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  Chapter 1 : Did I Make a Mistake Transmigrating as a Male NPC?!
Sometimes, when a person opens their eyes, they find themselves transmigrated.
What, you say no? Then you must be opening your eyes the wrong way; you need to go find a Dayun truck on the roadside and try again.

Unfortunately, he wasn’t hit by a Dayun truck; instead, his heart stopped from too much excitement during a gacha pull… It’s probably about the same.

And when he opened his eyes again, the person in the mirror had completely changed. His long black hair was as deep as a gem, and his green eyes were as blue as the sky. More importantly, his neutral yet handsome features made it impossible to discern his gender at first glance.

He reached out and felt.
No chest, it’s a boy.

“No, I was a boy to begin with.”
‘I, I’m really, really not disappointed, oh. All those stories about TS after transmigration, they’re all lies!’

‘But wait, I have an impression of this face.’

He started to ponder.

In his previous life, he was a huge fan of yuri. Forget the popular girl bands of the moment, he even played some obscure yuri games.

The Rose Sacred Pact. In most people’s eyes, this game was undeniably a piece of trash, yet it had devoted fans who spared no effort in calling it a masterpiece.

“This is a game on par with Steins;Gate.”
Its fans clamored this, so I even went so far as to take a train to pick up the game myself, all to witness the continuation of this legend.

As it turned out, whether it was the difficulty, art, music, or even the story and combat system, it remained unforgettable to me to this day.

“Schiller.”
He softly murmured the name.

Yes, Schiller, that was his name. He was an NPC who only appeared at the very beginning of the game.

Thinking of this, he swallowed hard.

Having transmigrated into the yuri world he had always dreamed of, he should have been happy. Watching cute girls get close and affectionate up close should be every man’s dream.

However, he had, of all people, transmigrated as that Schiller.

As everyone knows, in yuri games, male characters’ appearances are usually extremely rare. If they do appear, it’s only to highlight the charm of the female characters, a mere roadside presence. After all, men stuck between two yuri interests deserve to die!

However, Schiller was definitely an anomaly. He didn’t seek his own demise like some villains, nor did he become a stumbling block for the protagonist only to be tragically sacrificed. He was, in actual fact, just a background character.

His death was simply too swift, too sudden.

Regarding Schiller, the entire game offered no explanation of his identity, and his figure never appeared in subsequent gameplay. Due to this mysterious aura, he was even considered the final boss for a time; however, he never ‘resurrected’ in any character ending.

Any insight into him was limited to his opening dialogue with the Duke’s daughter, Sheryl.

And when players completed Sheryl’s route, a photo of Schiller and Sheryl would flash by in the ending.

At the beginning of the game, Schiller would confront Sheryl, the Duke’s daughter. There, the game’s first unchangeable choice would appear, regardless of selection.

At the time, he thought he had chosen incorrectly and furiously reloaded and re-selected, but the outcome was always the same.

He remembered it vividly; it was a baffling conversation.

“Sheryl, I’m sorry. And also, thank you.”
And then three options would appear:
[Kill him]
[Don’t kill him]
[Let him take his own life]
But no matter which was chosen, Sheryl would kill Schiller.

None of the options made any difference.

And after personally killing Schiller, Sheryl would always display a tragic expression that was neither a smile nor tears.

That expression pained my heart, but players in front of the screen could do nothing.

It was just like a bad ending in a romance game, with absolutely no room for maneuver.

This was also one of the reasons the game received so much criticism. The man called Schiller died before he even properly appeared, and all player questions were ultimately dismissed by the official developers’ disregard.

‘He actually transmigrated as that Schiller?!’

His inner self was politely cursing the gods.

‘No, I must act immediately, dammit!’

“I can’t just die for no reason!”
Since he knew the general plot, he should be able to avoid that inexplicable death.

For instance, ensuring his safety before then, or simply avoiding Sheryl altogether.

If the story hasn’t started yet, then there’s still a chance for everything.

If he could avoid his death, wouldn’t he be able to relax and watch cute girls being affectionate?!

He spread his hands wide, adopting an ‘it’s all going according to plan’ look.

‘Furthermore, he could totally help the protagonist conquer other heroines, no, even achieve a yuri harem ending…’

“My yuri IQ is 250!” He raised both fists, declaring victory.

‘But wait, he said all that, but what day is it exactly?’

Thinking of this, cold sweat immediately streamed down him.

‘What if tonight was the day he was supposed to meet Sheryl?’

‘In other words, he was getting his bento box tonight?’

‘It’s over, it’s all over.’

‘My second life, my yuri plan, my naked-eye 3D – all gone!’

He regretfully pounded the floor, as if to vent all his dissatisfaction.

“Unfair! It’s one thing not to transmigrate as a beautiful girl, but at least make me a protagonist! What kind of supporting character dies on the very first day?!”
He kept pounding the floor, tears streaming down his face.

“Young Master Schiller, I’m coming in.”
A blue-haired maid gently peeked her head in from the doorway, then walked towards him.

He couldn’t help but raise his head and stare at the girl. In that instant, his pupils trembled violently.

He recognized this maid. She was the mysterious girl who often provided help to the protagonist in Sheryl’s route. Aside from the slightly youthful expression before him, her appearance was identical to the person he remembered.

In Sheryl’s route, she would frequently bring information the protagonist urgently needed, selling it either for free or at a low price.

“Celia, what’s wrong?” He softly called the girl’s name.

The maid tilted her head slightly, looking at Schiller.

“Tomorrow is when Lady Sheryl arrives. I specifically came to see if young master had any instructions.”

‘What! Tomorrow! Is tomorrow really his death day?!’

“Who? You said, Sheryl?” He asked again, unwilling to give up.

His ears refused to accept that name.

“Hmm? Young master, what are you dreaming about? Didn’t Lady Sheryl say a long time ago that she would come to our estate for the spring holiday?”

“Sheryl!” He almost shrieked, a cry born of fear for his rapidly dwindling life.

The girl smiled, seemingly mistaking his strange expression for excitement.

“Then, young master, please be sure to mind your manners with Lady Sheryl.”
After saying this, the girl curtsied to him, lifting her skirt slightly, then prepared to turn and leave.

“Wait!” Schiller called out to Celia.

“?”
“Sheryl, how, how old is she?” He suppressed his trembling voice and asked the girl. The girl’s answer would decide his life or death.

“Young master…” Celia uttered a worried sound and placed her hand on his forehead.

“The same age, actually. She just had her coming-of-age birthday last month.” Seeing that he didn’t seem to have a fever, the girl finally withdrew her hand, seemingly relieved.

The game’s opening was five years after Sheryl’s coming-of-age ceremony.

However, he didn’t know when Schiller’s death date was.

Maybe it was five years later, or maybe, it was tomorrow.

‘I need to… live…’

It’s a rare chance to come to a yuri world; how could he not satisfy his desires?!

As long as he survived that event, by then, he could rest easy and enjoy yuri.

That’s right, as long as he’s alive, there’s a chance. As long as he’s alive, he’s sure to see cute girls being affectionate.

He, Schiller, who had inexplicably transmigrated into this world, had to put all his effort into surviving.




  Chapter 2 : Affinity System!
Schiller’s memories flooded into his body.
Unexpectedly, Schiller was actually a viscount’s son; though not as noble as a duke, he was still a high-ranking official in his own right.

And as for Schiller’s personality, it goes without saying how… good it was.

In a word, he was utterly degenerate.

Simply put, he didn’t act like a human being.

These chaotic memories were eroding me.

‘Am I, am I scum?’

Because this guy’s mind was truly too filthy and unbearable, I really didn’t want to dwell on his past.

Yet this guy was uniquely good to his personal maid, Celia.

Though it was “good,” it was still limited to the scope of a servant.

Seen this way, it was no surprise that he was killed by an enemy.

And Schiller, at this moment, was imitating a pilgrim shouting at the sky.

“Do you desire power?”
“…”
“Goddess!”
“…”
“Up, Up, Down, Down, Left, Right, Left, Right, B, A?”
“…”
“System!”
“…”
But no one responded to him at all.

Schiller covered his eyes, unable to bear looking at this tragic life, and slumped his head down.

“There isn’t one? There really isn’t one? A beautiful girl cheat or system.” He muttered incredulously.

Other people transmigrate as protagonists and even get cheats; he transmigrated as a supporting character and got nothing?

It’s one thing to inexplicably transmigrate as a background character, but how can he not even get a single bonus? What about all those promises of gaining a system and then reaching the pinnacle of life?

‘Is this, is this the fate of a supporting character like me?’

‘No, my fate is mine to control, not heaven’s!’

‘…At least I want a cheat.’

In any case, figuring out why Schiller died so inexplicably was the most important thing to focus on now.

Now, let me properly inspect Schiller’s body.

“Let me see…”
There was a fair amount of muscle on his abdomen and arms. It seemed this Schiller guy had been working out properly.

He reached downwards.

“!”
Oh! This is truly… I’m satisfied. With this, I could even cut down a god.

Just as he was fantasizing about wielding such a dragon on the battlefield in the future, a sharp pain suddenly shot through the depths of his eyes.

“!” He cried out, instantly collapsing to the ground with a groan like a squashed frog.

The searing pain felt like it was burning his soul; he even suspected blood was about to drip from his eyes.

In that instant, he seemed to see countless fleeting worlds, only for them to quickly disappear. His eyes convulsed, and he couldn’t even close them.

“What… is this?”
Immediately after, he saw silver roses, scarlet roses, flying clocks, jammed gears, dense thorns.

Countless images appeared and disappeared around him.

A faint voice echoed.
[You’re finally here.]
[I see you.]
[I’ll never let you leave again.]
[Don’t even think about leaving me again.]
He abruptly shut his eyes, and the voice quickly vanished. His forehead was already covered in beads of sweat.

After a long while, the sharp pain gradually subsided.

“What… happened?”
He blinked, but found no difference from before.

The world was as bright as usual, and there was no feeling of anything becoming clearer.

‘I thought a cheat had arrived, but was it just phantom pain?’

He sighed heavily, lowering his hand from his eyes.

“Young Master?”
Celia’s voice suddenly came from behind him.

“Woah!” He was startled and quickly turned around. Celia was tilting her head, looking at his strange actions.

“!!” In that instant, he saw it.

Schiller gazed at Celia—no, to be precise, at the pattern floating above her head.

“Celia, do you have something on your head?”
“Huh? On my head?” The girl patted her head with her hand, looking at him with a puzzled expression.

That thing was undoubtedly the Affection System from The Rose Sacred Pact. Each heroine had her own affection meter, which would appear in various forms in the game.

For example, Sheryl’s affection was represented by a silver rose entangled in chains.

And at this moment, a golden pocket watch floated above Celia’s head.

That was a form of display that didn’t exist in the game. The dial markings on it seemed to represent her affection for him.

Schiller was certain: his cheat was the ability to see affinity levels.

‘This cheat has absolutely no combat power!’ he ranted internally.

Although the girl was like family to him, to avoid unnecessary suspicion, he should be careful to hide his identity from now on.

“Celia? What’s wrong?” He adopted a calm tone.

“I forgot to mention it just now, but Father requests your presence in the dining room tonight.” The girl spoke to him.

In his memories, Schiller seemed to sneak out of the viscount’s manor every night to carouse outside, truly a scoundrel.

Presumably, it was to instruct Schiller not to do anything disrespectful to Lady Sheryl, the Duke’s daughter.

He nodded. “I understand.”

Upon hearing this, Celia’s eyes widened, as if she were watching the sun rise in the west.

“Young Master is actually obedient…” Her shocked gaze made his heart skip a beat.

“Are you… are you feeling unwell somewhere today?” She approached him hesitantly, her voice tinged with concern.

‘Oh no, I can’t let her get suspicious.’ Schiller carefully thought about the original owner’s way of speaking, trying his best to show no flaws.

“Me? No, I’m just a little too excited.”

Although Celia had some doubts, she didn’t say much more.

He wiped a bead of cold sweat. If he was discovered on the first day of transmigration, wouldn’t that be the end of him?

After speaking, he carefully recalled the pocket watch from earlier. He had no impression of that pocket watch.

This was probably because Celia was not a main character in the original game.

That golden pocket watch, though he hadn’t looked closely earlier, seemed to point to the number ‘Ⅰ’.

This meant that Celia had a certain level of affection for him.

Schiller leaned against the door, his fingertips unconsciously rubbing his cufflink.

Reflected in the mirror was the pocket watch above Celia’s head—the hour hand was trembling, stuck between the ‘Ⅰ’ and ‘Ⅱ’ marks.

“So it’s not an integer system after all…” He licked his dry lips. “This damn other world even makes affection levels into riddles!”

An experiment gradually formed in his mind. It was a rare opportunity, so he might as well try it.

Schiller dug out commands from his deepest memories that the original owner frequently gave to Celia.

“Celia! Bring me ‘that thing’ I hid in the secret compartment—”
He deliberately drew out the last syllable, mimicking the original owner’s flippant tone.

“Young Master… are you going to use it during the day?” Celia’s brows furrowed, and her voice was as hoarse as if she had swallowed a blade.

That’s right, that thing was an aphrodisiac.

Schiller, as the original owner, would occasionally take aphrodisiacs to the red-light district to vent his desires on young girls.

Scum. He was scum through and through.

He waved his hand, looking at Celia with sharp eyes.

“Celia, didn’t you hear me?” His voice was tinged with irritation.

At this moment, he was strongly suppressing the nausea churning inside him, forcing himself to act like a scoundrel.

“I understand…” Celia bit her lip. She seemed to want to say something but quickly closed her mouth again.

When Celia returned, holding a black velvet gift box, I watched the pocket watch; the hand was trembling counter-clockwise.

So, this was a decrease in affection?

“Young Master, your medicine. Do you need me to prepare a carriage for you?” At this moment, the girl’s expression had vanished completely; she was just calmly carrying out his orders.

He took the box and pulled out the item lying within: Blood of the Succubus. It was said to be a poison that could even make gods fall into heat, beloved by countless nobles.

Looking at it, an unknown anger welled up in Schiller’s heart.

Abusing his wealth and power, trampling on lives, toying with commoners—he truly deserved to die.

Thinking this, he could no longer suppress the rage in his heart. He threw the crimson bottle to the ground, shattering it into pieces, and the bright red liquid splattered everywhere.

“! Young Master!” Celia seemed startled by his action, trembling slightly with a hint of fear, but still looked at him with concern, as if checking if he had been cut by the bottle fragments.

What a kind girl.

He signaled with his eyes that he was fine and spoke to Celia.

“I’m fine. Also, call someone to clean this up.”
He felt very tired and waved his hand, dismissing Celia.

“Yes, Young Master.” Celia bowed slightly, then left the room.

Schiller looked at the clockwise moving hand of the watch and thoughtfully spoke.

“This time, is it an increase in affection?”
This was undoubtedly a gift from heaven.

If he maintained everyone’s affection at above normal levels, he surely wouldn’t face a bad ending, right?




  Chapter 3 : You don’t want to lose your job, do you ?
The affinity system was a crucial system in The Rose Sacred Pact.
Of course, affection meters would only appear on main characters.

And there was no telling if it had any side effects.

“At the very least, at least give me a phone that can instantly hypnotize people, or a watch that can stop time!”
Schiller’s eyes welled with tears as he cried out his dissatisfaction to the heavens.

He had paid such a heavy price, and all he got was an affinity system?!

“I want a combat system!” he wailed, tearlessly.

For instance, a divine skill that allowed him to dodge all damage simply by rolling.

In the end, this Schiller guy had way too many enemies. Perhaps he’d be taken care of by another enemy before Sheryl even had the chance to do it herself.

Without the support of a powerful system, he had to be cautious in everything he did.

‘First, how about securing Sheryl’s affection?’

But why did Schiller confront Sheryl at the start of the game?
According to the original owner’s memories, they shouldn’t have met “yet.”

‘This is probably something to pay attention to.’

Schiller began to ponder.

If he continuously raised Sheryl’s affection—Sheryl was a duke’s daughter, after all—he could even become her dog at worst!

‘Guh! A man of honor, born between heaven and earth, how could he…’

‘Wait, being a beautiful girl’s dog… doesn’t seem so bad either.’

For some people, that’s actually a reward.

Schiller began to ponder, searching through his memories.

‘Sheryl…’

In the original game, Sheryl was known as a woman who went from absolute zero to scorching heat due to the stark contrast in her personality before and after she was romanced.

Sheryl was a perfect tsundere.

During interactions with her, players would experience her full transition from “tsun” to “dere” based on the changes in her affection level.

However, there was no upper limit to affection in the original game.

If players didn’t properly control the affection growth, they would experience a literal hell.

Before being romanced, Sheryl was a veritable ice goddess. Her exquisite etiquette, icy gaze, occasional and unconscious insincerity, and resolute attitude towards men attracted countless players.

However, once Sheryl’s affection surpassed a certain threshold, she would become very strange. In some bad endings, her corrupted self would fall into madness and be killed by the protagonist’s own hand.

A woman like that was practically impossible to romance.

Who knew if she wouldn’t accidentally kill him.

‘No way! Not even if I die…’

The thought of being stared at by a beautiful girl with an icy gaze was enough to kill his spirit.

‘Please… that could actually get me killed.’

Approaching that young lady as a member of the opposite s*x was a one-way ticket to death.

Besides, the duke’s family ranked higher than the viscount’s.

“Heh heh… It’s over, it’s all over…”

At this moment, he finally realized that he couldn’t actually do anything.

So much for ‘never mock a poor youth,’ the youth who was supposed to be poor was still poor.

A background character should just obediently act like one.

Perhaps he should just spend the remaining five years enjoying life.

Since he was going to die anyway, how about enjoying the life of a viscount’s son a little?

Beautiful women, champagne, a luxurious mansion?

It seems… it seems pretty good.

Schiller swallowed, patted his knees, and psyched himself up.

“No! How can I be corrupted by such material things! Even if I’m stabbed to death by a yuri couple, I will not indulge in materialism!” His eyes shone with an incredibly firm resolve.

“What I’m pursuing, isn’t it the beautiful future of yuri couples! Isn’t it my own happiness!”

Don’t say it can’t be done!

“Just a mere tsundere! I’ll romance her for you to see, damn it!”





“I’ve decided to take back what I just said.”
Schiller was enjoying dinner at a lavish dining table. The delicious roasted meat melted in his mouth, and the vegetables served as a side dish were unbelievably sweet. The wine in the glass was crystal clear, and one sip was enough to know it was high-grade.

Most importantly, not only was there delicious food, but there were also maids to serve him.

When he needed to wipe his mouth, Celia would clean it with a handkerchief, and when he was thirsty, she would hand him a wine glass.

Celia had everything ready for him before he even had to speak.

‘Hold on, if I live like this every day, why would I even bother trying? Why would I struggle?’

He could no longer remember what the most luxurious restaurant he had been to in his previous life was like.

‘No, this is bad… I’m being spoiled.’

Rather, in this environment, a noble who wasn’t spoiled would be a minority.

Schiller ate the roasted meat in small bites, following the etiquette in his memories.

Nobles were always particular about things like etiquette. Even Schiller, who was known as an “unparalleled lecher,” had nearly perfect mastery of etiquette.

A noble without etiquette couldn’t survive in high society.

However, Schiller’s father, the one who had invited him, was not present. According to Celia, his father had urgent business and couldn’t attend.

‘Wait, could this be a precursor to some event?’

But unfortunately, Schiller only had memories of the game’s main storyline.

“Y-young Master, please have some tea!”
Just as Schiller was lost in his own thoughts, a slender arm entered his vision. The arm trembled clumsily, slowly placing the teacup and saucer in front of him. Just as she was about to succeed, her foot slipped, and the entire tray flew towards Schiller.

The tea drenched Schiller’s clothes. The surroundings fell into a dead silence, with only the faint sizzling sound of hot tea on the expensive fabric.

The girl’s hand froze in place, maintaining the posture of reaching out, motionless.

When Schiller raised his hand to shake off the tea leaves from his clothes, the maid reflexively shielded her face with her hand, then fell to his feet with a thud.

“Young Master! I-I’m sorry! Please forgive me! I-I’m new to this kind of work. I’ll do anything, please don’t use me as a human ball or whip me in the basement…”
Her words were stuttered due to nervousness. As the girl spoke, she began to whimper.

Looking at the girl who was already a teary mess, Schiller fell into deep thought.

‘Schiller… you bastard, you really are an out-and-out scoundrel…’

‘But, the Schiller of now has changed… probably.’

“Well then, are you ready to accept your punishment?”
He reached out and helped the maid up, letting her sit in his previous seat.

“Pun…ishment.” The girl repeated these two words, then began to tremble as if she had thought of something terrifying.

Ignoring the girl’s trembling, Schiller turned to Celia and instructed,
“Celia.”
“Yes.”
“Bring a tea set and some tea leaves.”
“Yes, Young Master.” Celia looked at Schiller’s clothes, wanting to say something but still quickly carried out the order.

“Tea… set.” The trembling girl sat anxiously, imagining what kind of inhuman treatment she was about to receive.

Just having scalding tea splashed on her face would be considered Young Master Schiller’s gentleness.

“So, what’s your name?”
The girl opened her eyes. Schiller was looking at her gently.

“A-Aileen.”
The girl blinked.

“Aileen, that’s a good name. You said this was your first time making tea?” Schiller spoke softly, afraid of startling the girl in front of him.

“Y-yes, because, the head maid isn’t here today… I volunteered, but I didn’t expect… I-I didn’t mean to…” The girl’s voice grew smaller and smaller.

Schiller rested his chin in his hand. He indeed hadn’t seen the head maid. He looked at Celia with a questioning gaze.

‘Is this some kind of event?’

“Young Master, the head maid went out with Father today,” Celia answered respectfully from the side.

“It’s alright, Aileen.” Schiller gently patted the girl. “I’ll teach you. This is how you make tea.”
After speaking, Schiller stood behind the girl and taught her how to make tea, hand over hand.

Aileen was stunned for a moment. She had never imagined that Young Master Schiller would be teaching her how to make tea in front of her, hand over hand, and in such a gentle tone.

For a moment, she couldn’t tell if she was in heaven or hell.

“Aileen? Are you listening?”
“Yes! I-I’m listening!” Aileen’s body twitched like a startled rabbit.

Her face instantly turned red.

“From now on, Aileen must make tea for me every day. This is your punishment.” Schiller gently placed his hand on Aileen’s head, stroking her hair as if she were a doll.

And Aileen herself was just repeating the action of breathing in and out like a frog.

She still couldn’t believe that this was the lecherous Schiller who would resort to violence against the maids at the slightest disagreement.

“But, Young Master, Aileen’s daily work is already… adding more work for her like this, I’m afraid she will fall ill soon.” Celia lowered her head, admonishing her master.

“Halve her workload, and say that I ordered it. If there aren’t enough hands, then hire more.” Schiller’s young master-like demeanor made it impossible for Celia to retort.

“Yes, Young Master. I will convey it to the head maid when she returns.” Celia showed a thoughtful expression.

In fact, Schiller had his own considerations. To survive in an unfamiliar world with no relatives, the best way was to be kind to others.

If these maids rioted one day, he had no doubt he would be the first to die.

“Celia.”
“Yes, Young Master?”
“Never mind, go about your business. Ah, and take this child with you.” Schiller pointed to the girl who still hadn’t come back to her senses.

Celia nodded slightly, helped the dazed Aileen up, and after meeting Schiller’s gaze, she quietly left the room.

“Phew, Operation Win Over the Maids, a great success!” Schiller made a V-sign over his chest and then slumped into the chair.

“So tiring.” He sighed deeply. “Just trying to avoid being stabbed to death takes all my effort. Where would I find the time to carouse?”
Thinking of this, he smiled helplessly. He hadn’t expected that being a background character would be this busy.

Oh well, tomorrow morning he’d have the chef make a cream parfait in advance. It was Sheryl’s favorite food in the game.

Affection! Long live things that can increase affection!

“Alright! Let’s go all out and romance Sheryl!”
Since ancient times, catering to someone’s tastes has always been a superb technique for winning their heart.

Grabbing hold of Sheryl’s stomach is equivalent to grabbing her heart!

By then, she’ll become a woman who can’t live without his feeding, Schiller fantasized.

“Taste my, Schiller’s, insidious secret technique!” he chuckled.

Suddenly, a gentle breeze from the window brushed past his face.




  Chapter 4 : The Ice-Cold Heiress Can’t Possibly Be a Violent Noble Lady!
“The window? When did I open the window?” Schiller walked towards the window with a puzzled look.
Outside, the twilight was deep, and a gentle breeze brushed against his cheek.

The mere thought of starting Sheryl’s romance route tomorrow made his stomach churn uncontrollably.

“I hope everything goes smoothly!”

In the game, Sheryl always had the image of an ice-cold noble lady. When faced with others’ ridicule, she would often gaze at them with those silver eyes that seemed to have been quenched in ice, then, with a faint curve on her lips, use her proudly venomous tongue to crush her opponent.

That is to say, there was absolutely no possibility of the girl using violence against him. In fact, being able to hear Sheryl’s venomous tongue without a screen in between was a gain.

Just as Schiller was leisurely contemplating his wonderful life, a fair arm suddenly reached out from outside the window, then flipped its entire body inside.

‘Wait, this is the fifth floor!’

“! Woah!” Startled by the sudden turn of events, Schiller lost his balance and fell to the ground.

‘Careless, I was too careless.’

He hadn’t expected an assassin to come on the very first day of his transmigration.

At this moment, he was checking the distance between himself and the door while looking up from those hands.

Her face, as if carved from the purest first snow, was so clean it was untainted by a speck of dust. Her cold expression was like flowing moonlight, and her silvery-white eyebrows framed grayish-white pupils, conveying a sense of detachment from the mortal world.

Sheryl. She was undoubtedly Sheryl. Although she was much younger than her on-screen version, there was no way Schiller could mistake her.

Compared to the pixel art, the real her was far more captivating.

The future Ice Witch, the Grand Magus of the Empire, Sheryl Hohenzollern.

Also, the person who would kill him with her own hands.

For a moment, Schiller even forgot to breathe.

For a moment, a mix of fear, sorrow, and perhaps even affection flooded his chest.

‘But, what’s going on? Wasn’t Sheryl supposed to arrive tomorrow?’ Schiller’s brain was rapidly processing the information.

Just as he was thinking at full speed, Sheryl patted the dust off her clothes and glanced at Schiller on the floor, then gracefully walked to his side.

“Who did you say you were going to romance, Young Master Schiller?” She deliberately dragged out the pronunciation of “Young Master.”

Schiller’s heart skipped a beat. He quickly stood up and bowed to Sheryl with a smile.

“I, I didn’t say anything just now. Lady Sheryl must have misheard.”

Schiller nonchalantly wiped the beads of sweat from his forehead.

‘I’m doomed. Is my affection going to drop before I even start the romance route?!’

“But,” Sheryl gently moved behind Schiller. She glanced around while continuing to speak.

“How come I heard the words ‘insidious plot’? And something about ‘everything going smoothly’?”
She was looking at Schiller with a contemptuous gaze.

Schiller couldn’t help but imagine such a scene in his mind:
“You lecher, prepare to die!”
“Gah!”
Schiller looked at Sheryl again. She was biting her lip, seeming to be holding something back.

Sheryl glared fiercely at Schiller. Upon closer inspection, her hands were also trembling slightly, a flush of red clashing with her snow-white skin.

‘Apologize. Apologize right now!’

“!”
That bone-chilling pain once again surged from the depths of his eyes, and this time, what he “saw” was even clearer.

It was the feeling of being entangled by countless white roses and thorns.

Above Sheryl’s head, twelve snow-white roses were entwined with thorns. At this moment, not a single rose had bloomed.

“Sheryl…”
Schiller seemed to have unconsciously taken the girl’s hand and stood there, stunned.

“…!”
A faint gasp, almost suppressed in the depths of her throat, was heard. The girl snatched her hand back as if she had been electrocuted.

Sheryl had long heard of this lecherous viscount’s character. It was said that he often stayed out all night carousing in brothels and would even make moves on commoner girls.

In Sheryl’s mind, Schiller was an out-and-out scoundrel.

And now, he was trying to make a move on her?!

“!!”
Sheryl bit her lower lip so hard that blood almost seeped out. She was looking at him with literal ice-cold eyes, her gaze devoid of any warmth.

‘Not good. If this goes on, I’m really going to be killed as a lecher!’

“You…! You…!” The girl kept clenching her small fists. “You actually!”
Her face flushed, whether from shyness or anger.

The next second, the girl, disregarding her image as a duke’s daughter, kicked off the ground with her exquisite lambskin boots and rushed straight at Schiller.

Schiller awkwardly sidestepped the whistling punch, his nose even catching the faint floral scent unique to her.

‘Holy! Wait, this isn’t how the plot is supposed to go!’

‘Isn’t Sheryl supposed to be an ice-cold young lady! How could this be!’

He screamed internally: ‘Insult me! Step on me with your noble feet! Aren’t you the duke’s daughter who’s so particular about etiquette that even your pinky has to be raised at a specific angle when you drink tea?’

Schiller dodged, his mind in chaos.

‘Right, somewhere in the game, there was indeed a line like this.’

“Sheryl was once a genius swordsman, but she gave up the sword due to a certain event.”
‘No way…’

He had imagined ten thousand ways Sheryl might treat him, but he had never thought she would resort to physical violence directly.

‘At least I hoped she’d use her mouth.’

“You lecher, accept your punishment!”
“I’m not a lecher, and I can’t accept punishment!”
‘This isn’t a beautiful girl game, it’s an action game!’

She unhesitatingly spun around, her long leg aiming straight for Schiller’s face.

In a panic, Schiller grabbed a tray from the dining table to block his face, but he overlooked the cream puff on it.

“Bang!” The cream puff burst apart under the immense force—
At this moment, her flawless skin was splattered with white cream.

The milky, sticky firework hit her delicate collarbone, and a few drops even splashed onto the corner of her tightly pursed lips.

Schiller couldn’t help but swallow.

‘This is really…’

Sheryl clumsily wiped her face. Her snow-white skin was now so red it looked like it could bleed.

“You, you, and you still say you’re not!!”
Sheryl was now completely blinded by rage. She looked down at her cream-splattered dress, her body trembling slightly.

‘Is this shyness?’

‘No, this is definitely from anger.’

“Yikes, can we still reconcile now?”
“How about, how about we stop fighting?”
“This young lady must mete out divine punishment on you today!”
‘How is she a noble at all!’





“I, I surrender!”
“This young lady hasn’t given you permission to surrender yet!”
Sheryl was panting as she stood on Schiller, increasing the pressure of her foot as she spoke.

Her shoes had been tossed aside during the fight, and her bare foot was now pressed firmly on Schiller’s chest as she looked down at him.

‘No, in the end, didn’t I still end up being stepped on?’

Schiller wore a look of wanting to cry but having no tears.

‘My resistance… what was the point!’

‘No, I didn’t push a boulder up a mountain, I willingly lay at the feet of a beautiful girl, just so you know.’

“Lecher, have you given up on making a move on me?”
Sheryl increased the pressure of her foot on Schiller’s chest.

‘An opening!’

Schiller instantly exerted force, attacking her—waist dimples.

Waist dimples are a weak point for most humans.

Sheryl seemed to have her funny bone tickled instantly. Her ice-sculpture-like face contorted, her forcefully maintained dignified expression completely collapsed, and a short, completely out-of-control laugh escaped her lips.

Her entire body jolted as if electrocuted, and her cheeks flushed red again.

“De… despicable!”
Schiller quickly stood up, preparing to enter a second round of grappling with Sheryl.

‘I really wish it wasn’t on the floor but on the bed.’

‘No, the floor might not be so bad either…’

“Knock, knock.”
A knock suddenly came from the door, followed by a creak as Celia entered the room.

“Young Master, Lady Sheryl’s room has been prepared.”
“Celia, you’ve come at just the right time. Lady Sheryl, please go rest.”
“You!…” Sheryl glared at Schiller fiercely, but perhaps because of the maid’s presence, she had no choice but to nod. “Yes, let’s get along well tomorrow, Mr. Lecher?”

She smiled at Schiller playfully, then followed Celia out of the dining room.

‘Wait, what did she just say?’

Schiller inexplicably felt concerned about a certain part of that.




  Chapter 5 : Kidnap the young lady !
Inside the room, Schiller paced back and forth anxiously. The surroundings were so quiet he could only hear the sound of his own heart.
He was pondering how things had deteriorated to this extent.

“The young lady… how did she turn into a violent woman!?”

The Duke’s daughter, Sheryl, who would later be known as the Ice Frost Noble? Forget about being a gentle and graceful lady; her demeanor just now was like that of an enraged white kitten.

She’d throw a punch at the slightest disagreement. The glimpse beneath her fluttering skirt revealed not elegance, nor a man’s dream, but the wildness of a feral cat.

An untamed, pure white beast.

This plot was far too different from what he knew!

“The fifth floor, that was the fifth floor!”

She just flipped up so gracefully, and it seemed she had even hung in mid-air eavesdropping for a few minutes.

If he were taken to some deserted basement… he wouldn’t even be able to run.

Schiller fell into deep thought.

‘Where was the promised ice-cold young lady? Where was the promised tsundere with a venomous tongue?’

To think, to think he was even a little excited.

“The plot, what on earth is going on?”
The silence between his brows tightened.

His thoughts were interrupted by a knock on the door. From the sound, it should be Celia.

“Young Master,” the door was pushed open a crack, and Celia’s figure appeared at the entrance. She bowed slightly.

“Lady Sheryl has been settled in. As per your instructions, the best ‘Morning Star’ suite in the east wing has been prepared, and additional staff have been assigned.”

“Is that so… you’d better keep a close eye on that cat.” Schiller’s voice carried a hint of imperceptible fatigue. He turned around, his gaze falling on the gradually darkening twilight outside the window.

“Hehe, a cat… you say? You’re quite bold.”
Comparing the Duke’s daughter to a cat was something he only dared to say in front of Celia.

“By the way, Celia, thank you for today.”

“It’s nothing, Young Master. It’s what a maid should do…”
She spoke lightly with a deadpan expression, but her voice contained a hint of imperceptible joy.

In his memory, Celia, who rarely received praise from Schiller, would always make this expression.

“This is a letter left for you by the Viscount.” She pulled a beautifully sealed letter from her bosom.

Schiller took the letter; it still held the lingering warmth of the girl.

Schiller had a vague, ominous premonition, like the unsettling words Sheryl had said before she left.

Opening the letter, the Viscount’s handwriting came into view.





It seemed his father had been urgently summoned by the Imperial Chancellor, and at the end of the letter, there was a sentence he absolutely couldn’t ignore.

“Serve as Lady Sheryl’s etiquette teacher until the Consecration Ceremony.”
Schiller’s lips powerlessly uttered these words, each one like a cold iron hammer, striking heavily on his fragile nerves.

‘What does it mean for Schiller to be Sheryl’s etiquette teacher?’

For a moment, countless scenarios flashed through his mind.

For instance, being kicked to death by the young lady like a stray dog on the street.

For instance, being suffocated in his sleep by her.

‘She’s capable of it… she’s absolutely capable of it.’

The image of Sheryl gritting her teeth just now replayed in his eyes.

He couldn’t help but shudder.

However, he had an impression of this plot.

In his memory, three years before the start of the main story, Sheryl would participate in the Empire’s “Consecration” ceremony.

That was also the root of Sheryl’s route. Her parents would die tragically in that ceremony, and she would then embark on a journey to find the murderer.

And regrettably, what she found after exhausting all her efforts was only a murderer who was already dead—the real culprit never surfaced.

Unable to get her revenge, she sealed her heart and became known to the world as the Ice Witch.

And the story of the Ice Witch began after she personally killed Schiller.

“In other words, this is the truth of the plot?”
He had no idea why Schiller was killed by Sheryl.

That’s right, all he knew was what happened five years later. He was completely ignorant of the world five years ago (now).

“Could it be that I personally killed her parents?” Schiller muttered in disbelief.

“Sheryl… just what are you…”

Although she was still beautiful, this was no time to be admiring her looks.

Schiller had no doubt that Sheryl would kill him as easily as she would a bug.

His affection level was fatally low.

He had to raise Sheryl’s affection quickly.

“No one cares about the life of a bug.”

Schiller fought the urge to tear up the letter, his hands trembling uncontrollably:
“No, I must think of a way.”

If this continued, forget about five years later; he could be heading back to his hometown in a month.

“Young Master, how about kidnapping her?” Celia seemed to have noticed Schiller’s hesitation and suggested it from the side.

“?… Celia, what are you saying?” Schiller’s eyes widened, unable to believe these words came from Celia’s mouth.

“Kidnap her, then abuse her until she obeys… isn’t that the Young Master’s usual method?” She tilted her head, seemingly curious as to why Schiller was surprised.

“And if she still doesn’t obey?” Schiller pressed further.

“Then use the Blood of the Succubus.” The girl pointed to the already empty box.

“This is Master Schiller’s territory. Even the Duke’s reach isn’t that long. By the time he gets the news, Lady Sheryl will have probably already been disciplined.” Celia continued to argue with a blank expression.

“Disciplined…”
Schiller even thought about it carefully; this plan actually seemed plausible.

First, his father wasn’t home, and no one in the entire viscounty would dare to stop him.

Second, the duchy was too far from here. As the saying goes, a strong dragon cannot repress a local snake.

He swallowed, even starting to fantasize about Sheryl lying shyly in his arms.

‘No, that’s not right, that would turn me into a real scoundrel. Besides, something feels off.’

He remembered this morning, when Schiller told Celia he was going to use the Blood of the Succubus, her affection had clearly dropped.

He looked at Celia. Her eyes were dancing with anticipation… it was an expression waiting for Schiller’s approval.

And the affection indicator above her head was stopped at the second mark.

Schiller patted her head and adopted a serious tone.

“Kidnap her!”
The clock actually moved forward half a mark.

‘For real?’

Schiller didn’t think too much about it, just considering it his reward for his good deeds.

“Do you need me to kidnap her?”
But kidnapping a duke’s daughter on the estate would definitely cause political problems.

“Tomorrow afternoon, I’ll use various means to get Sheryl out. Celia, you’ll be in charge of the aftermath.”
After discussing the details with Celia, she nodded slightly and then left the room.

Specifically, it wasn’t a kidnapping, but staging a hero-saves-the-damsel scene.

According to Schiller’s observations, Sheryl didn’t seem to know magic “yet.”

That is, as long as he kidnapped her, she wouldn’t be able to escape on her own.

…Probably.

And the people hired by Schiller would be instantly defeated by him.

By then, the young lady he rescued would be at his beck and call.

“Plan complete!” Schiller smiled triumphantly.

He abruptly stood up, walked to the coat rack, and deftly pulled down a deep black hooded cloak that could completely cover his figure and face, skillfully draping it over himself.

This was the outfit Schiller often used when going to nightclubs. If he used it at night, no one would suspect a thing.

The shadow of the hood instantly enveloped most of his face, leaving only a slightly cold, chiseled chin exposed.

“Well then,” a low voice echoed in the empty room.

“It’s time to prepare a special welcome gift for our young lady.”
As his voice fell, Schiller’s black figure instantly merged into the shadows, silently pushing open the side door and disappearing into the corridor leading out of the mansion.

On the other side, Celia watched all this with a complicated look in her eyes. Only after confirming that Schiller had left the viscount’s manor did she let out a deep sigh.

“Young Master has been really strange lately.”
She pondered while looking in the direction Schiller had left.

“Gentle… so gentle he’s like a different person.”
That was undoubtedly the red-light district.

The dress she was gripping was already wrinkled in layers, and she just stood there, watching Schiller disappear into the distance.

And the sleeve, at some point, had been torn by her clenching.

She bit her lip, and those words vanished with the wind.

“But… he was all mine.”




  Chapter 6 : Even this other world has bundle deals !
Schiller pulled his cloak tighter, tucking his face into its deep shadows as he navigated the alleys thick with the stench of decay.
He repeatedly sifted through the chaotic memory fragments of the original owner in his mind while keeping his ears pricked, the corners of his eyes constantly scanning the shadows behind him. Only after confirming he wasn’t being followed did he confidently turn into a dead-end alley.

Just one block away from the red-light district, he unhesitatingly climbed a small mountain of garbage emanating an even stronger stench of rot. He nimbly pushed aside a deliberately piled stack of broken wooden boxes and discarded cloth, revealing a dilapidated wooden door just large enough for one person to pass through.

The “Nightingale’s Nest”—this black market entrance located beneath the red-light district, was like a great abyss swallowing everyone’s desires.

Just as he was about to push the door to enter the bar, the door was pushed open from the inside. A figure, also tightly wrapped and hard to discern, brushed past him.

The person seemed eager to hide their tracks, hurrying past him.

“!” The person stumbled, bumping straight into Schiller.

“Sorry!” The voice was deliberately raspy, but it couldn’t completely hide its clear, beautiful quality.

The eyes under the hood glanced at Schiller for a moment, then turned and left.

Schiller only caught a faint, cold, exotic scent, and felt the shape of a sword hilt on his bumped side. Without time to think further, he slipped inside.

The interior of the bar was dim and murky. Figures of all shapes and sizes whispered in the corners, and the air was filled with a dangerous mixture of conspiracy, desire, and alcohol.

Schiller ignored the probing or greedy gazes thrown his way and headed straight for the counter.

Behind the counter, the bartender was wiping a glass, too lazy to even lift his eyelids.

“New stock in?” Schiller lowered his voice, imitating a specific tone.

“No.” The bartender didn’t look up.

“Give me some old stock then.”
“No.”
Schiller leaned forward slightly, as if whispering: “Give me a dead rat.”
The bartender’s wiping motion finally paused for a moment.

He raised his eyes, sharply scanning the shadow under Schiller’s hood. With a small, almost imperceptible motion, he tilted his head towards a corner filled with barrels behind him.

Schiller nonchalantly walked over, and a stone staircase entrance, faintly illuminated by an oil lamp, came into view.

A bizarre underground world—the “Lawless Land”—unfolded before Schiller’s eyes.

‘I’d better get this over with quickly.’ Even he felt a sense of fear towards this grotesque world.

The underground black market in Cernost was rumored to sell even world-destroying weapons—not to mention the auctions held in the open.

Once someone fell in there, the consequences would be unimaginable.

Faint firelight danced on the damp rock walls, stretching the shadows of passersby long.

He had two objectives for this trip.

‘First, to arrange for people to kidnap me and the young lady.’
This was crucial, the most critical part of his plan.

‘Second, as an insurance measure, the Blood of the Succubus.’
This was optional, but it could be used to subdue the young lady in a critical moment.

After quickly completing the first objective, he followed the route in his memory, winding through the maze-like alleys, his sharp gaze searching for the mark—
The moon in the sewer, that was the pattern.

Lifting the leather curtain, behind the counter, a person also cloaked in shadows greeted him.

“Oh, welcome, welcome, esteemed guest!” A deliberately disguised neutral voice sounded. “What are you looking for?”
In fact, this shop, known as the “Dark Moon,” sold everything.

In the game, this shop provided countless items and intelligence to the protagonist’s enemies.

But the prerequisite was having money.

And Schiller really did have money. In fact, he had nothing but money at this moment.

“Boss, the succubus…” Schiller was slightly stunned for a moment upon seeing the black-robed person, but quickly regained his composure.

“Blood of the Succubus.” Schiller was concise.

“Oh~ young people these days… can’t be satisfied with the ordinary anymore, huh? Well, I get it, seeking excitement…”
“Yeah, the ordinary can’t satisfy me anymore. I want three bottles.”
Schiller interrupted the still-fantasizing boss, holding up three fingers.

“Three, three bottles…” The boss seemed to shrink back as if scared. “Three bottles! Do you know that the effect of three bottles can even take down a monster!”
The boss’s exaggerated voice startled Schiller. He could almost see the boss’s surprise.

After all, he was dealing with that Sheryl. Who knew if the young lady had any resistance to drugs? A strong dose wasn’t excessive.

Besides, aphrodisiacs only made people horny and lose their combat ability; it wasn’t like they’d be trapped in a room they couldn’t leave without getting frisky.

“You don’t have it? Then I’ll go to another shop.”
In the black market, the one thing that was never lacking was goods.

If you don’t sell, there are plenty of others who will!

“Hey! Don’t, I don’t have Blood of the Succubus, but I have something even stronger.” The boss mysteriously leaned close to Schiller’s ear. “This is a hot item.”
‘Did you just say, stronger?’ He suddenly wanted to know just how strong it could be.

“But, I don’t sell this item alone.” She spoke mysteriously.

“I’m leaving!” Schiller turned to leave, but she held onto his cloak tightly.

“Don’t, don’t go, I haven’t had a single sale in ten days! I just lost a lot of money, you, you have to buy something today!” The boss shamelessly started pestering him.

‘The reason you have no sales is definitely your selling method!’

“Don’t be in such a hurry, it’s not too late to decide after listening!”
Schiller crossed his arms, feigning a listening posture.

“I have new information about the young lady of the Hohenzollern family.”
“!”
The mention of Sheryl’s name here successfully piqued Schiller’s interest.

“Continue.”
“Oh, looks like you’re interested. But, the price of the information…” The sound of rubbing fingers was a clear hint.

Schiller unhesitatingly pulled a heavy pouch from his cloak’s inner pocket. With a flick of his wrist, countless gold coins clattered onto the counter.

Schiller threw the money around with an unapologetic air.

“Golden Roses!” The shopkeeper let out a suppressed gasp.

