condition for going up to the 3rd floor is to find a suitable painting and go in?"

"As of now, that seems to be the case. Let's look for a picture that might be related to the main story of history."

"Okay, then."

While Asher's eyes sparkled with confidence, Arsent looked somewhat dejected.

Unlike Ashe, who had a wealth of historical and artistic knowledge, Arsent had little background knowledge.

I had no choice but to just quietly go with the flow.

"Oh..."

In the midst of all this, Arsent let out a sudden exclamation.

"Is this the exact same painting that was in the palace?"

Arsent approached landscape painting in dark tones.

It was an impressive painting of bushes spread out ominously under a black sky.

[Magic Mirror]

Arsent briefly looked down to read the title of the landscape he had discovered.

Just a moment to read two letters. That was exactly the amount of time...

Thud!

Title of the work - From the devil's realm, small black hands stretched out their claws towards Arsent.

        
            "Okay, wait! This is...!"

A scream like a terminal word was sucked into the painting along with Arsent’s new form. Ashe reflexively ran towards the title of the work: Demonic Realm.

"Ashe!"

The butler stopped Ash, who was losing his mind in an emergency situation. Fortunately, Ash calmed down and froze in place.

'Is Asher the type who can't even stand to see his enemies die?'

Just as he was about to evaluate her as having an unexpectedly soft temperament, the butler remembered her situation.

It would be strange for an ordinary seventeen-year-old girl to become so ruthless. It would be inevitable that her way of thinking would be fundamentally different from that of a long-serving butler.

Asher is just an arrogant and cocky child, but we should see that he has a good nature at heart.

"Whew..."

Asher lets out a ragged breath. The butler steps forward in front of her.

"I'll check first and come back, so stay on the safe side."

Then the butler closed the distance to the painting that Arsent was sucked into.

Next, he stretched his arms out onto the plane of the picture.

Bam.

The butler's arm was blocked as if he had touched an ordinary painting.

It was different from other paintings that rippled like the surface of a lake even when fingers touched each other.

"It seems impossible to go and save him."

"... I didn't even think about going to rescue you."

"Is that so? It must have been a face that would do that."

"Absolutely not. Your eyes are swollen, butler."

Asher's tone was more subdued than usual, making the butler doubt his eyes.

Is it because we are bound by the same blood?

Even if they are enemies, it seems that other people's misfortunes do not bring her happiness.

"First, I would like to hear an explanation. What kind of scenery does the painting [Magyeong] depict?"

"To put it simply, it's an abandoned land. It's an undeveloped area that is beyond human control."

"Was it like that 500 years ago?"

"Yeah, there's no need to obsess over a small piece of land the size of a country because it's of no use."

The reason why the abandoned land earned the nickname of 'Magic Realm' was simple. The peculiar energy rising from the ground caused strange mutations in living things.

Therefore, even the most heinous criminals were not taken into consideration when they entered the Demon Realm. Entering the Demon Realm to catch a single person would only increase the human casualties...

"...... That's why there are change Counts at the border of the Demon Realm. Sometimes, they have to suppress the monsters that escape the Demon Realm. "

"Are monsters that evil?"

"Not as good as Hailey."

There are two reasons why Asher was able to survive Hayley.

First, the only sense that Hailey had available was smell.

Second, Hailey intentionally suppressed her mobility because she didn't want the mansion to be damaged.

Ashedo knew this too, so his evaluation was objective.

"Still... It's threatening. You can think of a small animal that becomes a wolf, and a wild boar that becomes a tiger."

"If the beast is a mutated monster, then it seems like the Knights are needed."

"Yeah, really... I saw a stuffed monster once a long time ago, and it really freaked me out."

"... You went to a place like that. Arsent."

"Yeah... right."

Asher lowered his gaze solemnly.

"If the same thing happens to you as Ashe... Arsent will also be possessed by a specific body and perform the role, so it will be okay."

"Is that really true?"

"Yes, you must have been possessed by someone who could overcome difficulties."

"Hmm..."

The butler's opinion is correct.

It was just bad luck that Asher possessed the body of a maid. If she had been invited to such a shady stage, she would have possessed someone worthy of being on that stage.

"Let's see, what happened in the Demon Realm 500 years ago?"

There was a description that the warrior captured the 'King of Demons' and presented it to the imperial family...

There's no way Arsent would possess a warrior.

... Rather than wasting time on uncertain speculation, it would be quicker to question him later on, using the market as an excuse if he returns alive.

"Whew, okay, okay! Let's find a clue to get up to the third floor. I hope whatever pops out is weaker than Hailey..."

"That's..."

“It might be impossible,” the butler thought, swallowing his useless pessimism.

Common sense would suggest that the higher the floor, the more difficult it would be to clear.

'Above all, on the next floor I...'

A penalty must be served for a foul committed on the first floor.

Moreover, it is taboo to convey this to Ashe.

For now, I just silently hope that Asher will overcome the ordeal without hesitation.

"Butler."

At that moment, Asher disturbed the butler's distracted thoughts.

"If you just look at this hallway, you've already gone around the second floor."

"Are there any pictures that bother you?"

"Hmm, not really? There are so many pictures of trivial scenes. I think the picture of someone being forcibly pulled seems important..."

"Ashe and Arsent have each experienced it once."

"That's what it is."

If this is the case, we can only hope for Arsent’s return. Perhaps her experience will serve as an important hint for escaping the mansion.

So Asher had complicated feelings.

The contradiction of having to cheer for the return of an unwanted character and the paradoxical desire to live while wishing for death clashed with each other so much that it was unpleasant.

After a while, the butler and Asher stopped walking.

"This is amazing..."

"..."

Asher let out an honest exclamation, and the butler remained silent.

"That's great... but I think I know why I'm at a dead end."

The painting hanging before them was as huge as Bernatien's portrait.

Title: [Forgetting the Soul]

The painting, colored only in white and ink, dynamically expressed numerous hands struggling in the river. And a figure wearing a pitch-black coat was leisurely rowing a small boat on the river.

To put it bluntly, it is a picture that is just plain unpleasant.

It was a work of art with a unique corner that polluted people's aesthetic sense.

"Ugh... Butler, let's go back."

"... Right."

It was when they turned their backs without any hesitation.

Suddenly.

There was a sound of something shaking.

The butler and Asher quickly turned in the direction of the sound.

Title: The ghost invades the field of vision once again.

That was the direction from which the sudden noise came.

...

......

Suddenly.

Clunk, clunk, clunk!

Squeak...

thud!

...

......

The ghost hanging on the wall fell to the floor on its own.

An unexpected situation.

By the time they realized this, a strange phenomenon was unfolding before their eyes.

Dribble dribble dribble...

There was a sound of water leaking. Asher doubted his eyes. It was indeed water leaking from the ghost.

The surface area of water wetting the floor gradually increased.

At that time, a message was printed out at the butler's eye level.

=====

<The Forgotten Soul, the Authentic Avenger>

I lived a worthless life.

A life trampled by the world's peace and justice.

A life where nothing is left behind, and no one remembers it.

A life where you have to bury your betrayed heart with blood and tears.

Ah, fortunately, the noble lady gave me a chance.

He also informed me.

We, who have been toyed with under countless happinesses and enduring eras, have the right to revenge.

I hope that at the end of revenge, there will be someone who remembers us...

-Reward: Gift Box

-Special Reward: Star Fragment

=====

Suddenly.

Pale hands lifted the frame of the picture of the lost soul. Then, slowly, a strangely shaped woman stepped out of the picture and into the real world.

That guy. His chest is pierced by a sword, and cold water drips from his wet hair. The water drops falling from his hair freeze on the marble floor, forming frost.

The facial features that have lost their human-like form are nauseating.

The smell of rotting corpses permeated the surroundings.

Thud.

It, in the shape of a woman, grabbed the hilt of the sword that had pierced her chest.

Sugarac!

A piece of flesh flew out from the blade that had been pulled out. The spot where the sword had been stuck projected the scenery behind it.

"Ah, Miss..."

Again. Again. Again. Again.

As he walked, his high heels clacked elegantly against the marble floor.

"Thank you for the grace you have given me..."

The woman muttered to herself and aimed her sword at them.

It starts.

The butler, sensing the future, urgently took it upon himself to act as Ashe's shield and pushed her back with all his might.

"Ashe!"

"Huh?!"

Pfft!

First of all, Ash is out of the attack zone. If he is bare-handed, it may be okay, but if the opponent uses a sword, it is not a problem.

This mansion won't tolerate even the slightest harm to him.

The woman's sword met the butler who was making that judgment.

Peet!

It was a sword aimed at Ashe.

It was a blind tragedy because the butler evacuated her without permission.

That's why the distance between them, barely brushing his cheek, was so wonderful─.

"... Butler?!"

─The result was enough to cause Asher to scream.

Gulp.

A red liquid flows down the butler's cheek. He unconsciously put his palm to his cheek.

It was shocking to see my own red blood for the first time in hundreds of years.

'... It stings. It hurts? Me?'

Feeling the pain was also an unfamiliar experience that I was experiencing for the first time in hundreds of years.

"That's ridiculous... How could you hurt a butler...!"

The reason is unknown, but either way, it is dangerous.

That monster is different...!

Turup!

Asher immediately grabbed the butler's wrist.

He never dreamed that he could get hurt. Moreover, this was the first time he had seen the butler react like this. Even in a life-threatening crisis, the butler's face, which had been calm and composed, became cold and hard.

"Let's go, butler! Quickly!"

"..."

"What are you doing!!!"

At the sound of Asher's loud cries, an essential question arose in the butler's mind.

'Why should I... run away?'

The opportunity to fulfill his wish moved quickly toward him.

        
            When the butler reached a dead end by going back through the memories of this world, his longing for life had subsided from his first memory.

Well, why is that?

The desire for survival that a human being should have just never arose.

There must have been something broken somewhere. Like a pocket watch with an important gear missing. Like a clock hand that has stopped moving forever.

When he was a student living in modern society, he would have been just a moderately timid boy. But at some point, when he regained consciousness in this mansion, his will to live seemed to have been lost.

That's why I'm happy.

That I had finally encountered the being who left a scar on me, and that I could put an end to my long life just by surrendering to the situation.

I'm so incredibly excited...

Instead of turning around and running away, I took a step forward.

It was only right that I should throw myself into the face of such a monster.

"Butler!!!"

"Ugh...!"

Tadah!

I take a sharp step back. I didn't have even the slightest intention of doing so, but I ended up taking a step back almost out of instinct.

"Let's run away and think about it, butler, okay!?"

"... Yes."

Asher ran, holding his hand tightly. The aggressive approach was refreshing. He might have been confused by the strangeness he had observed for the first time.

'I... why...'

Am I being led as she tells me to?

It would be easy to shake off Asher's hand and be pierced by the monster's sword. It would be a minor feat that could be accomplished immediately.

Because it was difficult to find the reason, I couldn't help but be drawn to her.

"Butler, are you okay? Are you sick?"

"It's nothing."

"Well, that would be good..."

As he ran away, Asher leisurely checked on the butler's condition. It was the complete opposite of when he was on the first floor, where he was being chased to the point of being out of breath.

The butler's attitude was also the complete opposite.

This is in conflict with the actions of deliberately putting his hand in Haley's mouth to kill her.

'...Why. I...'

Of course, there are things that have not changed.

A face that seemed to have thrown away its life, with no trace of tension whatsoever. The facial muscles were so stiff that it seemed as if winter streams were flowing through its veins.

"Ashe."

"Huh?"

"..."

"Why, what is it! Does the wound really hurt? It doesn't look that deep, but was it a poisoned sword?!"

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

I think I vaguely understand it.

It must be some unworn bit of humanity that is pulling me along with Ashe.

It seems difficult to leave Ashe alone, who worries so much that she distorts her beautiful features over a single scratch.

I feel guilty about ignoring the disobedient brat and getting comfortable on my own.

That's probably the right kind of mindset.

'... Not yet, not yet...'

If you want a spare to replace Ashe, Arsent remains.

So somehow, even if it takes more time, we will be able to achieve our goal.

That's probably it.

◇

"Whew..."

At the moment when the monster's presence had completely disappeared, Asher carefully took a deep breath, pushing away the cold sweat with the back of his hand.

"Wow, I'm really scared. What the hell is that? If I hadn't experienced Hailey, I would have died of a heart attack. Definitely!"

Asher asked the butler for consent.

"You too, butler?"

Of course, that's not true.

"That's just it. In the end, it looks like a human corpse."

"That's scary!"

"Aha."

The butler tilts his head, wondering if he is not scared.

Strictly speaking, he was also a ghost. He was in a state where he couldn't even see his own image in the mirror.

Although it took shape and was active only within the interior of the mansion... it was unknown what would happen if it went outside.

"Ahem, anyway, butler. This time, is there any hint or something?"

"I'll tell you now."

=====

<The Forgotten Soul, the Authentic Avenger>

I lived a worthless life.

A life trampled by the world's peace and justice.

A life where nothing is left behind, and no one remembers it.

A life where you have to bury your betrayed heart with blood and tears.

Ah, fortunately, the noble lady gave me a chance.

He also informed me.

We, who have been toyed with under countless happinesses and enduring eras, have the right to revenge.

I hope that at the end of revenge, there will be someone who remembers us...

-Reward: Gift Box

-Special Reward: Star Fragment

=====

The butler repeated the message that was being printed to Asher, word for word.

"What the heck is this? You didn't even ask me to find something like last time?"

Asher was seriously worried.

"... This time, should I really fight and kill him? No, rather, can I kill something that's already dead?"

"You can kill... "

To be precise, I harbor a wish that I should be able to kill her. If I succeed in getting Ashe out of the mansion safely, I should be able to end this boring life.

"... Yes, you should be able to kill."

"The expression is a little strange, butler?"

"It's my imagination."

He dismissed it succinctly and continued.

"But violence is not the solution. Judging from the case of the hunting dog, what this mansion wants is to appease the spirits."

In other words, Asher was the girl chosen for the memorial service held at this mansion.

I originally thought that all the events that happened were coincidences, but with the experience on the first floor and Arsent's appearance, I became convinced.

'If coincidences overlap this much, it must be fate.'

Both Ashe and Arsent arrived at the mansion after a chase. Is it a coincidence that both of them threw themselves into the mansion?

Moreover, is it just a coincidence that the assassins chasing the sisters do not storm the mansion?

A mansion of this size is bound to attract attention.

Also, coincidentally, Arkaden was a family that was wiped out from history. In order to completely erase such a great family, the power of heaven is essential.

The imperial family that once ruled the great empire must be the clear sky of that era.

'It wasn't Ashe who came to find me... It was the mansion that called Ashe.'

Like insects lured by the sweet scent of a carnivorous plant, they set foot in a haunted house where bizarre phenomena occur.

Perhaps because the two sisters had royal blood.

"...We, who have been toyed with under countless happiness and the age of existence, have the right to revenge."

The butler recited a line from the message to Asher.

"As you know, the history of Arkaden has been completely erased. So, the woman who just appeared... in the form of that figure, it would be reasonable to view her as an innocent victim of the erased history."

"Ah, I see. I have to go in and out of the painting to figure out the identity of that ghost!"

"After destroying it, the next problem is..."

"Uh..."

In Haley's case, she found out that the lost happiness was a scarf. The game ended when she found the scarf and returned it as requested.

So what about this time...?

There are no clear guidelines, so it's hard to make a hasty decision.

Asher furrowed his brows and reviewed what he had found out.

"First of all, Hailey's appearance was a hint. So let's start with that this time too."

Haley, whose only remaining intact part was her nose, actually distinguished objects by smell. That's why she tracked Ashe by being aware of Maid A's scent.

"Um... There was a sword stuck in his chest. The outfit was a dress that nobles would wear. Also... Um."

Asher stuck out her lips like a duck's pout.

"... No? It's obvious that a ghost has a weird face. "

"From what I can see, there doesn't seem to be anything special about it."

"Her skin is so incredibly pale, or something? She has no blood at all, have you seen that?"

"Um..."

As of now, it seems difficult to deduce the identity of the monster.

The butler recalled the monster's characteristics in his own way. Ashe was also lost in thought, and a long silence followed.

After some time had passed, Asher squinted his eyes darkly.

"Uhhh... hmm, hmm, hmm..."

"Did something come to mind, Asher?"

"Euuum, I don't know. I feel like I'm catching something... It's like there's a fog in my head that makes it seem like I can see beyond if I squint my eyes?"

Eventually she complained.

"Ah, really... I should remember this! For some reason, I don't know why, but I feel a sense of foreboding. Where have I seen something similar? It's too impressive a ghost to forget..."

Asher pounded his chest as if he was feeling suffocated. He was suffocating because he had drawn dots and dots, but he couldn't draw a line connecting the dots.

"Sigh... Damn. As expected, there's nothing I can eat raw."

Asher took a sigh of relief and then met the butler's eyes.

"Butler, this won't work."

"What do you want to do?"

"Yeah, I have to go see that girl I just met."

"They will attack."

"I have to fight it out. I'm not the same person I used to be... Then I might get another hint."

"That's...right, but."

"Besides, you already said something. Maybe it could be resolved through conversation?"

In fact, this is an idea that is only possible if the brain is filled with happiness. The probability of it being solved in such a loose way is close to 0.

However, I didn't object because I was impressed by the will to get hints by bumping into things.

"But Butler, let's go our separate ways."

"Huh?"

"Well, the butler is weak, right? I don't have the confidence to fight while protecting the butler."

"..."

The butler simply answered.

"Ah... Yes."

        
            The butler did not refute Asher's presumptuous assertion. It was an indisputable truth, so no further comment was necessary.

He was nothing more than a phantom that had taken shape. Whatever the inner workings of the character of the butler, it was reality.

It is not a position to dispute Asher's opinion that he will fight alone.

After the butler sent Ashe away, he glanced at the portraits rolling their eyes in the hall of Gasol. To them, this situation seemed quite interesting. They rolled their eyes, laughing as if they had come across something interesting.

"You guys."

He asks a question to an unspecified number of portraits.

"Do you know me?"

"..."

The portraits are silent. The portraits that had been enjoying the butler and Ashe’s crisis have shut their mouths tightly as if they have encountered a taboo.

"What is the difference between you and me that I am the only one who has acquired human form?"

This time the hallway became quiet again. It seemed as if they were being aware of the situation rather than intentionally ignoring it.

At that moment, the maid with a feeble-looking face trembled her lips. She was a girl with orange hair braided into two pigtails and a faint freckle.

She said within.

"Because the butler... is loved."

"Butler... I wasn't just a simple butler."

"..."

The maid bit her lip. Then, one by one, the surrounding portraits began to reprimand the maid.

"You...! Do you dare to open your mouth knowing what will happen if you tell me so carelessly?"

"Just be quiet!"

"If you're not careful, the young lady will punish you!"

The maid bowed her head at the harsh reprimand.

"Sorry, I'm sorry..."

"No need to be sorry."

The butler, unable to stand by and watch, raised his hand to stop the maid from being scolded.

Is it because I am loved by the young lady, as the maid said? Even though she clearly knows that I cannot touch her, she stopped scolding me as if her throat was choked.

After that, the butler approached the portrait of the maid, speaking timidly.

"Is that Letia? That girl."

"Ugh..."

The maid groaned without giving a clear answer. The butler took it as a sign of affirmation.

"What kind of person is Letia that she is called a young lady in the Arkaden mansion?"

"... That's a difficult question to answer. I'm really sorry, butler. "

"I asked the question knowing that I wouldn't get an answer, so please don't worry."

They probably know all the secrets of the mansion. They are certain of it, as they are the ones who have been living in the mansion since 500 years ago.

"......Still...!"

The moment the butler was about to turn around, the maid urgently grabbed his ankle.

"The butler... is truly loved. Because the butler is his only..."

...because it was.

The maid's last words were muted, not because the mansion's supernatural powers had been activated, but because she herself had muffled her speech.

I guess he decided that anything more than that was out.

"Thank you for your story, Lily."

The butler read her name written beneath the portrait. Then the maid, who was called Lily, brightened her timid face.

"Yes...!"

◇

Crunch. Crunch.

The low heels create a refreshing sound as they step on the marble floor.

Asher was wearing boots with good mobility, so the sound of footsteps getting closer sounded far from Asher's.

As the clear sound came closer, Asher lowered his posture and gripped his sword tightly.

"Ah... ahh..."

The woman slowly swallowed the arsenic. The slurp of joy scratched Asher's ears.

When Asher finally stood face to face with the woman, the woman's sword made a chilling metallic sound as it rubbed against the marble.

'Oh... I guess this isn't someone I can communicate with.'

The bitter hatred is directed at Ashe without any filter. It is not like Hailey who blindly relies on her sense of smell to identify the target of her attack. The woman's hatred is clearly aimed at Ashe.

"Revenge... Thank you, young lady...!"

"Ugh...?!"

Pavat!

The woman moved her feet in an instant. The distance that had been twenty steps was shortened in an instant.

Jjaeng!

Asher instinctively defends the upper body. He senses the crisis with an unexpectedly heavy sense.

Crackle, crackle...

The struggle was arrogant. Even with the physical abilities of the spirit Hailey, it was difficult to hold out.

Asher felt wronged once again. Even though he had become incredibly strong, a high wall that he had to overcome still appeared before his eyes.

The idea of trying to solve the problem with just violence was absurd.

"But... I'm the top student in the swordsmanship class, so...!!!"

If you can't do it with strength, just overwhelm her with technique. It was impossible for Haley due to the overwhelming difference in strength, but the gap with the woman was small.

Swish.

I naturally let go of the heavy sword of the woman who was weighing me down. Immediately afterwards, I dig in from a closer range than the woman's wrist and take advantage of her opening.

"Hiyap!"

Asher swung her sword with great force. However, the woman’s new form was like a mirage, and it escaped Asher’s attack range.

Ugh...

The woman's upper body was bent backwards in a deformed manner, and she balanced only on her toes. Her appearance was monstrous, but her posture was as beautiful as that of a skilled ballerina.

Again.

In that state, the woman stepped back as if dancing and adjusted her posture. The series of hand and foot gestures were like the dance steps of a dancer.

Asher was not given any time to rest.

See you!

Then she aimed the tip of her sword and stabbed fiercely like a wasp's stinger. Asher barely managed to slash the side of the sword before slicing the woman horizontally.

"... crazy."

At the unrealistic sight, Asher groaned.

Before Asher could even realize it, the woman was on top of Asher's sword like a fluttering butterfly. Her movements were truly divine and her swordsmanship was acrobatic.

Wedge!

The woman climbed onto Ashe's sword and drew the sword's path. Ashe rolled on the floor, completely giving up the thought of daring to fight back.

'Is something like that... possible?!'

In the face of that overwhelming and arrogant inspection, Asher felt helpless in a different way than in Haley's case.

'That doesn't make sense...!'

In the era in which Ash lived, the title of Holy Knight was practically a dead title. It was difficult to surpass humans, and the strength of the warriors was somewhat 'human'.

There were even many scholars who claimed that the past empire, in which there were as many as seventy-two such people, was an exaggerated history.

Moreover, Ashe knows that he has never missed a gladiatorial contest hosted by the imperial family.

If this woman were to participate in a modern gladiator game, the meaning of the game would be lost. It would be like putting a shark among sardines.

'Is this really all that needed to be done to be considered a masterpiece...? It's not as good as the examples written in history books, but if we assume that there is some exaggeration involved...'

There are also unofficial stories that say that a single woman took down a castle. It was clear that this woman was an unconventional prosecutor, although not to that extent.

We have confirmed that we have no chance of winning by force. So now let's see what we can try...!

"Excuse me, excuse me...!"

It was a conversation.

"I, I, I really don't want to fight? Can you tell me what's wronged you? I'll solve it all...!!!"

Asher, who had been forcibly indoctrinated with manners. It would have been a truly refreshing sight for the butler to see.

Again.

The sound of the shoes hitting the marble paused for a moment.

Asher raised his head and watched the woman's movements closely.

"The abominable blood of the royal family..."

"... Yes?"

"Everything...everything must be poured out..."

"You're telling me to die!?"

Asher screamed.

"She was a total crazy bitch! "

Asher turned around and ran away. However, the woman flew into the air with her characteristically elegant technique and landed, blocking Asher's path.

"This... Swish...! Hey! If you have a grudge against the royal family, why are you hitting the butler? This...! You bad b*tch!!!"

"... Ha."

One of the woman's hands grabbed her own face. She looked up at the ceiling, seething with resentment.

"Because I, I... have been given the right to exact revenge...! That's why even the young lady has entrusted me with the sole authority...!"

The woman took up her sword again. With a clean, uncluttered stance, she aimed the tip at Ashe.

"I... curse your arrogance and fate."

As if she would not allow any more time to pass, the woman lightly lifted her body. She added a spin in a movement that seemed to defy gravity.

Wow!

A massive rotational slash caused by inertia.

Asher rolled three times and crashed into the wall despite blocking it properly.

"Kuhhhh...!"

I was cornered. I couldn't move.

If things continue like this, I will unilaterally block the water supply and die.

"What do you want me to do...!!!"

I heard that the royal family is sorry.

If it was a massacre caused by a delusion like Hailey's, I would try to resolve it somehow, but if she held a grudge against me, it would be hypocritical to comfort her.

"Um, Um, Um, hey. Can't you at least tell me what I... no, what the royal family did? It's so unfair to die without knowing anything!!! If you know, you'll either apologize or give up!!!"

At first glance, it seemed like a reasonable argument.

The woman's movements suddenly stopped.

But the pause was brief, as the woman quietly raised her sword.

"... I too, had to die without knowing anything."

"What the hell are you talking about!"

It's cut off. My neck...!

A dark, lumpy murderous aura draws a line directly across the center of the neck.

That's instant death.

'Huh, what should I do? What should I do? What should I do...?!'

Asher looked around with a pale face. Then his eyes stopped on the wall to his right.

It was just a coincidence, but blood came to Asher's cheeks.

"... They say there is no law that says you have to die."

WHEEK!

Asher threw the sword he was holding at the woman without any mercy.

Kyaang!

Ashe slowly raised her middle finger at the woman who dismissed her indifferently as if she was not worth being wary of.

"Go play the role of a dog chasing a chicken, you crazy bitch!"

As soon as Ashe said that, he ran with all his might towards the painting hanging on the wall.

        
            As the world became distorted and blurred, a new landscape was formed.

A gentle breeze tickles the grass beneath a sky filled with densely packed fluffy clouds. Looking around, a familiar garden structure appears. It was the garden of Arkaden that Ash had walked through just before being locked in the mansion.

"Who are you pretending to be?"

Asher felt her own body with both hands. But the blond hair as bright as the sun and the servant's clothes that were comfortable for movement were clearly hers.

"You came to the main body? No way...?"

A woman wearing a servant's clothes. No matter where you look, she's suspicious.

Still, I can't waste my time in vain. Apart from the fear of the crazy woman outside, being trapped in a painting my whole life would be a waste of effort.

Asher made a decision and moved. The direction of his steps was, of course, the mansion. If he was going to look around the mansion of the past, wouldn’t it be worth it to find some clues?

"Let's also take a look at the identity of that crazy woman..."

The closer I got to the mansion, the more I felt a new sense of emotion. The Ashe before and after entering this fucking mansion were completely different people.

The eerie mansion had already completely changed her body and mind.

'What... Even if I had passed this mansion, I might have been killed by an assassin.'

In that sense, it might be fortunate. If you think about it, the chances of survival are higher than when engaging in a chase.

Above all, you can have power. The physical ability to deal with that crazy woman is a supernatural ability that I could not have even dreamed of before arriving here.

If you can just get out there with your life intact, you're grabbing a huge opportunity.

'Right... If I just clear the first floor, it'll be this easy, but if I survive until the end, won't it be a real achievement?'

It was a great motivation. As I was encouraging myself and moving forward, my eyes stopped at a place that particularly gave me a sense of foreboding.

A large dog with an impressive yellow coat and a doghouse placed on the grass.

An element that could not be forgotten was right in front of us.

"Haley...?"

Asher walked towards the kennel as if possessed. Then, Hayley, who had noticed the movement with her extraordinary hearing, turned her head towards her like a ghost.

"Heh... Heh..."

Gently, gently.

The thick tail sweeps the grass like a broom. It is quiet and doesn't bark. It doesn't run at people without a leash.

"Umm..."

Honestly, it's disgusting. No matter what, how could I be indifferent when Haley, who looks like that, had her torso crushed?

Asher tried to ignore the trauma and stopped in front of the hound.

"The bird looks cute. By the way, judging by the absence of the blue scarf, the time period of the picture is... Ugh?!"

At that moment, Hailey licked Asher's pants.

Princess Ashe, who was not accustomed to dirt by nature, was startled and took a step back.

If anything, it was unfortunate that I didn't know about the stone root that was touching my heel.

Bang!

She lost her center of gravity in an instant and fell on her butt. Then, Hayley looked down at Asher with concern and kept licking her face.

"More, it's dirty...! Can't you stop it?!"

"Heh, heh..."

But would a beast understand human speech? Asher could only barely defend herself against Haley's salivary gland bombardment with both hands.

Then, another noise was felt from behind.

"... Oh my."

It was a woman's voice. Asher pushed Hailey's head away and tilted her head back to look back with difficulty.

Bright wheat-colored hair flowing down past her shoulders. Eyes that linger in the tranquil green of summer leaves. A beauty so beautiful that you forget the neatly dressed maid's uniform.

The appearance was clearly that of Maid B - Bernacien Arcaden.

"Oh no... Our Hailey isn't vicious, but she barks a lot at strangers."

"That, uh, uh, so... I..."

"Where do you come from, Miss?"

"Huh?"

"It's obvious that someone this cute would be disguised as a man. It has to be Young-ae who ran away from home because she was frustrated with her home, right?"

It was Bernatien who wrote a very convenient scenario. Ache willingly jumped on the illusion and made up his mind to act.

"Yeah, that's right! That's right. I'll go back when the time comes, so can you keep it a secret?"

"Umm... It's a shame to see the gatekeepers being reprimanded, so should we do that?"

"Good is good, of course."

Bernacien smiles warmly at Ashe's boast. Her smile has a magical quality that relieves people's tension and anxiety.

It was as if she had some special power that made everyone feel comfortable around her.

"Is the sunlight warm?"

"Ahem...!"

Only after hearing Bernacien's subtle remark did Ashe realize that she had fallen flat on her face. She tried to save face and squatted down, but her mistake did not go away.

Bernacien took his place next to Ashe as if he had not seen anything.

Soon she was speaking to Asher while gently caressing Hailey.

"What were your concerns that made you leave home with difficulty?"

"Me? Um, uh... well... "

Asher dramatized the events of the mansion.

"I'm being hated at home for some reason. I'm having a hard time because I ask them to tell me why, but they won't tell me."

"Have you had a conversation?"

"... Risking your life?"

"Huh huh... What is that."

Bernacien seemed to be taking it lightly. However, her furrowed eyebrows served as evidence that she was taking Ashe’s concerns seriously.

"Youngae, could you give me a chance to hear a little more detailed information?"

"What... I guess I can give it to you."

Asher quickly opened his heart to the request, which was more polite than necessary.

"Well, it seems like my predecessors did something wrong. Is it like my karma for not knowing anything? Well, that's all I know..."

"Is that so..."

"It seems like he wants to atone for his sins... I guess it'll end only when I die. It's so frustrating."

Asher took a deep breath. The silence was filled with the sound of nature, the wind blowing through the grass. Meanwhile, Hailey closed her eyes and focused on Bernacien’s touch.

I don't really expect any answers. In a fake world, any answers I get will just be empty.

But Ashe couldn't help but listen to Bernatien's next remark.

"What you really want... may not be revenge."

"What?"

"Everyone knows that a child born without sin is innocent. So, it is obvious that Young-ae, who grew up benefiting from the sins of her ancestors, will only hate her."

"So you're trying to get revenge?"

"Actually, I can't say anything for sure. If the hatred really reached its peak, then it could be so. But... If you are someone who has accepted the truth that Yeong-ae is not at fault, then maybe... you just need some comfort."

"Up...?"

"Yes, I guess I just need to acknowledge and remember that I was wronged... that's the level of comfort I'm hoping for."

It was just a casual conversation, but Asher's thoughts were stirred. If this mansion wants me to be a place of comfort, Bernacien's argument becomes quite persuasive.

In order to do that, we must first find out the woman's identity. Only then can we hold a memorial service tailored to the woman's circumstances.

'For now... it's information gathering.'

While staying in the world of painting, you have to find out as much as possible. Even Bernacien, who is not another person, suddenly appears.

There was a lot to ask questions about.

"Excuse me, can I ask you something?"

"Of course, Youngae."

Asher immediately asked questions about the elements he was most curious about.

"What is the butler's name here?"

"What are the names of the butlers? Um... There are three of them and a butler above them, but it's a bit hard to tell you all of them..."

"That's right. Since you're also a servant, it would be difficult for you to leak information about the mansion...?"

"Is there anyone who knows Youngae?"

"Oh! Right. I recognize you. I guess it'll be easy to tell the difference since you're from an immigrant family..."

"Are you an immigrant?"

Bernacien tilted his head innocently.

"There are no foreigners in our mansion. Are we selecting all the people of imperial origin?"

"Huh? Is that so?"

"Yes, have you ever encountered a scammer impersonating you..."

"No, no, I'm definitely not a scammer. So, yeah... I might have misheard the other family."

Asher looked around urgently.

It's not particularly surprising that the butler isn't in the mansion, since it makes sense if we assume he was hired after the current timeline.

'But... the butler is obviously an important character, so isn't it too late for him to appear?'

Asher naturally assumed that the butler was the head of the Arkaden mansion. However, judging from Bernacien's reaction, he seemed to be closer to a newcomer.

"Then... one more."

A question that arose while talking with Bernacien.

Is this woman really the author of [The Duchess's Diary]?

Although he appears kind and gentle on the outside, it is difficult to rule out the possibility that he hides his true nature due to the gap in social status.

"Do you... have someone you like?"

"Does it mean love?"

"For now, okay."

"Love..."

Bernacien's lips drew a leisurely curve.

"I'm not sure yet...but maybe."

"Who is that?"

"I'm embarrassed to say it out loud... hahaha. I'm not even sure about my feelings."

"Yeah..."

Asher immediately asked the next question.

"If you were to gain power, what would be the first thing you would do?"

"Huh? Power?"

Bernacien opened his eyes wide and pondered the unexpected topic for a long time. But Bernacien soon gave a feeble answer.

"Hmm... I guess there's nothing. Is there really a need to have power?"

"Then what about the money?"

"Money... Actually, I wish I had a little more. How rich would life be if I could eat only delicious meals every day?"

"Your ambitions are small...!!!"

This led to Ashe getting angry at Bernacien.

"You want to order people around...! You want to buy jewelry...! You don't want to work... You know?! Things like that."

"Is that usually the case...? I don't know because I've never had that kind of desire."

Bernacien asked Ashe in return.

"I just do what I have to do... I thought jewels were just pretty stones. Also, work... The Duke works hard too, so I feel bad for not doing it."

"No way..."

"Huh?"

"No, nothing. You are a maid with very sound thoughts, aren't you?"

"Haha... I'm glad you complimented me, Youngae."

Bernacien smiled with satisfaction. Separately, Ashe's heart was burning inside.

She is so different from what I read in the Duchess' diary. What kind of delusions were going on in this family 500 years ago...

"Then let me ask you one more question. A noblewoman who wears a dress and is also very good at swordsmanship? Is there a woman who can tease her opponents as if she is dancing?"

After asking all the questions, Asher realized that she had done something wrong. Thinking about it, the thought occurred to her that what would a maid know about nobles?

"Well, if it's a female noblewoman who is that ignorant... like these knights, ah! "

Bernacien said with sparkling eyes.

"If you are a good married couple, wouldn't you be able to teach your wife how to use the sword? Why, if you enjoy hobbies together, it can improve the bond between couples..."

She trailed off, her confidence plummeting.

"Ehehehe... I guess that's a bit like that, right? I'm not even married, so I don't know much about the circumstances of noble couples, phew..."

She scratched the bridge of her nose in embarrassment and observed Ashe's broken focus.

"Young-ae? Why are you like that? What's wrong?"

To Bernatien's genuine concern, Ashe responded with a short curse.

"... crazy."

A cold wind blew away the fog that had been rising in Asher's mind.

[Eeee, I don't know. I feel like I'm catching something... It's like there's a fog in my head that makes it seem like I can see beyond if I squint my eyes?]

[Ah, really... I should remember this! For some reason, I don't know why, but I feel a sense of foreboding. Where have I seen something similar? It's too impressive a ghost to forget...]

I thought I had seen it somewhere.

I believed that if I saw a ghost like that, I would never forget it.

A corpse with a sword in its chest. A noblewoman. A voice that is eerily cracked, but still manages to wring out memories.

A person who possesses all of these things and yet holds a grudge against the royal family.

Also, there is a high probability that he possesses great swordsmanship skills.

Asher, faced with an unbelievable twist, muttered the woman's name into the air.

        
            "Mirelda..."

The name that had been ruled out as a suspect early on came out softly from Asher's lips.

That would be the case, because Mirelda, as seen by Ashe, was an extremely weak woman. She was the very image of a passive woman who was not treated well even at her parents' house because her husband's interest had waned.

She was a woman who did not have the courage to improve a relationship that had cooled down without even knowing the cause, and who simply hoped that time would heal the wound.

'What kind of temperature difference is this extreme...?'

Ashe recalled the time when she acted as Mirelda's personal maid.

She was worried that her husband, the Holy See's Neterto, might be having an affair, and asked Ashe for comfort. Of course, Ashe had no interest in the truth and had no intention of finding out, but as Mirelda's exclusive maid, she simply repeated sweet answers.

Then Mirelda sighed in relief, her heart pounding. She looked weak, unable to even think of arguing with her husband who had changed his attitude. At least, that was what Ashe had sincerely expected at the time.

But suddenly, the conversation I had with Hereis Arkaden raises its head from old memories.

[The story you've told us so far... is it related to our approach to the Emperor's throne room?]

[... Yes. Even though his wife was murdered, the Holy See himself went there with His Majesty the Emperor. There must be something.]

[Mirelda was estranged from her husband. It is understandable that she does not harbor any attachment to him.]

[Yes? That's possible.]

At this moment, Herais opened his eyes wide as if he had heard something unexpected.

[The Neterto couple are a couple known in high society as lovebirds. They are so close that it would be natural to say that it was a love marriage and not a political one.]

[What? That makes absolutely no sense.]

Perhaps, as Herais testified, they were a lovey-dovey couple. As a lady, she would accept unnecessary manners without complaint just because her husband taught her.

Mirelda would have accepted it even more easily because she was an obedient and passive person. She would have been okay with doing something a little too difficult for her husband.

I doubt if the Holy See's wife loved me...

At least Mirelda's love must have been sincere. And because it was sincere, the sense of betrayal when she was betrayed must have been tenfold.

"Damn, it's the fault of the ancestors who couldn't even gamble..."

It remains a mystery how the Imperial family used Mirelda's death 500 years ago. What is certain, however, is that her death was a thorough trample on the cause of the Imperial family and the Empire.

"Are you okay, Youngae?"

"Yeah... Ah, it's okay. First of all, I should say thank you. Thanks to you, I think I got the hint. "

"Is that so? That's really fortunate."

Bernacien fluttered her eyelashes, which curved in a yoyo-like manner. Ashe couldn't help but swallow her saliva at the sight of her breathtaking beauty.

"Ahem, well... that's right."

"Ahahaha..."

I wondered how great it must have been for the maids' diaries to sing her praises, but their expressions were lacking. Even the portraits of the beautiful Duchess were not enough to capture the real Bernacien.

When Asher was secretly harboring a small speculation, Bernacien opened his mouth.

"Have all your questions been answered, Youngae?"

"First of all, yeah. Roughly."

"I see. Then it's time to go back."

Asher's eyelashes fluttered at the unexpected remark.

"... What?"

"If... you ever find the courage to stop at the end of your journey, I hope you will come find me."

Bernacien's hand reached out to Ashe's forehead. Ashe couldn't resist the slow movement. All of his thoughts and actions seemed stiff.

"May your future be blessed..."

"Wow!"

Bam.

As Hailey barked cheerfully, she nudged Asher's forehead. Asher's center of gravity instantly tilted back and she rolled over.

Bang!

For a moment, stars twinkled before her eyes. When she shook off the illusion, her vision was not of a green garden, but of a gloomy mansion corridor.

"Oh my...!"

Asher immediately raised his upper body.

I instinctively looked around to prevent any threat to my life, but I couldn't see Mirelda's new form. It seemed like she had retreated while I was entering the painting world.

"What, what... We were just talking and you got out of it?"

Even Bernacien seemed to have sent Asher out into the real world on purpose. It was only circumstantial, but it was enough to raise suspicion.

'Is Bernacien also a special person in this mansion, like the butler?'

Assumptions that cannot be determined immediately are left aside for the time being.

Now was the time to focus on Mirelda's soul.

"Ashe."

At that moment, a butler came walking from the other side.

"You managed to escape successfully."

"I guess I'm getting used to this fucking mansion too."

"That's... fortunately."

"It's possible because it's me. If it were Arsent, I would have already gotten tired of the dress."

Asher puffed out his chest in a half-hearted, half-serious way. The other half, of course, was sincere, but he had to be confident in order to get the butler's cooperation in the operation he was going to explain later.

"So, sir."

"Please speak."

Immediately afterwards, she brought her face unusually close to mine.

"You have to help me properly."

◇

The hallway on the second floor of the Arkaden mansion.

The path I walked once became familiar. It was a path I had walked three times since I separated from the butler. Perhaps because it was a humanoid monster, it was quite difficult to encounter it even once.

Step, step.

Asher deliberately made her footsteps louder as she walked around. Up until now, Mirelda had been the one looking for her, but from now on, Asher was the one searching for Mirelda. And the troubles of the searcher continued for quite a while.

The moment when the effort bears fruit is when you reach the central staircase where the portrait of the Duchess is visible.

Also, in Ashe's red eyes, instead of the cloudy light of recklessness, there was a look of determination.

Crack, crack.

The low, sinister sound of footsteps hitting the marble floor. Asher's muscles tense up at the quiet, murderous sound of footsteps.

The path that Ash had walked until just now - that is, the alien murderous aura behind her sharpened the blade coldly.

"You're here..."

"..."

Sling.

Mirelda took the sword. Achae also tried to take the sword out of her leather pouch.

However, Asher soon realizes that the inside of his pockets is empty.

"...... Ah... Aaaah ...

Now I remember.

Come to think of it, I threw my sword at Mirelda in order to escape. When I came out of the painting world, I completely forgot about it because I fell into a completely different place...!

"Ash, you idiot!!!"

Only a few seconds after she held her determined gaze, Asher suddenly screamed alone, almost half-mad. It must have been so strange that even Mirelda, who had become a monster, tilted her head to the side.

"Alright, see you next time...!!!"

Whirl!

Asher immediately turned around and ran away. Mirelda's reaction was slightly delayed by her unexpected behavior.

Mirelda soon showed off her footwork that surpassed Ashe's.

Wedge!

Mirelda, who had almost caught up with Ashe's run, swung her sword in a straight line.

"Hyak?!"

While the survival instinct is surging like a torrent, Ashe bows her head and greets at a right angle.

As the cool wind brushed against the back of my head and touched my cold sweat, the hair on my entire body stood on end.

Mirelda immediately struck down her sword without mercy and struck repeatedly.

Kyaang!

"Huh!?"

Ashe jumped to the side with a bang. If she had been hit directly, she would have been split vertically and died. The destination that was not far away seemed to be getting farther away like the end of the palace.

"Fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck, jeez yeaaal!!!"

I ran like crazy. I can say for sure that I ran even harder than when I was being chased by Haley. This feat was probably possible because I had a clear goal in mind.

Finally, Asher reached the gathering place they had decided on.

The Hall of Gasol.

It was a bizarre place where the portraits of the servants all rolled their eyes with interest.

See you!

"Eugh ...

Asher escaped the clutches of the nimble stab with a desperate resolve. Mirelda's stab was particularly fast, so it was almost a miracle that he was able to dodge it with his bare body and no sword.

At the end of this ordeal, Ashe suddenly braked. Then she faced Mirelda head-on and took a defensive stance.

A showdown.

The success or failure of an operation can be determined in an instant.

Finally, Asher took a deep breath and shouted at the top of his lungs.

"A bee sting would be faster and more painful than that sloppy stabbing!"

"..."

Mirelda, who had heard the provocation, lowered her posture without saying a word. Her sword was level with the ground, and the tip of the blade was aimed at Ashe.

Ashe's provocation did a great job of stimulating the inspector's pride.

Extreme tension was eating away at Asher's strength. It was when their confrontation reached its peak.

Phew!

It was a sound that should never have been achieved with just a pure leap. However, Mirelda's training to the peak made it possible for her to accomplish the feat.

It was a movement that was almost like an afterimage was following her behind.

"Krrrgh...!"

Gulp.

The warm liquid overflowing from her side soaked the pure white servant's shirt red. The sword that stabbed her had grazed her waist, causing a laceration.

but.

Kuk...!

In the end, Ashe ended up using herself as bait and grabbing Mirelda's wrist.

"Haa... Haa..."

I never made any grand plans to seize the opportunity to strike back.

Repeating pointless battles with a torn side will only cause the wound to widen.

Asher had no intention of fighting her from the beginning.

"Ewww!!!"

I mustered all my strength to pull Mirelda towards me. Then I stuck one of my legs into a portrait of a maid.

It was a plan to somehow draw Mirelda into the painting.

However, Mirelda's physical strength is slightly superior to Ashe's. Ashe, who was injured, would have been lacking in strength.

"Butler!!!"

Asher sought to complement this with the presence of her assistant.

Bam!

"Ashe!"

The door to the nearby room opened and the butler appeared. Then he struck Mirelda's back with his shoulder, knocking her off balance.

Boom!

Mirelda was already wearing shoes.

Even if she had a superhuman sense of balance, the strength of her collapsed stance was nothing compared to the strength of her upright stance.

Mirelda, who was struggling to collect her body, was completely sucked into the surface of the portrait under Ashe's guidance.

Afterwards, the butler muttered in the hallway where Ashe and Mirelda had disappeared together.

"You're planning a very risky operation... Ah, huh."

The butler looked at the portrait she had led Mirelda to.

The name is written underneath the portrait.

[Sally]

It was the portrait that had forcibly drawn Asher in when she had just stepped onto the second floor.

        
            Inside the warm, sun-drenched world of painting.

As soon as Asher regained consciousness, he groaned reflexively.

"Ugh!"

He grabbed his side urgently. The wound he had received from Mirelda was painful. However, no matter how much he fumbled, his soft, bare skin was clean.

Asher realizes that the momentary pain is a kind of phantom pain. She immediately takes action.

"What's wrong, you? Why are you acting like this instead of doing laundry?"

Ellen, the palace maid who looked down on Sally, does not hide her feelings of pity. Asher took care of Ellen roughly and spent her time doing laundry.

After that, after half a day had passed.

The large man called out to them in a commanding tone, just like when they had first been drawn to Sally's portrait.

"Hey you guys."

The man simply pointed to Ashe and Ellen and called them out.

"I'll go."

Asher raised her hand and volunteered before the man could even finish speaking. Ellen was surprised by this, and the somewhat overbearing man chose Asher in a bewildered manner.

As the man led Ashe away, he gave her a brief introduction about the lady she would be serving.

... to be exact, I tried to do it.

"The person you will be serving is..."

"Mirelda Neterto, the companion of the Holy See, who is called the brightest star."

"Huh? Oh, oh... Yeah, that's right. Your eyesight is pretty good. I can't believe you recognized your wife from this distance..."

"No problem."

The conversation that was proceeding along the rapids soon froze over. Asher and the man stopped in front of Mirelda, savoring the quiet atmosphere.

"I brought it, ma'am. Please use it as you wish."

"Oh, thank you. You can go away."

"Yes, I understand, ma'am!"

The man walked away with the most restrained movements possible. He seemed to be very disciplined as he was dealing with the companion of the Emperor's personal guard.

But Mirelda spoke to her casually, as if she didn't care.

"It was difficult because there was no attendant, but thank you."

"It is an honor just to be able to serve you, Madam."

"Oh my, she's more graceful than the most beautiful young ladies? Are all the palace maids like this..."

"If you see any shortcomings in the future, please feel free to point them out."

"Oh my god..."

"..."

As a princess, Ashe elegantly showed off her polished curtsy. Then Mirelda looked at Ashe with a warm face.

"Madame Netherto."

It's a repetition of the same routine as before. There's nothing difficult about it.

"If you would let me be your errand boy or companion, I would be happy as if I had received a birthday present."

Let's stay true to the role of Sally that we played last time. No, rather, we should live as Mirelda's maid even more perfectly.

When Mirelda turned around, Ashe was watching her from behind with a challenging gaze.

◇

It's been about two weeks since I started working as Mirelda's exclusive maid.

Mirelda's sad life is slowly coming to an end.

Asher called her 'Mirelda' as before. It was the result of building intimacy by answering all kinds of questions.

Of course, since it was the second time, it was as easy as choosing a game option.

"Lady Mirelda, how long do you plan to stay at the palace?"

"Well, he won't tell me the exact date."

"Really? That's weird..."

"They all have meaning."

"Hmm."

Asher let it slide. Even if he tries to argue now, it will only end up as empty words.

"Mirelda trusts you very much."

"That's how it should be."

Mirelda answered almost automatically, as if even a moment of thought was unnecessary.

After they had exchanged a few more words of jolly conversation, Mirelda gave the order to evacuate.

"Oh, it's already late at night. Sally, you should hurry up and go to bed too."

"Then excuse me, Mirelda. Good night."

Ash quietly left Mirelda's room. Then, he returned to the room right next to Mirelda's assigned room and headed straight to the terrace.

The stars twinkle brightly enough to brighten the dark night. The stars shine brightly as if they were fate's arrangement to kindly guide the night guest.

At that moment, a very small landing sound rang out over Jeongsu-ri.

"... If you get hit twice, you're an idiot."

Shhh!

The assassin immediately jumped down from the upper railing and attempted to strike Asher's skull with the tip of his sword. However, Asher dodged with ease and twisted the assassin's wrist in a clever way.

Crunch!

There was no time to waste. Asher quickly cut off the assassin's head with the sword he had captured.

Mirelda's room was right next door, so it was easy to infiltrate. With Ashe's physical ability, she could easily reach the terrace on the other side with just a slight jump.

The passage connecting the terrace and Mirelda's room is already open.

WHEEK!

Ashe quickly went over there and personally created a new hole in the assassin's chest as he tried to stab Mirelda in the chest.

"Cough..."

The assassin died without even being able to scream properly due to the unexpected attack. Ashe sprinkled the blood on her sword blade on the floor and straightened her dirty maid's uniform.

At the same time, he turned his gaze to the bed where Mirelda was lying.

"..."

"..."

Mirelda's eyes met mine.

She wasn't asleep. She didn't even wake up in a hurry to the slightest commotion. She just had a blank expression on her face, nonverbally revealing the truth that she had never been asleep in the first place.

"... You knew it."

"That's right."

Mirelda responded dryly, her voice losing its pitch. She showed no emotion at all about the death of a person before her eyes.

He slowly blinked his green eyes, which contained only a sad light.

"I thought it was strange. A prosecutor of your caliber could be killed by an assassin like this. It's impossible, in common sense."

"That's right."

"The Holy See, who knew that better than anyone, sent you this piece of crap."

"That was the case too."

"You gave up on life."

"That's what happened."

The predictable play has failed.

Mirelda slowly got up from the bed. Meanwhile, Ashe blinked once, and was shocked by the change in her opponent's appearance the next moment.

The Madame de Saint, who had seemed so delicate just a moment ago, was gone, and a vengeful spirit with an eerie hatred that made its edge sharper was in her place.

"... I was half sincere when I said it was beautiful. What a pity."

"..."

The world of conversation in this episode was a huge play in which there were only deceivers and no one was deceived.

From the beginning, I knew that Mirelda was not a shell like last time, but the real Mirelda.

Asher possessed Celie, the owner of the portrait. Then, who would Mirelda, who was brought along with her, possess?

It would have to be me.

From her first appearance, she emerged from a painting. There would be no reason for her, who could become a resident of the painting world, to insist on a different body.

And, knowing that Asher will possess Celie, there would be no reason to choose another character.

"No one shows up."

Originally, someone had to open the door on purpose and scream at the sight of Mirelda's body.

The world of painting seems to have been greatly disturbed by Mirelda's return to life.

"Well, there's no need to argue. If it were a normal picture world, it wouldn't have been acceptable for me to save you."

It was clear that Mirelda had intervened.

Well, the intention is.

I guess I was curious about how this play would turn things around.

Ash slowly turned around and headed towards the table in the center of Mirelda's room. Then he leaned back on the soft sofa and put away the sword he had used to kill the assassin.

Shake!

As if responding to that strange behavior, Mirelda also sat across the table from Ashe.

Then Asher asked.

"Since when did you know that you were destined to die?"

"It's been a long time."

"How did you know?"

"... I'm not stupid."

It wasn't something I noticed from a very early age. When my husband suddenly lost interest, I honestly thought it was my fault.

It was also true that because of this, he became increasingly passive and was ignored by his family.

When Mirelda changed like that, even the Holy See of Neterto let his guard down. Even if she was treated with contempt, as the Holy See's wife, she could easily get her hands on various information.

As a result of doing that, I got a clue.

I ended up reading the note that came into Jeonseo-gu before my husband did.

"That's when I realized. My husband was trying to kill me."

I vividly remember wanting to ask her out of anger, but I couldn't bring myself to do it.

Her husband was the brightest star in the empire, and she was a shadow that benefited from his overwhelming brilliance.

Therefore, the wife's family will most likely support her husband.

It is a conspiracy involving the imperial family, the center of power, so who would dare to protect their daughter?

Even if they fought together, just finding out about the conspiracy could lead to the destruction of the family.

"For a while, it felt like I was stepping into an endless swamp. It was a natural disaster that a woman with only a little bit of swordsmanship could not handle."

Then one day, her husband notified her that he had to stay in the palace. She said that the old story of wanting to live in the palace on her honeymoon days was now on her mind.

It sounded like they were going to give him a big, fancy prison life before his execution.

In a bleak situation where she could not escape and had no one to truly confide in, Mirelda finally gave up on life.

I pretended like I didn't know anything.

Even though she knew all the details, she acted as if she knew nothing about her husband, for fear that the maid might infer useless facts and bring misfortune upon him.

After that, it was the 15th day since I started staying at the palace.

She accepted death, hiding her resentment, her sense of betrayal, and leaving behind only despair.

"... I found out the truth after I died."

"The truth...?"

"Sacrificing the cow for the sake of the world. It's a reasonable thing to say, but how many people would accept it if they were that cow themselves? At least I couldn't do that."

Mirelda then spewed out her boiling hatred.

"For the survival of the royal family. For the future of the empire. For countless lives...! An innocent woman had to be trampled beneath that comfort without even knowing what was happening. That is why I have the right to take legitimate revenge on those who benefited from it. Don't you think so too? Sally. No, you are a child of original sin. "

"I don't know."

Asher answered coldly.

The bright red eyes of the Imperial Family. The moment those hateful eyes projected onto Mirelda, the table that separated them split in half in an instant.

bang!

Immediately afterwards, Mirelda's grip tightened around Ashe's neck.

"Don't you know? I don't know...! No...!!!"

The terrifying face of the vengeful Mirelda pressed hard against Ashe.

"You must know. The sins of your ancestors, the original sin you inherited, the people of this land who dare to live in peace...! Since you are the beneficiaries of my dog's death, you, you guys...! You must know this...!!!"

"Oh, oh, oh...!"

"Even if they die in the name of a just cause, they are not even recorded in the corners of history books. Everyone knows the great man called Saint Nefertto, but his companion is unknown even to scholars. Moreover, the more terrible sins they committed have sunk deep into an abyss with no end in sight. This absurdity... this absurdity...! Do you not know this, you who bear the original sin...?! None other than the abominable lump of imperial blood...!!!"

"Oh my, ugh... I didn't even want to have this kind of blood!"

I would rather be a lower-class noble than a member of the royal family.

As Ashe was ostracized by her family who shared the same blood as her, she was given the right to shout that she wanted to drain all that blood and make it new.

"And... see, you too... keuhep, you know... right."

"What...?"

"S, actually... I hope someone remembers you, huh,! You want... the horrible truth you want, the fateful revenge the royal family received... everything...!!!"

Shudder.

Mirelda's grip weakened, and Ash's breathing became easier. Taking advantage of this, Ash's breathless words continued.

"You know what? You tried to kill me outside... But when you were criticizing me just now, you didn't say anything to me to die."

At this point, Asher was sure.

Bernacien's guess was certainly correct.

"You actually wanted someone to remember you and the truth of history, right? But even so, when you actually faced me, a descendant of the royal family, you couldn't control your anger and tried to kill us. Knowing that the end would be a meaningless ending where no one would remember you...!!!"

"..."

Bam.

The hand that had been weakly holding Asher's neck fell limply.

It was a de facto admission.

Mirelda just stood there, unable to do anything.

"Oh, phew... You, sit down in the seat where we were talking."

Ashe gently urged Mirelda, who was unable to make a decision.

"Come on."

"..."

Slap.

Mirelda completely centered her weight on the sofa. Although Mirelda's face was as hideous as a ghost, her feelings of futility were clearly conveyed.

Asher stood up silently and picked up the crater.

The empire of 500 years ago was a golden age of civilization and art. It was a time when even artists, who would be considered vulgar in modern times, earned titles for their artistic activities.

Therefore, canvases and painting supplies were essential decorations in the room of any nobleman.

"Smile..."

Asher cleared away the broken tables and placed his canvases and paint supplies between them.

"I will remember you."

Artistic activities are the exclusive domain of the common people. And the privileged class is the only one who evaluates art.

So, originally, it was a flight that Asher could not indulge in as he pleased.

But now, Ashe is on the verge of creating what will be her first official work of art.

"If I leave the mansion safely, I will hang your portrait in the Emperor's office. So that those who sit on the throne will know the sins of their predecessors for generations to come."

She held the sharpened pencil lightly.

"Of course, I will disclose and record all the truth that has been revealed. I will give light to the darkness that has obscured the truth."

Draw the outline. Fill in the light outlines in detail on a pure white canvas.

I reminisce about the days when I used to imitate the painter I admired. I release the joy that I used to hide from others.

Ironically, it was in this mansion where freedom was restricted that I finally found freedom. For this moment, I could truly realize what I had dreamed of without anyone interfering with me.

When I close my eyes, the face of the beautiful lady Mirelda comes into my mind vividly.

The opponent in front of me was a hideous spirit, but on the flat surface of the canvas, a beautiful woman with green eyes was gradually taking shape.

Strangely enough, I didn't feel the passage of time.

My concentration was not depleted.

There was little resistance to portraying a difficult opponent.

Is this what it feels like to burn your soul?

Asher gave it her all and put her best effort into a blank canvas.

A woman with her brown hair, sparsely curled, tied up neatly, places her hands modestly on her knees.

Gentle green eyes look straight ahead.

Meanwhile, a silver sword rested gently on the woman's shoulder. It was a symbol that hinted at a side of the noblewoman that no one knew about.

Finally, when she finished painting the elegant sage green dress, Ashe etched a phrase into the corner of the canvas with a dragon's dot.

[For unforgettableMirelda Netelrto]

It was a portrait that looked like it could walk straight out of the painting.

I felt possessed.

When I came to my senses, the result that far surpassed my abilities was reflected in Ashe's red eyes.

"Haa... Haa... It's done. Finally..."

I'm out of breath.

It seemed like he had been holding his breath for a long time.

I barely managed to keep my body still, as I felt like I was going to collapse.

Asher wanted to turn the canvas and show it to Mirelda.

"Huh...?"

...

......

There was nothing beyond the flipped canvas.

The landscape of the painting world that had been Mirelda's room had been completely erased, and instead had been transformed into a space of pale lime green.

Suddenly, I felt extremely tired.

Asher's eyes, which had become too heavy to resist the water any longer, slowly closed.

=====

<The Forgotten Soul, the Authentic Avenger>

I lived a worthless life.

A life trampled by the world's peace and justice.

A life where nothing is left behind, and no one remembers it.

A life where you have to bury your betrayed heart with blood and tears.

Ah, fortunately, the noble lady gave me a chance.

He also informed me.

We, who have been toyed with under countless happinesses and enduring eras, have the right to revenge.

I hope that at the end of revenge, there will be someone who remembers us...

-Reward: Gift Box

-Special Reward: Star Fragment

=====

[I drew the memories of the forgotten victims.]

[Compensation will be paid.]

        
            An irresistible desire for sleep came crashing down on me like a wave.

Mirelda's voice was heard on the border between reality and the virtual world where consciousness flickered.

[Think carefully about why I could hurt that man.]

After offering brief advice, she added something meaningful.

I'll leave you with the most necessary tools.

Also, try to figure out the intentions of the cute knight who was protecting our young lady.

They say that will be the most important key to the next ordeal.

"Umm..."

Asher's consciousness gradually returned. He was half asleep, staring into the dark hallway with half-open eyes.

"Is this... a mansion?"

"Yes, Asher. Congratulations on your safe return."

"Aha..."

Asher was nodding off due to the lingering sleepiness. It wasn't long before she regained consciousness.

"...... Is this reality!?"

Whoosh, whoosh!

She turned her head vigorously to determine her position. Then, her soft blonde hair fluttered and tickled her cheeks and neck.

Then, I looked down at the strange sensation I felt in her arms.

Asher was holding a large canvas like a treasure.

This is a masterpiece that precisely depicts the appearance of Mirelda as a noblewoman. It was the first work and masterpiece that burned my soul to the point that it is unclear how many days I focused on it in the world of painting.

"I'm glad you found a solution."

"That's right. The wounds that were inflicted have healed..."

Asher let out a deep sigh of relief. The butler was quite impressed with Asher.

Unlike the first floor, the butler had little room to intervene on the second floor. At best, he could only meddle to drag Mirelda into the world of painting.

'It feels like I'm putting on some effort, but I feel a little nervous...'

It was Ashe's turn to be rewarded for his hard work.

"We will pay you compensation."

Exactly!

As soon as the butler snapped his fingers, a large gift box fell from the air with a clatter.

Asher opened the gift box with excitement and haste. He looked as lively as a child who received a birthday present.

"Butler, butler!"

"Yes, Asher."

"Look at this, it's a really pretty gem."

Asher showed the butler a white jewel with a soft sheen. It was such a beautiful object that even the butler, who had no taste for extravagance, was momentarily impressed.

But the jewel that Asher was proud of emitted an intense light for a moment and then melted into her skin.

"Kkiyaaah!? House shaaah, butler aaaah!!!"

"Ah, Ash?!"

"What should I do! There's a stone in my body...! Am I dying? Am I dying?!"

"That, that's...!"

The butler also had a hard time responding. He was sucked into Asher's body before he could even appraise the item.

"No... I guess..."

"Are you sure...?"

"... Yes. What I received as compensation wouldn't harm Asher, right? "

"Oh, right?"

"Maybe... that's right."

Ashe gradually regains her senses.

Given the circumstances, the jewel that Asher absorbed must be a star fragment. She will have to gradually discover its effect as she roams the mansion.

"Ugh... It's awkward, but there's nothing I can do about it. It already happened. Let's look at other rewards..."

Asher took out the last reward from inside the gift box.

"Book...? Why is the writing so crooked?"

Asher turned the cover and flipped through the pages, but it was impossible for Asher to decipher the unknown language.

"Butler, can you read this?"

"I don't understand the details either... but I understand the purpose."

[Item: Book of Unequal Exchange]

[By offering up the flesh as a sacrifice, the living flesh of the designated target is constructed.]

The butler recited a short explanation.

The ensuing reaction was easy to understand.

Asher's face turned pale. His complexion was pale, as if white paint was flowing through his veins.

She half-screamed.

"Ma, that's ridiculous! You want me to sacrifice my body? You want me to die! You want me to become a ghost like the butler?!"

"... Hmm."

"And the effect... Isn't this completely asking me to be the sacrificial lamb? Like, if there's a hole in my chest like Mirelda, I should sacrifice my body to fill it? "

"Just keep it. If you don't want to use it, then just don't use it."

"That's true... but it's so unfair. This is the compensation for all my hard work. It's so frustrating..."

Ash grumbled and put Mirelda's portrait and the spellbook into his leather pouch.

My face turns red with anger.

The third floor would definitely be more difficult, and he kept muttering about how they could do it with this kind of compensation.

'It's not that I don't understand, since it's a matter of life and death, but...'

Although he didn't show it on the outside, the butler was secretly worried about the future.

Mirelda, who hurt him, must have been a special case.

Not only on the third floor, but even on the fourth floor, which is the highest floor, there will be no beings that can hurt the butler.

The opportunity to easily disappear has completely passed.

From this moment on, the butler's only hope was the two royals who visited the mansion.

"... Ash."

"Huh?"

"The path to the 3rd floor is open. However..."

"Just?"

"I wonder if you would like to check on Arsent’s life or death."

"Ah... That's right. You were sucked into the painting too, sis? I was so busy living that I completely forgot."

Asher clapped his hands as if he had just remembered something.

"First of all... Yeah, I need to know if he's dead or alive."

Although my remaining affection had hit rock bottom, I thought it would be better to at least confirm whether he was alive or dead.

"Butler, what happened to your sister?"

"I don't know either. It's been almost a month since Asher disappeared, but he hasn't returned in that time."

"What, what? I lived in a painting for a month?"

"Didn't you know?"

"I had no idea!"

It takes about two weeks from the beginning of the world of painting to Mirelda's death. So, a little over two weeks is expected.

But it's already been a month.

'It took a really long time to draw a portrait...'

The strange sensation still lingers in my fingertips. I was working on Mirelda's portrait with a skill far beyond my original ability.

It is truly a state of selflessness.

This was the result of being so absorbed in something that I forgot the passage of time.

"Ahem, anyway. Sister Arsent hasn't come out for over a month, is that it?"

"That's right."

"Uhh... Is he really dead...? Is there no way for you to find out?"

"Unfortunately, that's not possible. So I was going to suggest that Asher take a week off when he returns."

If Arsent did not return after a week, he would be considered dead. In fact, if a month plus a week had passed, it would be safe to assume that there was no hope.

They walked towards the painting that Arsent had been dragged into.

"Anyway, I'm glad that you found a solution and came back."

"Hehe, I do it well when I do it."

"I thought the picture that forcibly draws people in was important...but I guess that wasn't the case."

"Huh? That's right. Maybe it was just a bad-tempered drawing."

Ashedo also looks puzzled by the wrong reasoning. In any case, since the path to the third floor is now open, there is no need to worry about it anymore.

Eventually, they arrived in front of the painting where Arsent had disappeared - [Magic Mirror].

It was a landscape painting that gave off a strangely eerie atmosphere. Asher stared at the magic mirror and shrugged his shoulders slightly.

"This... Honestly, it doesn't look like a picture where my sister will survive."

"... I don't know. It could be a picture that is better than it looks."

"A painting that is good to live in. The expression is strange, butler. Where is that? Especially a painting like that, it is even worse."

"That was a slip of the tongue."

The devil.

Actually, it was said to be an abandoned land located on the border of the empire.

An extreme land that requires a changeling count just to deal with the demons that escape from there.

So, I'm actually guessing.

The probability of Arsent coming out alive approaches 0.

Unlike Ashe, who survived Haley and Mirelda admirably, she has no experience or track record. Based on a brief observation, it is difficult to judge that she has a personality that is soft on the outside but strong on the inside like Ashe.

If Arsent were to return from the demon realm, it would be okay to turn the evaluation around and change it. The butler was sincerely thinking so.

"There is still a lot of time left to wait. How about resting in your room first?"

"Is that so? My body still feels so sore. My torn side has somehow gotten better, but for some reason it still hurts."

Asher kept grumbling. The butler softly praised her.

"... I know I'm saying this again, but you did a good job."

"Hehehe, you can praise me a little more excitedly. I'll allow it."

Even if you just give her a little space, she has a unique personality that can scratch people's nerves. Therefore, the butler gave her the most appropriate excuse.

"Ashe is a stylish and fun person."

"Yeah, I'm a cool guy and a slut! But what exactly does slut mean?"

"I remember it as one of the popular compliments from 500 years ago."

"Oh... My historical knowledge has been enriched."

It was truly a sight to behold, the pure admiration of Asher. For the first time, the butler felt a sense of supreme satisfaction in his heart.

"How about rubbing this Jamin's shoulder, butler?"

"Yes, that's right."

Asher looked closely at the butler's face, wondering why he was so obediently agreeing.

The butler's expression, as if he was treating me like an insignificant being, irritated me.

But he felt too much of a tyrant to order her to correct her expression just because it offended him.

Just as the butler placed both hands on Ashe's shoulders, something strange happened.

Bang!

From the picture of the magic mirror, Inyoung fell to the floor. As expected, Ashe and the butler's eyes simultaneously followed the intruder.

Jewels hanging from her dress in such a way that it was almost annoying. And she had the same blond and red eyes as Ashe. They were similar in height.

"Ugh..."

Even down to the familiar voice, every element hinted at the identity of the intruder.

"... Sister Arsent?"

"Haa... Haa... This is ridiculous. This is... No, but still. What I saw..."

Arsent was talking nonsense as if he was in a panic. He ignored Ashe's words as if he was listening to her.

For a moment, she regained her focus as if she had come to her senses, and slowly turned her gaze this way.

To be exact, he was glaring at the butler as if he was going to eat him.

Within moments, Arsent's lips drew a curve and he let out a roar.

"Ahaha... Ahahahaha...! Yeah, that's right...!"

Arsent burst out laughing like crazy. Something was so funny that a high-spirited scream flowed out.

But at some point, she stopped laughing, got up carefully, and approached the butler.

It's a close distance, as if someone were to push you and kiss you.

Arsent seemed to enjoy this inappropriate distance, whispering softly enough for only the butler to hear.

"I know who you are."

        
            "... What did you see?"

"Well, I don't want to reveal it just like that."

In response to Arsent’s stubborn refusal, the butler strode towards the magic mirror. He then tried to touch it with all his might, but it was just like an ordinary painting, boasting only the texture of the frame.

While the other paintings would suck your hand in like waves when you touched their surfaces, only the Demonic Mirror hung on the wall as an ordinary painting.

"The world is helping me. I guess it's become a secret that only I know."

"Please answer. What did you see over there?"

"What will it cost me if I answer?"

"..."

The butler who couldn't come up with a negotiation proposal right away. Arsent patted his shoulder and whispered softly.

"You're surprisingly great, you. Offer me the heaviest price you can think of. The information I have is definitely worth it. "

"... Was I in the Demon Realm?"

"Hmm, let's just say that for now. But I won't take any more questions. This is the extent of what I'm allowed to say without compensation."

Arsent's eyes formed a gentle arc. On the other hand, the butler was facing Arsent with a somewhat stern expression.

As such a subtle war of nerves was taking place, Ashe, who had been left out, intervened between the man and woman.

"Sorry, but can you stop acting like a jerk, sis?"

"Arshela?"

"I heard you found out the butler's true identity, but no matter what you say, there's no evidence. Even if the butler reveals that it was actually a 500-year-old sacred artifact, how can we believe it?"

"A success? Are you serious, little brother? Ahaha... Ahahahahaha...!"

Arsent continued to laugh for a while. It wasn't a fake laugh. He truly found Asher's remark funny.

"If you can't even believe that much, you're going to continue to deny it even if I tell you the truth? Arcela."

"What should I do? It doesn't matter whether my sister says it or not. After all, this mansion is a place that illuminates forgotten history, and eventually, I will have to find out about the butler."

Asher pushed the butler's back and pushed him away from Arsent. After that, he actively grabbed the butler's hand and dragged him out of Arsent's sight.

"Ahahaha... Ehhh...!"

Arsent simply sat there, dazed, as if the scene he had seen in the Demon Realm was flashing before his eyes again and again.

◇

Step, step, step.

Asher walked very quickly, pulling the butler's hand.

'shit...'

An alarm bell rang in my chest. I had a premonition that something would go terribly wrong if I left the butler with Arsent.

Arsent ended up taking an absurd shortcut.

The butler was the most special and secretive figure in this mansion. Even though it was revealed that even the maid B was the Duchess of Bernacien Arcaden, the butler was still just a butler.

His existence is clearly connected to the Arkaden Records Deletion Incident that occurred 500 years ago.

'What on earth is the butler's true identity that makes you so confident? I told you not to bluff, but... No matter how I look at it, it's not a bluff. It's clear that you saw something.'

Even the Demonic Mirror, unlike other paintings, was a work of art that only allowed people to enter once. If a painting had such restrictions, its specialness would surely stand out.

Asher became increasingly impatient.

'Isn't my sister aiming for the butler?'

From the moment he entered the mansion, Arsent had been lusting after a butler. This was natural, as he was the guide who could most safely guide him through the mansion.

The butler seems to choose me over Arsent... but who knows when the butler's favoritism will go away.

'... Thinking about it this way, somehow I feel wronged?'

I'm afraid that the favoritism will cool down. This is why I seem like an annoying parasite to the butler.

This is difficult.

I won't feel safe if I choose the butler. If the butler chooses me, I won't feel safe.

Therefore, Asher makes a bold suggestion.

"Yes, butler."

"Please speak."

"My sister left the picture right away... But can't you take a break for a bit?"

"Do as you wish. I will follow Asher's decision."

The butler readily agreed.

From the first floor to the second floor, he held up well without any real breaks. Even though he was always arrogant, he was still admirable in every way.

"Then, butler, come here."

Ashe leads the butler into a room.

The room they entered was the Duchess' private dressing room.

There was enough material hanging everywhere to create a colorful maze of dresses alone. Asher was simply amazed and caressed the luxurious fabrics to her heart’s content.

"Butler, can you please choose the dress that suits me best among these?"

"I don't know if my taste will live up to Asher's expectations."

"It's okay, if you think the butler is pretty, that's fine."

"Um... Okay, I understand."

I was thinking of wearing a dress for a while.

Mirelda's swordsmanship was free enough to not be affected by her dress. As she observed her swordsmanship up close, Ashe gained some insight.

So there are two purposes to wearing a dress.

Firstly, the main purpose is to make the butler's face look pale, and secondly, to put on chains in order to embody the swordsmanship he has learned.

"How about this, butler? It's a pink-pink dress."

"That doesn't seem like a very good choice."

"Oh, you think so? Actually, I asked you about a dress that didn't suit you on purpose, but you're not being a jerk, are you?"

If he had just clapped his hands in front of him with a face that had no soul, he would have been tempted to throw a tantrum. But surprisingly, Asher's cheeks were getting hotter at the fact that the butler was looking at her properly.

"Um... There are so many, it's hard to choose. Butler, would you rather choose?"

"Am I talking?"

"Yeah, I'd like to test out the coordination skills of a 500-year-old butler."

"I'm just following orders, so I hope you don't regret it too much."

The butler left those words and began to walk through the maze of dresses. He quickly scanned the dresses that seemed to be faster to find the missing shades. Asher followed behind the butler, showing an expression of interest.

Finally, the butler stopped in front of a dress.

"I felt it from the moment Asher first visited the mansion."

"Huh?"

"It seems that red suits Ash the best."

As the butler spoke, he carefully lifted the dress that was hanging there. Then, he slowly sat behind Asher and pretended to drape the dress over Asher's shoulders.

It was as if the butler was hugging Ashe from behind.

When Asher tilted his head slightly upward, the butler’s black eyes looked down at him indifferently. As he realized the difference in height, Asher felt embarrassed for some reason.

'The butler's eyes are really dark...'

Since ancient times, black has been considered the color of misfortune and death. Therefore, those with black eyes were always ostracized. This must have been the case 500 years ago, and it seems that he was hired as a butler by a family called Arkaden.

As Asher's consciousness gradually became lost in thought, the butler's voice tickled his ears from nearby.

"How are you, Ash?"

"Ugh..."

"Ashe?"

"Big, ahem...what."

She belatedly contemplated the red dress draped over her shoulders. The color was a passionate red, but it was decorated with luxurious embroidery rather than flashy jewels.

It was simple and elegant, like the dress Mirelda had worn, but it naturally showed off its splendor when draped over Ashe's body.

Asher couldn't help but praise the butler's discerning eye.

"Not bad."

"Thank goodness."

"Then will you change my clothes for me? Oh, I won't be wearing a corset."

"Yes, that's right."

Ashe was now very accustomed to being served.

The butler helped Asher take off the servant's uniform she was wearing. Next, he slowly untied her corset and brought out the underwear that commoners often wore.

It was just a regular bra and drawers.

Drawers aside, I was surprised that bras were invented in this world too.

"The corset must have been uncomfortable, so why did you insist on wearing it?"

"Well, that's because they're nobles. These comfortable underwear are for commoners."

"Shouldn't nobles be comfortable?"

"Um..."

Asher thought for a moment and then answered.

"Because you have to be different from the commoners in some way. If you're not different in even one way, you get hives all over your body. Aren't you nobles? Above all, you have tradition. "

"Tradition... Then I understand."

Even while changing clothes, Asher would often glance at the butler. I kept looking at him, wondering if he really wasn't conscious of anything even at such moments.

Surprisingly, the butler's black eyes were an abyss. A black abyss that could suck up even a handful of thoughts. It was beyond the deep well where desires might have disappeared.

I got goosebumps.

I hated myself for getting used to this kind of reaction, and I also hated the butler for not feeling even a hint of awkwardness.

That may be why he actually did things that would normally be considered outrageous.

"Butler, come here and look."

"Huh?"

"Hurry up."

Kook, kook.

Asher grabbed the butler's sleeve tightly.

Thanks to that, the butler was dragged away without even knowing English.

Then Asher cornered the butler into a corner of the dressing room and made him sit down with his back against the wall.

"Smile..."

Asher carefully placed her buttocks on the floor. She leaned back comfortably against the butler's upper body as a backrest.

He was so warm that it was hard to believe he was a ghost. If you listened closely to his broad chest, you could almost hear his heartbeat.

"Butler. Did I do well this time?"

"I've said this many times, but you did a great job. This floor is practically the same as if Ash had solved it alone."

"Haha... Well, this body is a noble soul."

"... Yeah, right."

The butler answered awkwardly, but Asher didn't really care.

"Then, butler, pat me."

"Huh?"

"As a compliment. Hurry up."

"Um... Okay."

The butler slowly brought his hand to Asher's splendid golden light. Then, carefully stroking Asher's head, he touched the knot.

"Hehehe..."

She grumbled happily.

The large, golden fur reminded me of Hailey's real self.

Is this what it feels like to pet a large dog?

In the past, it was difficult to guess because contact with animals was rare.

"Butler, we're pretty close now, right? "

"Maybe so."

Ashe's voice was dripping with sleep. When I touched her head, I felt tiredness creeping in.

Asher, who was holding on to her half-wavering consciousness, said.

"You know our promise, right?"

Don't betray.

It is a covenant that was made by linking pinkies in the break room on the first floor.

"You're mine, right?"

I vaguely felt a faint sense of anxiety buried in the fatigue.

"..."

The butler did not answer.

It was because Asher fell asleep without waiting long enough for the answer to come out.

The butler, who still had his mouth shut, was slowly stroking Asher's hair.

        
            During the week-long break, Asher would roll around aimlessly. He would lie down as if he had been liberated from all the laziness he had never experienced before.

The butler always stayed by Ashe's side. If he tried to leave Ashe's sight even for a little bit, Ashe would grab the butler and stop him.

The butler was worried that Arsent might notice him, and that even a close conversation would make him feel uneasy.

After much effort, the butler finally ended his break by exchanging a few words of greeting with Arsent. And now that the break was over, they were about to enter the third floor.

"Are you mentally prepared?"

"No, that didn't work."

"Huh?"

"How do you prepare yourself mentally? Isn't it strange to be prepared when the danger is so obvious?"

"... That was a slip of the tongue."

The butler pretended to clear his throat and changed the question.

"Are you willing to climb the stairs?"

Only then did Asher sigh heavily and reluctantly nod.

"... Yeah. I have to go."

The butler listened to Asher's soft answer. He was standing one step ahead of her and quietly extended his hand.

Ashe, who had difficulty understanding the other person's intentions, tilted her head.

"What, what is it? Why are you suddenly reaching out... Are you going to escort me or something?"

"That's right."

"Oh, really?"

"Yes."

Oh my gosh, there's so much going on.

The butler, who never cared about anything I did, offered to escort me. Where did this kindness come from? I began to have reasonable suspicions that he might be a ghost disguised as a butler.

"If you don't mind, I'll take it..."

"No!"

Turup!

Asher quickly clung to the butler. Opportunity was an opportunity, and he had to grab what he could.

"I was embarrassed. I was wondering why our blunt butler was acting like this."

Asher was very excited. It was inevitable that she would add useless details.

"Do you finally see me as a woman, butler?"

Ashe's surprise question, which was flirtatious, brought about disastrous results.

"..."

"Ah."

Asher slowly lowered his gaze diagonally.

"No, just kidding... Of course, yeah."

I saw a face I will never forget. I witnessed the sight of the butler's face, whose expression rarely changed, distorting like a facial art.

I wanted to question how much of an unpleasant thing it must have been to hear someone so contorted their facial features like that.

The butler must have realized something too late, so he coughed in vain and added his words.

"The reason I recommended you to be an escort is... because this might be the last chance to show respect to Asher."

"The last one? What do you mean?"

"... It's early, but I think the time to choose has come for me."

The butler was repeating nonsensical words. Asher strained his senses to figure out his intentions.

After that, the butler, who had been keeping his mouth shut for a while, opened his mouth again after a long silence.

"My choice is Asher, you."

"Suddenly? You skipped the context of the conversation...!"

"I just want you to know."

"No, don't dismiss it like that. I know that what the butler is saying right now is very important. Then at least convey the correct meaning!"

Asher, feeling suffocated, persistently urged the butler. However, the range of things the butler could say to Asher was very limited. Therefore, the best the butler could do was to be as flexible as possible and convey the message indirectly.

"A lot has happened in a short period of time."

"... That's right."

"I think you did a great job with something that was difficult to do with a clear mind. If I were in Ashe's shoes, I would imagine how far I could go."

"What would it be like if you imagined it?"

"I concluded that it would have been difficult for me because I lacked the talent. Above all, the case of Madame Mirelda was a trial that required facing original sin squarely and overcoming it head-on, so I think it would have been absolutely impossible for me."

"Ahem ahem..."

Asher's spirits soared as the praise poured in without warning. It was as if clouds were wrapping around his ankles and floating him up.

"I'm looking forward to it. What kind of life will Ashe live if she leaves the mansion? What kind of monarch will she be?"

"Butler, why are you so honest today? It's embarrassing... Hehe."

Asher pretended to scold the butler by tapping his arm. Of course, the butler paid no attention and continued talking calmly.

"... Perhaps, fate was decided from the moment Ashe chose to paint the portrait of Mirelda Neterto. That is why Ashe was chosen."

"So what does it mean to say you chose?"

"That's all I can tell you."

Stop.

It was at a point where the stairs leading to the third floor were just in front of me. The butler's footsteps suddenly stopped.

Soon after, the butler's escort was naturally released, and a distance was created between Ashe and the butler.

"Oh my god."

Crack, crack.

A loud footstep came from the other side. An exclamation that was annoying just hearing it was a bonus.

"Is it slowly going up?"

The identity of the approaching person was Arsent.

Asher suppressed her bad mood and answered in a feminine tone.

"Yeah, that's right. The timing of the appearance is quite coincidental."

"What a coincidence. Of course I was aiming for it. Two is better than one, and three is better than two, right?"

"This is a really great topic for a free rider."

Arsent lightly laughed off the somewhat rude remark. Asher felt uncomfortable with her sister's reaction.

Even when he first visited the mansion, Arsent had a sanguine personality. No, even when he was in the palace, he was so irritable that he abandoned many of his servants.

I am definitely not the type of person to just take insulting words and roll over them.

'I'm sure... My personality has completely changed since I visited the painting called Demonic Realm.'

What kind of experience did someone have that completely changed their personality?

It didn't change for the better, nor for the worse. If we had to be specific, it would be right to define it as changing in an unpleasant way.

As Asher's worries deepened, Arsent spoke strangely.

"Aren't you going to come up? Arcela."

"... I'm going."

Asher shook off his distracting thoughts and faced forward.

The high ground was close.

The mansion that was visible from the outside was a building of about four stories. It only looked huge because its own area was so large and the ceiling was particularly high. If you only consider the number of floors, it would be hard to see it as being that tall.

That means, if you pass this ordeal safely, you will face the final task.

... In addition, the mistakes the Empire has made in the past will also become clear.

From now on, you must brace yourself both physically and mentally.

"... Ugh."

Not long after Asher made that pledge, he felt some of his resolve crumbling away.

"What is this smell? It smells bad..."

I had only climbed five or six steps, but the stench was so strong it numbed my nose.

'But this stench, I think I've smelled it somewhere...?'

Asher was busy revisiting the past in his head. He would remember such a strong stench even if he didn't want to. Something seemed to come to mind at any moment.

Just then, Arsent struck the player without a care.

"Aha, that's the smell of a rotting corpse?"

"...!"

Only after hearing her sister's impressions did Asher realize the true nature of her feeling of discomfort.

'Haley...!'

The hunting dog, Hailey, who had appeared as a ghost. It was his scent. It was very similar to the strong smell of decay that emanated from a body with pieces of flesh torn off.

'But how did you distinguish the smell of a rotting corpse?'

It wasn't at the level of guesswork. I was so sure that I could clearly state that it smelled like a rotting corpse.

Arsent, who had never soiled his hands in the palace or the marquis' house, could not possibly have smelled the stench of a rotting corpse.

'Could this also be from the Demon Realm...?'

The doubts only grow.

I felt frustrated because no matter how much I urged, I only got empty answers.

Moreover, I couldn't shake the feeling that the world was becoming more and more bizarre with each step I climbed, although it may have been my imagination.

As the evil sisters got closer to the third floor, the strangeness grew bigger and bigger.

[Save me!]

[I don't want to die!]

There was crimson writing carved into the wall. Most likely, it was written in blood.

Wooden ornaments were invariably covered with human claw marks, and drops of blood were a common sight.

If there were no traces of life in any part of the mansion that had been passed so far, the traces left by humans were all too clear on the third floor. And those traces left by humans must have come from the process of slaughtering life.

[I should have killed that child.]

[Madam was right.]

[Black is the color of misfortune and death.]

[If only he hadn't been there...]

Every wall, no matter where it was located, was painted in dirty blood-letter script.

Asher felt an incomparable sense of anxiety compared to the past.

The sense of alienation was further heightened by Arsent's silent acceptance of this unrealistic sight.

"Butler..."

Asher instinctively looked for the butler. The butler was a man who would be two-faced even in such a sight. Seeing his blunt face seemed to calm his trembling heart.

However, the butler deliberately pushed Ashe's small hand away.

"... Huh?"

At first, I thought it was a mistake. But the butler, who deliberately turned his back on Ashe and walked forward, seemed to insist that it was intentional.

A bad feeling began to creep up from a corner of Asher's consciousness.

        
            The two sisters and their guide walked on the blood-stained floor.

The third floor, which I had finally arrived at, was a place that seemed to depict a scene of tragedy. When I closed my eyes and recalled the scene I had witnessed, I felt like the sound of people screaming would ring in my ears like constant tinnitus.

Bloodstains of dark red connect the corridors from end to end. Above all, the stench does not leave the tip of the nose. Asher has never encountered such a tragedy even in a low-class novel.

Stop.

Suddenly the butler's footsteps stopped.

"Thank you for your hard work, both of you."

The butler opened his mouth. His voice was strangely subdued. It gave off a somewhat tired, even insensitive impression.

Especially the unusually black eyes. The eyes of a color that had been oppressed since ancient times as a symbol of death and misfortune, did not seem to belong to the butler Ashe knew.

"I don't know who will be the next person to climb the stairs. But I can tell you one thing for sure: Only one person will be qualified to climb the next floor."

"What?"

"..."

Asher asked back, and Arsent remained silent.

The butler didn't bother to add an answer. Instead, he snapped his fingers and suggested a task for the sisters to do. Then, a message that was originally only visible to the butler appeared before their eyes. Asher calmed her startled heart and looked at the task she had to perform.

=====

<The Devil and the Punishment>

Long, long ago, there were foolish devils.

Greedy, indifferent, arrogant, and malicious.

Then one day, a divine punishment came down.

Numerous bright stars trampled and annihilated the demons.

After some time, a new demon entered the mansion.

Those who discern the devil are humans. And those who judge the devil are also humans.

Lastly, the one who selects humans is the one the young lady loves the most.

Punish the devil and face sin and truth.

-Reward: Old Key

-Special Reward: Star Fragment

=====

For a while, silence hung heavy over the surroundings.

Although there were many metaphorical expressions, there was no problem in inferring what the message was claiming.

'Perhaps the devil refers to the people of this mansion. The circumstances are unknown, but it seems that the people of the mansion have become very corrupt.'

After clearing the task on the first floor, Asher recalled the confession that Hailey had recited.

[I'm sorry, I'm sorry... Belle. I couldn't protect anything you loved.]

[The mansion is weird. I hate the mansion without you, it's so cold. And, and...]

[Everyone hates Letia. I wanted to protect Letia too... but I couldn't.]

[Now, there is only one person left who loves Letia, but that person's expression is dark... so I don't know.]

At the same time, Ash continued his deduction by drawing similarities between Mirelda and Hayley.

'The ghost of the Holy Grail had a hole in her chest. And indeed, the lady had met her end with a knife in her chest while she was alive. So, Haley's ear was cut off and her eyeball was gouged out...'

That would mean that Hayley's end was terrible.

It seems that something was seriously wrong with this mansion, to the point where it gouged out the eyes of a charming hunting dog and cut off its ears. If that's the case, then it makes sense to compare the people in the mansion to devils.

'But who on earth is this lady? At first I thought she was Letia, who Hayley was talking about... but maybe not. Why did Mirelda worship the lady out of nowhere? Mirelda probably had no contact with Arkaden?'

There weren't enough clues. Still, I could continue guessing, like patching up rags.

'The expression that the demons were wiped out is probably a metaphor for the day Arkaden was erased from history. And the demons that entered the mansion after time passed are probably us...?'

Mirelda denounced the blood of the royal family as original sin. That is why she tried to kill Ashe, contrary to her true intentions that she was not aware of.

Therefore, it is not surprising that Ashe and Arsent, children of sin, are likened to devils.

There's only one problem.

'Only one of us is human.'

The content of the message was the same, but the butler himself delivered it by word of mouth. There was only one person who was qualified to ascend.

Above all, the last sentence of the message hinted at a cruel challenge.

'To punish the devil...'

Kill them here. Not me, but someone else.

The blood-stained hallway pushed Asher to a conclusion as if it were urging him to do so.

Asher slowly turned her head and projected Arsent into her red eyes. Her sister, who had foolishly opened the door to the mansion and entered on her own two feet, was holding her hand under her chin.

It doesn't matter who is a demon and who is human.

If Ashe were human, she would have to kill Arsent, who is a demon. On the other hand, if Ashe were a demon, she would have to kill Arsent to avoid dying.

A blatant competition for survival that requires no accidents.

This was the essence of the rules enforced by the mansion.

"... Haha, haha."

At that moment, Arsent let out a giggle.

"Yeah... That's what I'm saying?"

Arsent also projected Ashe into her red eyes. Their images mirrored each other in the red mirrors the sisters both possessed.

"... Sister."

Asher spoke first. However, even though he was the first to speak, he soon fell silent.

What should I say? What kind of conversation and negotiation is possible here?

The task is this, so die. I came in first, so die. I want to live, so die.

It was something I couldn't bring myself to say, and it was something I couldn't force.

'ah...'

Only then did Asher realize.

That I lack courage.

That I am not yet ready to harm any living being.

"Ugh..."

In the world of paintings, it was easy to kill assassins because they were aware that they were nothing more than illusions created by paintings. In addition, there was a situational background that if you did not harm them, you would die.

The circumstances and justification were enough to dilute Asher's guilt.

But now it's different.

'Sister... even if she wakes up from the dead, she can't hurt me.'

The gap in ability has become too wide.

Arsent was an ordinary person who happened to be born into the royal family, and he is nothing more than a freeloader in the mansion.

On the other hand, Asher gained experience by roaming around the mansion. He even acquired the physical ability to fight the Madame de Sacre.

The difference in available capacity is clear. If Asher were determined, he could climb to the 4th floor, the highest floor, in no time.

But...

'Lord, you're going to kill me? A real person... unilaterally...?'

Suddenly my hands started shaking.

Asher had never even slaughtered an animal himself. He simply enjoyed the delicacy of meat when it was served on the table. He had no idea about the weight of life.

Moreover, the opponent was Arsent.

Although he persecuted her, he did not attempt to assassinate her like his eldest brother. He was just a petty person who made a fuss about her when she was not around. That was all.

Looking back, I'm angry, but... I never once thought that it was a mortal sin. If I really hated him that much, I would have strangled him to death when we shared a room on the second floor.

"Hey, butler... I, I don't do things like this..."

"..."

"Butler..."

The butler did not respond to Asher's pitiful call. He kept his expressionless face and deliberately avoided her gaze. And when Asher tried to grab the butler's sleeve as usual, he deliberately withdrew his hand.

"What the... Why are you suddenly doing this? I'm nervous..."

"I have nothing to say."

He took a step forward, coldly, and distanced himself from Ashe. Arsent snorted, finding the sight so amusing.

"You're weak. And you're a royal?"

"Weak? Weak...? Are you saying such a peaceful thing right now?"

Asher asked in an agitated voice.

"If I wanted to, I could kill you right now. I could even cut off your head without you even knowing that you're dead. I hate that, so I'm doing this... Weak? Is that something you should say?!"

"Oh, my. I have learned something I never thought I would. I am just now hearing that my brother's brain is filled with compassion. I am so surprised that I can't close my mouth."

"... Have you lost your sense of humor, Unnie? Are you like this because you want to die?"

Before the anger, I was curious.

Have you lost your mind?

I couldn't understand what he believed and why he was making such provocative remarks. I seriously wondered if he was just scratching me out of ignorance and with the intention of killing me.

'Anyway... I'll think about it later. For now, let's just knock him out and think about whether there's another way.'

When the policy was thus established, Ashe drew his sword from his leather pouch.

Sling.

A chilling metallic sound rang out. The sword felt unusually heavy today. Still, Asher forced himself to stop shaking and took a stance.

"It'll hurt a little, Arsentina...!"

Pfft!

Ash leaped nimbly. She rolled her wrist, bringing the blade forward instead of the blade.

The intention was to simply stun him using the technique of a sword strike.

Either they couldn't react, or they had no intention of reacting.

Arsent was just waiting there calmly.

Wedge!

The gap narrowed in an instant.

It was the moment when Asher's sword was about to strike Arsent's torso.

Thud!

[This is an indestructible object.]

Ashe's sword bounced off, printing text into the air.

She looked at my sister in disbelief.

No, to be exact... I watched the intruder who had invaded the narrow space between my sisters.

"Butler...?"

There stood the absolute ally who had always been on Ashe's side.

        
            Ashe's expression was filled with betrayal. It felt like all the time we had spent together had gone down the drain.

Still, there must have been some reason. If he was the butler, he might have blocked my path to remind me of something I had missed. Such vague speculations lingered in my head.

"Foot, ahahahahahaha!"

Arsent, who was watching a farce, burst into laughter. She naturally placed a hand on the butler's shoulder, as if she was showing off to Ashe.

"What should I do? The butler seems to be following me... Well, that's obvious. I can tell you the identity of the interest without having to explore the mansion."

"That, that can't be..."

"If you don't believe me, why don't you just sit down and think about it? In the meantime, I should have a secret meeting with this guy."

"..."

A cloud of suspicion grew inside Asher. At the same time, despair weighed heavily on her shoulders.

The one who selects the humans is the one the lady loves the most. And the person who is particularly favored in this mansion is the butler. Considering these two things, it is highly likely that the one who selects the humans is the butler.

This butler suddenly protects Arsent. Furthermore, from the time he went up to the third floor, he secretly pushed Ashe away and showed behavior that seemed to be cutting off their relationship.

'Could it be that I'm a devil...?'

The circumstances that led to Arsent being selected as a human were clear. The justification for murder was lost, and the justification for death was granted.

I was speechless because I couldn't understand the sudden change in positions.

"Follow me, butler."

Arsent gave a concise order. The butler followed her orders obediently and moved further and further away from Ashe.

As the distance widened, a loud shout was heard from behind.

"Can't you stand there?! Butler!!!"

"..."

The butler's footsteps suddenly stopped, but that only lasted for a moment. The butler followed Arsent without looking back.

I was overcome with emotion and a surge of emotion.

It's been a long time since I cried.

It was hard to accept that the only butler I trusted and relied on had betrayed me.

Hot tears fell down my cheeks and onto the back of my hands.

◇

Unlike Ashe, who was shocked by the unexpected betrayal, Arsent maintained a relaxed smile.

She walked around the halls of the mansion, humming a tune. However, she wasn't in the best mood. If we were to blame it on the butler who was following Arsent, it would have to be her.

"Did you see Arcela's face? It's so funny..."

"..."

"I guess you had unexpectedly high trust in that kid? You'd be used to betrayal if you were a member of the royal family... There's no such thing as a smart-aleck."

"..."

"Well, I guess I'm resenting you because you're so smart?"

Arsent told Ashe the truth he had deliberately kept hidden.

"How dare you say that without even knowing that you saved that child."

"It's a misunderstanding."

"Misunderstanding? You think I'm a fool?"

Arsent knew what had happened the moment Ashe swung her sword.

At the time, Arsent had the means to kill Ashe for sure, and he used that means without hesitation.

However, the means was suddenly blocked and the text was printed.

[This is an indestructible object.]

That was the scene just before Asher's sword touched the butler. Of course, since it was only a split second in time, Asher must have mistakenly thought that the butler's body was bouncing her sword away.

"Whatever, it's fine. You can avoid it. The fact that you followed me means that what happened just now was the last mercy or something, right?"

"You can interpret it however you want."

"It's okay if that's not true. At least on this floor, it seems like you can't help him... If Arcela disappears, you have no replacement, so you'll have to follow me. Don't you?"

"I won't deny it."

"Yeah, that's the answer I wanted."

Arsent stopped walking and leaned toward the butler. They kept a distance that was inappropriate for the wide hallway.

"For the sake of the future, let me tell you one truth so that you can follow me with all your heart."

"Truth... are you telling the truth?"

"Yeah, that's true. To put it bluntly, is that your true identity?"

"..."

The butler closed his lips for a long time. Arsent, perhaps tired of waiting, took a step closer to the butler.

"When Arcela dies, follow me. I've changed my mind. I will truly love you and treat you well. I can even marry you outside and make you my queen. So... In exchange for telling me your true identity, obey me."

It was an arrogant suggestion. But considering Arsent’s position of calling foreigners dirty, it was also a groundbreaking change.

The butler remained silent as if he was thinking hard, but eventually gave Arsent the answer he wanted.

"If you become a survivor, I will gladly do so."

"Okay, that's enough."

Now it was time to reveal the secret she had kept so tightly hidden. Arsent deliberately overlapped his body and brought his lips to the butler's ear. Then she began to seductively whisper the secret between the two of them.

"Your identity is..."

...

......

After finishing his short whisper, Arsent took a few steps back. Then, he watched the butler's expression with excitement.

But the butler's reaction was very different from what Arsent had expected. He didn't show any surprise on the outside. If he was deliberately hiding his agitated emotions, the butler's acting skills were truly that of a great actor.

While Arsent was questioning the butler with a suspicious look, the butler confessed plainly.

"I had a guess."

"... What?"

"Of course, it was only to the extent of being a candidate... I see. There are many parts that match. I believe you did not tell a lie. "

"Ha...!"

Arsent put his hand on his waist. The butler's thick nerves were astonishing. He was so indifferent even after hearing a secret that would make an ordinary person faint.

"Don't you have any thoughts? If you're with me outside, you can do anything. If my bloodline and your bloodline are mixed, then anything is possible!"

"Well, I hope you don't find it strange since we each have different goals."

"... Yeah, that's right."

Arsent sighed heavily, as if he had given up. He decided to stop trying to convince him with logic. After all, the most important thing was the promise they had made.

"I don't care what your position is. As long as you obey me, that's all that matters."

"I keep my promises."

"That's fine."

Arsent took his eyes off the butler only after receiving the answer. Then he looked at the task given to him again.

=====

<The Way to Steal Humans>

You who were born as a devil.

Curse humans, hate humans, kill humans.

It will give you the face of a human being.

The devils will help you.

-Reward: Old Key

=====

Arsent twisted his lips sinisterly.

"How convenient. A task that can be solved without lifting a finger."

She took a quick look around.

Strange shapes, hazy like fog, hovered beside Arsent.

They were all devils helping Arsent.

The butler assumed that they were all the dead who met their end in the mansion. However, the Arkaden mansion's family members were all trapped in the portraits on the second floor. Therefore, it would be reasonable to assume that the demons guarding Arsent were not servants, but something else.

'Ashe must have rushed at Arsent because she was convinced that he was incompetent.'

Asher's judgment was not wrong. It was the right choice at least until he reached the third floor.

But the mansion gave Arsent power, which Ashe could easily think of as unreasonable.

Of course, the butler's perspective, who knew the truth, was different.

[... Perhaps, fate was decided from the moment Ashe chose to paint the portrait of Mirelda Neterto. That is why Ashe was chosen.]

The butler's choice was Ashe. From the beginning, Ashe was selected as a 'human'.

In other words, Arsent was chosen as the ordeal that Ashe had to overcome as a human being.

Also, I don't know if it was a coincidence or fate, but... Ashe already had everything. It could be seen as a trial that depended on how quickly she realized this.

'It's a problem that can be solved without lifting a finger... That's not wrong.'

Perhaps Arsent felt that the mansion was taking her side, but the butler judged this task to be the most fair to both parties.

That makes sense...

'Your brother is also one who can sit still and solve his homework, Arsent.'

The butler hoped that Ashe would find a solution sooner rather than later. Even if Arsent won, there was nothing he could do...

"..."

While Arsent pondered what to do with Ashe, the butler glanced at the penalty that had to be fulfilled.

It was a punishment for interfering excessively with Asher's homework on the first floor.

=====

<The Honest Butler!>

[Isn't it unfair to help only one side? This time, let's help the other side wholeheartedly.]

=====

Originally, the penalty would have been carried out in a different direction, but this was a factor that changed when Arsent visited the mansion.

This massacre will probably be similar. It will probably be an impromptu ordeal that was changed in the mansion.

The butler just hoped that Asher would come to his senses quickly.

        
            Sniff, sniff.

I wiped my tears away with my sleeve. But as expected, the tears fell one by one along with a sharp exhalation.

She had to stop crying, but her body wouldn't listen to her. Asher realized anew how much she had been relying on the butler.

"What should I do...?"

The future was uncertain. It might be possible to break through the huge barrier of the butler and stab Arsent in the eye. But even if Arsent was killed, what would happen next...?

"The butler... has already chosen my sister..."

Even if I become a survivor, would they really want to help me? They would not actively help me since I have already become an uninvited guest.

"It's unfair... It's unfair..."

The first person to visit the mansion and suffer to death was Ashe. Not Arsent, who had barged in and been sucked into an incomprehensible painting...

But all these efforts were in vain. They were thrown away like old shoes. It was as if misfortune had knocked on the door and enveloped Asher's frail body.

Thud, thud.

Asher, who had been wandering aimlessly with her shoulders hunched, after a while regained focus in her clouded eyes and realized a sense of discomfort.

The surroundings are blurry.