“Ahem… speaking of Duke Hohenzollern, he’s one of the top nobles in the empire… but,” he deliberately dragged out his tone, creating the mystique essential for an informant, “that young lady, she’s a bit of a ‘problem’.”
“Problem?” Schiller played along, his voice still steady.

The shopkeeper nodded with an air of importance, leaning closer, his voice dropping to a whisper: “Sheryl Hohenzollern, there are rumors outside… that she’s the Duke’s illegitimate daughter. And, even though she’s long past the age of the imperial coming-of-age ceremony, this young lady seems completely unfamiliar with noble etiquette and rules.”
Indeed, Schiller had a deep understanding of the latter part, but the information about her being an illegitimate daughter was completely new.

The shopkeeper continued to whisper mysteriously: “I heard, if she can’t perform up to the standards of a duke’s daughter at that important Consecration Ceremony, I’m afraid she’ll…”
He made a meaningful gesture. “That’s why they invited Young Master Schiller to teach her.”
Hearing his own name, Schiller’s heart stirred. He casually replied, “Schiller? That lecherous Viscount Schiller? Can he do it?”
The shopkeeper made a series of “aiya aiya” sounds, then pulled closer again, almost nibbling Schiller’s ear: “Guest, don’t underestimate this lecherous viscount. The key is his etiquette and cultivation, which are top-notch in the imperial noble circle. And his personal maid, Celia, she’s no small fry. She used to serve a major figure in the royal family, but it seems she offended a princess and was expelled from the court, eventually being ‘picked up’ by Young Master Schiller.”
The pupils under Schiller’s hood contracted sharply! Celia was a court maid? This crucial piece of memory, as if forcibly erased, was completely absent from the original owner’s fragmented mind. A chill quietly crept up his spine.




  Chapter 7 : The Kidnapping
Before he could digest this astonishing information, the shopkeeper had already turned, rummaging through the mountain of assorted boxes behind him.
“Found it!” The shopkeeper turned back excitedly, carefully cradling two slender-necked crystal vials in his hands. The vials were transparent, and a clear, crystalline liquid sloshed inside.

The boss lowered his voice, with the pride of sharing a secret, “This stuff is no different from water usually, but, if you drip blood into it… its true effect will literally turn a person into a ‘succubus’.”

Schiller marveled at the wonders of this other world while pondering.

‘The playability of another world… is it all in the variety of aphrodisiacs?’

‘One day, I’ll collect all the aphrodisiacs and become a Poké-drug master.’

He said no more, silently taking the two heavy vials and quickly tucking them into the inner pocket of his cloak. The cold glass pressed against his skin, yet it felt as scorching as a branding iron.

‘In the end, it’s just an insurance measure. I won’t use it unless it’s a critical moment.’

“I hope the day I have to use it never comes!” Schiller prayed with his hands clasped together.

He didn’t linger, turning to lift the leather curtain, his figure quickly disappearing into the dim light of the underground city.

Inside the shop, after confirming Schiller was far away, the figure wrapped in the black robe gently removed her hood.

A cascade of long hair, shimmering like molten gold, flowed down. She raised a hand, elegantly tucking a strand of hair behind her ear, revealing a profile of otherworldly, exquisite beauty.

Her deep golden eyes, as if containing twinkling starlight, pierced through the murky air and thick stone walls, precisely “locking on” to the direction Schiller had left.

That gaze was not a physical stare, but a more profound “perception.”

“Schiller…” Her red lips parted slightly, and she gently clasped her hands together, standing silently as if in prayer, letting the moonlight pour over her.

A flicker of confusion shone in her golden eyes. “Your soul… why is it entangled with such a thick scent of blasphemy?”

“But, why do you pray to God… what are you praying to God for? Are you… a good person, or a bad person?”

She retracted her gaze, her fingertips unconsciously tracing a complex pattern on the dust-covered counter, her eyes becoming even deeper and more inscrutable.

“May God…” Her words gently faded into the wind.



Inside his room, Schiller was deeply trapped in the embrace of his bed, digesting the information he had just obtained while thinking about that.

Twelve golden roses encircling a cross—that was precisely what had been floating above the shopkeeper’s head.

Ophelia. It was undoubtedly her.

Why would the woman later known as the Saint be selling information in the black market?

And Celia’s unknown past, how did she know about it?

The more he thought, the deeper he sank into the fog.

“Forget it, I’ll stop thinking about it.”
Schiller dispelled the stray thoughts from his mind. The most important thing now was to perfect his plan and conserve his energy for tomorrow’s operation.

The next day.

When he woke up, he found himself in a filthy room. The evening sun shone in through a side window.

‘My body hurts so much. Wasn’t this supposed to be an act?!’

Although his hands were tied behind his back, Celia had given him a small knife beforehand, so that wasn’t a problem.

‘Alright, next up…’

‘It was a perfect plan.’

The contents of the plan were as follows:
‘First, ask the young lady to go to a clothing store.’
This wasn’t difficult. According to Celia, Sheryl had apparently only brought a single suitcase, so she would definitely be lacking some necessities.

And given the young lady’s level of disgust for Schiller, she would definitely sneak away midway.

‘Originally, Celia would be responsible for Sheryl’s protection, but she would be “accidentally” drawn away, allowing the young lady to slip away successfully.’

‘Next, I’ll follow behind her. Without the attention of others, the young lady certainly won’t mind my presence.’
And Schiller would nonchalantly lead the young lady into a deserted alley.

Being new here, the young lady would surely not notice anything unusual.

At that point, the kidnappers he hired would swarm them, easily knock them both out, and take them to another town to be locked up.

When Sheryl woke up, he would stage a grand hero-saves-the-damsel scene.

And the rescued young lady would surely have a huge spike in affection… that was the original plan.

Incidentally, the plan had currently progressed to the “just woke up” stage.

To convince Sheryl of his innocence, he had even planned a scene where he himself was beaten up.

‘I hope everything goes smoothly…’ Schiller’s palms were covered in sweat.

However, this place felt different from what he had imagined.

Looking closely, it was beyond just filthy; dead rats and the corpses of unknown insects were everywhere.

To avoid Sheryl having a breakdown, he had specifically requested a cleaner room.

After all, given the young lady’s pampered upbringing, it was hard to imagine she could tolerate such an environment.

‘Oh well, this also fits the kidnapping plot, I guess.’

“Mmm, ngh, mm…?”
She opened her eyes, first looking at me, tied up, then, as if suddenly noticing her surroundings, she struggled violently.

But because her hands were bound, she ended up toppling to the ground.

“! What’s going on!” She looked at me with a hint of panic.

“Schiller! You did this, didn’t you!”
“Young Lady, I’m tied up too.”
Schiller immediately put on an innocent look, then, with tears in his eyes, made a deeply hurt expression.

“I, I clearly suffered this misfortune to save the Young Lady, yet the Young Lady slanders me so…” He put on a long face, as if he had been terribly misunderstood.

“Hmph, who knows if this isn’t one of your ‘insidious’ plots… ah, don’t cry!”
Although Sheryl’s words were still unforgiving, her voice was much softer.

Schiller stopped his crying and secretly sized up Sheryl.

She was much calmer than Schiller had predicted. She didn’t scream or shout; instead, she calmly assessed her situation.

‘As expected of the main heroine,’ he thought, secretly admiring her while also breaking into a cold sweat. ‘Her first thought was that I set this up… this girl’s intuition is too sharp.’

‘I can’t make any mistakes from here on out.’

Just then, a man burst rudely into the room.

He wore shabby clothes, and his whole body exuded a “I’m a bad guy” aura.

‘If not now, when?’

“Let us…” Schiller was about to step forward and say the code word, but Sheryl had already spoken first.

“Hey, do you know who this young lady is? Hurry up and kneel down and untie me!” She looked at the man with a haughty expression.

‘Okay, the young lady isn’t calm at all, she just hasn’t grasped the situation.’

In reality, a duke’s power in the empire was nearly limitless. Sheryl had probably never bowed her head to anyone in her life.

“Huh? What’re you being so arrogant for? I know you two are relatives of a viscount, but I don’t care what b*tch raised you. Once you’re here, you’re just merchandise!”
The man clenched his fist and mercilessly punched Sheryl in the face.

“Scream! I love hearing you useless nobles scream!”
Sheryl’s eyes widened, as if she had never expected to be treated like this.

‘This, isn’t this going a bit too far?’

Not satisfied after one punch, the man seemed ready to deliver a second.

And Sheryl was still frozen from the sheer violence.

Schiller frantically threw himself on top of her, taking the punch for her.

Underneath Schiller’s body, Sheryl was trembling slightly.

“Huh? A hero saving the damsel? I’ll just beat you up first!”
A rain of fists and kicks exploded on Schiller’s back.

The weak lashing out at the weaker—that’s what violence is.

“Ngh!!”
“Hmph, you don’t even scream when I hit you. How boring.” The man seemed to have lost interest and stopped his assault.

“Let, let us go.” Schiller tried to say the pre-arranged code word.

Upon hearing this code word, the kidnappers were supposed to act as if they were defeated.

“Huh? Let you go? What a joke. Do you know how much a noblewoman is worth? As for you… you’ve also been reserved by a certain noble. You’ll probably become his male pet.”
A chill ran down Schiller’s spine.

‘Male pet! What a joke! Even if they killed him, even if he had to jump from the twentieth floor, he could not lose his manly dignity!’

After speaking, the man seemed finally satisfied and left the room.

‘No, this is bad!’ His face changed drastically.

‘This is more than just a kidnapping; there’s not even a chance for a ransom note!’

‘If this continues, I’ll become someone’s plaything!’

‘My, my plan!’ Schiller screamed internally. His plan had inexplicably come true, and in the way he least wanted.




  Chapter 8 : The Show Begins
Schiller pressed his ear against the door, listening to the voices that carried through .

From the sound of it, there seemed to be more than one man.

“How is it?”

“Hmm, the woman has quieted down. As for the neither-male-nor-female one, we gave him a beating.”

“Hey, hey, leave the woman aside for a moment, but we were explicitly told not to lay a hand on the man!”

“Hmph, who cares about them? Anyway, when the time comes…”

The man’s voice faded into the distance, and Schiller silently counted to about five hundred in his mind, then pulled out a knife from a hidden pocket behind his pants and cut the ropes.

His gaze shifted to the corner. Sheryl was curled up there, her body trembling uncontrollably.

The once ice-cold noble daughter was now filled with nothing but terror and fragility. When Schiller approached, her body recoiled sharply, her eyes wide with fear.

Here, she was just an ordinary girl terrified by fear.

In any case, Schiller hadn’t originally intended for Sheryl to get hurt.

After all, he wasn’t scum.

His original intention was merely to stage a ‘heroic rescue’ scene, let the arrogant young lady suffer a bit, and then intervene at the right moment to improve their relationship.

But plans never keep up with changes… The actors he hired had either double-crossed him, or…

It seemed this heroic rescue drama was about to end before it even began.

Schiller approached Sheryl and gently placed his hand on the spot where she had been hit.

Perhaps she felt the pain, as Sheryl looked at him with a terrified expression.

“You, you were hit too?” she murmured, her voice hoarse and tearful.

She had clearly felt the blows Schiller had taken for her, this scoundrel… this lecher… why?

Her voice was almost a whimper, and she looked at Schiller with an almost pleading gaze.

“If… if this is your plan… stop! I… I forgive you! I promise!”

But unfortunately…

“Young lady, it seems we’ve been kidnapped. They’re going to sell us to some foreign lecherous old men.”

Although he felt sorry for the young lady, Schiller now needed to awaken the fear within her.

“You, you must be joking…” Her voice was filled with terror, and her face turned ashen.

It seemed she had some kind of psychological trauma related to the word “sold” or “trafficking.”

“Schiller! Do something…” Her instincts made her habitually command others, but her voice had long since lost its confidence.

Her body trembled, and her pupils dilated continuously.

It was extreme terror.

Seeing Sheryl like this, Schiller also felt pained.

Schiller changed his previously gentle demeanor, instead brandishing the small knife in his hand before Sheryl.

“I can escape by myself, but you, young lady, would only hold me back.”

“Who, who would…” Her defiant words caught in her throat mid-sentence.

Never mind, whether it was true or false, his actions wouldn’t change.

He patted his pockets; all he had on him were a few small items he had prepared beforehand.

First, he piled all the heavy objects inside the warehouse against the door. This would at least buy them time for their escape.

Then, he approached the window, where the setting sun shone through a few iron bars.

They had to escape before dark. In a city at night, with a terrified young lady, he had no confidence at all.

He took the small knife and sawed at the bars, but the bars were harder than he had imagined.

“It’s no good…”

“Damn it!” Schiller cursed under his breath. His gaze darted around, and he suddenly noticed that the soil at the base of one of the bars was unusually loose. He used the small knife to dig away the soil little by little, finally succeeding in removing the entire iron bar.

A gap, just large enough for a child to squeeze through, appeared.

“Young lady, I’m leaving now…”

Just then, men’s footsteps could be heard from outside the door.

“!” The young lady seemed to remember the pain from earlier, her body trembling uncontrollably.

“What’s going on? Is the lock broken?” Pounding sounds came from outside the door.

“Don’t, don’t go, take me with you…” Sheryl’s soft, pleading voice rang out.

However, Schiller had to make her submit; otherwise, all his efforts would be in vain.

“But, if you don’t listen to me, young lady, then you’re useless.”

“Hey, open the door now or I’ll cripple you both!”

The man’s shouting rang out again.

“I, I’ll do anything… Save me.”

She looked at Schiller urgently.

Even a young lady like her would find being sold off terrifying, wouldn’t she?

Schiller immediately bent down, leaning close to her ear.

“Can you promise to obey me?”

“Yes, I will obey.”

‘This appearance of hers is far different from when she attacked me the other day…’

“If you go back on your word, I will abandon you,” Schiller said coldly.

As if to engrave fear onto her, the sounds from outside the door grew louder and louder. It seemed they were preparing to kick the door open.

Sheryl’s face was ashen, and she could only muster the strength to nod.

Schiller cut the ropes binding her hands, then forcefully lifted her onto the windowsill. They both clumsily scrambled out the window.



After escaping the room, they moved through the city under the lingering light of the setting sun.

In the original plan, the kidnappers would have taken them to a secluded corner of the city, which would make their escape easier.

However, this was undeniably an unfamiliar city.

‘It seems they truly intended to sell us,’ Schiller mused inwardly.

“Shh.” Schiller shielded Sheryl in the shadows, watching the men who were pursuing them outside.

There were actually three of them.

“You little brats! Where did you run off to!” The man furiously kicked away nearby objects. The young lady timidly shrank her shoulders, but unexpectedly seemed to be obeying his command.

“Search over there!” They then left the area.

Good, now as long as they avoided their route, they should be fine.

“Wh-what should we do?” Sheryl tugged on his sleeve, unwilling to let go.

He knew Sheryl’s strength; if she were calm, she might have been able to deal with these few men. But now, immense panic seemed to have completely sealed away her power.

She was currently very “scared,” and because she was scared, she couldn’t do anything.

‘Presumably, she hasn’t yet awoken from her panic.’

‘Using her weakness makes me such a scoundrel…’ Schiller apologized to Sheryl in his mind.

But to survive, this was something that had to be done… He would definitely compensate Sheryl.

So, time for the next step.

He took out three Golden Roses from his sleeve. If he had known this would happen, he would have given fewer yesterday.

Golden Roses were priceless; one was enough for an ordinary family’s expenses for several years.

But at this moment, taking it out was like lighting a fire in the dark – too conspicuous. However, there was no other choice now.

“Follow me.” Schiller made his voice as cold and expressionless as possible.

Sheryl looked at Schiller, clutching his sleeve even tighter, as if clinging to her only lifeline.

According to Schiller’s memories, there were many ways to travel between cities, but the most common was by carriage.

At the carriage station, Schiller led a bowed-head Sheryl, moving through a place filled with the smell of horses.

His gaze swept over the faded route map and price list on the wall. Then, he spoke softly to Sheryl:

“Young lady, we have a problem. This is Aden. It’s two large cities away from our Cernost.” Schiller whispered to Sheryl.

“Really? How do you know?” Her eyes held pure bewilderment and dependence.

“It’s written there…”

‘How could that be? Could it be…’

A bold guess emerged in Schiller’s mind.

“You mean…” His words were cut off halfway by Sheryl’s voice.

“I, I can’t read.” Her face was slightly red, and her voice was almost inaudible.

Schiller was too shocked by the revelation to speak.

In just two days, Sheryl’s image had collapsed like a character from a third-rate writer’s novel.

If this were his previous life, he would definitely call some number to report consumer fraud.

‘Refund! This doesn’t match the promotional material.’

Schiller stopped in a secluded spot and handed one Golden Rose to a coachman who looked rather shrewd.

“Don’t ask questions. Leave for Cernost now,” Schiller said in a firm tone.

The coachman looked at the two of them with a scrutinizing gaze.

“Nobles from which family? If you want me to keep quiet, I’m afraid…” The implication in his words was very clear.

“Hmph.” Schiller pulled out another one from his pocket and tossed it to him.

Just then, hurried footsteps came from outside.

“Search carefully! Don’t miss a single corner! They can’t have gone far!”

Sheryl’s body noticeably trembled.

“Quick, hide!”

He shoved Sheryl into the carriage, then quickly squeezed in himself, pulling the heavy curtain shut behind them.

But those men actually pulled open every curtain and searched meticulously.

‘They’re too dedicated! Can’t they just search casually?!’

Listening to the approaching footsteps and rude shouts, Schiller’s palms were slick with cold sweat.

Subconsciously, he reached into his pocket—besides the last Golden Rose, there was also another “little trinket” Celia had slipped to him that morning.




  Chapter 9 : Lady Luck sometimes jokes around too much
A cold sensation came over him.
It was originally a small item used to obscure other people’s vision… but it could also be used in another way.

For instance, changing a person’s hair color.

He quickly sprinkled it over Sheryl’s head, then with an extraordinary intensity, he captured her lips.

The young lady in his arms widened her eyes, filled with an incredulous shock.

Her cheeks flushed crimson.

“!!!!”

“Hold onto me, don’t move.”

Sheryl’s body, struggling with all her might, abruptly stiffened at this command, as if frozen by a spell, not moving a muscle.

Schiller just savored that sweet, slightly moist breath.

…

To be honest, Schiller was a bit lost in this sweet ritual, even ignoring the fact that there were pursuers.

However, it wasn’t Schiller who was taking the initiative from halfway through.

“Mmm~”

And the girl, perhaps due to difficulty breathing, instead actively parted Schiller’s lips to get air.

‘Did she forget she could breathe through her nose?’

The girl awkwardly pried open Schiller’s mouth, greedily drawing in air.

That clumsy yet desperate exploration, with a force hinting at despair, made Schiller’s lower back tingle.

The sound of the door being pulled open.

“Tch, brats rutting in broad daylight!!” The man casually glanced inside, grunted in disdain, and quickly walked away.

After a long while, Schiller released Sheryl’s lips, but she still maintained her embracing posture, refusing to let go.

Looking closely, she was constantly trembling.

“…Are…are you okay? Did they go far?” She buried her head in Schiller’s chest, refusing to look up.

“Young lady, it’s alright now.”

“Hmph! Wh-what did I just do…” Sheryl finally released him, her mouth opening and closing like a goldfish blowing bubbles, filled with shame and fury.

“Pervert, you—” Sheryl raised her fist to strike Schiller, but that delicate hammer ultimately couldn’t bring itself down.

She had already experienced the terror of one-sided violence.

“I’ll forgive you this time… Ugh, and it was my first time.” The strained string finally snapped. She covered her face, suppressed sobs escaping through her fingers:

“Waaah… Mama…” Her voice was soft, but it reached Schiller’s ears.

Schiller scratched his head awkwardly, trying his best not to notice Sheryl. All the grievances Sheryl suffered ultimately came from him; at this point, he couldn’t confess.

‘I can’t let her know…’

‘Let this secret die with me.’

‘Hopefully, Sheryl will never learn the truth…’ He clasped his hands together, constantly praying to an unknown god.

If it were exposed, he would probably be sunk into Tokyo Bay (literally)…

Truly terrifying.

After the carriage set off, the coachman told them it would be about a night’s journey.

Sheryl, after they departed, remained tense. Any slight movement would send her shrinking towards Schiller, her eyes wide with fear fixed on the door, only to return to her original seat moments later—repeating this behavior for who knows how long.

As night fell, she finally succumbed to exhaustion and fell asleep on Schiller’s lap, a transparent tear still clinging to the corner of her eye.

Schiller wiped the tear from her eye, sighing inwardly.

‘What a good girl… Guilt filled his entire body.’

He made up his mind: once he safely returned Sheryl to her manor, he would give up on wooing her.

Let Sheryl and the protagonist be happy; she deserved to have her own life.

Even if he might not see the Yuri flowers bloom himself.

That was still better than ruining a girl.

“This is how it has to be…” Although he was very unwilling, there was nothing he could do.

Throughout the night, they passed many travelers, but none intended to stop Schiller’s carriage.

Several times, Sheryl woke up screaming, and only after seeing Schiller did her complexion improve.

They had traveled a long distance; perhaps the kidnappers had given up.

Just as he naively thought it was over, the carriage was suddenly overturned by a violent explosion, and a blast of hot air swept across Schiller’s face.

“Tsk!… Young lady!”
Sheryl clutched his sleeve tightly, whimpering and unable to utter a word.

Schiller kicked open the burning door, then surveyed his surroundings and quickly ducked into a nearby grove of trees.

The city walls were just ahead. To think this would happen now!

No, they probably chose this exact time… A carriage traveling all night without rest was uncommon.

“Damn it!” Schiller cursed inwardly,

Three men walked towards the burning carriage.

“He-help me!” The coachman was pinned under the horse, pleading for help from the three men.

The man in the middle merely glanced at him, then thrust a sword into his chest.

‘He’s probably beyond saving.’

“!!” Sheryl witnessed that instant. She covered her mouth, trying her best not to let any sound escape.

Facing this scene, Schiller couldn’t help but feel his legs tremble.

In his previous life, he lived in a peaceful country; he had no opportunity to face a killing scene directly.

He tried his best to suppress the urge to vomit building in his chest.

‘Being nothing more than a weak pervert like Schiller, there’s no way I can defeat three people, and we’re in the wilderness here, nowhere to hide… Is this the end of the road?’

‘If it’s Sheryl… at least I have to let her escape.’

“Hey! How long are you going to hide? Playing hide-and-seek?” They began to move in the direction of the two.

He couldn’t wait any longer.

Schiller lowered his head and whispered softly into Sheryl’s ear,

“Young lady, it’s come to this; there’s no other way.”

“No, way.” She repeated Schiller’s words mechanically, then, as if something occurred to her, she hugged Schiller tightly.

“No, don’t leave me! I, I haven’t been able to repay you…” Her voice was tearful, as if she was pleading with Schiller.

Schiller shook his head. “You said you would listen to me.”

Upon hearing these words, Sheryl bit her lip tightly but couldn’t say anything.

But even so, she still didn’t blame Schiller.

As if accepting her fate, she put away the cowardice in her eyes.

“No, thank you.” She hugged Schiller even tighter. “You’ve tried your best to save me. It’s my turn to repay you. Promise me you’ll live, and avenge me!”

After saying that, she prepared to walk out.

Schiller quickly pulled Sheryl back.

“Who said I was sending you to your death?!” Schiller firmly patted Sheryl’s head. She winced and covered her head in pain.

“Ugh…”

“I’ll rush out and buy time, and you run in the opposite direction…”

“You want me to abandon you?!” Sheryl’s expression became stern, and she looked at him with icy eyes. That long-lost, formidable aura of a noble young lady instantly returned.

“How could I…” Schiller covered Sheryl’s mouth.

Ah, this look. It’s been a while.

“You should be very clear about the situation,” he said in an unrefutable tone, “This is my last ‘order’ to you, young lady.”

She hesitated, looking slightly uncertain.

“Remember, you are Sheryl, never some helpless girl to be toyed with.”

Without waiting for her reaction, Schiller rushed out.

He found an opening in the men and tackled one to the ground, mercilessly raining punches on his head.

However, his strength was limited after all.

“You scumbags, come on!” Schiller’s chest was roaring.

“This brat!!” Although the man wasn’t seriously hurt, it ignited his sadistic desires.

Immediately after, Schiller was kicked to the ground. He curled his body, trying to absorb as much damage as possible.

‘I hope Sheryl can run far enough…’ This thought became his only support at that moment.

“You little brat, weren’t you arrogant just now!”

Seeing Schiller as no threat, the men laughed and began to punch and kick him. The man who had been hit, still not satisfied, even plunged his sword straight into Schiller’s thigh.

“!!! Ugh!!” A piercing pain shot up from below. Schiller clenched his teeth, trying his best not to let any sound escape.

‘I put Sheryl through so much suffering; let this be my karma.’

But even though he was being ganged up on by three people, why did his body feel so cold?

‘Is this what it feels like to be on the verge of death? Kissing such a beautiful girl before dying… maybe… it’s not too bad a deal?’ ‘Next life… if I could become a beautiful girl, that would be great…’

‘I hope to be transmigrated and reborn as a beautiful girl in my next life,’ he thought.




  Chapter 10 : Ice Queen
“Damn it, this brat’s got some tough bones!” One man spat, raising his foot to kick Schiller’s body again.
“Alright, don’t actually kill him. The employer said he wanted him alive,” another voice chimed in, with a hint of impatience. “Go see where that woman ran off to; she’s the main target!”

“Run? How far could she run?” The third voice sneered. “This forest is empty even of ghosts at night. Let’s tie this kid up first…”

At the edge of the forest, Sheryl was desperately covering her mouth.

She had not been unaware of Schiller’s rumors. Schiller von Eisenhardt was said to be an unrivaled lecher, who, relying on his family’s power, ran rampant, using any means necessary to get his hands on beautiful women. And after he got them, he would quickly grow bored and discard them.

Her personal encounter with Schiller had confirmed this; he had even ‘schemed’ in private to conquer her…

When the kidnapping occurred, her first thought was: ‘This is another one of Schiller’s despicable tricks.’

However, when she trembled from fear, he had thrown himself over her, shielding her from all harm.

And then, at that moment, he could have easily abandoned her, but he still risked his life to save her.

The girl’s way of thinking was quietly undergoing a transformation.

Her icy fortress quietly cracked, forming a fissure.

He seemed somewhat different from the rumors; he was reliable, and… also very gentle.

And a little timid.

‘He did that to her in the carriage…’

The sensation from that time replayed in the girl’s mind.

“It was, it was all him forcing a kiss on me! I wasn’t proactive in the slightest!”

“But, perhaps there was a tiny flutter of… excitement.” Her tongue subconsciously licked her lips.

That pervert, that scoundrel, that Schiller who always angered her, was now, for her sake, foolishly rushing towards death.

Sheryl was, at this moment, absolutely certain: Schiller had absolutely nothing to do with this kidnapping!

She saw the three men rapidly closing in on Schiller, their gleaming swords reflecting cold light under the moonlight.

“No… don’t…” She whimpered soundlessly, her body trembling violently due to another, stronger emotion.

Schiller’s “final order” was controlling her, making it difficult for her feet to move.

‘Run? Leave him? Watch him be killed like this?’

‘Schiller will die’—this outcome pierced her mind like a thorn, controlling all her thoughts.

No, this couldn’t happen. This, absolutely not.

But it was too late.

She saw the man with a sadistic smile plunge his sword into Schiller’s thigh. Schiller’s movements came to an abrupt halt, like a marionette with cut strings.

‘Unforgivable… Absolutely unforgivable.’

The string in Sheryl’s mind, named “reason,” completely snapped.

Schiller was dead.

In its place was—fury, an icy fury, and hatred, a hatred capable of destroying the world.

Azure magic erupted from her, and an intensely cold aura swept forth.

“Un! For! GIV! ABLE!”

That clear voice pierced through the night sky, exuding a chilling coldness.

Sheryl emerged from the shadows, her ice-blue eyes devoid of any warmth, only the killing intent that could freeze all things, fixed firmly on the three kidnappers.

“You certainly made us search for a while, but since you’ve come willingly, why don’t the three of us enjoy ourselves?” The man chuckled vulgarly.

Sheryl’s gaze, as if looking at three filthy maggots, swept past them and landed on the curled, blood-stained figure.

Then, her eyes filled with rage.

“How dare you…” Her voice was like an icy abyss, so cold it lacked any warmth.

A wrenching pain twisted in her chest.

“Oh, oh, miss, so angry seeing your boyfriend get beaten? Don’t rush, we’ll make you scream even more later…”

The three men let out lewd laughter.

Facing an unarmed girl, they relaxed their guard.

“Let. Him. Go!”

Sheryl continued to approach, step by step.

“Hey, Big Bro, do you feel… a bit cold?” One of the men hugged his arms.

“Huh? You didn’t wet your pants from fear, did you?” He was mocked by the other two.

However, the two others quickly sensed that something was wrong.

As Sheryl drew closer, the surrounding temperature steadily dropped.

Finally, the man couldn’t suppress the strange feeling in his heart.

“Hey, hey, this brat, something’s wrong!” Although he couldn’t see the terrifying magic swirling around Sheryl, he felt fear based on intuition.

“I’ll say it one last time, let him go.” Sheryl’s expressionless tone seemed to deepen their fear.

“You damn b*tch!”

One kidnapper finally lost his patience, clenching his right fist and swinging it hard towards Sheryl’s face.

Sheryl’s eyes were cold, without the slightest hint of fear. She didn’t even dodge, merely tilting her head slightly, letting the heavy fist graze her temple, leaving a trail of blood.

‘Is this the pain Schiller endured? No, it’s far from enough!’

Sheryl’s mind was now completely enveloped in hatred.

She would make them pay, and even her cowardly self deserved punishment.

The intense pain only made the fire in her eyes burn more fiercely. Using the momentum of his charge, her right foot precisely kicked the inside of his knee. The kidnapper cried out in pain and collapsed to the ground.

“Watch out! This woman’s not right!” The two remaining thugs finally reacted from their shock. They drew their swords and surrounded Sheryl from left and right.

Her body slightly sank, assuming a standard fighting stance, her eyes sharp, locking onto the two approaching enemies.

“Haha, the farce is over!”

The men lunged at her from both sides.

In an instant, she dodged the sword attack from the right, seized his wrist, twisted it sharply, and then used the man’s body as a shield to block the other man’s view, kicking him violently away.

“Don’t move!” The fallen man held a sword against Schiller’s neck.

Seeing that he couldn’t defeat the girl, he decided to win by means of a threat.

However, he seemed to have chosen the wrong opponent for this tactic.

“!” Sheryl’s pupils flickered with a moment of hesitation, but were quickly filled with rage.

“You…” She looked at the blood-stained sword, at Schiller’s closed eyes and pale face. The piercing pain in her chest almost suffocated her.

The next second, her ice-blue pupils were filled with pure fury. “You would even insult a corpse!!!”

She trembled and shouted:

“I will return this suffering, doubled!”

Azure magic was now leaking out with three times the intensity as before. Her gaze, like a grim reaper’s stare, locked onto the man.

Visibly, frost instantly covered the kidnapper’s right arm, rapidly spreading upward. In the blink of an eye, the entire arm, along with the sword in his hand, from shoulder to fingertip, was completely frozen.

Immediately thereafter—

It shattered into ice shards floating in the air.

“Ah, ah, ah!” The man let out an inarticulate shriek, rolling on the ground.

Sheryl slowly turned her head, looking at the two remaining kidnappers who were terrified and at a loss.

“Do you… have families? Do you have lovers? Do you have even one person you care about?”

“Don’t let me find them…”

“No, I will find them.”

“I will use a method a hundred times more brutal than this… to send them to join you.”

Her voice was low and cold, showing no emotional fluctuation whatsoever.

“Eek! A witch, a witch!” The two men, not caring that their companion was still writhing, abandoned him and fled.

Sheryl kicked the disarmed kidnapper in the abdomen. The immense force knocked him unconscious.

“Run, I’ll find you no matter where you go…” Her cold voice echoed there.

She had more important matters now.

She ran to Schiller, carefully embracing his blood-stained body tightly. At this moment, she gently stroked Schiller’s hair, her eyes tender:

“I’m sorry, I was too foolish… Not only did I misunderstand you, but I also treated you like a pervert…” Her words were broken, but full of emotion.

“But you were so cool. Whether bravely shielding me or leading me to escape, you were clearly weak, couldn’t even use a sword, but you weren’t afraid.” Grief overwhelmed Sheryl; she felt a large gash open in her heart.

She gazed at Schiller with sorrowful eyes, then tears streamed down her face like a broken dam.

Sheryl had never experienced such… sadness before; she couldn’t even explain this strange feeling herself.

It was as if she had just received something beautiful, only to lose it in an instant.

“Waaah, I, if only I had known earlier, if only I had met you sooner, if only I had gathered my courage earlier!”

She looked with hatred at the unconscious kidnapper.

Then, she looked at Schiller’s closed eyes, and his lips.

Thump-thump! Thump-thump!

Sheryl’s heart pounded, every cell in her body was agitated, and a crazy thought took over her mind.

Even if he was already…

But so what?

“Good night, Schiller,” she whispered, slowly lowering her head and pressing her lips against his cold ones.

As if tasting the most precious nectar on earth, she shyly closed her eyes, pried open his teeth, and greedily tried to breathe her essence into Schiller’s mouth, as if absorbing his entire being.

Greedily breathing in the air, feeling his entire presence.

…

…

Schiller felt like he was suffocating.

He opened his eyes and found himself being passionately kissed by a pervert.

No, rather, a monstrous pervert. Sheryl had even pried open his mouth and stuck her tongue inside.

Schiller, in front of her, was like a greenhorn recruit.

‘Private Schiller, codename Crossdresser, report!’

“No! Am I dead already?!” After all, anything was possible in a dream.

However, the lingering tear stains on Sheryl’s face and the sweet sensation between their lips dispelled his thought.

“Waaah, my first kiss…”

He had forgotten the fact that he had forcefully kissed Sheryl yesterday.

‘Why am I being hugged and passionately kissed by Sheryl?!’ His heart was in turmoil, unable to calm down for a long time.

Just then, he inadvertently saw the favorability meter above Sheryl’s head.

Beside three blooming silver-white roses, a panel had appeared for the first time.

[Sheryl Hohenzollern]

Title: Duke’s Daughter, Witch

Personality: Tsundere (50%)

Level: Mid-Tier, Lower

Swordsmanship: Hohenzollern-style Swordsmanship – Advanced

Magic: ???

Mana: SSS

Knowledge: Basically no common sense

Favorite food: Taste of home

Instinct: Violence, Schiller’s commands (20%)

Important People: Father, Mother

Person she likes: Schiller

“Uh, what?”

Schiller’s eyes widened, and he froze in place.




  Chapter 11 : Sometimes, nightmares come true
Attribute Cards—in the original work, these were products that would appear once favorability reached a certain level.
They would meticulously record the status of the heroines, thus serving to aid in their capture.

Sheryl’s current state was, without a doubt, just that.

Person she likes: Schiller

Schiller looked at that line of text and couldn’t help but fall into contemplation.

‘You said she likes who?’

‘The pervert she spoke of?’

‘The Schiller who, just the day before yesterday, had actively called for divine retribution?’

‘Or even… the man who forcefully kissed her yesterday?’

‘Is this affinity system broken?’

‘What was all his painstaking planning of the kidnapping for? It was to avoid the ruined ending of being personally killed by Sheryl, and to subtly raise some affinity to survive and watch Yuri. But now, it’s great; the affinity has indeed gone up, but the direction it’s going… has completely deviated from the track and is hurtling towards an unknown abyss!’

‘No, that’s not right! Isn’t this supposed to be a Yuri game? How could she like a man?!’

‘I, I want to watch Yuri, dammit.’

Moreover, excessively high favorability would also lead to major problems…

No, it would be a worldwide problem.

“Ugh…” Schiller groaned due to difficulty breathing.

However, this sound was like a bolt from the blue for Sheryl, who was immersed in her own world.

“!”

Her movements suddenly froze, and her tightly closed eyes instantly snapped open.

Their eyes met.

Time seemed to freeze at that moment.

The sadness in her silvery-gray eyes was instantly replaced by shame. Her pupils contracted violently, clearly reflecting Schiller’s dumbfounded expression.

“Ah…”

“Eek——!!!!” She abruptly sprang away from Schiller, the force of her movement causing her to tumble to the ground.

“You, you, you, you, you faked your death?!” Her voice was sharp, carrying a hint of imperceptible shyness. “You heard everything? Did you hear it!?”

She was probably referring to that tragic confession…

Schiller rubbed his head, displaying a bright smile:

“Uh, I didn’t stick my tongue out, though!”

“Go to hell!” She punched Schiller hard, but her blushing face quietly added, “But, don’t die.”

However, he did indeed feel like he was on the verge of death just now. In that moment, he might have truly understood the reality of “death.”

Until now, he had only treated this world as a game. However, this was not a gentle world at all.

Once you died, it was truly over.

“Let’s go back, young lady.” He forced himself to stand up, but quickly lost his balance due to the intense pain in his leg.

“Don’t move around!” Sheryl frantically helped him up, then grumbled and turned her head away.

“Call, call me Lil.” Schiller glanced sideways, and what met his eyes was a silver-haired fairy with burning earlobes.

“I’ll call you Schiller too, wha-what, are you not satisfied?!” Sheryl glared at Schiller, attempting to use her imposing presence to cover her shyness.

Indeed, since they first met, Sheryl had never fully called him by his name.

…

…

“Now, according to the judgment of the great Yuri Garden, the defendant Schiller…”

A gulp sounded.

“Due to your planning of a kidnapping, and even forcefully kissing and taking Lady Sheryl’s first kiss…”

“Do you have anything else to say?”

“I, I just wanted to see pretty girls sticking together…”

“Write, Defendant Schiller admits guilt.”

It seemed he couldn’t avoid this ending.

It was just a death sentence; Schiller had nothing to fear.

“Come on! No one can judge me!” He laughed maniacally. After all, this was a dream.

“You are hereby sentenced to never see Yuri girls sticking together for all eternity!”

“Noooooooo, just kill me instead, this is worse than death!!!!”

“Ha!”

Schiller abruptly woke up from his dream, his back already drenched in sweat.

“Phew, phew… I actually dreamt of being deprived of the right to watch Yuri… That’s ridiculous.”

That’s right, in his dream, due to his crime of forcefully kissing Sheryl, he was sentenced to such an extreme punishment.

Truly terrifying.

“…” Aileen silently watched him, blinked, then, as she backed out of the room, she shouted:

“~~Come quickly, look at the young master’s brain!!!!”

Schiller collapsed onto the bed. Incidentally, the wound on his leg had already been healed by Celia’s healing magic, and Sheryl was probably sleeping in her room at the moment.

It was said that she cried and threw herself onto the guest room bed; he would pretend not to have heard that.

When Celia saw the wound on his leg, her expression became terrifying for a moment. How could the usually gentle Celia, make such an expression? He must have seen it wrong.

“No, I can’t lie around anymore!” Despite his mental fatigue, he rolled out of bed and walked to a nearby desk.

The kidnapping incident, though completely contrary to his plans, had turned out surprisingly well by accident.

Although he didn’t know who was behind this incident, he had some vague suspicions.

However, he lacked evidence.

He was still too naive; this naiveté had almost cost Sheryl and himself their lives.

Therefore, he needed to re-evaluate his goals. According to the original work, his advantage would only appear five years later.

However, if he captured Sheryl’s heart, a fatal problem would arise.

“Will Sheryl be unable to fall in love with the protagonist?”

In this game, there were bosses for each route and a true ending boss after clearing all endings.

The Demon God—that was the destroyer of the world.

And to defeat the Demon God, one must rely on the bond between the protagonist and the heroines.

Before, he naively thought that by increasing Sheryl’s favorability, he could avoid his own death.

However, if the Demon God suddenly awakened, this world would be destroyed.

He picked up a pen and wrote on a piece of paper.

“First, survive at all costs.”

“Second, control the heroines’ favorability.”

“Third, kill the Demon God.” Of course, to avoid suspicion, he used his previous life’s script.

Survival went without saying; having experienced the fear of death, he now only wanted to live with genuine effort.

As for favorability, thankfully, Sheryl’s silver roses had only bloomed three times, so it wasn’t irreversible yet. Celia’s clock also seemed normal, still within an acceptable margin of error.

And the third point, how to kill the Demon God?

Grow stronger, or hope for the protagonist.

The protagonist, that guy was a true cheat, her growth rate was like a rocket launching.

However, at this stage, the protagonist hadn’t even appeared on the stage, so he could only choose the former.

‘This guy, Schiller, being a viscount’s son, couldn’t be too weak, right?’

“…”

“So, so weak.” This guy couldn’t even think of a decent spell, and his physical combat skills were barely passable.

‘Was his entire life just about being lecherous?!’

“Schiller, with your level, how can you even sleep?!” He wished he could go back in time and kill himself to re-cultivate, having wasted more than a decade of his life for nothing.

He had no doubt that with Sheryl’s strength, she could easily lock him in an uninhabited basement.

Cold sweat trickled down his forehead. That girl’s terrifying possessiveness still left him with a lingering fear.

“Haha! This is too terrifying.”




  Chapter 12 : Invisible Shadows
In this world, there are many ways to classify power levels, but broadly, there are these categories:
Warriors who rely on physical combat skills.

Mages who rely on magical power.

Clerics who rely on divine power.

Spellcasters who rely on elemental magic.

Beyond these, there are also those who are inherently “bestowed with a name.”

The first three categories basically cover the cultivation paths for most people, though these are, of course, the righteous paths.

There are also many evil cultivators, but those can be set aside for now.

In the initial stages, the division of ranks is not that complex, merely divided into beginner, low-tier, and mid-tier, with each tier further split into upper, middle, and lower.

In other words, these upper, middle, and lower simply represent different designations within their respective tiers.

Only after breaking through mid-tier upper does one truly glimpse the world of powerful individuals.

In fact, the beginner stage is also called the foundational stage, while above advanced is the extraordinary stage, and even further above is the transcendent domain stage, which surpasses human intellect.

For example, Schiller is at the low-tier upper level, which is a hopelessly bad level of strength…

However, most people never manage to break through the beginner stage and reach low-tier lower in their entire lives. Schiller, on the other hand, had access to rare resources of the noble class since childhood, which laid his foundation.

However, the complexity of the ranking system lies in how realistic this world is.

‘Mages can’t fight in close combat? Swordsmen can definitely not use magic?’

No, no, no, in this world, anything is possible.

In fact, most people are born with magic.

This means that the orc you see wielding a big club might actually be better at magic, and the delicate girl holding a staff might actually have bigger chest muscles than you.

Above this, there’s also the existence of “Bestowed Names.” These are companion magics granted by gods to individuals. A companion magic is not just one type of magic, but a category of magic.

For example, Sheryl’s companion magic is ice magic. When she’s in a deeply cold place or at night, she can even fight across levels.

This is the terrifying aspect of companion magic.

And the protagonist’s overpowered aspect lies in the fact that her companion magic is too much of a cheat, coupled with her boundless magic and physical strength, making her a truly terrifying existence.

And precisely because of this, the protagonist’s enemies become even more persistent.

The so-called evil path refers to those who worship Demon Gods. They gain a Demon God’s acquired “Bestowed Name” by paying certain prices. Although the usage time is limited, it can greatly influence the battle situation.

And he, clearly, did not have that…

No, Schiller’s memory told him that this guy also had a “Bestowed Name,” and this magic…

However, this thing wasn’t useful for now.

Being low-tier offered Schiller no sense of security at all. It was like facing the three kidnappers; he was completely helpless, only able to act as a meat shield to buy time for Sheryl.

However, these were merely low-tier opponents. If he were to face a true expert, he probably wouldn’t even have a chance to get close.

In the original work, Sheryl’s rank had already reached the level of a Grand Magus at the beginning.

However, that was only the beginning for the advanced world.

Schiller propped his head up, then wrote a fourth point after the third.

Fourth, find the protagonist early.

Because Schiller didn’t know where the protagonist was.

In the original work, there were only a few mentions of the protagonist’s identity, only stating that she came from an orphanage, but she was the only survivor due to war.

And it was this protagonist, regarded as a commoner, who harbored a dislike for this world. It was only through her daily interactions with the heroines around her that she gradually rediscovered the happiness of being human.

However, there was such a setting in the original work.

She was a woman blessed by two gods. Once a heroine with whom she had a deep bond died, she would turn into a Demon God.

No, it wasn’t something as simple as possession; the immense cheat power allowed her to even kill gods. She simply killed the Demon God, then mercilessly destroyed the world.

With the protagonist being such an overpowered individual, Schiller decided to give up on military might. Not to mention surpassing her, he shouldn’t even think about catching up to her.

However, if he could find the protagonist early, he could use his noble status to support her.

And then become the man behind the protagonist… using her power to open a Yuri harem (hers).

‘What did you say, gigolo? That’s too ugly a term! This is strategy.’

“If the hard way doesn’t work, then the soft way it is!” he declared.

…

Meanwhile, in the suburbs.

Dancing flames illuminated two shaken faces—the kidnappers who had narrowly escaped into the forest.

“Do you think we’ll be held accountable?”

“No, no way. Besides, as soon as it’s dawn, we’ll flee across the border. Then no one will find us…”

His words were cut off halfway. His long-honed survival instincts made him quickly dive to the ground. In an instant, the tree behind him was riddled with countless small holes, as if pierced by needles.

“Who’s there!” The other man didn’t bother helping his companion up, quickly drew his sword, and stared intently into the deep shadows.

“Just a maid… that’s all.”

Celia, dressed in a maid’s uniform, slowly emerged from the shadows, her blue hair fluttering in the air.

“Oh my, it’s quite impressive you managed to dodge that…” she said playfully.

“You are?” A trace of doubt flickered in the man’s eyes.

Before he could finish his sentence, Celia’s figure appeared in front of him, and the explosive force of an impact came from his chest.

“Ugh!” The man stumbled to the ground, looking at the maid before him in disbelief.

‘Fast! Too fast!’

He was by no means weak, yet he hadn’t even seen her movements. The power of that instant made him wonder if his internal organs had been shattered.

Moreover, he hadn’t been able to sense her “aura” at all from beginning to end.

That ice maiden was certainly terrifying, but that was merely a “difference in magical power.” Now, they were experiencing a more fundamental disparity.

‘They couldn’t win. Such an enemy was absolutely unbeatable.’

“I’ve never seen such a strong maid… Tell me, what do you want?” The man on the ground dusted off his clothes, then spoke to her as calmly as possible.

Perhaps this maid was also a pawn of “that Lord.”

“What do I want…” Celia repeated the phrase in her mouth. “Then, regarding the silver-haired girl you let go today…” Her tone was flat but held strong displeasure.

“Are you sent by that Lord to demand an explanation? But the woman seems to have a Bestowed Name, and the man… is a weakling.” The man seemed relieved, sighing as he was about to continue, but found he couldn’t open his mouth.

A flash of a certain thread glimmered past.

No, he couldn’t open his mouth anymore.

He stared down in shock, seeing an extremely fine red line appear across his neck. Immediately after, his vision spun—he saw his headless body slowly collapse.

“Who allowed you to insult young master with that mouth?”

“Eek!” The other man, witnessing that moment, covered his mouth and continuously backed away.

“Don’t be scared… Oh, you probably don’t know me yet.”

Celia smiled at the man. Then, immense magical power swirled around her body. After the magic subsided, she had completely transformed into a different appearance.

Silver-white hair and crimson eyes were fixed intently on the man.

Her eyes were bloodshot, her face no longer held the maid’s composure, replaced instead by a kind of frenzied expression.

“You, you are!”

Celia, as if oblivious to his reaction, continued to speak, “Regrettable… so regrettable.” She took a step closer to the man.

“I clearly told you to kill that woman immediately after catching her, but you, you wanted to have your cake and eat it too! You wanted to extort more with her?! Why couldn’t you kill her! Why did you let the young master fall into danger! Why did you let him get hurt?!” She growled frantically, her silver hair wildly dancing.

“Why!” She even let out a somewhat frantic sound.

The man stared in terror at the scene before him. He trembled and raised his sword. This sight was so abnormal that it prevented him from even thinking.

“The one who stabbed young master… was it you?” She looked at the man with eyes devoid of any warmth.

“No, I will absolutely not allow it, absolutely not forgive, absolutely not let go…” Her voice was a low murmur, like a dream, but her eyes became increasingly frenzied. “Ah… I really… really want to go back to him now.”

“Ah, I can’t hold it anymore.”

“Already…”

“I can’t hold it anymore!”

The instant her words fell, Celia’s figure vanished from where she stood!

The kidnapper’s pupils contracted sharply. His survival instinct made him instinctively try to raise his sword to block—

“Thwack!”

A muffled sound of flesh tearing echoed.

“Scum.” She softly uttered two words.

“Ugh…” The light in the kidnapper’s eyes completely extinguished.

Celia pulled her hand back, allowing the corpse to slump to the ground. She shook the warm blood from her hand, the frenzied, twisted expression on her face receding like a tide, transforming back into her gentle and docile appearance.

And her silver hair also returned to a sky-blue color, as if the tide had receded.

“I need to clean this up quickly… It wouldn’t be good if Young Master wakes up and finds me gone.” She murmured softly to herself, as if she had just performed a trivial household chore.

Azure magic surged forth once more, completely devouring and annihilating the two corpses and the bloodstains on the ground, leaving no trace.

After doing all this, Celia looked up in the direction of the Viscount’s mansion, a smile that was almost devout, mixed with obsession and tenderness, appearing on her face.

“Ah, you save everyone, no matter who they are… But precisely because of that, I must…”

Her figure silently disappeared into the night..




  Chapter 13 : Blessings for the beautiful Tsundere
In this game, the favorability system has an unwritten rule.
Once someone’s favorability exceeds 50%, the protagonist will definitely enter her route.

In other words, Schiller must be careful that his favorability is neither too high nor too low.

Too high, the world will be destroyed; too low, he will die.

“Difficulty: Hell…”

Schiller stretched, and morning arrived.

Knock, knock.

A gentle knock sounded, and Celia entered, carrying a tray.

Schiller quickly crumpled the paper on the table into a ball and casually stuffed it aside.

“Young master, are you awake? Are you feeling better? I specially prepared your favorite muffins and hot milk for breakfast.”

“Ah, thank you, Celia.”

Schiller tried to make his expression look natural, but his gaze involuntarily swept to Celia’s head—the golden pocket watch still floated quietly, its hands steadily stopped above III, without the slightest anomaly.

Sheryl, who also had three favorability points, had already shown an attribute card.

‘Does the attribute card only work for main capture targets? Or is there… a hidden trigger mechanism?’

“Any leads on the kidnappers?” Schiller asked Celia.

“I’m sorry, Young Master, I failed… I couldn’t capture them alive.” Celia’s face showed deep remorse; she lowered her head, seemingly awaiting Schiller’s criticism.

‘Capture them alive? What kind of euphemism is that?’

“No, you’ve done very well.” Schiller stood up and patted Celia’s head.

“It’s all my fault for Young Master getting hurt!” Celia bit her lip, blaming herself.

“It’s my own lack of caution, my plan went wrong. The responsibility is mine. Besides, haven’t you already healed me?”

Schiller looked at the leg that had been stabbed yesterday. The pain that could make a person faint was now completely gone.

In his memory, this gentle healing power was the symbol of her “Bestowed Name.” The girl with such sacred ability was now waiting for punishment like a child who had made a mistake.

It was truly fortunate that he returned safe and sound this time. If it hadn’t been for Sheryl’s final outburst, he might already be someone’s male concubine right now.

As a result, the secret behind the kidnapping incident simply vanished into the shadows.

“Sheryl, did she say anything?” At the mention of Sheryl, Schiller’s voice unconsciously lowered.

He couldn’t help but ask cautiously. After all, he had done that to Sheryl.

It was fine during the crisis, but who knew if she would react later and settle scores?!

Her father was a Duke whose stomp could make the empire tremble!

“Huh…” Celia tilted her head in confusion. “You mean?”

“Uh… did she write a letter or anything…”

“Ah, Lady Sheryl did send a letter to the ducal manor this morning,” Celia said, clapping her hands.

“Stop it! Stop it and burn it…”

Schiller’s mind was filled with a desperate future.

‘What would the letter say? It must be about how Schiller cruelly took her first time, and the enraged Duke would immediately come to execute him.’

‘But, fortunately, he discovered it in advance. Sheryl, your plan will not succeed!’

“It’s already been sent, Young Master.”

“It’s overrrrrrrr—!!!!” Schiller let out a desperate wail.

“Young Master,” Celia suddenly leaned close to Schiller, taking his hand. A pleasant scent wafted into his nostrils.

Despite her gentle expression, to Schiller, it felt somewhat… indescribably chilling.

“Why are you so scared? Did something happen between you and Lady Sheryl?”

“N-no, nothing at all.” Schiller’s eyes darted around, but he finally managed to compose his face.

“That’s the Duke’s daughter. Even if you gave me ten thousand guts, I wouldn’t dare.”

He would rather die than admit he had forcefully kissed Sheryl.

“Is that so?” Celia’s expression didn’t change at all, her lips even curving into a softer arc, but her body silently pressed closer again, creating an invisible sense of pressure.

“But… last night, while Aileen was attending to you, she seemed to have heard you talking in your sleep…”

“…”

‘Did I talk in my sleep last night?’ Schiller suddenly felt his mouth dry, and the saliva he swallowed felt like razor blades.

“She said you…” Celia deliberately drew out her words, watching Schiller’s face instantly turn pale, before slowly continuing, “…seemed to be shouting something like ‘No one can judge me!’ A very… imposing line, wasn’t it?” She giggled softly, reaching out to ruffle Schiller’s hair.

“Honestly, Young Master never grows up.” After thoroughly teasing Schiller, Celia left, satisfied.

“Phew.” Schiller quietly let out a breath. ‘Good thing I wasn’t found out.’

But, he couldn’t shake the feeling that Celia was a little different from before?

Just as Schiller’s mind was in turmoil, his room door was thrown open with a “bang.”

“Schiller!”

Sheryl stood at the doorway.

She was wearing a brand new pale purple dress, her silver hair meticulously combed, and her face held a deliberately maintained calm. The three silver-white roses on her head seemed to bloom even more vibrantly in the morning light.

“Are… are you alright now?” Sheryl’s voice tried to maintain the Duke’s daughter’s composure, but the end of her sentence carried a hint of imperceptible trembling. She quickly walked to Schiller’s bedside, her gaze sweeping over him, finally settling on his previously injured leg.

“I’m fine, Celia’s treatment was very effective.” Schiller tried to keep his voice calm.

“Hmph, good then.” Sheryl turned her face away, her earlobes starting to redden again. “ I… I am not really concerned about you! It’s just… just as your… your teaching subject, if you fall ill, it would be troublesome!” She emphasized somewhat incoherently, but the flush on her face betrayed her shyness.

This, this is!

“Waaah, Young Lady!”

Seeing such a perfectly tsundere scene, even he, whose heart was like stone, couldn’t help but shed tears. ‘It’s been a while, tsundere!’

‘Lady Luck sometimes does good things after all. Is this the reward for his desperate efforts?’

Schiller looked at her, his heart a mixture of emotions. Illiteracy, lack of etiquette, rumors of being an illegitimate child… This seemingly arrogant ducal daughter carried burdens far heavier than what was depicted in the game.

‘Wait, what exactly did she write in that letter?’

“Lil, do you miss home?” Schiller decided to subtly inquire.

“Yes, but I’ve already sent a letter to Father to say I’m safe! I said… I said Schiller has been very kind to me and taken good care of me in all aspects, so he doesn’t need to worry.” She tilted her chin slightly, like a little peacock waiting for praise.

“But…” ‘But you can’t read, can you?’ He was about to say that.

“I, I can’t read, but Schiller’s personal maid is very reliable!” Her cheeks flushed.

‘So it was you! Do you want to kill your master with your own hands?!’

…

…

Regarding how to quickly improve one’s strength, Schiller’s idea was simple and crude: real combat!

And the most convenient, and also most “safe,” sparring partner right now was undoubtedly Sheryl.

After the etiquette lesson ended, Sheryl, hearing that Schiller wanted to do sword training, ran off to change her clothes, her eyes shining.

Schiller watched her joyful retreating figure, then glanced at his own pitiful [Level: Low-Tier Upper] in his status bar, comparing it to Sheryl’s shining [Level: Mid-Tier Lower] above her head… A bead of cold sweat silently trickled down his forehead.




  Chapter 14 : Recreate the magic
In the beginner stage, the protagonist needs to continuously improve their level through extensive practice.
And with each tier crossed, the talent and effort required multiply. One could say that entering the mid-tier is the watershed of the beginner stage, truly just the beginning.

Companion magic is not just about types that can be directly used; there are also types that can only be used when multiple conditions are met.

Both Schiller’s and the protagonist’s companion magic belong to this latter category.

That’s right, his companion magic is precisely “Replication,” which, to be precise, is a degraded copy of others’ skills.

For example, if Sheryl uses the Hohenzollern-style Swordsmanship – Advanced, under the right conditions, he can use Hohenzollern-style Swordsmanship – Intermediate.

It’s not a one-time consumable, but a genuine acquisition of the skill.

And as Sheryl’s own skills increase, his skills will also increase accordingly.

Truly a skill befitting a gigolo.

Schiller was a little excited when he discovered his magic.

After all, who wouldn’t want free skills? Not to mention it’s just a slight degradation in level.

If he could replicate several god-tier magics, would he still worry about insufficient combat power?

By then, not only the protagonist, but even the Demon God would be dragged by him to pair up for Yuri.

‘Unwilling? Hmph, go tell my magic that.’

Last night, his eyes gleamed, as if he had seen hope for the first time.

However, fate is cruel. The activation conditions for this skill are quite stringent, and he always felt a strange sense of incongruity.

This skill was too perfectly aligned with favorability.

Sheryl had changed into a sharp white swordsman’s uniform, her silver hair tied into high twin tails. She held a slender training sword, her wrist nimbly twirling it.

Only at times like this did she exude a quiet beauty.

‘As still as a maiden, as swift as a fleeing hare.’

“Heh!” She made a cute sound.

She gently raised her sword. The next instant, her figure had already vanished.

No, it wasn’t a disappearance, but rather a speed so extreme that he couldn’t react.

‘Mid-tier lower speed… truly not to be underestimated.’

He almost instinctively stumbled backward, his longsword subconsciously held horizontally in front of him.

“Ugh!”

In fact, during the kidnapping incident, Sheryl seemed to have been trapped by some psychological trauma, thus unable to unleash her full strength.

This might be related to the rumors of her being an illegitimate child.

‘…I should find an opportunity to investigate that later.’

“Clang!”

A crisp sound. Sheryl deliberately aimed for Schiller’s sword, but the force directly numb his hand.

The longsword instantly slipped from his grasp.

He staggered back two more steps before barely regaining his balance, his chest rising and falling slightly.

With just one exchange, the superiority was immediately apparent, and the victory was decided.

Compared to Schiller, who was panting heavily after only one or two moves, Sheryl appeared much more at ease.

“Again!” Schiller picked up his sword and got into position.

“Too slow, and your stance is completely wrong,” she said, picking up her sword and demonstrating the correct posture.

“Center of gravity forward, like this, exert force—” The next second, her sword was already attacking.

“!!”

The sword fell to the ground again.

Schiller gasped for air. He had called the protagonist overpowered earlier, but Sheryl wasn’t far behind.

“I won’t believe it!”

In the training ground, the clang of blades clashing was incessant.

“Damn it, the level gap is too big!”

Sheryl was attacking Schiller in a “teaching” manner, while he was completely passive and taking hits.

However, the bigger the gap, the more room there is for improvement.

“Hmph!”

When Sheryl tried her trick again, vanishing before him at an extremely fast speed,

This time, Schiller precisely saw Sheryl’s sword path. To say he “saw” it wasn’t entirely accurate.

He merely analyzed Sheryl’s attacks, which was what’s known as prediction.

A master at countering sudden bluffs.

“I won’t fall for the same trick twice.”

Sheryl smiled when she saw her attack being defended.

She withdrew and then completely changed her sword path.

Although her offense was sharp, she still avoided hurting Schiller.

In fact, even though there was only one tier difference, he found it difficult even to defend.

“Come on!”

‘At this point, if only I could roll to dodge.’

Sweat quickly soaked his back.

He felt his body as heavy as wood, merely following Sheryl’s sword by instinct.

Sheryl attacked while instructing him:

“Pay attention to your footwork when using the sword.”

“Don’t be used by the sword; use the sword.”

“Ha, ha, ha… again!”

Schiller gritted his teeth, dedicating his entire focus to this training.

He could feel every cell in his body screaming, but each block and dodge seemed to sharpen his body’s perception of the “sword” by a fraction.

If this were a life-and-death struggle, Sheryl would probably kill him on the first encounter.

He tried to recall the hazy basic sword moves from the game, clumsily attempting to counter Sheryl’s sword, searching for that slim chance of a counterattack.

Sweat blurred his vision, and heavy panting echoed in his ears.

Just as his sword was once again knocked away by Sheryl, he slipped and fell to the ground.

“Be careful!”

Sheryl exclaimed, instinctively reaching out to pull him up.

“Got it!” Schiller sprang up, picked up his sword, and closed in on Sheryl’s side. The moment was ripe.

“If I can’t win, I’ll temporarily avoid their edge!” Schiller affirmed his victory.

“Clang!” Sheryl twisted her body open at the last second, blocking the attack with the flat of her sword, then mercilessly disarmed him.

“…”

‘This cheat, able to react, defend, and counter-attack within a few tenths of a second, what am I even playing for?!’

“Phew, phew, I’m growing too, you know, Schiller? I won’t fall for it twice,” Sheryl’s sweat shimmered in the sunlight.

Schiller waved his hand, disregarding his image, and sat on the ground, panting.

“Honestly, I give up.”

As he prepared to rest for a moment, a slight pain in his arm made him wince.

Without knowing when, small cuts had started to ooze beads of blood.

“Let me see.” Sheryl knelt down, taking his arm in front of her.

“It’s nothing, just a scrape…” Schiller was about to pull his arm back, but felt a strong force preventing his movement.

“Uh, young lady? Lady Sheryl?”

“Does it hurt?”

Sheryl’s eyes were fixed on the spot, even getting a little watery, her hands fumbling as if wanting to touch the wound but daring not.

Just as Schiller was struggling to say “I’m fine,” the corner of his eye caught sight of Sheryl’s head—the three silver-white roses were trembling violently.

‘Oh no!’

An alarm blared in Schiller’s mind. ‘Favorability, why is favorability changing?!’

‘My favorability is moving, I’m not playing anymore!’

He ignored the stinging in his arm, abruptly looked up at Sheryl, ready to put on the most exaggerated performance to prove he was tough and fine, completely unharmed.

However, before he could even speak—

Sheryl gently pressed her lips to the wound, treating it like a fragile item, licking it softly.

“!”

Then, she swept her forelocks aside, revealing her blazing red earlobes on her neck. She looked up, turning her blushing face away.

“Don’t, don’t misunderstand, saliva has disinfectant properties!”

She had completely forgotten that there was disinfectant available right there.

“!” At that moment, a massive amount of magical power enveloped both of them.

There were three conditions for the activation of [Replication]; the skill could not be activated if even one condition was missing.

First: The skill owner personally imparts it.

Second: The skill owner has a certain level of favorability towards him.

Third: Mana exchange.

And mana remained in bodily fluids, meaning they had just completed the three necessary points.

Hohenzollern-style Swordsmanship was flowing into his mind.

And in the shadows of the corridor, Celia stood quietly, her eyes peering through the window, watching the unusually warm scene outside.

In her pupils, Schiller’s shy expression was infinitely magnified.

Her face was devoid of any emotion, only the golden hands of the pocket watch, in the unnoticed shadows, were unclear, like a mosaic.




  Chapter 15 : What’s wrong with living off your parents ?
Haugen von Eisenhardt was not born a hereditary viscount.
That’s right, Schiller’s father climbed from commoner to viscount step by step.

In a sense, Haugen was an extraordinary figure, bestowed with a hereditary noble title for his immense contributions to the empire.

At the same time, he was also an extraordinary-level powerhouse known as [The Unbeaten], and even his personal maid, the Viscounty’s head maid, had already entered the extraordinary stage halfway.

‘His father is a top-tier extraordinary-level powerhouse!’

‘In the world, one must first rely on their parents!’ But Schiller seemed to have no mother, so he would just rely on his father.

With such a figure, and his own father at that, he had no need to become stronger at all—the original Schiller certainly thought this way.

“What’s wrong with living off my parents?! Can’t I?”

However, it was as if this world was against him; he never even met his cheap old man.

Forget about secretly learning from his father or hiding in the viscount’s mansion to grow. Right now, the opponent is already pushing high ground, while the Miracle Walker is still farming in the wild.

“Dad! When are you coming back?!” Schiller couldn’t help but sigh towards the heavens.

If his father could stay in the viscount’s manor, his strength could at least go up another level.

Moreover, there would be no need to worry about shadows lurking in the dark, after all, his father was that strong.

Not to mention the developing Sheryl, he probably even had the ability to fight the Demon God’s familiars.

“This feeling… this feeling…” He frantically scratched his hair.

It was like preparing for demolition, only for the plan to be canceled at the last minute.

Just as Schiller was praying for his father’s early return, Celia’s voice came from the door.

“Young master, are you there?”

“Yes, what is it?”

“The master has just arrived; please go see him.”

“!” Speaking of the devil, his mouth was really like an open door.

“Hahaha, my plan, my plan is about to succeed, isn’t it?!”

Schiller was ecstatic. First, he would diligently train for a year or two, then he would not make a sound, only to astound everyone with a single roar!

While those geniuses were still engrossed in their school romance comedies, he would already have become an extraordinary-level powerhouse!

Then he would shock the still-weak villains with his immense power.

He looked out the window; the moon was bright and the stars were sparse. It was probably nine o’clock at night.

‘So late?’

“What urgent matter does Father have, calling me so late?”

“It must be about the kidnapping incident earlier…” Schiller didn’t think much of it and opened his room door.

Celia was waiting outside the door. Seeing Schiller appear, she bowed slightly.

“Lead the way.”

“Yes.”

The two headed towards the study deep within the viscount’s manor. According to Schiller’s memory, whenever his father summoned him to the study, there was always something important.

Upon reaching their destination, Celia suddenly pulled on Schiller’s sleeve.

“Young master, what are your thoughts on Lady Sheryl?” Her sincere eyes looked at Schiller, as if not wanting to miss the slightest wavering deep within his heart.

“Sheryl? Hmm… a pitiful child.” He met her gaze directly.

“I think she’s hiding something,” Celia continued, as if offering advice. “It would be best for Young Master not to get too close to her, otherwise, something might happen.” She emphasized the words “something might happen,” as if absolutely certain.

“No, even if something happens, I won’t let go.” Schiller gave her a big smile in return.

After all, that concerned his own life and death.

“And, I’ll also rely on Celia.”

“Is that so…” She released Schiller’s sleeve, lowering her head deeply, not letting Schiller see her expression.

“Phew.” He took a deep breath and pushed open the door.

“Father, you called for me?”

Inside the door, he saw Haugen von Eisenhardt for the first time, the father given to him by fate.

Head maid Selena was gently watching him.

As the Head Maid of the Viscount’s manor, she had witnessed Schiller’s entire life.

And Schiller’s mother, after giving birth to him, fell seriously ill and passed away when he was six years old.

One could say that Selena filled the role of a mother in his life, and perhaps, her excessive doting might have contributed to his twisted personality.

As for Haugen, stern and commanding respect without anger—that was his first impression.

Schiller couldn’t help but shrink his shoulders; even he felt timid in front of such a person.

“Schiller, I’ve heard about the matter. Well done.”

It seemed his father had probably grasped the general situation.

“Y-yes!” Schiller’s voice was a bit strained, but he managed to maintain his composure.

“How could something like this happen when I was away? Did Celia not notice?”

Selena’s slightly reproachful voice came through.

“No, it’s not her fault. I was too careless.” Schiller quickly stepped in to defend his personal maid.

“But, you are indeed my son!” Haugen clapped him heavily on the back.

The strong force made him stagger.

“I thought you’d be called a ‘pervert’ your whole life, but perhaps that’s not so bad. Men should be a bit lustful…” Before he could finish his sentence, a throwing knife flew from the shadows straight towards his neck.

In a flash of lightning, the aura that had spread around him forcibly blocked the knife.

“Master, please do not say things that are detrimental to Young Master’s education.” Selena said calmly, from making her move to stopping, her actions completely escaped Schiller’s gaze.

Cold sweat trickled down his forehead.

‘Extraordinary powerhouse, terrifying!’

“Haha,” Haugen quickly chuckled, “I heard you learned swordsmanship from the Hohenzollern girl?”

His eyes showed interest.

‘Phew, I was waiting for that! From now on, hand over all your skills!’

“Although I am called [The Unbeaten], I have never fought against the Hohenzollern style before…”

The implication was that he wanted Schiller to spar with him.

“But Father, my level…”

“No matter, I will suppress my own level.”

“Just as I intended!”

Haugen led Schiller to the courtyard as if ushering him out.

In conclusion, it was an utterly one-sided slaughter.

It was something completely different from Sheryl’s swordsmanship; it was a sword born only to “kill.”

Schiller couldn’t last two seconds under that pure violence.

And naturally, Schiller had his father transfer magic to him.

‘Damn, my own father is a cheat too, why am I the only one who isn’t?!’

But, all the conditions should have been met.

When Schiller joyfully prepared to check his status in front of the mirror, he found no change from the afternoon.

In other words, no skills had been added.

That’s right, Schiller could see his own status sheet; he had discovered it inadvertently while looking in a mirror.

Just like Sheryl’s status sheet, it meticulously recorded his status down to the smallest detail.

Skills: [Hohenzollern-style Swordsmanship – Intermediate], [Physical Combat – LV1]

Companion Magic: [Replication]

“Ah!” Immediately after, he saw the fine print at the very bottom of [Replication], just like the “image for reference only” on a snack package.

“The target of this magic’s activation is limited to the opposite s*x.”

“No! Damn! It! Bastard!”

At this moment, all his cultivation plans turned to dust.

Those plans were based on him being able to “steal” his father’s skills.

And now, clearly, that wouldn’t work.

‘Heh, what “I Level Up Alone,” now it’s “I Embarrass Myself Alone.”’

“Where are my plans?! Why did they all amount to nothing again?!” His wails echoed throughout the mansion.

…

…

As Schiller and Haugen went to spar, inside the study.

“Did you see?” Selena asked the person hidden in the shadows.

“Yes.” The person slowly emerged from the shadows, their golden hair shimmering in the moonlight.

“I really didn’t expect…” Her golden pupils fixed on the spot where Schiller had just stood, no, to be precise, on his “head.”

Indeed, her appearance was just like Schiller’s when he was looking at the favorability.

Her fingertips unconsciously stroked a small crucifix pendant emitting a faint, holy glow, her red lips slightly parted as she whispered silently:

‘Fate, Schiller von Eisenhardt… where will you lead this twisted fate?’




  Chapter 16 : I am already dead
“Oof, what a disaster.” Schiller slumped weakly into the chair.
In the recently concluded etiquette lesson, Sheryl had been truly astounding.

‘Why did something like this happen when I was just teaching her how to elegantly use a knife and fork?’

She picked up a dining knife and fork, fork in her left hand, knife in her right.

Then, she cut downwards with force—not an elegant sawing motion, but with the imposing air of Hohenzollern-style Swordsmanship, sending the plate flying.

Afterward, the culprit looked over with an expression like, “How about that, aren’t I impressive?!”

By the time Schiller had painstakingly managed to teach her, it was already afternoon.

Last night, upon seeing the restriction on the Replication magic, Schiller’s heart had crumbled.

‘This damned world!’ ‘Isn’t this clearly telling him to conquer the heroines?!’

But if he went too far, the world might be destroyed.

“No, I cannot yield.” It was not yet time to give up. Although this world was not gentle at all, he…

He was rich.

Schiller stood up, with an unprecedented resolve in his eyes.

‘Why does the protagonist need long-term development to become an invincible powerhouse? Because she has no money; she only has cheat abilities!’

“Heh… heheheh!”

Levels and skills can also be bought with money!

“The weak me of the past is dead!”

He quickly changed into his long-unworn black robe and slipped out through the side door.

Target: Black market!

‘There’s nothing in this world that money can’t buy’—someone once said that.

Schiller looked around. Ignoring the large snakeskin bag already filled with various rare natural treasures, he continued to scan for his next target.

“I should have brought Celia…” Schiller’s small frame even felt a bit strained.

“It’s truly money flowing like water…” He had already lost count of how many Golden Roses he had thrown out.

However, as long as he consumed these items, he would eventually break through his current realm.

This was the so-called ‘consumption style!’

However, what he was searching for now was something else.

A magic tome, as the name suggests, is a book that records magic.

Its advantage is that one can learn the magic within simply by reading it. Its disadvantages are that it is rare, expensive, and can only be used once.

However, Schiller didn’t care about any of this.

“Money is meant to be spent!” He thanked his father for his selfless contributions, and also thanked nature for its bounty.

However, he searched almost the entire black market but couldn’t find a satisfactory target.

It was either [Cleaning LV1] or [Flowing Water LV1].

In other words, they were all R cards.

And the prices of these R cards were prohibitive.

Even the Viscount’s family couldn’t withstand such expenses.

“That’s strange, the protagonist always seems to find good stuff…”

In the game, the protagonist would also go to the black market to buy various things, and occasionally, very powerful magic tomes would appear.

‘Does the protagonist not only cheat with skills but also with luck?’

Just as he was about to give up, his gaze swept towards the moon emblem.

“…”

It wasn’t that Schiller had forgotten; he just really didn’t want to go in.

“Ophelia…”

Ophelia Valentine, the eldest daughter of the Valentine family, one of the five Great Dukes, was known as the [Golden Saintess] in the game. On the surface, her magic was based on sacred divine power, and normally, she appeared as a sheltered noble young lady.

But, in reality, as one of the heroines, she was actually a villain.

That’s right… Ophelia was a villain.

Players would only discover this astonishing fact as they played further into the game.

Of course, she wasn’t a true villainess!

In her route, the protagonist had to go through two choices, good and evil, and these two choices would lead to completely different endings. And unlike the Sheryl route, neither ending had a “good ending.”

After the protagonist chose “justice,” Ophelia would assassinate the Cardinal, then, as the Saintess, incite a rebellion in the imperial capital. In the end, the protagonist was forced to kill her personally to maintain the “name of justice.” After her death, the protagonist fell into the dilemma of “evil for killing for justice,” and subsequently, unable to bear it, committed suicide.

If the “evil” path was chosen, the ending was entirely opposite: the protagonist gradually lost control of the evil within her, eventually transforming into a Demon God, and Ophelia sacrificed her life to stop her. At the end, Ophelia held the protagonist in her arms and passed away.

The distinction between justice and evil disappeared there.

“Forget it, I’m going back!” Schiller decided it wasn’t worth risking his life.

“A gentleman doesn’t stand under a crumbling wall!” He dragged the snakeskin bag, ready to retreat at full speed.

With a creak, the door opened.

“…”

“Oh dear~ Are you leaving after such a rare visit~ I have some new arrivals of fine goods here,” Ophelia’s figure remained hidden in the black robe.

“N-no, not really. I’ve been a little kidney-deficient lately…” Schiller’s mouth twitched slightly, preparing to turn and run.

A force from his side yanked at him.

“…” A silent pressure radiated from Ophelia.

“Alright! I’ll go in and take a look, just a look.” Resigned, Schiller turned and followed Ophelia into the shop.

As Schiller stepped inside, Ophelia closed the door behind her, locking the bolt.

‘Good, so scary. Is this one of those rooms where you can’t leave without buying something?’

Ophelia went behind the counter and continued rummaging through a box behind her.

“Good, now’s my chance!” Schiller instantly spun around, pulling out the bolt with lightning speed and pushing the door open…

But his feet just wouldn’t move an inch.

“!”

Magic. This was instantly cast magic. His body was unable to move, as if bound by iron chains.

Schiller stiffly turned his head, only to see an unexpected sight.

Ophelia let out a soft chuckle, her laughter sounding particularly out of place in the cramped space. She slowly raised her hand, not to pick up goods, but to gently lift her veil.

In an instant, the dim shop seemed to be filled with dazzling light. Her molten-gold hair cascaded down, framing a face of inhuman delicacy.

And those golden eyes now clearly reflected Schiller’s dumbfounded expression.

“!”

“How disheartening, Viscount Schiller, why are you in such a hurry to flee?” She smiled gently, beckoning to Schiller.

Gulp, the sound of swallowing came from deep within his throat.

“You… who exactly are you?!” Schiller could only feign a terrified expression, then sat down at the counter.

“My name is Ophilia, just a shop owner.”

‘No, you’re completely talking nonsense.’

However, Schiller had no choice but to play along with her. After all, who knew what this Saintess wanted to do to him?

“So, what can the shop owner do for me?” Seeing his identity exposed, Schiller also shed his robe.

“I have… something you want here,” she said mysteriously to Schiller.

“!”

“You mean…”

‘Does Ophelia have a magic tome here?’ Schiller couldn’t help but swallow.

‘When one road closes, another opens! Although I don’t know what the Saintess wants, nothing ventured, nothing gained.’ He muttered to himself.

“New arrival…”

“Aphrodisiacs!”

Ophelia showed a radiant smile.




  Chapter 17 : Golden retrievers can also be black on the inside
“What did you say?”
Schiller thought for a moment that he had misheard.

The stunningly beautiful blonde girl in front of him was actually trying to sell him aphrodisiacs.

‘No, aren’t you a villain? Can’t you take out something more powerful?’

Like… like a hypnosis watch or something.

“Aphrodisiacs,” she repeated clearly, word for word.

“Huh?”

“So, the latest models.” Ophelia pulled out several bottles and jars from behind her, her eyes shining as she looked at Schiller.

“Cough, cough, I said my kidneys are weak!” Schiller couldn’t care about face anymore. At this moment, he just wanted to retreat quickly. After all, he wanted to get back to his room before anyone found out.

Recently, even Sheryl started to feel down when she couldn’t see him… It was really hard to handle.

“Huh, that’s strange. Who was it that said they could use three bottles at once?” Ophelia smiled gently, poking his chest with her finger.

“It wasn’t me, you must have the wrong person!”

“I’m a virgin, a pure virgin, I’ve never even kissed a girl’s mouth.” He shamelessly started to lie.

“Is that so…?” Her eyes glanced at the top of Schiller’s head, and a playful smile appeared on her face.

“?” Schiller looked up, but there was only empty space there.

“No, you don’t have to lie.” She placed the bottles and jars next to Schiller’s hand, explaining their effects to him.

“This one, enhances stamina. This one, improves perception, making sensations more delicate… The most shocking thing is, they don’t need to be taken orally, they can be applied externally!”

‘I don’t want to hear it! He really didn’t want to hear a beautiful girl talking about aphrodisiacs with him.’

“Wait, Ophelia… did you make all of these?”

After all, from the beginning, although she was talking about the effects of these medicines, she had never mentioned their names, not even last time.

The girl nodded proudly, slightly lifting the ends of her golden hair, revealing a slightly smug expression.

“Yes, I mixed them all myself.”

Hearing this, Schiller was slightly stunned, then a playful smile appeared on his face.

This girl had definitely tried her own medicine.

After all, there was no medicine specifically for men.

‘She really plays around a lot.’

He deliberately put on a puzzled expression:

“Hmm? But, how do you know the effects of the medicine…”

“Huh?” The girl blinked, seemingly not understanding Schiller’s intention.

“You wouldn’t have… tried it yourself, would you?”

“~!!!” The smugness on Ophelia’s face instantly froze, replaced by a massive blush. “I, I’m still a, a vir-vir…” The girl swallowed the rest of her sentence. This was an even bigger self-exposure.

“Is that so? Then I won’t ask any further…” Schiller decided to quit while he was ahead. After all, he just wanted to tease Ophelia a little.

“Phew… so, what do you think?” She calmed herself down a little, but still hadn’t forgotten to promote her products.

“Do you think… I look like that kind of pervert?”

‘Yes, I, Schiller, am a great philanthropist.’

“Ha! You’re saying you’re not a pervert?” Ophelia’s eyes widened, then she smiled gently as if she had suddenly understood. “Oh, so you were just kidding~ So humorous, Mr. Pervert~”

This, this girl…

Schiller swore that one day he would get rid of this title.

“Hmph, aren’t you afraid I’ll make a move on you here?” Schiller looked fierce, glancing at the “products.”

Ophelia had a dazed expression, then she said awkwardly, “But, you’re so weak…” She seemed to be afraid of hurting Schiller’s self-esteem, her voice was very soft in the second half of the sentence.

“Hey, I heard that!” You, you girl! One day I’ll make you beg me to make a move on you…

“And, you’ll definitely be able to use them when you buy them back. For example, to tame a certain developing young lady.” She blinked.

“!” This girl, how much did she know… Was this what it meant to be a villain? Her information network was so vast.

Schiller put on a serious expression:

“How much do you know about her?”

As the Saintess, Ophelia must know more of Sheryl’s past secrets.

Although Schiller also wanted to ask Celia to investigate… there was always an uneasy feeling in his heart.

“…” Ophelia was silent, seemingly considering the right time to speak.

“I’ll take them all.” Schiller coolly threw the money bag on the table.

“Eh?” She had a dumbfounded expression for a moment, then she seemed to react:

“Sheryl has actually always been a free-range child, until… the eldest son, the legitimate heir, died.”

“The Duke needed an heir, otherwise, those people would soon become restless…”

“Because she’s an illegitimate daughter?”

Illegitimate children, according to imperial law, had no right of inheritance.

Ophelia shook her head slightly. “Because she has always been raised in a secluded boudoir, just living as a backup in case of an emergency.”

She paused, as if telling something unspeakable:

“If it were just being illegitimate, that would be much better. Actually, she’s not the Duke’s illegitimate child, but… a child from a branch family.”

Schiller was silent. Sheryl’s helplessness in the face of noble etiquette, and the vulnerability she occasionally showed, flashed through his mind.

‘So that’s how it is. Before, I always felt that she had some psychological trauma about violence. This finally makes sense.’

It seemed that she had a hard time in the Duke’s family.

“Perhaps she was often physically abused.”

On the status panel, it also recorded “Father, Mother” and not the Duke’s name. It was probably for this reason.

“So, that’s why she was so dedicated to learning swordsmanship?” Schiller muttered to himself.

In order to be independent one day, the path Sheryl chose was to be strong.

This information was not in the game.

Ophelia stuffed the bottles and jars on the table into Schiller’s large sack, while Schiller inadvertently glanced at the shelf behind her.

[Body Enhancement LV1] [Flash Step LV1] [Stealth LV1]…

“…”

‘Wait, isn’t that a magic tome?!’

‘That, isn’t that the magic tome he had searched for in the black market but couldn’t find?!’

“Ophelia, that thing behind you…” Schiller pointed to the magic tome behind her.

“That? Oh, a magic tome. I bought all the rare magic tomes in the black market… Now, anyone who wants to buy them can only find me, and… the price, naturally, has to go up a little~”

She showed the face of a profiteer.

“Ahhhhhh, it was you, Ophelia!!” No wonder Schiller had spent an hour sweeping the black market and couldn’t find a single usable magic.

“You, you profiteer! Capitalist! Money pervert!”

‘Black, the Saintess is definitely black on the inside!’

“Wh-what!” Ophelia’s face flushed, and she pointed at Schiller. “What’s wrong with monopolizing the market and making money? Doesn’t research cost money?!… The funding is not enough!” She was righteous, and even a little aggrieved.

However, she deliberately said some words very vaguely, so Schiller couldn’t hear them clearly.

The world of money is really ruthless.

“Ten Golden Roses for one!” Schiller gritted his teeth and offered a price.

“Twenty, or no deal.”

“Can’t you make it cheaper? Don’t we have a monetary relationship?”

“Who, who has that, ‘that kind of relationship’ with you?” She held the scroll even tighter, looking like a protective mother hen.

“You’re so heartless. I’m going to tell everyone about you using aphrodisiacs on yourself!” Schiller couldn’t care about face anymore. After all, he had come out this time behind Celia’s back and hadn’t brought that much money.

He only had fifty Golden Roses left, and he had just spent a considerable amount.

This was a skill, a living skill.

“No, no problem, anyway, I’m someone who lives in the black market!” It seemed that she was fearless because she had given a fake name.

So, how about this move?

“Is that so…” Schiller quietly moved his mouth close to her ear and whispered, “I’m going to the church to accuse you, to accuse you, Ophelia…”

Seeing that the matter was about to be exposed, Ophelia quickly interrupted Schiller’s thoughts.

“You, are you a demon…” Looking closely, there were even some tears in her golden pupils.

“Forty for three…” she finally made a small compromise.

“Deal!”




  Chapter 18 : To each their own
“Young Master? Are you there?”
Celia gently knocked on the door. After confirming no one replied from within, she gently pushed the door open.

As she had expected, bright lights and open books created the illusion that the master was still present.

“Young Master… you really are a naughty boy.”

She opened the wardrobe, confirming that the black robe covering his face had disappeared.

Then, she leisurely walked to the bookshelf, pulled out a certain book, and the bookshelf then parted to the sides, revealing a secret room behind it.

The book’s title was “One Hundred Ways to Nurture Yuri.” Celia frowned slightly.

“His past preferences… weren’t like this.”

She recalled previous books, remembering titles like “One Hundred s*x Techniques.”

Schiller’s secret storage room was thus laid bare before her.

In reality, most of the items in the storage room belonged to the original owner. Schiller had arrived in this world too recently to have time to organize it.

Celia, as if in her own home, walked purposefully to a certain spot.

After retrieving what she sought, she glanced around the room.

“Young Master’s taste hasn’t changed… or is that just my imagination?” She tilted her head in confusion, then quickly walked out, restoring everything to its original state.

In Schiller’s room, she scrutinized “that,” which was indeed the item Schiller had acquired from Ophelia a few days ago.

To ensure the plan’s smooth progression, Celia decided to test the medicine first.

She pulled out the stopper and tasted a shallow sip.

“…”

Nothing happened.

“Did I open it incorrectly?” She tilted her head, a hint of thought flashing in her blue eyes.

“No, it’s probably lacking some kind of medium…” she muttered to herself, yet it sounded as if she were talking to someone.

“The most effective magical medium is blood, followed by bodily fluids.”

She pulled out a small bottle of bright red liquid from somewhere within her clothes.

A hint of regret flashed in her eyes, but it was immediately replaced by a deeper obsession.

She gritted her teeth and poured the liquid into the medicine.

Sizzle.

The transparent liquid instantly turned a virulent black, shimmering with an impure glow.

“I guessed correctly.”

Then, she picked up the bottle of medicine and fell into thought.

Adding this pitch-black substance to water would be far too conspicuous.

Red tea? Red wine? White spirits?

This eerie color would be tantamount to self-sabotage.

Coffee.

No, rather, nothing but coffee. The only thing she had to do was lock the cellar door and hide the key.

The plan should have been perfect, the only variable being Aileen.

Young Master had recently assigned Aileen tasks like making tea.

“…”

That’s right, she’d just tell Aileen that the Young Master wanted coffee tonight.

She carefully tucked the medicine into her bosom, then exited the room.

And before her, stood Sheryl Hohenzollern, her face completely serious as she looked at Celia.

Celia adopted a respectful demeanor and spoke to Sheryl.

…

…

A short while ago,

Sheryl Hohenzollern was sprawled listlessly on the soft bed.

She was like a lazy cat, repeatedly raising and lowering her slender legs.

Then, as if bored, she rolled around on the bed.

“Ouch!” A soft cry escaped her lips.

She had rolled too many times and accidentally tumbled onto the floor.

Sheryl covered her head, groaning softly.

Lingering in her mind was Schiller’s image from the afternoon etiquette lesson.

His slightly helpless yet focused gaze… kept replaying in her mind, so clear that her cheeks flushed hot.

‘It must be because I haven’t fully memorized it yet…’

Sheryl felt that it must be because she hadn’t truly learned it, which was why her brain was reminding her to review.

“Right, I should go talk to Schiller.”

She got up, straightened her slightly disheveled clothes, pushed open the door, and then, following her memory, walked to Schiller’s room.

Though the Viscount’s mansion was huge, it was far smaller than the Duke’s mansion. However, it was much cozier here.

The Duke’s mansion that had confined her for over a decade.

Sheryl hesitated, uncharacteristically stopping in front of the door.

‘Has he already fallen asleep?’ ‘Will he pretend not to hear?’ The girl’s heart was filled with trepidation.

“Ah.”

The blue-haired maid happened to step out of the door.

Sheryl recognized this maid; she was often closely accompanying Schiller.

Just like family.

“Family…” Sheryl’s red lips parted slightly, letting out these two words.

‘How envious,’ she thought.

Celia bowed to Sheryl, “Lady Sheryl, are you here to see Young Master?”

Sheryl nodded slightly, then blushed:

“No, I just happened to be passing by! I wasn’t looking for him… don’t misunderstand!”

Her words and actions were full of contradictions, and she was actually self-aware of it.

However, in the ducal mansion, she couldn’t survive without acting this way.

“One must wear a mask to survive.”

This was what the Duke often said.

“Is that so? Young Master requests to meet you in his room in an hour.”

“Then, I won’t disturb you.” Without waiting for Sheryl to react, Celia bowed again, then, as if merging into the shadows, swiftly disappeared into the depths of the corridor.

Sheryl, disoriented by the sudden turn of events, completely failed to notice when Celia had disappeared.

Sheryl didn’t even see how she left. She stood alone at the doorway, her fingertips unconsciously twisting the hem of her nightgown.

“An hour… Is that enough time to take a bath?” She sniffed herself, seemingly still catching a faint whiff of sweat from the afternoon training.

In truth, in some part of her heart, she had already come to regard Schiller—who had desperately saved her, even sacrificing himself for her escape—as family.

However, she wasn’t sure how Schiller saw her.

Years of confined living made her particularly crave the presence of family.

In that hell called the ducal mansion, she was only allowed to see her biological parents twice a year.

And after becoming the legitimate heir, even that opportunity was taken away.

She had almost forgotten what her parents looked like.

But Schiller had given her a new gentleness.

‘No, there must be absolutely no impropriety!’ A smile of pure anticipation bloomed on her face, and she turned to walk quickly towards her room, preparing to meticulously get ready for the upcoming “meeting.”

Meanwhile, where Schiller was located.

“Miss Ophelia, I have a question.” Schiller decided to ask the question he had pondered for a long time.

“Yes, what is it?” Ophelia smiled at him.

“Why are you following me?”

From the beginning, Ophelia had walked by Schiller’s side as if guarding him, and whenever Schiller looked at her, she would overtly turn her head away.