A hazy air flowed across the floor as if cold air was flowing, and something like fog was gradually encroaching on my vision.

"What's going on...?"

Asher habitually shrank back. Experience told him that this was a sure sign of impending disaster.

It was just as she was calmly trying to step back.

Turup!

"Huh?!"

He felt a tingling sensation as if someone was grabbing his left Achilles tendon. Asher immediately struggled to shake off the unidentified hand.

"Let go of this...!"

He squeezed his strength to the limit. As if his efforts were not in vain, Asher's bound ankles floated free.

Although the crisis was averted, Asher was unable to overcome his inertia and floundered until he fell over with a crash.

I thought it was a fatal mistake. Until I looked up as I fell.

Kkakakak...

The blade scratched the wall. Just before it fell, a crack was drawn on the wall at the height of Asher's waist. Strangely enough, the scar left on the wall quickly healed as if it had never been there before.

Asher opened his eyes wide and realized what was happening.

"A, a person...? No, a ghost...?"

The fog cleared slightly, revealing their new form.

His face was as small as a fist, and his throat was as thin as a needle hole. His stomach was unusually bulging, as if it were an exaggeration of lean obesity. On the other hand, his arms and legs were thin, and his entire body was covered in wrinkled skin.

"Ugh... Ugh..."

The sight of their hideous appearance made me feel sick. If Hayley and Mirelda looked like corpses reanimated, then these guys gave the impression of 'creatures' with hideous appearances.

Asher desperately gathered his wits and counted the number of men.

One, two, four, six... yes, there were exactly six of them.

'There are a lot...!?'

Chae-Ang!

As soon as Asher pulled her sword out of her leather pouch, she quickly drew it and stabbed the neck of the monster that had grabbed her ankle with all her might.

Kwajik!

The neck, which was as thick as a needle's eye, was lightly cut off. With its breath cut off, it soon turned into a pile of ash and flew into the air.

At the moment when Asher's momentum was starting to rise slightly.

The monster that was trying to cut Asher's waist in two swung its sword down with all its might. Asher was not going to be defeated by such an obvious move. She tried to leisurely defend herself against the upper attack and prepare for the next move.

If it had been possible, I would have cut off the neck as thin as a needle's eye. But reality was not so easy.

Wow!!!

"Keep... What power...?"

It felt like a hammer of enormous mass had been struck down. The force of the blunt strike, with no sign of agility, was beyond imagination.

She's stronger than Hailey in her spirit state. At least twice as strong. I completely misjudged her because she's smaller in weight class...!

Wood crack!

"Ugh... euaaaah...!"

The sound of a joint snapping was heard. As soon as that happened, the wrist that had been holding the sword began to feel numb.

The balance of power was broken in an instant.

In the end, Asher had no choice but to throw away his sword and roll around on the ground as a last resort.

The monster took advantage of that opening and swung his sword.

Peet!

Red blood spurted out. Asher flung her body out like a caterpillar in an instant, so she didn’t suffer serious injuries. Instead, she suffered a cut that split the skin on her calf straight down.

"Ugh, it hurts...!!!"

She senses a life-threatening crisis. She doesn't have a butler to protect her like she did during the chase with Hayley. She doesn't have the upper hand like she did when she fought Mirelda.

If there was only one monster, I could use my agility to overcome them, but it would be difficult to survive against this many.

"Do, we have to run away... quickly...!"

But my legs wouldn't move. It felt like my legs had given out after receiving a sword strike that was beyond my imagination.

"Ugh...!"

Thud, thud, thud!

Asher punched his own thighs indiscriminately. He had to do it even if it left bruises. There was no sign of his legs moving without some sort of shock therapy.

Is this the last resort that has finally paid off?

Asher managed to escape on trembling legs.

Fortunately, they were slow moving and couldn't catch up to Ashe.

I only competed in the sum of numbers and retreated, but I was covered in sweat all over my body.

For fear of being isolated, I don't even dare to step foot into the room.

After turning the corner of the hallway several times, Asher finally slumped down and took a deep breath.

"Haa... Haa... Haa..."

What kind of guys are they that can crush my will to fight so cruelly? I can say for sure that if I had been hit by the monster outside the mansion, I would have been split in two and died.

It was a powerful offensive that truly surpassed human limitations.

Asher took a break, rubbing his numb wrist repeatedly. There was no other way out. He had to face Arsent somehow and win.

That's what it should be...

"You're crazy..."

On the other side, pure white fog rose again.

It was a precursor phenomenon just before the monsters appeared.

Asher's teeth chattered as he was exhausted.

◇

3rd floor - Duke Hereis Arkaden's bedroom.

Arsent was leaning back comfortably on the bed, with his butler standing by his side.

"Oh my goodness, it's quite tough, isn't it? Arcela. One of the demons is already gone."

She clicked her tongue as if she felt sorry. To the butler, her caring demeanor seemed like nothing more than pretense.

Arsent himself told the reason.

"There are already only seventy-one left... What a shame, huh?"

"Is that so?"

"Of course, that's right. Isn't that right? I feel like I'm the emperor from 500 years ago. Is this what it felt like to be the omnipotent emperor who ruled over seventy-two castles?"

"Do you want to be? Such an emperor."

"You call that talking?"

"..."

"Hmm, what's the big deal? If I can subjugate you, then becoming 'that kind of emperor' you're talking about is not a dream... Let's move on. For the sake of my hegemony, I need to make sure that Arcela dies as soon as possible."

Arsent’s eyes were filled with a hint of greed. Although they were clearly the same red as Ashe’s, the difference was stark.

"... As expected."

"Do you have something to say?"

"Rather than that, I just realized it again."

"Realize? What?"

The butler hesitated for a moment whether he should be careful with his words or not. Then he came to the conclusion that there was no need to be careful with his words to Arsent.

Even if her body helps her, there is no law that tells her to keep her mouth shut.

"... The child of the era that the mansion has been waiting for is not you. Arsent."

"You're spouting nonsense."

"You probably won't need to know its meaning in the future."

The butler felt indebted to Arsent while choosing Ashe, because he considered that Arsent might have been a weakling who only wanted to pretend to be strong like her sister.

But I learned from my short encounter with them that Arsent and Ashe were fundamentally different.

Unlike Ashe, who grumbled but walked the path, Arsent was a person who willingly walked the path when given the power. He was a person who was not even a speck of dust different from the royal family of 500 years ago.

'It seems my choice wasn't the wrong one, unfortunately.'

After receiving confirmation of my identity from Arsent, I occasionally recall old memories. I also become aware of who I was. Looking back, I now realize that there were hints scattered throughout.

Thus, he could not embrace Arsent deeply, either as the butler of the mansion or as a part of living history.

"I knew you didn't like me that much... but as the future owner, I'm a little upset."

Arsent smiled cruelly and played with his fingers.

"I need to put in more effort."

"..."

Immediately after deciding to send in the demon, she stared intently at the butler's face. However, the butler was still facing Arsent with an emotionless expression.

Arsent, still feeling uncertain, took up the provocation.

"You, follow me."

"Have you had any change in your mind?"

"Thanks to you."

Arsent took the initiative and opened the Duke's door, beckoning cheerfully.

"I wanted to personally show you the ruined and defeated Arcela."

        
            "Ugh... Ugh... Sob..."

Asher dragged her body, which had become difficult to control. Her current physical condition was at its worst, to the point where even her shallow movements were restricted.

The unidentified monsters appeared out of nowhere and attacked Ashe. Fortunately, their inhuman appearance made them slow, but if they had looked like normal humans, they would have been killed long ago.

"It hurts... My body, it hurts so much..."

I managed to escape with my life at stake and kill three more. It was a feat that I was able to achieve because their movements were slow. However, they kept popping up out of nowhere and persistently harassing Asher.

Knock, knock.

Blood dripped from the unhealed wound and soaked the white marble floor. This was the only way she could kindly guide her on her way. As a petty trick, Asher tore her red dress to wipe the floor and tied it tightly around the wound that hadn't stopped bleeding.

Given the circumstances, I suspect it was Arsent's doing.

No matter how much the butler is an all-powerful shield, it is impossible to protect Arsent against this number. With Arsent's meager mobility, he will most likely die quickly.

However, the fact that the next floor did not open meant that these monsters were either Arsent's allies or at least not attacking him.

"Really... I don't have a single family member."

I hated Arsent. I also hated him.

Nevertheless, it was difficult to criticize her by adding the word hatred to her. Arsent was definitely a villain, but I didn't want to force her to die because we were in a relationship where we were inseparable. She was a woman who would quickly feel better after a night of beating her up.

If I had to define it, I'd say he was a mean person. That's exactly it.

However, Arsent seems to think differently. He seems to think that the life of his brother, whom he has persecuted his entire life, is not worth even a single copper coin.

This side is hesitating in fear of losing their life, while the other side is mocking such behavior as if it were a joke.

"I didn't want to know... this kind of stuff."

Even though Arsent was annoying, he tried to drag him out to the end. Regardless of the past, now he was just a fellow sufferer being chased by his brother outside.

So even though it was annoying, I wanted to escape together... but I didn't know that our perspectives were so different.

I was astonished at myself for not being able to let go of my obsession until the very end, and the reality that I doubted whether I could really kill him even if I actually faced him was pathetic.

I feel betrayed. And I am angry that he took my butler away from me even though I was just breathing.

"Cough...! Haa..."

His breathing has been a mess since a while ago. That's why he coughs uncontrollably. Even while coughing, he strains his abdominal muscles. That's how bad Ashe's condition was.

'It's a good thing those guys stopped appearing...'

I don't know if it was a coincidence, but luck was on my side. It was a chance to catch my breath, even if only for a moment.

Asher carefully leaned his back against the wall, but did not sit down. If he sat down and then stood up again, he would feel the loss of strength even more acutely.

'I needed some time to think, and this came at a good time.'

Seizing the opportunity that came in the midst of a crisis, Asher calmly develops his thoughts.

As she climbed the stairs to the third floor, she reflected on this once again: this place was eccentric, but it had its own reasonable standards.

The mansion presents a seemingly impossible task, but ultimately challenges Asher to overcome the odds with the skills and tools at his disposal.

If that tone holds... and if the mansion doesn't completely abandon Asher...

There had to be some way to solve this ordeal.

Asher began to carefully read the text that was shown to him once again.

=====

<The Devil and the Punishment>

Long, long ago, there were foolish devils.

Greedy, indifferent, arrogant, and malicious.

Then one day, a divine punishment came down.

Numerous bright stars trampled and annihilated the demons.

After some time, a new demon entered the mansion.

Those who discern the devil are humans. And those who judge the devil are also humans.

Lastly, the one who selects humans is the one the young lady loves the most.

Punish the devil and face sin and truth.

-Reward: Old Key

-Special Reward: Star Fragment

=====

'If the mansion really had cast me out, it wouldn't have presented me with such an ordeal.'

Unless you intend to fool people, you wouldn't tempt them with a reward. If that's the case, you must find a way out of this desperate situation while you have some time to rest.

'Did Mirelda really say something like this...?'

[Think carefully about why I could hurt that man.]

She gave a brief piece of advice, then immediately gave a definitive clue.

I'll leave you with the most necessary tools.

Also, try to figure out the intentions of the cute knight who was protecting our young lady.

That, he said, would be the key to the next ordeal - the current crisis.

"If it's the tool you left me, then maybe...?"

Asher reached into his leather pouch and pulled out an ominous book.

[Item: Book of Unequal Exchange]

[By offering up the flesh as a sacrifice, the living flesh of the designated target is constructed.]

The explanation is truly unsettling. Offering up the flesh as a sacrifice. The effect of constructing a flesh body for the designated target is also meaningless.

I understand what it means, but what good will such a dirty spell do for this ordeal?

"I don't know... This time, I really can't guess..."

A disturbing thought crosses my temples that this might be my limit. In fact, if it weren't for Bernacien's advice, the trials on the second floor would not have been able to avoid a standstill.

Especially now that even the butler has turned away...

Boom, boom.

... is impossible.

A feeling of helplessness swept over my whole body like waves on the beach. And where the waves swept, a salty hand remained. Hot tears were falling one by one on the cold white floor.

That was when the worst guest finally showed up at the worst possible time.

Phew.

Taking advantage of the gap in Asher's concentration, a thin blade stabbed her side.

Chomp!

The moment the butcher's knife left Ashe's body, a thick scent of blood spread in all directions.

◇

"Look at this. Am I right?"

"..."

"Ah..."

One of them fell silent while the other let out a dumbfounded sigh at the woman's sudden revelation.

Arsent, who was clearly in high spirits, and the butler, who was keeping his mouth shut. As their eyes met, I couldn't help but let out a voice that was out of my mind.

It's the worst.

I had to face two people I never wanted to see in this state, which was embarrassing. I felt like the humanity I had maintained since opening the door to the mansion was being eaten away.

"How funny. How confident you are that you arrived at this mansion first. I thought you were a third-rate gangster. A rascal who thinks he's eating half of what's in his own area."

"... Ugh."

Asher couldn't refute Arsent's verbal abuse. Not only did he lack the strength to refute it, but it wasn't entirely wrong.

Outside, the only person on Ashe's side was the late Emperor. Even that wasn't something she loved so much that she would punish Arsent or her brothers.

The Emperor judged that the affairs of brothers and sisters should be resolved among themselves, and he only played the minimal role of a breakwater for Ashe. That alone was completely separate from the numerous gifts and compliments he showered on Ashe.

Above all, it is a fact that Ashe had a sense of superiority over Arsent, at least in this place.

In that sense, Arsent's sharp criticism felt like poking Ashe in the hollow side.

"Do you get it now? No matter where you are, you have never been the main character."

Arsent waved his hand. Then, white smoke rose and the monsters that had been harassing Ashe appeared in a swarm. There were easily more than a dozen of them.

Only then did Ashe realize that Arsent had been toying with her all along.

Up until now, I had only escaped from six or seven monsters at most, but Arsent had been doing this kind of thing without any trouble.

"Isn't that a wonderful power? Not only did you visit the Demon Realm, but you even gave me this power as a gift along with your butler... You must be really sick of this mansion."

"... Ha."

It's over.

There is no escape hole even if you soar to the sky. You will be slaughtered and killed so thoroughly that you will not be able to achieve anything. Whether it is revenge or relieving Mirelda's grudge, all of it...

As despair gradually settled deep into my heart, a final ember of despair was faintly lit.

Kwak.

Asher held the sword with his unbroken hand with a desperate determination. Time to think was a luxury. He was not willing to die a pitiful death without even making a last-ditch effort.

Fight!

Take a step and fly. Shake off the fear that clings to your body with a shout.

"Eww!"

The movements were dull. The remaining stamina fell to the ground and it was impossible to resist.

Still, it would be no problem to cut down Arsent. Even if he had gained some mysterious ability, it would be impossible for him to have acquired physical abilities.

Actually, Asher's prediction was right, but...

Pfft!

The butler suddenly intervened between Arsent and Ashe.

Stand tall!

In front of the butler, Ashe's fierce sword blade stopped as if time had stopped. Then, his trembling hand weakly dropped the sword.

Shake!

There was a loud noise as the dull metal clashed with the marble. Arsent burst out laughing at the sight.

"Oh, haha! Love is really scary. The butler knows he can't attack, but he still stops his sword?"

Arsent laughed heartily, but the reality was different.

Ashedo knew better than anyone that the butler was invincible. However, Ashedo didn't even notice the moment the butler got involved.

It's not that she lacks kinetic vision, but that she's physically at her limit. At the moment, she's struggling to maintain her field of vision.

So, there is only one reason why Asher stopped swordsmanship.

She was still not ready for murder. She felt a strong aversion to the act of taking a human's 'real life' directly.

Even in extreme circumstances, Asher was too kind to perform the killing practice.

'I don't know... anymore. Maybe it's because I don't have enough blood. My head just won't work.'

Her self-diagnosis was correct. She had suffered severe bleeding from the beatings of the demons.

If it weren't for Haley's urn, he would have been knocked over and butchered long ago.

Above all, the fact that the coin was completely useless drove Asher to despair. Even though he had two spare lives, it was not a situation where he could find a way to turn the tide.

dump!

Finally, the strength left my trembling legs.

My body, which had been overworked for a long time, was longing for rest.

It seemed more comfortable to turn off consciousness rather than continue thinking.

Even as the swirling chaos filled my head, one desire suddenly arose. At least, I didn't want to die being toyed with by Arsent...

"Butler..."

So, just before losing consciousness, she made her final request.

It was a time that was short if it was short and long if it was long. It appealed to the affection that had built up in that ambiguous time that was neither here nor there.

"You kill me."

─Activate the spellbook of unequal exchange.

The moment Asher made up his mind, the spellbook began to glow purple.

Originally, she wanted to offer up her own body to embody the butler's body while he was alive. Strictly speaking, she wanted the butler to be transformed into a human, not a ghost, and to adorn the final moments.

...... Still, even though she had made up her mind, her survival instincts were struggling because she didn't want to die. The concept of death was so scary. Even though she pretended to be strong, Asher was only a seventeen-year-old girl.

A kaleidoscope of lights flashed by, forming a panorama.

As he was reflecting on his life and finally reached the mansion, a woman's request stirred Ashe once again.

[I want to figure out the intentions of the cute knight who protected our young lady.]

The knight who protected the young lady. What a cute knight.

The loyal guard dog of the mansion... Haley. What that cute knight left behind...

......Haley's own body.

─Using Hayley's urn as a sacrifice, construct the butler's living body.

[Item: Hailey's Ashes disappear.]

[Grants the mansion's butler the power of life.]

...

......

[Rejection: The sacrifice is of a significantly low standard, making it impossible to construct the entire body.]

[Implementation: Builds up the target's right hand for 5 seconds.]

Hailey's urn was a reward for her outstanding contribution to Asher's progress.

By transferring the physical abilities of the spirit Hailey into a small human body, he was even able to achieve the feat of uniting with Madame Mirelda Neterto.

This Hailey's urn only embodies one of the butler's hands for exactly 5 seconds.

The cost-effectiveness was so bad that I lost my mind.

... I thought so.

─You kill me.

The butler complies with Asher's wishes.

"Yes, gladly. Ash."

.

.

.

[Warning: You have been removed from the ᚸᛈᛊ of the ᚢᚠᚱᚦ Mansion in another world.]

The moment when broken text fills Asher's blurred world.

Phew!

An ear-piercing roar was heard.

Blood sprayed like a waterfall, and in an instant, sixty-eight demons were destroyed.

The entire mansion, which seemed as if it would last forever, was engraved with neat, straight scars.

Kugugugugugu...

Asher lost consciousness as he witnessed the scene of the mansion collapsing.

[Think carefully about why I could hurt that man.]

Mirelda's advice sank into the depths of my fading consciousness.

        
            'It was a bad relationship until the end.'

The butler looked at the ghosts that had fallen in the day. They were the words of those who had once dominated the era and were called the stars of the empire.

The soul was bound to the mansion, transformed into a demon, and loyal to the royal blood just like 500 years ago. Yes, it was called by the hand gestures of Arsent, who resembled the royal family of that time.

Asher's legs were freed just by receiving one of their swords.

It is the natural result of the outcome.

Although they lost their intelligence, were transformed into hideous corpses, and had their abilities deteriorated due to the curse of the mansion, their true identities were the Holy Works that led the great empire to its heyday.

The ending where they were destroyed again by the butler can only be described as a continuation of a bad fate.

'I'm sorry, Arsent.'

The butler looked at Arsent's lower body, where half of his body had evaporated. If she had not been intoxicated by the power she had been lucky enough to gain, and had aimed for mutual prosperity even once, the results might have been different.

If he had such a personality, the butler would have been greatly shaken. However, in the end, Arsent was unable to overcome the limitations of the royal family that reigned 500 years ago.

As the butler was feeling lost, a message appeared before his eyes.

[The mansion collapses.]

[Recovery operation begins.]

.

.

.

[The mansion's reconstruction is complete.]

[Gives a time limit to visitors to the mansion.]

[At midnight on the next full moon, all living things inside the mansion will die.]

The mansion announces an extreme time limit.

The butler seemed to have a vague idea of the reason.

As the memories of the past become clearer, I begin to accept my fate. The decisive event was the return of part of my life body in exchange for Asher's use of the spellbook.

He finally recalled most of his memories.

Memories of an immature and sad past.

The karma of those who have lived their lives the wrong way.

A mass of time that I would like to turn back somehow.

I ended up remembering it all.

"..."

Exactly!

The butler snapped his fingers, and a reward descended from thin air.

[Item: Old Key]

[A key that can open any door only once.]

He put the old key in the pocket of the unconscious Asher's clothes. In addition, he absorbed the star fragment specified as a special reward into Asher's skin.

The work that needed to be done was finished.

The butler carried Asher in his arms and headed to the bedroom of Duke Herais Arkaden. The side that had burst while absorbing the star fragments had somewhat closed up, but it wasn't dramatic enough to completely heal her.

So the butler took out the wine that had been stored in the Duke's personal refrigerator.

[Item: Hereis' Wine]

[It frees the drinker from physical pain and rapidly heals wounds.]

The butler felt the cold drink and sneered.

'How foolish... Duke Arkaden.'

...and me too.

The butler stood in the same spot, dumbfounded, until Asher regained consciousness.

◇

I had a dream.

When the Emperor was wide awake, memories of a relatively peaceful time came back vividly.

I was under the illusion that the unchanging daily routine would continue forever.

She envisioned a future where she would marry a reasonably good groom and grow old quietly while enjoying decent luxury.

The brothers just became like antagonists, and Arsent tried to live with a soft attitude that if he apologized sincerely, they might accept it...

Swish, squeak.

But then a crack appeared in the world I was living in in my dreams. My whole body ached, and a strong sense of anxiety swept over me like a storm.

Asher recognized the worn-out reality in the middle of the collapsing dream world. It only took a moment for her to regain consciousness.

"Ugh...!"

Her whole body creaked like a doll made of scrap metal. Every part of her limbs ached as if they were pierced with razor blades. Even a quick glance showed her many wounds.

"Ugh..."

I groan in excruciating pain. I haven't come to my senses.

People who come back from the brink of death often experience extreme confusion. This is exactly what happened to Ashe.

My memories before and after losing consciousness were incomplete, and I was overly swayed by my emotions.

In the butler's hometown, this symptom is commonly defined as ICU syndrome.

Ashe looked around for a moment. The butler was caught in her sight.

"Did you sleep well? Ash."

"... Ha!"

He shamelessly asks how I am doing. He abandoned me like an old pair of shoes and stuck with Arsent, and yet he's here so nonchalantly...

Here...

By the way, what happened to Arsent?

... He's dead. Yes, he's definitely dead. I don't know why, but he's dead. So that's why he came looking for me without any shame, this guy.

In fact, this man's help to me wasn't out of favor, but out of obligation. After all, he had imprisoned an innocent man and unilaterally forced him to reveal the secrets of the mansion.

If you had even a modicum of conscience, it would have been natural to assist.

this...

Something like this...

In that horrible space where they scrape away the old dirt from the bottom of what was once a family... If you were in your right mind, you should help.

But how was it?

He betrayed me like turning over his hand. He pledged his loyalty to Arsent, who had gained mysterious powers.

I'm tired.

I don't want to wait, and I'm tired of seeing the dark side of people.

So, Asher threw a tantrum like a child throwing a tantrum and appealed.

"Please..."

She, who had been silencing the sound boiling deep in her stomach, suddenly shouted.

"Please get me out of this fucking mansion!!!"

She was covered in wounds.

Pus was pooling in her torn lip, blood was gushing from her knees and scabs were peeling off. Her dress was torn to reveal her thighs, as if she had thrown away her ladyship.

She was born on the earth as a human being and she shed tears in front of a mere butler.

But the butler stubbornly says,

"... It's out of my control. Ah, huh."

"Don't lie!"

She vents her anger. She lets out her frustration in a loud scream. But before her momentum can die down, a look of cowardice appears on Asher’s face.

"No, no. I was wrong. So don't lie... I'll do anything, okay? "

"Anything."

"Yeah, yeah. Anything...!"

Asher nodded vigorously. He was looking forward to it, even though he knew deep down that it was a promise that could not be kept.

Then the butler poured wine into a clean wine glass and handed it to Ashe.

Healing the wounds was the priority. And the emotions had to calm down. The conversation took priority after that.

"Drink."

"Please..."

"Shouldn't the injury be treated?"

Asher stared at the butler with eyes dripping with betrayal.

As he observes him, Asher learns to give up. This man will always be blunt and reserved.

"Ugh..."

He accepts the wine and gulps it down. He doesn't know what it is, but he subconsciously believes that it won't be harmful. He barely manages to suppress the laughter that is about to burst out in laughter at the ridiculous trust.

Strangely enough, the wounds healed quickly. New flesh grew over the cut knees, the split lips, and the excruciating wounds all over his body.

"Now is the time."

"... What?"

"We have to reveal the secret of the mansion."

What needed to be said had to be said, and what needed to be kept silent had to be kept silent. At least the intention was to give hints as much as possible.

But Asher hesitated and took a step back. His eyes, wide open and trembling violently, the whites of his eyes standing out.

Then Asher shouted, his face distorted with anger.

"I am the princess of the empire! The only daughter of the late majesty! Do you think I will leave you alone? Soon, you and this mansion will be burned alive!"

"..."

The butler nodded silently.

I sympathize with her anger. Especially when her judgment is still not perfect, her resentment must be extreme.

It was also my honest duty to take all the hate.

First, we had to calm them down and sit them down for a conversation.

The butler's plan was outlined like that, but Ashe, who was devoted to evil, immediately caused an emergency situation.

"... Oh, right. I'll do whatever you want. Okay. Can't you just get out of this mansion, dead or alive? "

Blame, blame, blame, blame, bang!

Suddenly, Asher, wearing a torn dress and barefoot, strode violently across the cold marble floor. Her senses were so exhausted that she slammed the door hard in anger.

"Ashe...?!"

The butler sensed something ominous and followed Ashe right away. And the moment he opened the closed door, he regretted having moved Ashe to Hereis Arkaden’s room.

The stairs leading to the fourth floor were right in front of us.

Thanks to that, Asher was already more than halfway up the stairs to the fourth floor.

"Wait, Ash!"

Boom, boom, boom!

The butler hurried up the stairs. But the more the butler became anxious, the more Ashe, ironically, quickened his pace.

As a result, the butler was only able to catch up with Ash after he reached the fourth floor.

... this was the best the ghost could do, barely able to obtain a form.

"Please wait, Asher. You are just waking up from a serious injury and your judgment is not perfect."

Perhaps the disappearance of Hailey's urn also played a part.

It is said that a strong mind resides in a strong body, but the current Ashe is just a girl who is stronger than others due to her royal family traits.

It would have been difficult for her to easily get out of this panic.

"Please, Asher. Calm down and listen to me."

"Calm down? Calm down? No, I'm in my right mind."

Asher stubbornly turned his back and walked forward bravely.

It was an act of life-disregard. In reality, Asher was acting as if he was throwing away his own life. It was close to the extreme tantrum of someone whose mind was pushed to its limit.

One step, two steps, four steps, Asher moves forward with a refreshing and brave spirit.

Asher, who was walking down the hallway as if he was asking me to come out and see something, looked very manly.

It wasn't long before Ashe, who had been mentally unstable for a while, began to feel uneasy.

... At some point, the butler's dissuasion is no longer heard.

Have you given up?

No, no. I am not a person who gives up so easily. Someone who is cunning enough to cling to Arsent would not let me go so easily.

"No way..."

Whoosh!

Look back quickly.

Immediately afterwards, I feel dizzy at the empty space that fills the hallway.

The ever-rising sense of discomfort calmed the agitated emotions and revived the fear.

Thud, thud.

Go back on the path you have taken.

I reached the location where I had heard the butler's worried dissuasion, feeling the bare marble skin.

"Uh, where are you...?"

No matter how much I looked around, I couldn't find the butler. Could it be that he went down the stairs alone?

At that moment, I was about to go down the floor, assuming a number of convenient cases.

Bam.

Something caught Asher's foot.

It was a diary.

Asher picked up the pitch-black diary as if possessed.

"This is..."

She read the title of the diary unconsciously.

[Arkaden Butler's Diary]

The bad feeling that had been lingering in my fingertips brought about belated regret.

        
            Ashe got her hands on the diary of the Arkaden butler. She didn't read the newly acquired diary right away. Instead, she focused her energy on searching for the missing butler.

I still feel resentful towards the butler. My anger has not subsided. What's more, my judgment, which I left behind on the brink of death, has not fully returned.

I was just being swayed by contradictory instincts.

It's hard to forgive him, but I still admit deep down that I need him.

He walked around the large mansion impatiently. He searched through every floor, looking for the butler's presence. As the sun was approaching, Asher collapsed somewhere on the third floor.

It was the place where Arsent met his end.

I felt a strong sense of foreboding. It felt like I was missing some important memory.

Ash, who had been racking his brain, wasted a lot of time there before finally finding the last piece of the missing puzzle.

"What have I done...?"

I knew that Arsent had died. It was just that the cause was unknown.

"He was a butler..."

Just before he fell, the butler picked up Ashe's sword, which had fallen nearby.

And then he cut it. It was a horizontal cut that drew a perfectly parallel line with the floor of the hallway.

The butler only swung his sword once, but everything in the direction the tip of the sword cut was severed as if it had cut through space.

Asher unconsciously dismissed the unrealistic sight as a dream and quickly forgot about it. It was a miracle that he even regained consciousness, since he was close to death from blood loss due to the puncture wound to his side.

"But... why?"

Still, the question remains unanswered. If that were possible, you should have betrayed Arsent long ago. Why at such an ambiguous time...

...we should have talked calmly.

Nothing is solved by using the excuse of panic after coming back from the dead. In the end, it's my fault for being weak. If I had been strong like Mirelda, even without Haley's urn... the situation would have been completely different.

A sense of inferiority came over me.

And the self-destructive thoughts brought about by self-loathing moved Asher's legs.

Let's go up to the 4th floor.

Now it was either I had to get out of this mansion or I had to die. Waging around for too long wouldn't change the future.

It was finally time to step onto the 4th floor again.

Again.

There was a small noise.

Asher's expression brightened suddenly. He thought the butler had shown up. However, in the direction where the sound came from, there was a completely different being.

"Girl...?"

It's a tiny new model.

She was a girl with pitch-black hair like the butler and matching black eyes. However, unlike the butler who had the appearance of an immigrant, the girl's impression was that of a typical imperial person.

As Asher was absentmindedly observing, the girl ran over like a rabbit sensing a presence.

"Hey, wait...!"

Asher quickly chased after the girl. However, the distance between them did not narrow easily. It felt as if the girl was moving by narrowing the space.

The girl finally stopped after a few moments of chase. When the opportunity finally came, Asher approached the girl.

It had a harmless-looking appearance.

If we really look at it, she was an incredibly cute girl.

'Somehow, the appearance seems to resemble someone I know... Is it because the butler's hair and eye color are exactly the same?'

Asher frowned and recalled her memories. That was a mistake. The girl started to move her feet innocently again, as if Asher was losing focus.

"Oh, wait! Why are you running away again..."

Tong, tong, tong.

The girl wandered around teasing Ashe, maintaining a subtle distance that seemed to keep her from ever leaving her sight.

It seemed as though the gap between them would never narrow for the rest of their lives unless the girl stopped voluntarily.

"Haa... Haa..."

Eventually, the girl headed towards a dead end. It was truly a corner of corners. It was a gloomy place that even servants wouldn't bother to visit unless something really important happened. The structure, which blocked the sunlight on three sides, added to the gloom.

On either side of the dead-end wall are two doors. One of them was particularly poorly maintained compared to the other rooms, and the other was a pure white door locked with a padlock.

The girl opened the poorly maintained door and closed it behind her as soon as she entered.

"What are you doing...?"

Asher slowly approached and opened the door the girl had entered through. Fortunately, it didn't seem to be locked from the inside.

But, strangely enough, the girl's new form disappeared like a ghost. Even though it was a desolate room with no shelter to be found...

Instead, there was a diary lying on the small, shabby wooden bed. Asher quickly reached for the newly found clue.

The title of the diary is...

[Letia's Diary]

"Letia...!"

It's a familiar name.

The name that Hayley had mentioned while becoming Buddha was Letia. And... she was also the person that Ash had guessed to be 'the lady of the mansion'.

But I thought it was a bit odd that such a precious young lady would keep her diary in such a shabby room.

"The butler's diary and Letia's diary are all gathered. This time, I might finally find out something..."

Ash took out the diary of the Arkaden butler and placed it next to Letia's diary. He only intended to read them in order. But suddenly, the two diaries were drawn to each other and merged into one book.

[Memories of our happy family]

The new diary on the bed read:

The moment Asher touched the diary.

Phalang!

A piece of paper fluttered from inside the book cover, and soon fluttered down to land on Asher's lap.

Naturally, Asher's gaze was fixed on the words written on the paper.

=====

<Our best dad in the world!>

My dad is the smartest person in the world!

Everyone respects our dad, and everyone follows our dad.

But I don't know my father's face.

So I've been waiting for the day when you would come to visit me.

Was it because I prayed to the stars every day? One day, my father came to visit me and hugged me tightly.

My dad is the world's greatest warrior!

In the fairy tale my father read to me, the warrior protects the princess.

Our father will also protect Letia.

Like a knight with a great sword, forever, forever, forever! As expected, Dad is Letia's only warrior!

... Yeah. That's right.

All along... All along...

At Letia's side...

I will protect Letia...

So, Letia is happy forever.

=====

Asher had to put a lot of effort into interpreting the writing, because the handwriting of a child was difficult to understand.

Even the grammar and vocabulary errors that were far removed from formal education required a paraphrasing process. If all the lines in the main text of the diary were like this, it seemed like I would have to wrestle with the diary for more than half a day.

"... Oh! Right."

Just in case, Asher took out all the diaries she had.

From Maid A's Diary, Maid C's Diary, to the Duchess's Diary. I arranged all the diaries I had on the bed, but they didn't bring about any unexpected changes.

It seemed that only Letia's diary and Butler Arkaden's diary were exceptions.

In the end, Asher carefully picked up [Memories of Our Happy Family] after putting the diary in his leather pouch without much success. He looked around once more.

"As expected... I can't see it."

No matter how much I thought about it, there was no suitable place for the girl who came in here to hide.

Most likely, he is not an ordinary human being. It would be reasonable to classify him as a type of monster.

I was reluctant, but decided to move on.

Ashedo also went through his own learning process. The girl's actions leading Ashed here were no accident. It was an inevitable part of the process to unravel the secrets of the mansion.

"The disappearance of the butler is probably in the same context...?"

Looking back, the disappearance of the butler was probably inevitable. I guess the structure was such that the butler would disappear and leave behind a diary the moment he set foot on the 4th floor.

Now, the time spent being bewildered by supernatural phenomena has become shorter. Thinking that the butler was at the center of such changes, I felt a sense of guilt.

"If we meet again...I want to apologize and talk properly..."

I felt depressed for some reason. Even if I was half-sane, that doesn't justify my past harsh treatment of him.

I'm worried that I'll never see her again and that I'll have to let her go. Whether it's the ending where Ashe dies or escapes...

I was afraid that the morning argument would be the last memory I had.

Although it was a strange relationship, it seemed like they were strongly bound by a kind of bond while sharing life and death in an extreme situation.

At that moment, Asher hit his own cheeks hard with both palms.

Crack!

A cold pain forcibly takes hold of my sanity.

Asher set his goals straight with determination.

This will most likely be the last time. If you overcome the final ordeal, you will have the chance to meet the butler again.

So, Asher steeled his resolve and opened the first page of his diary.

...

......

Chi-chik─. Chi-chik─!

At that moment, a noise popped up.

Exactly behind Asher. It was an empty space where nothing would have been placed.

"Huh...?!"

As soon as the sensation of the hairs on his entire body standing on end took over his nerves, Asher quickly turned around.

Whoosh!

[You saw it?]

The awkward, slow speech is drowned out by the menacing noise.

A small, dark, unknown monster with a shape like sparks was now behind Ashe.

Asher, who was trying to hurriedly escape from the burning sense of crisis.

It was a mistake. The real threat wasn't the child behind it.

Chijijik─!

In an instant, a large amount of noise multiplied from the diary she was holding, darkening her world.

        
            00:00, June 1, Year 493 of the Imperial Calendar.

A prophecy comes down from the temple.

[The abandoned witch will drop all seventy-two shining stars from the side of the wicked ruler, so be prepared and accept the price of your arrogance.]

23:00, October 31, Year 493 of the Imperial Calendar.

Madame Mirelda Neterto, murdered.

Note: No trace of resistance. Later, all witnesses to the body disappeared, and the case was closed as an unsolved case.

Imperial Calendar Year 493, November 1, 00:00. All Saints' Day.

...

......

The records of that day are lost.

The lines recorded in history books do not convey everything about the past. Human narratives are variable and sometimes secretive. That is why people are often enthusiastic about anecdotes recorded in history.

The truth behind history is moving. Learn how various heroes expanded the empire's territory and honor their sacrifices in resistance to the world's great evils.

Here, there is a being that decorates the pinnacle of the epic of the Epelante Empire's heroes.

brave.

He is a legendary figure who hunted the king of demons who was lurking in the magic realm with great power and stabbed a witch in the heart, thereby becoming a guild leader.

Opinions differ as to whether or not this is actually possible, but every child in the empire grows up idolizing the warrior.

What kind of person was he?

Although his deeds are clearly recorded, he was a mysterious person whose personality was shrouded in mystery.

Its opaque identity rather fascinated people and established itself as a source of pride for the empire.

Ambiguous records produced numerous unofficial histories, elevating the figure of the warrior to an ideal.

Some say he was a wise man who was well versed in learning.

Some argue that he was a great wizard,

It is said that the poet spoke and recited his own destiny as soon as he was born.

There were even jokes going around that she was a woman disguised as a man.

Isn't that funny?

The story of the person who unknowingly became a myth was completely ignored.

About 500 years ago, people who knew the warrior spoke with one voice.

He was a man.

Also, I was young,

He was nothing more than a weak and ordinary human being.

I lived my whole life as a coward and was kind enough to regret not having the courage.

He was just a petty man.

The evaluation of the man who became the myth of the empire converges like this.

Okay, back again.

Let's record the true history.

Imperial Calendar Year 493, November 1, 00:00. All Saints' Day.

The Epelante royal family performs a spell of unequal exchange in exchange for the body of Mirelda Neterto.

result.

Summon a hero from another world.

◇

November 1, 2024.

A time when warm temperatures turn cold.

It's early winter, and the sun is warm, but the shadows from the tall buildings are cold.

Asher opened his eyes there.

"Oh my...!"

Bang, bang!

Booo!

A strangely shaped cart rolls along the paved road. Even though it is getting dark, dizzying lights twinkle in all directions. It is a world where humanity seems to have banished the concept of darkness.

On the other hand, the clothing for both men and women was light. It was full of efficient clothing that only guaranteed the bare minimum of cold protection, without any dresses or shoulder roving.

An unknown world that makes you dizzy just by looking at it.

Even Ashe, who was trained in supernatural phenomena, had difficulty shaking off the feeling of bewilderment.

"What the hell is going on...!? Here!"

The memory of the previous moment is vivid.

[Memories of Our Happy Family] In an instant, noise multiplied and encroached upon the old room as if it were eating it up. When I woke up from losing consciousness, I found myself in this absurd scene.

"Hey, hey! You!"

Asher tried to stop a passerby and ask where he was.

Swish.

But her hand passed through it as if it had touched a mirage. This was the only way for Asher to appear as a wandering ghost.

"I really don't get it... I know the diary is trying to show something, but what is this...? No, but rather, are all the people foreigners?!"

Oh my, these foreign peoples have achieved such great development. I always thought of them as a people who needed guidance from the empire...

Asher observed the crowd for a while.

The strange carriages started and stopped in an orderly manner according to some kind of rule, and quite a few people were crowded in front of the dense white lines that crossed the road.

"Are those people also watching because they are curious...?"

Ashe, who passes through the crowd with ease like a ghost. It is true that curiosity was piqued regardless of the mechanism of the supernatural phenomenon.

Meanwhile, Asher's eyes lingered on a boy of the same age.

"Huh...?"

A boy of the same age, who had his feet crossed on the white line called a crosswalk, was wearing a white shirt and a navy knit top. Underneath, he was wearing smooth black cotton pants.

Asher was greatly impressed by the uniforms they wore. They looked like commoners, but the material of the clothes they wore seemed to be no less than that of nobles.

As surprising as these elements were, what caught Asher's eye the most was the boy's face.

"They look alike..."

He has a very, very similar appearance to the butler. I quickly put my suspicions aside since he could not possibly exist in this world, but it was inevitable that my eyes would be drawn to him.

The butler was a very strict, dignified, and serious man with a serious facial expression. On the other hand, the boy in front of him had an expression that would change dramatically if he was poked in the side.

Above all, the butler's physique was quite large. If I had to describe it, he was a man who looked skinny despite his clothes. Ashe had personally experienced his thick arms and strong torso.

There is a clear difference between this skinny boy and me.

It was when Asher was nodding his head alone.

Twinkle!

Suddenly, a green light appeared on the ground, and people began to cross the road all at once. The whole process was so unfamiliar that Asher walked side by side with the boy as if in a trance.

It was when they reached the middle of the wide road.

Kiing...!

The floor flashed purple. At first, I thought it was similar to the green light that signaled the signal. But suddenly, an intense sense of deja vu tightened Ashe's loose thinking.

I'm familiar with this light.

It didn't take long to come to mind.

When I used the Unequal Exchange Magic Scroll, it was exactly the same as the purple light that the magic scroll emitted.

Before anyone could properly perceive the situation, the purple light carved intricate letters on the floor, lighting up the world with a brightness brighter than the night view of Seoul.

Their world fell apart like a poorly put together clay doll.

◇

11/1/493 Imperial Calendar 00:00 - The Emperor's Audience Hall.

In the vast space where only the Emperor, the Holy See, and the Imperial Conjurer were present, a vacant seat was filled, however shallow.

"Ugh...?!"

Bang!

The boy struggled in the low air and fell to the ground with a thud. The emperor frowned at his reckless behavior.

"What... all of a sudden...? Where am I?"

The boy was confused by the sudden change in the background. Even late at night, it was not the bright Gwanghwamun, but a dark and cold indoor space.

In the midst of this absurd phenomenon, he began to wonder if he had unknowingly taken some drug disguised as a drug that would make him smarter.

Of course, I have never believed in such a scam, so I have to face the supernatural reality as it is.

Soon the boy recognized the presence.

An old man covered in a cloak, a man in uniform carrying a sword, and a middle-aged man who seemed to be claiming that he was the king were staring at me intently.

Are you dizzy from reading fantasy webtoons?

Was it true what that quack psychiatrist said about gaming being a disease?

As such an extreme trend of thought was accelerating, the powerful man sitting on the throne suddenly let out a sigh.

"Are you from another world?"

"What are you saying...?"

Of course, the language used was different.

The Emperor, as if he had expected it, handed over the interpreter's magic tool to the Holy Netherto. It was a one-of-a-kind item, ordered from Hereis Arkaden three months in advance.

Seongjak handed the ring to the boy and used body language to advise him to put it on immediately.

The transformation of consciousness occurred quickly.

"I'll ask again. Are you a being from another world?"

"Oops..."

It's amazing how the Emperor's words sound so natural.

The boy answered in a somewhat timid voice.

"Maybe... I think so...?"

I still doubt whether the situation I was in was real. Nevertheless, the cliché of the creative work latent in the boy's memory somehow managed to squeeze out an answer.

Honestly, I couldn't deny that my heart was pounding, regardless of my anxiety.

Another world. No way, no way, a summoning to another world...!

I used to believe that the only way for a South Korean man to be summoned to another world was to enlist in the front lines...

It was a development that I had only dreamed of.

As a boy who had just gotten over his second year of middle school syndrome, it was difficult to contain his excitement.

"Yeah... I see."

It was dark inside.

There was no light except for the moonlight streaming through the window, so the boy could not read the emotions of the Emperor and the Holy See.

"Your name is."

A simple question.

The boy expressed his excitement in a calm and composed manner, in contrast to when he had just been summoned.

"My name is Baekryun! So, my name is Yeon."

There was a brief silence after he revealed his name.

The gazes of the two powerful men looking at the ordinary, even innocent boy were extremely cold.

        
            Baekryeon was not good at hiding his awkwardness. Perhaps that was why his immature side was evident even in short conversations.

"Um... I have a question for you."

"Say it."

The emperor gave his permission. Then Baekryeon asked the appropriate question.

"Why was I summoned here?"

The person who answered the question was Saint Neterto.

"Because the empire is in danger right now."

The Holy Book of Neterto gave a long account of the circumstances that made it necessary to summon him.

The prophecy from the temple, the threat from the witch, and even the reason why only an otherworldly being can save them. A series of reasons were told to some extent without hiding anything.

Of course, the prophecy taught to Baekryeon was a cleverly edited version that packaged the imperial family as good.

"I see...!"

Baekryeon's eyes sparkled. She didn't even try to hide her swelling anticipation.

In fact, it was a reaction that could only be described as natural. An ordinary 17-year-old boy who was born and raised in the most peaceful and affluent generation since Dangun was full of things he didn't know.

According to his common sense, high school students summoned to another world should live an easy life without the need for studying, college, or dating. Having only seen stories like that, the boy who had been worried about his high school grades was happy about the current situation.

"Building. Guide the warrior."

"When can I start training?"

"Let me leave it to you."

"I will accept it, Your Majesty."

The Holy Netherto left the throne and approached the white lotus.

Wince!

Baekryeon shrugged her shoulders. She felt overwhelmed by the man’s huge physique looking down at her. She couldn’t help but compare herself to her skinny, small self.

"Follow me."

"Ah, yes...! So..."

"This is Robel Neterto. Please call me the Holy Work of Neterto."

"Oh, I see. Your Majesty the Holy Netherto."

Lobel gave a short bow and turned his back as he walked ahead. Baekryeon followed behind him, following his large back.

After that, only the emperor and the sorcerer remained inside the audience chamber.

The air was heavy. A stinging silence seemed to weigh heavily on the air.

In a space filled with such an atmosphere, the sound of tongue clicking broke the murderous silence.

"Tsk, should we entrust the fate of the royal family to 'that kind of thing'? And on top of that, they're foreigners...!"

"I'm sorry, Your Majesty... It's my fault."

"... No. Didn't you lose your entire life's magic for this one ritual? As promised, I will give you a title and a fiefdom for your descendants. "

"Glorious words."

The emperor issued an order to the sorcerer to banish guests. The sorcerer bowed profusely to show his respect and then quietly withdrew.

Now the last emperor left in the audience room rested his chin on the throne and bit his lip.

"Someone like that... is a warrior?"

It doesn't fit the castle.

A body of average height with no muscle to be found. And I didn't like his manners, his immature demeanor, and his rude manners.

According to records from previous generations, the beings of the other world were said to be extremely extraordinary.

It was written that he was not only tall and handsome, but also well-versed in many subjects, and that when he held a weapon, he showed off his power that surpassed all human beings. So, the emperor naturally expected that a great man with a different impression from the first time would be summoned.

Even to the point of forcing the absurdity of offering his wife to the most loyal of loyal subjects, the Holy See of Netherto...

But the result is this kind of child. Not only is he a foreigner who is treated as a barbarian, but he is also a black-haired and black-eyed human who is considered an ominous omen by the empire.

"Whoo!"

The emperor personally opened the door to the audience room and came out. Since all the people had left, there was no one to serve. Therefore, the emperor had to go downstairs and give orders to the servants on duty.

"Oh my, Your Majesty...!?"

"Stop."

The emperor was the one who stopped the attendant who was shocked by the ruler's presence with his hand. He then gave instructions calmly, trying his best to hide his feelings.

"Tell the Holy See to prepare a mask, gloves, and a wig."

"Yes! I understand, Your Majesty!"

You have to hide it as much as you can.

One day, if he had any decent achievements, he would be declared a hero. If it was discovered that he was a black-haired, black-eyed foreigner, the empire's prestige would plummet.

Since the public would never believe the nonsense that the hero is a human from another world, his skin color and hair color must be hidden at all costs.

... I guess it would be difficult to tell even the color of the pupils.

'Yeah... I guess the pupils don't matter.'

If you just get results, you can easily bury your pupils. If you just get results....

The emperor's face was grave as he was desperate to hide his wealth.

Meanwhile, Asher's face, which was directly observing the previous generation's corruption, was also not bright.

"You...! Why are you opening your eyes like that? Pak!"

Whoosh! Whoosh, whoosh!

... Ashe was the one who was throwing punches at his distant ancestors. There was little reason for him to be reluctant about such a tremendous flight.

In the end, it was thanks to this damn ancestor that I had managed to get through several extreme situations in the mansion. I just wished that I could hit this bastard just once, even if it was just once.

"By the way... So that's how it happened. Now I understand what Mirelda said."

The reason Mirelda was able to hurt the butler was because she was a 'true avenger'.

The butler entered this world because of her sacrifice, so Mirelda is the only one who is allowed to hurt him.

"But... Is he really a butler? He looks like a complete idiot..."

The disparity is too great compared to what was shown at the mansion.

One way or another, the answer was eventually pushed by the flow of time.

◇

December 1, 495 Imperial Calendar. My training grounds, the castle of Neterto.

It had been about two years since I was summoned to another world.

It's snowing under a cloudy sky. It's the first snowfall of the year, considerably later than usual.

Baekryeon, who was about to turn twenty, rolled around endlessly in the training ground of the castle of Neterto. He raised his sword while holding his wounded body. The tip of the sword, which was trembling, represented Baekryeon’s current position.

At that moment, Saint Neterto quickly closed the distance and swung his sword mercilessly.

Wow!

"Ouch...!"

Boom, boom, bang!

Rather than holding on, Baekryeon rolled over and swept the floor of the training ground several times. On the other hand, Neterto Seongjak showed off his extremely neat appearance. It was almost like a one-sided beating.

"... Up to here."

"Thank you..."

"..."

Shake!

Neterto threw down the sword he was holding and left without any hesitation.

I was getting really annoyed looking at that pathetic piece of shit every day.

"This is useless. It seems like you're more afraid of attacking people than of getting hit..."

There have been many changes in the meantime.

Among them, the most noticeable change would have to be his physique and strength. Perhaps because he is in his growth period, he has changed so much compared to when we first met. Whenever I noticed this change, my heart would sink.

But when he started teaching swordsmanship in earnest, he had no choice but to completely overturn his previously positive evaluation.

Baekryeon was a child who was no different from a plant when it came to holding a sword.

I can't seem to get rid of the habit of flinching every time I swing my sword, worried that I might hurt my opponent.

They are so reluctant to hurt people... no, life, that they can't even hunt properly.

I still vividly remember the way he lowered his head when I sarcastically asked him how he usually eats meat.

"Just to call something like that, Mirelda..."

His grip tightened. His fingernails dug into the calluses, opening the wounds.

... Mirelda Neterto was not originally destined to die.

The Emperor wished for her death, but the Holy See never wished for it. So he even condoned the act of deliberately stealing a note containing the plan to kill her.

Mirelda was a skilled swordsman. As the daughter of a Viscount who assisted the Margrave, she had more than enough talent.

In this situation, Seongjak personally led the way. It is impossible to even deal with mediocre weapons.

Since he knew this better than anyone, he sent a common assassin. The usual Mirelda would have easily defeated the assassin. After that, he wanted her to spread the word far and wide that she herself had been threatened with assassination.

As the rumor spread, the Emperor would have become more worried. At this time, Seongjak planned to personally appease the Emperor and induce him to give up his plan to summon the warrior.

"Why on earth... why did you die? Mirelda..."

For some unknown reason, all plans went awry. Mirelda met her end with a stab in the chest by a mere savage assassin.

It felt like the sky was falling down, but I could never show it. Also, I thought that in order to not make Mirelda's death in vain, it would be better to offer up her body to summon the warrior.

"How unfair..."

With just that level of skill, he can't even keep up with the seventy-two current top-tier artists.

The fact that I sacrificed my companion for a human who could be replaced by a single piece of art was so disgusting and disgusting.

"... At least it might be better to give them some practice so they get used to killing."

◇

There were still white lotuses left in the training ground.

The training suit and black gloves covering the entire body were visually suffocating. The mask, which was thick and thick, was the finishing touch to that visual burden. The wig, which featured soft brown hair, was perfect.

"You're working hard."

The man spoke to Baekryeon, who was sitting down.

"Your Majesty Ladem."

"Is it only been three days? I must be busy with work."

Unusually, Lord Radem was a vassal of the same title, Lord Neterto.

It is not surprising, they say. There was an implicit hierarchy even among the same concubines, and the Concubine of Neterto was the best of them all and the brightest star in the empire.

Because he was that kind of person, the same Sungjak would have volunteered to be his aide.

"Mr. Neterto has strange feelings for you. He's not usually like that, so I wonder why he's acting like that?"

"I guess it's because I'm... frustrated."

"Because you can't hit people?"

"... Maybe."

Over the past two years, Baekryeon has come to realize how foolish her past self was.

The excitement over being called a warrior only lasted for the first week.

It seems like only yesterday that I was given a mask and wig and told to wear them at all times as they were secret weapons and a secret weapon. And I was so taken in by those words that I took the initiative to wear them.

But as I started training, I felt something was strange.

The routine of waking up at dawn and going to bed close to midnight began. No rest was allowed, even though my lungs felt like they were going to burst. No matter how many times I threw up, I was forced to undergo training that was close to overwork at every moment.

There were times when I cried and begged for a break. Of course, it was not accepted.

Only then did I realize how comfortable the world I used to live in was. Worrying about things like high school grades was actually the greatest luxury I could afford.

... Still, I tried to find the positive side of my difficult daily life. Otherwise, I wouldn't have been able to survive tomorrow.

So, I just held on, looking at the one advantage that my body was changing every day.

But when Seongjak started taking swordsmanship classes, all of his self-imposed values were shattered.

In the work, the protagonist who was summoned to another world fights people very simply, and sometimes even kills them.

When I watched the protagonist's journey through my smartphone, it seemed really easy.

... but the reality was quite the opposite.

He finds it difficult to even carelessly point a knife at an animal, let alone a person. As soon as he becomes the subject of killing or wounding someone directly, his mind turns white.

I don't understand how people can hit people so carelessly. It really doesn't make sense.

Foolishly, I realized it too late. The creation was just a creation.

"If I do better...I'm sure it'll be okay."

"... Yeah."

Radem Seongjak taps me on the shoulder and leaves.

Baekryeon looked around the training grounds, then confirmed that she was alone and took off her mask.

His face, drenched in sweat, quickly cooled as the cold wind blew by.

Baekryeon crouched down and quietly muttered.

"I want to go back... home."

I miss the school where we were all friendly with each other without the usual fist fights. The image of the small room where I used to read webtoons on a soft bed before going to bed is now becoming more and more vague.

"What should I do...I can't remember my family's faces..."

I guess it's because I'm stupid.

You're such a fool that you know that you have to hurt people to survive, but you can't put it into practice.

It's so stupid and tactless.

"..."

Asher silently watched the boy who was increasingly resembling the butler she had seen at the mansion.

        
            Inside my office by the Holy See's Netherto.

The two men, including Adjutant Ladem Seongjak, were finishing up some paperwork and having a short chat.

"Mr. Neterto? I've been wondering for a while, but is there a reason why you treat that child so harshly?"

"Let me just say that I'm also trying to find out the reason."

The Holy See only gave vague answers. It seemed as if he had no intention of being honest. Accepting this, the Holy See nodded calmly.

"Yes, well, I guess there must be a reason for that. You are the brightest star of the empire, of all people."

So, Radem Sungjak cleared up his doubts. He only asked because he was a little nervous, but he had no intention of actively taking action in the first place.

Wouldn't it be a waste to create trouble for a brat who doesn't even have a title?

"Oh, but I have to give you one negative piece of advice. This is something I've heard from experience, but it's said that a person's aversion to violence won't change even if they die?"

As if an unexpected topic had caught the attention of his lord, the narrow eyes of the Holy See's wife glanced at him.

"The son of a hunter I know was exactly like that. He had to catch something to make a living, but he was scared of killing animals or something. Whether you hit him with a whip or gently coax him, he never listened."

"So, what happened?"

"Wow, this is another great thing. He ran away from home because he thought he would be beaten to death by his father, but he came back as a famous merchant. Anyway... The point is that even before he was beaten to death, the kid decided to run away from home instead of going hunting. He was only ten years old at the time. "

"I see..."

Even after hearing the adjutant's advice, there was no worry on the face of the Holy See's Neterto. Instead, his eyes were fixed with a firm determination, as if he had made a firm decision.

"What do you think of that child's skills?"

"Well, if you attack properly, he'll do it whether he knows it or not... Well, at least his physical abilities are excellent, right? I wonder if he's really that skinny guy. His growth is unbelievable."

"If I challenge you to a duel, what do you expect the outcome to be?"

At his master's question, Raden Castle's breath escaped his nostrils.

"Are you talking nonsense? If you're the kind of guy who would cower just by holding a weapon, you can take his neck off in 1 second."

"I think it's safe to say that there is absolutely no room to replace the existing masterpiece."

"Of course."

"... Okay."

As we talked, Neterto's determination to complete the work was completely solidified.

A boy summoned as a warrior is of no use. He will be a hindrance to a witch who has the power to destroy a country.

In the end, all we can trust is the 72 stars shining in the imperial sky.

'If you really can't prove your usefulness... there's no need to endure it.'

Since last time, he had been worrying about many things. How to instill violence in a boy who was not developing at all.

Then he came to one conclusion. The reason there was no progress was because the world was still too comfortable for the boy.

Of course, that's true. They train him to kill, but they don't actually intend to kill him. The boy may know that, and so he just gets through each day.

Therefore, the Holy See gave its own answer.

That massive shock therapy is needed.

The time has come to shatter his comfortable daily life into pieces.

"... Send a letter to the Northern Margrave."

"Do you have business in the North?"

"No."

He revealed his feelings indifferently.

"It's not me who's going north."

◇

January 1, 496 Imperial Calendar.

It was the New Year when Baekryeon turned exactly twenty years old.

He set foot on the North alone. The Northern Margrave, perhaps on the request of His Majesty the Count of Neterto, personally came out to greet Baekryeon and brought her into his mansion.

It wasn't exactly welcoming.

Although she had only sent the guest in as an example, Baekryeon felt her heart pounding at the kindness she had received for the first time in a long time.

"You must have had a hard time coming alone. The railway is not connected yet, so you have to take a carriage. As for me, I wish Duke Arkaden would try a little harder."

According to the Count, Duke Arkaden, who appeared like a supernova one day, completely changed the way of life and culture of the empire. In fact, it was so highly praised that the history of the empire was divided into before and after his appearance.

I was jealous. If I were that great, my life might have taken a different direction.

It was a world of difference from him, who had nothing to boast about other than the grandiose history of being summoned from another world.

"Do you need time to recover from the aftereffects? If not, how about having a dinner party together?"

"I'm sorry, Your Majesty. Please bring the food to my room so I can eat it alone."

"Hmm, I see."

In fact, the first impression that Baekryeon had of Byung-baek was not good. Not only the stuffy clothes, but the mask was the most unpleasant.

Perhaps he declined the invitation to the dinner party because he didn't want to show his face. I wonder how ugly his appearance must be.

To put it simply, the person looked gloomy.

'Oh, by the way, when you said you were going to send personnel to the Demon Realm, I was wondering who would come...'

A not-so-reliable man came.

What further disturbed the Count's mind here was a very special request from the Holy See.

'You want all the elite soldiers to be sent with Izawa to be beautiful women? Even though it is Seongjak's request, I can't understand his intentions.'

Even if you don't understand, you must grant the request of the Holy See. Although their ranks are similar, the other party is the Emperor's closest confidant who receives the Emperor's full trust.

There's no point in going against the grain.

'For now, I have no choice but to do as I'm told...'

As expected, there are many excellent elites in the new kingdom, and among them, there are definitely some women with exceptional beauty.

The problem is... there are few women who would obediently carry out this blatant order among those who meet the conditions.

Therefore, the Count had no choice but to secretly summon a select few people to his office and honestly tell them the truth.

So, three people in total sat down in front of the Count, whose sense of indebtedness was evident.

"... Count?"

"Speak, Miss Aerin."

"Let me start by saying, I'm married, right?"

"Well, um, I know."

"Ah... yes."

I know. I should know.

How easy would it be for a woman to be selected as an elite in a country where even men have a hard time surviving? Naturally, the personal information of such a unique person would be stored in one's head.

"Even Jenna has a husband. Selena is the only one who is still single."

Selena shivered as she was singled out for something different. Her transparent white hair swayed beyond the shoulders covered by the wizard’s robe.

In a scene full of resentment, the Count of Change waved his hand.

"Wait, I understand what you're trying to say. However... I'm not specifically asking you to 'receive' that kind of 'hospitality'. It only says to bring me along... Just come and inspect the demonic realm together."

"What if he tries to harass us?"

"Withdraw immediately. I will guarantee that right under my authority."

When the change of Count came out like this, they couldn't refuse. They felt uneasy, but since they had obtained the safety device, they couldn't express their dissatisfaction.

Given these conditions, it would have been nothing more than a mission to explore the Demon Realm together...

"... Okay. I'll accept it. What are you guys going to do?"

"If you don't mind."

"I'll accept it too."

As even the most feeble Selena accepted the mission, the Count's facial muscles slowly relaxed.

The changeling Count was quite anxious about the party that had been creaking from the start. Still, he tried to erase it from his mind, thinking that nothing could happen.

It was three days later that Baekryeon and her new companions met.

◇

April 1, 497 Imperial Calendar. The Magic Realm

On the surface, Baekryeon's mission was to track down the worst villains who had committed crimes in the empire and fled to the Demon Realm.

He spent one year and three months in the toxic realm for that one mission. If he had been alone, something might have gone wrong, but fortunately, he had good colleagues by his side.

"Okay, the Masu meat soup is done!"

Aerin proudly declared the completion of her cooking. She was a woman with a healthy beauty, with slightly tanned skin that matched her passionate red hair.

In addition, he was a warrior who was skilled in handling spears and had nimble movements.

"Thank you for your hard work in purifying the meat, Selena."

"No problem."

Selena blushed at Aerin’s compliment. The color of her rosy cheeks was the same as her own red eyes, like a rabbit’s.

"Can't you see that I'm being unrestrained?"

Jenna grumbled in a sarcastic tone. However, Eirin, who was the same age as Jenna, was busy teasing her.

"Are you jealous of your younger sibling? Let's get along, okay?"

"Be quiet!"

"Hehehe..."

Selena let out a faint sigh as she watched her two older sisters bickering.

Despite being surrounded by the harsh environment of the Demon Realm, the atmosphere was friendly. They had overcome many hardships together and were often close friends, so it was a natural result of their deepening affection.

"Oh, I almost forgot my other brother."

At that moment, Eirin, who felt the empty space, gestured exaggeratedly towards the young man far away.

"Hey, other brother! Stop standing guard and come here, the meal is ready!"

"... Yes! Ms. Eirin! "

Baekryeon, whose stomach happened to be empty, reacted immediately.

He looked like he was just hanging out with the crowd.

Compared to when I stayed at the Neterto Castle, the white lotus was completely different.

He became a little more confident and his expression became much brighter.

If I had to pick one thing that had changed enough to be easily recognized, it would be the exterior.

Baekryeon no longer wore a wig, and he walked around without his gloves and mask. He roamed freely, as if he was announcing to the world that he was an immigrant.

... and, throughout all this time, I have never had blood on my hands before.

"Yeoniya, it looks delicious. Isn't it?"

"That's right. I guess they're much more skilled than us."

"Haha, is it because of experience?"

Selena whispered very quietly, knowing that her two older sisters were very sensitive to the word age.

Baekryun and Selena sitting around a campfire chatting.

It was a scene where warm air spread comfortably.

... It was a time when such a harmonious scene unfolded.

The woman, observing them like an intruder, was repeatedly clenching and shaking her fist.

It was Asher.

She is nothing but a ghost of this world,

At a distance that is burdensomely close,

With both eyes wide open,

I was watching the two people chatting away.

"Hey!!!"

Mr. Park, just...!

        
            Not long after arriving at the change, Baekryeon began her journey with three beauties. This was the result of the influence of the Holy Works of Neterto in the formation of the squad.

There are two possibilities.

I hoped that Baekryeon would love a woman, no matter who it was in the group. Unrequited love was fine, but if it was true love, it would be the icing on the cake.

I expected that a man would draw his sword to protect his woman. I thought that as he gained more and more experience, his aversion to violence would disappear.

It's okay if there is no current between the man and the woman. Then the remaining one's only option is to strangle Baekryeon.

Currently, a creature named the 'King of Demons' is living and breathing in the Demon Realm. It is a monster that Baekryeon's skills can never defeat.

If I can't become stronger, I'd rather die. The Netherto Castle gave Baekryeon a choice between two options.

It wouldn't be easy to encounter the king of demons in a world as big as a small country...

You will encounter him someday as you carry out your mission to catch the villain who escaped to the Demon Realm.

That would be the case. It is true that the criminal escaped, but he would have died a long time ago. The search period will be longer as they search for the nonexistent opponent.

Under this plan of Neterto's work...

November 15, 497 Imperial Calendar. The Magic Circle.

Nearly two years had passed since the first journey, and the mission was supposed to be abandoned if the sinner was not found by the New Year.

The four people, including Baekryeon, began to show their increasingly excited mood. It was natural, as the end of the arduous mission was just around the corner.

"Ah, I miss you so much... my husband."

"I miss you too. If you've set up a new life while I'm away, I'll burn you alive."

Jenna agreed with Eirin's grumbling. The mission was even more painful because they were the only two women in the group, one married and the other newlywed.

"If my husband has his own house, I'll ask him to help me. I'll chop the firewood."

"That's good."

The conversation between married women is truly creepy. As I listened, Baekryeon felt her shoulders slump for no reason, even though she had done nothing wrong. For some reason, just being with those two people made me feel like I was committing a sin.

Selena, a girl of the same age, chuckled at Baekryeon's reaction.

The playful Eirin immediately put her arm around Baekryeon's shoulder as soon as she observed the strange atmosphere. Then, she asked a question in a tone that showed her characteristically cheerful personality.

"Hey, little brother. What do you want to do after the mission is over?"

"Um... Shouldn't we go back to the capital? After all, there are things I have to do as a warrior."

Baekryeon was more open to the group than they had imagined. She not only took off her disguise and revealed that she was an alien, but she also confessed that she was actually a human from another world.

"Huh? You're going back right away? Don't you have any regrets, do you?"

"Can I stay for a few days? I can't just settle down in the new place, so..."

"This..."

Aerin glanced at Selena.

The look of disappointment was evident.

As an older sister who knew a long time ago that Selena had feelings for Baekryeon, I felt sorry.

"There's no choice... Yeon-i has a mission to defeat the witch."

Selena spoke as calmly as possible. She was someone you shouldn't have liked from the start. She was a warrior who had been summoned with the mission of saving the empire.

He was an unsuitable match for a commoner who grew up in a remote area. Instead, he was a man who should be hanging out with the dazzling noble ladies of central society.

"Ugh...!"

While Selena was feeling pessimistic, Aerin barely managed to swallow the words that were about to rise to the tip of her throat.

'Haa... Baekryeon, this guy, he's a really good guy, except for the fact that he's clueless!'

Surprisingly, Baekryeon was the type that was eaten in the change.

The change is full of men with macho tendencies. Selena also grew up seeing such men all the time. It was during this time that she ended up spending a long time with Baekryeon.

He is clumsy but kind. And he has a personality that takes care of others more thoughtfully than himself. Above all, his speech is very different. Compared to other men, he melts away. Erin sometimes says that it makes her feel uncomfortable.

It seems like this aspect has worked quite well for Selena.

At first, they were just a bunch of squeaky-squeaky people. However, as they traveled, everyone gradually got to know the person called Baekryeon, and the atmosphere completely changed.

'Tsk, I understand Baekryeon's situation, though.'

It's obvious even without looking.

Just looking at the part where they force people to wear stuffy wigs and masks all the time, you can see how Baekryeon was treated.

They probably brainwashed and coaxed a child who knew nothing.

What about overly harsh training? The strength of Baekryeon right now is not something that can be created in just two years.

The humans of this world may be special, but they must have had to endure life-or-death training every day. And yet, they have never received a single compliment.

The image of her being so happy at just one word of “well done” is still vivid. Baekryeon’s self-esteem was hit hard.

Obviously, he would have lost the expectation that people would like him, especially if it was from a rational perspective.

It is a great development to confess that I am an immigrant and to become a little more outgoing. I think I will have to rot in a prison of praise for another four years to come to my senses.

That was when.

Rustle!

It was the sound of rotten leaves being stepped on.

"Beyond the bushes on the left!"

The relaxed atmosphere became tense in an instant.

Immediately afterwards, a loud noise rang out, as if it were a signal for the start of war.

Booo!

Thud. Thud. Thud. Thud. Thud.

A giant monster several times the height of an adult came barreling through the bushes.

It had three huge horns on its head like elephant tusks, and eight thick legs on its spider-like body.

The hideous monster charged forward, carrying a tremendous burden.

"Please, all three of you!"

Tat, tat, tat!

First of all, Baekryeon threw herself at the monster without hesitation. Compared to the opponent’s huge body, Baekryeon’s grown body was incredibly small.

Wow!

However, the monster that was charging forward as if it would trample and kill everything in its path was stopped by the White Lotus shield.

"Every time I see you, you're so strong! You'll definitely be able to do your job as a man!"

Pfft!

Eirin jumped high. She stomped around the monster's body, reached its face, and swung her spear at it, gouging out its eyeball.

"Keeek!"

A loud roar shook the area.

Aerin retreated, unable to withstand the noise pressing on her eardrums. Jenna and Selena's magic took shape behind her.

"I'll help you, Sister Jenna!"

"You're doing great!"

Jenna was a wizard who specialized in combat, and Selena was a wizard who assisted in combat. Although they were both wizards, their specialties were different.

Boom, boom!

When Jenna shot an arrow carved with flame, Selena would amplify its power to the max. In addition, Selena's important role was to prevent any accidents where fire would start in the surrounding area.

"Booo!"

The monsters, howling in pain, wanted to deal with them, but their bodies would not obey their will.

Even though a small human blocked his path with a shield, he couldn't take a single step forward. Even his comrades supporting him from behind could not help but admire his brute force.

Kuung!

The short battle finally ended after Eirin stabbed the guy in the gut with her spear. This was the story of how Baekryeon had spent almost two years in the Demon Realm and yet had no experience of getting bloodied.

"Whew..."

Baekryun retreats from the monster's corpse.

I still vividly remember the bewildered faces of the group when a warrior confessed that he was afraid of violence.

But after hearing the story of the world Baekryeon lived in, he understood and said that it could be so.

So, the alternative chosen was the vanguard with a shield, a position that was perfect for a coward who was stupidly strong.

In fact, Baekryeon's physical abilities are increasingly beyond the realm of understanding as time passes.

Baekryeon, a human from another world, is a free person who has escaped from the laws of this world. Fate and common sense actually do not hinder Baekryeon at all.

"Are you okay, Yeon-i? Are you injured?"

"Yeah. I'm fine."

"Thank goodness... There's not much time left, but if I get hurt, it'll be too frustrating."

Selena's smile was faint like moonlight. However, Baekryeon couldn't tell the subtle difference because they were all faint smiles.

"Oh my gosh, I'm dying..."

"It's a sin to grow old, it's a sin..."

Just then, Erin and Jenna made exaggerated gestures to express their pain. Only then did Selena realize her shame and run towards the two married women.

Of course, Jenna, who had been firing magic from behind, was fine, and Eirin was only slightly scratched.

It was then that Selena began using her auxiliary magic to heal Aerin's wounds.

Wow!

Jenna and Erin put their arms around Selena's shoulders and forcibly pulled her away. Selena was taken aback by their sudden and forceful actions of distancing themselves from Baekryeon.

"Sister Airin? Sister Jenna? What, what's going on?"

"What's going on! What were you just doing? My brother has a mission, so that's the end of it?"

"Right, what does that have to do with anything? If you have a mission, you can't even have a wife?"

"Ah, my wife...!"

Selena's face turned bright red, to the point where it was hard to tell the difference between her red eyes and her skin.

"I think it's a huge opportunity? I'm not a racist, but honestly, who would take an immigrant?"

"And you have black hair and black eyes? It took me a long time to break my prejudice, so how much harder must it be for other people? No one else would like you."

The advice from the two married women wasn't just for Selena. It was also advice for Baekryun.

If you are a black-haired, black-eyed immigrant, you might really live your entire life as a bachelor in the empire. Baekryeon has the conditions that make it completely unfamiliar to even get hit by a rock while passing by.

Therefore, it would not be an exaggeration to say that the incident that Selena fell in love with was a miracle that happened to Baekryeon.

"What if the child leaves for a change? Why don't you just follow him?"

Selena's eyes trembled as if an earthquake had occurred at his truly logical statement.

"But, but..."

Selena tapped her index fingers together and poured out her heart.

"Yeon-i is actually a really good girl... Even though she looks bad, someday people will recognize Yeon-i's good points. You know how cool Yeon-i is, right? But when that day comes, what will happen to Yeon-i if a commoner magician takes the place of the warrior?"

"Oh, right."

"Oh..."

I sat there looking far into the future. More than that, I want to rebuke you for being so cool because of your bean pods. Besides, if that's what you're worried about, shouldn't you make it a fait accompli sooner?

... were two older sisters with somewhat predatory values.

"Then you'll just let me go? Without telling me how you feel?"

"That's..."

Selena trailed off. Her obvious hesitation made her conflict transparent.

"See, honestly, you don't like it?"

"..."

"Let's do this. You confess on the day your brother leaves for the next semester. Wouldn't that be better than regretting it for the rest of your life?"

"Eirin is right. And as you said, I hope someone recognizes the good points of Baekryeon, but what if not? Are you going to confess again when you're both in your thirties or forties?"

This is for you, but it is also for Baekryun.

They were two advisers who passionately persuaded each other with their own altruistic logic.

"Ugh..."

And, the sincerity of the two people was finally rewarded.

"Okay..."

"Selena...!"

"As my sisters said... If this mission is over and I return safely to the border..."

Selena clasped her trembling hands together, as if trying to keep a firm resolve in her heart.

"I will convey my heart to Yeon-i."

As soon as Selena declared her intention, the two people who had their wishes granted cheered.

He shouted so loudly that Baekryeon turned her gaze in his direction, but he managed to cover it up with a calm demeanor.

The fruits of long persuasion and effort have sprouted on the gloomy land of the Demon Realm.

The sprouts were so fragile and delicate that the stems were so thin that they could break even with a slight touch.

        
            December 23, 497 Imperial Calendar.

The laws of weather do not apply to the Magical Realm. The white snow falling from the sky visits the ground without discrimination. The sleet that piles up so gently turns the dark Magical Realm white.

"Christmas? Is there such a day in Yeon-i's world? What kind of holiday is it?"

Selena asked. Baekryeon added an explanation, recalling a vague memory of Christmas.

"Um... It was a day to celebrate the birth of the Son of God. And everyone had a custom of giving and receiving gifts."

"Somehow it's romantic..."

"Right?"

In fact, regardless of its essence, I had a strong feeling that Christmas was a holiday for lovers. So Selena's intuition that it was romantic was quite surprising.

"Now that the exploration of the Demon Realm is coming to an end... I want to give everyone a present, but I don't have any. It's a little late, but I definitely want to give them a Christmas present on New Year's Day."

They are really nice people.

Even though there was one man in the group of women who was stuck like an awl in their pocket, they always took care of him. Instead of criticizing him as a coward who was afraid of killing, they put their heads together and thought of another way.

Also, for the first time since stepping into this world, I felt a sense of belonging and stability. Ironically, the barren and poisonous realm of the devil was more comfortable than the splendid castle.

If possible, I would like to stay in the process of change.

I feel like I could become friends with Jenna and Eirin's husbands soon. I have that feeling.

"... Thank you. While wandering around the Demon Realm, I never forgot to be grateful to Selena, Jenna, and Ayrin. "

"Yeon-i too, don't say anything..."

I don't want to forget the memories of this journey.

How wonderful it would be if I could wrap up the memories of the past two years in a bundle that would protect them from oblivion and hide them in a corner of my subconscious. And whenever I feel depressed while staying in the splendid capital, I want to unwrap the bundle and reminisce about this moment.

"Yeon-iya, can I ask what the capital is like?"

"Um... There are quite a lot of people. The building is big... And, also..."

There Baekryeon was speechless.

During the two years I spent in Seongjak, I never went out even once. I just lived in the mansion, where I was clothed and fed.

I thought I shouldn't go outside yet.

I felt that I had no freedom to enjoy freedom outside. I was supposed to save the world, but I was telling myself that laughing, making noise, and playing was pathetic.

The surroundings led Baekryeon to voluntarily wear the restraints. In this other world where he had no connections, Baekryeon, who was just an innocent boy, had no immunity to gaslighting.

I didn't know that it was eating away at me, and it was an ongoing process.

"... I'm sorry. I don't remember."

"Sorry? If I were to apologize for every single thing like this, I would have to apologize every day too."

"Selena? Why?"

"Look at the day before yesterday. I almost started a big fire while trying to catch a monster because I was too clumsy. And..."

Selena brought her lips close to Baekryeon's ear and whispered very quietly.

"Actually, I dozed off a little bit while I was on guard duty yesterday? Seriously, really really, just for a little bit..."

"Foot, haha..."

It was Baekryeon who laughed for the first time in a long time. Selena was happy to see his laughter after such a long time.

"Are you laughing?"

"Uh... That, um..."

Baekryeon sensed the awkward atmosphere and immediately became serious. However, Selena was so surprised that she just let out a genuine laugh.

It seemed like she was starting to read Baekryeon's mind. Selena, who had guessed his mistakes, burst into laughter.

"Ahaha, ahahaha...!"

"Selena...?"

"No, Yeon-i really... can't read the mood in strange places?"

"Mi, sorry..."

"No need to say sorry."

Selena brought her index finger to Baekryun's lips.

"Yeon-i just laughed off the mistake I just mentioned, right? We're the same. There's no need to feel sorry for mistakes that aren't even that kind of mistake."

"Ah..."

"Let's laugh together, Yeon-i. After all, tomorrow is the original world's anniversary, right?"

Tomorrow is December 24th.

It was originally a holiday called Christmas Eve in the world. And it was also about 8 days left until the withdrawal of the Demonic Realm.

This is difficult.

I should laugh out loud like Selena said, but I feel bitter as I realize that the new year is approaching.

"Yes, I have something to ask..."

"Yeah, what is it?"

"If... This is just a case, but if I go up to the capital, will I be able to adapt?"

"Adapt and stop."

Baekryeon rarely answered with confidence.

"Now I'm walking around the Demon Realm without any problems, so there's no way the capital would be worse than the Demon Realm, right?"

"Ahaha... That's right. That's right. I guess I was stupid."

It was a paradoxical answer. On the subject of the capital being more dangerous than the demon kingdom, he expressed the exact opposite opinion to Selena.

When Baekryeon smiled bitterly, Selena leaned forward with her upper body on her back.

"Then... Shall we go up to the capital together?"

"What?"

To Baekryeon, who couldn't bring herself to say, "Are you serious?", Selena spoke while twisting her snow-white hair.

"Hmm. I've heard rumors that the capital treats assistant wizards better, and I also want to try on a pretty dress and stuff, and, um, and, um, that's it. That kind of stuff..."

Selena's rambling became increasingly amusing towards the end. Perhaps that was why she was being given such empty promises.

"If you come to the capital, I'll buy you a dress."

"Really? You're going to go buy it with me?"

"Of course."

"Is it a promise?"

"Okay, I promise."

Baekryeon held out her little finger to Selena, who kept checking.

Selena just stared blankly at the meaningless gesture. Then Baekryeon herself linked her little fingers and stamped a seal with her thumb.

"In our world, it's like this when you make a promise."

"Wow... This is so romantic! Yeon-i's hometown seems to be filled with romantic things..."

Romance. It may not be an easy task to find romance in a landscape where bleak high-rise buildings obscure the mountains and rivers.

Baekryeon felt more romantic about the present, having a companion she could open her heart to, than about making a promise with her pinky.

Meanwhile, the married couple who had been following Baekryeon and Selena's footsteps were looking at the two with pleased eyes.

"What do you think? Does it seem possible?"

"It's ambiguous... I can bet my husband that he'll accept my confession if I confess to him now. But I don't think the reason he accepted my confession is because he loves Selena."

"Well, that's the problem..."

If it were Baekryeon, she would accept it not because of affection, but because she was happy about the favor. It would be because of her self-esteem that had been trampled on for a long time. If I were to find one major flaw in Baekryeon, it would definitely be her self-esteem that fell to the ground.

"If you can't get over that wall, you'll be unhappy someday..."

"I don't know. Once you start dating, who knows if love will follow?"

"Ugh... Did I instigate you for nothing?"

"I think it's better than regretting it for the rest of your life. That's why my husband confessed to me."

"I'm not curious about the love lives of married women..."

"Does that girl think I'm single?"

The front row is chatting peacefully, while the back row is busy bickering.

Either way, it was a peaceful scene.

The snowy night at eleven o'clock in the afternoon was so peaceful that it didn't seem like a magic realm. The poisonous black earth and the forest of withered old trees were decorated with thick white snow, imitating life.

It felt like a normal walk through a winter forest.

Baekryeon raised her palm and melted the snowflakes with her body temperature. She occasionally glanced at the white fog that formed whenever she breathed.

Maybe it's because there's only about an hour left until Christmas Eve. Suddenly, I had the feeling that Seoul's winter was colder than this.

The longing for home was still there.

An optical illusion occurred as if the past, which could no longer be returned to, was reflected in each and every falling snowflake like a mirror.

There are many things to see here, leaving footprints in the snow. The past that I had given up on remembering remained here and there in this forest.

"... Huh?"

At that moment, Baekryeon instinctively pushed Selena back.

"Stop, all three of you."

The stiff voice was filled with seriousness. The two people who had been bickering fiercely immediately got into a state of war and looked around cautiously.

Selena also changed positions to the rear and stood next to Jenna, while Eirin moved to the seat next to Baekryeon.

Thud, thud.

I walk slowly. There is something ahead. Unlike the monsters I have seen so far, it is an absurdly large figure.

The body is covered in sharp, stiff hairs like thorns, enough to fill a smokescreen. The claws are as long as several layers of a greatsword, and their thickness and hardness are as thick and hard as reinforced steel bars.

Basically, creatures in the Demon Realm are created when common animals mutate or when mutants reproduce. However, the giant creature that Baekryeon witnessed was so large that it was difficult to even guess what the original creature was. It seemed that it was only possible to see it if you looked at it from a high place.

"... He's dead."

Eirin was shocked by Baekryun's diagnosis.

"This is... 'The King of Demons'."

"Huh? Ms. Eirin, is that true?"

"That's right. It was smaller than this the last time it was seen... But there can't be two of these giants. It must have gotten bigger in the meantime."

Baekryeon was immediately convinced by the title of King of Demons. He was a demon who had no choice but to reign as a king. With a body size of this size, it wouldn't be strange if he could trample and kill all the demons in the Demon Realm.

Pot!

Eirin climbed onto the monster's corpse and examined the situation. The first thing she noticed was the torso that was deeply dug out like a crater.

"Oh my goodness, look at this. The torso is so sunken in? How on earth..."

"Are you serious, Eirin? It's not like I saw things because it's dark, is it?"

"Come and see for yourself. Even if you get hit by a catapult, it's hard to die like this."

Ss ...

A cold, piercing wind blew between them. The cold air licked every nook and cranny of their skin, alerting them.

I got goosebumps.

Perhaps, we cannot rule out the possibility that the one who usurped the crown from the King of Demons is staying nearby.

"... Let's retreat. No, let's go back to the change right now. A monster that's big enough to kill the king of monsters has appeared. The mission and everything else are the top priority...! "

Aerin urgently expresses her opinion.

There was a time, ten years ago, when the King of Demons came to the border and caused chaos. At that time, he was smaller than this, but he caused devastating damage to the border.

In the end, they were defeated, but they were not able to save his life. If you call this an achievement, it is only a moral victory. That day, Byeong-gye suffered a complete defeat from the King of Demons.

'This is a huge emergency...'

This time, the change may completely collapse.

We need the stars of the empire. We need to send the superhuman holy works directly to the demon realm from the center.

It was while they were retreating while maintaining their formation.

Crackle, crackle.

From twenty paces away, the sound of crunching snow pierced the silent darkness.

It's not a monster.

It was clearly the sound of human footsteps. But that doesn't mean we can let our guard down.

Officially, the only people who have infiltrated the Demon Realm are Baekryeon's group. And the only people who enter the Demon Realm privately are authors who have no place in the empire.

Pitter-patter... Pitter-patter.

The sound of snow and tree branches being trampled mercilessly is getting closer.

Eirin, feeling a sense of crisis, spoke first.

"Stop right there! If you don't respond...!"

Aerin's warning could not be continued.

Phew!

In an instant, something warm and sticky splashed onto Baekryeon's left cheek.

Knock, knock.

The falling, thin liquid melts the snow.

When he saw the liquid dyeing the white snow like a sheet of paper red, a terrible scent of blood rushed into Baekryeon's respiratory system.

Creak.

Very slowly, I looked at the spot where Eirin had been standing.

She was tall enough to be at eye level with Baekryeon. However, she could no longer meet Baekryeon's eyes.

"Eirin... Miss...?"

A gap appeared on Eirin’s shoulder, who had been guarding Baekryeon’s side. When she realized this, Baekryeon wiped the pieces of meat and bone that had splattered on her cheek with her palm.

Then, a strong, harsh wind blew and swept over Eirin.

The lifeless body falls stiffly like a mannequin.

Thud!

Eirin died without even knowing English. Even as my eyes followed her body, it felt unrealistic.

00:00, December 24th, Year 497 of the Imperial Calendar.

Christmas Eve.

It was the first turbulent turning point in Baekryeon's life.

        
            The moment Eirin's head explodes.

Selena cast her spell with reflexes bordering on instinct.

It was an act of goodness that risked life to save the world.

It was also an opportunity for Neterto's desire to achieve success.

◇

Boom, boom.

Blood and flesh dripping from her cheeks fell limply onto the white snow, leaving a terrible sensation. Baekryeon was lost in the unreality of the phenomenon. So she turned her head very slowly. From the side where Eirin was standing, to the front where the sound came from.

In the darkness, a figure appears. He is two hands taller than a healthy adult male. The figure that finally appears is a man.

What was different from an ordinary person was that there were dilated dark blood vessels all over the skin and the eyes were reversed.

He was a man whose violent tendencies seemed to be revealed without any filter. Soon, he opened his mouth in a feminine manner.

"Ah, I saw someone and stopped without thinking."

"What...?"

Jenna reacted immediately. Using some unknown trick, he blew up his friend's head, and then he spoke as if he had accidentally bumped shoulders. Confusion and anger could not help but flow through his blood vessels and reach his head at once.

At that moment, the man picked something up from the ground.

Something is happening. Baekryeon intuitively raised her shield and immediately rushed in front of Jenna.

Thud!

A loud metallic noise rang out. It was as loud as if a cannonball had been blocked.

Bam.

A small, solid object falls to the ground without any force.

Only then did Baekryeon realize that the man had merely flicked the rock with his thumb. Eirin must have been blown away by this technique.

It's dangerous. The interest.

After all, he is the one who killed the king of demons.

Baekryeon quickly rushed towards the man, holding up her shield.

"Run away, Jenna! Selena!"

Fight!

The man was pushed back. As Baekryeon pushed, he retreated, making endless furrows in the ground.

"Ugh... Oh oh..."

The monster let out a sigh of admiration. He had never dreamed that he would be pushed back like this by a mere human, let alone a creature as gigantic as the King of Monsters.

"Haha...! This is the first time something like this has happened since I escaped to the Demon Realm!"

"Run away?"

"Don't you know? Is Landler's Butcher slowly being forgotten..."

Ouch.

In an instant, Baekryeon's body stiffened. The butcher of Randler was a person she remembered.

He was a butcher who murdered numerous women on Landler Street in the capital and then fled.

The name is North. He is the villain that the Holy See of Neterto used as an excuse to infiltrate the Demon Realm.

'Could it be possible for a contaminated human to become a monster...?'

The reason why we do not pursue the criminals who escaped to the Demon Realm is because humans cannot withstand the poison of the Demon Realm.

Long-term survival was impossible without a supporting wizard like Selena who could use purification magic. This was the generally accepted wisdom.

But ironically, the unlikely scenario came true. A human who was perfectly adapted to the venom of the Demon Realm was born.

Plus, this familiar feeling.

The Holy Netherto had a similar demeanor to the other Holy Nethers who occasionally visited him. Although he did not follow the right path in his training like the Holy Nethers, this evildoer was clearly a being that transcended humanity.

"Good! It feels like I'm alive for the first time in a long time...!!!"

The villain - North raised his fist. The fist that had been raised into the sky suddenly slammed down to the ground.

Wow!

The area around North collapsed. It was a fist that mercilessly sank the torso of the King of Demons.

Kookookookook... Woozikkun!

The ground collapsed, sweeping away rotten old trees. As the collapsing earth sucked in the lotus like an anthill, North kicked away a large rock.

A straight line of flight of rocks. There is Jenna preparing her magic.

It didn't run away.

I couldn't leave my burden to just Baekryeon, and I didn't want to give up on my best friend's revenge either.

"Ms. Jenna!"

A situation on the brink of disaster.

Another comrade was the one who saved Jenna from that overwhelming mass.

"It's dangerous!"

Parts and pieces!

Selena deploys a shield woven with magical power. The hexagons, tightly packed like a honeycomb, engage in a battle of wits with the large rock.

The crisis was averted. Baekryeon, who realized this, kicked the crater and escaped, putting pressure on North.

It was desperate.

One life has already been wasted in vain.

With only a week left until my return, I feel embarrassed to go back to the border.

Every moment I faced the monster before my eyes, I felt my stomach acid reflux and my throat tighten like a needle.

'Please... please... Jenna and Selena can't die. I'd rather die myself...!'

Deflects enemy attacks with a shield. Leads to close combat and prevents the two people in the rear from being attacked.

Interest is not a monster. It is not an enemy with a large body. Even if they had supported it with magic, Baekryeon would have been swept away as well.

So, I want you to run away. I want you to put aside your worries and desire for revenge and turn around and run.

"You, did you just think of something else?"

North chuckled.

"Do you know what's the most important thing when killing a woman and running away?"

"I wouldn't know that...!"

"Strong legs."

This time, let's test our running skills.

Immediately after saying those words, he started running, bypassing Baekryeon.

Thud, thud, thud, thud, thud!

There were no obstacles to North's advance. Numerous old trees in his path were broken and trampled like branches.

"Stop...!!!"

Indeed, Baekryeon's physical ability had long since surpassed the realm. Baekryeon caught up with North in an instant and was running beside him like parallel lines.

"Oh..."

The exclamation of admiration only lasts for a moment.

Kkuk...

North was suddenly holding onto something.

"I surrender. I can't possibly win."

The moment he started whining, a bell rang.

By snapping his compressed fingers, he shot out small stones.

There is no way two wizards would react.

Phew!

The pretty face that had been perched on Jenna's shoulder disappeared.

Her once shiny blonde hair was now covered in blood and was fluttering across the snow.

I was only briefly distracted by the horrific sight, but the distance between the two was so vast.

"Please... run away, Selena!!!"

Selena was in a panic. Jenna had died helplessly, even though she was right next to her. The guilt and shock had cracked Selena's psyche.

By the time the soul that had escaped returned, North had already approached Selena.

"This is the last for the woman..."

"Selena!!!"

The wizard's body is soft. Even a gesture to shoo away a fly would kill him.

Despair broke down Baekryeon's reason. And as her reason broke down, her nerves burned.

He moved his legs without any sense of purpose. It was as if he had escaped from the flow of time.

Baekryeon reached his side so quickly that even North couldn't react.

"Eww!"

He swung his shield with an unfamiliar killing intent. This was the first time that the shield, which he had always used only for defensive purposes, struck someone.

Thud!

The air was knocked out of his lungs as the broad side of the shield struck the bastard's torso.

"Cough...?!"

Kwaaah!

North rolled around in disarray.

That's ridiculous strength.

I had learned from several fights that his physical abilities were extraordinary, but his attacks filled with murderous intent were on a whole other level.

"Coolook!"

It spits out black blood. It is so poisonous that it causes ordinary people to melt just by touching it.

Baekryeon approached, stepping into the puddle of blood without a care.

"Wow, that's amazing. Are you sure it's a masterpiece?"

He laughed cheerfully. There was resentment in Baekryeon’s eyes. Even after the battle, the young man who had a rather kind impression suddenly had completely different eyes.

It was funny because I felt like I was some kind of demon leading the corruption.

"Killing is... fun. Once you get addicted, you can't get out. I hope you realize that too..."

"... Shut up."

"Shut up or keep your mouth shut. Huh, puhahahaha!"

He killed two of his colleagues. It is a situation where he should be indignant. However, unlike the prostitutes who rebelled against him, the immature young man in front of him is unable to even spit out proper curses.

The killer's eyes sharply saw through Baekryeon's true feelings.

"You've never killed anyone, have you? No, you don't know violence. Right? "

Instead of answering, Baekryeon held North’s neck tightly with her shield. However, this action caused North to burst out laughing.

"Kuhahahaha! Kill me! Quickly! Are you planning on subduing me and escorting me away? With your kitty?"

Selena walks in from afar.

He believed that Baekryeon had been completely subdued. This perception was somewhat justified, and in normal times, it would not have been a problem.

"Yeoniya...!"

The view was clear because so many old trees had been broken. However, North rolled his eyes and tugged at the corners of his lips as if he was being subdued.

"Ahh... What a pity."

"What..."

"I wanted to kill you."

The moment North expressed his regret.

"Booo!"

Suddenly, a unicorn leapt out from the forest on the other side and pierced Selena's chest.

Phew!

The unicorn flapped its front legs in excitement like a rampaging horse at a rodeo, showing off Selena's corpse impaled on its horns as if it were a trophy.

They ended up fighting too loudly.

It destroyed the forest, shattered the ground, and agitated the monsters that had nested nearby.

The dark vision, to make matters worse, dulled my senses.

That was the result of the tension being released and the reaction speed being slowed down.

Turup.

North grabbed the White Lotus shield. Then, he slowly began to stand up, exerting his strength.

"I guess I should stop playing around here. I'm tired."

We never really fought in the first place. It was just a game.

That was the meaning implied in North's words.

Above all, Baekryeon, whose mind was broken by Selena's death, is not worth dealing with.

As if to prove what he had said, North's body began to transform.

A foul venom rose to the surface of his skin, turning his body black, and horns grew all over his body like a monster.

The outward sense of oppression also became incomparably heavier.

"It was a little fun..."

North's words could not be continued.

Blue light gushed out from under Baekryun's feet. And the lines drawn by the light connected geometrically, creating a formula.

It was Selena's magic.

A last resort when life is in danger due to injury, triggered under the condition of burning the remaining life.

The official name is subspace transmission magic.

Since it requires a huge amount of magical power just to activate it once, it was effectively a useless auxiliary magic.

A bright light filled my vision.

After a while, when the light from the magic mirror disappeared, the white lotus's appearance disappeared like an illusion.

        
            The place where Baekryeon opened her eyes was the border between the border and the devil's realm.

I'm back.

It was a much earlier return than originally planned.

There were four of us when we went in, but we were alone when we came out.

I couldn't feel the warmth of people anymore.

These are the precious relationships I have barely made in this world. I wanted to protect these people. I thought that if only they could live a peaceful life, I would gladly fight against the witch as a warrior.

Because they saw him as a white lotus of Korea, not a warrior of the Epelante Empire.

Baekryeon had decided to live in the countryside once everything was over.

"... It's my fault."

That's because he's weak. He's weaker than the weak who go around killing street prostitutes. That's because he's weaker than the weak who go around killing street prostitutes.

Precious realizations always come from experiencing loss. Even though my daily life, which I used to laugh and chat about, was completely wiped out, nothing changed.

I didn't know that the daily routine of chatting with friends at school would disappear. I've already experienced that loss. How could I never assume that I could lose this kind of daily routine too?

"... I was stupid."

This world does not tolerate childishness. It was a sin to go astray simply because you didn't want to do it. You had to practice doing things you hated, no matter what hell awaited you.

Somewhere deep inside, I was actually justifying my attitude.

In a world where I was summoned without consent or anything, I must protect at least a shred of humanity.

This world deserves to accept this level of rebellion.

It seems like they kept their attitude as if it were some kind of protest.

If the time really comes that I have to do it, I'll somehow manage it. Even if it doesn't work out, it's not my fault, right? All responsibility lies with this world, not with strangers.

It was the white lotus that I had thought of so unconsciously.

In reality, no great troubles have happened in the world because of avoiding violence. It was considered something that would happen in the distant future.

What was immediately close was a peaceful daily life.

Swish.

Baekryeon touched her cheek. Aerin’s dried blood seeped out through the gaps in her fingerprints.

When I close my eyes, I see flashbacks of Jenna and Selena's fates one after another. My stomach acid refluxes every time I recall the fantastical scenes.

"Wow."

I grabbed my throat and mouth. I felt like I shouldn't vomit anything out like this. I felt guilty about pouring out what was inside and even feeling better.

Thud, thud.

Take a step.

The fortress of change is located in a straight line of steps. It was a defensive wall that was rebuilt to be even stronger after being destroyed once by the King of Demons.

Eirin said that the report came first. She insisted that she had to tell the unknown being who had killed the king of demons, the nemesis of the change, and then died.

In the dull flow of time, Baekryeon finally reached the front of the fortress.

I saw the guards. They were the ones who had sent me compassionate looks and words of encouragement when I entered the Demon Realm. It was nice to see their faces still the same even after two years had passed.

But as soon as Baekryeon approached, they drew their swords.

"That's it, immigrants!"

"What are you doing here? Get out of here!"

It was an unfamiliar reaction.

That's understandable, since Baekryeon usually wears perfect makeup. Although others may find her uncomfortable, she has never been openly looked down on.

Only then did Baekryeon realize that it had been a long time since she had thrown away her wig and mask.

At the same time, I felt the emptiness of my colleagues' positions.

This was a natural reaction. I heard the story, but I thought it was exaggerated or a joke. Just by existing, the place to be disappeared in an instant.

This was the world that Baekryeon had to protect.

A future that would overcome this situation existed for the fallen comrades.

"Why is this kid just sitting there?"

"If you don't step down, you will be considered an enemy and betrayed."

It's all because of my stupidity.

If only we had practiced taking lives as instructed by the Holy See's Master, Netherto, a long time ago.

If only we had cultivated our minds to the point where animals and people would look like mere firewood.

In this world, we might have been able to protect the few lights.

"Hey!!!"

A loud shout like a cheer sharply brushes my ears.

Let's admit it. The life we've lived so far has been wrong.

And I still don't know what the answer is.

But it became clear what had to be done.

"Warning is over!"

Yes, it is a sin that the world has warned us about countless times, but has not heeded.

I'm willing to pay that price.

Wedge!

The guard's sword rushes towards the shoulder.

Baekryeon grabbed the side of the sword and pulled it with one-sided force.

"Hey, hey hey...?!"

The guard was dragged along so long that he eventually dropped his sword. Then, Baekryeon properly grabbed her sword and began to walk leisurely towards the other side.

It was an event that passed like a storm. The guards simply stared at the backs of the foreigners as they walked away.

Knock, knock.

The tip of the sword dragged on the ground, making a dull metallic sound. After all, it was a cheap sword issued to guards. It was heavy and dull, so it was only used for personal self-defense.

Strangely enough, my hands didn't shake.

It seemed as if the past, when I would feel terrified just thinking about pointing a weapon at someone, had become a blur.

I felt like I had overcome a wall that had been blocking my consciousness.

I walked for a long time. The sun set and the sun rose countless times. Even though I didn’t eat or drink anything, my body miraculously didn’t collapse. The poison from the magic mirror didn’t have any effect on Baekryeon’s safety.

It didn't matter if it was snowing heavily or sleeting.

I just kept moving forward and forward, desperately reminiscing about the journey I had with my colleagues.

How far have we progressed by tracing those footsteps?

After moving her legs while stuck in the swamp of time, Baekryeon finally returned.

To the place where the king of demons flaunted his huge body. And to the side of the weak where he felt joy in killing the weak.

It was a bright day.

That day, in the desolate terrain left by the battle, it was a great thrill to detect an opponent. North personally came out to meet him, his eyes sparkling with light.

"Hmm, this time it's not a shield?"

North maintained a relaxed attitude.

"Does a child who doesn't know violence know how to handle a knife? I wonder if he's ever slaughtered meat himself."

"... Why."

"Huh?"

North showed interest in Baekryeon's split voice.

"You've finally transcended humanity, so why did you build a nest in the Demon Realm?"

"That's obvious."

North chuckled.

"I don't know if there were fifteen of them, but if there were seventy-two of 'those things', why would they die?"

"... Yeah."

Baekryeon took up the sword.

The posture was extremely sloppy. Even for North, who was of Baekjeong origin, it was embarrassing to compare it to the well-organized knights.

There is nothing more to see.

Uduk, uduk uduk...!

North's body transforms. His entire body becomes blackened by poison, and horns grow all over his body to prevent enemy invasion.

Baekryeon silently watched the series of awakenings.

I had a hard time coming here.

Could it be that we are the ones at fault?

I wonder if I may have stirred up the devil's curiosity and upset his feelings.

Isn't there a reason why they remain in such a harsh environment even though they have transcended humanity?

Could it be that he committed murder simply because he was afraid of his secrets being leaked as a criminal?

... If that was the case, then perhaps this tragedy was an inevitable accident. Until then, Baekryeon's mind had been filled with doubts.

But the reason he stayed in the Demon Realm was because of the simple logic of power.

The only reason he lives in the Demon Realm is because he is afraid of the seventy-two saints.

There was no justification for Aerin, Jenna, and Selena to lose their lives.

"..."

He grips the sword handle tightly again.

I feel disgusted, with an unfamiliar, pure murderous intent.

nevertheless.

February 24, 498 Imperial Calendar.

During the spring flower season, Baekryeon wields violence with the intention of murder for the first time in her life.

"You go first, you coward...!"

Wedge!

The sound that tore through the air disappeared into the clear sky.

Peace and stillness reigned in the magical realm, as if the movement of space and time had stopped.

Gulp, thud.

North's neck slid cleanly across the surface, and fell hopelessly into the land of the demon realm.

Kookung, kugukung!

A second-dimensional scar was carved into the area extending several hundred paces in front of the direction where Baekryeon pointed her sword tip.

The sword he swung with all his might for the first time produced an unbelievably strong violence.

"... Oww, woof..."

dump!

Baekryeon knelt down.

It was so easy.

There were no limits for Baekryeon, who held a sword instead of a shield. To be exact, Baekryeon, who hated and resented someone, was given an overwhelming amount of power.

People become so strong when they harbor murderous intentions. I realized that belatedly.

I wish I never knew the truth.

There is no knowledge that I would like to acquire by feeling the weight of life. There was none in the past, and I hope there will be none in the future.

It's heavy. It's crazy heavy.

Aerin, Jenna, and Selena.

I can't stop my self-destructive thoughts from being so disgusted and repulsed by the fact that these three lives could have been saved so easily.

"Haa... Haa..."

My heart is pounding.

I wish my thoughts would freeze like this. The feeling of swinging a sword to take a life too late is etched into my mind.

That feeling... is so unbearably horrible...

"Keep going, woof... ugh...!"