“…It must be your imagination.”

‘I hope so!’

They had already left the red-light district. This place was only one block away from the Viscount’s manor.

Although his movement was hindered by dragging the large sack, it did not affect Schiller’s speed in the slightest.

Ophelia stopped not far from the viscount’s manor.

“Viscount Schiller, fate is decided by you,” she suddenly said, her words of unclear meaning.

In the original work, Ophelia would occasionally say enigmatic things to the protagonist, earning her the title of “Riddler Saintess” among players.

“Your destiny will not be smooth sailing,” her golden eyes shimmered with a mysterious luster under the cool moonlight, as if peering into the future. “I see… a crimson shadow is approaching.” Her tone carried a prophetic gravity.

‘Is that so? Do Saintesses possess some ability for divine foresight? Or has she already seen her own demise?’ But there was only one answer.

“Then,” Schiller met her gaze and winked at her, “resist, or… perish. There is no third option.”

Ophelia paused slightly, then a smile, mixed with surprise and a certain understanding, blossomed on her lips, like a golden rose blooming under the moonlight.

This answer seemed to exceed her expectations.

“Heh…” She chuckled softly, saying nothing more, and retreated, silently merging into the shadows of the building, as if she had never been there.

‘What on earth does that mean?’

Schiller had no time to ponder; the immediate priority was to quickly return to his room.

Seeing Schiller’s figure disappear into the mansion, Ophelia emerged from the shadows.

“Heh heh, in that case, I shall lend you a hand as well.”




  Chapter 19 : Black Coffee
After putting everything into the storage room, Schiller laid out the three magic tomes on the desk.
The method for using a magic tome was simple: one just needed to use magic to read the “text” in the book.

Low-tier magic tomes could only be passively used by people, while high-tier and even mysterious-grade magic tomes would actively seize a person’s mind.

A magic tome would guide the user’s magical power to circulate within their body according to the specific paths recorded in the book. Of course, those whose minds were seized would likely not have an easy time. If they failed to read it successfully, there were even precedents of becoming a vegetable or falling into madness.

“Phew…” Schiller swallowed, spreading his magical power over the three books.

Before this, he had already taken a magic amplification potion, the purpose of which was to ensure the process was foolproof.

“!” A massive torrent of knowledge washed over his mind, and his magical power surged uncontrollably.

An imprint of a certain skill formed in his mind. Finally, when everything settled, he opened his eyes.

The status in the mirror had changed.

Skills: [Hohenzollern-style Swordsmanship – Intermediate], [Physical Combat – LV1], [Body Enhancement LV1], [Flash Step LV1], [Stealth LV1]

“Oh, oh! So the level… still hasn’t changed?” Schiller looked at the disappointing level.

It seemed the number of skills didn’t affect the level.

Ultimately, Schiller’s foundation was too poor.

“At this point, I’ll just have to keep chugging potions.”

However, he had anticipated this and had prepared a large number of supplements in advance.

Today was the day of his breakthrough!

He stood up, pulled out various supplements from his pockets, and then, with an exceptional demeanor, poured them into his mouth.

“Ugh, so, so bitter…” He furrowed his brows; the taste, like swill, lingered stubbornly in his mouth.

‘At a time like this, if only there was something to wash away the taste.’

A knock came from the door.

“Oh, oh! Aileen, you’ve come at just the right time!”

“Please come in.”

Aileen gently pushed the door open, slowly pulling a trolley, and walked in front of him.

“Yes, Young Master, your coffee.”

“Coffee? This late at night?” Schiller looked at Aileen with a puzzled expression.

“Yes, only coffee today.”

“Only coffee?”

“The cellar key is lost. I was going to make black tea, but Lady Celia said coffee was better.”

In reality, in the empire, coffee was considered a commoner’s hobby; black tea was the symbol of nobility.

“Oh, Celia, then…” That’s right, in fact, Schiller was more accustomed to the taste of coffee than black tea.

‘Should I say she truly is his personal maid?’ He dismissed his doubts.

Aileen bowed, then exited the room.

As he was about to savor the hard-earned deliciousness, he suddenly felt his body enveloped by a fierce flame. The burning sensation made him feel hot all over.

“This is it!” The lower half of his body reacted involuntarily.

“I didn’t hear that breaking through levels would…” He sat down clumsily, grabbing a pillow to hide the bulging part.

In reality, this was likely a side effect of the supplement—an aphrodisiac. Schiller finally understood what those merchants’ lewd smiles meant when he was purchasing it.

In the original work, the protagonist probably didn’t react because of her gender.

And having drunk a massive amount of supplements in one go, he had reached a point of no return, where the arrow had left the bow.

“Oh no, I definitely can’t be seen like this…” Fortunately, it was already close to night, so no one should come.

‘Perhaps I should relieve myself now…’

Since coming to this world, he had been constantly surrounded by beautiful girls. Perhaps he had accumulated a lot of suppressed desires.

A knock sounded again.

“Uh, Aileen? This isn’t a good time…”

Outside the door stood a pure white elf bathed in moonlight—Sheryl, wearing her nightgown, had pushed the door open.

‘Dammit, bad, terrible.’

Her cheeks were slightly flushed, her fingertips nervously twisting the hem of her nightdress, and her eyes were not looking at Schiller but darting around.

“I, I came, but not for you! It’s just that I happened to have some free time…”

Thump, thump, his heart pounded, calling out for release.

Schiller was in a very dangerous situation; a slight stimulation could make him lose his rationality.

And seeing Sheryl’s alluring expression… he tightly pinched his own body.

However, as a human, there were things one absolutely could not do, mistakes one absolutely could not make.

Once that boundary was crossed, perhaps there would be no turning back.

“Lil, what is it?”

His voice was hoarse, the result of his desperate attempt to maintain sanity.

Otherwise, he might have lunged at her at any moment.

Sheryl showed a puzzled expression and gracefully approached Schiller, who was sitting by the bed.

“? Didn’t you call me here… Wait, your face is so red.”

In Sheryl’s eyes, Schiller’s face was flushed, and he was clutching the pillow in pain.

“Are you okay? Let me see!”

Sheryl placed her hand on Schiller’s forehead; the cold touch temporarily eased the heat in his heart.

Sheryl’s hair carried the scent of flowers, as if purifying his vulgarity.

“Hmm… not very hot either.” She withdrew her hand, revealing a relieved smile.

‘I feel like her tsundere level seems to be…’

“No, I absolutely cannot yield!” Schiller gritted his teeth, “Hmph!” He punched himself hard. This punch finally temporarily quelled the fire. The sharp pain temporarily quelled the raging flames, but it also made his vision go dark.

“That…” Sheryl’s voice held a hint of anticipation, “I want to… practice one more time!”

“Practice?” Although the dark desires were temporarily suppressed, they would likely relapse sooner or later. He hoped to send Sheryl away as quickly as possible.

“Etiquette practice… is that not allowed?” Sheryl’s silvery-gray eyes sparkled.

“Of course, of course, Lil, you can practice as many times as you want.” Schiller said with a smile.

Having just heard Sheryl’s tragic background, he couldn’t refuse her no matter what.

Moreover, Sheryl still had the expression of a lost child.

“Then, right here. Oh, there’s a cup of black tea ready.” Schiller pointed to the coffee.

“Let’s practice aristocratic tea-drinking.”

“Tea? Where?” She blinked.

“…” Schiller averted his face.

“You mean… that pitch-black thing is black tea?” Her tone was full of suspicion.

‘Damn it, she’s not suspecting me of drugging her, is she?’

‘While favorability shouldn’t be too high, lowering it is definitely a no-go!’

“That is…” Schiller tried to explain, but was interrupted by Sheryl.

Then, she gave him a speechless look and poked Schiller’s side.

“Even I know what coffee is, you know,” she said with a proud expression. She lifted her chin slightly, with a touch of playful arrogance, then chuckled softly, “However, since Schiller says it’s tea, then let’s just pretend it’s tea.”

‘Is it, is it that problem?’

Sheryl took the coffee without the slightest suspicion, sipping it elegantly in the manner of a noble.

During the process, she frowned several times, perhaps unaccustomed to the bitterness of coffee. She looked at Schiller with a puzzled gaze, but didn’t stop, still trying to maintain her elegance.

‘Oh, oh! How touching. To think that the beast-like Sheryl would now also learn noble etiquette…’

“Lil, you’ve truly grown up.” He said this without any particular reason.

“!”

Sheryl’s hand holding the coffee stopped. She placed the cup back on the tray, stopping her movements like a wind-up doll.

“?” Schiller looked at Sheryl in confusion.

She lifted her head, her silvery-gray eyes gazing directly into Schiller’s, her expression more serious than he had ever seen:

“Schiller… are you my family?”

“Family? Hmm, you can consider me family.”

Schiller had originally planned this, but perhaps his words were too hasty.

Sheryl’s body suddenly swayed, and she softly collapsed towards the ground!

Schiller quickly caught her.

“Fa-family, phew, hehe.” Sheryl in his arms had a flushed face, like someone who had drunk too much, uttering satisfied and muddled dream-talk. The next second, she fell into a deep sleep in Schiller’s arms.

“Is this coffee from another world… Why is it making me drowsy then?”

…

Outside the door, Celia carefully picked the lock, a meaningful curve on her lips, then disappeared into the depths.




  Chapter 20 : Loss and Gain
“Hmm~”
“…”

From the very beginning, Sheryl had been constantly letting out soft moans.

“Ugh…”

No, it must be auditory hallucinations. After all, it sounded exactly like that kind of sound.

A sound unsuitable for children.

It must be that the recent supplement was too potent, causing his mind to become abnormal.

“Amitabha… Mazu… God… Kami…”

He recited the Prajnaparamita Sutra in his mind while praying for the turmoil within him to subside.

After all, Sheryl’s favorability had just begun to increase. One wrong step now could send everything back to square one.

Although he wasn’t sure why she had fallen asleep, it didn’t matter.

‘Sitting without being disturbed—that’s a true man!’

His gaze was like a city wall.

“Hmm~”

Another sound, genuinely reverberating in his heart.

Sheryl seemed to be uncomfortable, frowning.

“So… hot…”

The air she exhaled from her mouth seemed to carry a certain temperature.

‘Oh no, it’s not an auditory hallucination after all…’

As Schiller, who had watched countless films, he knew exactly what that sound was.

He carefully checked Sheryl’s status.

‘What is [In Heat]!!!’

The wall had collapsed.

This was indeed a sound coming from Sheryl’s mouth.

He frantically stood up and looked at the half-drunk coffee.

“There’s a ghost, absolutely a ghost!”

Or perhaps something else…

“Who is it?! So insidious…” Schiller clenched his fists and took a deep breath.

‘Just barely, just barely, the wicked plot almost succeeded.’

If he had drunk that coffee, he would surely go wild and be killed by Sheryl herself!

Thinking of this, cold sweat involuntarily broke out on his forehead.

“Haha, didn’t expect this, did you! I, Schiller, am a man favored by Lady Luck!”

Sheryl had shielded him from this undeserved disaster. Now, all he had to do was walk out of here and hand her over to Celia, and everything would be fine.

“…”

“The door won’t open… The door won’t open!?”

“Haha, don’t joke around, isn’t the goddess of luck on my side?!”

Schiller frantically twisted the doorknob, but the door remained as still as a rock.

‘Why did it have to break now, of all times?!’

At that moment, countless thoughts echoed in his mind.

And Sheryl’s frequent tossing and turning seemed to indicate that she was about to wake up.

“No, I must find a way!”

Otherwise, given the power difference between them, Schiller wouldn’t be able to escape at all.

And once Sheryl returned to normal, she would surely be so ashamed and furious that she would kill him with a single sword slash, thinking he had drugged her.

Or, she would just slice him right there…

“No, on second thought, if it’s just an aphrodisiac, Sheryl shouldn’t lose to it.”

That’s right, Sheryl, known as the Drug Resistance Queen, in the game, her powerful physique made her virtually immune to any negative effects.

In other words, she wouldn’t lose.

“Go for it! Lil, don’t lose to some mere drug!”

‘Although I don’t know where this drug came from, you’re too naive if you think you can defeat my young lady!’

“I believe in you, Lil!”

‘Ah, if it’s Sheryl, she’ll definitely be fine.’

Schiller looked at Sheryl’s sleeping face, his eyes shining.

“Hmm… ugh…”

The next second, Sheryl opened her silvery-gray eyes.

In those eyes, there was no clear gaze, but rather, an indescribable flame swirling within.

‘The status hasn’t been dispelled.’

‘Oh no! How could she still lose?!’

‘What about the promised drug resistance? How could you just lose to it like that?!’

“Schiller…”

She stood up and walked towards Schiller step by step.

However, to Schiller, that was like the grim reaper’s pace.

“Heh heh, you can’t escape now.”

“No, no, don’t…” Schiller mumbled pitifully, retreating towards the door.

When his body finally touched the door, he used all his strength to ram against the door panel.

“Damn it!” While he was ramming the door, Sheryl was also approaching him step by step.

“Celia! Aileen! Help, your master is about to…”

Thud!

Before he could finish, he was thrown to the ground by a terrifying force. The owner didn’t forget to considerately prevent his head from getting injured.

Sheryl firmly pinned Schiller beneath her. Her nightgown was already lifted high, and beneath it, something as graceful as a garden of flowers was tantalizing Schiller’s nerves.

No, should he say she was well-endowed, or that she wasn’t wearing anything…

‘Oh no! Too much!’

Schiller felt a rush of blood to his head; his eyes uncontrollably darted to that area.

‘Damn it, is this the nature of men?’

And her eyes were fixed directly on Schiller, as if to absorb him.

‘Calm down, you must be calm. If you’re not calm now, she’ll help you calm down later.’

“Lil! You, what are you doing?”

He flailed his hands, trying to push Sheryl off him.

“Let’s do something else? Like sword practice, or playing house?” At this moment, his brain was almost at full capacity due to overload.

“Don’t move around~” Her voice, though as clear as ever, now carried an added flame.

She controlled Schiller’s hands, slowly bringing them close to her cheeks.

Her dangling silver hair tickled Schiller’s nose, emitting a pleasant scent.

“Heh heh… You say practice swordsmanship, and indeed, let’s practice swordsmanship.”

“!”

‘No matter how you look at it, she’s not lucid. Is she not ashamed to say such things?’

Schiller struggled desperately beneath her, but was firmly held in place by Sheryl.

In an instant, he wanted to use the magic he had just learned, but the white frost swirling around Sheryl scared him from making any rash moves.

“Waaah, is this the difference in levels?!” At this moment, the power of statistics made it impossible for Schiller to break free.

‘I said I should have leveled up earlier, now look…’ Schiller imagined his tragic future, but at present, it seemed even more tragic than the future.

“Lil! Sober up, you’re under the influence of drugs now!” Schiller decided to take on an unyielding, rather-die-than-submit stance.

“Huh?” A frosty sound came from her lips.

“Eek!”

‘The lucid young lady is very obedient!’

“Of course I know I’m being strange, but this feeling isn’t bad either…” She gently stroked Schiller’s face.

“And, I also want to do this.”

“Lil, this kind of thing, it should be with someone you like…” As soon as he started this sentence, he realized he had misspoken.

‘Oh no, this means I’ve agreed, doesn’t it?!’

“Heh heh, then it’s no problem!” Her voice grew deeper, as if she could devour Schiller alive at any moment.

“I…”

Then, before Schiller could speak, Sheryl abruptly leaned down, sealing his words with her lips.

A familiar soft sensation entered his mind.

“You have no right to refuse!”




  Chapter 21 : Sword Practice
What seemed to be a mutual thing, it was actually just Sheryl’s unilateral torment.
Her clumsy yet passionate body vented its dissatisfaction on Schiller without restraint.

‘Fighting, exhilarating!’

The “sword practice” had ended. The two had battled from the bedside all the way onto the carpet. Even the trolley had been overturned, and liquid mixed with coffee and a peculiar ambiguous scent soaked the expensive fabric.

Schiller was already exhausted and limp like mud, but Sheryl was like a tireless abyss. In the latter half, only Schiller’s suppressed sounds and Sheryl’s demands remained.

It was only when Sheryl exhausted her strength that she stopped her unilateral torment.

Her expression, though cold, held a hint of a satisfied smile.

However, the messy room and the strange scent lingering in the air silently spoke of the intensity of the recent “practice.”

“Waaah, I’m defiled!” Schiller wiped away non-existent tears as he supported himself to stand by the bed, his voice laced with an exaggerated wail.

‘I never expected Sheryl to be so powerful…’

“Ha! Is this what ‘the crimson shadow’ meant?!”

‘Ophelia, how far ahead did you see?!’

Schiller was no match for Sheryl; he was still conscious only thanks to the drugs he’d just taken.

Unintentionally, his gaze drifted to the mirror.

Level: [Mid-Tier Lower]

“…” The level that hadn’t broken through no matter what, had now suddenly increased in one go.

‘The so-called “leveling up later?”’

‘Wait, this isn’t the time to think about this!’

That’s right, the focus should be on Sheryl now.

“Do you have anything else to say, Schiller?!” Sheryl’s voice was laced with a lazy hoarseness, but her gaze was scorching.

‘It’s over.’

“Uh, well… I didn’t drug you!” Schiller decided to just give up.

“Drug? What are you talking about? I, I was asking you for your thoughts, your thoughts!” She remained naked, moving closer to Schiller.

‘Sheryl might be a natural-born pervert.’

“I, I’m innocent, I’m still innocent, I’m still a virgin, dammit…” Schiller muttered to himself, as if brainwashing himself.

“Because, Schiller, you didn’t want to move at all,” Sheryl leaned close to his ear, her sweet words filling his mind.

‘No, no, no, the effects of the drug should have worn off by now.’

“No feeling… I didn’t feel anything at all!”

“That’s right, what just happened, I didn’t enjoy it one bit!”

Being forcibly pressed down by a beautiful girl—just thinking about it excites… infuriates him. It’s truly infuriating.

“Hmph? But, that’s not what this says.” Her slender hand gently touched a certain spot.

That part uncooperatively perked up.

Sheryl Hohenzollern was rapidly advancing towards a fiery end.

…

…

Everything should have gone as Celia expected: Sheryl would unknowingly drink the drugged coffee, and after the effects kicked in, she would inevitably lose control. When she passionately lunged at Schiller, Celia would appear like a savior to intervene.

At that point, the frightened Young Master Schiller, tear-stained, would naturally fall into the embrace of his gentle maid, completely disillusioned with Sheryl.

A perfect script… that’s how it should have been.

However, as she quietly stepped out from her carefully chosen shadowed corner, a gaze, cold and substantial as gold, locked onto her.

That’s right, everything was in her plan… it should have been.

“Oh my, esteemed guest, have you lost your way?” Celia bowed slightly to her, adopting the demeanor of a maid.

“I haven’t lost my way; I’m just… quite interested in you.” Ophelia’s entire body was already enveloped in golden magic. Her keen senses told her that this seemingly docile maid had an abnormally heart-stopping aura.

“Me? I’m just a maid, Young Master Schiller’s devoted maid.”

Celia smiled, but she was very anxious inside. One step later, the Young Master’s chastity would be defiled by that violent woman!

“Well, if there’s nothing else…” Celia turned to leave but was rooted to the spot by magic.

“Guest, what do you mean by this?”

“Come chat with me,” Ophelia’s golden pupils contracted slightly. “After all, your master is… probably not in a state to see anyone right now.”

“!”

‘Are they working together? No, Young Master absolutely couldn’t suspect me, so it must be her own doing.’

‘No, I can’t hesitate any longer, I must make a decision immediately.’

At this moment, both the Viscount and the Head Maid were out, so there was nothing in this mansion that could interfere with her.

“Hmph, I’ll trouble you to exit for now!”

Blue magical power condensed around her, and an explosive surge of energy shattered Ophelia’s binding magic.

The next instant, she vanished from her spot and reappeared behind Ophelia, striking with an inch punch!

This punch didn’t feel as strong as expected, and Ophelia in front of her vanished like an illusion.

“Control magic… and a phantom clone?” Celia instantly assessed, her eyes sharp as arrows.

“This is my proud little trick,” Ophelia appeared from another direction, her golden eyes gleaming with strong fighting intent.

That was not true spatial teleportation, but an illusion created by combining high-speed movement with phantom magic.

‘Mid-tier upper? No, she probably has the strength of advanced middle tier.’ She mused inwardly. Her fighting style seemed to be physical combat.

In terms of level, she had the advantage.

But why had her Eye of Truth seen nothing from the very beginning?

‘Why is Schiller’s maid so strong?’ She shook her head, casting the tangled thoughts aside.

Basically, Ophelia, as a mage, wouldn’t choose close-combat methods, but this didn’t mean she was entirely unskilled in close combat.

It was just that her magic was much stronger than her physical combat.

Celia once again turned into an afterimage. This time, she thrust a dagger, conjured from who knew where, towards Ophelia’s neck.

“!”

Just as Ophelia was about to repeat her trick, she felt a sudden chill. A fatal sense of crisis forced her to abruptly interrupt her magic, instead causing the accumulated magical power to explode outwards around her!

Boom!

A turbulent burst of air exploded outwards from Ophelia, forcefully flinging Celia, who had closed in, away.

“Hmph!” Celia nimbly flipped and landed in mid-air, scoffing softly. Silver-white needles flashed in her hand, heading straight for Ophelia.

“Honestly, are you a maid or a ninja!” Ophelia dodged the various hidden weapons in a disheveled manner, a cold sweat breaking out on her forehead.

“What nonsense, of course I’m a maid, Young Master’s maid!” Celia gave her no breathing room whatsoever.

The activation of sacred magic usually required chanting. Generally, the more layers of chanting, the larger the scale of the magic, and at the same time, it required a lot of time. And right now, there was no such luxury.

However, timing could be created.

Ignoring the immediate threat, she forcibly condensed a large amount of magical power rapidly in front of her palm, and a complex, profound golden rune instantly formed!

“Explode!” She clenched her hand. The next second, Celia’s right arm twisted off to the side with astonishing force.

‘Can instant magic only go this far?’

“Ugh!” The sharp pain made Celia stop midway.

[Declaration]

Golden magical power gathered around Ophelia, instantly forming a massive magical vortex.

A trace of panic flashed in Celia’s eyes. She ignored her injured right arm and instantly charged into the vortex, but was repelled by the powerful magic.

[I am the Daughter of Thorns]

[I am the Daughter of Judgment]

“Ugh!” Celia let out a truly anxious sound.

[Thorns, judge, condemn!]

Countless golden thorny chains materialized out of thin air, instantly wrapping around Celia’s body, binding her tightly in mid-air like a Christ figure.

The chains also had the effect of absorbing magical power.

“For now… just stay quiet like this.” Ophelia decided to take a moment to recuperate and clear her muddled thoughts. “Once your master… ‘finishes,’ I will release you…” She turned her back to Celia, trying to calm her rapidly beating heart.

But, what was the crimson shadow she had seen?

“You have the scent of the church on you,” her shadowy voice came.

“Is that so? Yes, that’s right.” Ophelia looked at her, not understanding why.

“Is that so, the church? The church! You’ve come to deceive him again, to take him from me?!”

“!”

Ophelia only felt a chilling aura emanating from her.

[Declaration]! [Great Sacred God]! [Protect my body]!

A golden shield instantly unfolded around Ophelia.

The clanking sound of chains breaking echoed, followed by a shockwave of magical power.

Celia—no, the girl, with silver-white hair shimmering under the moonlight and crimson eyes, was locking onto Ophelia.

This time, her Eye of Truth saw clearly.

“Hey, hey, you can’t joke like that, can you…” Cold sweat continuously broke out on Ophelia’s forehead.

‘The crimson shadow…’ ‘So, it referred to this?’

“Oh my, esteemed guest, seeing me like this, what is there to be surprised about?” Celia had completely regained her composure. At this moment, she watched Ophelia with keen interest.

Gulp.

The sound of swallowing came.

“Abyssal Demon, Albion, what kind of monster is Schiller raising?!”




  Chapter 22 : Fierce Battle
Abyssal Demon—that was the moniker people of the past gave to the Demon God’s familiars.
Its true name was Albion, and for the past millennium, it had been sealed by the Church… or so it should have been.

As the Saintess of the Church, practically half a controller of the Church, she was completely unaware!

But now, Ophelia’s companion magic, [Eye of Truth], was clearly displaying the name of the white-haired girl before her.

[Eye of Truth] rarely made mistakes; it only failed when interfered with by high-level barrier magic.

And the function of [Eye of Truth] was basically to display a person’s “status” around them.

From a person’s name, profession, and level, down to minute details like the number of kisses and X experience, everything would be shown.

Moreover, the Eye of Truth would provide Ophelia with very valuable “suggestions.”

It was by relying on this skill that she could preempt most people.

[Albion?]

Level: ???

Mana: ???

Status: Enraged, Jealousy MAX

Other: Unknown

Suggestion: Flee immediately

Beads of sweat trickled down Ophelia’s face.

“All question marks and unknowns?” This was a situation that had never occurred before. No, it felt like she had had a memory of something similar…

“Focus on the enemy in front of you!” She slapped her face, forcing herself to reignite her fighting spirit.

To be honest, facing such an overwhelmingly powerful enemy, Ophelia wanted nothing more than to run away.

Unknown mana, unknown level; the aura of the Demon God emanating from her was truly terrifying.

But… what about the two people in the room? Schiller and Sheryl, who had just undergone a “fierce battle”… If she fled, facing this enraged demon, their fate would probably be “two lives for one body.”

She had no doubt that this demon would kill Sheryl instantly.

As for Schiller, she didn’t have feelings for him; she was more curious.

For example, the lingering Demon God aura on him, yet at the same time, he was too weak.

By all accounts, not even the most fanatical Demon God worshipper would spare him a second glance.

However, his previous resounding declaration, “Resist!”, had truly struck a chord deep within her.

“Even if it means being deceived, I, Ophelia, will never betray an ally!”

Her golden pupils refilled with determination.

Meanwhile, Celia merely watched her silently, ominous magic raging around her.

“Are you ready? I will shred you, sever you, decompose you into individual tissues… No, should I just throw you into the sewer for the rats to gnaw on? Heh heh, perhaps that wouldn’t be so bad? No, I’ll feed you to the crows…”

From just now, terrifying whispers continuously spilled from her mouth.

‘Schiller, your maid is truly terrible!’ In every sense of the word.

Blood-red eyes pointed at Ophelia like sharp blades. As if seeing into Ophelia’s thoughts, she licked her lips:

“Were you just thinking bad things about Young Master? Heh heh, that won’t do. I’ll dig out your brain so you can never do that again…”

“Ah, I almost forgot…” She suddenly remembered something, and a silvery-white magical glow burst from around her. “I can’t let Young Master interfere…”

That was [Barrier] type magic. She wanted to cut off her own retreat!

Ophelia couldn’t help but tremble. She took a deep breath, revealing a bright smile:

“Hey, clinging women are disliked, you know!”

“You!”

Celia’s figure vanished from her spot, followed by a tremendous impact. The pitch-black magic instantly dimmed the recently erected shield.

“Tsk! That’s why persistent women are the most troublesome!”

[Burst] [Burst] [Burst]!

Ophelia swiftly conjured three magical imprints in front of her. In reality, the Saintess’s magic was not as gentle as one might imagine.

[Burst] was originally a magic intended for the heart, a lethal weapon meant to stop one’s heart from beating.

However, the chanting time was overwhelmingly insufficient.

Yet, the moment Celia saw her open her mouth, she had already distanced herself from her.

Boom! The heat wave from the explosion swept around her.

This gave her just enough time to chant.

She quickly drank the holy water from her pocket, greatly increasing her mana pool.

[Declare] [I am the Holy Daughter] [The Mother of Radiance] [The Father of Night] [The Great Holy God]!

No time! Celia was already in close combat. The shield could probably withstand one more attack. She was one layer short of a six-layered chant:

‘Three seconds. Can I hold on for three seconds?’

‘What should I do? Abandon the chant and dodge? But, this opportunity might not come again!’

One second.

Boom—!!! A deafening roar sounded! Cracks began to appear on the golden holy light shield.

Two seconds.

Dazzling golden light and chaotic dark blue energy fiercely clashed, and by now, Celia hadn’t even drawn a weapon, using only her hands.

Three seconds.

[Judgment]!

The shield collapsed, and Celia’s hand instantly pierced Ophelia’s abdomen.

At the same time, countless flashes appeared in front of Celia. They seemed to consciously attach themselves to her body, and then a chain reaction of explosions occurred.

“Cough!” The immense impact made Ophelia stagger back several steps, a metallic taste welling up in her throat.

She quickly pulled out a potion bottle from her pocket and drank it in one gulp.

The wound could heal, but the injury was lethal.

And that ominous pitch-black magic, unexpectedly, began to run rampant within her body.

“Not good…”

‘If I can’t kill her, I must at least wound her!’

She clasped the crucifix at her chest, closing her eyes in prayer.

In reality, though she appeared to be unarmed like Celia, she was not. This crucifix was her weapon.

A sacred artifact, capable of providing her with vast amounts of magical power.

When the smoke cleared, Celia stood there—completely unharmed.

She licked her lips with keen interest:

“Heh heh, just you struggle all you want.”



While Ophelia was desperately sweating, Schiller was doing the same.

At this moment, he was curled up in the corner of the bed, looking utterly devoid of life, his eyes hollowly staring at the ceiling.

Of course, his clothes were properly put on.

“Waaah!”

‘What would happen to the world, what would happen to him?’ He didn’t want to think about it anymore.

After all, having just been repeatedly pinned down and ravaged by Sheryl, his body and mind were already shattered.

Once wasn’t enough, then again, and again still wasn’t enough.

‘I, I didn’t enjoy it at all!’

‘What a humiliation! He, a dignified man, treated like this! Is there no humanity, no justice?!’

Moreover, he had absolutely no room to fight back.

At first, he had some strength, but later it became more and more…

‘As a man, as a man!’

“Waaah! I, I’m not a man!”

“There, there, Schiller, don’t cry…” Sheryl moved closer, her tone unexpectedly softening. She even awkwardly patted his head and poked his tear-streaked face. “I… I didn’t mean to!”

“Didn’t mean to! You say you didn’t mean to! Go tell that to the police!”

“Huh?”

“My chastity, my…”

“Ah, I wasn’t talking about that…” Sheryl, uncharacteristically, showed a hint of guilt, lowering her head slightly. But soon, she proudly lifted her chin again, though her earlobes quickly turned crimson. “I mean… I didn’t mean for it to be… too intense…”

“Schiller, shouldn’t you feel honored? This is my, the young lady’s, fi-fi-first—”

Her words stumbled due to shyness.

‘She wasn’t shy when she was doing it, so why is she shy now?!’

‘She showed absolutely no remorse!!’

“Ha!” Schiller let out a completely unthreatening roar towards Sheryl, scrambling off the bed using both hands and feet.

“No, I need some fresh air…” The water stains in the room, and the scent in the air, were too strong.

“Otherwise, we’ll be found…” Although, he felt their voices had already been very loud, yet for some reason, no one had come.

Not even Celia, who usually checked the room at a fixed time every night, had come.

‘What happened? No, that can’t be right…’ It couldn’t be that the plot progressed while he was busy…

Saying that, he looked at Sheryl, and checked her favorability for the first time in a while.

“?!?!?!?!”

[Sheryl Hohenzollern]

Title: The Duke’s Daughter, The future Ice Witch, the Grand Magus of the Empire, Sheryl Hohenzollern

Personality: Tsundere

Level: Mid-Tier Middle

Swordsmanship: Hohenzollern-style Swordsmanship – Advanced

Magic: ???

Mana: SSS

Knowledge: Possesses basic common sense

Favorite Food: Taste of home

Instinct: Violence, Schiller’s Commands (?), Noble Etiquette (Beginner)

Important People: Father, Mother

Person she likes: Schiller

Hobby: Bullying Schiller

Aside from some minor changes, he was still largely unclear about the content marked with question marks.

But where there had originally been only three flowers—six silver-white roses were now blooming.

“What a joke!”




  Chapter 23 : If you can’t see it, it doesn’t exist
Bang!
With another muffled thud, Ophelia had lost count of how many times she had been slammed into the wall.

“Ugh!” Her forehead began to bleed from injuries, but there was no time left for healing.

A fierce kick came swiftly; she barely dodged it. The only reason this cat-and-mouse game continued was probably because Celia wouldn’t forgive her easily.

It seemed her opponent intended to torture her to death.

“Not good, this is truly not good at all…” Ophelia gasped, each breath pulling at the excruciating pain throughout her body.

She couldn’t win, and she couldn’t escape due to the barrier magic.

The moment she saw the name Albion, she should have fled immediately.

She never expected to make such a mistake.

‘Regret? It was no use now.’

Her only regret was not having had a chance at love, not falling for someone.

Generally, the Demon God’s familiars couldn’t use magic; they used something called “Authorities.”

For some reason, Albion could use magic.

“Guh!” Another heavy punch landed on her chest.

“Now, I’m out of options.” She sat down in the corner, clutching her chest, letting out a pained sound.

“Oh my, not struggling anymore?” Celia’s voice, with a teasing laziness, slowly sauntered over to her.

Upon closer inspection, the surging magical power tightly encircled her body. She hadn’t even used her true strength, relying solely on her fists and feet to complete this one-sided massacre.

“Albion…” Ophelia looked up, resigned to her fate.

Blood-stained golden hair clung to her face, and she managed a bitter, resigned smile. “Let me… ask one last question…” She deliberately twisted her face in pain, her voice breaking.

“Alright,” Celia feigned pity and withdrew her hand.

Ophelia took a deep breath, gathering her last reserves of strength:

“How does it feel to have your man snatched away?”

“! You!” The playful expression on Celia’s face instantly froze, replaced by an erupting volcano of rage!

Ophelia chuckled softly. Immediately after, a golden light engulfed everything! A terrifying shockwave, like a hammer of divine punishment, slammed into the unsuspecting Celia, sending her flying.

[Sacrificial Detonation]

The Saintess’s ultimate move, which inflicted excessive damage at the cost of temporarily destroying her own magical power.

No matter how she used this move, it should only have ignited half of it, but now there was no longer the luxury to do so.

Magic, like a person’s life, carries information itself. Destroying magic means losing that information.

Before her consciousness completely faded, she unyieldingly shouted at Celia:

“You loser, how do you feel now?!”

Almost at the exact moment the barrier shattered, Ophelia’s blood-stained hand fiercely clutched the sacred crucifix at her chest.

[Directional… teleportation… failed… random… coordinates…]

When the smoke cleared, Celia stood in the now empty corridor.

She bit her lip, looking unwillingly into the distance:

“Did she get away?”

Although unwilling, the Young Master was the most important thing right now.

‘She even taunted me at the very end!’ She wanted to pursue, but her worry for Schiller outweighed her desire for destruction.

The ominous magic dissipated, and blue magic once again covered her body. The crazed expression on her face also vanished.

An eerie blue flame was devouring the surrounding magical traces.

“…”

She stood before Schiller’s door, yet she couldn’t bring herself to push it open.

The thought of Schiller being pinned beneath Sheryl, disheveled, and even…

“No!” She violently shook her head, forcefully dispelling that terrible imagination.

She used magic to restore the door lock.

“If Young Master is messing around with Sheryl, I’ll kill them both and then kill myself!” Celia muttered dangerous words while cautiously pushing open the door.

“No one?”

Inside the door was an empty, ordinary bedroom, and an overwhelmingly strong scent of perfume that made one feel suffocated.

“Water? Where did the water come from?” She knelt down in confusion, her fingertips gently touching the water stain, bringing it closer to her nose to sniff… Besides the perfume, there seemed to be a faint, indescribable, ambiguous scent mixed in?



“How about this?”

“Ah, no! Not there!”

“Heh heh, already can’t handle it? Weren’t you quite proactive just now?”

“No, stop, stop!”

“Ah, Young Master, it’s just a massage, don’t scream like a little girl!” Aileen said, pouting, symbolically hitting Schiller’s back with her small fists.

“Aileen’s massage is too intense!”

Schiller was lying by the hot spring, enjoying Aileen’s massage.

Only with Aileen could he regain a tiny bit of dignity from being treated as a “young master” rather than a “toy”… probably.

“Ah, all the fatigue is gone…”

“Young Master?” Aileen stopped her movements, tilting her head, her eyes filled with innocent confusion. “Did you… do something very tiring just now? You look completely drained.”

“I did…” Schiller buried his face in his arm. “So tired… truly exhausted…”

As for the door lock? Sheryl simply climbed out the window, and Schiller exited through a secret door.

‘If only I had known, if only I had known!’

Sheryl? She was in the room, looking at herself in the mirror. After sniffing the scent on her, a mixture of sweat, some kind of liquid, and… Schiller’s scent, her face instantly flushed scarlet. She grabbed a bathrobe and rushed towards the women’s bath on the other side.

As for Schiller, after using an entire bottle of perfume in the room, the scent, a mix of perfume, sweat, and an ambiguous aroma, became incredibly strange and pungent, almost like a chemical weapon.

Coincidentally, he ran into Aileen, who had just finished cleaning the bath. She saw Schiller looking like his soul had been sucked dry… and so it came to this situation now.

“I say, Aileen…” Schiller closed his eyes, enjoying this rare moment of relaxation, and spoke intermittently, his voice thick with sleepiness. “Actually… I’ve been thinking for a long time…”

“Hmm? What is Young Master thinking about?” Aileen curiously leaned a little closer.

“You…” Schiller’s voice grew softer and softer, like a dream. “…are the most maid-like maid… in the Viscount’s manor… aren’t you…” Before he could finish, soft snores began to sound.

His next intended sentence was, “You’d be perfect for Yuri with Sheryl!”

Aileen froze for a moment, then her small face flushed even redder, like a ripe apple.

She stood there, flustered, looking at the sleeping Schiller. She quietly mumbled, “Young… Young Master, honestly… saying something like that all of a sudden…” But she couldn’t suppress the upward curve of her lips.

Once upon a time, Schiller was the notorious pervert who struck fear into hearts, but now, he was such a gentle person.

Not only did he forgive her for spilling the teacup, but he also thoughtfully reduced her workload. Thanks to him, many of the maids in the mansion were unbelievably jealous.

She gazed at Schiller’s slightly tired face, and unconsciously leaned in.

“Just for a second, I’ll just have a taste!” Her face was crimson, as if excusing herself, as she leaned closer to that—




  Chapter 24 : Unexpected
Ophelia dragged her heavily injured body through the dark alley, pushing herself to the limit, on the verge of fainting at any second.
The teleportation magic seemed to have been affected by unknown interference, causing her to land in an unknown location.

“Oh dear, honestly, I shouldn’t have pushed myself so hard…”

She touched the blood on her forehead, her eyes still twitching from the pain. Her blood-stained golden hair hung loosely, staining her ethereal appearance with a hint of gore.

“It’s truly frustrating, I boasted I would help him…” She bit her lip tightly, trying her best to calm the turmoil in her heart.

‘To have escaped from her clutches counts as good luck for me.’

In reality, she also had her own ulterior motives. If she were to help Schiller at such a great cost, how would he reciprocate?

‘I wonder how Schiller is doing. At least, I hope he wasn’t caught in bed…’

She clutched her crucifix, silently praying for him.

‘If he were caught, that would be no laughing matter.’

Ophelia couldn’t help but imagine that bloody scene, and for some reason, Schiller always seemed to shrink into a corner, frozen in fear.

‘Her possessiveness is truly off-putting.’

‘That Schiller, he acts so much like a bottom! ’

She recalled Celia’s terrifying, almost overflowing “love.”

‘But, what exactly happened…’ ‘Once I recover, I must get to the bottom of this!’

Unfortunately, man proposes, God disposes.

‘Has the tiger fallen to the plains?’

In front of her, three men were approaching, licking their lips.

They exuded an aura of desire.

‘Demon God cultists? No, just ordinary people…’ She felt no evil aura from them.

“Hey, little lady, how about we go somewhere else to play?”

The leading man spoke in a vulgar voice.

“…” Her magical power was already at rock bottom, making it almost impossible to conjure magic.

‘Better safe than sorry.’

Ophelia intended to ignore them and walk straight ahead.

Suddenly, the man threw a punch at her abdomen. Ophelia quickly twisted to dodge, while the two men beside him quickly covered her mouth and nose with a cloth.

“!”

A familiar scent surged into her nostrils. As someone who personally formulated medicines for years, she knew exactly what it was.

‘A sleeping drug. It seems they want to vent their desires on me.’

However, that plan was going to fail today.

‘Being bullied by Albion was bad enough, now I have to deal with these random thugs too!’

“I, Ophelia, am not that cheap!”

She twisted the man’s arm and kicked him away.

Her voice was tinged with furious anger.

Instantly, golden runes flashed before her hand.

[Crush] [Crush]

A mouthful of fresh blood spurted from her mouth. Forcibly activating magic while lacking magical power was an extremely dangerous situation.

[Crush]!

A massive impact instantly and precisely struck the groins of the three men.

From then on, they would never again be able to lay hands on women.

“It seems my luck isn’t so good after all…” She thought words that were irrelevant to her pain, while still forcing herself to walk forward.

“At least, at least I’ll make it to the church here…”

The Holy Church, as the sole divine religion of the Empire, its name was known to all.

And that was also her base.

Lack of magical power had already muddled her thoughts.

“Why am I here? Albion?”

“No, that’s not right, Schiller, Schiller…”

She tried her best to talk to herself, to prevent herself from losing consciousness.

Thump.

Her body hit the ground.

“…”

In the last second, her gaze swept over a black-haired female swordswoman, who seemed to be running towards her in a panic.

“Schiller”—this was her last word before her consciousness sank into darkness.



The sunlight shone on the girl’s face, and she felt incredibly warm and comfortable.

“Ha!” The girl woke up from the bed. She seemed to have had an extraordinary dream just now.

‘It’s an unfamiliar ceiling.’

She shook her muddled head, trying to recall what had happened.

“Hiss!” A sharp pain shot through her mind.

‘Why was she here? Where was she before? No, who was she?’

“Ah, you’re awake.”

Just as she began to panic, a black-haired girl pushed the door open and entered.

“Are you alright?” She anxiously placed a bowl of herbal soup on the table and sat down beside her.

“Yesterday, do you remember what happened?”

“No, I seem to have lost my memory.”

“Amnesia! How pitiful, you must have gone through something very painful.” She sympathetically took the girl’s hand, as if telling her not to be afraid.

“My name is Evelyna, and I’m an adventurer!”

“Adventurer? I, huh? My name is…” The girl couldn’t remember her name for a moment. Her face flushed red, as if she was struggling to recall something.

An inexplicable conversation resurfaced in her mind.

It was a dimly lit room, but the specific details were impossible to recall.

She seemed to be talking to a certain man.

“My name is Opheliel, yes, Opheliel.” The girl rubbed her hair, confirming her name.

“Opheliel, what a cute name!”

“Oh, oh, is that so. Evelyna’s name is also, also very nice!” Opheliel shyly touched her hair.

“Can I call you Liel!”

“Hmm, I’ll call you Lyna then.”

The girls’ friendship was established at that moment.

“Um, if you don’t mind me asking… Schiller, is he your boyfriend?” Evelyna asked, her voice sounding a little awkward.

“Boy, boyfriend!” Opheliel’s face flushed red. She waved her hands repeatedly. “I, I don’t even remember, you know…”

“But you kept calling that name after you collapsed…”

“Is that so?” Opheliel pondered the name in confusion. Indeed, it seemed to ring a bell…

“Besides, you remembered it even after losing your memory. If he’s not your boyfriend, then what is he? He must be a very important person!”

“Oh, is that so? Heh heh, I, I have a boyfriend…” Opheliel sank into her own fantasy, failing to notice the trace of coolness in Evelyna’s eyes.

“Speaking of Schiller, isn’t he that famous lecherous Viscount?”

“Vis-Viscount! That’s impossible. It must just be a coincidence. I’m not a noble.” Only this one point, Opheliel was inexplicably certain of.

“By the way, adventurer, what’s that?” Opheliel asked, her wide eyes filled with curiosity, looking at Evelyna.

“Oh, oh, interested, Liel? Do you have magic?”

“Magic?” Opheliel tilted her head cutely.

“It’s like this,” she said, raising her sword and closing her eyes.

[Attachment]

The sword blade was enveloped in black magical power, emitting an astonishing aura.

“Evelyna is so amazing!” She let out a gasp of admiration.

“Huh? I… I think I remember using magic…”

She touched the crucifix at her chest, and a familiar sense of security came from it.

“Liel, you’re truly devout~” Evelyna said playfully.

[Blessing]!

Golden light showered over Evelyna, and she felt her body lighter than ever before.

“I’ve truly found a treasure!” She embraced Opheliel, her eyes sparkling.

“Lyna, it’s hot, it hurts, I can’t breathe!” She struggled desperately in the girl’s embrace; the girl’s immense “weaponry” was crushing her head.

“Phew, phew, so violent, so brutal!” Opheliel, finally freed, gasped for air.

“Heh heh, it seems Liel is a support mage. Our team just happens to need someone!”

“Team?”

“That’s right, there are three of us now. If Liel joins, we’ll be a four-person team!”

Opheliel nodded. To regain her memories as soon as possible, and even to repay Evelyna for saving her life, she would accept this proposal.

“Please take care of me until I regain my memories!” Opheliel extended her hand to Evelyna, a flower-like smile gracing her face.

“Mhm!”




  Chapter 25 : Aftermath
The spotlight hit Schiller; in front of him were towering crowds.
“Schiller von Eisenhardt, the Yuri Garden will lawfully issue your second verdict…”

“Defendant, not only did you not resist last night, but you even tried to turn the tables and act as the host. Do you confess your guilt?”

“I was forced! I was forced! I was forced, damn it!” Schiller spread his hands, shouting at the crowd.

“So, how does it feel?”

“… (Deafening silence)”

“The defendant is sentenced to the eternal impossibility of Yuri blooming around them.”

“I’m going to kill you! I’m going to kill you!” Schiller’s eyes were bloodshot, and he struggled desperately.

“!”

He abruptly opened his eyes.

“The familiar ceiling…”

‘I feel like I had a terrible dream.’

It was his familiar bedroom, the place where he had been “counting stains on the ceiling” last night.

‘I remember last night, I felt like I fell asleep in the bathroom…’

“Ah! My clothes!”

His clothes had been changed at some point.

“‘What kind of nonsense is ‘men and women working together make light work’?” Schiller gritted his teeth.

Sheryl was simply a monster, with that excessively vigorous energy, and those gentle little hands, and the feeling of her whispering in his ear.

‘I never want to experience that again…’

‘As a man, to be utterly useless…’

‘My showing of weakness midway only intensified Sheryl’s sadism.’

“Helpless! I am truly too helpless!”

Sheryl’s overly powerful physique and experience were not just differences in level.

It was also the result of long-term training.

“No, I didn’t do anything… I didn’t do anything… I didn’t do anything…”

“Last night was just a nightmare of mine. In reality, it was Sheryl and Celia or Aileen blooming Yuri flowers. How could I possibly remember it wrong?!”

“I’m still a virgin (confirmed).”

He clenched his fists:

“I must get stronger quickly!”

Knock, knock.

“Young Master, are you awake?”

As if hearing his mumbling, Celia pushed the door open and walked in.

Seeing his beloved maid’s familiar face, his tear ducts couldn’t help but loosen.

“Waaah, Celia! I! I don’t…”

‘Wait, if I tell her that Sheryl took my first time, that might be bad.’

Roughly, it would go something like this:

“Sheryl took my first time.”

“What?! I’ll report this to the master!”

‘No, it’s very bad!’

‘Let this secret rot in my stomach. When I’m buried, I’ll write on my tombstone: “I will never speak, even in death!”’

“? Young Master, what’s wrong? What happened last night?”

Celia looked at him gently, but her gaze always felt like it had a deeper meaning.

“No, nothing…”

‘Sorry, Celia! This is the one thing I can’t say!’

Speaking of which, she must have come to tidy up the room while he was asleep.

‘He was too defenseless.’

“Ah, the coffee…”

That drugged coffee hasn’t been dealt with yet!

“Coffee? Young Master, you spilled it on the floor. I’ve already cleaned it up.”

“Celia! You, you’re truly… I’m touched!”

The physical evidence had disappeared. No matter what others said, there was no evidence anyway.

No evidence means innocent!

In fact, Celia also wanted to dispose of any physical evidence that would expose her tracks as soon as possible, so the two were perfectly aligned.

“By the way, how long have I been asleep? Has anyone visited?”

He was very concerned about Sheryl’s attitude afterward. If she went back on her word, he’d be finished!

After all, in this world, what was looked at first, besides gender, was class.

“It’s been a full day. Lady Sheryl did come to see you. Did you do something exhausting?”

“Ah, I practiced my sword a bit.” Schiller made a hacking motion.

“Practiced sword? You… alone?”

“Yes, yes, alone. How could there be a second person? Don’t make such terrible jokes.” Schiller activated his long-unused rapid-fire speech.

“Did, did she say anything?”

“Hmm… who?”

Celia occasionally had a spacey side, specifically she could barely remember what others said, especially women.

She tilted her head, trying hard to recall.

“Did that insect say anything?…” Her voice was as tiny as a mosquito’s buzz, not reaching Schiller’s ears.

“Hmm… I don’t remember, but Lady Sheryl did chat with the Master.”

“Phew… looks like it’s fine.”

From Sheryl’s state last night, she shouldn’t have simply been controlled by the drug.

After all, he was the passive one… No, nothing “actually happened” last night. Forget it.

Celia gently leaned in, her soft blue hair brushing against his earlobe, causing a ticklish sensation.

“Did Lady Sheryl upset you? Do you need me to… deal with her?”

“No, no, don’t keep saying ‘deal with’ things!”

“What a pity…”

She actually showed a genuinely regretful expression.

She gently bit Schiller’s ear:

“Did nothing really happen last night?”

Schiller shook his head like a rattle drum.

“How could it! Your young master is a man who will become a mage!”

“Mage…?”

“If you’re still a virgin at thirty, you’ll become a mage, you know.”

‘Does that mean in this world, I’ll actually become a mage?’

“Heh heh, Young Master, honestly…”

She reassuringly stroked Schiller’s head:

“You won’t, Young Master.” Her blue pupils emitted a seductive glow.

“Cough, cough!”

A deliberate cough came from the doorway.

Schiller stood up. Aileen stood at the door, her face flushed with shyness.

Their recent conversation seemed to have been overheard.

“Lady Celia, business, business!”

“Got it, Aileen.”

Aileen looked shyly at Celia, clutching the hem of her skirt, unwilling to meet Schiller’s eyes.

‘What’s going on?! Could it be… could it be!’

‘Could it be that the Yuri flowers have finally bloomed?! Celia X Aileen… my long-suffered humiliation was not in vain!’

‘Celia is the top, Aileen is the bottom… No, could it unexpectedly be the other way around too?’

‘Approved! I, Schiller, will invest in this project.’

“Young Master, your drool…”

“Waaah, I agree, I totally agree!”

“Is that so? You don’t have any hesitation at all…”

Celia’s voice gradually darkened.

“Do you think I, I can be replaced by just anyone?!”

Her voice was tinged with a wounded agitation.

‘Huh, what’s going on… It feels like we’re not talking about the same thing.’

“No, Celia, of course you can’t be replaced by just anyone. You are my one-of-a-kind maid. Of course I sincerely wish for your happiness!”

“So, I will unconditionally support all your actions.”

“Is, is that so… I’m sorry, Young Master, I misunderstood you.”

“Don’t say it like I’m getting married. No matter what, I will continue to work hard for Young Master.”

She pouted charmingly, leaning closer to Schiller and poking his head with her hand.

‘No marriage?’ (Disappointed face)

Celia bowed deeply in their direction. She beckoned, signaling Aileen to enter the room.

Then, she spoke as if delivering a verdict.

“From today onwards, Aileen will be your personal maid.”

She bit her lip, as if saying something difficult to utter.

“Please, please give me guidance, ow!”

The girl bit her tongue from being too nervous.

‘She’s cute, a clumsy maid is cute, but…’

“Huh?”

“Then who’s going to make up for my missing Yuri?!”




  Chapter 26 : An Emergency
“You mean, no Yuri?” Schiller anxiously raised and lowered his hands.
“You mean your flushed cheeks and affectionate eyes are just shyness?”

Schiller paced restlessly.

“I object.”

“I demand that you two get married on the spot, otherwise I won’t agree to this job.”

Schiller waved Aileen over to stand beside him.

“Ow… Lady Celia, Young Master, he doesn’t agree!” Aileen, as if finding her anchor, looked tearfully at the calm head maid, Celia.

“Hmm… Young Master acts like that often lately. It’s probably some new type of Yuri virus.”

“Virus?!” Aileen’s small face instantly turned pale with fright. “That’s very serious…”

“No, don’t mind him,” Celia shook her head. “More than that, the Master has a request.”

…

…

The Viscount’s manor, main gate.

After passing through layers of courtyards, Schiller reached the main gate of the Viscount’s manor. Not only his father, Haugen, but also the head maid, Selena, stood there.

And a silver-white pervert was standing elegantly there.

“Ah, here they come.”

She was bouncing and waving at Schiller, her smile exceedingly bright.

Just seeing Sheryl’s face gave him a stomachache.

‘For the sake of a man’s pathetic self-respect, I will completely ignore her today!’

He silently made up his mind.

“Hurry up, Uncle has been waiting for a long time!”

“…”

Schiller deliberately walked past the joyous Sheryl without saying a word, heading towards Haugen.

“Father, you called for me?”

“Mmm…!” A sound of dissatisfaction seemed to come from nearby.

‘Ignore her, ignore her, ignore her, completely ignore her.’

Selena stood in front of Haugen, pulling him into an embrace:

“Sniff, sniff, oh my, oh my, Young Master, you are…” She looked at Schiller with a playful expression, then at Sheryl.

Upon closer inspection, her posture wasn’t as natural as usual either.

“I heard you slept all day yesterday, are you alright?” She gently stroked Schiller’s head.

“N-nothing, no need to worry, just over-trained with the sword.”

For some reason, the nearby Sheryl’s cheeks turned crimson upon hearing the words “sword training.”

“Is that so? You should know when to stop even when practicing the sword.” Selena did not stop her actions.

“You’re the one who should know when to stop! Lady Selena!” Celia, displeased, pulled Schiller away from her dangerous embrace.

“Oh? Celia, do you wish to spar with me after so long?” Selena raised an eyebrow, a hint of competitiveness igniting in her eyes.

“Hmph, gladly!”

Their gazes clashed intensely, as if sparks could fly.

‘Can’t move, I can’t move at all…’ Schiller stood trembling in the crowd.

Haugen quickly leaned closer:

“Alright, you two, it’s almost time.”

“Time? Speaking of which, Father, what was it you called me for?”

Schiller looked at the three hesitantly. Just then, a land dragon was led over by a keeper.

“Land dragon? Are you going on a long journey?”

While they couldn’t fly, their explosive power and endurance, inherited from their dragon bloodline, far surpassed ordinary horses.

Haugen nodded slightly:

“Although it sounds a bit irresponsible, I hope to borrow Celia for a while…”

“Borrow?”

‘You mean, why does he need my consent to borrow Celia?’

He sighed:

“No, after all, that child has such a personality; she doesn’t listen to anyone’s orders except yours.”

Although he didn’t know the reason, it seemed Celia was truly a bona fide personal maid.

However, given that she had proactively suggested Aileen become his personal maid, she probably had already made her plans.

“Celia, I agree. But there’s one thing: you must protect yourself well.”

“Yes, Young Master,” she opened her mouth, then spoke, hesitating, “When I return, I hope Young Master can give me some reward.”

“Reward… is that so? I understand.”

Celia bowed respectfully, then stepped aside.

“But, how long will you be gone?”

Hearing such sudden news, even Schiller was a bit bewildered. And if his father left, what about the safety of the mansion?!

‘Rely on him? A mid-tier lower waste?’

“It’s hard to say. The monster hordes in the northern forest aren’t quiet, and the scale reported by the scouts far exceeds previous years. Even more troublesome, there are rumors that demonkin have appeared there.”

“As a father, I failed to educate you properly, but as of now, I am very proud of you.”

“I am very confident leaving the manor in the hands of the current Schiller.”

‘Confident my ass!’

But, speaking of demonkin…

So-called demonkin actually refer to the familiars of the Demon God. There are seven such familiars in total. They are the Demon God’s agents, pawns before the Demon God’s revival. However, that doesn’t mean they are absolutely loyal to the Demon God.

Though directly created by the Demon God, they are monsters with self-awareness, equally indifferent to both humans and demons. The demon race, at this moment, is probably struggling to survive in another realm.

Demonkin appear in each main character’s route and serve as the final boss for their respective routes.

Among them, the most troublesome is probably Albion from Princess Chris’s route.

That being looks like a succubus, but possesses terrifying authority.

[Time Reversal]

With this authority, the protagonist must defeat her countless times.

Although demons exist in this world, they are also merely pawns of the Demon God, exiled to the distant northern “Demon Continent.” Over the past thousand years, there have been wars concerning the human world, but they all ultimately ended in failure.

The Empire—the Lanston Empire—occupied a full third of the central continent, and such a vast empire faced all the pressure from the northern border.

For a thousand years, the empire defended against humans and demons by enfeoffing dukes along the border. While effective, this measure seemed to be reaching its limit in recent years.

The Duke of Water’s family in the North had no capable successors; their descendants were mediocre. His Majesty the King had no choice but to transfer Viscount Haugen, known as “The Unbeaten,” to the North to oversee it.

“So that’s how it is!”

In the original work, the demons had launched an attack four years before the main story began. Although that attack failed, it caused immense damage to the northern part of the Empire.

It was precisely because the Empire paid such a huge price in that war that when the demons attacked later, the northern border army collapsed at the first touch, forcing the protagonist to face the task of “saving the imperial capital.”

Known as the “Windwater Fortress Incident.”

“A whole year…”

Schiller unconsciously rubbed his head.

He would lose a whole year of protection!

‘Where’s the beginner protection period? This is too short!’

No, no, I must act immediately again!

“Actually, I think I can also…” Schiller tried to grasp at a last ray of hope, expressing his willingness to accompany them.

“Schiller, I look forward to your growth.” Haugen patted his shoulder. “Don’t worry, your father here is known as [The Unbeaten].”

“But I’m a weakling!” He cried out internally.

Selena walked up to him and kissed him on the cheek. “Don’t worry, the combat effectiveness of the viscount’s maids is guaranteed.” Her gaze turned to the pink-haired maid who was trying to minimize her presence.

“Aileen!”

“Yes! I’m here! Lady Selena!” Aileen jumped to attention like a startled rabbit, her voice trembling.

“I, I’m here!”

“You must protect Young Master well.”

“Yes, yes indeed!” The girl’s timid demeanor made Schiller suspicious.

“Haha, don’t joke around. Are you saying this clumsy maid will protect me?”

‘It’s more like I’ll protect her!’

“Ouch! Young Master! Don’t look down on me!” Aileen, feeling underestimated, abruptly raised her small fist and swung it vigorously at a nearby empty space without looking!

The shockwave from the side made him unable to open his eyes.

“…”

“Aileen has mid-tier upper strength, you know.”

“Unfair, what is wrong with this world?!”




  Chapter 27 : Growth!
“This, is this right?”
Not only was his familiar maid being transferred, but she was also inexplicably linked to the main plot.

He originally thought that even if some big trouble arose, there would at least be a cleanup crew.

In fantasy novels, isn’t the most famous thing the “backer” behind the scenes?

His backer was going away!

“Waaah, I’m so reluctant to let go!”

Seeing Schiller’s whimpering expression, Selena patted his head:

“Alright, I know Young Master is very reluctant to part with Celia, but the war situation in the north is just that bad.”

“Young Master… I, Celia, will return as soon as possible!” Celia, seeing Schiller’s expression, couldn’t help but feel a pang in her eyes, and she turned her face away.

“Schiller, perhaps… I mean perhaps… that princess might really come soon…” To Schiller, these words sounded like the opening lines of a horror story.

“Then,” Haugen, as if throwing away a hot potato, punched Schiller heavily on the chest with a “thump,” laughing heartily. “I’ll trouble you to ‘entertain’ her well! However—”

“However, you’ll definitely be fine, won’t you? I, your old man, believe in you!”

“Father, dear Father!” Schiller’s eyes welled with tears as he looked at Haugen, touched.

“Ah, I believe in you too!”

“Waaah, is this the bond of family?” For some reason, the nearby Sheryl was so moved by this scene of deep father-son affection that she began to sob softly.

Then, with a brief farewell, the three boarded the dragon carriage. Celia sat on the outside, waving frantically towards them.

“Oh, that’s right!” Just as the land dragon carriage was about to start, Haugen, as if remembering something important, abruptly poked his head out of the window, giving Schiller a thumbs-up, a smile on his face that all men would understand. “If you lay a hand on Aileen…” He paused, his voice full of innuendo: “You brat, you’d better take full responsibility!”

“No responsibility, no, I won’t touch her!” Schiller blurted out in a panic.

Even if he were to make a move, he had already decided to find girls weaker than himself!

Before Schiller could finish his sentence, the land dragon let out a roar and charged forward with a massive tremor.

“Young Master, please don’t be unfaithful. Wait for me to come back!” Celia’s words reached Schiller’s ears.

“? Oh, oh…” He responded subconsciously.

Schiller watched the three disappear over the horizon. He put his hands on the ground in defeat, looking up at the sky with tears in his eyes.

“Young Master, you don’t need to be too sad!” Aileen, sensing the immense sense of loss and pressure emanating from Schiller, worriedly helped him up and then held his hand.

“I, Aileen, though perhaps unable to replace Lady Celia, will do my utmost for you,” she bit her tongue again. “Ouch, my utmost!”

The girl blushed at the embarrassment of suddenly biting her tongue.

“Aileen, it’s alright, I won’t laugh at you.”

Schiller turned and walked towards the mansion.

“Y-yes, sir!” Aileen glanced at Sheryl, who stood in place with puffed cheeks, but quickly followed Schiller.

“Hmmph!” Her dissatisfaction seemed to overflow, but was completely ignored.

“Should we proceed with Lady Sheryl’s etiquette lesson, or…” Aileen followed behind Schiller, cautiously asking about the schedule.

“No, today Sheryl’s lesson is entrusted to you.”

Schiller still didn’t turn to look at Sheryl.

“Sergeant Aileen, can you complete the mission?!”

“Ah, yes, sir! I guarantee to complete the mission!” Aileen gave a cute military salute behind him, then froze in place.

Schiller continued to speak without turning his head:

“Excellent!” His steps quickened. “As for me—”

“I’m going into secluded training!”

“Huh? Me?”

While she stood there dazed, Schiller had already disappeared into the depths of the mansion.

…

…

Inside the room, Schiller seriously stared at a cup of water.

[Freeze]!

Silver-white magic surged from him. A faint mist rose from the cup, turning the water into ice.

“Oh, oh! This is Freeze!”

[Frozen Domain]!

The temperature in the room plummeted, bringing a hint of winter.

In fact, after his “exercise” with Sheryl, these two skills had inexplicably appeared in his skill slots.

And originally, Schiller’s magic was supposed to be transparent and colorless, but now it had turned silver-white, just like Sheryl’s.

“Moreover, my magical power seems to have doubled.”

Despite being unilaterally dominated, he inexplicably became stronger.

“What’s the principle behind this?”

“Could it be that my hidden skill is dual cultivation?”

Both of these skills possessed the characteristics of Sheryl’s companion magic, although their power seemed significantly less.

But that was because their level was still at LV1, and magic could be leveled up through continuous casting.

Generally, due to a person’s limited mana and slow recovery, the leveling speed wouldn’t be very fast.

Magic potions were expensive and didn’t provide much recovery effect, but this was precisely what Schiller urgently needed.

This time, the humiliating experience of being subdued greatly bruised his self-esteem. He desperately needed to become stronger now.

Even if it was just in bed.

His successful level breakthrough this time must have been due to the supplements.

First, he needed to raise the level of his skills.

If he could reach mid-tier upper, that would at least be enough for self-preservation!

“For now, let’s aim for mid-tier upper.”

“Use it up, then drink more potion; drink, then buy more!”

“Use magic until your mana runs out, then pop a potion and keep going.”

“Didn’t expect that, did you? This is my leveling path!”

He carried a box of magic potions out from the storage room, then, still dissatisfied, carried out another box.

“[Body Enhancement] LV3, can be used simultaneously with magic.”

Schiller recalled the painful experience during that “exercise” where, even with enhancement activated, he was easily suppressed by Sheryl. His face involuntarily darkened.

“Hmph, this time, I’ll reclaim the dignity I lost, with interest!” He clenched his fists, a raging fighting spirit burning in his eyes.

“Heh heh heh… Sheryl, you just wait!”

“This time, I’ll take back everything I lost!”

He took a deep breath, cleared his mind, and silver-white magic once again circulated around him.

“Let the hellish training begin!”

…

…

“Hey, why isn’t Schiller teaching me?” Her ice-blue eyes seemed capable of freezing the air, coldly sweeping over the flustered Aileen before her.

Along with her obvious displeasure, the temperature in the room quietly dropped.

“Ah, Young Master, Young Master is in secluded training! Very important secluded training!”

“Secluded training?” A meaningless hum escaped her lips, carrying a hint of neglected grievance:

“What the heck! He just disappears without even a greeting… Is he hiding?”

The increasingly cold room made Aileen shiver. She quickly searched for a new topic.

“Um, um, Lady Sheryl, do you like Young Master?”

A gossip question. The girl reflexively chose a gossip question.

“Li-like?!” Sheryl felt her cheeks flush slightly. “How could that be! How could we be that kind of relationship!” She calmly picked up her teacup, only to realize she was holding it upside down.

“Is that so?” Aileen tilted her head.

“Yes, we’re a hundred times stronger than a mere couple! Schiller, Schiller is my family!” She seemed shy, unconsciously touching her earlobe.

“Family, huh?”

“Family… what exactly is that?”

She didn’t notice Aileen’s murmuring.




  Chapter 28 : The Reckless Maid and the Amnesiac Saint
Aileen Linst was originally a commoner.
She lost her father at a young age, and her mother abandoned her and disappeared when Aileen was six, leaving her and her two-year-younger brother to fend for themselves.

They were evicted from their home for not being able to pay rent, and at a young age, they had to survive in the slums.

Her brother, Gavin, was originally a kind and considerate younger brother who empathized with his older sister.

Until, when she was seven, she was adopted by the viscount’s head maid, and she gained the surname Linst.

She became a noble.

Her brother, however, was not so fortunate. Although Aileen often gave more than half of the money she earned to Gavin, extreme jealousy twisted his character beyond recognition.

Gavin used his sister’s financial support to buy equipment, learn swordsmanship, and become an adventurer.

Worried about her brother, Aileen bravely volunteered to learn physical combat from Selena.

Aileen progressed quickly, reaching the mid-tier level at a young age. When she suggested teaming up with her brother to become adventurers,

At that time, Gavin said these words to her:

“Are you going to come and steal my life again?”

Aileen was startled by her brother’s roar, whimpering as she fled back to the manor.

That was the first time her brother had roared at her. She felt that the brother she knew had long been unrecognizable.

After that, every time Gavin saw Aileen, he either asked for money or made demands of her.

In others’ eyes, Gavin always appeared to be a gentleman.

“Hey, give me your money! What, is that all?”

“Hey, in the Viscount’s manor, there are a few decent-looking maids, right? Introduce them to me.”

Aileen felt a sense of guilt towards Gavin; she couldn’t bring herself to refuse her brother’s requests.

Faced with Gavin’s increasingly frequent demands for money, she proactively asked Selena to let her become a maid.

After becoming a maid, she would receive a considerable salary, and combined with the Viscount’s never-ending generosity towards his maids, Gavin’s demands for money were finally satisfied.

Although she had talent for combat, she had no talent for being a maid.

‘Perhaps, this is what family is?’

Moreover, nearby, the young master named Schiller was also like this. He seemed unable to act against her due to Selena’s presence, but all the reviews she heard from colleagues about this young master were negative.

Only Celia, who was also taken in, wouldn’t allow others to speak ill of him. If she heard it, she would roar and get into a fight.

That was a very long time ago.

‘Are all boys like this?’

Her long life had already been corroded and made fragile by Gavin. When she thought of Gavin, she felt only a faint, indistinct anger and a sense of indifference.

So, when she saw Sheryl, her face flushed with shyness, utter the word “family,” a huge ripple ran through the depths of her heart.

‘That’s not family at all. Lady Sheryl must have misunderstood. Family should be something uglier, more infuriating.’

At least, it would never be a sweet, embarrassing feeling.

As for Selena, Aileen respected her as a teacher.

‘Where exactly is my family?’

The girl thought about such ephemeral stuff while preparing tea for the young master. Recently, she seemed to have become somewhat obsessed with brewing tea. When she saw the young master’s satisfied smile after drinking the tea she personally prepared, the corners of her mouth would also unconsciously curve upwards.

“~~If I had an older brother, he would definitely be as handsome as the Young Master.”

She hummed a lively tune in the kitchen. She had perfectly mastered Schiller’s palate. Recently, Schiller would always frown and look displeased when eating food prepared by others.

Aileen, on the other hand, meticulously noted every detail of Schiller’s actions, every preference, his sleep time, his waking time. For this purpose, she had prepared a whole box of diaries.

Years of twisted treatment made her involuntarily make mistakes. Perhaps, she even unconsciously enjoyed this process.

“Ow, I made a mistake again!” Aileen accidentally cut her hand, but she paid no mind to it.

Although she occasionally made mistakes, she now knew that Schiller wouldn’t punish her at all.

He always spoke terrifying words, but his heart was very gentle.

Rather, she even wanted to deliberately make mistakes in front of Schiller, to make him punish her.

The feeling of being punished by Schiller, after experiencing it that one day, seemed to have become somewhat addictive.

That gentle yet sweet whisper.

The girl softly tilted her head, falling into a reverie.

“Aileen, do you know your mistake?”

“Ow, ow, I, I know.”

“Come, sit on my lap, I’m going to punish you severely!”

Realizing her face was burning too hot, Aileen snapped back to reality. She restlessly rubbed her thighs, feeling her legs go soft.

“! Now, I have to change clothes again.”

…

…

“Liel, don’t you think your hair color is too conspicuous?”

Ophelia was following Evelyn behind her, heading to what Evelyn called a “tavern.”

From the moment they started, the surrounding crowd had been eyeing Ophelia with strange looks.

However, Ophelia paid no mind to the hungry gazes of many men, nor the overt hostility of other women.

As if she hadn’t noticed at all.

“?” Sure enough, she tilted her head, showing a completely bewildered expression.

That innocent expression was as pure as a recent college graduate who had never experienced the harshness of society.

“Re-really?” She shyly scratched her head.

“That’s right. Speaking of blonde hair, the most famous one is probably the ‘Saintess.’ But for us, she’s an unattainable person,” Evelyn shrugged, shouting to the people around them:

“This girl is a member of our Gluttonous Wolf Squad! Everyone, clear out, clear out!”

Upon hearing this, the gazes of the surrounding people gradually lowered.

“Heh heh, Saintess, do I really look that much like the Saintess?!” Ophelia’s face flushed slightly, and the pitch of her voice couldn’t help but rise a few notes.

Seeing her happy expression, Evelyn couldn’t bear to interrupt her.

“Yes, Liel, you’re definitely much prettier than that Saintess.” She patted Ophelia’s head.

“Heh heh, you’re mean~ No, not really~ Just a little bit, just a little bit,” Ophelia turned around, skipping backwards happily.

“Ouch!” Ophelia cried out. Her backward-moving body seemed to have bumped into something, and she fell onto the ground.

“Painful, hurts!”

“Miss, are you alright?”

A man was smiling and extending his hand towards her, seemingly wanting to help her up.

For some reason, a hint of hesitation flickered in Ophelia’s heart.

She smiled, “No, I’m sorry!” She patted the dust off her clothes and stood up by herself.

“Haha, Gavin, did you just get rejected?!” Evelyn seemed to know the man, teasing him playfully.

The man merely rubbed his nose awkwardly and withdrew his hand.

“Evelyn, don’t bully Gavin too much, okay?” A red-haired woman in a black robe walked up behind them.

“Got it, got it.”

“Evelyn, introduce this young lady to us?” The man named Gavin seemed very interested in Ophelia, while the red-haired woman stood by, uninterested.

“Oh, oh, Opheliel, let me introduce you. This gentlemanly-looking man is Gavin, and that beautiful girl is named Shirley.”

“Shirley, Gavin, this child is Opheliel. She’s the fourth member to join our squad.”

“It’s a pleasure to meet you! Shirley, Gavin!” Ophelia smiled slightly at the two, trying her best to appear friendly.

“Oh, oh, an angel, huh…” Gavin muttered something incomprehensible on the side.

“Evelyn, you went ahead and… didn’t one just run away?!” Shirley, clutching a large staff, looked at Evelyn with displeasure.

“Oh my, this child definitely won’t leave. It’ll surprise you, but this child is a support!”

“Eh, really?”

“! Really?!”

The two suddenly shed their previous laziness, looking at Ophelia’s eyes as if she were some rare animal.

Gavin clenched his fists.

“Great! Now we can finally defeat the Mist Lord! And we’re close to becoming silver-ranked adventurers too!”

In his eyes, a greedy light sparkled.

And Ophelia, too, was watching above their heads with a puzzled expression.




  Chapter 29 : This is a part of the plan
Viscount’s Manor, Schiller’s Bedroom
“Phew, this is the last bottle!”

Schiller drank the last bottle of magic potion and collapsed onto the floor, his body spread out like a star.

Like a machine, he repeated the cycle of [Body Enhancement], [Freeze], and [Frozen Domain].
Looking at the several skills that had risen to LV5, his heart was filled with satisfaction.

It seemed that level five was a watershed moment; his current overall level could no longer allow the skills to continue leveling up.

At this moment, [Freeze] could do more than just turn water into ice; it could now actively freeze a person’s little finger or a small part of their body.

When paired with [Frozen Domain], the effect would be even greater.

“It really wasn’t easy!”

Along the way, Aileen seemed to have brought him food and tea.

‘I don’t want to go back to reality…’

After seeing Sheryl’s favorability that day, he hadn’t had a quiet moment to think.

If Sheryl’s route was closed, the protagonist would not go on to vanquish the Demonkin on her route.

And that Demonkin was an existence that would destroy the world if left alone.
For Schiller, vanquishing a Demonkin was simply too fantastical a task.

Even his own father, known as [The Unbeaten], might not be able to defeat a Demonkin.

“But, there’s still a chance to change things.”

In the game, if players chose the wrong options, favorability would decrease, sometimes even leading directly to a bad ending.

“In other words, I just have to avoid the correct answers!”

Although he didn’t know what the correct options were, the wrong ones were usually obvious.

What would happen if I deliberately choose the wrong options?

Although there was a certain risk, the rewards were also huge.

“Take a gamble, turn a bicycle into a motorbike!”

Thinking of this, Schiller’s face couldn’t help but light up with joy.

“Heh heh, I’ll let you witness my ‘shrimp-headed man’ skills!”

“I’m not bragging, but I once left a junior speechless in three sentences.”

And on top of that, there’s this book!

Schiller rolled over and picked up the book Celia had forcefully shoved on him yesterday: “How to Capture a Tsundere Young Lady for Steel-Willed Straight Men (Celia’s Handwritten Edition)”.

For Schiller, this book was a godsend.

“As long as I do the opposite of what the book says, I’ll definitely be able to effectively lower her favorability!”

“Heh heh heh…” Schiller let out a dark smile.

After speaking, he began to study with a resolute gaze.
As a massive amount of text entered his mind, he had never felt so learned.

‘The universe, it turns out, is made of Yuri… and the speed of Yuri is constant…’

‘I could probably have a chat with Einstein!’

At this moment, Schiller was absolutely certain that his plan would succeed.



Sheryl was sipping tea in the courtyard, bored.
Her etiquette was becoming increasingly perfect, and she was now sipping elegantly with her pinky raised.

Her graceful figure was like a silver-white fairy descended upon the mortal world.
Her mere presence made the scenery here picturesque.

The etiquette Schiller taught her had become so ingrained in her bones that it was now an instinct.
From that point on, her daily demeanor was no longer beast-like; she had shackled herself with what was called etiquette.

However, she didn’t find it uncomfortable, because it was a command from her “family,” a request from her family.
Because it was Schiller’s command, she was willing to change.

“Aileen, is Schiller still not out yet?” Sheryl put down her teacup and looked at the maid beside her.

“Yes, Lady Sheryl.”

“Hmph~” Sheryl stood up, bored.
She had some theories as to why Schiller had been avoiding her.

“But, he didn’t refuse me either!”

“He’s not hiding from me, is he?! I’m going to drag him out!”

Having been neglected for two whole days, Sheryl could no longer bear her loneliness.

Sheryl resentfully rolled up her sleeves, preparing to go upstairs and grab him.

“Ah, ah, Lady Sheryl! H-how could that be!” Aileen, who had been ordered by Schiller to stop Sheryl at all costs, was at a loss for words, frantically searching for an excuse.

Ignoring Aileen’s cries, Sheryl walked straight past.

‘Even if I was a bit excessive, he can’t treat me like this!’

She stomped a few steps angrily, then spun around in a panic.

“Aileen! Is my hair messy? Are my clothes neat?” The girl shyly confirmed with the maid again and again.

Aileen gazed at Sheryl’s cascading hair, her blushing clavicle, and the faint girlish scent she exuded. Even she couldn’t help but be stunned.

“Uh! It looks very nice, Lady Sheryl, Young Master will definitely be charmed…”

Aileen blinked, only then realizing her slip of the tongue.

‘I promised Young Master I would stall her!’ she thought, helplessly following behind Sheryl.

“Ah!”

At the corner, Sheryl seemed to bump into someone, and she winced, curling up in pain.

“Who is it, how dare… Young Master!” She was about to scold the person, only to find Schiller standing there.

His expression was resolute, seeming to carry a certain confidence.

“Are you alright? Lil?” He extended his hand to Sheryl and pulled her up.

“Oh, oh… I’m fine.”

Sheryl looked at Schiller with teary eyes.

“Hey, why have you been ignoring me?!” Her aggrieved voice was laced with an indescribable sadness.

The girl’s ponytail swayed, bobbing up and down with its owner’s dissatisfaction.

“…”

“Hey! Say something.” This time, her voice was tinged with tears. “I, I was so scared, scared that you’d suddenly ignore me…”

“Sorry Lil, I just, needed some time to sort out my feelings.” Schiller gently stroked her hair, a gesture that made her earlobes turn red.

Beside them, Aileen was making “wah wah!” sounds and covering her eyes, but she would occasionally peek through a small gap.

“Hmph! It was my fault too, this time!”

Just hearing Schiller’s voice, feeling his presence, his touch, made her heart pound.

‘I want to feel more of his presence,’ the girl thought, ‘but my mind will definitely go strange.’

“Hmph, don’t, don’t keep stroking it, my hair will get messy.” Sheryl pouted at him, but made no move to refuse.

“Lil, You are my family, so it’s okay, right?” Not only did Schiller not stop, he intensified his actions, even taking a lock of her hair and sniffing it.

“!!!!” Sheryl froze like a puppet, then steam rose from her blushing face. She felt something strange rise from the pit of her stomach. If this continued, if this continued, things would get weird!

“I, I, you, you, waah!”

“Sorry! Schiller, I need to go back to my room!”

The girl quickly ran away, her face red.

Watching the girl’s retreating figure, Schiller let out a confident laugh.

“Success, my plan, my plan succeeded!”

Schiller looked confidently at the top of the girl’s head.

Six and a half silver roses were in full bloom.

“…”

Appendix:

How to Capture a Tsundere Young Lady for Steel-Willed Straight Men

Part One:
Tsunderes often say the opposite of what they mean, so it’s important to adopt an evasive posture! In other words, use the method of a dense protagonist (very important).

Part Two:
Say to her, “I don’t like you, go away, I don’t want you anymore!” As a tsundere, she will definitely understand what you mean. These are words that must be said, be sure to say them out loud! (Strongly recommended by Celia)

Part Three:
When she gets shy, pretend you don’t see it. Tsunderes like the gentleness of a herbivore protagonist. Gentleness is very important! (Absolutely must not get this wrong!)

If all the above methods fail, please give up, Master. After all, it seems Master has no talent for capturing women… (This line of small text was selectively ignored by Schiller.)




  Chapter 30 : A New Plan
“Phew, phew, phew, Ai-Aileen.”
“Yah~ yah! Slower, Young Master!”

“That sounds so wrong!”

“Yah! How did it get faster?!” Feeling the sudden acceleration of the rise and fall beneath her, Aileen let out a small gasp and instinctively tightened her grip on the fabric of Schiller’s back.

“More importantly, can you get off my back?”

At this moment, Schiller was doing push-ups in his room, and for some reason, Aileen was sitting on his back.

[Body Enhancement] allowed him to easily perform weighted training.

Now he fully understood the importance of a strong body, so exercise was naturally an essential part.

His back rose and fell due to the strenuous exercise.

“Well, Young Master, just think of it as weighted training~”

Aileen was so light it felt as if she had no weight at all, making one worry if she was eating properly.

“You’re so dedicated to exercising, could it be…” Aileen put her hand to her mouth, pretending to think, and her eyes lit up.

Gulp.

“…”

“Ah, could it be that I’m too fat?”

‘I’m such a fool for being scared by her for a moment!’

“Young Master~ Go for it~ Fighting~”

She raised her hands high on Schiller’s back, cheering him on.

“Oh, oh!”

…

…

“Aileen, help.”

After finishing his workout, Schiller took a towel to wipe his sweat and asked Aileen for help.

“Yes? Young Master, what is it?” Aileen looked at him cutely.

“Actually, I accidentally raised Sheryl’s favorability too high.”

“?” She looked completely clueless.

“So, you want to lower Lady Sheryl’s favorability as much as possible? Why?”

“You might not believe me if I tell you…” Schiller took a deep breath and spoke in an incredibly serious tone.

“The world will be destroyed.”

“No, I believe Young Master’s words… You mean?”

“A world without Yuri to watch will be destroyed!”

However, the statement that the world would be destroyed was not a lie.

“Anyway, save me, Aileen!”

“I have no one else to rely on but you!”

Schiller looked at Aileen with teary eyes. Aileen, feeling a tingle in her heart under his gaze, felt she had to do something.

“Leave it to me, General! Although I’m not sure about the situation, I will serve you with all my heart!”

Aileen stood up straight and gave a military salute.

“Sergeant Aileen, tell me your plan!”

“Plan? Ouch ouch, hmm… kidnap her!”

“That’s right, kidnap… no, I think I’ve heard that somewhere before…”

For some reason, the maids in the Viscount’s manor seemed a bit too violent.

“Let’s hear it for now, what kind of kidnapping method?”

“Heh heh, I’ll knock Lady Sheryl out and tie her up in the basement, then Young Master will appear like a hero saving a damsel in distress…”

“Isn’t that just a normal hero saving a damsel?”

“Wait, wait, let me finish. After Young Master appears, while untying her clothes, you’ll act like a rogue and say, ‘Heh heh, didn’t expect this, did you? I’m the mastermind. Go ahead and scream, no one will come to save you even if you scream your throat raw!’ This will definitely lower her favorability!”

“Then, you, the maid, will make a grand entrance, defeat the evil villain Schiller in a few moves, and then live happily ever after with Sheryl, a blissful life from morning to night… ah, no, an inseparable and beautiful life from morning to night! Perfect!”

“…”

The air suddenly went quiet.

‘No, why are you silent now! Ah, don’t look at your master like he’s a pervert!’

“Does the Viscount’s manor have such a basement?”

“Heh heh, yes, it’s usually used to interrogate prisoners. It’s a place in the Viscount’s manor where no magic or person can ever find—”

“No matter how much you scream, you won’t be heard?”

“Yes.”

“No matter what, no one will come?”

“Yes.”

“This girl, this plan is surprisingly feasible!”

“Aileen, are you a genius?”

“Ouch, a genius, heh heh, he called me a genius~”

Aileen smiled happily. She felt that being praised by Schiller was such a wonderful thing, so—sweet.

“But, can you knock her out with a drug instead of hitting her? After all, I don’t really want to hurt her.”

Schiller gently stroked her pink hair and continued to instruct her:

“Then, I’ll be the one to drug her!” Aileen puffed out her chest, closing her eyes slightly as if in comfort.

“Sedative! It’s a sleeping drug! Not that weird kind of drug! You must double-check! Make sure you see clearly before you administer it!”

“I already have a trauma from being drugged!”

Sheryl only became a pervert because of the drug. Normally, she was an obedient and good girl!

“Ouch, I’ll try my best, no, I’ll definitely do it!”

“If you fail…”

“If I fail, I’ll die trying!” Aileen clenched her small fists, making a face as if she were facing death.

“Ouch!” She held her head where Schiller had tapped it, looking at him with teary eyes.

“Idiot,” Schiller sighed, his tone softened with a hint of warmth, “Your little life is more important than the mission’s failure. Protect yourself, understand?”

Schiller spoke lightly.

“O-okay!”

Aileen jumped slightly, then, with a look of determination, she left the room.

“Lower Sheryl’s favorability.” Schiller thought for a moment and wrote this at the top of his goals.

“This is the most pressing matter right now.”

The situation had developed to a point where there was no time to lose. No matter what he did, it seemed he couldn’t lower Sheryl’s favorability.

“This strong medicine seems pretty good.” As long as he acted like a pervert, Sheryl, while not giving up on him, would at least be wary.

As long as he kept her favorability within half, he could slowly push forward later.

Thinking about it now, it was all the fault of the person who drugged the coffee.

If it weren’t for him, his relationship with Sheryl wouldn’t have become like this.

‘Who is it?! Hates me so much, just because I got a little lucky with my gacha pulls and got more good stuff!’

Schiller thought resentfully:

“Don’t let me catch them! When I do, I’ll make them taste what it’s like to be r*ped too!”

In fact, both the first kidnapping incident with Sheryl and this incident had someone behind the scenes.

“How could I forget!”

Schiller slapped his thigh hard.

“That great villain, that bad woman who always does bad things behind the protagonist’s back!”

“And she even appeared in front of me twice.”

“And perfectly predicted the ‘disaster’ I would encounter.”

“The clues… they all connect!”

“The truth! There is only one!”

He gritted his teeth, enunciating each word of that name:

“That’s right, the culprit is Ophelia!”




  Chapter 31 : Something bad is happening
“Achoo!”
Ophelia let out a grand sneeze.

“Liel? Are you okay? Did you catch a cold?” Evelyna looked at her with concern.

“It’s nothing, not a cold…”

“Hehe, someone must be thinking about you~ like a boyfriend or something,” she playfully poked Ophelia’s side.

“Boy-boyfriend or something! Hehe.” The girl blushed, and couldn’t help but start fantasizing.

‘What kind of person is he? He must be a very handsome young master!’

‘Will he miss me after being gone for so long?’

‘But I can’t go back yet! Not until I find my memories!’

Otherwise, it would be too unfair to him.

“You two, we’re almost there, get your act together,” Gavin stood at the front of the group, carefully reminding the two of them.

“Okay!”

“You really lack a sense of tension~” Shirley teased from the back of the group.

They, the Greed Wolf Squad, were on their way to the Short White Mountain Forest.

The purpose of this trip was to let Ophelia adapt to their fighting style. In a week, they would be heading out to vanquish the Mist Lord.

Ophelia secretly sized up the three of them. Ever since that day, she had been able to see some “strange” things.

It was precisely with “that” that she had completely grasped the relationship between these three people.

A love triangle, an extremely complex love triangle.

A love triangle that even a master of romance would fear.

First, Shirley, she seemed to have feelings for Gavin. And Evelyna, as Shirley’s childhood friend, actually liked Shirley.

As for Gavin, he was just playing around with Shirley. Compared to the easily conquerable Shirley, he seemed to prefer the more challenging Evelyna.

His kissing experience and sexual experience had both already surpassed three digits.

Shirley’s was still zero.

That’s right, although her clothes were revealing and her words gave off a flippant feeling, Shirley was undoubtedly a pure and good child.

A group of low-level monsters called goblins appeared on the roadside. Although they were weak, they could not be underestimated in large numbers.

“Evelyna, prepare for battle!” Gavin drew his sword.

The team’s formation consisted of Gavin and Evelyna in the front, with Shirley and Ophelia as support in the back.

“Hah!” The longsword in Gavin’s hand erupted with a powerful aura, beheading a goblin in one go.

However, there were still many goblins in this group.

Looking at Gavin, Shirley seemed to be in a daze, her face flushed red, as if she were captivated by his handsomeness.

“Shirley, magic support!”

“O-okay!”

Shirley seemed to just snap out of her daze, and red magic condensed in front of her staff, forming a red rune.

However, a step ahead of her, Evelyna’s sword had already reached the monster group.

[Frenzied Dance]!

The azure blade, accompanied by the sound of a strong wind, cleared out the remaining monsters in just a single breath.

Shirley’s magic hadn’t even been cast before it was over.

“Oh my, Evelyna, thanks to you!”

Gavin looked at Evelyna with a hearty smile.

Ophelia didn’t miss the shadow that flashed across Shirley’s eyes.

“How was it? Ophelia, this is our fighting style.” Gavin’s gaze towards Ophelia held a hint of boastful pride.

“Ah, I think it’s very good, yes, very good!”

Gavin had not spoken a word to Shirley.

And that same Shirley was now glaring at Ophelia with a fierce look.

And she, Ophelia, was now gloriously becoming the woman caught in a love triangle!

‘Waaah, I want to escape!’

…

…

“Recently, Schiller’s attitude has been a bit strange.”

“He hastily avoids my gaze when we meet, and even when we do meet, he disappears after a few pleasantries.”

Sheryl rested her chin on her hand, stuffing her mouth full of food like a hamster.

“Mmm, this is delicious, Aileen, what is this?” The cake she ate melted in her mouth, it was simply divine. She couldn’t help but take a few more bites.

“Lady Sheryl, this is a cream parfait, it’s Young Master’s creation.”

“Schiller? He can make pastries?” The girl’s interest was piqued upon hearing it was about Schiller.

“No, Young Master only provides the ideas. There’s also sweet flower-brewed duck and pock-marked duke’s tofu.”

“Heh~” The girl said nothing, just kept stuffing parfait into her mouth.

“Huh? Young Master said this is Lady Sheryl’s favorite food… did I get it wrong?” Aileen tilted her head, looking confused.

“I’ve never had it before, but it’s indeed the most delicious food I’ve ever eaten!” The girl closed her eyes happily, immersing herself in the delicious food.

After enjoying the wonderful meal, the air around Sheryl suddenly turned cold.

“Say, Aileen, don’t you think you’ve been getting a bit too close to Schiller lately?”