Ugh.

In the end, I ended up vomiting out all the contents inside.

        
            "Haa... Haa..."

I sobbed for a long time and then retched more.

Green bile came out because there was no more stomach acid to pour out. Gasps came in succession, and the rectus abdominis muscles contracted strongly.

As his violently trembling heart gradually found stability, Baekryeon slowly stood up. He looked down at the villain who had been deprived of his life without even knowing why. Then he looked up at the sky and took deep breaths repeatedly.

After a while, Baekryeon's expression, which had turned her gaze straight ahead, was completely different from before. The expression that had been relaxed in search of hope had long since evaporated, and decadence and decay were evident in her eyes.

Thud, thud.

He took a step. The place where his feet had reached was the place where the group and their luggage had been temporarily stored. Baekryeon took out the wig, mask, and gloves from the backpack placed there. Then, without a moment of hesitation, he carried out the disguise that was so frustrating.

From now on, we need warriors from the Epelante Empire, not the Baekryun of the Republic of Korea.

Black is a symbol of misfortune and death.

Even if Baekryeon, a black-haired, black-eyed immigrant, boasted about his achievements, he would only be criticized for using malicious methods.

So, Baekryeon once again reversed her steps and approached North’s corpse. Then, she grabbed his head and torso and dragged him.

Indeed, a body that transcends humanity will not be damaged even if it turns into a corpse. North's body will now be a proof of strength. It will also grant Baekryeon freedom of action.

For the villain who trampled on the weak, there was just that much value.

◇

March 21, 498 Imperial Calendar.

Spring has arrived, the time when life is vibrant. At that time, Baekryeon entered the capital dragging the lifeless corpse and arrived in front of the imperial palace.

In the front yard of the main palace, not only the emperor but also the Holy See of Netherto were seated.

They saw with their own eyes the body of North that Baekryeon had brought.

"The King of Demons."

"The King of Demons? This is it?"

The Emperor stared at Baekryeon as if he was looking at a lunatic. Then Baekryeon asked the Holy See directly.

"If you are Seongjaknim, you will know."

"... I see. Is that the new king of monsters? Then what is the original one?"

"Died. By interest."

"Then how did the interest die?"

"I killed it. Me. Myself."

"... That's right."

After that, the Holy See of Neterto secretly conveyed a message to the Emperor. This corpse was a man who had transcended humanity in his lifetime, and he would have killed the existing King of Demons. The Emperor's eyes widened after hearing his explanation.

At that moment, Baekryeon opened her mouth to address the Holy Netherto.

"I did as you wish."

"What?"

"As you wished, I have finally killed a man. I have also achieved great feats. Now, I think it is okay to announce that I am a warrior."

"... I guess so."

"Please do it. This time too, as you wish."

It was not the white lotus that Neterto had seen before. The once delicate Aesong had lost all joy and sorrow as if it had been turned over by all the darkness of the world.

This attitude above all else.

By the time he killed the transcendent North, Baekryun's abilities had already been proven. He was no longer a person worthy of being taught by Saint Netterto. The hierarchy of powers is unknown, but at least it cannot be trivialized.

"I don't think there will be any progress while I'm gone, Seongjaknim."

"If it's progress, then..."

"It's about the witch's whereabouts."

"..."

After thinking for a moment, the Holy See touched his chin and looked at the child who had changed so much. It had not been long since he had returned, but instead of giving him a reward, he was looking forward to the next mission, which left him feeling somewhat uneasy.

"If there is any suspicious place... there is."

"Please tell me."

"This is the Dukedom of Arkaden. According to the investigation of the Information Department, the climate of Arkaden has become strange since the Duke of Arkaden became the head of the household."

"Is this abnormal weather?"

"Yes. I ordered an investigation because I thought it was strange that the Arkaden Duchy, which was not a fertile region, had the best granary in the empire. Then I received a report that Arkaden's climate records were extremely ideal. The Arkaden Duchy was a place where coincidences that would have been impossible without artificial manipulation overlapped and overlapped. "

"... Okay."

It is credible enough. Witches are beings who can destroy a country and still have more to lose. It is difficult to judge with human common sense. Therefore, it is not at all strange to assume that witches have the power to control the weather.

"Let's go to Arcaden."

"... Are you going to kill the witch? By yourself?"

"No."

"I'll have a few of the Seongjak people wait in the nearby area in advance..."

"No, you misunderstood my intentions."

The Emperor and the Holy See felt a strong sense of discomfort at the strangely rebellious tone. As their hardened expressions showed their tension, Baekryeon continued speaking.

"If it's a human being that needs to be killed, I will kill them."

"Now...what is that...!"

The emperor's veins rose to his throat. Regardless, Baekryeon did not stop saying what she had to say.

"If you have malicious intent, you will be killed. Even if it is in line with the prophecy of the temple, you will be killed. However, if the witch wants to coexist with humans and does not harbor malicious intent to destroy the empire, I will watch over you. Even if you spend your whole life like that."

"What kind of nonsense is that! Is what the author of Neterto's Holy Works says even possible?!"

"... Of course it is not possible, Your Majesty."

Baekryeon was not at all discouraged even when facing the Emperor's wrath. Compared to her first encounter with North, it was a calm scene with no tension.

Above all, Baekryeon has no back.

Living wasn't living at all. It could be said that he had poured out his regrets about life.

No matter how great the Emperor's authority was or how powerful the seventy-two Holy Knights were beyond imagination, it was of no concern to Baekryeon.

There was no reason to continue killing to protect this world. Since he had turned his back on his own justice and happiness, there was not a single person in this world who could stop Baekryeon's impulse.

"I said what I meant."

Crispy.

As Baekryeon took a step back, the sound of her feet stepping on the grass was heard.

"I will go to Arkaden. Send out your warriors as you wish. I don't care what kind of flesh you put on them."

As he said that, he took off his wig and mask and placed them on the ground. Finally, when he dropped his black leather gloves over his white mask, Baekryeon nodded slightly.

"My determination to protect the empire remains unchanged. In any case, I do not want good people to be involved in bad fates. So, please do not interfere with my actions. Thank you. "

Baekryeon gradually became distant, exposing the characteristics of an immigrant race. The emperor and the saint could only look on at her resolute actions.

It was polite to say, but it meant that I would take care of everything.

It was a shocking thing for the royal family, who only wanted to exterminate the witches. The warrior was just a hunting dog called for that purpose.

"Ugh...! Seongjak, what should I do with that? There's a prophecy, so I can't kill him..."

"... Don't worry too much, Your Majesty."

"Do you have a sharp point?"

"That's not true. However... a witch is a witch after all. They said they don't mind killing him either, so if the witch reveals her true colors, it'll be over. "

"Well... that's true."

It is a prophecy aimed directly at the royal family. If the cruel witch harbors the malice of murdering the Seventy-Two Holy Kings, then Baekryeon has a duty to fight against that malice.

I swore to myself.

If that's the case, then you should use what's available.

The Emperor gazed upon the corpse of the first human being to be turned into a monster. It was an exquisite trophy.

A few days later, the imperial family announced the presence of the warrior, informing them that the King of Demons had been hunted.

At their side was a blond-haired, blue-eyed warrior who had been brought in as a stand-in. He was the symbol of a mysterious and perfect warrior who would later be recorded in history.

◇

April 1, 498 Imperial Calendar. Duchy of Arkaden.

The Arkaden Duchy seen from Baekryeon's perspective was a utopia.

The developed streets were no less developed than the capital, while the golden wheat fields in the outskirts swayed in the breeze, embodying the idea of abundance in reality.

It was too different from other surrounding territories. Even if Arkaden had a good economy, the quality of the land and the farming conditions would not have been dramatically different.

It is indeed an unrealistic environment. If this environment continues every year, it is reasonable to believe that a witch is lurking in Arkaden.

'... is contradictory.'

It brings prosperity rather than harm, and yet it is being suspected. This makes me wonder who the real villain is.

Baekryeon walked towards Duke Arkaden without a plan.

The guards stopped him, but he didn't care. He subdued them as leisurely as twisting a child's wrist and entered the mansion.

There is no need to drag it out.

Face the duke and question him.

The Imperial Family was slow to gather information as they had to survey all the territories of the Great Empire and compile the results. However, Duke Arkaden must have felt a sense of unease in his own territory.

If so, the Duke should have reported the strange situation in the territory to the Imperial Court. If he didn't, perhaps the Duke of Arkaden had a reason to take such an artificial phenomenon for granted.

Baekryeon was very suspicious.

'If it was all a coincidence...'

If it was all a misunderstanding, there is no proper solution.

I was willing to accept anything, whether it be death or anything else.

Then, if the witch causes harm, he breaks the bars and comes out to kill the witch. That's all there is to it.

It was an idea that was possible because I had lost my will to live.

After walking through the spacious grounds, we finally got close to the mansion.

Sabak, sabak.

The sound of brisk footsteps was heard from a narrow space.

"Huh? What's over there?"

"Wow!"

Additionally, a woman's voice and the sound of a dog barking were also heard.

The sound of people gradually getting closer.

Soon they revealed themselves as they turned the corner of the maze-like wall of bushes, and immediately met eyes with Baekryeon, who was strolling through the manor.

"Oh my..."

"..."

The woman stopped.

The white lotus also stopped as if frozen frost had grabbed its ankles.

A mystical sensation took hold of Baekryeon's entire body.

He instinctively felt an alien energy rippling around the woman. It was clearly a power that was far removed from the standards of this world. Baekryeon was quickly convinced of the source of this sensation.

It was a kind of homogeneity.

A being of a different type, fundamentally different from the humans of this world. That was Baekryeon, and also the woman before my eyes.

Baekryeon fell into a strong sense of confidence.

"Hey... who is that?"

She asks, placing her hand on the head of the retriever who is sitting quietly.

So he answered.

"... White lotus."

Adding one more sentence.

"I came to kill you."

This is how the two people first met.

The warrior Baekryun of the Epelante Empire. And, it was the first encounter with the witch who would later be called Duchess Bernacien Arkaden.

        
            A gentle breeze brushed my cheek. Fluffy white clouds crawled across the blue sky. The peaceful scenery contrasted with the cruel words, creating a sense of dissonance.

"Boom! Boom, Boom!"

A hunting dog with a distinctive grayish coat showed its teeth fiercely. It pulled its center of gravity back and glared at its opponent as if it was ready to bite him to death at any moment.

He's a smart kid. Baekryeon thought so.

"Haley, stop it."

"Boom! Boom!"

"Oh, Hailey! I told you not to bark in front of people?"

"Kkiing, kkiing..."

But Bernacien scolded Hailey harshly instead. The boy must have felt so wronged, because he met his master's eyes while whining softly.

In the end, the conflict between the two ended with her patting Hailey on the head. When the commotion was settled, Bernacien's green eyes once again reflected the white lotus.

"Um... So, yeah. I see... You're the real warrior."

"... Did you find out?"

"Isn't it the same as the twists and turns you noticed?"

Rustle.

Bernacien stepped forward, stepping on the grass. She approached without hesitation, paying no attention to Baekryeon's declaration.

Thud!

Next, she took Baekryeon's hand, as if shaking hands.

Then she opened her mouth with a bright smile on her pretty face.

"Can you follow me for a moment?"

"It seems like there are people who don't welcome it."

Baekryun pointed out Haley who was secretly showing her fangs. Then Bernacien smiled with a cold, windy smile and pressed Haley.

"Haley?"

"Kkiing..."

Only after Haley reluctantly submitted did the witch, who was supposed to persecute the Empire, capture the warrior and drag him away.

◇

Duke of Arkaden - Hereis Arkaden's office.

The white lotus attracted a lot of attention during its arrival here.

The black hair and eyes of the foreigners, symbolizing death and misfortune, are arousing a hatred beyond imagination. Baekryeon wondered anew whether the situation in Western countries in the 20th century was like this.

After enduring the uncomfortable stares, I arrived at the head of the household's office, where a man with white hair and blue eyes was looking at documents while wearing a round monocle.

Parsak!

As soon as he saw the white lotus, the strength in his fingers gave out and he had to drop the documents he was holding onto the floor.

"Bell... Do you know who you brought?"

"Yeah, you're a warrior."

"Haa...!"

Hereis put his hand on his forehead. In fact, Hereis had long since figured out the warrior's identity.

It was thanks to the help of the palace maid, Sally.

Selley, who was in charge of Mirelda Neterto's care, was actually a member of the Imperial Intelligence Service. She encountered Hereis, who was staying at the palace, while she was in danger of being thrown out as a suspect in Mirelda's murder.

Using the palace's secret information, Sally gave Hereis a chance to glimpse into the audience room, and in return, she pretended to be Arkaden's daughter.

In other words, Herais knew from the beginning that the warrior was a black-haired, black-eyed immigrant.

"Yeah, you're really going to kill me? I mean, me."

Bernacien leaned forward with his back to the ground. Even though his beautiful appearance was right in front of her, Baekryeon’s face didn’t move at all.

"If you must kill, by all means."

"If you have to kill, then... you mean you can't kill them?"

"..."

It was a strange sight.

While a single maid and an intruder show no sign of disturbance, the owner of this huge mansion trembles as if watching a precarious tightrope walk.

When Herais' anxiety reached its peak, Baekryeon spoke to him.

"You must have received the imperial prophecy long ago, Duke Hereis Arkaden."

"..."

"I understand that you already knew it."

Even though the circumstances were clear, they were too clear.

Hereis Arkaden knew Bernacien's true identity in advance. And despite being familiar with the imperial prophecy, she concealed the witch's existence by disguising herself as a maid.

"What can Lee Ja do as a witch?"

"Wait a minute, ask me. Don't make a fuss about it to a third party."

"Did you say it if I told you to?"

"Of course?"

Bernacien was very relaxed. Baekryeon was curious about the source of her leisure.

"Let me ask you again. What is the scope of what you can do as a witch?"

"Nature."

She interrupted once and added further explanation.

"I can handle nature itself."

The royal family assumed that the witches of the time had the power to manipulate the weather. However, they underestimated the true nature of the witches.

Bernacien was nature itself. If she wanted, she could manipulate the weather, and even cause earthquakes and volcanic eruptions.

To turn against Bernacien was to mean to turn against the world.

"Is that so."

Baekryeon answered dryly.

Certainly, Bernacien was a foreign substance that went against Providence. However, his body was soft and he did not possess any outstanding agility.

If you get hit, you die. After all, she was just a human with special powers.

Baekryeon was certain that she could kill Bernacien right now.

"I wish you would answer my question this time. Are you going to kill me?"

At the question that cut to the heart of the matter, Herreis' shoulder dance flew like sparks.

Baekryeon denied it softly.

"I won't kill you. Not yet."

"Then when are you going to kill me?"

"When the time of prophecy came."

"Then what if I don't act like the prophecy?"

"I will live. Enjoying my long life."

"Aha...!"

Thud!

Bernacien grabbed Baekryeon's hand with both of his. Then he turned his gaze to Herais and shouted happily.

"Did you just hear that, Herace? He didn't kill me! That's lucky!"

"What the... Are you saying you'll keep this a secret from the royal family? "

"... Yeah."

"Yay!"

Bernacien expressed his joy with lively gestures. Hereis showed his bewilderment openly, and Baekryeon just watched the two of them with indifferent expressions.

"So I will have to ask you, Your Highness."

"I see, is there something you want?"

If it's wealth, I'll give it to you as much as I want. I don't care about wealth that's overflowing and rotting. From the very beginning, when the warrior caught the witch, the family itself was likely to be wiped out.

If only I could avoid it...

However, what Baekryeon wanted was completely different from what Herais had expected.

"Give me a job in the mansion. I demand the right to live in the mansion and observe the presence or absence of the reverse mind."

"If it's a job...?"

"I don't ask for anything grand. Whether it's a servant or a handyman, please give me a place to sleep."

Baekryeon was sincere, but Herais couldn't help but be troubled.

He was a man who could bring ruin to his family if he wanted to. He was even a warrior summoned from another world.

A position that would command some degree of respect was needed.

"... There was a vacant butler position."

Herreis recalled that one of his butlers recently retired due to old age.

"If it's okay for you to be a butler, I'd like you to take care of it... Oh, of course I won't ask you to do any work. I'll take good care of you, so please rest comfortably..."

"No, I don't care. I'll ask you to behave like a normal butler. I'll learn the butler's job little by little."

Baekryeon had arrived only to prepare for the witch's whims. She had no intention of causing trouble or creating a sense of discomfort among the hard-working servants of the mansion.

In that sense, Baekryeon's hurdle to murder was lowered, but her unique nature remained.

"Haha... It's decided? I'm glad we have a new family member."

"... I came to kill you."

"If I don't have bad intentions, we're friends, right?"

"Friends?"

"Yeah, buddy. I'm not usually this sociable... Well, maybe because I feel a sense of kinship with you? I feel like we can become close quickly. "

If she wanted to, she was a woman who could bring down a great empire that was in its prime. That woman smiled cheerfully and extended her hand. As if she wanted to shake hands and say that she would get along well in the future.

Baekryeon was reluctant to accept the favor and ended up ignoring it.

I felt sorry for the disappointed Bernacien and felt a sense of debt.

But when I thought of my comrades whose lives were taken away by my foolishness, I felt like it was a sin to receive even a small favor.

"...... I would appreciate it if you could assign me a room to stay in. Your Majesty."

"Hoo..."

Hereis sighed and gave instructions.

"Guide me. Bell."

"Yes, I understand. Duke Arkaden."

Bernacien playfully took the example of a maid and left the room first. Baekryeon followed behind Bernacien, drawing another pair of sticky eyes.

Surprisingly, all of Arkaden's servants use private rooms. After confirming this absurd fact several times, Baekryeon finally arrived at the room used by the previous butler.

"Have you ever worked as a butler?"

"No."

"It's okay, you'll learn little by little. But, um... As you'll see, it won't be easy to learn things from other people."

"I think so."

"That's what I mean, I'll teach you for the time being."

Bernacien declares confidently.

"There are various circumstances, you know? I've mastered most tasks. So don't worry too much."

"... Okay."

Baekryeon nodded. Facing him like this, Bernacien curiously reached out his hand again.

But Baekryeon did not hold her hand until the end. Instead, she politely declined and went into the room he had been assigned.

"I got rejected..."

Mumbles in despair.

It was difficult to completely hide her disappointment, since she was not an emotionless doll.

I guess I'll have to stick around for a while to teach you how to do things...

It was Bernacien who was very worried.

.

.

.

I made such a pessimistic judgment.

The new butler is doing his job very well.

        
            The worries were immense. All the servants living in Arkaden looked at Baekryeon with prejudiced eyes.

A foreigner with an ominous appearance is a butler. Although he was only a servant, there was not a single person who disagreed with the opinion that a butler was an important position.

Not only does it have a wide range of duties that involve managing the big and small affairs of the household, but sometimes it also includes personnel who assist the head of the household.

We can't leave it to such a foreigner. To such a foreigner...

But soon, the evaluation of Baekryeon began to change.

"No...! Who knew there was such an easy method of arithmetic?! How could foreigners be so smart... Huh."

The Arkaden officer looked at Baekryeon's expression. Even though he was appointed as a butler, he was openly criticizing her right in front of her.

I was so excited that I didn't even have time to look back on my actions.

"I never thought I'd get the documents done this quickly..."

The job that Baekryeon was assigned was to calculate and compare the growth rate of wheat harvests by district in the Dukedom of Arkaden. Although it was a simple task that required arithmetic, it was a type of chore that took quite a bit of time because it was close to simple labor.

But I received the documents so quickly that I thought they had been rushed. They were documents with advanced forms that I had never seen before.

"Where on earth did you learn this stuff?"

"... I had the opportunity to learn in my hometown."

In fact, the calculation method Baekryeon used was the same as that used in Korean personality tests, and the table drawn in the document was a graph commonly used in modern times.

"Oh my goodness, this is the first time I've seen such easy-to-view material. From now on, I'll have to change the format of all the documents I submit to the Duke."

The officer glanced at Baekryeon hesitantly, then cautiously asked.

"Ahem, if it's okay with you, I'd like you to teach me all the knowledge..."

"Okay, I will."

Baekryeon readily agreed.

At best, it is just a trick. How much can a modern high school student know? Academic weaknesses will be revealed quickly.

It would have been better to teach someone and win their favor.

"Well, thank you..."

Still, he is unable to make eye contact with me, perhaps because his pride is hurt by being taught by a foreigner.

I wasn't particularly angry.

Rather, I think it was a preventive measure.

Baekryeon was prepared to be ostracized and hear such abuse, telling her not to show off by using such unfamiliar forms.

There was a woman who was anxiously watching the back of the white lotus.

It was Bernacien.

'It's so different from what I imagined...?'

Even after watching Baekryeon's movements for a week, no faults were found. Even if she was being bullied, I thought I would stop her, but Baekryeon blatantly ignored the ill intentions directed at her.

As a result of doing my work silently, I was finally recognized by an official in a high-ranking position.

The warrior of his time was a peculiar man. Bernaciens evaluated him thus.

Meanwhile, Baekryeon's journey did not end there.

"Oh... This taste...?!"

A chef burst into tears in the middle of a luxurious kitchen.

"This is like a shooting star popping inside my mouth...!!! Gasp... Gasp..."

While adding some strange sentiments.

"The cuisine of foreigners is also a delicacy... It's so spicy that I can't stop reaching for it. What's the name of this dish, butler?"

"It's called tteokbokki."

"It seems like a name that a girl who likes purple would like..."

It is unclear why it is purple, but at least the white lotus has caught the chef's eye.

This tteokbokki dish was inexpensive, so anyone could enjoy it as a snack. It seemed likely that it would soon become popular among maids.

That was when.

"Hey, over there... Let me have a bite too..."

Bernacien came out from behind Baekryeon and expressed her appetite. Baekryeon then handed her a fork, and Bernacien managed to put a piece of tteokbokki in her mouth.

... inevitably a stereotypical reaction popped out.

"Every, every...! It's spicy...!"

"... Doesn't this food look spicy to anyone?"

"That's a pity...!!!"

Heh, heh...

It seemed that the people of this world didn't enjoy food that tasted more than spicy. I hadn't paid any attention to the taste of food since I was summoned to this world, so I just realized it now.

"I think it would be best to clean it up, Chef."

"Okay, wait a minute!"

"..."

Bernacien's urgent dissuasion brought silence. Perhaps the still, heavy air was burdensome, and she barely managed to confess her desire, sweating profusely.

"Ha, just give me one more bite and then clean it up..."

"..."

"..."

The chef and Baekryun both shut their mouths at the same time.

Soon, one bite became two, then five, and she finally finished the entire bowl.

After that, Baekryeon presented Korean dishes with ingredients available over three days. It was a stroke of luck that she was able to do it because she took up cooking as a hobby in her home country.

◇

It's been two weeks since Bernacien was impressed by tteokbokki.

Although his gaze toward Baekryeon was still not kind, it was not entirely hostile either.

Baekryeon is a man who is honest in everything he does. He is also a well-mannered young man. His only shortcoming is that he is difficult to approach because he never smiles.

Everyone began to secretly realize that, although they had different appearances, they were essentially no different from other imperial people.

"What the... You said you'd help me, but you just follow me around."

"No, that's not true."

"Really? How did it help you?"

"..."

"Why... no answer?"

"..."

It was a white lotus that was difficult to contain a lie.

If I had to pick one thing that helped, it would be emotional stability. If Bernacien hadn't been chattering away, my days at the mansion would have been quite dreary.

"You... will be helpful. Somewhere."

"Please don't speak in a hypothetical tone! Rather, it's not something that will help you right now, but somewhere?!"

Her striking beauty was deeply disturbing. Her expression clearly showed signs of self-loathing.

"Actually... That's right. I knew that too. That much..."

As soon as Bernacien finished speaking, a dog barking was heard.

"Krrr..."

As I walked, wherever my feet took me, I soon found myself approaching Hailey's dog house.

Hailey seethed menacingly as she watched the white lotus enter her territory.

"Haley, stop. It's okay."

"Kkuu..."

Whenever I saw them, the level of rapport between the two was amazing. Even though they were different species, they understood each other's meanings as if they were old friends.

Soon, Bernacien sat down in front of Haley and muttered a weak murmur.

"This is an extension of what I just said. I'm really someone who hasn't been able to do well even as an adult... I'm not good at anything."

"..."

"I told you, right? I learned a lot of different things because of various circumstances. Actually, I ended up like that because I was trying to find something I was good at."

"A passionate life... might not be so bad."

"Oh, oh? I feel comforted somehow. Anyway, uh... At this age, it's time to stop making excuses like "I'm a witch." "

"Was the witch a race without work?"

"There's no way...! Oh my god..."

Baekryeon is shocked by his cynical verbal abuse. Bernacien immediately corrects his misunderstanding.

"This is a fact that even Herace doesn't know, but witches actually grow incredibly slowly. Their development and intelligence are the same. How old do I look to you?"

"That's..."

"Don't worry about how much age to subtract from the original to feel better."

"Ah..."

"... You've been thinking about it. I feel a bit guilty. So, what's the answer?"

Baekryeon took a few seconds to carefully open her mouth.

"... Twenty-two years old?"

"Ding, that's wrong. It's been over 200 years since I was born, so what the heck."

Bernacien waved her index finger lively. Baekryeon's shoulders hunched as she faced her.

"...... I'm sorry for speaking informally to you. It's strange to be polite to someone you should kill..."

"Oh please...! Don't do that. I beg you. If you insist on that, I'm not broad-minded enough to use formal language toward the person who came to kill me."

Bernacien had a premonition that he had done something great.

The lotus was broken. It was creaking and creaking like a tin doll that hadn't been oiled for months.

To Baekryeon, who was born and raised as a nobleman of the Republic of Korea, age was a cold-blooded measure of hierarchy. Flirting with a woman who would naturally receive a deep bow at the ancestral rites table was something he should not do.

"Ahem...! Anyway, I feel like I've survived well all these years. Things have gotten better since 'that kid' started taking care of me to repay the favor."

"If that kid..."

"Ah, it's the story of Herreis. The little kid was chased by a beast and ran away to the forest where I was staying. I saved him and let him stay for a few days, and he said he'd treat him well or something... Hehe."

Bernacien's hands covered his own cheeks.

"This guy's beauty is beyond help, really. Just in case, I'm saying this, but shouldn't you fall for him?"

"I don't like it."

"She's so pretty and has such a good personality?"

"Because it is a variable that has nothing to do with it."

"I know it's a bit presumptuous, but I'd like to know why. Honestly, it's rare to find a guy who doesn't get excited after talking to me for a few minutes."

"..."

Baekryeon thought seriously.

I asked myself whether I could tell this reason. I wondered if it would cause any trouble later. I kept asking myself these questions as they continued to follow one after another.

"...... I'm sorry. I can't say anything other than it's physiologically impossible..."

"What, what did you say...?"

"I have no regrets."

However, the tastes he had in his original world were summoned to this world and became more solid.

I hate the humans of this world.

That is the truth that Baekryeon was avoiding.

Plus, I hate myself for harboring such feelings.

Since the day I was summoned, I have been censoring myself.

I have witnessed the ugliness that the empire I am supposed to protect is desperately trying to hide, treating me like a disgrace.

It was Baekryeon who decided to endure this. It must have been the right choice.

That is why I decided to live my life by eliminating bad thoughts and selecting only good thoughts.

'But I guess what can't be helped is what can't be helped.'

After all, the only people I could truly love in this world were my dead comrades.

"Oops..."

Suddenly, my stomach churned. As soon as I recalled the tragedy of the Demon Realm, I was overcome with a feeling of nausea.

Baekryeon barely managed to calm her confused insides and took a deep breath of clean air.

This series of actions were quite natural to Baekryeon, but to Bernacien, who was unaware of the circumstances, it seemed to be the most shocking.

"You hate me that much...? So much so that you feel like vomiting just thinking about it?"

"Um, no, that's probably a misunderstanding. Not to that extent."

"How much is that! Is it slightly below that level? Or much below that level? Or is it slightly below the middle point between slightly below and much below? If you don't tell me straight up, I won't know...!"

This woman has amazing pronunciation and articulation. The non-literary passages in the mock Korean language exam were listening comprehension questions that would make a nobleman hear them.

Baekryeon was in a state of confusion.

Hailey jumped up and barked loudly.

"Woof! Woof woof! Grrr..."

It wasn't hostility towards Baekryeon.

Hailey's loud report pointed to a third person, completely outside of Baekryun and Bernacien.

"Why does he bark at me every time he sees me?"

The woman screamed as if she was being treated unfairly.

She was a maid with auburn hair that flowed down to her shoulders.

"Hey, that's Attila?"

Bernacien called the name of the maid walking towards him.

Attila.

It was a long relationship, and she was later recorded as maid A in the mansion.

        
            "There you are, Bell... Huh?"

Attila hesitated as soon as he saw the white lotus while he was in full bloom. An instinctive sense of disgust came over him. In reality, Attila was the type who hated barbarians and foreigners of different colors.

In particular, since I was prone to superstitions, I was embarrassed by the black-haired, black-eyed Baekryeon.

"I was wondering why I hadn't seen you for so long, but did you guide me to that person?"

"For now... Yeah, I guess so."

"Still need guidance?"

Bernacien looked at Baekryeon. Baekryeon shook her head and indirectly expressed her opinion.

Attila lifted Bernacien up from his seat and crossed his arms. It was like they were best friends who would never die.

"Do you know how bored I've been without you? And Sally keeps picking fights over everything... She's so smart."

"Ahaha, Sally must have had her own circumstances too."

"Bell, you're too kind, it's a problem. Seriously... I can tell just by looking at you that I'm jealous."

The two maids chattered away from Baekryeon, and Hayley barked loudly behind Attila as if to ward off bad luck.

"Boom!"

"..."

From what I've observed, Hailey is a gentle creature. She especially welcomes Bernacien, but doesn't treat others differently. She's the one who approaches familiar faces first and flips over.

But there are two people I particularly hate.

It was Baekryun and Attila.

Whatever the hunting dog's intentions, Baekryeon doesn't feel particularly wronged. Wasn't he the man who came to kill Bernacien, whom she loved so much?

But...

"Why do you hate that maid so much, you?"

"Grrr..."

"... Don't talk to me."

Haley, who had somehow managed to understand his words, crawled into the cramped doghouse and curled up. Could there be a more articulate guest?

Baekryeon, who was left alone, shook off her seat and stood up.

It was the end of the break.

◇

Time really flew by quickly.

Although she still couldn't like people, her heart regained peace. The other servants also began to accept Baekryeon as a 'slightly peculiar person', and Baekryeon melted into Duke Arkaden's house and lived a normal life.

Nothing happens.

The empire was still peaceful, and the witch Bernacien was always cheerful and kind. Sometimes, when she was teaching the culture of the original world, she was so lively that she would go to Herais and ask him to make it for her.

There were many times when he would talk to Bernacien like this. There were also many times when Herace would openly be jealous of such behavior. It seems that he was so big-hearted that he would call Baekryeon aside and restrain her, whom he found so awkward.

Still, Bernacien often came to see Baekryeon. She said that he was desperately trying to flatter her personal executioner or something.

It was a bad joke. I hope it doesn't come to this and ruin someone's life.

I want to be a river that flows away, worn away by the flow of time. Or I want to be a stone on the side of the road and fall into a deep sleep.

Two years have passed in that wind.

May 5th, Year 500 of the Imperial Calendar.

The Arkaden family has a new mistress.

The wedding was held with great magnificence, with flowers falling. Festivals were held throughout the Dukedom of Arkaden, and the enormous amount of money that had been sleeping in the dukedom was released into the market.

Originally, the wedding guests were supposed to be high-ranking figures befitting the status of a duke's family, but the two main characters, who were now married, wanted to hold the wedding centered around their family members.

The royal family did not necessarily object either.

Since he already knew that Baekryeon was in the Duke's possession, it would have been a loss for both of them to have to meet each other's uncomfortable faces. Therefore, he showed his sincerity by delivering the treasures filled in a cart through a messenger.

'... How wonderful, Duke Hereis Arkaden. How admirable.'

Baekryeon clapped at the timing of the couple kissing in the front row. The applause grew louder in response to the sincere respect.

'True love that can truly accept an old man hundreds of years older than you. You are the epitome of pure love.'

The bride threw her bouquet. Whether it was intentional or not, the bouquet, which was decorated with pure white flowers, coincidentally landed in Baekryeon's arms.

"Pfft, ahaha! You guys next?"

The bride in a pure white wedding dress - Bernacien was laughing and teasing her. Baekryeon was helpless and just awkwardly fidgeted with the hand holding the bouquet.

The solution that was finally contrived was a polite request.

"... Please take care of yourself, ma'am."

"You never called Bell until the end."

"It's not a good sight to see them being so close."

Everyone in the mansion called her Belle, but Baekryeon refused to do so. This was to avoid becoming too attached to the target of her slaughter.

After much persuasion, Baekryeon finally agreed to a compromise and call her 'Verna' for short. That was it.

"That bouquet."

"Huh?"

"Keep it safe. Who knows? An unexpected relationship might come to you."

Bernacien said playfully and looked over Baekryeon’s shoulder. Her usually cheerful smile was somehow mysterious. I turned my head to follow Bernacien’s gaze, but there was nothing there.

"... What a miserable fate it is to be incapable of doing anything about."

"I don't understand what you mean."

"It's also stiff."

"There is no turning back. As of today, you have become the highest person in this area."

"I guess so. As expected..."

Bernacien smiled bitterly. While the two were talking like that, Herais, dressed in a pure white uniform, grabbed Bernacien’s hand tightly.

"Belle is now my wife."

"With sincere respect, Your Majesty."

"... Hmm? Respect, all of a sudden...?"

"Yes, Your Majesty, you are truly an unbiased adult."

Although Baekryeon had only confessed her true feelings, Herais had a hard time getting rid of the unpleasant aftertaste.

"Ahem, I will definitely make Belle happy. I will not allow even a fingernail's worth of harm to the empire. So don't worry."

"I hope that your decision doesn't change."

Herreis's speech was less formal than before.

From the beginning, their relationship transcended social status as a warrior and a criminal, but it is also true that they developed a sense of intimacy through the process of often introducing Korean civilization and culture.

This is because, unlike the royal family, he also had considerable interest in the backgrounds of immigrant peoples.

"That's why I want you to be the head of the house."

"If you tell me to do it, I will. However, I am curious as to why you would entrust me with such an important task."

"Belle is someone who went from being a maid to a duchess. Anyone would feel a sense of relative deprivation. But since you know Belle's circumstances, I believe you can get along well."

For the same reason, Herais had offered Attila the position of chief maid. It was well known that Attila was particularly close to Bernatien, so she thought he would be a good fit.

"I will do as you said. I understand that the work will change soon."

"It's cool and nice."

Of all the days Baekryeon spent at the mansion, today's Herace had the brightest expression.

I heard that he first met Bernacien when he was about seven years old.

He said that he had harbored a crush on her since then, so it was like a wish that had lasted for over ten years had come true. I couldn't even begin to fathom the joy and delight he felt.

I can't help but have different thoughts every time I see a heretic like this.

"... Berna."

"Huh?"

"You have no conscience. You are. Certainly..."

"Why me?!"

The person who was receiving the deepest love of a young, handsome man hundreds of years younger than her, who also had money and power, was shocked when she heard Baekryeon's words.

"Huh, haha."

Herace smiled, understanding the general meaning.

"It's really... a happy day."

Apart from the joy of marriage, I felt reassured.

In the great family called Arkaden, witches and warriors coexist. No one can break this fortress filled with happiness, even if the heavens are the enemy and point their spears and swords at it.

◇

A few days later, Duke Arkaden and I were reorganized.

The reign of the duke and duchess began with the head butler Baekryeon and the head maid Attila at the center.

Arkaden's power grew with each passing day.

While reigning at the pinnacle of food security based on the power of the witch, Herais achieved numerous achievements, such as advancing the civilization of the empire through various inventions.

As a result, even if Arkaden declared independence for the Duchy, the Emperor was unable to do anything. He was no different from a lion who simply followed along obediently because he had no reason to do so.

However, if you ask me if there is no noise at all, I have to firmly deny it.

"... Have you forgotten your duty as a servant? Head Maid."

"Don't nitpick. Bell gave it to me, so isn't it none of your business as a servant?"

"Please call me Madam, not Bell."

"What the hell do you know about our relationship to be lecturing me like that?"

The conflict began because Attila's extravagance had become too extreme.

Attila became too attached to Bernatien, who was his superior, under the pretext of being his friend, and received various goods as gifts.

As a result, Attila's wardrobe was filled with dresses that Bernacien had given her. She even went so far as to decorate the dresses with jewels. Naturally, the jewels she used at that time were also gifts from Bernacien's drawer.

'This... is not a good sign.'

The subordinates must be aware of their positions. No matter how much Bernacien was a friend who had been a maid, the hierarchy had been dramatically divided for a long time.

If you try to use this as an excuse to get close and wield power, the order of the mansion will be in shambles.

In fact, there are frequent reports that the workload of maids has become more unproductive than before. However, the housekeeper was worried that it was an overstep of authority for her to meddle in the maids' private affairs.

An excuse was needed to intervene.

Although it was a bit embarrassing, I had to educate them by forcibly linking their personal luxury with their duties as servants.

"What did the maid think of the relationship between herself and the madam..."

That was when.

"Butler!"

"Maid!"

From each side, a maid and a butler came rushing in.

Baekryun and Attila put aside their conflict for a moment and focused their attention on their subordinates who had serious expressions on their faces.

"Madam...! Madam...!"

...

......

February 1, Year 501 of the Imperial Calendar.

Duchess of Bernacien-Arkaden, pregnant.

        
            Boom, boom, boom!

The sound of footsteps echoed loudly down the hallway of the mansion, leading up to the stairs.

Bam!

Then, when Baekryun and Attila each opened the door in front of them, the duke and his wife and the attending physician came into view.

"Is it true? I heard that Madam is pregnant..."

"Bell...! Are you okay?!"

Bernacien chuckled, perhaps because he found the sight of the two people running so hurriedly funny.

"Yeah, that's right. There's a kid in there. Isn't that amazing?"

Bernacien gently stroked her own belly. She, who had never even paid attention to gold or silver treasures, stroked her belly as if it were a precious treasure.

"That can't be..."

Baekryeon put her hand under her chin as if she couldn't believe it.

'Crossbreeding...was possible?'

Witches were considered to be a completely different species, even though they looked exactly like humans. He was surprised to hear the news of Bernacien's pregnancy, as if common sense had been shattered.

At that time, the attending physician encouraged the Duke and Duchess before they left.

"It appears to be the 5th week of pregnancy. It is not a time to go about your daily life without straining yourself... but please be especially careful when moving around."

"Thank you."

Bernacien gave his thanks to the attending physician in an elegant manner. It was a common occurrence for long-time acquaintances to loosen up, but it seemed that the position was gradually creating a person.

Afterwards, when the attending physician left, Herais knelt down on one knee and felt Bernacien's stomach.

"... Can I listen to your ear, Bell?"

"Idiot, there's no way there's movement already?"

"Oh, is that so? Yeah. Hmm. "

Heresy had never learned about pregnancy from a book. Now, she was at a loss as to what to do because the fate that had come to her so unexpectedly was so precious and precious.

"Butler, tell the entire dukedom to declare a festival period immediately!"

"I will follow your orders."

As soon as Baekryeon left the Duchess' bedroom, she called the servants together. Thus, the conflict between Baekryeon and Attila came to an end.

Meanwhile, Attila remained in Bernacien's bedroom, watching the couple's joy closely.

A strange flame flickered in her eyes. It was a blazing flame, the embodiment of a desire to burn and incinerate everything.

◇

It was early summer and the excitement of the festival was dying down.

Bernacien's belly was a little swollen, but it wasn't to the extent that one would think of a pregnant woman with difficulty moving around.

While Herais went out to inspect the territory, Bernacien took a walk around the manor under the care of Baekryeon.

"I feel strange."

"Is there anything inconvenient?"

"It's an inconvenience... Is it inconvenient that they're so strict even though there are only two of them?"

"..."

"It's okay, so just tell me. I don't know when I'm watching, but even when it's just the two of us, it's awkward and I can't stand it."

"... Yeah."

"Okay, okay. That's it."

Only then did he start humming as if he was in a better mood. His voice sounded dirty no matter when I heard it. His attitude of having lost his sense of pitch was like that of a victim abandoned by the god of music.

'I think it might be bad for prenatal education...'

It would be worse to point it out. While I was pondering such foolish thoughts, the cursed humming suddenly stopped.

Taking advantage of that moment, Baekryeon asked.

"So, what's weird?"

"Nothing much... I just thought that there are witches who serve the warrior. And they even came to kill me?"

"I hope that doesn't happen, for the sake of the unborn child."

"I can guarantee you that. That will never happen."

"That's a great confidence."

"It can't be helped."

Bernacien smiled bitterly. Baekryeon had difficulty interpreting the bitterness contained in her smile.

"Hey, can I ask you a favor?"

"Listen and decide."

"Um...if the child is born."

She asks.

"Will you be my godfather?"

"... Godfather? Me? "

"Yes, sir."

She gave him a look of great anticipation. But Baekryeon politely declined.

"If a mere butler claims to be the princess' godfather, he'll only be laughed at."

"What does that matter... Well, fine. If that's true, I'll ask again."

The corners of Bernacien's mouth hang over the clown.

"Sir, will you be my child's godfather?"

"... A warrior, not a butler."

"Was it fatal?"

"You know so well."

Baekryeon scolded her in a sarcastic manner, but the woman who was being scolded just chuckled pleasantly.

"Was it burdensome?"

"That's not the problem."

"Then?"

"I am not qualified. If I touch your and Herace's precious fruit without caution, it will be tainted in an instant. "

"Why do you think so?"

"Because I'm just a hollow shell warrior."

Baekryeon realizes that she is a hopeless coward. As proof, she has failed to properly protect anything she really wanted to protect.

There will never be a time in the future when I will claim the title of warrior. It would be a misfortune for this world that such an incompetent person would claim to be a warrior.

But Bernacien's thoughts were completely different.

"You are wrong, warrior."

"What?"

"You're not a warrior in name only. You're just more delicate and gentle than others. How horrible would the world be if we were to look down on you like this?"

In Bernacien's eyes, Baekryeon was a person who could do anything.

If he had the will, he could easily claim to be the king of a country, and even if he lived a moderate life, he could obtain the title of a saint based on his overwhelming military power.

But Baekryeon doesn't do that.

He chose to live a life where he possessed the karma that could burn down the whole world, but used it to light a bonfire and light up the surroundings. That was clearly courage in a different direction, and an expression of intention.

So, in her eyes, Baekryeon was still a warrior.

"... What do you want me to do? Tell me what you want."

"I'm not asking for anything grand. I just..."

Bernacien gently strokes her slightly swollen belly.

"... Even if I'm not around, I want you to protect this child."

"Reject."

"Huh...?"

"Even without you, Rani. I don't want to accept a request mixed with such a dirty family."

Bernacien stared at Baekryeon with a blank expression at her answer. It was a stupid expression on his face for some reason.

After a while, Bernacien burst into laughter, patting Baekryeon on the back.

"Pfft, hahaha...! What were you thinking, idiot. I was going to ask you to be my babysitter while I was away from the mansion for a while, but what were you thinking? Huh? What kind of assumptions does a negative person ask?"

"... It's noisy."

"Huh, huh... Ah, this is fun. You pretended not to, but I guess you've grown attached to me?"

"I would appreciate it if you could keep it closed, even for the sake of the prenatal care."

"Ah, the Duchess of Femme Fatale is a pain. It's not for nothing that Herais was jealous of you."

This duchess has a knack for making fools of people. Baekryeon felt herself growing tired after being so badly beaten.

Bernacien didn't stop there, but persisted in pushing the agenda from earlier.

"Anyway... won't you be my child's godfather? "

"That story again."

"I'm giving you a chance."

"What kind of nonsense are you talking about?"

"You're being sophistry in front of people, I'm telling you, you're really cynical."

Baekryeon's cold response was no obstacle at all. In some ways, she was a person who really stood out for her tenacity.

"I wanted to give you a chance to love yourself. To become a true warrior who protects our child, and not belittle yourself by calling yourself a shell or anything... I wanted to give you a chance to accept yourself."

"..."

"Would you accept the request of a femme fatale and a thoughtful witch? Warrior."

"Sigh..."

To be honest, I don't feel like it. I understand Bernacien's intentions, but I feel embarrassed to be the godfather of a child who is about to be born.

Was black a symbol of misfortune and death?

I am even afraid that this symbol will be transferred to the Duke and Duchess' child.

'Opportunity... I guess.'

I'm not even greedy for opportunities.

If I had seized that opportunity, I would surely be saved. However, looking back on my sinful life, it was difficult to even accept being saved on my own.

So, this is not for yourself.

It is simply a service for new life. It is an extension of the work without any other selfish motives.

With this mindset in mind, Baekryeon nodded quietly.

"... I will accept your request."

"Really? There's no such thing as softness?"

"Yeah."

"Yay! That's great, my baby. Right?"

Bernacien asked the unborn baby for consent. I found his behavior annoying, so I quickly looked away.

I feel like I've been taken advantage of somehow.

It was an aftertaste, as if I had unknowingly signed an unfair contract.

"Berna."

"Why are you calling? By the way, I won't turn down your request, right?"

"Do whatever you want."

"Aha, then what is it?"

Baekryeon scratched the back of her head. She didn't want to say it out loud because it was too embarrassing to mention.

Still, I advise her to be prepared just in case.

"Don't harbor resentment."

"It's obvious, but why are you telling me that?"

"... As a father, it is not acceptable to kill a mother in front of a child. Please be careful with your behavior. "

"Wow, you're already calling me a godfather? I can now feel relieved and shake off my foolishness."

"Listen seriously."

"Yes, yes."

Their walk ended after circling the huge mansion three times.

Soon the two reached the front door of the mansion.

Before opening the door, Baekryeon asked.

"Have you decided on a name for your child?"

"Of course I decided."

She chuckles. It's as if she's anxious to tell me the name she's been thinking about for days.

Soon happiness flowed out of Bernacien's lips.

"If it's a boy, Leder."

"What if it's a girl?"

"If it's a girl..."

She tells fate.

"Letia."

        
            Autumn passes by.

This year's temperatures have become chilly, particularly earlier than usual.

Red fallen leaves dyed the garden, creating an exotic landscape.

"Kkiing... Kkiing..."

"..."

Hailey groaned weakly. And Baekryeon sat down in front of her, looking up at the autumn sky.

"Are you worried?"

"Kku, kkuu..."

"... I still don't know what to say."

If it were Bernacien, she would have immediately interpreted what Hayley meant. But she is not in a position to be here at the moment.

Perhaps it was something that happened before the summer was over. The big incident where Bernacien suddenly fainted.

The mansion was turned upside down.

The Duchess, who was pregnant, collapsed without warning. It was an event that shook an entire family.

Since then, Bernacien has not been able to walk properly. He spends almost every moment in bed, and even the walks he enjoyed so much are limited to walking around the room.

"On the topic of witches... You shouldn't be so weak that you can't answer."

"Boom! Woof woof!"

"You're so good at listening to gossip."

It was a truly extraordinary upheaval. Her physical condition, which had been 200 years old, had deteriorated so rapidly. Even if we calculate it in proportion, Bernacien should have been able to live for several hundred years.

The entire mansion was in turmoil as not only the attending physician but also all of Herreis' inventions could not find the cause.

"Hey."

"Grrr..."

"Verna asked me to tie your scarf properly if it is loose."

Baekryeon asked calmly.

"Would you allow me to do so?"

"Puchuhut."

The guy exhaled forcefully, as if coughing. Rarely, Baekryeon instinctively caught the resignation mixed in his exhalation.

Then his hands went to Hailey's neck, and he delicately tied the blue scarf that seemed to embrace the autumn sky around her neck like a necklace.

"Is this really that good? A normal dog would have been uncomfortable and shaken off a long time ago."

"Krrrr, woof!"

"... Yes, each person... No. Every living being has their own personal happiness. For you, that scarf must be an unchangeable happiness."

Baekryeon reflected anew on what her happiness was.

Since the tragedy of the Demon Realm, happiness was considered a lost thing that could never be found again. However, Baekryeon was forced to admit one disgusting truth while staying in Arkaden's mansion.

Honestly, I've had a pretty decent life. I find fulfillment in the little things in life. Some people would define this as happiness.

It was welcome, and he was disgusted with himself for welcoming it. Especially since he had repeatedly convinced himself that he was not worthy of finding happiness.

"... Berna must be precious. You."

"Wow!"

"Maybe the direction of our hearts is the same."

The atmosphere in the mansion seems to be getting more and more gloomy. The more it feels like that, the more I feel a bad feeling about it.

I have a feeling that these gentle days, this everyday life that embraces me with happiness, are actually maintained on the thin glass floor called Vernaciennes.

"Don't change."

Hailey nodded her head diagonally.

"That's right, keep hating me. I want you to be that kind of guy who favors Berna and barks at Attila."

Even if this entire mansion were to turn into a mask, I would still be able to have this little chat in front of you...

I hope you stay the same.

"I guess I should get up soon. Since Berna collapsed, the temperature has been fluctuating wildly, so I have a mountain of work to do."

Baekryeon unconsciously tried to place her hand on Hailey's head, but quickly withdrew it. Then she relayed another message she had almost forgotten.

"Verna asked you to do something."

"Kkiing?"

"Please be a great knight for the child who will be born. I trust you more than anyone in the mansion."

Baekryeon ended her speech awkwardly.

"... That's what he said."

"Woof! Woof woof!"

Hailey stood up on her hind legs and trotted off. Baekryeon saw her enthusiastic gesture of acceptance before she completely shook herself off.

His steps were slow as he walked towards the mansion.

Squeak... thud!

A heavy air current lingered in the mansion, along with the sound of rusty hinges on the front door, greeted Baekryeon.

◇

November 1, 501 Imperial Calendar. All Saints' Day.

The birth pangs of Bernacien Arcaden have begun.

From the duchess's bedroom, where only the midwife and the attending physician were allowed to enter, painful moans were heard. As the moans leaked out, it seemed as if Herreis' world was about to crumble.

Since ancient times, doctors have recommended abortion.

Bernacien's body was so weak that it was almost too weak. Last month in particular, Bernacien's condition was so bad that it felt like his bones were almost touching each other.

According to the attending physician, if the birth is successful, it will be a miracle. He declared that unless a miracle occurs, both the mother and the fetus will die.

So, in order to save the mother's life, I dared to suggest an abortion. As a doctor, it was a difficult thing to say even if it meant my throat would fall off.

Herreis reluctantly lowered his head. It was a de facto acceptance.

Although he had made such a heavy decision, Bernacien's will was stubborn. He firmly maintained his position that he would definitely have a child.

No matter how weak a person is, a witch is still a witch.

If she truly wanted it, there was no way a mere mortal could stop it.

Days of suffering like that continued until we reached the present.

Outside the Duchess' bedroom, Herreith and two of her closest associates sat together.

It was the butler Baekryeon and the maid Attila.

Only those three people could hear Bernatien's screams of pain.

I never dreamed that she, who was always cheerful, would scream so loudly. I never even imagined it.

The labor was long.

Two hours, three hours passed, and finally half a day passed. If it had been a normal person, something would have gone terribly wrong at that point.

But Bernacien continued her difficult fight as if to prove that she was a witch.

The effort paid off─.

After about eight hours of labor, the screaming finally subsided.

"Why, why... is no one coming out...?"

Herreis muttered ominously. He wished he could kick open the door and check on his companion right away.

The door opened ten minutes later.

"The Duchess has given birth. However..."

"Ah...!"

Boom, boom, boom!

Hereis rushed into the scene without even listening to the doctor's report. However, darkness suddenly gathered over Hereis' face, which had been filled with joy.

"Bell...?"

The husband called his wife, but she didn't move at all. She just closed her eyes and gave a faint smile.

"Bell... Bell...! Wake up, Bell...!!!"

"Your Majesty..."

The attending physician behind me lowered his head as if he was ashamed.

"Why... are you looking at the floor like that...?"

"I'm sorry. It was impossible for me to save both lives with my own abilities."

"..."

Herreus's hand wanders aimlessly through the air, lost.

Even though he clenched his fists, he suddenly covered his forehead and repeatedly washed his face with water.

Herreus remained frozen for a long time after that, only to finally come to his senses.

"What about the child...?"

Creak, and Herreis's head turned.

But the attending physician's reaction was strange.

The child must have been conveying the nuance of having been saved, but for some reason he was having a hard time coming up with an answer.

"Why aren't you answering...? I asked where the child was...!"

"That, that... Your Majesty..."

dump!

The attending physician quickly knelt down.

"Your Majesty! I have seen nothing today, and I have done nothing! I will cut out this day from my life, so please be lenient...!"

"This is just not making any sense...!"

Phew!

Herais pushed the doctor's shoulder and forced his way into the screen. In the meantime, Baekryun and Attila were finally able to enter the Duchess' bedroom.

"... Berna?"

"Bell...!"

Only then did the two realize that Bernacien's lively energy had completely disappeared.

She was a woman who was full of life in every word and action. It was hard to believe, even though I was witnessing with my own eyes, that such a woman was cooling off.

"... This won't do. Berna."

The existence of prophecy was severe.

She was a woman who was destined to appear as a witch and bring down all the stars of the empire.

That's why both Herais and Baekryeon were worried but also relieved. In any case, they judged that since Verna was a witch of prophecy, she would never die from childbirth.

"...... If you were to do this... it wouldn't have been right. Berna."

The prophecy is over.

The witch is dead, and the empire will enjoy a stable and peaceful era.

In other words, Baekryeon was completely liberated from the fate of a warrior and became a free being.

"Like this... so vain..."

If this was fate.

If it was you who would leave like this.

'Why did I have to fall into this world?'

I want to ask this world what the meaning of existence of the human named Baekryeon was.

What on earth do you want to achieve by toying with and manipulating people's lives? I want to grab fate by the scruff of the neck and vent my pent-up anger.

That was when.

"Ha...!"

From inside the curtain, Herais's empty breath could be heard.

Chorus!

He walked briskly forward, removing the curtain. Following that, Herais glared at Baekryeon with a look of disgust and left the room roughly.

I instinctively feel that something is wrong.

Baekryeon tried hard to suppress her impatience and took careful steps forward. Then she quietly removed the curtain through which Herais’ empty breath had leaked out.

Strangely enough, the child's crying was not heard. Thinking back, it would have been normal for the child's loud crying to have erupted at the moment the Duchess' bedroom door opened.

"..."

When Baekryeon finally looked at the child in the small cradle, he realized the reason for the disgust that Herace had sent.

I ended up understanding it intuitively.

"What the heck... why..."

Black is a symbol of misfortune and death. Therefore, it is a taboo color that should be rejected.

That must be the case.

The baby, who did not cry in the cradle and opened his eyes blankly, had ebony in his eyes.

Also, the pitch-black hair that grows like fluff sparsely colors the head of a life that has just begun to move.

The child who stepped into the world by stepping on Bernacien's body was a girl with black hair and black eyes.

        
            For a moment, I denied reality.

The child born from Bernacien's womb had black hair and black eyes. At least he wasn't an immigrant like me, but he was born with a color that shouldn't have been there.

A thousand thoughts flashed through my mind.

The looks in the eyes around me were strange.

The attending physician, the midwife, and even Attila, who was soon to come to examine the child, all stared at the white lotus and the child as if they were monsters.

It was obvious what kind of misunderstanding they had. The only person in this mansion with black hair and black eyes was Baekryeon, and even if you think about it with common sense, you can only come to one conclusion.

This child, perhaps... may be a life that originated from the wrong seed.

'I have to make an excuse...'

I absolutely cannot make any excuses. Even if I desperately try to explain, the suspicions will only increase.

This black hair and black eyes were a terrible stigma. Even if he could prove his innocence completely, he would always be followed by suspicion.

'...their suspicions are justified.'

The biggest problem of all is that Baekryun and Bernacien actually came into contact frequently. Their meetings were frequent enough that Herais personally warned her.

Of course, the relationship between the two was innocent, but there was no obligation for others to completely trust them.

Even when the marriage between Bernacien and Herais was announced, there were people who sympathized with Baekryun. To third parties, the relationship between Baekryun and Bernacien was a black box in itself.

'What should I do...'

Even if it was proven that she was the child of Hereis, it was uncertain how a child with such considerable flaws as a princess would grow up.

It was dizzying to imagine the child's bleak future.

Baekryeon unconsciously placed her hand on the child's fluffy black hair. Then, coincidentally, the child's small hand moved, and a light weight settled on his fingers.

The moment that warm body temperature touched her, Baekryeon had no choice but to clench her teeth.

"... It can't stay like this."

Chomp!

He opened the curtain and walked quickly. As he left the Duchess' bedroom, disgusted gazes continued to follow him.

Baekryeon tried hard to erase those gazes from her consciousness.

Thud, thud, thud.

Climb the stairs. Force open the door to Herreis' room on the third floor.

Hereis was quenching his thirst with wine. Judging by the clown's slightly reddish complexion, he seemed to be slightly drunk.

"... Why."

Herais chuckled as he looked at Baekryeon, who was clenching her fists.

"Are you here to laugh at me? How ridiculous must I have seemed to you all this time, ugh..."

"What?"

"Haha..."

It was a mockery that seemed insane. It was filled with emptiness and anger at the same time.

The fetus that came out of the womb of the woman he loved had a unique and special characteristic. And the woman who had to explain the characteristic died with a relieved face.

So, I understand his feelings. Of course, I understand more than that.

Even though she understood all of that, anger surged inside Baekryeon. It was the first time in a long time that she felt this kind of passion.

Baekryeon strode forward and grabbed Herace's collar.

Boom!

Then, Baekryeon, who had pushed Herais to the corner, let out a trembling voice outside her lips.

"Are you doubting Berna...? You, her husband... You, the one who should trust her the most...!!!"

Baekryeon raised her voice almost as if appealing. However, Herais responded with a firm response.

"How can you believe it? Even the 'real' foreigners have a hard time finding the black color, but it came from Belle's stomach!"

"You...!"

Baekryeon was speechless.

It was a situation where persuasion through words was impossible.

Every single word Baekryeon uttered was like tearing at Herreis' heart. There was absolutely no room for reason to intervene.

'I guess I can't ask for help from the temple.'

The temple possesses a special relic that can determine paternity. However, a certain amount of blood from both parents is required, and there is a high probability that Bernacien will be revealed to be a witch during the determination process.

The price for this will most likely be the destruction of the clan.

So, Baekryeon had no choice but to consistently repeat empty claims.

"I... no. I swear I've never had more than necessary relations with Berna."

"I guess so. There's no way to prove it though."

"..."

It's impossible.

In fact, Baekryeon also knew vaguely.

That if he were in Herais's shoes, he might have reacted the same way.

He was simply consumed by anger and appealed to emotion, trying to ignore the possibility that it might sound like a deception to Herreis.

Therefore, there is no perpetrator in this place.

Only the victims were left trying to control their agitated emotions.

"... So, what do you want? Herace. What do you want to do with that child?"

"I..."

Herreus closed his eyes tightly and took a deep breath.

"At least, I'm not going to throw it away."

"Are you serious?"

"..."

Herreis nodded.

However, Baekryeon could only look at him with suspicion. It was difficult to figure out his intention to take in the black-haired, black-eyed child, since his suspicions had not been cleared up yet.

"... Okay. Then I'll leave the mansion. If I stay, I'll cause unnecessary misunderstandings..."

"No, you have to stay. If you leave, then everyone will be sure of your infidelity."

"You...?"

'Your denial.' At the moment when Herais said that, Baekryeon noticed that he had not shaken off his suspicions.

"Keep your position. Act innocent. If you have any shame, if you didn't enjoy playing with us, do what you have to do."

Herreis' remarks did not end there.

"And I forbid you from meeting the child. I will leave the child's care to Attila. The child's residence will be on the 4th floor, so you must refrain from going up there from now on."

Each and every command was absurd. However, Baekryeon secretly realized that even these were the very minimum mercy that Herace had squeezed out.

It was the law that a child born of an illegitimate child from an aristocratic family and those related to them could be summarily executed without any repercussions.

However, the fact that such a decision was made can only be explained by the fact that there is still some shred of faith left in Bernacien.

Baekryeon answered in a calm voice.

"... I will accept it, Your Majesty."

Baekryeon no longer spoke to Herace.

◇

After Bernacien's simple funeral, Baekryeon became the most out of place presence in the mansion.

The master of the house, Herreis, neither made public nor denied the suspicions about the relationship between the butler and the duchess. As a result, opinions were divided even among the servants.

But soon, the opinions of the servants became almost unified. The scales in their hearts gradually tilted toward the truth of Baekryeon’s denial.

At the center of it all was Attila.

He cleverly leaked the circumstances of the time, preached conspiracy theories, and isolated Baekryeon. The woman who claimed to be Bernacien's best friend was now the one who most actively tarnished the deceased's reputation.

Meanwhile, Herais did not interfere with the affairs of the mansion. He locked himself in his workshop and devoted himself to studying magical tools. That way, he forgot his pain.

However, the Duke's presence was essential to the mansion. From managing the estate to the affairs of the mansion, if the final decision maker is absent, nothing can be done.

Because of these circumstances, Herreis put forward a representative for the Duchess.

Attila, Bernacien's close friend and a man who was particularly concerned about Hereis, who was shut away in the workshop, won the authority to act on behalf of the Duchess.

It was January 1st, year 507 of the Imperial Calendar.

A month later, in February, a snowy afternoon.

Baekryeon sat in front of Hailey, silently letting the white snow pile up on her shoulders.

"Kkiing... Kkiing..."

Hayley groaned as if she was anxious. After Bernacien passed away, she became inactive and languid, and now she was so skinny that it was pitiful.

The once abundant yellow hair has also fallen out considerably. Anyone can tell that he doesn't have much time left to live.

Even the guy was an old dog now.

The passage of time was truly uncaring. Relationships were easily broken. If even Haley, who had been bound by ill will, were to disappear, Baekryeon would become a complete stranger here.

"..."

"..."

Baekryun and Hailey stared at each other in silence for a long time.

Baekryeon became curious again. The Hailey I saw was older and more shabby than before. The blue scarf that Bernacien had given her was also dirty and had lost its former luster.

This change in Hailey is also noticeable, and I wondered how Hailey views herself.

It must be pathetic. You must feel sorry for it.

Aren't you just a ghost who remains in the mansion, unable to make up your mind, trapped in the past with regrets, like a river being swept away by the current?

It was when Baekryeon was mocking herself.

"Kkuu..."

Phew.

Hailey licked Baekryeon's hand. It was unlike the guy who would thrust his fangs at anyone who got too close.

It was soft and warm.

Even though Hailey's spit was dripping down my body, I didn't feel particularly dirty.

So Baekryeon started to complain for the first time in a while.

"You know that the mansion is changing, right?"

Every day, dealers raid the mansion. Many people come and go with luxury goods.

Since Attila became the Duchess's agent, the mansion began to receive countless favors.

"If it were before, I would have stopped it... Well. Now, I don't know. In this mansion. In the world. Do I have any meaning at all?"

After a brief chat, I said hello to Hailey.

"I heard Letia is growing well. Although she can't come down from the 4th floor right now... When she becomes worthy of being a princess, she will be able to come see you."

Attila said that Letia would only be debuted when she became a perfect lady that no one could dare find a flaw in.

If she grows up to be a lady who can overcome the rumors of infidelity and her weaknesses of black hair and black eyes, I will let her out of the mansion.

It couldn't be an empty promise since Herais agreed. He had also invited several famous tutors for this purpose, so he had to believe it.

"When that time comes... Shall we go for a walk? With Letia."

"Wow!"

Hailey jumped up and barked.

He's a smart guy.

Sometimes I feel like there's a person inside Hailey.

"... Yeah, that's a promise."

"Heh, heh..."

Hailey's tail swept the snow off the ground like a broom.

After confirming that positive gesture, Baekryeon stood up quietly.

The time has come to fall back into routine.

Sometimes I regret it.

I wonder what it would have been like if I had just a little courage at that time.

My last conversation with Hayley ended that way.

        
            The child was an abandoned life.

It was a small being that shivered in the cold and starved. It should have just surrendered to its fate and perished.

For her, who had a vague idea of her own fate, that day was a day of miracles.

The hand that had wrapped around my small, dying body was so warm that it still warms my skin as if it were an imprint.

Even though white snow was piled up all around.

When I recall the miracle of that time, my body does not get cold.

I wanted to keep that warmth.

I wanted to stay by that warmth forever.

We swore that we would be together for the rest of our lives. But that promise was not kept, and it hurt and hurt.

Then, footsteps were heard.

Crackle, crackle.

The sound of snow being trampled tickled my sensitive ears.

The owners of that tone speak.

"Um...Madam. Is it true? You're saying that you're going to debut 'that'..."

"Does that sound like a lie?"

"I, that's..."

As the maid hesitates, the man bursts into loud laughter.

"Ahaha, ahahahahaha! I'm not lying. It's true. But... I don't think that promise will ever be kept."

"Yes...?"

"Because that kid..."

─Because.

The moment the woman blurted out that fact with a cruel smile, my body moved reflexively.

"Boom! Woof woof!"

The sore kneecaps with every step were no problem at all.

◇

It was an accident that happened in a split second.

Hailey, who had been far away, barged in and bared her teeth.

Everyone was confused.

It was a well-behaved dog that had never caused any accidents before. That's why I didn't bother to tie it up with a leash and let it run around the mansion freely.

Haley, who was like that, suddenly ran over and bit Attila's arm.

"AAAHH ...

"Madam!"

◦ ◦ What are you doing?

"That, that's...!"

Even though she was skinny and gaunt, Hailey was a big dog. It would be difficult to calm her down with gentle methods.

The thinking was short and the action was quick.

The maid next to Attila kicked Hayley's torso with all her might.

"Kang!"

Hailey rolled on the white floor, screaming. But her condition was not normal. Not only was her ribs broken, she was having trouble breathing, and her side seemed to be sunken.

"Ugh... ugh..."

Boom, boom.

Attila got up with support. Blood dripped from his bitten arm, staining the floor like a piece of paper. The maids quickly brought in disinfectants and bandages and administered first aid.

"That crazy thing...!"

In fact, even though Attila was in power in the mansion, he did not walk in the direction of Hayley's dog house.

It was a burden to me because it was a guy who would bark at me from the beginning. Besides, even if I became the new mistress of the mansion, if I kicked Haley out, it would be like fighting a beast.

Since he was a guy who was going to die day by day anyway, I didn't care.

That's what happened...!

"Hey, you...!"

"Okay, yes...! Ma'am."

"Bring that."

Attila gave the order with a cold look in his eyes. Then, without even looking back, the maid ran over and dragged the fluttering Hailey with her.

Soon, Attila's knees were raised loudly as he placed Hayley on his feet.

" This ...

Kwak!

The sharp heels of her high heels dug into Hailey's eyes.

"Keang! Kang! Kkeeng...!!!"

"Eek...!"

The maid who was supporting Attila shut her eyes tightly and turned her head away. It was a sight too painful to bear. However, Attila, possessed by evil, had not even a shred of mercy left.

"Die, die!"

Swish, swish, swish!

"Kang... Kkiing..."

Hailey was groaning and shaking her body every time she was stepped on. However, at some point, Hailey was being abused unilaterally without being able to resist at all.

Gradually, Attila's physical strength began to show its limits. Soon, the heated atmosphere subsided and the cruelty stopped.

"I should've cleaned it up a long time ago... You shouldn't bring animals into the house."

Attila spat on the floor like a street thug. She was about to turn around and leave.

"Oh, right."

She suddenly turns her gaze towards Hailey and commands.

"Bring that scarf."

He was referring to the blue scarf adorning Hailey's neck.

"예전부터 거슬렸지. 개새끼 주제에 인간 마냥 저런 걸 둘러서는. 하여간 그 녀석의 취향이란 이해하질 못 하겠다니까."

The maid who had been ordered approached Hayley cautiously. Then, she untied the blue scarf tied around Hayley's neck and presented it to Attila.

"That's too much."

Bernaciens has been like that from the beginning.

Her unrealistically pretty appearance and friendly personality earned her the admiration of everyone.

Attila admired Bernacien and was secretly jealous of her. However, he wanted to turn a blind eye to his own ugly nature, so he played the role of her best friend. His acting was so good that even the actor himself was fooled.

Haley felt Attila's nature with a beastly intuition.

That was why Bernassien barked consistently at Attila even though he was in trouble.

In that sense, Attila's excessive extravagance was also a struggle to resolve the inferiority complex he had toward Bernatien.

"The hypocrisy of giving something like this to a mere animal... I couldn't stand it, it was disgusting."

Attila left Hayley, whose fur was covered in snow, and headed to the mansion. He wanted to throw this scarf into the fireplace and burn it right away. Just holding it in his hand made it feel like every joint in his hand was rotting away.

That was when.

"Grrr..."

Give it back.

"Kahak..."

Give it back.

"Kehaak...!"

Give it back!

Give me back... my happiness!!!

The hunting dog, whose breath was on the verge of death, moved its feet. Its movements were not even agile.

Both eyes were gouged out, the ears were torn off, and the flesh around the ribs was barely hanging on, almost like a corpse.

I ran and ran, relying solely on the smell.

The one who stopped Hailey's advance was a gardener who was passing by.

Kwak!

A sharp iron bar, like a trident, struck Hailey's back mercilessly.

The mere rebellion of the beasts was nothing more than a small disturbance that was suppressed so futilely.

◇

It was 30 minutes after the incident that Baekryeon heard the news about Haley.

First, I found Haley's body. However, the gardener said that Haley's body had been cremated for a long time. He taunted me by saying that I could take even the ashes.

The next place Baekryeon went to was the Duchess' bedroom.

There, Attila was bandaged and being cared for with great care by his maids.

"What happened to the butler and the duchess?"

Attila asked the obvious question in a pointed tone.

"Haley... hurt you."

"Ha, 'your body'? Be polite. I am the owner of this mansion..."

At that moment, Baekryeon approached, forcibly pushing away the maids before she could finish speaking.

"I ask the questions."

"What...?"

"Haley bit off your arm herself. Is there any truth to this?"

Baekryeon only asked a very simple question, but the conversation between the two ran parallel.

"Drag this rascal out right now! It's better, I'll punish you severely this time. Beat that thing up and throw it out of the mansion right now!"

"Is it the same as when you were with Sally?"

"You mean that girl who always picks a fight? Oh, it was easy. It was so easy to hide some money in her room and frame her and get her kicked out!"

Attila confessed readily. In fact, Selli's injustice was a public fact, but no one dared to say it out loud.

Attila was already the star of the mansion. If she said she was white, then even the pitch-black shoe polish was pure white.

"But you? You don't need to be falsely accused. Now, you too...!"

"From now on."

Once again, Baekryun interrupted Attila. This was a betrayal that could not be tolerated by common sense. With Hereis gone, the absolute power of the mansion had long since been transferred to Attila.

So, everyone remained silent in this absurd situation.

Except for Baekryun, who continues speaking next.

"All those with eyes and ears in all directions are ordered to leave."

"What, what...?"

"This is an order."

Despite the blazing fire nearby, the air was chilly. The maids furtively glanced at Baekryun and Attila at this supernatural phenomenon.

It was a time when things were about to get stuck for a while.

Baekryeon grabbed the pillar of the canopy that was standing nearby and broke it with her evil force.

Woozikkun!

The threat of going too far over the line gave them a good excuse.

"Gyaaaah...! Hey, someone help me...!"

"I'll go request it! Right now!"

"Me, me too...!"

Attila shouted as he watched the maids running away in a hurry.

"These, these...!?"

"This is not the time to be pushing others around."

Baekryeon took a step closer. The more she did so, the more Attila’s face turned pale.

I knew he was in good shape, but I didn't know it was this bad. This sturdy canopy pillar was broken by human strength. I've just seen such acrobatics for the first time in my life.

"What did you say?"

"What the heck are you talking about all of a sudden...?"

"Haley bit you without warning. I know that's ridiculous. I have no doubt that you gave her a reason to do it."

"Ha...!"

"So tell me. Recite the conversation you had before you were bitten, without missing a single word."

It was a deadly threat. Yet Attila still raised his voice in a haughty tone.

"Do you think I have a reason to do that?"

"If there is no reason, then give them an incentive to do so."

Next, Baekryeon suggested.

"If you confess, I will spare your life. Whether as Attila the maid or as a duchess, right now."

"Oh my...!"

The white lotus's grip slowly began to cover Attila's throat.

Attila's head grew cold as soon as he felt his urge to go up.

The threat of death made it all too easy for the other person to submit.

"I, I...!"

The moment Baekryeon's knuckles touched his skin, Attila confessed everything.

◇

Up until now, Baekryeon has faithfully kept her promise not to approach the fourth floor.

But that patience was cut short by Hailey's death.

In front of the stairs leading to the fourth floor, covered in layers of dust. Baekryeon took her first step, feeling her heartbeat pounding like it was going to burst.

The sound of creaking footsteps vibrated the cold, empty air of the fourth floor.

The place Baekryeon soon arrived at was a dead end. It was truly a corner of corners. It was a place so gloomy that even the servants who went through each and every corner of the mansion would pass it by without a second thought. The structure, which was completely blocked on three sides so that no sunlight could enter, added to the gloom.

There are two doors on either side of the dead-end wall.

One of the doors was particularly poorly maintained compared to the other rooms, and the other was a pure white door that led to the roof of the mansion.

"..."

Baekryeon thought about it for a long time.

He kept fidgeting with his fingers and repeatedly gripping the doorknob.

After that pointless struggle, Baekryeon finally opened the old door.

Squeak...!!!

The hinges were squealing due to poor maintenance.

Cool!

A musty smell swept in. The outside air blew in, and a dusty wind blew over the lotus.

It was dark.

The fireplace was filled with unkempt ashes, and the ceiling was barely wide enough for a grown man to fit through.

The small bed located in the corner was so fragile that it looked like it would break if I lay down on it for even a moment.

It was a desolate space where no management could be found. It was definitely not a room fit for human habitation.

However, Baekryeon's heart was beating like crazy. The beating was so painful and painful that she clutched her chest.

The light from outside seeped into the musty room, illuminating a small figure.

A young girl was sitting on the floor helplessly.

The girl was wearing very thin clothes, even though the temperature outside was low enough for snow to pile up. She was even wearing a one-piece nightgown that clearly had not been worn for a long time.

What stood out more than the shabby clothes was his very long hair. It was long black hair that was long enough to cover my kidneys.

All of this behavior clearly showed how long the girl had been left unattended.

"Ah, oh my. Oh my─."

The girl opened her mouth in a hoarse voice, as if she had just woken up.

"Dad─ah?"

The moment that incorrect pronunciation pierces your ears.

Baekryeon knelt down and eventually collapsed.

"Ah... ahh..."

Certainly, Attila did not lie.

When he said he would let Letia debut if she became a proper lady, he was sincere.

But she knew long ago that that day would never come.

"..."

Letia was born with a developmental disability.

        
            It was all a lie.

Neither the fact that they had hired a famous tutor nor that they were taking proper care of the child were true at all.

I figured the reason I, the butler, didn't notice was simply because I was left out of the mansion. I should have suspected it long ago, but this stupid author was full of optimism.

"Ah─Abba?"

Letia couldn't even utter a single word. She was already a child with intellectual difficulties, and to make matters worse, she seemed to have been cut off from the world for too long.

Squeak, squeak.

Every time Baekryeon took a step forward, the wooden floor would scream without fail. Soon Baekryeon knelt down on one knee in front of Letia and held her cold little hand tightly. Then he slowly embraced Letia.

"Did you see? Ttaa─ddeut."

"... Yeah."

Baekryeon forcibly pulled her lips into a curve.

"It must be warm."

"Ttara. Meaning."

"Haha..."

Baekryeon let out an empty cry. Then, after leaving the shabby attic, she opened a suitable room and lit a fireplace. Then, Letia crawled towards the fireplace flames.

"... This kind of thing."

Baekryeon was afraid that the child might get hurt, so she put her hand under her armpit and lifted him up, and sat him down on a soft chair.

"No─oh? Pa."

"Old woman... It's tall. Oh, right. It must be tall. You could get hurt if you fall."

She picked up the child again. And after leaving the room again, she found a room with a bathroom. Baekryeon temporarily sat the child on her lap and used scissors to trim Letia's hair.

The sound of the scissors clanking together was cheerful, and Letia quietly enjoyed the moment.

"You are... really Berna's child."

As the cumbersome hair fell out and the child's true appearance was revealed, Bernacien's young face gradually became visible.

Baekryeon swept the hair off the floor and filled the bathtub with water. Indeed, Herreis's invention was so great that the bathtub quickly became warm with just a press of a button.

"Brrr..."

As soon as her toes touched the bath water, Letia let out a sigh.

Was it too hot for the child?

As Baekryeon had no experience raising children, she couldn't understand the meaning and had no choice but to fluster. However, Letia sat quietly and accepted Baekryeon's care as if the fuss was unfounded.

'I guess I should be thankful I wasn't beaten...'

It happens, but occasionally. An incident occurs in a home where a child is beaten to death. This tragedy is an uninvited visitor that visits both the common people and the nobles.

In that respect, it was fortunate that Letia's skin was clear.

Soon, a large towel covered Letia's body. Then, he dried Letia's body as cleanly as possible with a dry towel, and then wrapped her in the towel and held her in his arms.

First, I wanted to dress her up, but her existing clothes were too dirty. I needed new clothes. Unfortunately, the mansion had little intention of providing Letia with clothes to wear.

So Baekryeon rolled Letia up again with a new towel, then slowly laid her down on the bed and covered her with the blanket.

"If I say I'll be back in a bit..., won't you understand?"

Then, out of nowhere, Letia laughed.

"Ahhh. Gyaha."

"Oh, I didn't do anything...?"

Are children such embarrassing beings?

More than that, anyone can see that Letia is not my child. If the family of the mansion saw Letia now, they would surely be convinced.

There was no way such a beautiful child could possibly be genetically my child. Baekryeon was quite self-objectified enough to be convinced of that.

"Mineldaa─. Anny. Anny─."

"Minelda? No?"

"And─is. Blindfold."

"What's wrong?"

"..."

Letia's focus was off somewhere. She seemed to be staring at something beyond her shoulder instead of the white lotus. She looked back with an eerie feeling, but there was no human figure at all.

Besides, there is one more thing that is unknown.

'Why are you sticking out your lips? It's like you're pouting...'

Thud!

Without even a moment to satisfy her curiosity, Letia buried her face in the pillow defiantly.

I was worried that she might not be able to breathe, so I turned my body around on purpose. To my surprise, Letia fell asleep in that short moment.

Perhaps it was inevitable. After being locked in that desolate room and finding a comfortable place, the desire for sleep would naturally come.

Anyway, it worked out well. It saved me time to buy some children's clothes.

"... Now that I know, there's nothing I can do."

It was a request I received a long time ago.

As a warrior, I was asked to become the godfather of the unborn child and protect him.

Bernacien proposed and Baekryun accepted.

"... I'll come right away."

Even a false father is better than none.

With that thought in mind, Baekryeon leisurely left the mansion for a stroll.

◇

Herreus' workshop is located in a remote area far from the mansion.

The Duke, who had chosen complete isolation of his own accord, looked very different from before.

His former handsome face had disappeared, worn out by fatigue. It seemed as if he had rarely had a good night's sleep.

It was like that in reality. Whenever he felt like he was about to fall into a deep sleep, Bernacien would inevitably appear in his dreams and scold him. Every time, he would start to doubt the outcome of his choice, and a headache would come over him.

But the cause of headaches these days is not lack of sleep.

The woman screaming at the side - it was because of Attila's angry appeal.

"Your Majesty, please drive out that foreigner. Yes? He's running around the mansion without permission! Didn't he break the canopy of the bed earlier? Didn't he threaten me, the Duchess...!"

"... 'Duchess'?"

At those words, Attila's mouth snapped shut. Then, her sharp voice gradually regained its forced composure.

"Even though she's the Duchess's agent... she doesn't listen to me properly. Even though she was Belle's friend, shouldn't she be kicked out at this point?"

"Kick me out?"

Hereis listened to Attila's words and snickered.

"Hah, haha... Chasing them out... Who in the world, and by what means?"

"... Yes?"

"Let me give you one piece of advice, Attila, out of respect for old times."

Herreus turned his self-deprecating gaze toward her.

"If it's luxury, do whatever you want. I can even tolerate you doing whatever you want in the mansion as long as you fulfill your duties as a proxy. But... Try not to confront that guy as much as possible."

"Net, yes...?"

"I'm not the type to care much about what you do... As long as that's not the case, do whatever you want. Do you understand?"

"..."

"Just know that this family can be in danger at the whim of just one person."

It was a notification that was not even as convincing as a speck of dust.

Who is the owner of this mansion?

Who are you?

Isn't that Herais Arkaden?

He is a man who leads the civilization of the empire and is said to be worth as much as all seventy-two saints combined.

Moreover, he was a noble person who was awarded the title of Duke even though he was not of royal family.

Why is this person having such a hard time with that one immigrant butler...?

"Ugh..."

Of course, apart from the fact that it is incomprehensible, Attila, who is only a proxy, is not given the right to rebel.

"I will follow... Your Majesty."

"Go out."

"Yes..."

She was a guest who had no affection at all. It was a complete contrast to how she treated the former Duchess Bernacien.

If it's obvious, then it's obvious.

On a subject so suspect of injustice, Bernatien's huge portrait still hangs proudly on the path leading up to the second floor.

Just by looking at this, you could tell which direction Herreus's affection was directed.

"Damn it!"

Attila kicked the stone nervously.

◇

The moment Baekryeon returns to the mansion.

The sky is filled with hues of red sunset, struggling to avoid being pushed out by the darkness. Nevertheless, the laws of nature are strict, and the blue of the evening gradually eats up the red light.

It's been a while since I've been out of town, so my schedule is running late.

I wasted a lot of time because I was not used to shopping, and I even got lost. In addition, many stores did not sell to foreigners.

After much struggle, I finally managed to secure a few sets of children's clothes. I didn't know what colors Letia would like, so I just picked out all of them by color.

'I hope you are satisfied...'

Squeak.

Baekryeon opened the door to the mansion and entered. Then the servants' strange gazes turned to him.

It was an open secret that the butler was not allowed on the fourth floor. However, if there was any use for children's clothing in this mansion, it would most likely be for... a child born of illegitimate birth.

The butler has broken the taboo. What weakness did he exploit to infringe upon the authority of the head of the household?

Attila, who returned first while Baekryeon was away, said that he ignored the incident from earlier. This is why the atmosphere in the mansion is bound to become strange.

'Now that I actually get there, I feel regretful. It seems like there were a lot of clothes made of better material...'

Over the past few years, I have had nothing to spend on, so my savings have piled up like a mountain. Even though I have this much money, I can't sell it to foreigners, so what can I do?

The reason why Baekryeon cannot easily take Letia away is also due to this background.

A child from a black-haired, black-eyed immigrant tribe and a black-haired, black-eyed imperial family will definitely stand out. In a bad way.

If Letia can't find a place to settle in this empire, this mansion might actually be a cozy place for her.

As long as I keep my eyes open and watch, at least I won't be abused like before...

Following that train of thought, I opened the door to the room where Letia was sleeping.

Without even dreaming about what was going on in the room.

"... What?"

For a moment, Baekryeon's mind became hazy. It was so hard to believe the scenery that came into view that she had to rub her eyes hard.

"Wow─Ahhh."

Kwak, kwak.

Letia was laughing out loud.

Sometimes they clapped their hands like ferns, and sometimes they cheered with both arms wide open.

Blankets and towels float in the air. Lighted candles fly in acrobatic movements. And Letia reaches out to chase the flame of the tiny candle.

The moment he witnessed that unrealistic portrait, a conversation from the past flashed through Baekryeon's temples.

[This is a fact that even Herais doesn't know, but witches actually grow incredibly slowly. Their development and intellectual development are the same. How old do I look?]

Why is it so neat?

In the end, it's a mixture of half and half.

Why didn't I even consider that possibility?

Perhaps, Bernacien knew everything from the beginning...

Looking back, every word Bernacien said was meaningful.

The attitude that seemed like he was going to leave for somewhere and the words that completely ruled out the possibility of a change of heart might not have been a coincidence.

Furthermore, Bernacien's death may have been inevitable.

'This world... where did it go wrong...?'

Magic is a technique for processing magic energy in the atmosphere through a certain procedure. Even simple magic requires thorough training.

Therefore, the means by which an idiot child creates this supernatural phenomenon should be called power, not magic.

"Ugh, woof..."

This isn't right.

I don't want to be a bad adult who makes my child feel insecure.

A feeling of helpless nausea comes over me, accompanied by a sickening realization.

The prophecy is not over yet.

        
            Baekryeon was lost in thought as she looked at Letia, who was laughing brightly.

'Power... isn't something that is inherited?'

Bernacien's power was natural. With that power, she manipulated the weather as she pleased, and helped to make the territory of Arkaden into a utopia.

But Letia's power was different.

Objects float by themselves and float around Letia. And Letia is happy to see the floating objects. It's as if the objects have developed a sense of self and are playing with Letia.

"Eww─press."

At that moment, Letia, who sensed the presence of people, looked this way.

"Dad."

In an instant, the objects floating around Letia suddenly collapsed.

Boom, boom!

The flame of the candle that had been flying around was automatically extinguished, and the blanket that had been fluttering over the bed sank to Letia's head. Thanks to this, Letia ended up disguised as a Western-style ghost.

'It seems like they got caught doing something bad with the items.'

It was like a minor who was smoking and immediately puts out his cigarette upon meeting an adult. Of course, since the owner of the power is still Letia, it would be more correct to judge it as a simple lack of concentration.

"... What kind of child are you, Letia."

Baekryeon watched Letia crawl out from under the blanket that covered her.

If Bernacien was a witch of nature, could Letia be a witch of psychic powers? There were still not enough clues to be certain of anything.

How great must the power be that it can render all seventy-two transcendent beings incapable?

Even intuitively, it seems that this child will be able to accomplish a feat that even the out-of-the-ordinary Bernacien would find impossible.

The prophecy said so.

"Alook─Daluk. Hae."

After a while, Letia peeked her face out from under the blanket and started to scold Baekryeon. She seemed to be concerned about the clothes Baekryeon was holding.

"These are the clothes you're going to wear. I hope you like the color."

"New amount?"

"Yeah, color. I meant color."

"Oh my..."

Letia looked at the clothes carefully. It took a long time, as if a child were looking at each pattern carefully.

"Okay─this is it."

"Does this mean it's good?"

The hem of Letia's dress, which she held tightly, was a bright lime green. It was a similar color to the eyes of Bernacien, where the forest grew on a clear day. I was moved to think that this child with black hair and black eyes instinctively followed the bloodline.

"Okay... Should I try it on?"

Nod nod!

Letia blinks her black eyes sparkling with curiosity.

Baekryeon gladly helped with Letia's return to her original state. Now it was time for her to completely change into a true princess.

Perhaps because she liked the soft feel of her new clothes, Letia kept fiddling with the sleeves of her clothes.

While I was comforted by that action, I was also overcome with strong doubts.

'... But how was language ability formed?'

Although he is clumsy, he can express his thoughts. Not only that, if he uses easy words, he can understand what he says easily.

It is said that it is an ability that all humans naturally have, but it is also different for each person. The language ability of a human who has missed the period of socialization is indescribably close to that of an animal.

Of course, even if it was still early days by a witch's standards, if she had lived a closed life like Letia from the beginning, she would have had few opportunities to even come into contact with language.

It would be normal for Letia, who was neglected, to be unable to even communicate simply...

...

......

The reflection that had continued for a short while in this way soon came to an end.

'What's good is good. Let's not create a sense of discomfort by necessarily finding it strange.'

More important than that was the prophecy.

The prophecy must be prevented from coming true by any means necessary. Baekryeon was a being prepared solely for that task.

Baekryeon, who has broken free from the laws of this world, has the right to break the fate that has been set for her.

So, he made up his mind while embracing the innocent Letia.

I'm going to try to change my fate.

I will help you grow up to be a good child and use the powers you have been given to benefit all people.

The extreme method of murder is completely erased from my mind.

"Please take care of me in the future, Letia."

"Aww, wowwowwow─baa."

Baekryeon gently stroked Letia's head.

◇

April 25th, 508 Imperial Calendar. 4th floor, Duke Arkaden's office.

More than a year has passed since the day I met Letia.

During this time, the fourth floor of Duke Arkaden's mansion was practically the exclusive space of Baekryeon and Letia.

The two people who were the worst in terms of public opinion had no allies. As a result, Baekryeon was left to manage the neglected fourth floor on her own.

It would be a lie to say that there was no loneliness or sense of deprivation at all. Nevertheless, the driving force that allowed Baekryeon to endure was still by his side.

A small and warm life. A heterogeneous child with black hair and black eyes in common.

At first, it was Letia who started taking care of Baekryeon out of a sense of duty due to a promise. However, the child had soon transformed into the only being who breathed life into Baekryeon's daily life.

For example, even when you are physically and mentally exhausted, you can still read fairy tales from the original world... and do so with realistic acting.

"Once upon a time, there was a grim reaper who wanted to stand in heaven. He was a person who hated the Jade Emperor's chair being empty."

"God─! Under the waves."

"Yes, one day, the Strawberry Warrior of the Seocheon Flower Garden appeared to the Grim Reaper who was trying to take over the blue sky without permission. When the Strawberry Warrior got angry, the Grim Reaper said..."

"Strawberry!"

"Don't raise your voice so much, Strawberry."

"Huh..."

"... I didn't say that to Letia."

Letia covered her mouth tightly with both of her adorable hands. Her behavior was so seriously cute that I almost pinched her cheeks unconsciously.

After that, Baekryeon sighed after finishing the reading of the fairy tale after going through many twists and turns. It had been so long since she had read it that she had forgotten the content, so there were a few impromptu creations here and there.

"Again, more. Hear─the tone."

"Hmm, what else could there be? This time, it's a story about the pirate king looking for the Great Antiquity..."

When Baekryun was busy choosing a story to tell Letia, Letia's gaze suddenly turned to the empty space. Letia stared blankly at the empty space for a long time without taking her eyes off it.

'I've been curious about this for a while, but I can't figure out what the intention is. It doesn't seem to be a simple lack of concentration...'

What could these tiny black eyes be reflecting?

As the days passed, my doubts about this little girl grew more and more.

Baekryeon waited patiently for Letia to finish her business. Letia finally came to her senses and suddenly called him by his nickname.

"Ugh, oh, oh my─."

Whenever Letia called Baekryeon, she always called her 'Papa'. It was only a little over a month after she started raising her child that she realized that this was Letia's unique language.

"Did you call?"

"Call─how."

"Is there anything you want?"

"Wow."

Letia shook her head. The wind that blew through her long hair right next to her tickled her arm.

"Then?"

"Aww..."

Letia stretches out her hand. Judging by the way her arms are shaking, it seems like her arms aren't long enough. However, it's hard to tell what she's trying to grab, so I slowly lower myself to eye level.

"What should I bring you?"

"Ugh─cha."

At that time, an unexpected event occurred.

Unexpectedly, the place that Letia's outstretched hand reached was above Baekryeon's head.

"Letia?"

"Okay─okay."

Pavabak!

Letia's hand stroked Baekryeon's hair. It was so strong that she could feel the heat of friction. It was a sign that she had become quite healthy, unlike before when she had been so thin.

"Umm... What kind of game is this? Letia."

"Moolaaa─."

"Ugh."

Letia's bouncy antics have been around for more than a day or two, so I've gotten used to it, but sometimes I wonder. What kind of thinking goes on in Letia's head...

"What are you doing─? What are you doing."

"Are you nice? Because I read you a fairy tale?"

"Ugh."

Letia shook her head violently again. Of course, she didn't stop sweeping her hair like a broom.

"Ah-ah-ah-ah-ah-ah-ah. I don't know anything about that. I don't know well. "

"... Letia?"

"I'm sorry─Anaa. Strawberry is Yonsan─nim."

"Ahaha... Okay."

Baekryeon thought Letia was talking about her own impressions of the fairy tale. Not only was it such a random remark, but the only topic of conversation at this time was the fairy tale that had just been read.

But the next moment, the words that came out of Letia's mouth powerfully captured Baekryeon's consciousness.

"Sennena─. Right. Small rice─earl. Hello?"

"... What did you just say?"

"My arms are tired─uh."

Letia lowered the arm that was caressing Baekryeon. Baekryeon then grabbed the cute hand that had come down from her head and asked back.

"Letia, what did you just say?"

"Strawberry─?"

"What next?"

"Um."

Letia answers.

"Moorureuge─write."

"... I see."

"Muuuu?"

"No, it's nothing."

When Letia tilted her head, Baekryeon quickly shook off her foolish thoughts.

It was a fuss from the start that they reacted seriously.

'Selena... Lani.'

Even though this child doesn't know that name.

It should be obvious that the pronunciation of Jemin ended up being similar.

I found myself asking seriously without realizing it.

'I asked, and if the answer was yes, what were you going to do?'

To my old colleagues, I am still just a sinner.

It was a blunder that forced a one-sided sacrifice for childish reasons.

He is just a man who is extremely sorry for his status as a warrior.

"Are you sad? Aah─daddy? "

"... I'm not sad. Just."

That's why I swear.

"I just wanted to promise you that I would protect you for the rest of my life."

As Bernacien said.

The last one is like a warrior.

I will protect the child born with an immortal fate.

He said he just reflected on his determination.

Ever since I was summoned to this world, I've been losing precious daily life.

Whenever I sought stability, deep chaos inevitably tormented my fate.

I know now.

That no peaceful daily life can last forever.

That's why it's precious.

Letia reminds me of the warmth of people once again.

I still vividly remember the day when my best friend passed away, pulling back the curtains in my cool bedroom.

To me, who reached out with your black hair.

How much... how much... was the action of transferring body heat with those lovely hands?

It was so warm it was frightening.

Perhaps. From that moment on, Letia, you were my only hope and miracle left.

        
            =====

<The Devil and the Punishment>

Long, long ago, there were foolish devils.

Greedy, indifferent, arrogant, and malicious.

Then one day, a divine punishment came down.

Numerous bright stars trampled and annihilated the demons.

After some time, a new demon entered the mansion.

Those who discern the devil are humans. And those who judge the devil are also humans.

Lastly, the one who selects humans is the one the young lady loves the most.

Punish the devil and face sin and truth.

-Reward: Old Key

-Special Reward: Star Fragment

=====

◇

Attila was a greedy woman by nature.

When I was working as a waiter at the tavern, I dreamed of becoming the Duke of Arkaden. And after I entered the Duke of Arkaden, which I had dreamed of, I coveted all the treasures that the nobles wore.

But she didn't show it on the outside, because Bernacien, the most beautiful woman in the world, was just a maid.

Bernacien was a kind of desire suppressor.

When I remembered that even such a beautiful person was ultimately just a maid like me, my greed seemed to subside. However, the box that had kept Attila's greed hidden was blown wide open when Bernacien was promoted to Duchess.

She stayed by Bernacien's side and often received expensive gifts. She was promoted to head maid and wielded the power she had at her disposal.

Nevertheless, Attila was constantly tormented by thirst, as if a hole had been made in the corner of a jar containing his desires, from which happiness was leaking out.

As she watched Herais lovingly looking at the pregnant Bernacien, this time she desired the Duke. Originally it was supposed to be an impossible wish, but through a series of coincidences, fate gave her joy.

Although she was in name only a duchess's representative, the authority she had inherited from Hereis made her Arkaden herself.

"Not enough..."

Attila chewed the nail on his thumb.

"Those foreign substances should disappear..."

Letia, she was the problem.

I only fed her one meal a day of thin soup to make up for it, but she survived. Letia was seven years old when Baekryeon discovered her, so I had to give her some credit for her tenacity.

"What should I do? How can I get rid of them?"

One surprising fact is that Attila never suspected Bernacien of infidelity from the beginning. Attila had always observed Bernacien's character. It is not difficult to judge a woman who was once a friend objectively.

Letia was clearly the daughter of a duke and duchess. Attila was certain of it.

Black hair and black eyes made me believe that at least one of the two people's distant ancestors must have had that appearance.

"Not yet... This family is not completely mine yet."

Recently, Herais has been researching a paternity test device. Before this research can produce results, Letia must disappear.

If the rightful heir to the title disappears, Herace will also have to consider producing a successor.

If that were to happen, it was clear that Attila would be the first choice for the next duchess.

However, her wish is unlikely to come true for now.

It was because of the existence of the white lotus.

A mysterious man who is watched by even the head of this family and the most dignified people of the empire.

Since he took it upon himself to become Letia's guardian, he has been unable to use any tricks. On the contrary, reports are coming in that Letia's weight has been increasing.

That was when.

The sound of maids struggling could be heard from outside the hallway, through the crack in the door.

"Can't you change it just for today? I really don't want to go..."

"Do you know anyone who is good? I guess I haven't heard of it?"

"Ugh... No matter what, at night... ugh..."

Attila's irritation grew.

It is because in the midst of serious worries, insignificant people are disturbing me with insignificant worries.

So, Attila opened the bedroom door himself and glared at the two maids.

"What are you guys doing here?"

"Ma, ma'am...!"

"That, that's..."

"If it's for a trivial reason, I'll beat you, so know that."

The maids' faces turned pale at Attila's announcement. Then they knelt down and bowed their heads to the floor.

"I'm so sorry, Ma'am! I just... It's my turn to patrol the fourth floor tonight, and I'm so scared...!"

"... What?"

It was a ridiculous answer. They say it's a patrol, but it's a common courtesy to just take a quick look around to see if anything is wrong and then go back to bed.

As Attila's brow furrowed, the maid bowed her head more and more cowardly.

"Oh, there's a rumor going around...! At night, a ghost appears on the 4th floor... That's the rumor."

"A ghost?"

"Yes, yes...! It's not just one person, there are too many witnesses...!"

"..."

Attila was silent. The longer her silence continued, the more nervous the maids felt, like balloons reaching their limit of inflation, ready to burst.

When Attila finally opened his mouth, the maids could not help but gasp.

"...... Go and see."

"Madam...?"

"Tonight's patrol will be limited to the 3rd floor."

"Ah, I see...! Thank you for your mercy, Madam!"

The maids kept bowing to show their respect, but Attila returned to his bedroom without even looking at them.

Attila sat on the finest wine-red sofa, stroking his chin and lips.

"Hmm..."

I got a feeling.

The beginning of a cataclysmic change that could break the current deadlock may be...

It might have been located quite close.

◇

It was dawn, long after midnight.

Attila climbed the stairs in his robe.

The lanterns flickered, illuminating the stairs.

'... Was the air originally this cold?'

When I was a maid, the darkness and temperature of the mansion were no threat, but now the night air feels particularly cold.

The originally huge mansion seemed unusually spacious today.

After a while, Attila reached the fourth floor and muffled his footsteps. He had to confirm the truth of the rumor.

'I wish I could find some ominous signs...'

The only residents on the fourth floor were Letia and Baekryeon. If they found anything suspicious, they could use that as an excuse to kick them out of the mansion. They had a vague hope.

Since they are the owners of black hair and black eyes, it would be easy for them to spread strange rumors.

I'd rather have a real ghost come out. There's no better excuse than that.

It was around this time that Attila was walking around the fourth floor.

Chop, chop, chop.

A peculiar tone lingered in my ears.

Attila instinctively guessed that it was footsteps.

It felt like that was exactly the kind of sound that would be made if you walked barefoot on a marble floor.

'Who is it?'

Attila's pace quickened. He felt no fear. He knew deep down that no one in this mansion could harm him.

It was when the hurried steps reached the other side of the corner.

Attila sensed a small mass touching his knee.

puck!

Immediately afterwards, there was a sound of something falling to the floor.

Bang!

"What, what is it?"

Whoosh!

Attila hurriedly held the lantern forward, revealing the shape that had hit her knee in detail.

Black hair that falls slightly to her shoulders and frowning black eyes.

Pure white and transparent skin, like Bernacien.

Pajamas with a somewhat lacking design.

It was Letia.

"Why is this here..."

Just as I was about to ask the question, Letia touched my face. To be exact, she focused on my nose.

Knock, knock.

The nose was bleeding. Letia had hit Attila's knee right on the bridge of her nose.

"Ouch. Ugh..."

Tears welled up in the little girl's eyes, perhaps because the pain had come too late.

"Tsk, what bad luck."

Attila clicked his tongue.

That was all.

Phew!

Her lamp was instantly swallowed up by darkness.

I was so surprised by the sudden change that I took a step back.

"Whoa?!"

However, Attila fell backwards as if he had tripped over a threshold. Naturally, there was no obstacle behind him.

Kick kick.

From somewhere, a blatant laugh could be heard.

It wasn't one direction, it was all directions.

Gulp.

The warm liquid touched his lips. It tasted bitter. Only then did Attila realize that he was bleeding from his nose.

"This, this is why...!"

I clearly fell backwards and got a nosebleed. They say if you're unlucky, you'll break your nose even if you fall backwards... But even so, this is...!

What puzzled Attila more than anything was the constant laughter.

At that moment, the lamp that Attila had dropped began to float up. Then, the lamp spontaneously combusted, lighting up the surroundings.

"Ugh, ah... ahh...!"

Attila's mind went blank.

The object of the light is Letia, who is shedding tears.

And, behind Letia, there were hideous spirits that ridiculed her from the depths of her stomach. All sorts of monstrous figures stayed by Letia's side.

"Ugh... Ugh...!"

My breathing becomes ragged. Common sense is being completely denied and my mind is being eaten away.

No matter how many times I blink, nothing changes.

My heart races with the chills running down my spine and the fluff on my head.

Soon, a dozen or so of them stretched out their hands toward Attila.

"Ugh, ugh, euaaa ...

Attila crawled on all fours, then somehow found his balance, got up on two feet and ran away.

Clang!

The sound of a lamp breaking sharply tore through the darkness of the mansion from where they had hurriedly left.

Attila threw open the bedroom door as if he was going to break it open, not even realizing that his slippers had come off along the way.

Thud. Thud. Thud.

The beating heart did not calm down. Instead, it was beating wildly like a punk, and cold sweat was pouring out all over its body.

Attila looked down at the bloody palms of his hands.

At the same time, it brought back memories of a superstition that had long been forgotten.

"Black is...a symbol of misfortune and death..."

Attila's eyes turned to the desk.

A fountain pen and paper were neatly arranged on the desk.

Gulp.

It only took a moment for greed to drive out fear.

        
            I humbly request you.

Although I am terrified of disturbing your sentiments by writing, I muster up the courage to write this petition in the hope of praying for the well-being of the Empire.

As the acting Duchess of the House of Arkaden, I am familiar with the prophecy that has been handed down to the Imperial Family.

Just thinking about a witch causing such great trouble to the empire makes me shiver.

But last night something truly bizarre happened.

The former Duchess of Arkaden's biological son was under the protection of a class not of this world.

Things that are difficult to describe in words followed the child and tried to harm me.

If this isn't a witch, then what is?

The suspicions are growing as the witch is being cared for by an immigrant tribe that even the Duke dislikes.

Although I am persecuted and tremble in fear every moment, I will simply submit my complaint and wait for His Majesty the Emperor to make a decision.

-Acting Duchess of Arcaden. Attila.-

◇

The reason why Letia was able to survive for 7 years while being neglected. And the reason why she didn't get caught by Baekryeon even though she had a huge nosebleed the night before.

It all came from Letia's power.

The spirits of the dead were drawn to her of their own accord, and cared for their masters within the limits of their ability to interfere with the material world.

Letia was the queen of the dead.

A being that rules over death and is the antithesis of life. So it was inevitable that Bernacien's health would rapidly deteriorate.