Recently, Schiller always spent his free time with Aileen. Whenever Sheryl tried to get close, they would panic and separate.

He was just like a cheating husband!

“Wh-what are you talking about! Lady Sheryl.” Aileen guiltily turned her head to the side, feeling a chill run down her spine and cold sweat break out.

‘Something is fishy, definitely fishy.’

“Hmmph!”

“Even if you’re his personal maid, your duties don’t include—staying in his room in the middle of the night, do they?!”

She approached Aileen step by step, her powerful aura oppressing Aileen so much she could barely breathe.

“And… for two whole hours!” The last few words were practically squeezed out through gritted teeth.

‘Two hours! In the middle of the night! A man and a woman alone! What were they doing in there?!’ Terrifying imaginations wrapped around her heart like poisonous vines, almost suffocating her.

Sheryl slowly stood up and walked in front of Aileen, her displeasure almost overflowing.

“How, how did you know…” Aileen’s face turned pale, she blurted out, then, realizing her slip of the tongue, she hastily corrected herself: “No! I wasn’t there at all! You must have mistaken me for someone else, my lady!”

Aileen’s heart pounded. She had clearly checked her surroundings to make sure no one was there before entering!

“Ra-rather than that, Lady Sheryl! How about trying this cup of premium black tea?”

“Black tea?” Sheryl looked suspiciously at the fragrant black tea in Aileen’s hand.

“Yes, Aileen’s special blend, zero-additive black tea.”

‘Suspicious, so suspicious.’

“Why is the color of this tea a bit dark?”

“Huh? Uh, that’s, that’s just your imagination!”

Sheryl examined the black tea, then looked at Aileen’s darting eyes. A glint flashed in her own eyes.

“Alright then, I’ll try it.”

She gracefully took the black tea and then sipped it in small mouthfuls.

‘Aileen probably drugged the tea. In that case, I might as well play along!’

In reality, the tea was instantly frozen upon entering her mouth, and then shattered.

“Oh my, I, I feel a bit dizzy…”

After drinking the tea, Sheryl pretended to be dizzy and slumped in her chair.

“Lady Sheryl? Lady Sheryl? Are you alright? Can you hear me?”

Aileen whispered in her ear:

“Ah, ah, test, test, Lady Sheryl, Lady Sheryl is a dummy~”

After confirming that Sheryl was motionless, she raised her fist and cheered softly:

“Alright! Great success!”

Then, Aileen stood up and headed somewhere.

‘Hmph, so that’s how it is! She wanted to knock me out, and then go to Schiller’s place!’

Sheryl’s body trembled slightly, and frost spread across the carpet beneath her feet. She was desperately trying to suppress the urge to tear the maid in front of her to shreds.

“She called me… a dummy?!”

‘Late at night… alone… two hours…’ The unbearable images she had deliberately suppressed now flooded her mind: Schiller’s gentle smile, Aileen’s shy expression… could they have…?

‘That shy expression that he only showed in front of her!’

“Ah… I see.” Sheryl murmured to herself, her voice terrifyingly hollow.

She slowly raised her head. Her beautiful silver-gray eyes had lost all their luster, leaving only a bottomless darkness.

“Schiller… he definitely wasn’t willing.” She clung to this thought like a life raft.

“He must have been deceived by that cunning maid! Beguiled! Even… coerced!”

“No, I can’t let him get hurt anymore. He must be in so much pain, Schiller.”

A strong sense of protectiveness transformed into a paranoid belief. A chillingly cold smile slowly appeared on her pale lips.

“Heh heh… don’t be afraid, Schiller.” Her voice was as soft as a lover’s whisper, but it contained a chill that could freeze the soul. All the moisture in the room instantly condensed into frost.

“I’m coming to… save you.”

With that, she stood up and quietly followed Aileen.




  Chapter 32 : If the plan fails, its fate
Aileen didn’t stop along the way, quickly making her way to Schiller’s room.
Along the way, she seemed still uneasy, occasionally looking back to see if anyone was following her.

It wasn’t until she confirmed that no one was around that she cautiously pushed open Schiller’s door, and then carefully closed it behind her.

“Hmph, just as I thought, she’s hiding some secret from me!” Sheryl peeked out from behind a pillar in the shadows. She had followed the sneaky Aileen all the way here, as expected.

“What should I do next?” She quickly considered. “Break down the door?”

Breaking down the door was an option, but she wasn’t confident she could defeat Aileen.

There was a level gap between them.

A battle of skill? Perhaps, but the cost would not be low, and Aileen had Schiller’s help now.

“I just don’t want to make a move against him.”

The girl folded her arms and fell into deep thought.

Just as Sheryl was pondering her strategy, Aileen tiptoed out of the room. She first looked around, then closed the door with relief.

“Oh no!” Sheryl’s ponytail twitched. If she was found out to be pretending, the whole plan would be ruined!

She was about to sneak back and continue her “deep sleep,” but then she saw a maid walk up to Aileen.

The maids of the Viscount’s manor all seemed to possess some strange skill, in Sheryl’s opinion. They always seemed to know who was where.

“Lady Aileen, Mr. Gavin invites you to a meeting.” With that, she pulled a letter from her bosom.

Aileen’s eyes widened at the sight of the letter, then she crumpled it into a ball, her lips moving slightly.

[Fire]

Flames burned, and countless ashes floated in the air.

She didn’t even flinch as the flames licked her fingers.

“What’s that woman doing?” Sheryl looked at her with confusion.

Aileen stood rooted to the spot, her outstretched hand frozen in mid-air, before she pulled it back.

After confirming the maid had disappeared, she opened Schiller’s door again.

Sheryl quietly pressed her ear to the door, holding her breath to hear their conversation as clearly as possible.

Inside the room

“Young Master, this is bad! There’s still time to call off the operation!”

“What nonsense are you talking about? The drug has been administered, the pants are already off, and you’re telling me the plan has changed?!”

“Sergeant Aileen, requesting to withdraw from the mission!”

“Ha, deserting in the face of battle? To be dealt with by military law!”

“Ow, Gavin! That Gavin, he’s asking for money again, and he wants me to give it to him in person!”

“He said, ‘There’s a super hot girl who just arrived, so I plan to conquer her with money.’”

“I think he’s just a scumbag.”

“That guy! I already told him I would never give him money again!”

Aileen made a boxing pose in frustration.

Schiller knew this Gavin. He was Aileen’s brother, the one who had once depended on her for survival.

However, in Schiller’s memory, he was also a rather dubious character.

“Well, since it’s a family matter, you should go quickly.”

Since Sheryl was already unconscious, it was fine for him to be alone.

Next, it was time to carry her to the basement and make her face “reality”!

Heh heh, the world is so beautiful.

“It’s dangerous for you to be alone, Young Master,” Aileen said, her voice filled with genuine concern.

“It’s fine. If you’re worried about me, then go and come back quickly.”

After all, he couldn’t let Aileen see him doing bad things.

“Y-yes! I, I don’t necessarily have to go…” Aileen showed a heavy expression.

“How about this,” Schiller patted her shoulder. “If you dislike him, just cut ties with him.”

“Is that so…” Aileen’s expression gradually dimmed. She had thought the Young Master would surely stop her.

“Young Master, what do you think of me?”

She gritted her teeth, seeking an answer from Schiller.

“What do I think? That goes without saying. Aileen, from the day you became my personal maid, you became my family.” He gently stroked Aileen’s pink hair, as if encouraging her.

“If you’re worried about that, then let me be your family. Go on, it’s alright. If you’re sad, you can always come to me to be spoiled.”

“In this world, family is not just your burden. I can also bear your existence.”

Schiller knew that Aileen had some resistance to the word “family,” but it was okay. He just had to change her perspective little by little.

As the saying goes, time heals all wounds. Schiller thought that since he had already become family to a certain tsundere, adding one more probably wasn’t a problem.

Compared to an older sister, Aileen was more like a younger sister.

“Ow, hehe, I understand…”

“Sergeant Aileen, I guarantee to complete the mission!”

With that, she opened the door and walked out.

“Next, is it time to deal with Sheryl…”

‘Young Lady, it’s all your fault… you like me too much!’

Although he had lost his reliable helper Aileen, the plan was undoubtedly proceeding smoothly.

That’s right, although all his plans had not gone so smoothly since coming to this world, this time, and only this time, the plan was on the verge of success.

“And carrying an unconscious girl, even I can do that.”

With that, he put his hand on the doorknob.

Thud!

A faint sound reached his ears.

Schiller quickly opened the door, but the hallway was empty.

“Was it just my imagination?”

He tilted his head and continued towards the courtyard.

Sheryl was slumped in a chair, her brow furrowed.

“Looks like the drug is very effective.”

He gently stroked Sheryl’s snow-white hair. Sheryl let out a soft hum, as if she were itchy.

“Huh? Was that my imagination?”

“Sorry, I don’t want to do this either, but I have no choice.”

If Sheryl’s favorability didn’t decrease, he would be in a difficult position!

Next, he just had to carry her to the basement.

Gulp.

Schiller couldn’t help but swallow.

Looking from above, Sheryl’s snow-white neck, her delicate skin, the faint fragrance from her body, were all tantalizing his nerves.

So, so erotic!

“No, that’s not right, Schiller. How can you fall so easily here? Don’t you have to build up Yuri? How can you give up here!”

“Yuri is sacred, sacred! Therefore, I who touch the sacred am without sin!”

Schiller muttered to himself, as if speaking some profound words:

‘This life of yours has been ruined by Yuri. You can’t interact with normal girls properly. When you’re eating with a girl, you’re always thinking, “I wish she were a lesbian, she could form a band with other girls for a lifetime.” Then the girl comes out in her pajamas and black stockings, asking if you like something a bit more gothic. You pull out your phone and open the official MyGO!!!!! account, saying you already knew the new card was coming out. She’s silent for a moment, then says, “I was asking if you like me.”’

“Ha! I’m prepared. Let’s do this!”

He lifted Sheryl’s light-as-a-feather body, holding her in his arms. Her snow-white hair brushed against his face, making his heart pound.

A passing maid saw Schiller and saluted him:

“Young Master, what are you doing?”

“For the next few days, don’t be surprised if I disappear,” he instructed.

“Yes, Young Master.”

The maid didn’t ask any further questions. In the Viscount’s manor, it was important to know how to live wisely.

Passing through the Viscount’s manor’s basement, Schiller pushed open the dusty door.

Although he had asked Aileen to clean it beforehand, there was still a thick smell of dust.

“Heave-ho.”

Schiller carefully placed Sheryl flat on the iron bed deep inside, carefully arranging her clothes for her.

“Next, is it time to wait for the drug to wear off?”

“What drug?”

“Oh, the sleeping drug I gave to Lil… huh?”

Schiller stiffly turned his head. Sheryl was sitting on the edge of the bed, smiling at him.

“As expected.”

“…”

‘What’s going on? Why isn’t she unconscious?’

‘Oh no, where did the plan go wrong?’

“But, it’s okay, I know,” a sword of ice slowly condensed in her hand, then abruptly shattered, its frosty aura covering the entire room. “I know, Schiller, you were just deceived by that woman.”

Her gray eyes were now as deep as an abyss.

“Uh, well, Lil, can we talk about this?”

Schiller stepped back towards the door, one step at a time.

“Heh heh, Schiller, honestly, we’re already here, what’s there to be shy about?”

She licked her lips and approached him with light steps.

“Not, not good.”

In terms of strength, he couldn’t beat her. In terms of stamina, he couldn’t outrun her.

Her seemingly slender hands, which actually contained unknown magical power, were now pointing at Schiller.

[Freeze]

“!” His feet were quickly frozen in place. No matter how much he struggled, he couldn’t escape.

Sheryl’s cold, lifeless eyes sent a sharp pain down his spine.

Just as he was about to reason with Sheryl, to appeal to her emotions,

The sound of something teleporting behind him, followed by a dull, sharp pain.

“Rest assured, I will protect Schiller.”

His eyes rolled back, and he lost consciousness.




  Chapter 33 : Cry All You Want, No One’s Coming
“Add a little of this, then a little of that…”
“Hmm… it feels like something is still missing…”

“Right… one more thing is missing.”

A rustling sound made Schiller open his eyes.

“My head hurts.”

Schiller shook his head, trying to dispel the drowsiness that came with the pain.

“Where am I?”

He tried to recall the sequence of events.

“I remember, I failed to drug Sheryl.”

“She didn’t faint at all! She was pretending.”

“Then I lost my memory halfway through running.”

The lingering pain on his head, and the cold sweat, made him subconsciously try to cover his forehead.

Bang!

A loud noise.

His wrist was blocked by some heavy object. Schiller’s struggling movements suddenly stopped.

“! What’s going on?!”

He looked at his side in panic.

He was lying on the bed in a spread-eagle position, his wrists and ankles firmly held by thick iron rings. The only thing he could move was his unrestrained upper body.

“Could it be a thief who broke into the Viscount’s manor?”

“I wonder if Sheryl is okay!”

At this moment, the only thing he could move was his mouth.

“Someone! Someone save me!”

Crying for help, the only thing he could do was cry for help desperately.

“Schiller, you’re awake?”

A familiar voice sounded above his head.

“Lil! Great! You’re okay! Quick! Save me! A thief tied me up!”

Schiller sat up, looking at Sheryl with hopeful eyes. She was dressed in a gorgeous gown, standing elegantly by the bed.

“Schiller…” Sheryl showed a gentle expression. “Just stay here, don’t go anywhere, okay?”

Hearing these words, Schiller’s mind finally cleared.

There was no thief at all. The one who had done this to him was Sheryl!

And she had to pick a time when both Celia and Aileen were away!

“Confinement… confinement play!” He swallowed.

Then, gathering his strength, he let out the loudest scream of his life.

“Help! Aileen! Celia! Your master is in big trouble!!”

Sheryl just showed a mischievous smile, gently stroking Schiller’s hair.

“Heh heh, go ahead and scream. No one will come to save you even if you scream your throat raw.”

‘Shouldn’t he be the one saying that?’

“Lil! How could you do such a thing?!”

“Let me go, okay?”

“Hey, can we still reconcile at this point?”

Compared to the shame of being kidnapped, Schiller was more eager to get out of this situation quickly. He intended to use all his skills to beg Sheryl for mercy.

After all, lowering her favorability was the goal, not the means. He first had to ensure his own safety.

In this environment, the feeling of having his life in someone else’s hands was really not good.

“But, Schiller was the one who was going to make a move on me. This is just self-defense~”

“…”

‘Come to think of it, that seems to be true.’

But, Sheryl tying him up meant… she intended to punish him, right?

In other words, her favorability had decreased?

Although the process seemed wrong, if the result was right, then hurray.

“But, it’s okay. Schiller was just deceived by that woman. Schiller is not at fault.”

“Huh?”

Schiller showed a puzzled expression:

“Wh-what are you talking about? How could I be deceived?”

“I, Schiller, have never been deceived by a woman since I was born!”

“Heh heh, Schiller is so naive, so naive. That woman, she must have been planning to make a move on you.”

“But, Schiller definitely didn’t want that, right? He must have been coerced by her, controlled, brainwashed…”

“Yes, brainwashed.”

Sheryl’s eyes gradually became vacant. She seemed to be muttering something dangerous to herself.

The coldest and the hottest woman—Sheryl.

Schiller saw a dangerous signal in her.

“Heh heh, don’t be afraid. I’ll help Schiller undo the brainwashing. The book says that you just need to use a strong stimulus to cover up the previous imprint.”

“Uh, may I be so bold as to ask what book that is?”

Schiller cautiously chose his words to avoid provoking her.

“This one.” She showed him a book with a gold-stamped cover.

How a Girl with Strong Control Issues Can Capture a Steel-Willed Straight Man

“Throw that book away quickly! How can you read such a dirty book! Dirty, Sheryl is so dirty!”

Her face instantly turned bright red, and her vacant eyes regained some clarity.

“Hmph! Aren’t you also secretly reading? What How to Capture a Tsundere Young Lady for Steel-Willed Straight Men? If you want to talk to me, just come over directly!”

“I, I also really want to talk to Schiller! But you kept ignoring me.”

“Hey, I won’t say the opposite of what I mean anymore.”

Cold sweat broke out on Schiller’s back. ‘How did Sheryl know what book he was reading?’

‘That’s probably…’

‘No, it’s better not to think about it.’

Although Sheryl was angry, her tone held a hint of imperceptible shyness.

‘There’s a chance! I should just let her release me!’

“I, I also really want to talk to Lil, that’s why I asked Aileen…”

“Ah.”

‘I seem to have dug my own grave.’

“That woman, it’s that woman again!” Her eyes darkened again. This time, she no longer hesitated, gently leaning in and whispering into Schiller’s ear.

“Heh heh, I can’t listen to you anymore. What I want to hear is the heart of ‘my’ Schiller. I have to save you from the brainwashing.”

She hugged Schiller tightly. Her slender figure, carrying a girlish fragrance, made every cell in Schiller’s body scream.

“Phew~” a warm breath, carrying a mischievous air, blew on Schiller’s sensitive ear.

“!”

Then, a voice that seemed to melt his brain whispered deep in his mind.

“I haven’t been with you as long as Celia, nor can I stay by your side at all times like Aileen…”

“But…”

“But what?”

“But, compared to them, aren’t we family? I, I tried to imagine a scene where Schiller left me… ah, what a fantasy worse than death, so hateful.”

The girl’s voice was tinged with tears.

“That woman, not only wants to take you away, but also wants to take away my family…”

“I only have Schiller, I have nothing else!”

As she spoke, the temperature in the room plummeted.

“Unforgivable!”

“Schiller must only look at me, no one else is needed.”

‘Not good, Schiller remembered this scene.’

When Sheryl’s favorability was too high, her exclusive jealousy scene would be triggered.

If not handled properly, it would directly lead to the confinement bad ending.

Players would see how Sheryl transformed from a tsundere into a yandere.

“Did I just walk straight into this step?!”

But the development of the relationship between the protagonist and Sheryl should have been a long and drawn-out process.

Counting the first time, this was only the third time he and she had pulled and tugged!

Schiller swallowed. He might have underestimated the importance of the word “family” in Sheryl’s heart.

“No, that shouldn’t be right!”

Now, he could already imagine what Sheryl’s so-called stimulus was.

Sheryl’s cheeks were slightly flushed. She placed her hand on the buttons of her clothes. In her eyes, besides the bottomless darkness, there was also a controlling desire that was about to overflow.

“I, I want to have everything of you.”

‘No, not again…’ Schiller desperately recalled the terrifying experience of that night, his body trembling uncontrollably.

“I only want to watch this kind of plot, not experience it myself!”

“Celia! Help!”

“Aileen, help!”

“Ophelia! You just wait!!! I will definitely…”




  Chapter 34 : If You Want It, Come and Get It
In the vast, empty basement, the only sound was the breathing of two people.
Schiller was forced to maintain his position lying on the bed. Sweat soaked his clothes, but he couldn’t wipe it away with his hands.

The tickling sensation was almost maddening.

He gritted his teeth, his body exposed and defenseless before another person, desperately trying to suppress his fear so as not to scream.

And this feeling of fear was intensifying with the passing of time.

It is said that animals are restrained in this way while waiting to be slaughtered. However, the current situation was more like… some kind of R-rated game.

Just like that day, Sheryl’s small hands gently drew circles on Schiller’s chest. Her beautiful hair hung near Schiller’s nose, tickling him.

At this moment, she had cast aside all etiquette and composure, simply pressing her own weight onto Schiller.

“Phew…”

Schiller couldn’t help but take a deep breath to maintain his composure. Sheryl’s soft skin, her sweet scent, were destroying his sanity with every second.

“Wait, Lil, have you ever heard this proverb?”

“What?” Her voice was no longer cold, but laced with a sweet, coquettish charm.

“A melon plucked by force is not sweet!”

Schiller turned his face away, adopting a look of resolute determination.

“Heh heh, only I know how sweet a melon plucked by force can be.”

She reached out, and the cold touch sent a refreshing sensation through Schiller’s brain.

She forced Schiller to look into her eyes. Her silvery-gray pupils reflected only him.

The force wasn’t strong, but it possessed a strange, inescapable power.

“What do you see?”

Her flushed cheeks, her slightly eager voice, and those alluring, tender lips.

He swallowed, not answering the question.

‘I have to find a way to escape, or something terrible will happen!’

He wished he could grow a third hand, knock Sheryl out from behind, and then release himself.

‘No, not that hand! Don’t move!’

Since Sheryl thought he had been deceived, all he had to do was go along with her, right?

Perhaps there was still hope.

Sheryl’s current state was clearly abnormal. In fact, had she taken some strange drug?

Step one: free her from this strange “darkened” state.

Step two: get her to release him.

After organizing the situation in his mind, he already had a plan.

“Waaah, I was indeed deceived by Aileen!”

He deliberately made his voice sound as if he had just come to his senses, blinking his eyes to make them look teary.

“Schiller? You’re finally awake!”

Sheryl’s face lit up with joy, and she stopped her seductive physical assault.

“I have never felt my mind so clear.”

She lowered her head, brought her nose close to Schiller’s neck, and took a deep breath.

“A familiar… scent.”

“Say, what is Aileen to you?” She lifted her head, her sharp gaze locking onto his eyes, as if she could see through all lies. She smiled faintly.

“Heh heh, don’t even think about lying. I know, when Schiller lies, his eyes drift to the right.”

‘A stalker, this girl is definitely a stalker!’

‘You’ve met your match with me!’

Since he couldn’t lie, he would just tell the “truth.”

“Aileen is just a passerby, while Lil is the heroine!”

“…You’re not lying.”

“Heh heh, Schiller, honestly, saying such embarrassing things.”

“That’s right, it was Aileen, she gave me a drug called the Yuri virus!”

“I’m not mad at Schiller.” She gently placed Schiller’s head on the bed, then got up to fiddle with something.

‘I didn’t expect the crisis to be resolved so easily. I’ll just have to wrong Aileen a little later.’

After all, it was her fault for not administering the drug properly!

She helped Schiller’s upper body up and handed him a cup of pitch-black coffee.

‘Coffee?’

He only had bad memories of coffee.

“Why coffee?”

“Actually…” She fidgeted with her fingers, her face flushed with shyness. “I still don’t know how to make black tea, but coffee is much simpler.”

“Oh, oh.”

‘So Sheryl also had such a cute side. No, a young lady should be this cute!’

“Waaah, that damn Ophelia, I will definitely get my revenge!”

This was probably the nth time he had longed to see that Saintess again today.

Sheryl gently fed Schiller the coffee, spoonful by spoonful.

He didn’t think much of it, just passively drank.

“Ugh…”

“How is it?” Sheryl blushed, waiting for Schiller’s answer.

‘It doesn’t really taste like coffee, but perhaps it’s because it’s her first time making it and she’s not very good at it yet.’

“Yes, it’s delicious!” He squeezed out a smile.

“Heh heh, Schiller is really so gentle.” Perhaps she was aware of it herself, she showed a strange expression.

“Alright, I’m awake now, I’ve had the coffee, it’s time to let me go.”

“Uh, well, Lil, why haven’t you let me go yet?”

However, Sheryl was still slow to release him from his bonds.

“Release you? Don’t say such lonely things. More importantly, how do you feel now?”

She climbed back onto Schiller’s body, her eyes shimmering with—desire.

“!” Only then did Schiller feel a huge change in his body, or rather, a huge change in a certain part.

“That wasn’t coffee at all…”

“That’s right. It was basically just drug mixed with water.”

“Drug mixed with water! How much did you add…”

Perhaps he didn’t even need to say that. At this moment, the magnitude of his arousal said it all.

“If I don’t do this, Schiller won’t understand.”

“Don’t do this, you might get my body, but you can’t have my heart!”

“…I, I’m not interested in forcing you!”

Schiller roared. At this moment, he was grateful that his limbs were firmly bound. Otherwise, he might have been unable to resist and would have pounced on her long ago.

“Hmph! No, at least, I have to cover up that woman’s mark…”

Her vacant eyes were firmly locked on that spot.

“Yes, cover… it’s not enough. I have to make Schiller completely forget about that woman.”

“Because Schiller is too gentle, he’ll probably forgive her soon. But I can’t forgive her!”

Her voice suddenly rose, and the surging magic around her also indicated her anger at this moment.

“I can’t forgive anyone who hurts my family!” She gritted her teeth and said these words, leaving Schiller speechless.

“You probably don’t know, that day, the day I kissed you, I thought you were going to die…” Her voice was intermittent, as if recalling a distant past.

“I was so scared!” Her voice shook Schiller to the core, rendering all the flowery words he had prepared useless.

Yes, if someone was so worried about you, how could you respond with a light rejection?

“Perhaps, I was wrong from the beginning.”

Schiller thought to himself.

“So, even if you hate me, are afraid of me, I don’t care…”

Sheryl spoke with tears in her eyes, but she finished her words one by one, completely.

“But, the only thing I can’t accept is your disappearance!”

Perhaps sensing Schiller’s coldness towards her, she almost roared these words.

Sheryl, who had been forced to separate from her family since she was a child, cherished the existence of family more than anyone else.

“I understand, I won’t ignore you anymore,” Schiller said slowly, the cowardice in his eyes long gone. “But, I won’t yield.”

After all, this was a matter of a man’s pride.

“Lil, if you want it, you have to come and get it yourself!”




  Chapter 35 : A Double Reversal
“Heh heh, is that so? Then I’ll ‘take’ it.”
Sheryl swung her entire body to his waist, her hand lingering on the buttons of his shirt.

‘Calm down, first of all, calm down, I must be calm!’

The scene of being forcefully restrained by a beautiful girl, though rare, still lacked a certain charm when thoroughly savored.

‘Tell me, what man wants to be pressed down, rather than on top?’

Furthermore, a “heavy girl” refers to a beautiful girl who is heavy in every aspect except her weight.

Such girls are basically meant to be admired from afar, not touched.



Of course, those with special preferences should automatically ignore the above statement.

The famous writer Murashita Akihana once said to draw a line in a diary, putting wrong things on the left and right things on the right.

Although Schiller couldn’t free his hands right now, he could replicate this action in his mind.

Discarding all sensations, just thinking relentlessly.

“Phew…”

Since his reincarnation, what things he had done were right, and what things were wrong.

This didn’t refer to societal justice, but merely what was beneficial or harmful to him.

The order of this world was different from his previous one. Perhaps there were overlaps, but ultimately, it was defined by humans.

He remembered a certain novel he had read in his previous life, where the protagonist killed a loan shark for “justice,” but then found himself deeply mired in a moral quagmire from which he couldn’t escape.

Schiller only felt the protagonist was pitifully foolish. He had gained enough wealth to squander for the rest of his life, and his crime was settled without anyone realizing it, yet he decided to turn himself in?

Unlike him, Schiller felt no moral restraints; he was simply futilely trying to stay alive. All his struggles were rapidly heading towards failure.

Perhaps, just as history must repeat itself, his actions, no matter how much they altered this world, would not change the outcome.

The process was completely wrong, but the result was completely right.

This was just like the countless plans he had constructed in the past; although they were closely intertwined, they ultimately could not escape the cage of “inevitability.”

However, perhaps it was his desire “to change” that was too strong, leading to the failure of his plans.

He meticulously organized countless thoughts in his mind, only to realize with a start that he had made almost no “correct choices.”

No, rather, he had not achieved the correct results.

The weight on the right and the emptiness on the left were completely unbalanced.

The person who truly caused Sheryl to become like this—was himself, and no one else.

He had kidnapped her on his own accord, then rescued her without explanation.

He had forcibly entered Sheryl’s heart, then unilaterally created distance.

Of course, he had no defense for this.

Her defiant expression when they first met flashed through his mind. Despite having the strength to take him down in a second, she still fought him to a draw.

But, her past self was dead.

Just like the Schiller of the past, he too was already dead.

Now, he just needed to carefully consider the present.

Her feelings for him were described as family, but they were mixed with many ambiguous things. At the very least, this dependence was certainly not love, but something far more twisted, enough to influence the will to live.

Mistakes could not be changed, just like the past.

But the spread of error could be stopped. From now on, it was his turn!

He opened his eyes. Before him was Sheryl, still flushed.

It seemed his brainstorming hadn’t lasted very long; there was no sign that the effects of the drug on him had worn off yet.

He clenched his hands into fists, struggling forcefully, but the sturdy iron wristbands remained unyielding.

Sheryl noticed no change in Schiller’s aura. She gently stroked his hand, her brows and eyes filled with pity.

She spoke in a pleading tone: “Don’t struggle anymore, okay?”

‘Struggle?’

No, this was resistance!

To think she could control him with just his wrists and ankles, Sheryl was still underestimating him too much.

If he had to do it, at least he would take the initiative once!

This posture, this state, was simply too… humiliating for a man.

He couldn’t escape from Sheryl, but she wouldn’t always be there.

And the fact that he could use magic should not have been exposed yet. His struggle just now was actually him testing its strength.

According to his estimation, magic should be able to easily destroy the restraints.

For that day to come quickly, he must satisfy her demands as much as possible.

For example, to stimulate her nerves as much as possible, to provoke her emotions, to ignite her sadism.

Even if they called him a scoundrel, it didn’t matter. For survival, one should stop at nothing!

Thinking of this, his eyes filled with an unwilling expression:

“Guh! Kill me!”

“You can only have my body, but you cannot have my heart!”

“I will not yield! Even if my other member yields, I will not!”

“Heh heh, is that so?”

She then untied the straps across her chest, and Schiller’s gaze involuntarily followed her hands.

“Damn it, move, my head… no, not that part down there…”

His accursed male instinct controlled his brain, making him unable to avert his gaze.

The sound of swallowing was clearly audible in the silent basement.

A secret room, two people alone, a “heavy girl”…

‘What kind of elements are stacking here? Did I walk into the wrong scene?’

“Heh heh, but, your body’s reaction is very honest~”

She gently leaned down, and that soft sensation enveloped Schiller’s body.

“!…”

A paradise of tenderness, it was truly a paradise of tenderness.

“Ugh!”

Instantly, his blood rushed to that area. He felt a wave of dizziness and a strange… sensation.

‘Not good, if this continues, my preferences might change!’

“Won’t yield?”

“…I won’t!”

But he couldn’t give up here!

“Your mouth is still very stubborn…”

In reality, every part of Schiller’s body was stiff right now.

Sheryl smiled and leaned her body against him, then extended her tongue and gently licked Schiller’s neck.

Like a small cat, she lightly licked, as if to provoke something in Schiller.

“What if, I lick that place?” She whispered slowly in his ear, a premeditated smile on her face.

“!”

At that instant, he truly imagined that feeling. He was already losing control of his body.

“…Give it to me.”

Schiller growled, struggling forcefully despite the pain from his restrained wrists.

“Give it to me!”

Sheryl was merely provoking his nerves at this moment.

“Heh heh, you know our rules, right?”




  Chapter 36 : The Brain is not Braining
Schiller had no idea what she was talking about. His brain had long been taken over by his instincts. At this moment, only one thought remained in his mind.
It was a thought burning with intense fire.

He just wanted release.

Otherwise, he might be completely burned to ashes by the fire inside him.

“Heh heh, it’s painful, isn’t it? But, not yet.”

Sheryl didn’t stop her actions, but she also had no intention of helping him.

“Ugh!”

Provoking his nerves while simultaneously binding him with firm control.

How painful it was.

It was almost becoming a form of torture.

His eyes were bloodshot, as if he could swallow someone whole in the next second.

She slowly spoke:

“Doesn’t it look like I’m forcing you? I don’t like forcing people.”

“It’s not… forcing… it’s… my own volition.”

“Eh? If you don’t say it clearly, I won’t understand.” She giggled, her eyes sparkling with a teasing smile.

Sheryl wanted to hear Schiller say it himself. She wanted to enjoy the pleasure this sentence brought her, and the resistance in Schiller’s eyes only fueled her sadism further.

Making him beg her in a low voice would plant a seed of non-resistance in his heart. Sooner or later, he would completely become hers.

“…”

Although he was burning with fire, to voluntarily plead for something like this was still too… dangerous.

A slight misstep, and something important in his heart might be lost forever. This thought brought back some of his clarity.

Seeing Schiller struggling to speak, Sheryl smiled faintly.

Since he couldn’t look up, Schiller couldn’t see anything, but the sensation that came through made his nerves tingle.

It was as if he were blindfolded, making his senses exceptionally sensitive. He didn’t know what it was, only that his thoughts froze for a moment, followed by an explosive sensation.

The feeling of his brain trembling.

He finally lost all reason, becoming a beast acting on instinct.

“I want… you!”

“Heh heh…”

Sheryl showed a satisfied smile, gently unlocking the restraints on his limbs with a key.

With a low growl, a symphony of spring echoed in the empty basement.



Ophelia had recently come to deeply understand the terror of a girl in love.

Around her, terrifying jealous eyes would appear from time to time.

During meals, strange insects would occasionally crawl into her food.

While bathing in the bathroom, the lights would occasionally go out suddenly, and the water would alternate between hot and cold.

When putting on her little boots in the morning, she had to first check for strange things inside.

The culprit behind all this was Gavin, that man!

“How annoying! Really!”

Even Ophelia couldn’t help but feel annoyed. ‘He already has some sort of a lover, why does he keep hanging around me?’

‘Lecher!’

Speaking of Gavin, Ophelia instinctively felt a strange sensation from him. It was a very strange feeling, but his gaze was like a venomous snake licking her skin.

It seemed that Gavin had shifted his target from Evelyna to her, probably because Evelyna was too difficult to conquer, so he decided to make a move on the seemingly innocent Ophelia.

It wasn’t that the girl was boasting, but her appearance could be described as beautiful. In the mirror, her golden hair, like a waterfall, and her pupils, as rich as gold, all proclaimed her splendor.

A golden rose flower.

Although Ophelia was innocent, her observation skills were exceptionally sharp, and she deeply understood the principle of “don’t covet a friend’s spouse.”

There was nothing about Gavin that attracted her, not to mention she should have a boyfriend… probably.

“Ophi, after today, can I treat you to a drink?”

Gavin cheekily cornered Ophelia at the inn’s entrance, proposing to her.

The name “Ophi” was something he called her without permission. Although Ophelia was disgusted by it, she couldn’t say it directly.

She really wanted to kick him in the groin, but she was also inexplicably afraid of her own violent thoughts.

“Mr. Gavin, actually, I already have plans with Evelyna.”

She answered Gavin with a flawless smile. According to her observations, Gavin was helpless against Evelyna.

To counter Gavin’s over-familiarity, she stubbornly called him “Mr. Gavin.”

“Is that so? What a pity. Let me treat you next time? I know a luxury bar.”

He still hadn’t given up, but pursued her relentlessly.

‘A luxury bar? It’s probably a brothel, right?’

‘In the end, you just want my body, right?’

‘So, men are all like this…’

Ophelia silently complained in her heart.

“Well, if there’s a chance…” She smiled, feigning trouble, trying not to look at him.

“Then…”

Just as Gavin was about to continue, Evelyna leaned over from the side.

“Hey, you two, stop chatting, it’s time to go!”

‘Thank you for the rescue!’ Ophelia heaved a big sigh of relief in her heart.

“Tch…”

Ophelia didn’t miss Gavin’s subtle sound.

“Huh? Liel, your face, why is it so red? Could it be, you two…”

Evelyna looked at the two of them with a knowing, motherly smile, then showed a look of understanding.

“So that’s how it is, so that’s how it is…”

In fact, Ophelia’s face was red with anger. She had never seen a man who wrote his desires so clearly on his face. Even a certain man who often bought aphrodisiacs was very gentlemanly!

And also a little handsome.

‘Huh? Aphrodisiacs? Why would I have such a strange thought…’

Ophelia was startled by her own thoughts. She felt her cheeks burn, like a child caught stealing malt candy by their parents.

“So that’s how it is?”

A voice as cold as falling into an ice cave quickly pulled her back to reality.

Ignoring Gavin’s smug expression, it was Shirley who had come up on her own, seeing the three of them still not coming down.

“Shirley… you misunderstand…” Ophelia was about to explain to her, but was met with a cold snort and an eye-roll.

She glanced at Ophelia, then walked up to Gavin and spoke in a sweet voice:

“Shall we go?”

It is said that a girl in love’s IQ will become very low. Ophelia prayed that she would never become like this.

With that, she linked arms with him and gave Ophelia a cold smirk.

Compared to being harassed by Gavin, Shirley’s misunderstanding was more painful for her.

Being misunderstood as having an affair with that kind of man was even more painful.

And Gavin proactively held Shirley’s hand, intentionally looking at Ophelia. He thought Ophelia was just a tsundere, doing things contrary to her words.

And once he used the tactic of playing hard to get, she would probably panic and agree to his request.

Sure enough, Ophelia puffed out her cheeks, looking at Shirley resentfully.

“Haha, she’s jealous.”

Gavin was secretly pleased. ‘What’s so great about a proud woman, doesn’t she still fight over me?’ But a beauty of Ophelia’s caliber was truly a once-in-a-century encounter.

‘After I get my hands on her, I must savor her properly. Maybe I’ll play the “make her beg me” game.’

Gavin’s dark imagination swirled in his mind.

Evelyna gave Ophelia an apologetic look and quickly caught up with the two.

Ophelia forced herself to lift her feet, but the gloom in her heart could not be dispelled.

“What the heck! That man, even Evelyna…”

“Shirley, that child, really!”

“I didn’t do anything!”

“Next time, I must make it clear to them. I have a boyfriend, and his name is Schiller!”

“…If it were the Saintess, how would she act?”

Ophelia thought about these things with puffed cheeks, her steps also becoming heavy.

In Shirley’s eyes, she was probably just a pretty face with no ability.

After all, she had personally heard Shirley say:

“A mage without a staff? Don’t joke around!”

She seemed very satisfied with her status as a mage.

However, in all the battles so far, Ophelia would cast support skills like [Blessing] and [Holy Light], but she didn’t know any healing magic.

She had no concept of healing magic in her mind. Rather, whenever she thought of “healing,” the cruel word “explosion” would inexplicably come to mind.

Of course, for her shortcomings, Shirley naturally gave a negative review.

“A support who doesn’t even know healing magic? You can’t even joke like that, right?” Shirley’s negative comments echoed in her ears.

“Seriously! What a downer.”




  Chapter 37 : Spring Nights are brief girl please step back
Deep in the Short White Mountain Forest.
Shirley rested her chin on her hand, lost in thought as she recalled the first time she met Gavin.

‘Why… did I fall in love with him?’

Shirley and Evelyn came from a small village in the countryside. There, women were engaged to others at an early age, destined to become part of the labor force or childbearers. The villagers saw no issue with this life.

However, Shirley found it terrifying. Her life was decided when she was young, and she could only follow a predetermined path like a well-behaved doll.

Grow up, become someone’s wife, grow old, and then force her next generation to repeat the same actions.

So, the girl made up her mind. Sooner or later, she would escape this village, no matter the cost. Like a migratory bird, she longed for freedom.

To escape successfully, she feigned compliance for five whole years. Her good friend Evelyna silently supported her. Back then, when they were wronged, they would lick each other’s wounds like calves, complaining about their dissatisfaction under the cold moonlight, and confiding their hopes for the future amidst laughter.

“If we can escape from here one day, what do you want to do, Shirley?” Evelyna’s face, red from the cold, looked at her.

“Me? I haven’t decided yet!”

“I’ve decided. I want to go to a big city to save money first. When I have enough, I’ll open a shop with Shirley, and the two of us will live a normal life.” Evelyn smiled dreamily, as if speaking of a grand dream.

“Eh~ But I don’t necessarily have to marry Evelyna~”

“Huh? You said it! I’m going to hate you, Shirley!” The girls teased each other playfully.

Later, the two of them unexpectedly awakened their magical talents. Although not very strong, in that remote countryside, it was an unparalleled talent.

So they finally escaped from the deep mountains, left that village, and after many twists and turns, they eventually became adventurers.

At first, they were a team of two, but later, with Gavin’s addition, they became a three-person team.

[Stay away from us!]

Shirley clutched her head, feeling something churning deep in her mind.

‘Strange…’

She couldn’t remember how Gavin had joined them, and when had her and Evelyna’s private world been disturbed?

“Shirley, what are you doing? Use a wide-area magic!”

“Uh, okay!”

Shirley broke free from her thoughts and held the staff in front of her chest, red magic condensing between the staff.

Beginner Fire Magic:

[Fire Blast]!

A red rune circle condensed in front of her staff, then turned into a tongue of fire, surging towards Gavin and the monsters in front of them.

“Hey!”

Gavin, feeling the heat behind him, nimbly rolled away. The monsters, unable to dodge in time, were hit by Shirley’s magic.

And on the side, Evelyna also deftly dealt with the scattered monsters.

The path to the Mist Lord was just ahead.

The Mist Lord was a monster born in the center of the Short White Mountain Forest not long ago. Since its birth, a huge fog had risen from the center of the forest, obscuring the view.

Not long ago, the church, having noticed the anomaly in the forest, dispatched a bronze-ranked investigation team deep into the forest. However, only one person from the team returned alive.

To allow him to bring the information out of the forest, his teammates had sacrificed themselves one after another.

Just after he had relayed the information to the medics, he too collapsed and died.

In the end, all they got was some environmental information and a name, “The Mist Lord.”

It was said that this matter had been reported to the Cardinal. However, due to the Short White Mountain Forest’s distance from the nearest city, the church only took the measure of raising its level.

There were rumors that the church’s system had fallen into chaos due to the disappearance of its brain—the Saintess.

Before that, the bounty for the Mist Lord had been raised to the level of a demonic beast. As long as they defeated the Mist Lord, their Gluttonous Wolf Squad would rise to silver rank, becoming the fastest-promoting squad in recent years.

Deep in the forest, a thick fog obscured everyone’s senses.

Though it should have been daytime outside, it was as dark as midnight here.

“Hey, do you feel some kind of gaze?”

Shirley’s voice trembled slightly. She felt a chill down her spine, as if some ghost might pounce on her from behind at any moment.

“What gaze? You’re just being too sensitive, Shirley.”

Gavin said nonchalantly.

In fact, from the beginning, Ophelia had also felt a scrutinizing gaze.

[Holy Light]

With Ophelia’s soft whisper, holy light illuminated the surrounding mist.

Eyes, countless eyes.

No, it was a huge eye.

The mist dispersed, and the behemoth finally revealed its true form.

It was a giant black and white spider, over thirty meters tall. Its huge compound eyes reflected the astonished faces of the crowd. Its body was covered in fur, and its legs reflected a cold light like sharp blades, exuding a suffocating sense of strangeness and fear.

The truth of the night was the giant web that blotted out the sky, densely entangled above everyone’s heads.

This was the demonic beast that had wiped out the bronze-ranked team. It turned out not to be the Mist Lord, but a Mist Spider!

Faced with such a monster, especially one that highlighted its “bug” aspect, Shirley couldn’t help but tremble.

She was timid by nature, not to mention she would scream at the sight of strange insects.

At this moment, she forced down those fears.

“It’s okay, go for it, I can do it, I can do it!” She cheered herself on in her mind.

“Let’s go!” Gavin drew his sword and exchanged a glance with Evelyna, then they approached the giant spider from the left and right.

[Blessing]!

Golden light sprinkled on the two of them.

Swords flashed, and the intense battle made Shirley hold her breath.

She hugged her staff, her gaze tightly following the serious-looking man.

She wanted to do something, but the close distance prevented her from acting.

While Shirley was caught in a mental struggle, the battle in the distance had reached a white-hot stage.

Although the spider was huge, its movements were clumsy. With the addition of Ophelia’s [Blessing], the two of them gradually wore down the spider’s legs, causing it to let out fierce roars.

Gavin felt that this was an evenly matched opponent, but that also meant that it could be defeated!

He roared and drew his sword, steadily cutting wounds on its body.

“Now! Magic!”

The spider finally couldn’t bear the pain and sprayed webs indiscriminately in all directions. Gavin hid behind a tree and shouted to Shirley.

“Yes!”

The moment she heard that voice, all her thoughts vanished. She raised her staff:

“Oh, god of raging flames, please lend me your power!”

Intermediate Fire Magic: [Fire Jet]!

Terrifying flames spewed out from the staff, instantly melting the webs sprayed by the spider. The terrifying temperature burned the spider’s body, even causing it to let out a miserable groan.

The surrounding webs were also ignited, and it now fell heavily to the ground in pain.

It wouldn’t live much longer.

Seeing the spider preoccupied, Gavin quickly slid to its side, then with a swift move, he cut off its head.

“Phew, the Mist Lord, nothing more than this.”

“Ophi, your support was timely. Evelyna, you’re getting stronger and stronger too.”

“Shirley, next time don’t wait for me to say it, use your magic proactively!”

“…Okay…”

Gavin, who had successfully defeated the Mist Lord, looked very happy. Tomorrow, they would become silver-ranked adventurers.

Shirley bit her lip. She really wasn’t in a good state. Her head had felt dull from the beginning, as if her ability to think was constantly being stripped away.

“Wait… something is coming!”

From deep in the forest, a roar deeper than before echoed.




  Chapter 38 : Forced Actions Don’t Count
Viscount’s Manor, an undiscoverable basement.
After that, they had a blast.



“Waaah, my purity, my self-respect…”

“I, I will not yield!”

Schiller, with the expression of a sage, protested to Sheryl, who was getting dressed.

“I didn’t feel… I didn’t feel anything at all!”

After a night of passion, Schiller was once again tied up on the cold bed. Perhaps due to being drained and overly tired, he didn’t want to move any part of his body except his mouth.