Since death is carried in the womb, life cannot be taken away from her.

So, what is the Queen of the Dead doing now?

"Sir─ah!"

"Letia..."

"Wow!"

"It'll be difficult if you rebel like that..."

... The Queen of the Dead was in the bathroom, throwing a tantrum while taking a bath.

Since when did Letia become bothered by bathing? It is rare for a child to enjoy bathing, but when she actually encounters it, she is extremely embarrassed.

Letia, who was not satisfied with just sitting on the floor, lay down on her stomach.

Baekryeon, who witnessed this behavior, was seriously worried about Letia's future.

'I wonder... if I've been whining too much?'

He had never once pressed Letia. He had been positive about everything she said and supported her no matter what she did. But I think I had heard before that this kind of parenting was the worst.

'... Should I scold him? In a situation like this?'

I have no idea. There is no one I can ask for advice. But Baekryeon's heart was too weak to choose the option of scolding this child.

In the end, Baekryeon chose to appease Aeduri.

"Letia."

"Why?"

"... This is a game."

"Are you gay?"

"Yeah, a game. It's a game to see if Letia can close her eyes tightly and quietly count numbers."

"Uh..."

Letia pouted her lips in dissatisfaction. Then Baekryeon pushed Letia's lips back in with her finger and added.

"If Letia wins the game... Let's see. What should I do to make Letia happy?"

"Letiane─. It's okay, it's okay, doing it."

Letia stretched out her arms and shook them up and down. Baekryeon understood the meaning of her cute gestures perfectly.

"Then the compensation will be decided by airplane."

"Bihanki Choa─ah."

After receiving Letia's permission, Baekryeon carried her into the bathroom.

I found a pretty good excuse.

The game served as an effective means of calming Letia's tantrums.

From this point on, Baekryun and Letia's daily lives were always a series of games.

As the days went by, Letia became more and more interested in games, and she suggested games for even the most trivial things.

Perhaps the reward at the end of the game was sweet.

Above all, Baekryeon always played games that she lost to Letia, so it seemed that Letia perceived games as a convenient means of getting her demands met.

The peaceful time passed by so mercilessly.

Occasionally, news came that Attila had been invited to the palace, and that Hereis had come to stay there after him.

No one found that strange.

It was a world where it was common for great nobles to entrust their lands to administrators and live in the capital. On the contrary, Hereis, who devoted himself to work, was an unusual case.

If Attila's decision was needed, all he had to do was send a letter to the capital.

The daily life of the mansion went on peacefully even in the absence of their master.

Not knowing that it was the calm before the storm.

◇

Inside the dungeon, as autumn approaches.

"Coolook!"

The woman coughed up thin blood. Her breathing was rough and her body temperature was cold. The woman who was used to sitting on a soft sofa was now lying on the hard stone floor.

"This is... This is not what I wanted..."

The name of the woman who was lamenting was Attila. Her appearance was utterly miserable, as her power had disappeared without a trace.

When I first set foot in the palace, I was living in a fantasy.

It was a moving achievement for a woman who had been a mere bar employee to enter the center of the empire.

I didn't know it then. I had no way of knowing.

After spending a sweet night in the palace, I woke up in a dark and stuffy room with bars. I mistook it for a nightmare and abused my body several times.

However, the miracle of waking up from the dream did not happen. Instead, it only brought about the appearance of realizing one's own situation.

After that, the days of being interrogated about the existence of witches continued.

I heard that Herais is also being detained and questioned in the same way.

He says that the one who confesses the truth first will be able to survive.

Of course, Attila confessed everything he knew without taking a breath, including tax evasion methods that had nothing to do with witches and that I had not been asked about.

Then one day, I came out of the dungeon and went to see the emperor.

Attila trembled in fear before the appearance of the absolute ruler. Then, the Holy See of Netherto personally approached Attila and handed him a wooden box.

"This, this is..."

"Open it."

Attila slowly opened the chest with his rough hands.

"Ugh, euaaah!"

A terrible scream rang out. Attila convulsed as if he were going to flip over, sending his ship flying into the sky.

Boom, boom.

At the same time, the items in the box rolled across the floor.

"Ugh... Sob..."

The identity of the item was the supply of Hereis.

Where did his torso go? Duke Arkaden, with only his neck remaining, greeted the miserably smooth floor.

The emperor, who had been watching the situation with pity, opened his mouth.

"You've been fooling the royal family for a very long time."

"Yes, yes...?"

"Bernassienne Arkaden. A duchess of unknown origin who appeared as if she had fallen from the sky without any connections. The imperial family investigated her background, but they were unable to obtain even a shred of information. "

"Be, are you talking about Bell...? Why Bell..."

"You've kept the secret that the woman was a witch well hidden until now. Your master, who knew the prophecy."

Witch? Belle...?

This is my first time hearing this. Seriously, I don't understand a single thing.

I sent the complaint in the hopes that only two people would disappear.

Letia and Baekryun. If only those two disappeared, my life would be perfect.

What if Letia wasn't a witch? An idiot like that is just a weakling that the royal family can get rid of if they find it objectionable.

But... what?

Belle was a witch? Then... does that mean her biological daughter, Letia, was also a real witch?

'Where, what, how, where did it go wrong?'

If what they say is true, Attila has strangled himself.

It is like bringing shame upon a family that could lead to the destruction of the entire clan.

Her quest for more brilliant power pushed her into hell.

"Please, save me..."

"There are no exceptions. I called you here only to inform you of the reason why you must die."

The emperor gave a cruel order.

"Please hit me."

"Yes, Your Majesty."

At that moment, the sword of the Holy Netherto flashed.

A clean, unadorned cut left a flat cut across Attila's neck.

Attila was a devil.

They suffer from unbearable hunger and thirst and crave food. However, their desires are endless and they become greedy and greedy, eventually spitting out everything they have swallowed.

The woman who knew no satisfaction met her end in the most dignified and highest place in the world.

In the execution grounds of the devil, the heavens of the empire speak.

"Good work."

"Yes, Your Majesty."

"We should erase Arkaden from history."

"That's what I mean..."

"You will lead seventy-two knights and a thousand knights to correct the imperial errors."

Arkaden was a wealthy member of the imperial family.

The one who favored Hereis and bestowed upon him the title of Duke was the imperial family, and the one who summoned the warriors who stayed there was also the imperial family.

So, it had to be erased thoroughly.

According to Attila's testimony, the warrior who should be subduing the witch is actually protecting the witch.

The witch's power was already a headache, and now there's the variable of a warrior. Any half-assed decision will only backfire and cause concern for the future.

The royal family has already claimed to be in an age of peace by putting forward fake warriors. If the real warrior's actions of protecting the witch are revealed, the foundation of the royal family will be shaken.

A hint of uneasiness invaded the depths of the Emperor's consciousness.

"Is it possible?"

"Don't worry. It's just a lump of blood and a dulled sense. The teaching you gave me is too much."

"... Is that so?"

"We will go out immediately as soon as the holy works scattered throughout the country are called together."

After paying his respects, the Holy See King Neterto left leisurely.

The memory of my murdered and incomparable wife, Mirelda, whose face was now growing increasingly cloudy, suddenly came to mind.

A dim-witted boy who entered this world in exchange for killing Mirelda. He goes to kill the child he hates inside.

Although his body was old, his experience and ability were excellent.

The fate that announced the end strode forward with great strides.

        
            Father. Mother.

Now my parents' faces are blurred and even their voices are hazy.

Your son has lived a life of shame.

An indecisive and weak-minded person grew into an adult who committed sins.

Maybe, because so many things had happened in such a short period of time, I hadn't yet realized that I was an adult.

I lost something precious due to my incompetence and was toyed with by a tricky fate.

Even though my precious daily life has been ruined so many times, I can't bring myself to express my anger.

How can I do it? How can I dare to blame others and give up on myself?

They say it has to be me. If I don't, countless people will be unhappy.

When I recall that fate, I feel the heavy air pressing down on my resentment that has reached its critical point.

But still, I finally got it. The treasure that made me an adult.

I have something precious that I would not mind protecting for the rest of my life. A small hand held me tightly, as if I would fly away like a leaf if I lost my mind.

Perhaps, fate was decided here.

I am now willing to shoulder the burden of protecting it.

I want to be a proud parent like you.

Just as I looked at your backs as a child and thought of heroes, I hope that child will feel the same way when he looks at mine.

Even though I may not be a very good person, I will try to be a good father.

I have to go downtown tomorrow to get some winter clothes, so I'll end it here.

I sincerely hope that you will forget your son, who is a stain on your life, and live happily.

-From the diary of the Arkaden Butler-

◇

The phenomenon occurred without warning.

One day, evil spirits came in like a meteor shower and destroyed all the symbols that reminded them of Arkaden. Arkaden's mansion was completely unaware of this fact until they confronted them directly.

While a thousand knights galloped across the vast fiefdoms of Arkaden, seventy-two stars set foot on the Duke of Arkaden's estate.

The gatekeeper guarding the gate opened his mouth, sweating profusely.

"Who, who are you? I haven't heard of such a large number of visitors..."

"Hit it."

The Holy See issued an unjust order.

Crunch!

As soon as the order was given, the two guards on either side of him cut off the heads of the two guards in one stroke.

Their cold black swords cut through the gates of Arkaden with such ease that they cut through rotten branches.

"From now on, we will carry out the extermination of Arkaden and the search for the witch. Be thorough and do not let even a single rat escape."

"Yes! Okay! "

Indeed, among the seventy-two holy works, he was the first. The power of the Holy Work of Neterto was great. The title of the brightest star of the empire was not a decoration.

Doo doo doo doo!

A legion far beyond human categories entered Arkaden's mansion at once. The fear and awe emanating from the sudden intruders was more than a single servant could handle.

"Huh, huh...! Who... ugh."

"Gyaaaah! The weird guys are invading!"

"The Knights? No, that's...?"

Even in a chaotic situation, something that should not have been seen was reflected in the eyes of one attendant.

star.

The moment they saw the silver stars embroidered on their uniforms, the humans in the mansion lost their will to rebel. They were the transcendent beings of the Heaven and Earth who had assisted the current emperor in building a great empire in one generation.

Anyone who tried to leave the mansion was executed, but the servants who cooperated obediently were spared.

The holy men drove all the servants to the third floor. Arkaden's servants, who had fallen to their knees without knowing what was going on, sobbed miserably. They were shaking with fear beyond their ability and rubbing their hands roughly like flies rubbing their forelegs.

"Is this all?"

"Yes, that's right, except for the people who are out and about."

"That's enough. As long as you have the list, you can always kill the rest."

The fingers of the Holy Knight gently brushed the upper part of the pommel of the sword.

'It seems the warrior is not at the mansion.'

Towards the despairing and desolate Arkaden family, the Holy See asked:

"There will be an immigrant man named Baekryeon in this mansion. Tell me where he is."

"I, I know!"

One of the maids raised her hand. Her eyes were filled with hope, as if she could escape alive if she just told them the whereabouts of the white lotus.

At this, when the Holy See's chin clicked, the maid's answer flowed out like a torrent.

"He went downtown early this morning. He said he was going to stop by a clothing store. If you patrol the central shopping district, you'll find him right away...!"

The maid didn't end her words there. She chewed on the lotus flower excitedly, as if trying to please them.

"Did that foreign man do something wrong? I knew it. You were already angry and said you couldn't control him! Just give us the order and we'll catch that man and hand him over!"

The servants began to increasingly agree with the maid's argument.

"Yes, that's right! We will step forward. Your nobles, don't dare get your hands dirty!"

"I didn't like it from the beginning. A foreigner is the head of the household. This is the end of the world."

"I will catch you even if I have to throw my body. Just give me one chance!"

The atmosphere was instantly filled with hope.

If you sacrifice one of the black-haired, black-eyed, ominous foreigners, everyone will live. That kind of formula or calculation method that had no formula at all was spreading as if it were mathematically correct.

At that moment, the Holy See of Neterto slowly raised his hand. It was a revelation to keep his mouth shut.

Then he chuckled.

"Capture it? You guys, that's it?"

It's not even funny.

Even though he's rotten, he's the one who caught the king of demons. That means he alone has the talent to take over the border of the empire.

How could such small creatures dare touch it?

It would have been neat if they had caught him in the mansion, but it didn't mean that the mission was disrupted. The mission was supposed to stir up the city as Arkaden's fiefdom needed 'organization'.

Now all that's left is...

"I have one more question. Where is the eldest daughter of this family?"

It was the witch's extermination.

Although the Holy See had only asked briefly, the servants quickly betrayed their master.

"4th floor, it's on the 4th floor!"

"I've never come down from the 4th floor in all the time I've been here!"

"That, that is, that child is a dirty child created by a conspiracy between a dirty foreigner and a duchess! Please punish him for insulting the nobles!"

The last accusation was quite refreshing.

He had an affair with the Duchess.

Certainly, the Duchess of Arkaden was one of the most beautiful women of all time. If that foolish man had been fooling around with the Duchess, it would explain why he was fighting the witch.

The Duchess was kept a secret because she was his lover, and the legitimate daughter was kept a secret because she was his child. Isn't this a truly reasonable conclusion to logic?

"Isn't the search on the 4th floor over?"

"That must have been the case... I'll take another look and come back."

"The mansion is large, so don't just glance over it. Even if you combined the main palace and the annex, it wouldn't be this large. "

"I will correct it. Your Majesty, Neterto."

After that, more than thirty men ran up to the fourth floor and searched the rooms as if they were searching for them. The size of the mansion was the target for now, but it was only a matter of time before they were discovered.

That prediction was not wrong.

After several dozen minutes, a loud noise rang out.

"Found it!"

The place where Letia was found was on top of a bookshelf that was far taller than an adult's height. It was a place where it was questionable how a child could have climbed. Even with such a large number of people, the search was likely to be delayed.

Soon, Letia was revealed to everyone, dangling from the hand of a saint. And as soon as he saw Letia’s black hair and black eyes, Neterto became convinced. Baekryun’s betrayal was indeed due to her obsession with women.

"I, His Holiness Neterto."

"What is it?"

"This kid is an idiot. It seems he can't even speak properly."

"What does that mean?"

"How about presenting it to His Majesty first and then deciding what to do with it? It's still young, so it won't pose much of a threat. So who knows if it'll be useful?"

"... That makes sense."

In this situation, he neither cried nor laughed. He was different from ordinary children.

It must have been close to a person with limited intelligence who did not even have the ability to judge the situation.

So, it is judged that there is no threat yet.

The Netherto statue turned its back towards the stairs.

"What should I do?"

"Dispose of the rest immediately."

"I will accept it."

At that moment, a hellish scene unfolded behind the Netherto Castle. Abigail decorated the interior, dyeing the floor and walls red. A thick scent of blood dominated the space, symbolizing death.

Cut off the heads of those who give up, cut off the limbs of those who resist, and stab the chest of those who run away.

It didn't take five minutes for the one-sided massacre. Countless lives were lost without leaving behind any value.

The mansion collapses.

It burns brightly and covers the history of prosperity with a red light.

The huge treasure trove that was praised by architects is now being shattered into pieces.

Afterwards, the seventy-two Counts discussed their next course of action in the manor of the mansion. Meanwhile, Count Neterto kept his eyes on Letia, who was hanging from someone else's hand.

'Not a bad opportunity. I got a chance to explore the truth about witches.'

He is so immature and foolish that he has no ability to resist. If we do it well, we can brainwash him into becoming subservient to the royal family.

It was truly a great harvest.

It would be a profitable deal to obtain the witch in exchange for the destruction of Arkaden.

Yeah, it's a good deal. It's worth paying.

Everyone was thinking that.

Until, outside of consciousness, a desperate scream was heard.

"...... Ugh, groan, euaaaah...!!!"

Someone at the back cried out in pain.

Red blood soaked into the grass, and the fresh scent of blood tickled my nose.

"My hand...my hand...!"

The man stared at his hands, which were dropped on the grass, with boiling eyes and sobbed.

He was holding the holy grail as if hanging Letia.

In response to the sudden change, everyone looked around and raised their alert level.

"... Letia."

The sorrowful voice cracks.

The man suddenly appeared as if he had been there from the beginning, hugged the girl, covered her eyes, and covered her ears with both hands.

It was quite funny to see a young girl wearing her winter uniform over her shoulders.

Letia tilted her head, enveloped in the warmth of the clown.

"Ahh... Ah-ap─daddy?"

"It's not scary. Nothing happened."

"Letia. Don't be scared─Anaa─."

"Right."

Next, Baekryun whispers.

"This is a game. Letia closes her eyes tightly, covers her ears tightly, and counts sheep in her head."

"Ke─im. Letia, good─love─you."

"The more sheep you count, the more Letia wants..."

Baekryeon bit her lip and stopped talking. But that was only for a moment, and she soon continued talking as if nothing had happened.

"I'll listen to you more... Can you do it?"

"Woof!"

"... You're a good person, Letia."

Baekryeon put the girl's uniform on Letia's shoulders and covered her head.

"This is just the beginning, Letia."

"Arat─Sure."

Letia answers forcefully.

Then, an innocent voice, with a strange beat, leaked out through the thick hem of the child's uniform.

"Hanaaaa. Duuuul. Yeseeet. Umm... Seeet?"

While Letia clumsily listed the numbers, Baekryeon stepped forward.

Tears flowed from her pitch-black eyes, rolling down her cheeks and falling fleetingly onto the swaying blades of grass.

The foreigner's true feelings, which had been suppressed for a long time, were fervently longing for the outside world.

He says.

"There was only one thing I wanted."

I hope I don't lose anymore.

I hope that the happiness I have barely caught doesn't slip away like fine sand between my fingers.

That's all I wanted.

"I did not hate the absurdity and irrationality of this world."

It was just a visit from necessity.

He believed that both he and this world were just misfortunes that he had encountered after trying to figure out how to survive on his own.

"Ignored the fact that it was hypocrisy and a wrong answer."

Otherwise I wouldn't have been able to bear it.

Because somewhere along the way, it felt like I was crossing a path from which I could never return.

"Now I will face reality."

It was the last chance.

A worthless life. The last bastion found at the end.

He was a miraculous child who became a family to the lonely ghost.

"Take up your sword."

I'm informing you softly.

"I will seek justice on the place where seventy-two stars fell."

It is irreversible.

This time I'll protect it for sure.

What is there to be afraid of?

I would gladly cut down even a cursed fate to protect the small life behind me.

"I am a warrior."

11:00 AM, November 1st, Year 508 of the Imperial Calendar. All Saints' Day.

The advent of the warrior.

        
            The girl who was abandoned by the world at an early age has always been trapped in darkness.

When light came into the darkness, milk was brought in in a saucer. That was it.

It was impossible for a baby who had difficulty moving his limbs, let alone being free, to do anything.

The one who took care of her like this was not a human, but a dead person.

Those who are not of this world guard their queen.

So, the queen survived by learning life from the dead.

I learned the words of the dead and imitated their actions.

They say.

Your mother crossed over to the same world as us.

Then the girl asks,

What kind of person is my father?

Then a ghost smiles.

The ghost was a dead woman who had lost her appearance from her life, but her white hair and red eyes were still vivid like a rabbit's.

The woman said.

They say your dad is the smartest person in the world.

Then the queen's heart fluttered.

I want to meet you.

But it would be impossible. Wouldn't I be hated? Since I haven't even shown my face for a long time.

It was when she was gloomy.

The dead man with the characteristics of a rabbit spoke.

A man who will become your father will definitely come.

That person has the same beautiful jet-black hair and eyes as you.

He raised the Queen's expectations by saying that she was the kindest person in the world.

The Queen asks.

Really, Selena?

The dead man answers.

Yes, miss.

So the girl fell asleep in the darkness.

Then, one day, seven years after birth.

A boiling sound, accompanied by a dazzling light, drove away the darkness of the attic.

The man who held back tears as if he would break down at any moment shared something in common with the girl.

Black hair and black eyes.

I recognized it at a glance.

This man was my father.

The lips moved on their own.

"Ah, oh my. Oh my─."

The girl opened her mouth in a hoarse voice, as if she had just woken up.

"Dad─ah?"

Oh, dad?

dad.

That's what I called the first adult male I met.

Next, something strange happened.

dump.

The man collapsed, and ended up sobbing and repeatedly washing his face.

Soon the girl's body floated up.

The man hugged her, and warmth spread throughout her body.

From then on, it was a series of happiness.

I was so happy every day with my beloved dad by my side that I cried to my heart's content.

My father sang me a lullaby every night.

The ending of a lullaby is always the same.

It ends with a sweet promise.

"I will protect you. Forever."

The heartbreaking promise somehow soaked my heart warmly like overflowing bath water...

Before I knew it, I had buried my face in the pillow.

My dad was the best dad in the world.

-From the memories of our happy family-

◇

Only one man, blocking the group of seventy-two, takes up his sword.

The man looked like a volcano about to erupt with a massive amount of heat.

On the surface it looked as calm as the surface of a ripple-free lake, but underneath the surface it seemed to be blazing with heat rivaling a forest fire.

"Hit it!"

The moment their leader gives the order.

Wedge!

The White Lotus Sword flickered.

The strong wind pressure created a cloud of dust. The blow split two of the saints in half, killing them and heightening their tension.

Even so, only one person. A red warning light went on in the heads of the group that had let their guard down with such a ridiculous attitude.

"Kill them with all your might!!!"

"Yes!!!"

They formed up in ranks. They spread out and formed tactical formations to pressure the individual Baekryeon.

The white lotus, surrounded from all sides, narrowed the gap with Letia.

Killing them is not the ultimate goal. We must not forget that our goal is to keep Letia safe.

"Die, you barbarian!"

They rushed at once.

He swung his sharp blade, hoping to gain the advantage of numbers.

They were the ones who reached the peak of their swordsmanship, skillfully avoiding their allies. Even so, Baekryeon's feet changed positions gracefully and defended against the rushing swords, without taking a single step back.

"Eww!"

There is no way back down.

I can't let it go.

This world was cruel to Letia. She couldn't let the world see the truth that the girl hated it.

"Wha, what power...!"

"What the hell is this guy...!?"

A single person withstands the swords of many who have surpassed humanity. He goes beyond maintaining a balance of power and tries to push them away. The faces of the saints are filled with shock at the incredible strength.

But they weren't just pushed around.

Push!

"... Ugh."

The sharp blade caught Baekryeon’s weak point and cut her side. If she hadn’t turned her body in an instant, the blow would have reached her spine.

"Pressure down!"

Ignoring the burning pain, Baekryeon used her brute force to blow away several of the holy men who were fighting with her sword. Not stopping there, she rushed at the holy man who had cut her side, took a headbutt, and then quickly returned to Letia's side.

The Holy See observed his absurd feat and commented softly.

"... You've summoned a monster."

◇

Asher was taking in the entire history of the erasure near the completely incinerated Duke of Arkaden. She squinted her eyes, clenched her fists, and took a deep breath.

"That's ridiculous..."

Asher opened his eyes wide.

The shocking sight projected through the red pupils characteristic of the royal family disturbed her mind.

Knights far beyond Mirelda rushed to annihilate a single person, and a single person attempted to kill dozens of Transcendent beings.

It was as if I was trying to protect a small light in a plain where a typhoon was raging. It was a precarious struggle, as if I only wanted that. It was a battle focused solely on protecting Letia, disregarding my own safety.

The torrential rain that flowed across the sea of swords beat him mercilessly, injuring the back of the man who was trying to guard the lantern.

But as if the storm was fueling the fire, a fierce flame was burning in Baekryeon's eyes.

"Butler..."

Its appearance was very similar to a lotus flower.

It was a white lotus that bloomed proudly and was never tainted, despite the envy and persecution of all kinds of filth.

Undeterred by disaster, he protects only the last bastion of life.

Only at the very end did Baekryeon finally become a warrior.

He was a true warrior who threw himself into the battlefield he had hated his whole life in order to protect just one girl.

The star is falling.

one.

two.

eight.

twenty.

The brilliant stars, like meteors falling in a cloudless dawn, fell, emitting bright light.

However, the aftermath of the star's fall steadily extinguished the spark of life that Baekryun held.

The end of the fierce battle was approaching.

"Haa... Haa..."

The Holy Netherto took a deep breath, his whole body covered in cuts and lacerations, and he screamed in pain.

How could this be? Even if it goes against providence, isn't there a limit?

A boy who was merely summoned from another world, that skinny and frail boy, managed to bring down all the stars except for me.

Each and every one of them had the power to take down a castle on their own. However, they ended up making such sacrifices just to corner one person.

It was a mistake.

It wasn't like I was calling in people from another world.

Mirelda's sacrifice had to be prevented somehow.

No, I didn't mean to leave it half-assed from the beginning. I should have pretended to send it to the Demon Realm and assassinated it myself...!

"Even so... this is the last time."

Although the Holy Netherto was clearly a grave wounded man, Baekryeon's appearance was almost like that of a living corpse. Her entire body was dyed red, to the point where it was impossible to find her original skin color.

After all, if I left it like this, I would have died from blood loss.

"... Should I leave it like that?"

Thud, thud.

He moved his feet. Baekryeon didn’t react even as Seongjak slowly approached. It wasn’t enough to use all her strength to hold on to her consciousness that was about to disappear.

Whoosh.

However, the Holy Knight of Neterto missed the white lotus. Instead, he went around behind him and glared at the girl who was desperately being protected.

"What the hell─huh. What the hell─. What the hell─?"

"I was foolish. Black was indeed a bad thing that brought misfortune and death, so I didn't try to collect it."

He raised his sword with both hands and immediately swung it down with all his might.

Phew!

"What...?"

For a moment, the Holy See of Neterto groaned.

The man who had been half-conscious threw his body and wrapped it around Letia.

Thanks to that, the black lotus heart of the Netherto Castle was mercilessly pierced.

"Cough..."

Baekryeon vomited blood. The puddle of dark red blood represented Baekryeon's desperation.

"Useless tantrum...!!!"

Neterto was about to sheathe his sword for the next strike.

But I soon felt something was wrong.

'The sword... won't come out...?'

It was a truly extraordinary phenomenon. But soon Nederito came up with an absurd hypothesis.

"No way... You're saying that you stiffened your muscles at the moment of your last breath? To delay my movements even just for a moment?"

It was a talent and spirit that truly made people look pathetic. I even doubted whether the weak boy I had seen was the same person.

Even as the flame of life was completely extinguished, the will of the white lotus remained intact.

"What does that mean...!!!"

When you die, it's over. In the end, the future doesn't change.

The warrior who conspired with the witch, and the witch the warrior fought against, both die here. This is an unchanging reality.

"Eww!"

Crunch! Crunch!

Neterto finally pulled his sword out of Baekryeon's chest. In the recoil, Baekryeon's corpse rolled down and hit Letia hard.

"What the heck!"

Slap.

The shock of the collision caused the uniform that had been tightly wrapping Letia's head to come off, and Letia's eyes, which had been tightly closed, opened wide.

The girl's dark eyes reflected the devastation beneath the cloudy sky.

"Pressure..."

Letia's head tilted to the side.

"Dad─?"

        
            Boom. Boom.

Raindrops fell from the cloudy sky. The cold water droplets soaked into the lawn, diluting the blood-red earth.

Kugu palace...

Then came the sound of thunder, a signal of an imminent approaching downpour.

As if encouraged by the angry sky, the intervals between raindrops gradually narrowed, and soon they washed away the heavens and earth like a waterfall.

"Ah─daddy...?"

Letia, drenched in sweat, crawled on all fours, closing the distance towards her father, who had lost the light of life.

Letia's small hands were soon able to grab hold of Baekryeon's body.

"Ap-daddy. Letiaga-game ten o'clock-Mii. Handeneunde."

"..."

"My wish was granted─Daagguu. I'm going to do it─in that way."

"..."

"Oh my gosh."

Letia shook Baekryeon's body. But there was no answer. Her father, who always smiled as if he was in trouble and gave in, ended up leaving on a long journey.

Letia learned instinctively.

Baekryeon died.

He lost his vital functions and became a dead person, leaving Letia's side.

"I'll protect you─. What should I do─."

Every night, I made a promise. And until I fell asleep, I stroked his head with an affectionate face.

"Plain─line. Let's─go─together─. Say─it─."

Together forever.

Letia told me that she would be with me for the rest of my life, even when I grew up from a child to an adult.

Memories of happiness overflowing from the heart, head, and mind do not lie. Dad was Letia's only happiness that fell from the sky one day.

"Ouch... Paaa─."

She asks.

"Ouch... Pah. Are you dead─?"

Shake shake.

The girl's fern-like hands shook Baekryeon's corpse with all their might. However, the body of a healthy adult male did not move at all.

"Woof. Don't die─. Ah─dad..."

Shake shake.

"Get up─."

At that moment, a sound of metal scraping dirt was heard from behind Letia.

The Holy Netherto was approaching Letia, soaking wet.

He wiped the blood from his sword with the raindrops that beat down on him mercilessly.

"... That's too bad. You don't even realize that someone is dying."

"Jugeum─? Letia─ I know─."

"Yes, what is abundant here is death. It is a river from which there is no return."

The Holy See's Neterto raised his sword.

"Let you be swept away by that torrent and die."

"Don't come back, mother─child. Mae─il?"

No, it won't work.

Dad must be by Letia's side.

Because I promised every day.

Because he said with a smile that he would protect me for the rest of my life.

Until I was eight, the only person who smiled sweetly at me was my father.

Now I can't fall asleep without my dad's lullaby.

... Dad must not leave.

That's impossible.

He is the one who protects Letia for her entire life, for her entire life.

He is the person who loves Letia more than anyone else and must stay by her side.

"No way─."

Letia's jet-black eyes held cute water droplets.

"Dad─is─the─great─love, Letiaraaang─ kekesoook─ mustaaaa ...

Crunch, crunch.

Clunk, clunk, clunk, clunk, clunk!

The objects in the four directions trembled, as if they were talking in their sleep while in a deep sleep.

Then a strange phenomenon occurred.

Phew!

Everything except the lotus was floating. Everything from weapons to corpses and miscellaneous items were floating around.

"This, this... What the heck is going on...?"

The Holy Netherto groaned. He, who had to cut down Letia in one breath, unconsciously stepped back under the pressure of a strange sense of oppression.

Meanwhile, Letia hugged Baekryun tightly.

"Always─always, always─togetheraaa ...

The trigger for the awakening of the girl, who is death itself, was the death of someone precious to her.

A girl who knew nothing of hatred, was ignorant of anger, and numb to sadness. A pitch-black noise erupted from her new form.

The time has come for the Queen of the Dead to destroy the truth of the world.

"Will you be there for me─? Will you protect Letia─forever─!! Will you protect Letia─!!! Ppaaa ...

The sight was as if time and space were rewinding.

The blood sea that filled the garden was purified, and the ruined garden was restored. The soil that had been trampled by countless footsteps regained its former flatness as if it had never been like that.

The columns of the burned mansion rose up on their own, recreating a masterpiece of enormous scale that towered over the imperial palace.

"This, this... What the heck...! What does it mean...!!!"

The mysterious phenomenon made the Holy See of Netherto cry out.

What made him even more creepy was the corpse of Baekryeon that had risen on its own. Baekryeon, who should have been dead, was walking straight towards Seongjak with a creaking gait like a marionette without an ego, carrying Letia on her back.

"Die, dieee!!!"

The Holy Netherto cast off his fear and charged forward. But his courage was reckless. The spirit of the intermission became a legacy that decorated the end of a life that was like starlight.

Boo-woong─.

The black sword of the Netherto Castle floated on its own and pierced its master's heart.

Finally, all seventy-two stars fell.

The prophecy came true.

Kookung, kurrrrur...

There was a loud noise. The clock was dimming endlessly. The end of a long tragedy was near.

As the world depicting the past collapsed, Letia's howling sound tore at Ashe's ears.

"Pyeongsae─ang, every day─. Foreveriii─ together, togetheraaaa ...

"Ugh...?!"

Tiring!

A cheerful tone caught Asher's attention. Then a long message unfolded before her eyes.

=====

<Our best dad in the world!>

My dad is the smartest person in the world!

Everyone respects our dad, and everyone follows our dad.

But I don't know my father's face.

So I've been waiting for the day when you would come to visit me.

Was it because I prayed to the stars every day? One day, my father came to visit me and hugged me tightly.

My dad is the world's greatest warrior!

In the fairy tale my father read to me, the warrior protects the princess.

Our father will also protect Letia.

Like a knight with a great sword, forever, forever, forever! As expected, Dad is Letia's only warrior!

... Yeah. That's right.

All along... All along...

At Letia's side...

I will protect Letia...

So, Letia is happy forever.

-Reward: Star Fragment

-Special Reward: Witch's Happiness

=====

The attic where [Memories of Our Happy Family] was unfolded. There, Letia, wrapped in pitch-black noise, kneels down. Her ceaselessly flowing tears become noise and scatter like shrapnel.

In that moment, Asher, who sensed the threat with his instincts, flew away.

Kwaaah!

"What, what is it?!"

A straight line of wounds remained where Ash had just been. It was as if he had been struck by a slaughter.

At that moment, a strange alarm sounded again from somewhere, and a message appeared before Asher's eyes.

Tiring!

[The door to the mansion is open.]

"The door to the mansion... is open?!"

A situation I had never really hoped for. My chance to escape the mansion had finally arrived.

Boom!

Asher threw aside everything and opened the door to the attic. As he was running down the hallway, another loud noise left Asher's ears ringing.

Boom!

The wall of the mansion was badly broken. It must have been a wall with an attic inside.

And there were two characters that appeared there.

Letia floating in the air and a wraith holding a sword.

"No way...!?"

I can tell somehow.

Although it had the appearance of a ghost and had no resemblance to its former self, Asher was certain that it was a ghost.

"Butler...!!!"

Despair settled over Asher's face.

You can tell without even talking to him. The current butler was his enemy. When he first woke up in the attic, the person who had struck Asher was definitely the butler.

"Ugh!"

Ash turned around and ran away. He had no confidence that he would survive the next blow. Ash had seen firsthand what and how far his past butler could go.

At that moment.

Kkwaddudduk!

"Whoa?!"

The blow passed by with barely a finger's length. The blow swung from the corner of the attic, the corner of the corner, and reached the end of the opposite hallway with more than enough left over.

"Ugh... Ugh..."

Thump thump thump thump!

I hurriedly went down the stairs leading to the third floor. I had no idea that the stairs, which had not been very impressive when I came up, were this long.

Of course, it was natural. This was because the mansion was designed with a low number of floors but the space between floors was wide.

'But... isn't that side slow too?'

It's really strange. If he were a butler in his prime, he would have grabbed my neck and snapped it before I could blink.

After all, there are some limitations.

For example, the current form and power are maintained only by Letia's side...!

If things continue like this, it might be an easy victory. The other side's movement speed is incomparably slower.

But the mansion doesn't always allow optimism to invade its consciousness.

Boom, thud.

As Asher reached the third floor, a piece of asbestos grazed his cheek.

I looked up, following the path of the fallen asbestos.

At that moment.

Kugu palace!

The ceiling shattered and collapsed. And as the collapsed ceiling fell, two new figures were captured in the cloud of dust that appeared.

It was the butler and Letia.

'The way, the way to the stairs...!'

The place where they fell was exquisitely blocking the path leading to the stairs.

Can you break through? No, it's impossible. It's nothing more than a reckless challenge.

So, Asher quickly shook off his worries and ran to the other side. As if he wouldn't miss it, a fatal blow flew in.

Card dunk!

"Hyak?!"

Peet!

The exquisitely deflected blow left a shallow gash on Asher's thigh. It was no more than a paper cut, but the fact that it even grazed was a problem in itself.

If the gap had been even the size of a fingernail, Asher's body would have been sliced to pieces.

Thud, thud, thud, thud, thud!

"Haa... Haa..."

Asher took a moment to catch his breath as he rounded the corner. It seemed that no slashes would come since there was no way to detect this direction.

'Let's go back to the other side like this... without being noticed.'

Ash's plan was effective. Although he was delayed by going a long way around, Ash safely reached the stairs leading down to the second floor.

He was surprisingly relaxed. At that moment, the heavy reality hit Asher like an avalanche.

Kwaaaa ...

The butler's attack sliced through an entire floor of the mansion. Through the resulting spatial void, Letia's eyes discovered Ashe.

"Crazy... crazy, crazy, crazy, crazy...!!!"

Thump thump thump thump!

Asher goes down the stairs as best she can. A meteor crashes down in front of her.

Wedge!

It was an optical illusion created by the flickering light. The meteor that fell before her eyes was a sword.

Kwarrr!

"The stairs...!"

About 6 meters of stairs in front were reduced to rubble and fell down.

The situation was hopeless.

It was a gap that I could never reach with my current physical ability, unless I had possessed 'Hayley's Ashes'.

'What should I do, what should I do, what should I do...?'

Letia and the butler are getting closer by the minute.

If I jumped, my legs would break, and if I hesitated, it would be murder.

A desperate situation.

Asher finally made a decision.

"Hiyaaap!"

Ashe descends bravely.

Immediately afterwards, she opened her leather pouch as wide as possible and put her two legs in it. The result of falling with such an absurd strategy was...

Thud!

He successfully led her to the second floor.

And that's not all.

Not in an awkward position, but in a place where you can see the huge portrait of Bernacien.

That is, it was on the stairs leading to the first floor.

"You can do it...!"

Boom! Kururur...

From afar, the butler breaks the floor again and enters the second floor. However, the gap has already widened. No matter how many tricks they use, the gap will not be narrowed dramatically.

"Whoa... Ugh... Ughhh...!"

Run desperately. Move your feet as best you can, with a longing and hope for the outside.

"Just escape... Just escape, I'll definitely... come save you...! Butler!!!"

I have engraved the karma accumulated by the imperial family in the past with my own eyes. I have no intention of resenting the mansion now. Letia and Baekryeon were the ones who had the right to hate and curse the imperial family, and even the empire.

That's why I can't leave it behind.

It cannot be left alone.

We will definitely find a way out there, whether it takes years or decades, and then we will try to recover their damages.

'Wait... As if it had taken 500 years to lead me here...!'

Kukukung, kwarurur...

As the two spirits of the original sin child chase the mansion, they call out to Ashe. The strange sound makes me look back. There, the words of the cornered victim are vividly engraved.

Asher runs.

For yourself, and for them.

I move my feet tirelessly to break this chain of curses.

As if receiving a reward for his efforts, a wide open view of the outside world came into Ashe's sight.

"It's open...!"

That day when a storm was raging.

That day when I was caught up in fate.

The entrance, which I entered without knowing anything, was connected to the outside as if it were nothing.

"Whew... Whoosh..."

Asher's footsteps became slower and slower.

The dazzling sunlight streaming in through the front door made me squint.

Tub.

Asher put one foot outside.

The outside world I had been longing for was right before my eyes.

Ashe clenched her fist.

The days I spent at the mansion flash before my eyes.

I don't know what's right or wrong.

After much thought, Asher mustered up his courage.

"I...!"

        
            Asher stretched out his legs across the land covered with a deep blue sky.

"Let's keep going like this...!"

For the first time in a long time, sunlight enveloped Asher’s entire body. Was the light shining down from outside ever this warm? Asher unconsciously trembled at the sensation of the sunlight touching her skin.

Sabak, sabak.

Every time I walked on the lawn, an unfamiliar sound tickled my ears. It was a world of difference from when I walked on the solid marble floor of the mansion. It was so unfamiliar that I wondered if the ground was this soft.

It was only for a moment that I was distracted by this change.

Asher's consciousness suddenly returned.

"The butler is...?"

Unlike Hayley and Mirelda, the butler did not become a saint. He had just been pressuring Asher to death.

That was rather the reason why Asher left the mansion with peace of mind. No matter what happened, as long as the butler continued to stay in the mansion, he could come back anytime.

So, Asher planned to plan a future where he would find a way to completely free them from the mansion and their grudge.

'Lastly... wouldn't it be okay to see your face just once?'

They had not yet been able to properly reconcile after arguing. He, who was already a victim beyond compare, sincerely helped Ashe, who had been chosen as another victim. He consistently worried and was concerned about her.

So, before the long separation, Asher wanted to at least say his final goodbyes.

At that moment, Inyoung appeared beyond the front door of the mansion.

The butler and Letia. The two of them were holding hands and looking at Ashe who had gone outside.

"Butler...! Me...!! Definitely...!!!"

Just as Asher was about to make his pledge.

Her surroundings changed drastically.

Srrr...

The beautifully maintained garden had dried up and become withered. Not only had it completely lost its vitality, it had completely rotted away and collapsed.

"... Huh?"

The changes didn't end there.

Urrr...

Cracks began to appear in the exterior walls of the mansion. At first they were just thin lines, but soon they spread into thick lines, eating away at the mansion.

The mansion, which was comparable to the imperial palace in no way, was slowly collapsing from the outskirts.

"This, this... why...?"

Asher waved her hand in shock. She rolled her eyes and looked at the entrance of the mansion again.

There, the butler, who had been holding Letia's hand tightly, was kneeling on one knee and having a conversation with his parents.

After a while, the butler hugged Letia deeply into his arms. Then he slowly stepped back and stepped outside the mansion.

"Hey, butler... hey...?"

At that moment.

puck!

The butler lost his balance and fell down limply.

Looking closely, it was as if his calf had been cut off above his ankle. Not only that, but it was steadily being cut away as if something was eroding it with each passing moment.

The butler, who had lost his human appearance and become a ghost, was not discouraged by this.

Swoop.

Stretch out your arms.

chin.

Pull it back and move forward.

Sigh, chin.

Sigh, chin.

The butler's advance soon came to an end.

The entire torso, including the arms and waist, was completely weathered, completely blocking movement.

But after desperate efforts, he succeeded in reaching Asher's feet.

"... Ash."

"Hey, butler...? Why, why are you like that... Why is the mansion collapsing, and you...!"

"It's okay. It was meant to be like this."

He says.

"Even though I got caught up in it, I felt sorry for swinging my sword directly at Ashe."

"Is this the time to be saying something like that?! Oh, what should I do... What should I do...! If I could just go back to the mansion now...!"

Whoosh!

Asher immediately turned her gaze to the mansion. However, her meager plan was in vain, and the mansion's patience was drying up.

Kugugugugugugu!

The mansion began to completely collapse.

Letia's tears scattered like noise amidst the countless falling debris.

Letia took a step back, staring outside, and then disappeared into the mass of materials.

"Ah... Ah...! I, I wished for something like this..."

"It's not... Asher's... fault... Asher's not... fault..."

In the midst of my absentmindedness, my gaze is once again drawn to the butler. Now, even his voice is becoming more and more merciless.

"... Ash."

"Huh? Yeah. Butler, tell me...! Quickly! What should I do? Tell me like you usually do...!!! Quickly!!!"

The butler leaves his last words to Ashe, whose face has turned pale and whose eyes are red.

"Don't hate yourself too much."

"Butler...!!!"

"And... this will be the last gift I can give you."

"No need! Whatever it is...!"

Although Asher stubbornly refused, the butler's actions were firm. As always, he gave Asher a reward for overcoming the ordeal.

A piece of a star.

The final loot seeps through Ashe's veins.

"Butler... Please...! I, I still... haven't even apologized properly...!"

Asher desperately tried to grab the butler, but it was no use. The clammy skin and hem of the clothes Asher had touched were all weathered and disappeared in the breeze.

Now, the only life left in the mansion was Ashe.

"I couldn't... do it..."

After Asher's ramblings ceased, a long silence descended upon the dead mansion.

The mansion that had been a surprise when he visited met a miserable end, just like what he had witnessed in the past when it was destroyed. Ashe was unable to believe this fact and denied the reality.

Look at it now.

The leather pouch I received from the mansion and the items inside it are all vividly displayed...

The most vivid elements have disappeared without a trace.

It was a strange feeling.

I'm sad, but I don't cry. I feel ashamed, but I don't even think about pulling out my hair.

It was so unrealistic, it felt like a midsummer night's dream.

It was a sudden pain that brought Asher back to reality.

Kuung!

"Oh my...!"

Asher's forehead touched the bare ground. The pain was so intense that he didn't care about such humiliation.

Thump, thud, thud thud!

"Ahhh...! Ouch, AAAHHHH...!!!"

The muscles in my entire body were twisted. My bones were being shredded and reassembled. It felt like my veins were being torn apart and forcibly sewn together.

The blood flow was dozens of times faster than usual, bursting Ashe's veins, and the scattered fragments of the veins gathered themselves and reattached themselves.

The Star Fragment was a reward created under the premise that Ashe escaped the mansion safely.

By absorbing three star fragments, you will gain powers greater than those of the 500-year-old Holy Artifact known as the Star of the Empire.

The pain Asher went through was the process of rebuilding his body for this purpose.

The Star Fragments are not simply a reward for your trials.

It was the real power to change the empire that was granted to Ashe who escaped the mansion safely. Therefore, the star fragment was also a reward that contained the mansion's long-held intention to fulfill its long-held wish.

since.

The moment when the sun crawls across the sky and the red sunset struggles against the darkness.

The excruciating pain Asher was experiencing was subsiding.

"Ugh... Haa... Huh..."

As her body was being rebuilt, Asher felt how much she had changed in a short period of time.

I realized that I had evolved one step beyond the limitations of the human species.

Asher thought about it all the while his body was being rebuilt. His thoughts were burning and he came to one conclusion.

'I... am chosen.'

He gives trials and rewards to the children of original sin who visit the mansion across hundreds of years of time.

To spread the truth hidden in the mysterious mansion to the world.

Ashe concluded that he was the one chosen as the atonement for that.

"This empire doesn't deserve to exist."

There is no need for a royal family and a country that can only survive by pushing away women and ordinary boys.

It would be better to tear everything down and build anew.

For that, first of all.

"I have to go back to the palace..."

The transcendent red eyes mercilessly devoured the sunset.

'... hmm?'

At that moment, as she was leaving the main gate of Arkaden, she sensed a sense of unease.

A sharp sense that transcends humans has caught foreign substances inside the clothes.

Asher rummaged through his pockets and took out an unfamiliar object.

"... What is it?"

It was an [old key].

Why was a key of unknown purpose hidden in a clothes pocket?

There's no need to ask questions.

Trying to find a use for it now is a waste of time.

Asher threw the old key into the grass and walked away.

The time has come to accomplish the mission.

◇

Later, books recording history describe Asher thus:

One day, the youngest princess, who was thought to be dead, returned to the palace and started a rebellion alone.

The power that brought to mind a legend from 500 years ago turned the power structure upside down in an instant.

A rebellion that started with just one person brought all the royal family, direct and collateral, to their knees.

Anyone with royal blood had to ask for forgiveness in front of a portrait of a beautiful lady without exception. Even if they asked for forgiveness, they were reduced to commoners and persecuted.

Some people condemned her for her bizarre behavior, but even the proud ministers bowed their heads when they saw her icy red eyes.

The heavens of the newly crowned empire thus began to completely erase all traces of the previous imperial family.

The new empress took the name Arcela Arkaden, and the first remnant of the previous imperial family she changed was the national flower.

White lotuses, which were selected as the new national flower, were abundant throughout the vast palace.

The first Emperor of Arkaden lived in solitude.

He hated the blood of the former imperial family and did not even hold a state wedding. Instead, he raised a capable man of commoner origin to be a prime minister and granted him the surname and the right of succession.

With this, the link between the current royal family and the former royal family was completely severed.

After she abdicated the throne, she suddenly disappeared.

His whereabouts after disappearing are unknown.

However, it is said that her body was found in the ruins of the Imperial Palace, which had been designated as a forbidden area.

A desolate land with traces of a garden. And an ominous place with the remains of a collapsed building.

The old woman of Arshela Arkaden was leaning against the remains of the mansion, seemingly asleep there.

The emperor, who was born lonely, was alone even at the end of his life.

        
            A mansion with a constant roar - Asher stepped outside in front of the entrance.

"Let's keep going like this...!"

Asher wanted to take a step without hesitation. The scenery outside that he was seeing with his own eyes for the first time in a long while was a sweeter temptation than the masterpiece sweets of a famous dessert artisan.

If we continue like this, it will get easier.

All your hard work and effort will be rewarded.

Reason and emotion. No matter which part you give your body to, the only conclusion you can draw is one that throws itself outward.

However.

Nevertheless, as Asher's body was thrown forward, a sense of discomfort came over her. It was as if an invisible hand was grabbing Asher's ankle and not letting go.

A moment of hesitation changed Ashe's fate.

She finally remembered.

The person who reached the singularity point after the butler and Letia in this mansion. His words and actions grazed my temple like an arrow.

It was a time when I was struggling with Mirelda's riddle on the second floor.

Ashe, who had jumped into a random painting to overcome the crisis, was welcomed by a beautiful woman.

Bernacien Arcaden.

The mistress of this mansion and Letia's biological mother. And... a witch like Letia.

Clearly, Bernacien said this.

[Then it's time to go back now.]

[If... you ever find the courage to stop at the end of your journey, I hope you will come find me.]

[May your future be blessed...]

The end of the journey.

The courage to stop.

At the time, I dismissed it as a meaningless remark and quickly forgot about it. However, at the very end, Bernacien's request was holding Ashe back.

If escaping the mansion is the end of her journey...

Perhaps now is the time to be courageous.

'What should I do, what should I do, what should I do...!?'

Even while he is pondering, the butler and Letia are approaching Ashe with each passing moment. If it is a misreading, Ashe will pay the price for her foolishness.

My head was in chaos.

Information overload has led to chaos.

In less than ten seconds, countless families passed through her lifeline.

That must have been the case.

"Hoo...!"

Asher blew away all those distracting thoughts with one deep breath.

"I..."

Swish.

Asher retrieved her front paw. Then, the paw she had retrieved hit the marble floor of the mansion with a thud.

"I'm going back to the mansion."

He declares with a trembling voice. He takes a step inside the mansion, looking at the butler and Letia coming down the stairs with frightened red eyes.

"Anyway... That day, I was dead!!!"

I scream out loud in an attempt to shake off any trace of fear.

Asher was admitting it himself.

That his actions were nothing more than a desperate attempt to forget his fear.

But Asher didn't know.

Looking straight ahead with tearful eyes,

The messy footprints that are left behind while trembling are

That it is a symbol of courage that shines brightly like the stars in the lonely night sea.

"Eeee!!!"

Asher ran, shouting. As soon as he did, the front door closed behind him.

Kuung!

A tone of despair took hold of Asher's consciousness. However, Asher, who was truly leaving footprints toward the future, did not look back.

Kkwaddudduk!

At that moment, a slash passed Asher's feet.

"Ugh...!"

This power, this precision, it's still threatening. With just a light swing, it cuts down everything in a straight line.

Previously, when the mansion was damaged, it was immediately restored, but the scars the butler left on the mansion showed no signs of regeneration.

"But... I'm already sick of tag! Thanks to this damn mansion!"

As soon as Asher turned the corner and formed a square, he stopped.

Crunch. Crunch.

The butler's footsteps are getting closer.

I held onto my tension as the sound of my shoes hitting the marble floor spread, one step at a time.

The moment of operation is a moment.

The moment the butler turns the corner.

"Eat this!"

Chae-Ang!

Asher quickly threw down his sword and crossed the path he had walked while the butler was making a surprise attack.

It was a strategy that would never work against the enemies I had encountered in the mansion so far.

It was a shallow move that worked because the butler had lost mobility in exchange for power.

Blame, blame, blame, blame!

"Sigh... Hehe...!"

Asher ran. He ran so fast that his breath was almost out of his throat.

No matter how poor the butler's mobility was, he had already given him a distance right in front of his eyes. If he had been careless, his entire torso would have been sliced off by a long-range attack.

Even climbing those many stairs, Asher's heart and lungs felt like they were going to burst.

Her efforts were not in vain.

Ashe finally reached the midpoint between the first and second floors - in front of the portrait of Bernacien Arcaden.

"Why didn't I think of this?"

The paintings in this mansion are alive.

Once you enter, they show you their own story.

If so, wouldn't it be right to consider Bernacien Arcaden's portrait as a living painting as well...!

"Please... I hope my feeling isn't wrong...!"