Sheryl simply licked her lips with a hint of weariness, a satisfied expression on her face, with no intention of defending herself.

Schiller glared at her fiercely. This couldn’t be the end of it! Sooner or later, he would get his own back!

“Hmph!” He stared at Sheryl as she put on her clothes, socks. Sheryl didn’t avoid his gaze, but instead looked at him with affectionate eyes.

Her gaze was filled with something yet to be vented.

Schiller was speechless. He looked at his limp, weak hands. This world was too strange!

Before, Sheryl could still run away through the window after they were done. Now, she was as carefree as if nothing had happened.

And Schiller was already exhausted, a sense of fatigue had crept up to his eyelids, as if he would dream of butterflies in the next second.

In his previous life, he had laughed at those men called “weak chickens.” Now, finding himself in the same situation, he had to defend himself.

“Am I, am I really that bad?!”

‘No, this is impossible, it has to be impossible…’

Under the influence of the drug, he believed he could compare with the male actors from his previous life, but Sheryl was like a black hole in the universe.

“She’s too strong, it’s definitely not that I’m too weak…”

“If this continues, I’ll sooner or later become a woman’s plaything!”

Schiller remained silent, just thinking of ways to escape.

“Heh heh, you should go to sleep first? After all, this is just the beginning…”

Sheryl leaned down and whispered softly in his ear, then gently patted his body, as if he were being held and lulled to sleep by his mother as a child.

“No, no! I can’t sleep yet, I must wait for a chance to escape!”

The situation was very serious. Aileen didn’t know when she would return, and coincidentally, he had personally ordered the maids not to look for him.

If this continued, he would be turned into a human jerky sooner or later!

Literally drained.

He fought off the sleepiness and obediently closed his eyes.

“Heh heh, so good. Wait for me to come back~”

Her cheerful voice gradually faded with her footsteps into the distance.

“Is she gone?”

Schiller abruptly opened his eyes, trying to sense Sheryl’s presence.

“…”

He felt nothing.

“Phew, great! My escape starts now!”

He abruptly sat up, ready to execute his plan.

First, break free from the restraints, then escape the Viscount’s manor, and rendezvous with Aileen first.

By the time Sheryl discovered he was gone, he would already be a thousand miles away.

“Oh dear, your escape is already over~”

Sheryl slowly poked her head out from the shadows behind him, a triumphant smile on her face.

“What! Your footsteps…” Halfway through his sentence, he looked at Sheryl’s body, and at her feet wrapped in white cotton socks.

He then realized with a start that Sheryl hadn’t put on her shoes at all.

He had been beautifully deceived.

“I knew Schiller wouldn’t sleep obediently, so I prepared this for you.”

With that, she pulled out a bottle of seemingly transparent liquid from behind her.

And that bottle… it felt familiar.

Alarm bells rang in Schiller’s mind. He couldn’t help but grit his teeth:

“Hey, th-that, what is that…”

“Sleeping pills. Speaking of which, it was originally prepared for you… just that its use is a bit different now.”

Sheryl didn’t explain much, just approached Schiller and shook it in front of him:

“Drink it yourself? Or should I feed you?”

Schiller shook his head desperately:

“I’ll sleep! I’ll sleep, okay?!”

“Despicable, despicable! How could you do something like drugging someone!”

“I’ll drink, I’ll drink it myself! Hey, don’t come near me…”

“Heh heh, too late. You only have one option now.” Sheryl uncorked the bottle, tilted back her snow-white neck, and drank the medicine in one gulp. Then, she forcefully turned Schiller’s head and fed him the medicine mouth-to-mouth.

Before Schiller could savor the wonderful sensation too much, his brain began to feel drowsy.

“No, I can’t be here…”

“This shouldn’t be happening. As long as we don’t stop, the road will continue to extend…”

“I, I have to keep going too…”

Sheryl gently placed Schiller’s head on the bed, then began to think with a scrutinizing gaze.

“That’s right!”

She clapped her hands, then slowly undressed Schiller, leaving only his underwear.

“Heh heh, he can’t run away without clothes~”

“Should I go to the kitchen and make something? Like a nourishing soup…”

Although she didn’t know how to cook much, she could just throw all the nourishing ingredients into the soup, right?

She began to hum again and slowly walked out of the basement door.



Outside the Short White Mountain Forest, Aileen repeatedly checked the map to make sure she wasn’t lost.

“Hmm… this is south, this is north… huh? Which way was north again?”

“Forget it, I’ll just take it one step at a time.”

Aileen stood outside the forest, frowning. She had rushed from the Viscount’s manor to the place mentioned in the letter, which read:

“Where the Mist Lord is located.”

She had asked around and finally reached this forest.

And an adventurer-like uncle next to her was anxiously speaking to her:

“Maid? This is not a place for you to be!”

“I heard an adventurer team is currently fighting the recently appeared Mist Lord. Now all the monsters in the forest are running out!”

It seemed the adventurers gathered here were to stop the fleeing monsters.

An unsettling roar came from deep in the forest. The man could only frown, preparing to send Aileen away.

Seeing that Aileen was unmoved no matter what he said, he began to get impatient.

“It’s dangerous! I don’t know which noble family you serve, but it’s better not to get involved in the excitement!”

“Ugh!”

Aileen took a deep breath. After being looked down on by the uncle, she visibly became angry.

She made a boxing pose, then accidentally tripped on a small stone and fell to the ground.

“Waaah, ow…” She held her tears, rubbing her bottom.

Just as the uncle was about to help her up, his outstretched hand felt a wave of heat, causing him to involuntarily pull it back. A scorching magical power suddenly appeared around her body, instantly enveloping her.

“Get down!” She kicked the uncle to the ground, forcing him to create an opening in his upper body, then punched behind him.

Boom!

A bird-shaped monster was directly blown up by her, its blood splattering on the uncle.

She stood up, patted the dust off her skirt, and bowed to the still-stunned uncle:

“I’ll leave the rest to you!”

With that, she smiled slightly. Only then did the uncle realize that the girl’s maid uniform was not stained with a single drop of blood.




  
    Chapter 39 : A Shocking Change
It was a premonition that something was about to appear. The girl tightly gripped her staff, her heart pounding like raindrops, as if it would break through her chest at any moment.
“Hoo… hoo…” Perhaps because the atmosphere was too oppressive, Shirley placed her hand on her chest and took deep breaths.

Shirley couldn’t help but swallow. As the only mage in the team, her natural senses were much stronger than the others.

Especially when sensing danger, this feeling was the same as when she first met Gavin, and now.

That aura was simply too abnormal.

A huge roar interrupted her thoughts. A black shadow leaped in front of everyone at an extremely fast speed.

The violent tremor made everyone stagger a few steps before they steadied themselves.

“That is!”

Everyone’s gaze quickly snapped back from the distance. After seeing the true form of that shadow, Shirley couldn’t help but be speechless.

“The Mist Lord!”

“How could it be…”

“The one just now was just… a minion?”

It was a spider larger and more majestic than the one they had just killed. Compared to it, the one they had just killed could probably only be called a spiderling.

Gavin and Evelyna’s eyes widened at the same time, their bodies stiff, as if they had never expected this outcome.

‘What silver-ranked adventurer! Even a gold-ranked adventurer would probably be helpless against this thing.’

The spider’s huge compound eyes seemed to be sizing up everyone. The next second, it had already leaped high, pouncing towards them without giving them any time to react.

Gavin quickly wrapped his sword in mana, intending to use it to block the spider’s damage head-on.

The cyan sword light and one of the spider’s legs burst with a dazzling light, but under the immense force, Gavin was forced to retreat step by step.

“Damn… this is not good at all!”

He bit his lip, his body already understanding that this was not an opponent they could deal with.

“Hah!” Evelyna attacked from the side, their swords clashing. The two of them teamed up to deal with one of the spider’s front legs, but even so, they still couldn’t hold it off.

The spider didn’t give them time to react. The patterns on its face were like a smile, and its wide-open mouth actually sprayed out webs.

“Ugh!”

“What!”

“Evelyna! Gavin!”

The webs quickly wrapped the two of them into bundles. Then it lifted its leg and plunged it deep into Gavin’s thigh, blood flowing down the white webs.

“Ah!!!” Gavin’s miserable cries echoed around, and only a moment had passed.

The two had clearly become the spider’s playthings. It unhurriedly hung them up, seemingly wanting to take them back to its nest to torture them slowly.

However, it also watched Shirley with a wary eye, as if on guard against her attack.

It is said that high-level monsters mostly have intelligence, and there are even top-tier, disaster-level monsters that can transform into human form and mingle among humans without being discovered.

And this spider clearly possessed intelligence.

Although it was only a brief exchange, the outcome was almost decided.

And Shirley was simply stunned by the sudden scene. She had never seen such a one-sided battle.

Despite her fear, she still raised her staff.

“I’ll help you!”

“Oh, flames sleeping in the heavens and the earth, roar, show your wrath!”

[Fire Blast]!

Her target was the webbing connecting the two of them.

Flames spewed out from the staff straight towards the spider. To increase the power, she had to perform a three-part chant.

This was almost the most powerful magic she could use. The flames wrapped around the spider’s web, instantly burning the threads to ashes, and the two of them fell towards the ground.

“Roar!” The spider, seemingly anxious because its web was burned, roared and rushed towards Shirley.

“Ophi!” Shirley called out to Ophelia while maintaining her magic output.

“Okay!”

She wanted to wait until the last moment to dodge. At this moment, both Evelyna and Gavin had lost their fighting ability, and she was the only one who could continue to fight.

If she stopped her attack, the team would be wiped out in an instant.

“I will protect everyone!”

The girl resolutely increased her magic output.

And the spider, at a distance of ten meters from her, no, from Ophelia, strangely changed its direction. It seemed to have been startled and jumped back to its original position.

“?”

Ophelia moved quickly and arrived at Evelyna’s landing point.

“I, I caught you!”

Feeling a slight impact, Evelyna touched her nose and smiled at her.

“Thanks, Liel! Love you, Shirley!”

She unabashedly expressed her affection for Shirley.

“St-still in battle!”

And on the side, Shirley shyly wiggled her hips.

“Eh…” Ophelia looked at them, feeling as if some flower was about to bloom.

“Where’s Gavin?” Only when Evelyna asked did Ophelia remember that there seemed to be another person.

On the other side, Gavin was not so lucky. He fell heavily to the ground.

‘Let Ophelia catch Gavin? Don’t joke around… she wouldn’t want to touch that kind of man with a ten-foot pole.’

She didn’t want to breathe the same air as him.

“Ugh… my leg!”

After Evelyna landed, she quickly dragged Gavin back. Gavin clutched his bleeding thigh, constantly groaning. Fear, pain, and various complex expressions formed on his face.

Seeing the spider had stopped its attack, Shirley quickly ran to Gavin’s side. Her forehead was covered in cold sweat. She had just truly experienced the feeling of death.

If the spider hadn’t stopped.

She looked at Gavin with some concern. His mouth twitched, but he didn’t say anything.

“Are you okay?”

“Heal!”

Gavin’s wound gradually healed, but his hands were still trembling, as if he had just walked through the gates of hell.

The situation was instantly reversed.

What they thought was a successful hunt was just a prelude, and they had barely touched the main course before almost being wiped out.

“What should we do?” Seeing Gavin fall silent, Shirley had no choice but to take on the role of team leader.

She wouldn’t blame Gavin for clenching his teeth in silence at this time. People were fragile, and everyone should prioritize their own lives.

‘We definitely can’t win a fight. If we run…’ The girl constructed an escape route in her mind. Not only did they have to escape the spider’s control, but the forest at night was also dangerous. The cold and wild beasts could also take their lives.

But, if she had to choose between Evelyna and herself, she would probably choose Evelyna without hesitation. Gavin… choose Gavin?

A voice whispered in her ear.

Shirley felt that familiar trance return. She slapped her face, driving the strange feeling away.

“We’ll try again. This time, we’re not aiming for victory, but to cut off one of its legs… This way, our chances of escape will greatly increase.”

“If you’re injured, return to me quickly. We can fight a battle of attrition (total war)!”

Only then did Gavin support himself with his sword. He nodded at Shirley:

“Shirley’s right. I’m sorry, I troubled you. I lost my composure just now.” He bowed his head in shame to everyone, then, the face he lifted was filled with high fighting spirit.

Shirley looked at Gavin, momentarily dazed.

“Gavin… it’s okay…”

“Cough, cough!” A deliberate cough interrupted their eye contact. Evelyna, displeased, poked Gavin’s side. “Aren’t you a big man? Acting all shy…”

“I, I will strengthen everyone!” Ophelia gently touched the cross. Although she didn’t remember any magic formulas, she seemed to be able to reach the “root” of magic through it.

“[Blessing]!” Holy light sprinkled on everyone, restoring their strength.

“Let’s go! Our second battle!”

“Oh!!”

The two of them quickly rushed towards the spider. Evelyna stood on the right, her black hair flowing in the wind, like a swordswoman from a painting, slowly chanting the name of the magic.

“[Frenzied Dance]! [Wind Blade]!” A combo from Evelyna. Her sword was like an afterimage, attacking the spider’s weak underbelly. The spider roared, blocking with its clumsy feet.

Each blow was like cutting through steel, heavy and hard.

Gavin was on the left. He slowly took a breath, filling his greatsword with mana.

“[Cleave]!” He swung his greatsword, forming a pincer attack with Evelyna, vowing to saw off one of the spider’s legs.

“We can do it!” The two exchanged a glance. The next second, they attacked one of the spider’s legs at the same time. Blood splattered on Gavin’s face, and they cut off the leg.

He was about to report the good news to the girls, but then he heard Shirley’s cry of despair.

“Roar!!!!!” The spider let out a huge roar. The sound was like a demon’s voice, forcibly interrupting their actions.

“Not good!” Then, it leaped high and landed again. Gavin had just dodged and gotten up when he was sent flying into the air by the huge impact. Then, the web spat out by the spider pierced his abdomen, and he fell heavily to the ground.

“Ahhhhhh!” Gavin clutched his bleeding abdomen, his mouth letting out inarticulate sounds.

‘How could this happen, how could this happen, how could this happen, it hurts, it hurts.’

And Evelyna was not spared either. Although she had already rolled over and hidden on the other side, she found that there were webs there—she was entangled in them and couldn’t move. Although she struggled with all her might, the spider’s leg still mercilessly pierced her thigh.

“Ugh!” She covered her mouth. She knew well that if she cried out now, it would be Shirley and Ophelia who would be anxious.

“Quick, come back!” Shirley, in a panic, raised her staff again. Just now, to save mana for healing magic, she now didn’t care about conserving it. She unleashed a barrage of firepower at the spider, barely managing to save the two of them.

“Heal!”

“Heal!”

Cyan light appeared around them, but Shirley knew well that her mana was almost depleted. But, fortunately, their goal had been achieved—now they just had to run with all their might!

Gavin’s terrified voice interrupted Shirley’s thoughts.

“You’ve got to be kidding me…” The spider was slowly growing a new leg.

Shirley froze in place for a moment. She couldn’t think of a way out. Was this where they would be buried?

“Don’t, don’t be afraid, if we all work together, there must be a way!” Shirley still hadn’t given up.

It should have been like this.

“There’s no other way.”

“I don’t want to do this either, but I have to live, I must live.” Gavin clutched his head, suddenly breaking into crazed laughter.

“That’s right, I have to live!”

“Hey, Shirley, you’re the only one with magic. Attack it from a distance to create time for me!” Gavin commanded her.

“Aren’t we supposed to be running?”

In other words, Gavin still wanted to fight the spider? Although reckless, that was Gavin for you, Shirley thought.

She heard the words she least wanted to hear.

“Yes, we’re running, but I’m running! Shirley, you cover my retreat!”

“What’s wrong? Don’t you like me? Show some action!”

Gavin roared, his body trembling uncontrollably. It seemed the spider’s blow had completely destroyed his will to fight.

“If you like me, then give your life for me!”

At this moment, he no longer cared about his gentlemanly image, but revealed his true colors.

“What are you talking about… you’re just kidding, right?” The color drained from Shirley’s face. She never expected to hear these words here.

Shirley felt as if her entire world had collapsed. The person she liked, her reason for existing, everything lost its color.

‘Without him, I might as well die.’

‘Wait, is this really my own thought? When and where did I fall in love with Gavin?’

Countless thoughts flashed through the girl’s mind, but they all disappeared, vanished without a trace.

‘Strange, this is too strange. I can’t even imagine the reason why I fell in love with him!’

Ophelia watched Shirley. She could clearly feel the dark shadow on her.

[Shirley]

Status: Hypnotized (Low)

Suggestion: [Purify]




  
    Chapter 40 : Not the Protagonist
Gavin once believed that this world was just like a game.
A fantastical world, people of all shapes and sizes, and a system of governance that had long since fallen into disrepair in his original world.

“Isn’t this… a game?”

That’s right, Gavin was a reincarnator. In his previous life, he was a slovenly, careless, and disgusting pervert.

One day, while his lust got the better of him and he tried to assault a beautiful female student passing by on the street, he was killed by a falling object from a high altitude. Yet, he was given a chance to be reincarnated.

A poor background, weak strength, and a dangerous worldview, all of which were very similar to the high-difficulty games he had played in his previous life.

How to survive in such an environment was undoubtedly a difficult matter.

Perhaps influenced by the popular isekai reincarnation novels of his previous life, he held no fear of his reincarnation. He never expected to be truly reincarnated in a world of swords and magic.

Unfortunately, his identity was not that of a highly anticipated hero—but a down-and-out child in the slums.

‘Serves him right? How could that be? My grand adventure story will begin here!’

That’s right, from an unknown person with a wooden stick at the beginning, to a hero holding a holy sword, this was a plot that should exist in any mainstream story.

The owner of this body seemed to have died under the unbearable weight of hunger, disease, and multiple factors.

“God, please save my brother. Aileen is willing to offer her own life.”

Seeing the suddenly recovered Gavin, his sister, a girl named Aileen, cried out with joy.

Gavin was only attracted by her appearance, with only one thought in his mind—“I must have her.”

As the first conquest target of his reincarnation, wasn’t she very suitable? A childhood friend, older sister type character, popular everywhere.

However, in the following days, despite his continuous attempts to conquer Aileen through various means, he was only met with the girl’s silence time and time again.

He had almost exhausted all the techniques from his previous life in games: saying nice things, caring for the girl, being assertive with the girl… but with little effect.

Naturally, Aileen only regarded Gavin as her own brother. What else could there be? She even suspected that her deal with a demon had come true.

That day, Gavin had a sudden thought: if he set the house on fire and then rescued Aileen, would she fall in love with him?

No sooner said than done, he immediately acted. He piled up the collected flammable junk and set it on fire while Aileen was asleep.

However, things didn’t go as planned. He was too short, fell to the ground, and was enveloped by thick smoke. Just as he thought he was about to die, it was Aileen who desperately dragged him out of the house.

No one knew how Aileen did it. She was just a little girl.

Not long after, Aileen was adopted by the viscount’s head maid because of her excellent companion magic. Thanks to her, he embarked on the path of becoming an adventurer.

Just at that time, he discovered that he had awakened a certain skill. As if reflecting his evil heart, in this world, there seemed to be a [Gift] called companion magic.

And his magic was [Hypnosis], and another ultimate weapon.

After using it multiple times, he finally found out that [Hypnosis] could only be used on people of a lower level than himself, and the target was limited to one person.

[Common Sense Alteration], on the other hand, could ignore levels and forcibly change a person’s common sense. However, the number of uses and the number of people it could be used on were limited to one.

He wanted to become the king of this world.

Unfortunately, Aileen’s level seemed to have surpassed his early on, making him unable to act. And her attitude towards him in the past two years had become increasingly cold.

Perhaps, as Aileen gradually grew up, he would sooner or later become a dispensable existence in her life, not to mention that his first words to her were basically:

“Give me money.”

At that time, he happened to meet the pure Shirley, and so he extended his demonic claws towards Shirley.

The plan was proceeding smoothly. Soon, Shirley would lose all her common sense and become a puppet at his mercy.

Although there was still occasional resistance now, it would sooner or later disappear with the passage of time.

And the next target was the recently appeared great beauty named Ophelia. The first time he saw her, Gavin felt that he could never find a more moving woman in this world.

Just looking at Ophelia’s body, he couldn’t sleep at night and needed to constantly “expend” his desires.

‘What a lewd woman.’

Originally, it should have been like this.

[Purify]!

Gavin’s eyes widened in disbelief. Golden light burst from Ophelia, instantly enveloping Shirley’s body. She let out a comfortable low moan.

When she opened her eyes again, she blinked in confusion, then her face turned ferocious, as if she had encountered the end of the world.

“Ah, ah, ah…”

“Ah! Ah! I… I…”

The girl had already forgotten that she was on the battlefield. Instead, she hugged her staff tightly, curled up on the ground, and moaned with vacant eyes:

“Why… how could it be! I!”

“Hey! Shirley! What’s wrong with you?!” Evelyna stood behind her in a panic, she anxiously reached out and shook her body, but the girl’s trembling only intensified.

Shirley’s eyes were vacant, as if countless apocalypses were replaying in her mind. She clenched and unclenched her fists, repeating these meaningless actions.

“Hey, Gavin, it’s all because you said those things! Apologize to Shirley, you bastard!”

Gavin understood that the effect of the hypnosis had been lifted. Next, the girl’s memories would probably rush back to her.

“Tsk!” Gavin sighed deeply, then threw up his hands in surrender:

“I thought it would be much smoother with a support… I didn’t expect you to know a secret skill like purify.”

Purify, it was said that one could only find people who could use this magic in the church in the imperial capital. Most of those spellcasters were old believers in their fifties.

Since Ophelia joined, the Gluttonous Wolf Squad’s hunting efficiency had actually increased by a level. Ophelia’s [Blessing] effect was simply too powerful, even allowing everyone to perform at a higher level.

Gavin had long suspected that if this was a game world, then this “amnesiac” girl named Ophelia must be an important character.

“Yes, a healer-type character with no combat ability.”

In most games, the characters who served as healers were basically priests, saintesses, and the like. They not only used a large number of support magics, but their healing was also top-notch.

And among them, the most challenging was “skill unlocking.” Gavin had no doubt that Ophelia was like this. Her talent for healing magic would definitely awaken because of the protagonist.

“Let me cut in halfway!”

Unexpectedly, the scales of fate had brought him the main character of this game. Compared to Ophelia, Shirley was just a Pikachu on the side of the road.

Next, as long as he conquered Ophelia, he could replace the protagonist and eventually become the king of this world.

After all, conquering the world was the ultimate goal of most male-oriented games.

Before that, he had to ensure his and Ophelia’s survival. To escape from here, leaving Shirley and Evelyna behind would be more than enough.

He drew his sword and quickly slashed at Evelyna’s chest.

“!”

Evelyna avoided the vital point at the last second, but her abdomen was still pierced by the sword as she twisted her body. Blood instantly gushed out from the tip of the sword. She widened her eyes, looking at the scene in front of her in disbelief.

“Ga-Gavin, you! Are you crazy?!”

Blood gushed from her mouth. The serious injuries caused by the spider had not yet fully healed, and now Gavin had done this. Even though the girl was strong, she couldn’t help but frown in pain.

“Hmph, did you dodge it? But it’s not bad.”

Gavin sneered, pulling out the sword. Blood dripped from the blade. He planned to start with the most difficult one to deal with, Evelyna. After dealing with the only one with real strength, the remaining two were just small fries.

Although he failed to kill her in one blow, Evelyna had probably suffered a fatal wound.

Then, he would abandon the two of them and forcibly take Ophelia away.

Although the plan had changed, it was still going smoothly.

“Heh heh, don’t be afraid, Ophelia, I’ll use [Hypnosis] on you. It’s very comfortable, not painful at all.”

“Hypnosis?”

Ophelia tilted her head. For some reason, she had some impression of it in her memory.

In a daze, she seemed to be vaguely following someone. The face in front of her was blurry, but she felt very at ease with that face.

“So-called hypnosis is to control a person’s brain, making the brain make wrong responses.”

“To turn originally wrong things into right, and vice versa. This evil art can even permanently change a person’s brain structure. Ophelia, please remember, you are the only person in this world who will not be affected by hypnosis.”

“Me? Why?”

“Saint… yes, because I am protecting you.”

Ophelia felt as if something was about to come out of her mind, but she quickly lost her train of thought, like a dream that disappeared without a trace after waking up.

But if her guess was correct, then this Gavin was a big bad guy!

If she were the Saintess, she would definitely personally carry out a holy judgment on him!

Cut off his thing and throw it into the sea to feed the sharks!

Then use super gender-reassignment magic to turn him into a genderless monster with no breasts or d*ck!

Throw him to a group of goblins to satisfy their lust!

“How dare you play with a girl’s feelings!!” Ophelia was furious. She was determined to make Gavin pay the price he deserved.

She took a deep breath and looked at Shirley, who was still in chaos.

But she didn’t know any attack magic. Evelyna couldn’t move due to her serious injuries, and the only other combatant, Shirley, was clutching her head on the ground in a state of confusion.

“…”

“Huh? Am I, in a huge crisis!”

Ophelia blinked. She only then realized that she seemed to have fallen into the wolf’s den and was about to become a lamb to the slaughter.

“Heh heh…” Oh no, oh no!

‘I was so busy thinking about how to punish him that I forgot to run away!’

Ophelia suppressed her fear and forced herself to bluff. She straightened up, patted her beautiful chest, and made a look like a small cat trying to be intimidating.

“Hmph! I, I’m not afraid of you… If you lay a hand on me, you’d better think carefully!”

“Think carefully about what?”

Seeing the girl’s bluff, Gavin couldn’t help but be interested.

“I, my man is Schiller, that Schiller!”

At this moment, Gavin was greatly surprised. Everything connected here.

The young master of the viscount’s manor where Aileen was located was named Schiller, and Ophelia had also said this name…

“Schiller must be the protagonist of this world!”

And also the target he was going to NTR.

But for some reason, the protagonist hadn’t appeared yet. In other words, this was now the world of a doujinshi.

Not only was he going to take Ophelia here, but he was also going to take Aileen…

And build a harem!

“Hahaha!” Gavin laughed vulgarly. He even laughed until tears came out of his eyes. He held his stomach, sheathing his sword, as if Ophelia had told a very funny joke.

“You, although your face and figure are great, you’re very stupid. You’re just something born to serve men, right?”

He no longer cared about insulting Ophelia, because once the hypnosis took effect, she would forget everything.

“What!!! You, you bastard, what are you talking about?!” Ophelia stomped her foot angrily, her golden hair standing up with her mood.

Gavin cheekily approached her. For Ophelia, who could use a semi-lost magic like purify, he first had to use that.

[Common Sense Alteration]! “I am your master.”

“!”

Ophelia didn’t feel any different. She just tilted her head. She felt like she had exchanged a glance with the distant spider. For some reason, the spider seemed to have gently lifted its front leg. Why was that…

“Waaah! So scary…”

‘Who would keep something like a spider? What bad taste!’

‘At least it should be a kitten or a puppy, right?’

Gavin was sure his magic had taken effect. He looked at Ophelia confidently. The girl had a terrified expression and was thinking about something, but that was probably proof that the magic was working.

[Hypnosis]!

Gavin confidently used magic on Ophelia.

“Yah, it’s over!” Ophelia abruptly closed her eyes.

“…”

“?”

Ophelia tilted her head, cutely placing her hand on her lips.

“Eh, did you do something? I, I didn’t feel anything…”

[Hypnosis]! [Hypnosis]! [Hyphecy]! [Hypnosis]! [Hypnosis]! [Hyphecy]! [Hypnosis]! [Hypnosis]! [Hyphecy]! [Hypnosis]!

“? Eh, hey, what are you going crazy about?”

Ophelia was sure that his skills had no effect on her at all.




  
    Chapter 41 : The Past is Gone
“My skills, they don’t work!”
Gavin stared in shock at Ophelia before him. When a skill was ineffective, there were only two possibilities.

One, the opponent has strong resistance.

Two, the opponent’s level is higher than his.

Gavin would never have thought that Ophelia’s level would be higher than his. After all, she was just a seemingly frail girl.

Wasn’t she supposed to be the easily obtainable heroine at the beginning of the story?!

Wasn’t she supposed to be the heroine who would be conquered with just a little effort?!

“No, impossible!”

His face contorted. All of this was different from his plan. His carefully crafted plan of many years was completely shattered at this moment.

In any game, there was something called “operation.” Whether it was early investment, finding strong partners, or disrupting other people’s turns.

In the world of adventure, it was nothing more than growth, killing monsters to level up, developing, and building a harem.

However, if even one of these things went wrong, it would cause a domino effect of errors.

But since wit failed, it was time for force.

“Heh, heheheh…”

Gavin let out an uneasy sound, his bloodshot eyes fixed on Ophelia.

This stunning blonde beauty was now looking down on him with contempt.

‘If the soft approach doesn’t work, then it’s time for the hard one!’

He picked up his sword and approached Ophelia step by step.

“Liel! Quick, run…” Evelyna, despite the blood constantly gushing from her body, gritted her teeth and shouted at Ophelia.

“Ah, okay!”

Ophelia finally came to her senses. She looked around, found a direction, and ran.

Gavin roughly tried to follow her, but was frustrated to find that this girl ran too fast.

Although her running posture was completely chaotic, he couldn’t catch up with Ophelia at all.

“What?”

‘Are you telling me that a swordsman who has studied martial arts for years and is skilled with a sword can’t catch up with a seemingly powerless girl?’

Gavin was still too careless. He had never considered what a heaven-defying existence the woman in front of him was.

His mind was filled with thoughts of pinning Ophelia to the ground, enjoying her struggle, and having his way with her body.

Lust had consumed his brain.

“Don’t, don’t come over!”

Ophelia waved her small fists, putting on a fierce look.

“Hey! Hey!”

However, that appearance only deepened Gavin’s desire.

“Heh heh, the pervert’s excitement fist? Interesting…”

Gavin was momentarily dazed. He only felt the blood rush to his head, wishing he could charge up right now.

“Hey!” Ophelia shouted fiercely.

In his eyes, she was just a girl waving a powerless fist. It wasn’t threatening at all, but rather added a certain charm.

“Haha, this kind of attack, how could it be effective against me…” His smile froze.

Boom!

Gavin was sent flying.

“Eh?”

“Huh…?”

Ophelia looked at her small fist suspiciously, then gestured in the air in disbelief.

The next moment, even the air trembled.

“Waah!”

The huge heat wave made Ophelia also fall to the ground. She blinked her eyes, trying to figure out what had happened.



“I don’t remember teaching my brother to act like this…”

Ophelia’s gaze turned to the side with the sound. Appearing there was—a maid.

The wind gently blew through the treetops, her pink hair fluttering in the wind. The cloth on her chest also bounced with her panting.

“A maid?”

A maid had appeared silently in front of her.

“Eh, where did he get hit to?”

She didn’t notice Gavin on the ground, and accidentally stepped on him, almost tripping.

“Ow, honestly, why are people sleeping everywhere in broad daylight!”

She looked at Gavin lying on the ground and kicked him ruthlessly in his groin.

“Ugh!!!!” Gavin let out a sound unimaginable for a human. He struggled to get up. Seeing the maid, he put on a fawning smile:

“Si-sister! Help me, they’re trying to harm me!”

“Harm you?” Aileen tilted her head.

“That’s right, this one, this one is a succubus!” Gavin excitedly pointed at Ophelia, trying to hide his guilt. He knew that although his sister had become less attentive to him in recent years, she was still willing to give him some money occasionally.

Moreover, her coming here in person was surely proof that she cared about him.

Aileen looked at the girl Gavin was pointing at. The girl happened to have turned her face away, making it impossible to see her appearance.

“No, weren’t you the one trying to attack her?”

“Tsk! Aren’t you my sister? Shouldn’t you be helping me?!”

Aileen remembered, a long, long time ago, her brother was never as vulgar, dirty, and full of lies as he was now.

Of course, perhaps people do change.

Aileen closed her eyes, and memories of the past spread before her like a recurring winter.

She remembered that winter was exceptionally cold and long.

The food they begged for was not enough to sustain the two siblings. However, the death of a small life was still insignificant in this world.

“Sister, you eat the rest. I, I’m not hungry yet.” The boy stubbornly stuffed the little bit of bread left in his hand into Aileen’s mouth. He knew that Aileen hadn’t eaten for a day.

His sister always said, “You’re a boy, eat up and grow up quickly.”

But Gavin wondered, could they really survive this winter? Could he really see the small flowers at the base of the city wall with his sister again?

Last spring, his sister had pulled him to look for wildflowers at the base of the city wall. The occasionally blooming petals had enveloped their entire early life.

Perhaps it would be his entire life.

As if sensing her brother’s worry, Aileen patted his head.

Her brother was still young, so Aileen had to go to the church alone. She was in rags. If she was lucky, someone would give her some food.

She knew that the big shots didn’t like beggars lingering on their territory, but doing so also had its risks. If she was seen by some noble youth, she would be beaten up like a sandbag.

The girl was also young. Perhaps it was a blessing in disguise. Her years of hunger had made her thin and sallow, and the dirt on her body always helped her avoid the sadistic pleasure of the nobles.

That day, she gathered her courage and went to the church again. Unfortunately, her luck was bad. A group of noble youths had just finished their worship.

“Yo, isn’t it the little beggar?”

“Begging again?” They mocked the girl, crowding around her and holding their noses. “So smelly!”

Then they burst into harsh laughter.

Aileen was already numb. Ah, no food again today. Maybe she would be beaten up again later.

Thinking about herself and her brother still hungry, for some reason, a wave of sadness washed over her.

“Hey, why aren’t you talking?”

“Are you mute? We’re asking you a question!!!”

“Eek!” Aileen was startled by his raised fist. Just as the noble youth was about to bring his fist down, a faint voice came from behind.

“Celia.”

“Yes.”

Aileen closed her eyes tightly. She didn’t want to hear anything. It hurt when she was hit, and it was very uncomfortable.

But she felt nothing.

Aileen timidly opened her eyes. A blue-haired girl was standing in front of her, firmly blocking the man’s fist.

Behind her, a low voice spoke:

“Isn’t it Dean? How have you been lately?”

“Tsk!”

The boy grunted loudly, not answering, but just signaled his lackeys to leave.

Aileen blinked. She turned around, and a black-haired youth appeared before her. She didn’t understand why the youth had helped her, or who he was.

The youth had a slightly complicated expression. He merely glanced at Aileen, then turned his head away with no interest.

“Celia, give that to her.”

“Young Master, that is… yes.” Although the blue-haired girl hesitated, seeing that the youth had no intention of taking it back, she handed her a very luxurious-looking package.

“Hey, share it with your brother.” With that, the youth turned and headed for the church door.

“? I, did I say I have a brother?”

“Ah…” The youth showed a look of having messed up, but he didn’t turn back. Instead, he quickened his pace. The girl wanted to chase after him, but the church was a holy sanctuary, not a place for someone of her status.

But confusion and puzzlement still made her take a step forward. The next second, she was stopped by the blue-haired girl.

“Please do not pester.”

There was a hint of displeasure in her eyes, a look as if shooing away a small dog, forbidding Aileen from getting closer.

When she carefully returned home and opened the package, a fragrance she had never smelled before wafted towards the siblings.

It was six warm loaves of bread.

Aileen swore that she had never eaten anything so delicious in her life. That day, she couldn’t help but eat two whole loaves, and she fed the rest to her brother.

Gavin fell ill, but there was no way she could treat him.

She thought that at least if Gavin ate his fill, there might still be a chance for him.

At that time, Gavin had smiled happily and said, “I wish it could be like this every day. Thank you, sister!”

But that winter was so long, so long that all memories were as hard as ice, and all the past dissipated like smoke.

He changed later, overnight, he was no longer himself.

“Give me money.” “Give me the food!” “Sister, can’t you go sell yourself?”

Aileen knew everything about Gavin, but she felt very unfamiliar with that Gavin.

She took a deep breath. She found that she could finally smile and walk out of the past. None of that mattered to her anymore. When she came to her senses, she clenched her fists:

“Gavin, from today on, you and I are through.”

These words announced the severing of their sibling relationship.

The girl ignored Gavin, who was still saying something. This trip, she was only here to convey this one thing.

Aileen patted the dust off her clothes and turned to leave.



Ophelia temporarily ignored the touching reunion of the siblings. She noticed that the energy around them seemed to have changed.

A huge energy was gathering around them, and its target was—Shirley, who had been making collapsing sounds from the beginning.

Her body was enveloped in a dark, ominous magical power.

Although she was standing, a sinister smile hung on her lips.

Ophelia’s lips parted slightly. In that instant, a concept flashed through her mind.

“Contract!”



Darkness, a bottomless darkness surrounded her.

Shirley, the girl named Shirley, had just woken up.

All along, she had been watching the world through a glass, with very keen senses, but she was very vague about herself.

“Why?”

All the answers were solved. That man had done something to her that he shouldn’t have. He had forcibly twisted her feelings, destroying everything beyond recognition.

She finally regained her initial memories. From their first meeting, she had been frightened by the overflowing malice from him, but was quickly controlled by his skill.

Regret, anger, a deep hatred.

To think that she had called his name in a sweet voice, touched his dirty body with her proud hands, and used her brain to think about him entirely.

The more she recalled the details, the more she felt how filthy she had become.

‘Kill, kill, kill, kill, kill.’

Although nothing had been done to her yet, the memories engraved on her body could not be erased.

From somewhere, Evelyna’s painful voice came. Seeing her being stabbed by that man’s sword, she could do nothing.

Seeing Ophelia about to fall into the same situation as herself, that innocent young lady would fall into his trap, yet she could do nothing.

If coming out of that village was the wrong decision, if she had never longed for the outside world, today’s ending would not have happened.

“Why, am I alive?”

“What is the meaning of my life?”

To watch her childhood friend die, and her companion be humiliated.

This was the first time the girl had asked the “something” in her heart.

Cowardice, anger, hatred, and longing were all wonderful things that attracted it.

Not to mention such intense hatred.

“Anyone, save me!”

At that moment, she felt time stop.

Time, space, wind, consciousness, were only part of human perception, and at this moment, she seemed to exist in a way that transcended these things.

That vague voice was speaking to her in a way of will.

“Is it you? Are you calling me?”

It was a pitch-black, ominous, mysterious existence. It was shrouded in black mist and its true form could not be seen, but it appeared so tangibly in front of Shirley.

“Eh? What are you!”

In Shirley’s past life, she had never seen such an ominous existence, as if its existence itself was hatred.

“That’s right, sadness, pain, anger, and this beautiful hatred…”

“Ha, how delicious. You, you need power, right?”

“No, no…”

Shirley felt instinctively that if she accepted its power, she would become a very bad existence. She shook her head, wanting to escape from this space.

“Don’t be afraid, I am a gentlemanly Demonkin. I, Nemesis, will not force anyone to do things they don’t want to do.”

“But, aren’t you hateful? Don’t you want to save your companions? Don’t you… want revenge?”

The devil’s whisper was lingering in her ear.

“Revenge…”

“Yes, are you going to let him go like this? After all, you’ve always been so powerless, powerless to be controlled, powerless to want to escape with death…”

“Shut up…”

“Powerless to watch your companions die.”

“I told you to shut up!”

“Oh my, oh my…”

Shirley gritted her teeth. She lifted her face, wet with tears. That’s right, she still had to save Evelyna!

Since this matter started because of her, let it end with her. At worst, she would just commit suicide!

She would never be controlled by this thing!

“What should I do?”

“You don’t have to do anything, just accept…”

“Accept what?”

“The hatred in your heart.”

“I will lend it to you, until you personally crave it.”

As soon as the words fell, the black mist completely disappeared, and the world returned to its original color.

“Ah, that’s right, I hate it.”

Shirley stood up. She had never felt her body so light, her magic so abundant. The giant spider that had previously made her despair was probably just a plaything in her hands.

She casually pointed at Gavin, and a huge amount of magic instantly rushed out, sending Gavin flying.

She lifted her eyes and looked at Gavin. He was struggling to get up from the ground, his eyes full of shock.

“Shirley, you, when did you…”

‘I just sent my sister, that big shot, away, and now what’s with this Shirley?!’

His brain couldn’t process the current situation.

“Don’t speak, don’t open your mouth, don’t look at me, don’t call my name with that disgusting voice!”

“You controlled me with that filthy spell?”

“You messed up my life?”

“And you want to take Evelyna away from me?”

“Shirley, I just like you all…”

Gavin noticed something was wrong with Shirley. He decided to use the emotional card to shake her first, then get close to her and finish her off.

‘It’s nothing, just killing an ugly woman, not a bit of a pity.’

“Shut up.”

Shirley didn’t even need to wave her staff. Just adding magic to her voice, she sealed Gavin’s mouth, making him perform a puppet show of opening his mouth but being unable to make a sound.

“I will make sure you can never lay a hand on a woman again.”

Shirley picked up her staff and gently chanted.

“No, don’t!”

Gavin had never had such an ominous premonition. He struggled to get up:

“Please spare me! I, I’m willing to be your dog!”

“You’re not worthy!”

The magic surrounding her body flickered with a dark red light.

[Secret Word] [In the Name of Nemesis] [Destroy]!

Although she had never encountered those words before, they were as familiar as if they were carved into her mind.

“!”

Gavin quickly attached magic to his sword and strengthened his body, intending to block Shirley’s magic.

A magic wave rushed out from the staff and slammed into Gavin’s sword.

A dinging sound echoed around.

Spiderweb-like cracks spread across the blade, and then the longsword shattered.

“How could it be!” Gavin knelt on the ground in despair, constantly picking up the fragments of the sword.

Gavin couldn’t understand, where did his “game steps” go wrong?

Then, a huge magic wave came.

The magic seemed to track and hit him—a certain part of his body.

“!!!! Ugh ugh ugh!!!!”

Gavin’s shrill screams echoed in the forest, and his that place was already a bloody mess.

“Waaah…” Ophelia only dared to glance at it, and was so frightened by the miserable sight that she instantly turned her face away.

“Haha, what a nice scream, but it’s not over yet.”

Shirley was smiling sadistically.




  
    Chapter 42 : Redemption in the Basement
The scorching air seared his body; flames danced around him.
Burning, it was burning, everything was burning.

Under the pitch-black night sky, a little girl’s face was stained with blood. Her eyes were red, as if she had just cried a great deal. She reached out and tightly gripped someone’s sleeve.

Although her golden hair was covered in dust, it couldn’t hide its stunning color.

That man, so familiar yet his face was unclear.

“Where are you going? I have no home.”

“Father, mother, sister, they’re all gone.”

At this moment, the girl was all alone.

“Hey, will they really become stars, watching me from the sky?”

The little girl wiped her face with her sleeve, lifting her teary eyes.

“Ah, look there, isn’t that a triangle? The Summer Triangle… no, does this world not have such a name…”

“Hmm… a triangle, very bright.”

“That’s them. Because they became stars in the summer, they will always be with you in the summer.”

“When you feel sad, you might as well look up at the stars.”

“Always? Always and always? Forever and ever?” Although the girl didn’t know how long forever was, she thought it must be a very long time.

“…Yes, forever and ever.”

Hearing the man’s affirmative reply, the girl visibly cheered up. She covered her eyes with her hands, leaving only a slit, and stared at the night sky.

“Father! Mother! Daniela! I’m here, I’m here!”

She shouted towards the night sky, then, with downcast eyes, she leaned on the man’s chest and sobbed softly.

“If, if there really is a God in this world…”

What was her next sentence?

“Phew… phew… phew!” Schiller awoke from a restless sleep. He found his back already drenched in sweat.

“I feel like I had a terrible nightmare…”

As he awoke, the dream also quietly faded from his mind like a candle in the wind.

“But, I can’t remember the details no matter how hard I try…”

He tried to raise his hand to wipe away the sweat, only to find that he was still restrained.

“Depressing… so depressing!”

After that, not only did Sheryl bring him some suspicious-looking food at intervals, but she also made advances on him, followed by the process of feeding him medicine mouth-to-mouth.

However, when he woke up, there was no unpleasant sticky feeling on his body. Sheryl had probably washed his body herself.

Forget about escaping, his brain could no longer judge how much time had passed. He even felt as if he had been locked up for a year.

It was possible that not even a day had passed, or it could have been twenty years.

What if, when he escaped, he found that the outside world had turned into a cyberpunk world? So, so scary.

But the crisis of the world’s destruction was also tangibly approaching him.

If he couldn’t find the protagonist, then the story would develop exactly as in the original work!

“Damn it, I can’t really be a s*x s*ave here for the rest of my life, can I?!”

“No, that sounds so… painful!”

‘A man, must sacrifice himself for the country, and treat death as if returning home…’

“I really… really want to watch Yuri!”

The physical exhaustion was one thing, but the mental blow was the most important.

Sometimes, he even started to think that perhaps it wasn’t so bad to continue like this.

A decadent life where he didn’t have to think or do anything.

The long-term lack of Yuri had started to mess with his brain. He even started to fantasize that the shackle on his right was the top, and the one on the left was the bottom.

“The left one will be called Adachi, and the right one will be called Shimamura… you two will become great lovers!”

“Wait, wait…”

“With the leg irons, aren’t there four of them? Pink, red, yellow, blue, why don’t you just form a band together, call it the Chain Band.”

The sound of a door opening.

“Heh heh, Schiller, honestly, talking strangely again…”

As soon as Sheryl opened the door, she heard Schiller’s strange self-talk. These days, he would occasionally say things she had never heard before.

The meaning of those words and sentences, she didn’t understand at all.