Sreung!

An eerie metallic sound comes from behind, stabbing Asher's buttocks.

As if urged, Asher closed his eyes tightly and jumped.

"Whaaat!"

Boom!

It was indeed a physical ability worthy of royalty.

It was nothing compared to Hailey's power, but it was enough to get her on the same level as the painting.

So Asher entered once again.

Into the world of her last paintings while alive.

◇

Inside the world of conversation.

Asher's eyes widened at the familiar sight.

The interior scenery was very familiar, with smooth, solid marble floors and numerous works of art lining the hallways.

Arkaden's mansion.

It was a place that contained the scenes that Ash had been exploring and escaping from so far.

"But... there's no one."

It was when Asher was mumbling.

"Do you see it?"

"Ugh!"

Whirl!

Asher immediately turned around. Where there should have been nothing, there was an unforgettable person.

"Bernassienne..."

"Nice to meet you, Youngae. No, I guess I should call you Princess from now on?"

"..."

The memory... remains.

The Bernatien on this side still had the same memory of talking to the Bernatien on the second floor. No, maybe it was Bernatien Arkaden himself then and now.

Bernacien chuckled, obviously seeing what Asher was thinking.

"Shall we take a walk, Your Majesty?"

"... Yeah."

Maybe because my head was busy, I accepted the suggestion without even thinking about it.

In the midst of the confusion, the silence grew longer. As if considering Ashe’s state of mind, Bernacien spoke first.

"Are you curious? What exactly is Bernacien Arkaden in this mansion?"

"Well, that's right..."

"To conclude, it is me. I am just a parasite on my daughter's power."

It was Bernacien who immediately revealed the surprising truth. Then she began to confess an even more amazing truth.

"Actually, I've known the princess for a long time. You can guess what it is, right? Well, we made eye contact, right? At the wedding."

"No way...!"

[Keep it safe. Who knows? An unexpected relationship might come to you.]

This is a joke that Bernacien made to Baekryeon, who received the bouquet on the day of the wedding. At that time, she observed Ashe, who was observing them over Baekryeon's shoulder, in return.

It was a supernatural phenomenon that occurred when the powers of two witches connected by blood came together.

The strange phenomenon did not stop there, but showed Bernacien a glimpse of the future.

That future also included information about Princess Ashe, who visited the mansion many years later.

[... It's painful to have an inevitable fate.]

Bernacien's self-deprecating sentiments were sung in such a context.

What triggered it was the realm of the black box, but it was clear that Baekryeon's future would not be smooth.

However, I was afraid that Baekryeon's already difficult fate would become even more difficult, so I didn't say anything more.

"Where should I start confessing? First of all, how bad is the relationship between us mother and daughter?"

"If you're mother and daughter... you and Letia?"

"Of course."

"How can we be on bad terms when we haven't even seen each other's faces?"

"That's bad. Actually, I want to be cute, but... I can't just accept my daughter's undesirable stubbornness."

Bernacien continued his story as he leisurely walked down the hallway on the second floor.

"Your Highness, who do you think is the one who gives trials and rewards?"

"Well, that's the mansion... Well, it's Letia."

"Half is correct."

At the dubious answer, Asher's eyes slowly turned towards the other person's meaningful smile.

"... You too?"

"That's the perfect answer."

Bernacien smiled brightly. A smile so bright that it was useless sparkled. The beauty of a woman worthy of being called a wonder of the land radiated various radiances even with a slight change.

"... Why?"

"The daughter is still filled with revenge even after hundreds of years. If things were as they were, the princess would have had no chance of survival when she visited this mansion."

"But I'm still alive like this."

"Yes, you interfered by cutting my soul. Instead, you set a condition. If the princess walks the 'right path' and finds out the truth about the mansion... I advised the child to stop holding a grudge."

In other words, the trials that Asher cleared were no different from the collaboration between mother and daughter.

The fact that the method is close to modern games is also because it is a collaboration between Bernacien and Letia.

Letia, who was attached to the method of 'game'. And Bernacien, who often heard stories about the amusements of this world from Baekryun.

After the coordination of these two people, the form of the ordeal that Asher had been overcoming was born.

"Then did you prepare the butler too?"

"Oh my, you have good reasoning skills?"

"Your daughter, with her reasoning skills and her wit, doesn't seem like she'd let go of the butler...!!!"

"Ah, ahaha... ahaha..."

Bernacien scratched the bridge of his nose as if embarrassed. If you think about it, it was an obvious inference, but it suddenly seemed like he was looking down on Ashe.

"... I feel sorry for Baekryeon. But if I hadn't erased her memories, she would have suffered. The isolation from Letia was inevitable. As you said, she had such a strong attachment to her father... In the end, they both suffered. "

"Yeah, that looks like it."

The final ordeal was proof of this. Trying to kill Ashe, who had been willingly helping Baekryeon by manipulating her father, Baekryeon. From Baekryeon's perspective, it was an extremely cruel act.

After all, Letia's heart was consumed by corrupt hatred.

I am so caught up in the swamp of hatred that I don't even care about my father, whom I truly love.

"Anyway, this is why the butler recognized me at first sight. If I can erase memories, I guess I can plant them in reverse."

"If he wasn't dead, it wouldn't be worth a penny."

Bernacien's power was not even half as great. Unlike Letia, the queen of the dead, Bernacien only pretended to have power by reducing the amount of soul heat she possessed as a witch.

However, Ache mercilessly denied Bernatien's soul-crushing efforts.

"But I don't like either one."

Bernatien's mouth tightened at the unexpected complaint.

"... Yes?"

"Is the butler a toy to you? Who is he to manipulate my memories and make me act like a puppet? I appreciate you helping me, but as the butler's master, I have a lot of things to consider, right?"

"..."

"Shouldn't you have listened to the butler's opinion from the beginning? The butler has been involved in this and that since coming to this world, and now he's unilaterally involved in your affairs even after death! This is absurd! How can the two of you do that when you know exactly how the butler lived?"

Bernacien's mouth was shut tightly. He seemed to have lost his mind after being hit with a counterattack from an unexpected place.

It is a mistake that cannot be expressed even if you have ten mouths.

Bernacien bowed his head in acknowledgement.

"The princess is right... However, I have a shameless request. Could you please grant it?"

"How shameless... Say something first."

Ashe crosses her arms proudly. She nods to Bernacien to proceed.

"Black is a symbol of misfortune and death."

The moment she blurts out the words I've heard countless times, her gaze turns fierce.

"Please, before the mansion completely collapses... Please save these two people who were fooled by this ridiculous fate."

This is the final test.

It is a fateful path that tests Ashe's courage.

        
            At Bernatien's earnest request, Ashe folded her arms proudly.

"Huh, I was planning on doing that even if you didn't ask me to!"

"That's reassuring."

A beautiful smile attacked Ashe's eyes. Ashe couldn't open her eyes straight because the light from the other person's face was shining.

"But... how can I get it?"

"The princess already has all the conditions."

"Me? I guess I have everything I have now..."

There will probably be nothing but diaries, coins, and spellbooks.

That was when.

As Asher was feeling around, he found a hard foreign object in his pocket.

"This is... a key? Why is it here... Ah!"

Asher recalled the recent past. The reward for the ordeal on the third floor, where he had faced a series of life-or-death crises, was the [Old Key].

Its function is to... give you one free chance to open any door.

It was an item that the butler had put in her pocket when she passed out earlier, but Asher, who had woken up after suffering serious injuries, had no way of knowing about it.

"Did you get a sense of where to go?"

"... Yeah. I understand. But... what should I do? The path got cut off halfway..."

There were many sections of the mansion that were physically impossible to cross because the butler had destroyed parts of it. If the mansion had regenerated itself like it used to, this wouldn't have been a problem...

"Don't worry about that part."

"Is there a way?"

"Yes, so please trust me and... run with all your might?"

"Ugh, it's scary, but there's nothing I can do. You're not lying, are you?"

"She's not such a wicked woman that she'd prepare a lie for hundreds of years."

"Ahem...! Okay, I got it."

Asher blushes. As the conversation was coming to a close, black noises began to erupt from all over the painting world. The noises, which erupted like firecrackers, were gradually eating away at the painting world and putting pressure on them.

"Really... Are you trying too hard, Letia."

Concern was evident in Bernacien’s eyes. No matter what, her maternal love as Letia’s biological mother seemed to remain unchanged.

"Then, I beg you. Our savior from the future."

In front of the entrance of the mansion, where Bernacien pushed Ashe hard out of the entrance door. As a result, Ashe lost her balance and stumbled, falling out of the mansion in the painting world.

Left alone, Bernacien volunteered to go into the world that was turning dark.

"Do you really have to be this angry, Letia? Enough to squeeze the life out of yourself..."

It is thanks to Letia's power that the mansion that was destroyed in the past is rebuilt and maintained. However, since even witches cannot completely escape providence, their limitations are obvious.

Letia's powers were nearly at their limit as she froze the mansion's time for 500 years. From the moment Ashe visited, the cursed mansion was no different from a sand castle before the waves.

However, with several years still to come, things changed abruptly.

During the third floor trial, Baekryeon, who had regained part of her body, tore down the entire mansion.

As the aftermath was dealt with and the mansion was rebuilt, Letia's powers were stretched to their limits.

[Gives a time limit to visitors to the mansion.]

[At midnight on the next full moon, all living things inside the mansion will die.]

The notification that urged Baekryeon at that time came from that context. The only time that Letia could earn by cutting her soul was until the next full moon.

Reflecting on these facts, Bernacien opened his mouth.

"Can you help me?"

Then the two beings behind her nodded and disappeared.

"Thank you."

Bernacien expressing his gratitude.

Make up your mind.

He has already been gone for hundreds of years as a dead man.

If there was a time to offer up a worn-out soul, the time was now.

◇

"Wow!"

Degururur!

When she entered, she was Ache through Bernacien's portrait, but the portrait she actually appeared in was an odd landscape painting.

Asher could immediately see why.

"Ugh... crazy!"

The butler and Letia are waiting right in front of Bernacien's portrait. For a moment, my spine tingled and my mind became dizzy. If I had come back out the way I came in, I would have gotten the bad ending right away.

"Ugh...!"

Asher ran with all his might.

The objective is clear. You must climb up to the fourth floor of the mansion again.

Fortunately, I avoided instant death thanks to Bernacien sending me up to the second floor. So now is the time to not miss this opportunity, and just look up and move your legs.

"Haa... Haa..."

Asher was just about to reach the stairs leading to the third floor.

Kwarrr!

Suddenly, the floor caved in.

The ground was weakened as the butler's slash traversed the mansion.

"Ugh...!"

Asher barely managed to hold on to the edge of the collapsed place and revive himself.

But it is too early to feel relieved.

Even in these difficult times, the butler is steadily closing the distance.

"Gaaah!"

I screamed and tightened my fists and arms. I tightened my fists so much that I thought my eyes would pop out.

Chin, chin!

As a result of his efforts, Asher managed to pull himself up and stand on the marble floor with both feet again.

She was already exhausted. She was running with all her might, but her speed was not as fast as before.

Kkwaddudduk!

The tragedy passed by just a step or two behind.

WHACK!

The stairs Ash had come across had collapsed. To make matters worse, the sight Ash had before his eyes was a section of about 6 meters that the butler had broken while coming down.

Ashe is left isolated and helpless.

She gulps.

"Let's go!"

The first section tests your courage.

Ashe believed in the promise he had made with Bernatien and jumped up without thinking.

I felt the movement of the air brushing against each and every hair. When I saw the magnificent floor of the distance, my stomach trembled and my red eyes grew moist.

Asher's mere tiptoeing wasn't enough to reach the other side.

"Ugh...!"

At that moment, Asher tightly closed his eyes.

Po-ok!

Something warm wrapped around Asher’s buttocks and pushed her upward. Asher was then astonished by the soft sensation she felt with her entire palm.

"Wow!"

A large, soft, gray-haired dog - Hailey barked cheerfully.

Hailey's appearance was the same as 500 years ago, but her physique was as large as when she first encountered Ashe.

Asher couldn't help but be surprised by the surprise appearance of a helper from the past.

"Are you...the 'method' that Bernacien was talking about?"

"Awww!"

Hailey howled cheerfully. A beautiful blue scarf was tied around Hailey's raised neck.

Asher felt her heart pounding as she looked at the blue scarf adorning Hailey's neck.

She cried out in a voice filled with emotion.

"Okay, let's go! Hailey!"

"Woof! Woof!"

The first monster I encountered in this mansion.

A vengeful spirit that tore at oneself without question.

And in the end, the pure soul that had been saved was now holding onto Asher's lifeline tightly.

Thump, thump, thump, thump!

Hailey's large body steps forward briskly. The stairs leading to the fourth floor are right in front of us. At this speed, we can reach our destination in no time...!

At a time when we were full of hope and were predicting the future.

A meteor flashed from the butler's hand a long way away.

A silver sword rushed forward, leaving behind an afterimage like a comet's tail.

Even when he simply threw a fatal blow, the butler was almost certain to make a mistake. Given Haley's size, he would hit every shot with a perfect accuracy.

"Haley...!!!"

"Really...!"

In an instant, a familiar voice steals my attention. Then, a metallic sound rings out ominously, scattering like shrapnel from an explosive device.

Wow-!!!

A figure who appeared out of nowhere knocked away the sword thrown by the butler. In fact, it was not a complete knockback, as the aftereffects left the surrounding area in shambles, but at least it was clear that Asher and Hailey had been successfully saved.

Meanwhile, the figure who was about to be slammed into the wall by the force of the sword that flew in like a comet instead stepped on the wall and flew up, landing with an elegant step.

It was a movement that was almost like watching a Peking opera.

Asher says the intruder's name.

"Mirelda...!?"

Mirelda gave a short bow, as if confirming Asher's guess.

"You can't stop it for long. That thing is a monster. It's not even comparable to my cursed husband."

"... Thank you."

"Let's consider it a way of repaying the favor of receiving my grudge properly."

Mirelda raised her sword in a graceful gesture from the middle of the stairs. As Haley entered the fourth floor, a murderous metallic sound began to mercilessly assault her hearing.

Meanwhile, Asher's chest, riding on Hailey's back, was heaving with an emotion that was difficult to define.

"Why, why?"

Asher's tears trickled down her porcelain-like skin.

weird.

I feel like I know why I'm crying, but I have no idea.

Right now, my heart just aches.

It was a strange feeling.

Sadness and joy coexist, but they are not disharmonious at all. Rather, they are in harmony, making Asher's heart beat faster.

'I... have really gained a lot from this mansion.'

He fought and interacted with the souls who had fallen into the irrational and absurd history. Through that ordeal, the human named Asher leaped forward to a more desirable future.

The Ash of that time, drenched in a storm and looking shabby, and the Ash of the present were clearly different people.

Every single footstep she left behind became a symbol of growth.

"... Good job, Hailey."

"Wow!"

Ash, who had reached a dead end, stroked Hailey's head.

In return, Hailey stuck out her tongue and licked the back of Asher's hand.

The breakup between the two, who had been bound by bad fate, ended in that way.

"It's time to end the tragedy."

Ashe's eyes light up.

There are two doors on either side of her.

One was the shabby door of the attic where Letia had grown up, and the other was a pristine white door locked with a padlock.

"Wait a minute, butler."

Asher held the [Old Key] in his hand.

It's time to put an end to the long journey.

Finally, [the old key] picked the lock on the white door.

        
            Passs ...

The padlock that had locked the white door scattered like dust along with the [old key]. Ashe swallowed dry saliva and opened the unsealed white door.

CLANG!

Asher's eyes finally revealed the unknown.

"This is..."

Asher is drooling.

Beyond the white door, there was a long, pure white wall and staircase. As soon as Asher stepped into it, the white door closed on its own.

The whole world was covered in white. If I stayed longer, I would lose my sense of time and direction and lose myself.

So, Asher quickly climbed the stairs, longing for the end.

'But... aren't the stairs too long?'

It is true that the mansion's stairs were unusually tall and long, but the white space that Ash was currently climbing was too long. He was worried that he might never be able to escape from it for the rest of his life.

The destination appeared out of nowhere, without warning.

Along the way, I felt like time and space were being distorted, and before I knew it, a doorknob was located near Ashe.

The surrounding area was so completely white that if there had been no doorknob, you would never have guessed there was a door there.

Even Ashed, who had experienced many mystical experiences, was truly perplexed at this time.

"Let's go!"

Suddenly.

Asher turning the doorknob.

Then the hinges creaked and the outside view was revealed.

The rooftop of the Arkaden mansion.

The view from the height comparable to the Imperial Palace was magnificent. It was a place where one could see the vast territory of Old Arkaden at a glance.

Although the territory was now mostly covered with coniferous forests, Asher's eyes were witnessing the past that remained like an afterimage.

"... This is not the time to be sentimental."

Asher's gaze is directed straight ahead.

Hurrruk!

A green flame burns above the altar erected in the center of the rooftop, as if it were a lush green forest.

It was truly a rare sight.

Just like the Will-o'-the-Wisp, the flames floated in the air without even a combustion medium, burning on their own.

'Is it my imagination that the flames feel small?'

An altar full of spiritual clues and a flame that burns in defiance of natural laws.

There must be elements that are deeply related to Letia, a witch with psychic powers.

Asher judged that the burning flames were a measure of Letia's remaining strength.

The mansion destroyed by the butler's tragedy is not restored. This is not simply to hinder Ashe's path. Ashe was certain beyond reasoning.

Letia cherishes her butler so much.

That's why I would have loved even the mansion where memories sleep.

The feat of rebuilding the mansion on the day of the decisive battle between the butler and the saint is proof of this.

After all, Letia wanted not just a butler to stay by her side, but to have a place of her own.

'If I put my mind to it, I could put out the flames right away...'

I don't know what it would have been like when he first visited the mansion, but the flame that was currently in front of Asher was no bigger than the palm of his hand. It was even shrinking in real time.

If he hadn't been killed by the butler, Ashe would have been able to see the complete annihilation of the flames with his own eyes.

As Asher took a step towards the flame.

"No way─."

A voice that sounded sad grabbed Asher by the back of the neck.

Asher immediately turned around and recognized the familiar tone of voice.

"Letia."

Call the name of the lady who rules the mansion.

No longer was there any black noise bouncing from Letia's body. There was no longer a butler by her side. Letia faced Ashe while still maintaining her human appearance.

Boom. Boom.

At that time, rain clouds gathered. The sunlight in the clear sky was obscured by thick cumulonimbus clouds, darkening the heavens and earth. Raindrops falling from the dark clouds covering the sky lightly knocked on the ground.

Kururung... kookung.

A heavy clap of thunder rang out.

It was a sign of a heavy storm.

It reminded her of the storm that had driven her on her first day at the mansion, the day that her escape had been so arduous and painful.

Letia took a step closer to the scene that was literally the calm before the storm.

"Don't steal it─."

"... What do you mean don't take it?"

"Abba─Ah... Now, now─we met─."

Tears flowed from Letia's black eyes and melted into the raindrops.

"Letia─. We were together and sad─there were too many─."

"..."

"But now─the womb. Time, time, has disappeared forever─."

Thud, thud.

Letia walks in on short legs. She expresses her sorrowful feelings towards Ashe, who can reach the altar with just an outstretched hand.

Letia approached within close range.

The moment she grabbed the hem of Asher's clothes, it suddenly came crashing down.

"It's been turned around─."

"..."

"Abba-ah─. Storybooks are great─. Lullabies are great─. Tteokbokki is great too─. If you use Abba, everything will be great─. Now I'm going to get tired─."

"..."

"Ugh, ugh... ugh─."

He cries like a normal child. He reminds me of a toddler who cries and cries over trivial things.

The living disaster that was said to bring discord to the empire was crying while holding a girl who had been abandoned by the world.

It was forced.

If Letia had not harbored hatred, and had met the butler without coming into conflict with Bernacien's soul.

The two would have enjoyed hundreds of years together in their own treasure trove.

Ashe's fault for being born into that tragic bloodline was absolute.

Asher was just a one-sided victim.

Nevertheless, Asher made a decision.

"... I won't take anything away. "

Kneel down on one knee and get eye level with Letia.

Asher looked seriously at the girl who had just tried to take his life.

"If you don't have time, you can start making it now."

As I explored the mansion, I thought to myself.

If there is a mission even in an abandoned life, it is the complete liberation of this mansion.

Perhaps my mission is to walk the right path and comfort the souls hurt by the misdeeds of my predecessors.

With that definition in my heart, I ended up looking out over the world from the highest point of the mansion.

Asher looks at the grieving girl and declares proudly.

"Just live. Live normally. I'll make it happen for you."

"Are you alive─? Ordinary?"

Letia asks, and Ashe answers.

"Yeah, normally. Grow up normally like everyone else and live a life doing what you want to do... I'll nurture it for you."

"Right─Maan─."

Letia shook her head.

"... Why─? I hate Letian─. The blood of bad people─."

Letia knows best what Asher went through in the mansion. Asher's actions were like acrobatics, choosing only the flat parts on a floor covered with weapons.

If you hate Letia for creating this kind of environment, you can never have favor over her.

At that moment, Asher chuckled.

"Well, if you want to give a logical reason, I'm honestly not sure."

After staring into space for a moment, Asher gave the most absurd answer that was true to his true feelings.

"I want to have one too, like you and the butler... people like family that we can rely on each other."

If there was one thing that Asher envied while reading about their miserable past, it was their bond.

He lost his mother at an early age and received 'favor' from his father as the emperor, not love. And his brothers and sisters all looked down on and tormented Ashe.

However, it was not the case that her high status as a princess was in vain, as there was no one with whom she could truly open her heart.

As the palace shone brightly, the shadow of loneliness grew darker.

"So..."

Asher politely asks Letia.

"If I ever get a chance to live properly again... please don't hate me too much."

Letia's new form is gradually fading away.

A translucent body projects the opposite landscape.

As expected, the green flame burning on the altar was gradually dissipating.

The flame was Letia's power and soul itself.

Asher stood before him, trying to overcome the final ordeal before the flames were completely consumed.

"Whoo!"

With a sharp breath, she put her hands into her leather pouch.

"This is the last time."

The item taken out is [The Book of Unequal Exchange].

The effect is to construct a living flesh of the designated target by offering the flesh as a sacrifice.

Once again, the reward for overcoming Mirelda's trials is sent out to the outside world.

Asher shouted.

"Activate the spellbook of unequal exchange!"

Kiing-!

A pillar of purple light rises. It is a sign of a great law that is similar to cruel sorcery.

Amidst the pillar of light rising from the highest point of Arkaden, Ashe declared:

"My flesh... I sacrifice Arcela's flesh to construct Letia Arkaden's 'human' flesh! "

The flesh that can be constructed with the magic book of unequal exchange depends on the status of the offering.

There is no way that Ashe, who is just a normal human, could create a witch's body. Therefore, Ashe wanted to give Letia a body as a normal human.

"Aww, wooow─. And that's it─!"

Letia, who was disappearing, raised her voice.

Offering one's own body.

Even a three-year-old child would know what it means.

On the other hand, Asher pulled the corners of his lips up defiantly.

"I hope you don't get sick too much...!"

What does it feel like to have your body and soul eaten away by sorcery?

It must be horrible.

It would be nice if he didn't scream or yell in a dirty way.

It was at that moment when his head was filled with such pessimistic thoughts that a message appeared before Ashe's eyes.

[The conditions for revival have been met.]

[Item: Coins disappear.]

It was the moment when Asher's brilliant courage was rewarded.

The body, which would have been terribly devoured by the practice of sorcery, is protected by the item.

The achievements of successfully overcoming the trials of the mansion have been rewarded.

Asher followed the flow and proceeded to perform the next spell.

"Once again...! Activate the spellbook of unequal exchange!"

I will definitely create a happy future.

I will rewrite the tragedy that has accumulated from the karma of my predecessors into a comedy.

"Using Arcela's body as a sacrifice, the butler─. Baekryun's 'human' body is realized!!!"

Kiing-!

A bright pillar of light crosses the heavens and earth. It soars high, connecting the earth to the ground, as if Asher's wish is reaching the heavens.

[The conditions for revival have been met.]

[Item: Coins disappear.]

With this, even the last coin was destroyed.

Asher felt dizzy as she was enveloped in a pillar of lavender light. The dazzling halo seemed to weigh heavily on her mind and body.

I felt like I would lose consciousness and fall backwards at any moment.

A woman affectionately congratulated her as the union between soul and body seemed to be breaking.

[Noble courage deserves its due reward.]

It was Bernacien's voice.

Asher closes his eyes tiredly, drawn to the warm tone.

Behind her, as she lost all strength and collapsed, urgent footsteps were heard.

"Ashe!"

The call of a man I thought I would never hear again invades my consciousness.

The scene that was engraved in her mind just before she closed her eyes was the butler's arms urgently accepting her.

        
            "Umm..."

A low murmur flowed from the room where bright sunlight streamed through the window. It seemed as if the bright light leaking through the gaps in the dispersing dark clouds was dazzling my eyes.

The bed is warm and cozy. The bed sheet gently wraps around your back and bends to fit your posture. It’s been a long time since I’ve felt this comfortable environment.

"Huh...?"

But that comfort is no longer familiar. Asher suddenly opened his eyes wide with a sense of crisis.

"Oh my...!"

He scans his surroundings urgently. He habitually identifies hazards and increases his tension.

The familiar furniture arrangement and luxurious decorations are abundant. Asher immediately knew where I had woken up.

"Isn't this the Duchess's room?"

My memory is confused. I need to calmly reflect on why I am lying here.

At that moment, the bedroom door opened by itself.

"Ashe! Are you awake?"

"Butler...?"

As soon as he saw the butler entering the bedroom without hesitation, all the memories from before came flooding back. He realized everything, including the fierce chase with Letia and the act of opening the spell book on the rooftop.

I even remembered everything, including the butler catching Ashe who was falling down.

"You're back...?! Butler!"

"I guess I can only say thanks to you."

"Thank goodness... I'm really thankful."

Opening the spellbook on the rooftop was half a gamble. It was not that I didn't consider the existence of the coin, but I wasn't sure that it would necessarily save Ashe's life.

Even if my life was saved, I was prepared that I would not be able to avoid the pain of my body being eaten away...

I was luckier than I thought.

"But you really did become human. Honestly, I thought it might be impossible since the butler is a warrior from another world."

"The world is different, but we are still humans. Of course, it's not exactly the same as 500 years ago."

"Is there something wrong?"

"Rather than that, I should say that I returned to the body of a normal adult male."

In other words, the immense power that had enabled him to fight seventy-two holy men five hundred years ago was gone. When Ashe showed signs of sympathy for him, the butler quickly corrected him.

"You can train again. The fact that I am from another world won't change."

"That's a really convenient body."

... Will I ever be able to rebuild that kind of power again? Truly, what is more frightening than the witch's power may be the butler's background.

Asher suddenly remembered the most important person.

"Oh right! What about Letia? What happened to Letia?!"

"Letia... is having difficulty communicating."

"What, what did you say?"

Asher's hands were shaking. After all the hard work to find the answer, could it be that there was a variable hidden inside that was close to the wrong answer?

Just as she was about to feel guilty, the butler waved both his hands and stopped her.

"Okay, I think there's a misunderstanding. That's not what I meant... I was just telling you the exact situation. Would you like to go see Letia?"

"... Okay. Can you show me around?"

"Okay."

The butler extended his hand to Asher.

It seemed strangely similar to the butler from the past who first escorted Asher after the trials on the second floor were over.

Asher stood up, supported by the butler. Then, as he went outside, he looked around with a long, nostalgic look in his eyes.

"I guess I can't enter the picture anymore."

"The witch's power has disappeared. Shouldn't the dead return to where the dead belong?"

"The mansion that the butler had destroyed with great enthusiasm was also completely restored."

"I guess I should thank Berna for that."

"Huh? Why?"

"Because Berna risked her soul to rebuild the mansion. It's all Ashe's fault."

Bernacien did not mind offering up his own soul.

Asher followed the right path admirably and promised a desirable future. He even managed to save his daughter, who he should have resented.

What greater joy could there be for the Duchess who loved Arkaden? And who could dare to add to this the greater emotion of being the mother of a child?

So, Bernacien was willing to remain in the past and bless the future.

"I see..."

"Hmm."

"Why? What else?"

Ashe asks the butler, who is groaning suspiciously, with an anxious look on his face. Then the butler opens his mouth as if it's nothing.

"I feel like it's quiet. If it were the Asher I know, he would be as proud as a mountain and show off..."

"Dude, can't you just shut up?! The old Ashes are gone now. Just listen to me!"

"Well, I guess I'll just say that."

Ashe seethes at the slightly sarcastic answer.

"Irreverent... Irreverent. If you've been saved, and you've become a butler, you should serve your master with all your might!"

"Okay, that's it. Not even a bit has changed."

"It's annoying...!"

Asher thought that the butler had changed something.

It feels like a layer has been removed. It feels strangely lighter than when I was exploring the mansion, and it's even unfamiliar.

As they were talking like that, the butler stopped near another door.

The room where Letia was sitting was right in front of us.

The butler opened the door without even knocking. It was a stark contrast to his usual polite behavior.

Asher soon realized why.

"This is... Could this be... Letia?"

"Yes, that's right."

She couldn't hide her embarrassment as she stood in front of the cradle that reached up to her chest.

That was understandable, because Letia, who had the body size of a four-year-old child, was currently sleeping like a baby in her cradle.

Well, communication is bound to be difficult. What kind of great conversation is possible with a baby who can barely roll over?

"I think it probably has to do with Letia being a witch. Letia gave up her physical body and existed as a spirit since that day 500 years ago. I guess it's probably because the form she took was proportional to the lifespan of her physical body as a witch at that time."

"So you've established your ego, but you're still a baby in appearance? That must be so frustrating...!"

"No matter what, since Letia is now human, she can't have a biological self. She would have forgotten all the painful memories of her past."

Although it is quite possible that she will gradually grow up and regain her memories, he wanted Letia to start a new life like this. The butler thought it would be better to leave the lonely and sad days buried deep in the subconscious.

"Literally... I got a new life."

"Thanks. Ashe."

"Yeah..."

Asher reached out to Letia, who was now a baby. Letia grabbed Asher's index finger with her tightly formed hand.

I felt strangely excited by the soft texture and warm body temperature.

"What should we do now?"

"Huh?"

"You have gained freedom. You are free to enter and exit the mansion, of course. From the moment you mustered up the courage, Asher became a free man who could do anything."

"Ah... Yeah, that's right. Yeah..."

I couldn't speak first because it didn't feel real.

You can really go out. You can do whatever you want...

Now there's no need to be afraid of threats to the mansion...

As confidence grew, Asher naturally started washing her face.

"Now that Letia has become human, the butler will be in charge a lot."

"We need to get food first."

"Can a woman with black hair and black eyes live well in an empire like this?"

"It certainly won't be easy if the perception is similar to the past."

"I guess so? Unfortunately, nothing has changed at all."

Asher chuckles.

"Come and follow me, butler, holding Letia."

With those words left, Ashe leisurely left the room. Then, the butler carefully picked up Letia, who was wrapped in a blanket, and followed Ashe.

Asher descends the long, tiresome stairs. She stands proudly in front of the lobby on the first floor - the entrance to the mansion.

His dignified appearance with both hands on his waist was truly impressive.

"Ahem, ahem, ahem!"

It was questionable whether he was trying to say something grand. The butler was genuinely curious and waited for Asher's next words.

"Butler, I have a high sense of responsibility even though I'm like this. I'm also generous by nature..."

Oh my.

The butler hastily suppressed the laughter that was about to burst out and waited for Asher's next words.

"So, what is that... I will acknowledge you for protecting me from this scary mansion. Got it?"

"Yes... well. Thank you."

"Right? Thank you?"

"Yes, thank you very much, Asher."

The butler gave a timid expression of thanks. Then Asher folded his arms and placed his hands on his waist.

"Haa, seriously, seriously, I never thought I'd do this, right? I'm giving you the chance of a lifetime, right? But if Butler Kkook wants it, then I guess there's nothing I can't do?"

"..."

What is the gist of what you are trying to say?

At this point I'm starting to get anxious.

As the butler looked at Ashe with a suspicious gaze, she muttered very quietly.

"Choose one."

"... Hmm?"

"Either you become my slave outside, or if not...you stay in this mansion with me for a hundred years and turn into bones."

It was a truly outrageous, if not absurd, declaration.

The butler felt dizzy after hearing Ashe's words.

Let's try to appease him for now. With that in mind, the butler opened his mouth with a stern face.

"Excuse me, but Asher and I have an age difference of nearly 500 years... If Asher, a minor, does this, it will be difficult."

"What's wrong with that? At my age, I'm already engaged and doing everything."

Asher managed to maintain his composure despite his face turning bright red. But that doesn't mean he lacked logic.

'In this world, Asher's claim is true, but...'

The problem was the butler.

Aside from his love for Ashe, he had a terrible past where he secretly called Bernacien a thief when he was marrying Herais.

He had accused Bernacien, who was only 200 years younger than him, of being a thief, so he would have been a total piece of trash if he had met a minor 500 years younger than him.

"... Shall we go out and talk? Ah, okay."

"No! You can't go out! I won't let you out until I hear the answer. This is my responsibility!"

"Please postpone that responsibility issue for at least 2 years."

"No! You can't go out! Absolutely not!"

The butler sighed deeply at Asher's tough attitude.

"Phew... I can't help it."

"Okay, just give up. Butler. Now that I'm a member of the royal family, do you know that I'm much stronger than you?"

"I didn't want to use this method..."

"... Huh? Butler? What is that..."

Step, step.

The sound of shoes hitting the marble floor resonates refreshingly. The distance between the butler and Ashe gradually narrows.

However, it was truly Asher-like behavior to not back down even one step.

"I can't help it. No matter what, I have to give what I have to give."

Exactly!

The butler snapped his fingers, and a reward for overcoming the ordeal descended from thin air.

A piece of a star.

The rewards that had been consistently determined since the trials on the second floor fell into Ashe's palm.

Ashe, who had accepted the star fragment in a panic, clearly saw the moment it was absorbed into her skin.

"Oh, right! I've been meaning to ask this. What was the effect of this star fragment?"

"You'll find out soon."

"Huh? When is it soon?"

"10..."

"10 minutes?"

"9... 8... 7... 6..."

"Huh? Huh?"

"3... 2... 1..."

"Hey, butler?!"

"Yes, Asher. Please take care of yourself."

...

......

The moment the butler finishes counting down.

A radical transformation took place in Asher's body.

The announcement of that transformation is... a pain so intense that it would be ignored even if the heavens and the earth were turned upside down.

Then, Asher's whole body shrank like a snail. His posture was like that of a crushed can of soda. Then, he rolled around on the cold marble floor, throwing away his dignity.

"Kaaa ...

A scream that could shake the mountains and rivers echoed loudly.

The butler covered the ears of Letia, who was silently in his arms, and passed by Ashe, who was struggling leisurely as if she was being teased.

"Let's go, Letia. Outside."

The butler opens the front door of the mansion.

A cool breeze and bright sky greeted them. The scenery outside that they thought they would never see again was projected onto the dark eyes the mother and daughter shared.

Of course, the owner of the red eyes who suffered in the shade of the mansion was an exception.

"Kuaaah! I won't let you goeee! How dare you repay kindness with enmityeee!!!"

"What a nice day, Letia."

"Save me!!! Butler aaah! I'm sorry, save me aaah!!! Just wait 2 years aaah!!! Kyaaah!!!!! I'm the one and only princess of the empire, Archela aaah!!!"

"It's painful to have an inevitable fate..."

"Ah, sh*t...!!! Hey!!! Butler, you bad boy!!!"

A story that began as a tragedy was rewritten as a comedy.

Because I look forward to a future where I can move forward despite the desperate screams.

Baekryeon, who escaped the mansion alone, just smiled.

- Became an NPC of the Cursed Mansion - Complete

BONUS: Final Review

I would like to express my sincere gratitude to the readers who reached the end of the work <I Became an NPC in the Cursed Mansion>.

So, another work is going into the completed tab.

I have successfully completed a total of 5 pure love stories. They are all fun stories, so if you enjoyed Cursed Mansion, you should definitely check out Churai. Honestly, I think the past part of 'The Villainess Asked for a Contract Marriage' was a bit torn.

.... anyway.

"The ending of the remade novel is definitely in the middle of the year! " I'm glad that we broke the formula and reached a good ending.

As I mentioned when announcing the remake, Cursed Mansion is a work based on the Tsukur horror game.

I was also very impressed by the story of IB and the Witch's House, and I liked the stereotypical emotions that are only possible in 2D dot games more than the grandiose 3D ones.

In fact, whenever I was writing, I would play the theme BGM of the two works mentioned above on repeat for an hour while I was working.

So, I vividly remember feeling secretly happy every time I saw a comment saying that it was like Tsukuru. In this work, I avoided replying, but instead, I read all the comments carefully and pressed the recommend button.

In particular, the first encounter between the hound and Ashe was a part that I paid quite a bit of attention to... I don't know what you thought of the twist at the beginning.

The episode that draws portraits of the forgotten also tries to depict Asher's unique solution.

The butler's identity was, of course, determined from the beginning.

Although some of the details were revised from the original plan, the episode “Descent of the Star” was clearly decided from the beginning of the work. In fact, this episode was the motivation for writing it.

Personally, if I had to pick 3 episodes that I really like... I would choose Portrait of a Maid (3), A Picture Remembering the Forgotten You, and Falling Star.

Anyway, the author also had fun writing this piece.

I would be even more delighted if my readers enjoyed it too.

Now, I will answer the questions you have asked below.

There may be questions and answers that contain spoilers, so if you haven't seen the whole thing, please! I hope you enjoy the main part.

thank you!

Q: Are you sure Letia isn't the butler's child?

A: Maid A also certifies that she is the real child of Herais and Bernacien. However, the reason she has black hair and black eyes is because Letia was a witch of death. The phrase that black is a symbol of misfortune and death appears several times in the work, but in fact, it was not an entirely unrelated superstition.

Q: What prompted you to write 'I Became an NPC in the Cursed Mansion'?

A: I was influenced by IB and The Witch's House while I was trying to write about hip material.

Q: Are there any differences between the original plan and the remake?

A: First of all, before the remake, it was a yandere story based on Stockholm Syndrome. The introduction was supposed to come out in the middle of the story, and the lines that Ash says while becoming a yandere were also right. However, after the remake, it was transformed from a yandere story to a mansion escape story, and the ending... Yes. That's how it ended. Personally, I like the current ending better. I think Ash should taste like gold.

Q: Who is your favorite character in this novel?

A: The golden princess is Ashe. For some reason, I wanted to see a blonde, red-eyed Tsukur horror game heroine, so I decided to make her the heroine.

Q: What are the author's favorite novels, anime, and games?

A: The novel is the Stone Warrior series based on Novelpia, and the Problem Child series based on the overall series. The anime is Bleach and Jujutsu Kaisen. In fact, there are parody lines and descriptions inserted slyly in the works (Strawberry Warrior = Ichigo, Grim Reaper Standing in the Sky = Aizen, etc...). Since the two are like disciples, I can't help but like them. As for the game, I like The Legend of Zelda: A Link to the Past and King's Eye the most.

Q: What is the age range of the butler?

A: Actually, you can guess from the past chapter. He was summoned as a 17-year-old boy in the year 493 of the Imperial Calendar. And since the Gangseong (降星) episode depicts the year 508 of the Imperial Calendar, you can guess that he is in his early 30s based on the end of the past chapter. At the current point, he has eaten 500 more pieces of rice cake soup. As a side note, Ashe is currently a 17-year-old girl. She is not called Geumjjok for nothing. She is at an age that is suitable for such things.

Q: Why is Asher suffering so much in the last episode?

A: It's the growing pains that come with a complete transformation, as shown in the Cult Ending episode. It's horrible.

Q: Why did the butler feel sick when he saw Bernacien's portrait?

A: Because it stimulated memories of a miserable past that were latent in the subconscious.

Q: Will it connect with Butler and Letia?

A: This is a real father-daughter relationship! Aaaah...!!! The affection between them is like that between a parent and a child! Although, it's a bit twisted because of the environment Letia is in.

Q: How will Asher become emperor?

A: In the cult ending, Asher became a tyrant with overwhelming force, but in the true ending, Asher walks the path of righteousness. He creates his own political power and, as the rightful heir to the throne, he proudly drives out his older brother.

Q: Will Letia regain her memories as she grows up?

A: Yes, that's right. She wants to make Asher her mother, but she can't say it out loud because of the karma she has for tormenting her in the mansion, so she secretly becomes a bridge between her and the butler. She shouldn't have said this here, but should have written it in the side story... She should have......

Q: Are there any plans for a side story? What will it be about? Will Letia have a younger sister? Will you write about Letia's wedding?

A: ... I'm glad that many readers are looking forward to it, but on the other hand, my heart is heavy. That's because I don't have much time, so writing this story actually interfered with my daily life. I think it's a miracle that I was able to properly finish the main story. So writing a side story might be a bit... uh... difficult. I'm really sorry...!!!

Instead, let me explain the direction of the side story that I had planned...

Like the story of Ashe and the butler raising Letia after she escaped from the mist, or Letia's role as Cupid as mentioned earlier.

The 500-year-old ghost, Letia's pretense. The boy who fell for Letia because of her pretense was actually the child that Ashe adopted in the cult ending and raised as a prime minister.

What is certain is that Letia will grow up to be a child with the Haraguro attribute who continues to hide the fact that her memories have returned.

The progress of the relationship between the butler and Ashe will likely depend entirely on Letia's actions. After all, the butler's romantic cells have long since died out over the past 500 years.

... the review has become quite long.

This review also includes some embarrassing news, but I hope to receive your generous support.

I'll see you again someday with my next work.

Thank you so much for reading <Becoming an NPC in the Cursed Mansion> with so much enjoyment!!!

        
            November 1, 2024.

The cool morning breeze caresses the thick school uniform. It seems like only yesterday that I wore short sleeves, but the time has come when I crave for a dress shirt that makes me feel like a working adult.

To put it simply, it's cold. Nowadays, anyone who goes to school wearing short sleeves is being presumptuous.

Autonomous Private High School - Students with the symbol of Yegwang High School, also known as a private high school, embroidered on their school signs are busily walking to school. I, an ordinary high school student, was no different.

It was just as I was passing through the school gate.

phut!

A loud noise comes from the main backpack on my back. As soon as that happens, the source of the noise naturally sits right next to me and greets me politely.

"How was your day yesterday, Lien?"

A guy who laughs cheerfully like a rascal asks openly. Although it is a difficult topic in many ways, it is difficult to get angry because you know that he has no malicious intentions.

"It wasn't good. Life changes depending on the decimal point of my grades..."

"The medical school entrance exam is really tough..."

"I think it's because my mom and dad are a doctor couple. At times like this, I want to go back to the past..."

My friend who was listening to my rambling tilted his head.

"Why the past all of a sudden?"

"You know what? In our parents' generation, medical schools were much less popular than engineering schools."

"What? Really?"

"Yeah, I guess that's why life is like a stock."

I am living a life of desperate struggle to somehow buy the Emperor's stocks in such a stock market. Since my spoon is shiny gold, I study hard to repay my parents who gave me such a spoon.

But... if I were to speak out about my personal desires, I honestly don't know if I really need to go to medical school.

Maybe you're full.

I've never felt financially troubled... and with my current grades, I can freely choose my future.

After shaking off my thoughts, I asked my friend.

"But Yutae, did your report card turn out okay?"

Ha Yu-tae. A friend I’ve known since middle school gently scratches the back of his head. I think I asked a difficult question.

"I'm... so-so. I guess I should just live moderately, unlike you, right?"

"Why, you know. I don't know what it's like in real life, but when I watch dramas, they brag a lot about their youngest son's grades and stuff."

"Is there any reason to bring shame to the family by bragging about being an illegitimate child? I'll gratefully accept the living expenses, but I absolutely do not want to be involved in the future."

"Um..."

"What, why?"

Jew was a guy with what is commonly called a 'secret of birth'.

The secret illegitimate child of the chairman of Sunrang Group, one of the largest conglomerates in South Korea, was Yoo Tae, and I found out about this by chance while eavesdropping on a phone conversation.

It was pure coincidence that we became friends... but because of that, I sometimes have delusions.

"Didn't I sometimes say that the world is like a stock market?"

"Huh? That's right."

"If you were a stock owner, I think now would be the lowest point."

"What the hell are you talking about?"

"I think it was a good idea to buy it."

"You crazy guy..."

"Just give me the rice cake, Yutae. Even if I graduate from a local medical school, you can just put me in a good one."

Phew, Yutae laughs. Judging by the way he giggles and holds his stomach, he must have found it quite funny.

"Are you really telling me to just show up one day like the male protagonist of a tragic drama and start a fight over succession like in some soap opera?"

"Wow, this is it. It's so cool... Should I try it?"

"Oh my... If there was a cool beauty heroine from a wealthy family with a high-handed personality, I'd think about it."

The Jews laughed humorously. I laughed humorously back and rebuked them.

"Even the youngest son of a conglomerate family can't avoid being a fanboy."

"My dad is a conglomerate. Are you saying that our family is a conglomerate?"

"It's amazing how there's a contradiction in the short sentence I just said."

In some ways, it's a conversation that's on the edge of being a joke, but I can't help but laugh out loud. I can only admire the patience to tolerate even somewhat racy jokes.

"By the way, Lien-ah. Did you go to the gym last weekend? Are you really going to sign up?"

"No. I went because studying is also about physical strength, but I’m going to quit because there aren’t any particular problems. At the time, I just experienced the treadmill and left."

"Still, I'm surprised you went. You're brave enough to think of moving your body."

"... Okay."

Honestly, the atmosphere of the gym was good. Just watching people working out with weights passionately made me feel liberated and a little envious.

At least... until the smell of a foreigner's body odor mixed with perfume started to sting my nose. Until then, I think I had the will to take some time off on the weekend.

'Ugh... let's not think about it.'

I need to start by going to college before I sweat and take care of my health.

The petty conversation soon came to an end.

The moment I arrived at the classroom, my instinctive routine began. As soon as I put my earphones in, I quietly opened up my English listening test paper, which was full of past questions.

◇

The sun setting in the west reflected a crimson glow. It was the time when the sky was dyed in sunset.

After the regular school day is over, it is time for night self-study. However, today, instead of doing night self-study, I took the bus after school.

The purpose was to purchase books needed for the performance evaluation.

Since I haven't decided on a topic yet, I'm planning to go to the bookstore and think about it carefully. That's why I went to Gwanghwamun. The largest bookstore in Korea is located right in Gwanghwamun Station.

'It's healing...'

That was the thought that came to mind as I stepped into the spacious bookstore.

To be honest, my decision to visit the bookstore was a selfish one. There are many books in the school library, so I just need to choose the appropriate ones. However, today, I felt a little depressed, so I needed a little break.

I took a walk around the bookstore for about 30 minutes.

It was only 30 minutes, but somehow the act of letting go of my studies made me feel guilty. So I picked out a book that would be a suitable topic for the performance evaluation and headed to the checkout counter.

There is no right to criticize Pavlov's dog.

The further I get away from my studies, the more I feel a choking sensation, as if my neck is being tied to a textbook.

As soon as I came out of the library, I sighed as I looked at the blue sky with the sunset glow.

I was once again envious of Ju-tae. His attitude toward life, which did not lose its positivity even with mediocre grades, was dazzling.

Did you go to the PC room today?

The best kind of debauchery is to stop by a bookstore and buy a book, but they do such horrible things. It doesn't seem like the attitude of a student at all.

It was a time when I was needlessly blaming a friend who had done nothing wrong.

Yeah, woof-!

A vibration rang in my pocket. I thought it was a call from my parents, but it was actually a notification from a webtoon I usually follow.

'You said you were going to be late today, but you're only posting now.'

If there's one thing that makes me happy every day, it's webtoons.

When I come home from school and scroll down in a dark room right before going to bed, I feel like I'm in heaven.

The writer was overcome with disappointment because that brief pleasure was not there last night.

Even if you hate it, scroll down with the mindset of doing it again.

A dopamine-pumping, cider-like fantasy that captures your attention.

How can the main character's killing be so stimulating? The incredible battle scenes where he defeats his enemies with superhuman abilities are fascinating. Sometimes, I get lost in the fantasy world of this and daydream about taking a Musou.

This is why it is hypocritical to criticize Jews as otaku.

It feels like I'm still in my second year of middle school.

I'm starting to wonder how long I'll be obsessed with webtoons.

"Sigh..."

As the splendid lights of the buildings grew brighter, the temperature dropped inversely.

Certainly, the night view of Gwanghwamun was a spectacular sight. Even though I know that all those bright lights are the result of working overtime that people curse, I can't help but think that they are pretty.

With such meaningless thoughts, I stood in front of the crosswalk.

Today is November 1, 2024.

All Saints' Day.

It was a day when the boundary between life and death was broken down.

As I cross the crosswalk, a familiar purple light surrounds me.

Eventually, the wish came true.

The absurd dream of going to this world, gaining immense power, and slaughtering enemies has finally come true.

The ordinary boy, unaware of the weight of vague hopes, had no idea what kind of future awaited him.

... Memories of such a reckless past came crashing down and a pitch-black world appeared.

Dismissal, dismissal.

In a world where black noise flies like sparks, a small figure resembling a girl's womb moves.

"... Letia."

I called the name of the small figure softly, but the child, cursed by fate and disappointed by fate, never turned to look at me.

It simply conveys a question that contains fear through thought.

Letia asks.

─Are you angry?

"Why do you think so?"

─You're controlling Dad to get rid of the bad blood.

"That's right."

─But... Dad wanted to protect that person.

"Yeah."

─Do you hate Letia anymore?

The final ordeal.

The end of the survival drama where I escaped safely from Letia and survived.

As the old and worn-out story drew to a close, Letia asked something she had never wanted to ask.

"Letia. The child born is without sin."

...

"You also saw how Madame Mirelda Neterto, whom you gave a chance for revenge, was comforted."

...

"... You're a bad kid, Letia."

...

I walked towards the small figure. I squeezed through the damp, pitch-black space and closed the distance without stopping. In this way, the distance between me and Letia became so close that it was only the width of a finger joint.

Letia still didn't look back at me. She didn't even try to convey what she wanted to say through her thoughts.

So, in the end, I was the only one who opened my mouth.

"You really grew up to be a bad child who caused so much trouble, Letia. "

The small figure flinched and trembled.

It would be a lie if I said I wasn't at all upset by Letia's actions.

How could I not feel any resentment at the absurdities I have experienced in the past?

but...

"And yet, I love that bad kid."

I knelt down on one knee and hugged Letia's back tightly.

"No matter what Letia does, no matter what decisions she makes, Daddy will always love Letia."

─...!

"If you've been a bad kid, if you've caused so much trouble, I'll apologize to you with all my might, along with Letia."

─Why...? It was Letia who was at fault...

To my foolish daughter's question, I answer in a childish manner.

"Because I'm your father."

Because you were the child who gave me a reason to live in this world.

You held me tightly with your small hands, even though I was just sitting there blankly, feeling like I would drift away somewhere.

Ironically, the request from Bernacien, which I had accepted under duress, turned out to be a shining light for me.

"Above all... It can't be wrong for a father to apologize together with his child for his mistakes."

Then I shared Letia's vision and pointed to the owner of the container who was shining like a comet in the night sky.

"Look carefully, Letia."

Ashe, the one and only princess of the Epelante Empire.

The girl, who had only one step left to take before escaping the mansion, was going back on the path she had followed with an upright mind.

When he first visited the mansion, Ashe was extremely arrogant, but he overcame the ordeal and was reborn as a warrior of the mansion.

I finally resisted the temptation of freedom and found a solution by stepping onto uncharted territory.

"I'll have to wait and see what choice Ash will make."

At that moment, [the old key] opened the path leading to the rooftop.

The moment the last piece of the puzzle for the ending came into place, my consciousness crumbled.

It was time for the scales of fate to tip.

Letia's tears fell and soaked the empty, pitch-black world.
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