However, she didn’t care much, just treating it as Schiller’s fantasy to relieve boredom. Although forcing him was not her wish, who told him to always think about escaping?

“It’s okay, he’ll get used to this life soon!”

The book said that once a man is spoiled too much, he will become a useless man, and can only rely on himself to live. That was her intention.

“Lil, it’s time to let me go…” Schiller said in a hopeless tone.

“The world will be destroyed… it really will be destroyed!”

Regardless of the Demon God, that Ophelia, she was a terrifying woman who had personally raised a world-destroying monster. That spider was also a very tricky mid-game boss in the game.

“…” Sheryl just sat down beside him, burying her head in his chest.

“Hey, don’t you believe me? What I’m saying is true…”

“Yes, I know, Schiller doesn’t lie.”

“Then! Why…”

“Mmm!”

She silenced him with a passionate kiss, making him swallow the words he was about to say.

“It’s okay, I’ll protect you. Schiller doesn’t have to worry about anything.”

“…”

‘Bad, so bad.’

‘I have to create a short gap.’

With that, Sheryl stood up. This time, contrary to her usual behavior, she didn’t feed him medicine.

Looking closely, her usually gentle expression also carried a hint of impatience.

“Someone from the main family is here. I have to go deal with it…”

“Wait for me, I’ll be back soon.”

Her figure disappeared outside the door.

“…She’s gone.”

“Could this be a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity?!”

“Time is tight and the task is heavy, one force and two points is to do, two horizontals and one vertical is to get it done!”

His strength was not enough to break free from the restraints, but magic was not in this category.

[Freeze]!

In this world, there was something called the laws of physics. Most objects would be damaged and become brittle at extreme temperatures.

With the release of silver-white magic, he also used [Body Enhancement] to strengthen his own power.

He forcefully used his hands, instantly shattering the restraints on them. Then, he repeated the process to break the restraints on his feet.

“Next, is to escape!”

Although he was naked, without even shoes… at least he had underwear.

‘Heh heh, Superman also always wears his underwear on the outside.’

Until Aileen returns, he couldn’t stay in the Viscount’s manor.

Fortunately, Celia’s book mentioned a “legendary secret passage in the basement.” At that time, he had only thought it was a rumor.

“Waaah! I miss you so much, Celia…”

“Aileen! Where are you…”

He sincerely thanked the two of them while fumbling for the mechanism.

When he touched a certain recessed stone brick, he was sure he had found the right answer.

“! Oh, oh!”

A clicking sound was heard, and a dark tunnel appeared in front of him. On the side of the stone wall, a mechanism was also installed to restore everything.

This would be a perfect escape.

Schiller thought for a moment. He went back to the bed. Under the bed was the book that Sheryl regarded as her bible, and the quill pen she had been using to write and draw on it… although the name was very strange.

He casually flipped open a page, folded the corner, picked up the quill pen, and wrote that sentence in the blank space above.

Then, he placed the book flat on the bed and crawled into the tunnel without looking back.

With the sound of the mechanism being restored, everything returned to silence.




  
    Chapter 43 : When the Sun Rises
Ophelia believed that the most painful thing in the world was scratching an itch through a boot.
Whenever a small pebble got into her boot, she would always be tickled by the sudden itch, forcing her to take off her boot and remove it.

If someone were to tickle the sole of her foot, she would surely die!

“Compared to getting your balls crushed, where does scratching an itch through a boot rank?”

She was now witnessing all of this up close.

“…!!…!!…!!”

Gavin felt the world spin, followed by an indescribable pain. He gritted his teeth, shattering one, but an irrepressible whimper still escaped.

Ophelia swore that in her past life (if she had one), she had never heard such a strong scream. It was so intense that she had to cover her ears to avoid any strange stimulation to her brain.

She quickly ran to Evelyna’s side. Evelyna was half-kneeling on the ground, conserving her strength. Her mood was probably very complicated as well.

“Shirley… what’s wrong with her?”

She slightly opened her eyes, looking at the two whose positions of attack and defense had been reversed.

Just a moment ago, she thought it was all over. There were monsters in front and wolves behind, and Ophelia was a powerless support. Unexpectedly, Shirley suddenly sent Gavin flying with astonishing momentum and staged such a bloody scene.

“Shirley, she’s a very gentle person, and also very vigilant. But after meeting that man, everything changed.” She gritted her teeth, looking at the man with hatred.

“Liel, do you have a girl you like?”

“A gi-girl? I, I probably have a boyfriend…” Ophelia couldn’t help but blush. In this world, lesbianism was a very common thing. After all, you could have children using magic.

“Hehe, a girl in love… I really like Shirley, so please take care of Shirley for me.”

“We, we came from that small village, initially just to earn some money and open a shop,” Evelyna’s voice was intermittent, but she still forced herself to continue. “But later, after becoming adventurers, we thought, let’s earn a little more, a little more, it would be best to open our own shop in the imperial capital.”

“Wait, why are you making a face like you’re about to die?” Ophelia blinked.

“Because, you don’t know any healing magic, do you? The amount of bleeding is unexpectedly large. That guy really wanted to kill me with one sword strike.”

“Hehe… actually…” Ophelia mysteriously loosened the tie on her chest, then pulled out a bottle of translucent magic potion from her bosom. “Actually, I secretly made some healing potions! This is a magic potion, a strengthening potion…”

“Ah, but I can’t give you these potions. I’m planning to sell them for money and embark on a journey to find my boyfriend!”

“…Liel…” Evelyna’s voice was low.

“Hehe~ you can praise me as much as you want… I’m a woman like the Saintess~”

Ophelia proudly lifted her head, the cross on her chest seeming to shimmer.

“Liel is a big dummy! Why didn’t you bring them out earlier! You made me say such embarrassing things…” Evelyna snatched the potions with a huff.

“Eh… eh?” Ophelia puffed out her cheeks with a wronged expression.

Compared to the heartwarming little theater of the two, the other side was a living hell.

“You… I… save…”

His trembling voice couldn’t even form a complete sentence. It was truly a sight for sore eyes, and a tearjerker for those who heard.

Pain.

His mind was filled with nothing else.

“Save you? Sure, but you have to accept your punishment first…”

“I don’t want to kill people either, let alone kill someone like you.”

Shirley neurotically wiped her hands.

“You really, can accept any punishment?”

Gavin nodded repeatedly.

As long as he could be freed from this pain, he would do anything.

[Heal]!

Green light sprinkled on his body. The feeling of pain gradually became numb and finally left him.

He fearfully touched that area. The pain from just now was like a dream. It was still there, safe and sound.

Gavin gritted his teeth. He couldn’t understand what kind of opportunity Shirley had obtained.

He carefully recalled the time he met Shirley. The first thing he did to Shirley was to control her with [Hypnosis].

Just because she said, “Hey, stay away from us!”

Gavin felt his self-esteem was greatly hit. He was determined to teach them a lesson.

He didn’t think he had done anything wrong. Rather, it shouldn’t have been discovered.

He put on a smiling face and crawled to Shirley’s feet:

“Shirley, forgive me, forgive me, okay?”

A hint of hesitation flashed across Shirley’s face.

Seeing a chance, he began his tearful performance.

“I, I just liked you too much…”

“Hahahaha, sorry, sorry, I heard a very funny joke…”

Shirley laughed mockingly.

[Secret Word] [In the Name of Nemesis] [In Shirley’s Name]

A huge amount of magic was condensing at the tip of the staff.

“Eek!” Gavin lay on the ground, retreating repeatedly. He felt a fishy smell coming from his pants.

He looked down in confusion, only to find that it was already wet with urine.

“Waaah… first time seeing someone pee their pants from fear…”

Ophelia, watching the excitement from a distance, cupped her hands into the shape of a telescope and placed them in front of her eyes.

Seeing this, the mockery in Shirley’s eyes deepened.

[Oh, Demon God who rules over fate] [Reconstruct]!

A five-part chant, and a strange magic that no one had ever heard the name of.

A shockwave of magic swept over Gavin. The expected pain did not come.

Could it be that she was bluffing?

That’s right, this damn b*tch’s magic would also run out!

It was time to counterattack!

“Hahahahaha…”

His laughter stopped halfway.

The voice, it was strange.

It wasn’t like a deep male voice, but a more delicate feeling.

There was a sense of incongruity.

He timidly moved his hand to his body.

Fortunately… no breasts.

He moved it down.

Nothing, except for the crack behind his butt, there was nothing.

Nothing… at all?

Not male, not female?

Only then did he notice Shirley’s smile, which was almost suffocating from holding it in.

He tremblingly picked up the scattered sword fragments on the ground. Reflected there was clearly a female face.

“Ah!!!!”

He threw the sword fragments away and kept touching his body.

But nothing grew out.

“Taking away your junk, making you a tool for others to vent, this is your punishment, little Gavin.”

“This face will surely be liked by those perverted uncles.”

Shirley smiled, her face like a demon in his eyes.

“No, don’t… don’t!!”

Gavin showed a terrified expression.

“I was wrong, I was wrong, I was wrong!”

“You’re not wrong, you just know you’re going to die.”

“Ah, how about this!”

Shirley clapped her hands excitedly, raising her staff again.

[Secret Word] [In the Name of Nemesis] [Forget]!

A heavy drowsiness enveloped Gavin’s body.

“When the sun rises, forget about yesterday. From now on, you are a boy without a penis.”

A maid suddenly appeared in front of her.

“Oh dear, it’s quite embarrassing to say, but I seem to be a bit lost. My master always says I have no sense of direction. I was in too much of a hurry and forgot to ask… does anyone know which way is southeast?”

The pink-haired girl touched her hair and smiled shyly.

“Huh?”

Shirley let out a dumbfounded sound.




  
    Chapter 44 : Form a Contract with Me…
“Actually, I’m in a hurry to get back…”
That’s right, her master was still eagerly awaiting her return at the manor!

Aileen had rushed into the forest for more than half a day, but had hopelessly lost her way.

She would either encounter giant monsters that attacked her, or accidentally step into traps and fall into water.

Although those monsters couldn’t do anything to her, when she came to her senses, she was already lost in the forest.

“I was clearly heading towards the center of the forest, but I got lost again.”

Shirley awkwardly lowered her staff. This girl not only had no hostility, but she also seemed a bit dazed.

“Ah, um… it’s in that direction,” Shirley pointed southeast. The sky was getting dark, and she was a little worried if the girl could get out of the forest alone.

Speaking of which, it takes a lot of courage for one person to enter this monster-infested forest!

As if seeing the girl’s hesitation, Aileen gently snapped her fingers, and a ball of fire popped up from her finger.

“Heh heh, how about that, I’m pretty strong, right?”

Shirley decided to retract her previous words. This girl was a true powerhouse.

“Huh? Hmm hmm hmm?” Aileen suddenly looked at the girl in front of her. She had a strange feeling… especially the magic within her body.

It wasn’t the orthodox magic of the major elements, but more like a dark aura.

“Wh-what’s wrong?” Shirley blinked, a little confused by the girl’s intentions.

“Nothing, thank you for pointing the way!”

Aileen put away her doubts. After all, the world was vast and full of wonders. The world she knew was just the tip of the iceberg.

Moreover, she was in a happy mood now. The thought of having shed the parasite that had been clinging to her for so long made her incredibly happy.

The girl bowed slightly and headed in the direction Shirley had pointed.

“In the end, what was she here for…”

Shirley let out a breath, retracting all the magic that had leaked from her body. She felt a little dizzy and supported herself with her staff.

“Shirley! Are you okay?”

“Yes, Evelyna! Thank you, I’m fine now.”

Her gaze drifted to Evelyna, who was being taken care of by Ophelia. It was so good that she seemed okay, so good that she didn’t have to die. This world wasn’t so bad after all—except for one thing.

The moment she became aware of this power, she felt she could never go back.

“How was it?”

“Hmph, it wasn’t that impressive. For example, that maid, I don’t think even this power could defeat her.”

Shirley deliberately beat around the bush with it. She knew well that this power was of unknown origin and probably not something righteous.

The voice paused for a moment:

“No, compared to that thing, I have already shown you great sincerity.”

“Free trial! Is there any more luxurious gift in this world?”

“That’s true… if there really is no price to pay.”

“How about this? Shirley, I won’t say anything more, just…”

“You still have things you want to do, right? You’re very unwilling, right…”

“For example, you want to survive the spider’s attack. Without me, you couldn’t even do that, right?”

“I…”

“Ah! Shirley! Evelyna fainted!” Ophelia’s voice echoed in her ears.

‘Refuse him, and what if the same thing happens next time? Like this time, helplessly giving up everything?’

‘And face the sad ending she least wanted to encounter?’

‘No, no! I will never agree to that.’

The voice whispered further in her mind.

“I am a Demonkin. There is no such thing as a free lunch in this world… nor is there free power.”

“What do you need?”

She didn’t want to think about anything anymore. She needed the power to change the situation.

“Sign a contract with me, become my familiar.”

“…Alright, what should I call you?” Shirley didn’t think too much. She had no other choice. If this was the only path to victory, then she would choose it.

“Well, you can call me… BQ.”

“Heh heh… the show is about to end.” BQ’s voice disappeared into the shadows.

Thinking back now, that might have been the turning point in Shirley’s life.

After that, Shirley quickly used a magic called “teleport” on the four of them. Due to her lack of proficiency, they were only teleported to a desolate wilderness not far away.

Little Gavin lost all his memories as a human. He didn’t even know how to speak. However, Shirley planned to find a good buyer for him in the city.

Although it was still a deserted world, they had escaped the danger, and their faces were no longer tense.

That night, after Evelyna woke up, the three of them sat happily by the campfire and talked for a long time. It wasn’t until Shirley leaned against Evelyna and fell into a deep sleep that Ophelia watched them with satisfaction, a relieved smile on her face.

‘How good it would be if everything could continue like this.’

The next morning, Ophelia gently stretched. She knew it was time to part ways. She waited for the two to wake up, and also enjoyed the last moment of this journey that was neither long nor short.

Not long after, when the first ray of dawn hit Shirley’s face, she slowly opened her eyes. This was her first morning of a new life. She felt her body incredibly light. Although the future was still far away, the past had been left behind.

“Opheliel, are you really leaving? We can be together…” Shirley showed a reluctant expression. Although they had only been together for a few days, she had deeply felt Ophelia’s charm.

Ophelia flicked her waterfall-like golden hair. “No, I still have to find myself!” She made a pose as if she were about to set off, which made everyone laugh.

Shirley decided to go up the mountain with Evelyna to hide from the wind for a while. After all, an adventurer team disappearing in the forest was a matter that was neither big nor small.

After that day, Evelyna would only occasionally wake up, and then immediately fall back into a deep sleep. Although her body functions were normal, it seemed to be a tricky strange illness.

Meeting and parting were always brief. Ophelia just stood up and lightly touched Shirley’s arm:

“We’ll meet again. Until then, please be safe.” Ophelia smiled slightly, waving at the girls:

“Goodbye!”

Thus, Ophelia ended her short yet long life in the four-person team.

But no one knew that the gears of fate would not easily let go of anyone.




  
    Chapter 45 : Side Talk : Schiller’s Journey
After going around in a big circle, Aileen seemed to have circled back to where she started.
Although she really didn’t want to admit it, she seemed to have… gotten lost again.

She looked up at the spider that seemed to be trying to sneak away. The spider’s movements abruptly stopped.

“I can’t just make a trip for nothing and come back empty-handed…”

“Tell me, although a demonic beast of your level isn’t worth much, I still need an excuse, right?”

An excuse for her late arrival.

Her smiling eyes, reflected in the spider’s compound eyes, were so terrifying to the spider.

“I can’t help it. I can’t spend so much time and have the Young Master say I did nothing!”

“No, no, performance… you are the proof of my performance.”



Passing through the long tunnel of the Viscount’s manor, one would reach the wilderness.

It was late at night, and this seemed to be a desolate place where not even a single person could be found.

It seemed that this was a tunnel used for escaping.

The occasional roar of wild beasts sent a chill down his spine.

“Cold… so cold!”

To be honest, Schiller was wearing nothing at the moment. Walking in the wilderness was pure suicide.

But he had no better choice.

There was only one chance to escape. If he missed it, there might not be a next time!

“Anyone… anyone…”

He had been calling out intermittently for a long time.

But let alone human voices, he couldn’t even find any trace of humans.

“Where, where did this take me?!”

Regardless of the continuously dropping body temperature, he hadn’t eaten for a long time.

The last time he ate was when Sheryl fed him mouth-to-mouth—no, his memory told him that it must have been a memory confusion caused by eating green mushrooms.

“So hungry…”

His pace did not stop. Once he stopped, he might face real death.

“Reincarnated in another world, only to die of starvation in the wilderness?”

That would be too funny. If word got out, he would be laughed at for two streets.

The extreme hunger caused his brain to lack oxygen, so much so that he almost missed the flash of light in the distance.

“Light?”

Schiller’s eyes widened. He summoned his last strength and ran towards the light.

He gradually saw that it was a village, and a room at the head of the village was emitting a dazzling light.

He disregarded his image, quickly came to the door, and pushed it open.

“Give me some food, benefactor, ahhhhhh!”

He slammed the door shut.

He suspected he had seen it wrong.

Ophelia, that Ophelia was changing clothes inside.

“Could it be that heaven knows I’m about to die and has specially granted me one last moment of happiness?”

Then, the door opened halfway. A stunningly beautiful blonde girl poked her head out, her cheeks still red from shyness.

“Traveler? You, you wait! Let me change my clothes!”

Schiller lost all his strength and means, and just fell straight to the ground.




  
    Chapter 46 : Who Are You Calling a Playboy?!
The events of that day were dazzling.
It was two days ago.

Ophelia had been walking through the wilderness for a whole day before she finally found a few scattered villages.

Beyond the trees was a village of scattered houses. In the vast night sky, a few stars twinkled brightly.

She was like a small boat, drifting in an empty ocean.

But this feeling was not lonely. In fact, she felt she had gotten used to it.

She gazed at the three stars in the southeast corner. She didn’t know why, but she felt those stars were so familiar.

“How could that be…”

She then realized her hand was tightly clutching the cross on her chest. She had a feeling that she had made the same gesture countless times in the past.

When a person loses their memory, they become all alone.

Where do you come from, where are you going, who are you?

She never thought that the famous three questions would appear before her in this form. She patted her face and focused on reality.

“Ophelia, you can do it…!” She raised her small fist and cheered herself on towards the night sky.

No matter what others said, she was who she was.

[Holy Light]!

She used magic to illuminate the surroundings, and after confirming that there was no danger around, she ventured into the village.

The village was not large, but it was not so small that it could be easily explored. The strange thing was that there were no lights. A sense of incongruity enveloped her.

Perhaps it was common for lights to be out at night in the countryside. She didn’t pay too much attention to it and stopped at a house at the head of the village:

“Is anyone there? Excuse me!”

Only the sound of her knocking echoed around.

“Eh? Didn’t they hear me…”

She stood on her tiptoes, trying to look inside through the peephole.

“Almost… just a little more!”

She used all her strength, pressing her body against the door.

“Eh! Eh! Hey! Hey!”

Finally, at the moment she reached her highest point—she lost her balance and fell into the door.

“Ah!”

When she clumsily got up from the ground, she looked up, not bothering to pat the dust off her little skirt, and looked around nervously.

“No… no human presence…”

She finally realized the truth behind the sense of incongruity. In the large village, there was no trace of human presence at all!

She looked around. The simple furniture, the tables not yet completely covered in dust, the cozy little bed, all seemed to indicate that there had been traces of people here not long ago.

“Gh-gh-gh-ghost village!”

Ophelia’s eyes widened. She suddenly felt the surrounding environment become cold and gloomy.

The shadows of the trees outside might be some kind of monster with bared fangs and brandished claws, and the creaking of the windows caused by the wind was also terrifying.

If she took one step out, she would be captured by a monster!

“Waaah, I’m not tasty at all!”

Ophelia hugged herself tightly and quickly closed the door.

“From today on, I’m going to be a shut-in!”

The next morning, she had to go out to find food due to hunger. She didn’t know how to cook the wild rabbit she had caught with great effort, so she had no choice but to tie it up and roast it.

That meal, though burnt and unappetizing, left Ophelia feeling incredibly satisfied.

She drew water from the well in the village and took a refreshing bath using the bucket in the room. She decided to set off the next day, at least to a larger city.

She could look for Shirley and Evelyna, and also for clues to her own memory.

That night, she was in a good mood and hummed a song in her room, reading a storybook she found in the room, “The Story of the Holy God.” It was a fairy tale describing the great deeds of the Holy God. Although the wording was childish and the descriptions were grand and righteous, she read it with great interest.

“The person closest to the Holy God is the Saintess.”

The book recorded it this way. There would only be one Saintess in each era. When the previous Saintess died, the next Saintess would be born.

“The Saintess… what kind of person is she?” Ophelia was a little sleepy. She imagined herself becoming the Saintess, embarking on a great adventure to save the world with countless people.

Perhaps, at that time, though there would be partings, there would also be new encounters.

“Ah, I have to take off my clothes before bed…”

She put her hand on the ties of her clothes, taking them off one by one, then threw them all by the bed, and was about to put her hand on the hook of her underwear.

“Underwear… maybe not…” She yawned, about to collapse onto the bed.

A rustling sound came from outside the door.

The next second, her eyes widened. A naked—no, a man wearing only his underwear rushed in.

She was about to scream in fright, but the man quickly closed the door as if he had seen a ghost.

“Ah! What, what!”

“H-how rude! Is my figure that bad…”

Ophelia hastily half-draped her clothes over herself, pushed open the door and poked her head out. She looked carefully at the man.

His long black hair gave him a handsome feel, and the muscles on his abdomen showed signs of good training. Most importantly, his trembling body made him seem not like a bad person.

Could it be that he was lost?

Although her underwear was seen, it was an accident…

“Traveler? You, you wait! Let me change my clothes!”

Who knew that the man would fall headfirst to the ground.

“Ah! Be careful!”

Ophelia, not bothering to put on her clothes properly, quickly pushed open the half-open door and caught him before he hit the ground.

At that moment, Ophelia’s eyes burned, and a familiar feeling erupted.

[Schiller von Eisenhardt]

Title: Unparalleled Lecher

Number of Kisses: 50

Sexual Experience: 40

Suggestion: ???

“Huh?????!!!!”



The feeling of exhaustion and weakness made Schiller’s feet slip. He closed his eyes.

The expected pain did not come.

Instead, his head felt a gentle touch, accompanied by the scent of roses.

“Am I dreaming?”

“So, so soft…”

Schiller couldn’t help but swallow. He was about to savor this gentle homeland, but then he heard a loud shout in his ear.

“What’s with you! Why are you shouting so loud!”

He opened his eyes in dissatisfaction, and what met his eyes were Ophelia’s golden pupils.

No matter how many times he looked, he still found those eyes very captivating.

“I wasn’t mistaken…”

It really was Ophelia. He didn’t know how she ended up in this wilderness, or maybe she had come to block him?

He didn’t think the Saintess would wander around in such a place for no reason.

“As expected of an evil villain…” To think she could anticipate this step, it was truly terrifying.

Perhaps from their first meeting, everything was this little girl’s plan!

Now, he had just escaped the tiger’s mouth, only to fall into the wolf’s den.

He could only hope that Ophelia would show mercy and let him go.

Schiller suppressed his guilt and frowned slightly:

“Ophelia… er, how are you here?”

Ophelia said nothing, but tears gradually welled up in her beautiful pupils, and she gritted her teeth.

“Playboy…”

“Playboy?” Did Ophelia have a habit of calling names?

“You, you, you playboy! Unparalleled lecher! Go to hell!”

She let go of Schiller’s body, letting him fall to the ground.




  
    Chapter 47 : We Should Eat First
“Hey, why did you run away?”
Sheryl appeared by Schiller’s side at some point. Her eyes were blankly staring into the void, her hands behind her back, as if holding something.

She approached Schiller step by step. He wanted to scream, but couldn’t open his mouth.

“Why! Why! Why!”

Her voice wasn’t loud, but it held a strange sense of terror.

“Heh heh, but it’s okay now. I’ve already dealt with all the obstacles… Hey, come home with me?” She pulled her hand from behind her back, and there was…

“Ha!”

Schiller had never felt so scared of dreaming about a beautiful woman. He sat up from the bed, drenched in sweat, and began to slowly process the dream he had just had. In the dream, what was it that Sheryl was holding…

He seemed to have woken up in fright before he could see that scene.

Although he tried to think about it again, he came up with nothing.

The birds outside the window were chirping, and the occasional high-pitched shouts of a girl seemed to be the source of his awakening. The voice was clear, cute, and innocent. In his previous life, Schiller had no doubt that she could win the best voice actress award without even practicing.

“Last night… I was buried in Ophelia’s chest.”

He had no memory of what happened after that. It was then that he suddenly realized.

“My clothes!”

He quickly lifted the blanket and frantically touched his body, confirming that “there” was nothing unusual.

For some unspeakable reason, he was now very sensitive to the feeling of fatigue there.

His fingers felt the touch of burlap—Ophelia had changed his clothes.

Although the rough cloth was not as comfortable as the silk he was used to, it was better than being naked and being treated like a pervert.

“Status normal…” Since there was no mirror, he couldn’t confirm his current state.

“Phew…” After confirming that his body was fine, he pushed open the door of the house. The sunlight outside was so bright that he couldn’t open his eyes for a moment. At that moment, he felt that this sunlight was so… nostalgic!

“Ah… the long-lost sunlight!” He opened his arms, imagining himself as the falling Icarus. The feeling of freedom moved him to tears.

“Being imprisoned by a beautiful girl… I never want to experience that again in my life!”

It is said that in a certain island country, there was a story of a novelist being imprisoned by a strange high school girl, but the feeling of being unable to move on his own was simply too painful!

He had to be fed to eat, and his toilet needs were taken care of by magic potions inside his body. Even bathing had to be done under her watchful eye.

“My dignity… my dignity!” He was in tears, grateful for this hard-won freedom.

And so, he watched Ophelia, who was doing something unknown in the sunlight, with tears in his eyes.

“Hey! Hey! Hey!”

Ophelia slowed down, found the right moment, and pounced on a pheasant that was strolling on the ground. The pheasant was still leisurely eating, unaware that danger had already arrived.

“Got it!”

She rolled over and broke the pheasant’s neck in a fluid motion—she was surprised by the smoothness of her own actions. This was her first prey of the day. From the beginning, she had been trying to talk to the pheasants, hoping they would give her a few eggs.

“Hey, can you give me a few eggs?”

But the pheasants just gave her a haughty look. Some even rushed over and pecked at her legs.

“This, this is no ordinary pheasant. I must use a heavy hand!”

And so, Ophelia was locked in a fierce battle with the pheasants.

“Ah!” “Don’t bite my skirt!” “Ah! Don’t run! My lunch!” “Stop! Hand over your eggs!”

It was this fierce battle that woke Schiller up.

Ophelia looked at the dead pheasant in her arms. For some reason, she thought of a person’s neck. Could it be broken so easily…

Her thoughts were quickly interrupted, because… a scorching gaze had been watching her from the beginning.

Ophelia didn’t know what expression to make. According to her reasoning, this Schiller—was very likely her boyfriend!

But what she had seen last night made her feel very complicated. Including his condition, the two of them must have a lot to say to each other…

Ophelia forcibly interrupted her own thoughts. She took a deep breath, picked up the pheasant, and walked towards him.

She looked up and down at Schiller, only to find—that he was in tears, looking at her with affection.

“Eh… eh… are you okay?”

“I’m fine… I just, met something very nostalgic, very important (freedom) again.”

“! You, you, honestly!”

Ophelia’s cheeks turned crimson. She never thought Schiller would be so direct, so eager to express his love.

But then again, since she was his lover, her sudden disappearance would surely make him uneasy.

So, if Schiller could maintain his original attitude after learning about her amnesia, she would forgive him.

After all, she was the one who disappeared without a word.

Ophelia gathered her courage. She felt her voice trembling slightly:

“That, that! Actually, I have amnesia! I don’t remember anything except your name and mine!”

“So, even if you’re my boyfriend, we have to start over now! That’s right, start as friends!”

She closed her eyes tightly. She had imagined the man’s rage after learning the truth, and she had also imagined that he would use violence against her to force her to submit… but nothing happened.

Ophelia timidly opened her eyes.

Schiller was looking at him with a scrutinizing gaze.

“You mean… you came here purely by coincidence?”

“Hmm… it was an accident…”

“Wait, Ophelia.”

Ophelia puffed out her cheeks, frowning:

“What, my name is Opheliel, Opheliel!” The girl thought Schiller was deliberately teasing her name, and she thought angrily: ‘I’ll only leave him one leg of the roast chicken later… no, I’ll just give him half.’

Schiller’s gaze moved away from him, his reaction as if he had gotten some kind of answer.

“…Opheliel, let’s talk.”

“Talk?”

“Let’s talk about everything ‘you’ have been through so far. In return, I will tell you what I know (with reservations).”

Schiller turned his head. He had never felt that fate was so full of twists and turns. But if Ophelia had really lost her memory—no, all the evidence showed that she had indeed lost her memory. Would the direction of the story change drastically?

“But, why?”

There was likely only one reason for amnesia—exhausting one’s life force on top of using up all one’s magic.

Only in this case would memory become a substitute for “life force.” In the game, there was also such a scene in Ophelia’s route. If Ophelia was overused, irreversible memory damage would appear on her.

“But who?”

He had checked Ophelia’s level. Her high-tier strength could be said to be almost unrivaled. At least among the people he knew, Ophelia’s strength was at the forefront.

He didn’t think anyone could easily force her to the point where she had to consume her own life force to escape.

With a heart full of questions, he reached for—the pheasant.

“Um, can we eat first?”

At this moment, his eyes were only filled with the desire to eat.




  
    Chapter 48 : Sleeping Together
“You mean… this lump of charcoal is roasted chicken?”
Schiller stared thoughtfully at the inexplicably blackened pheasant. He poked the charcoal with his finger, and the smell of burnt food entered his nose.

“Wh-what charcoal! How rude!”

Ophelia dodged his gaze and turned her head to the side, her face flushed under the firelight.

“Opheliel… you… can’t cook, can you?”

“Ugh!”

As if struck a sore spot, Ophelia clutched her chest and looked at him with a resentful expression without saying a word.

“N-no, I can’t! Are you going to eat it or not!”

She lifted her flushed face. She had indeed discovered that she was surprisingly lacking in talent for cooking. It was one thing to eat it herself, but she felt a bit shy giving it to someone else.

“…”

“This is roasted chicken, this is roasted chicken, this is roasted chicken!”

Schiller didn’t say a word. He had already hypnotized himself in his mind and devoured the charcoal in a few bites.

“Ah! I… I haven’t eaten yet…”

Ophelia touched her somewhat empty stomach, but still showed a shy expression. She hadn’t expected him to finish her “masterpiece.”

Although it wasn’t well made, it was a dish she had made with her own hands.

“H-how is it?”

“Yes, it’s delicious.”

A sweet and sour aroma spread in the air. She looked at Schiller’s satisfied face and felt that her efforts had not been in vain.

“So, let’s talk about ‘your’ memory?”

…And so on.

…And so forth.

When the two of them finished talking, the sun had gradually set, and the sky had turned a dusky yellow.

“Opheliel… you… waaah!”

Schiller wiped away non-existent tears.

All alone, with amnesia, and forced into a vortex of a love triangle—

The spider and the maid in the second half of the story made him feel strangely concerned. He wondered why.

“Schiller! You! Waaah!”

Ophelia’s eyes really turned red. She wiped away the surging tears with the back of her hand.

“You mean… you were beaten to your knees by a noble named Sheryl, and then taken to a basement and forced to work?”

“Yes… it was such cruel work that even a bull would die of exhaustion.”

“How could such a thing happen!” She clenched her small fists and raised her eyebrows in anger, standing up for Schiller.

For some reason, Ophelia had become very innocent. Her already stunning face, combined with that innocence, became a force that could drive all men crazy.

That innocent look was strangely heart-fluttering.

After confirming that Ophelia had amnesia, he immediately decided to “deceive” her. For some reason, Ophelia seemed to think that he was her boyfriend. So he told Ophelia that her job was to be the shop’s poster girl, and he was the shop owner. They ran a potion shop in the underground street of Cernost. Originally, their happy life should have continued forever…

Until that day, Ophelia suddenly disappeared, and he had been on a journey to find her ever since—

Along the way, he met a witch named Irena—of course, that was not true.

‘What a scumbag! This is a white lie. It’s better to keep Ophelia as she is now than to let her regain her memory and become a villain.’

‘Everyone likes a good ending, and he will get it with his own hands!’

“It’s… alright now.”

Ophelia held Schiller’s hand tightly and moved her body very close. The faint scent of roses invaded his nostrils, making his brain tingle.

“That Sheryl, she must be a bad woman!” Ophelia’s voice switched between anger and gentleness.

“Is-is that so?” Schiller felt a little guilty.

“Honestly, you’re the victim, why are you still speaking up for her?” Ophelia poked his side. She felt that Schiller was too gentle, not even thinking of the person who had “hurt” him as a bad person.

“Ah, could it be that you like…” Ophelia saw his expression as if he had eaten a bitter melon and couldn’t help but imagine, could it be that Schiller, while being imprisoned by Sheryl… had developed feelings over time?

“I, I am devoted to Opheliel!” To deceive others, one must first deceive oneself.

It is said that Christians cross their index finger over their middle finger when they ask for forgiveness, but he knew well that his sins would not be forgiven.

“Yah! Honestly, how much do you like me…” Ophelia pulled her hand back, trying to cover her blushing face. She found that Schiller had an inexplicable talent for pleasing girls. He always managed to say things that made girls shy at the most crucial moments.

Schiller felt that Ophelia was exuding a maternal glow. She was like the Virgin Mary reincarnated, emitting a holy light. And that light, as long as it shone on him, would make him turn to dust like killing an evil spirit.

After the two of them had taken a bath in separate wooden tubs, Ophelia used [Cleanse] on their clothes.

What a convenient magic.

“By the way, how are we going to sleep tonight?” Schiller looked at Ophelia, who was sitting on the edge of the bed, at a loss for words. She seemed to be hesitating on how to speak.

“Anyway, there’s no one in this village. I’ll just find another house…”

“No!” Ophelia interrupted Schiller in a high voice. She stood up and desperately pressed against the door.

“Could this be… that plot?” Late at night, two people, alone.

“Not good, I have to run away quickly…” Schiller felt a tightness in his lower body. He had a bad feeling. He really wanted to escape!

Ophelia didn’t notice Schiller’s strange expression and explained:

“Well, well, isn’t it inconvenient to sleep separately? It would be troublesome if an enemy came, right? Yes, yes, it would be troublesome, wouldn’t it…”

“But there’s no one in this wilderness…”

“On the bed! We’ll sleep together!” She turned around and firmly bolted the door, making an expression as if she would rather die than let him pass.

“Opheliel… you…”

“What’s wrong?” Her voice trembled slightly. Her slightly damp hair shone under the dim yellow light, and her alluring collarbone declared its existence to Schiller.

“Are you afraid of ghosts?” Schiller had some idea about this. In his previous life, his younger sister would occasionally run to his room at home. After careful questioning, he found out that she was scared to sleep after watching a horror movie.

‘My sister at that time was so cute.’ He carefully recalled the faces of his family, but found the memories blurry, and he couldn’t see the whole picture. Unfortunately, memory is a road with no return. All the springs of the past cannot be restored.

“What! Why did you have to say it out loud! You, you flirt, you idiot! Big idiot!” Ophelia turned her head away in a huff.

“Sorry, sorry… I understand, we’ll just sleep together.”

Ophelia quickly walked back to the bed. She wasn’t that angry, just a little shy. Admitting that she was afraid of ghosts in front of Schiller was a bit embarrassing for a girl’s heart.

“Come here.” She smiled happily, patting the bed next to her. “Hurry up~”

“Oh… oh…”

He sat on the edge of the bed. Since it was not an atmosphere to refuse, he decided to take it one step at a time.

“Hey! Hey!” Ophelia suddenly pushed him down on the bed with force, then—she lay down beside him with sparkling eyes, her golden pupils gently looking at him. The two of them were lying on their sides, looking at each other.

“Hey! Let’s chat… I’ve actually been looking forward to this for a long, long time!”

“Looking forward to what?” Schiller was a bit dumbfounded, but Ophelia’s innocence was a great help.

“Bedtime chat! Hehe, Schiller, honestly, what else can a boy and a girl do when they sleep together?”

“Waaah, Sheryl, I really want to tell Sheryl that!”

“Achoo!”

Far away—not so far away, Sheryl anxiously sneezed.




  
    Chapter 49 : Still not Enough
Sheryl’s world had collapsed.
Schiller had disappeared from the secret room.

“Gone, gone!”

Sheryl repeatedly rubbed her eyes, but the scene before her remained unchanged.

The empty iron bed was desolate, with only a few lonely dust motes drifting upon it.

“Schiller! Where are you?”

“…”

Dead silence.

Sheryl immediately activated her magic detection, but the basement, filled with the scent of both of them, made her head spin. She steadied herself with the bed frame and took a deep breath.

“Schiller’s scent.”

The scent was too strong, making it impossible for her to determine where he had left from.

The entire basement was empty. Like an ant on a hot pan, she turned the entire basement upside down, but found no trace of Schiller.

The girl herself was not good at thinking. She couldn’t have imagined that this seemingly impregnable secret room might have a clever hidden mechanism.

Thinking of this, Sheryl grew angry. The unventable frustration turned into an out-of-control torrent of magic that smashed into the surroundings:

“Why!”

“Honestly! Why did you run away!”

“Was I not good enough (in bed)?!”

At this point, she began to reflect on whether she had—not completely drained his magical power, thus giving him a chance to escape.

She had thought he couldn’t use any decent magic, but he was hiding his skills.

“Is it not enough to just take off his clothes and restrict his freedom?”

‘Then what should I do? Cut off his legs, and make him…’

‘No, let’s not do that.’

She sat on the edge of the bed in a huff, her gaze accidentally falling on the book that had fallen to the floor. It was a book she had been reading frequently recently.

Under Schiller’s guidance, she had begun to learn to read, and this was part of her learning process.

Perhaps it was fate, or perhaps it was divine intervention, but she opened the book, and on that page, was Schiller’s handwriting.

“The way of Yuri lies within.”

Beside it, he had drawn a rose.

“Young lady, your punishment is that you are not allowed to actively seek me out.” The handwriting on it was indeed Schiller’s.

“Hmph!!” The girl slammed the book on the ground, then carefully picked it up and gently caressed the words.

She couldn’t even control herself from putting her nose to the words, just to gently search for his scent. This sight must not be seen by him!

Otherwise, he would surely think she was a cheap and strange woman.

‘How annoying! If I don’t see Schiller for a day, don’t hear his voice, don’t feel his presence, I get so angry I want to… destroy something.’

Perhaps she was already hopelessly ill, but how could that be her fault?

Alright, even if she had one percent of the blame for forcing Schiller, Schiller was also at fault.

The girl murmured, biting her lip, whispering to that invisible “punishment,” her voice laced with a twisted accusation and obsession: “Aren’t you the one who made me like this?”

However, the girl’s heart could not be calmed for a long time between conflict and contradiction. On the one hand, there was the urgent need for Schiller, and on the other hand, Schiller’s command made it difficult for her to continue searching.

Moreover, she was really afraid of “being disliked.” If she was really disliked by Schiller, then everything would be over.

‘I want to chase! But I can’t!’

The girl was like a small dog on a leash, frantically wanting to move forward but firmly pinned in place.

“Honestly, honestly!” The girl silently cleaned up the battlefield and sulked in her bedroom.

Under her lay Schiller’s clothes, the only thing that could give her comfort at this moment. The girl, while fantasizing about sweet dreams, fell into a deep sleep.



“Lil, did you know?” Schiller lay on the bed, his internal alarms blaring at full volume, aimed at Ophelia.

And the target was rustling and leaning against his back, as if declaring her territorial rights there.

“What?” Her voice was a little low, probably already a little sleepy.

“There’s an anime that’s all about girls camping. It’s really good.”

“Heh heh… what’s so good about girls camping? Schiller, you’re so funny.”

‘Hey, apologize to me, who’s joking?’

“But, camping, we’re camping right now.” She raised her hand and made a tent-pitching gesture.

“It’s just that this man is a bit unreliable.” She giggled, teasing Schiller playfully.

‘Oh my, Miss Opheliel, is that really okay? I’m the best at telling midnight stories.’

“It is said that on a moonless night…”

“Yaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaa idiot!!!!!!!!” Ophelia rolled over and buried her head in Schiller’s chest, her hair trembling cutely.

After a minute, she lifted her face and looked at Schiller pitifully.

‘Heh heh, I won’t let you off so easily.’

Seeing Ophelia like this also aroused a little bit of sadism in Schiller.

“It was a story about a swamp man…”

“Waaaaaaaaaaah, what are you doing!!! Idiot idiot idiot idiot!!!! Pervert pervert pervert pervert!!! Schiller Schiller Schiller!!!”

‘Hey, that last one was a personal attack.’

This time, the girl buried her head even more forcefully in his chest, refusing to come out no matter how Schiller called her. Schiller felt he had gone a bit too far.

He gently patted the girl’s hair and calmed her down in a soothing tone.

“It’s okay… it’s okay, there are no ghosts here.”

“Re-really?” The girl peeked out slightly, her face even had a hint of tears. It seemed she was genuinely scared.

‘No way, the setting of Ophelia being afraid of ghosts, even in the game, didn’t exist!’

But, according to her overpowered blessings, even a real ghost would have a hard time getting close to her.

“Really, look.” Schiller gently let go of her. The girl trembled slightly at first, then relaxed when she realized there were really no ghosts.

“Honestly! Idiot Schiller…” she complained, patting Schiller’s chest, then gently lay on him. “Don’t scare me again!”

“Oh… oh…”

“Th-that…”

“Although I just said that, I’m not angry at you…”

“So, so I…”

“That, that… that…”

The girl suddenly became shy. She blushed and didn’t know how to speak, but the considerate Schiller had already seen through her intentions!

“Going to the bathroom? I’ll go with you!”

“I-idiot! Why did you have to say it out loud! Idiot Schiller!”

That night, Schiller was subjected to the octopus punishment.




  
    Chapter 50 : Saintess or Stalkeress
The bright moonlight poured in through the window, and Schiller stared motionlessly at the full moon.
No, he couldn’t move at all.

“Hoo~ wah~ hooo~ heheh… roasted meat…”

Ophelia’s sleeping posture was terrible!

When Schiller woke up from the feeling of suffocation, he found that Ophelia was wrapped around his body like an octopus.

Her strength was so great that Schiller couldn’t break free for a moment.

What was making it difficult for him to breathe was her chest.

“Ugh!” Finally, he pushed away the tentacled monster wrapped around him and prepared to get out of bed to relieve himself.

“Roasted meat… don’t run away!” Ophelia wrapped herself around him again with astonishing force. She buried her head in Schiller’s chest and giggled as if she were savoring a delicacy.

So, in the choice between waking her up or enjoying it a little longer, he chose the latter.

“No, what man would choose the former!”

Even if his head agreed, his little brother would never agree.

It was truly dumbfounding. Before, he had never thought he would meet Ophelia in this way.

Although he had hardly heard any news of her after that, the main plot had progressed so much in his absence.

It was truly amazing. Should he say that he was indeed a supporting character? It was as if the whole world had nothing to do with him.

In his previous life, he could only see the stories of the “protagonists” through the screen. At that time, he would occasionally wonder, how did the stories outside of the protagonists’ progress? Were there also magnificent stories beyond that? How did the people in that world exist?

There was once a person named Schrodinger’s Cat, who put a crocodile in a box that could not be observed. If it was not observed, the life or death of the crocodile could not be determined.

“Do you believe it, or do you not?”

However, his life was not without excitement. Perhaps he could not stand in the center of the world, but he would not be a mere stroke in the scroll of history either.

At least, in his previous life, he had fought tooth and nail but failed to graduate from virginity. Here, he was already almost an expert.

A passive expert.

As a good person, he was half-assed. As a scumbag, he couldn’t be ruthless enough.

“I’m just an ordinary person.”

‘Why not, while Ophelia hasn’t regained her memory, embark on a journey of self-discovery with her?’

He wouldn’t have to go back and face Sheryl. Sooner or later…

“No, how can you say such irresponsible things!”

A person must at least be responsible for their own actions. Although he could indeed escape, he would have to face it sooner or later.

Schiller shook his head. Ophelia’s warm breath beside him made him a little sleepy. Taking advantage of the warmth, he gradually closed his eyes and had a dreamless night.

Ophelia felt something poking her.

It was a strange, throbbing feeling.

“Mmm… the roasted meat last night was very tough…” She rubbed her eyes, sat up, and stretched lazily due to a slight drowsiness.

“Mmm~~ what a great sleep~”

Yesterday, she had been so scared that she couldn’t sleep well. Any rustle outside the window would startle her.

And today, by Schiller’s side, she felt an unexpected sense of security.

Thump, thump.

“Waah!”

Ophelia was startled. She felt something throbbing vigorously under her. She blinked her eyes, then her face flushed in realization.

She was sitting on Schiller in a riding position. At some point, their sleeping position had become an embrace.

“Six lamb ribs are…” She gently touched Schiller’s abdomen, where six-pack abs were firmly grown.

“So, so hard!” She pinched and kneaded it. The manly scent made her momentarily dazed. Then she breathed like a goldfish, scrambling to get off him. And without her body’s obstruction, a certain part of Schiller’s body was completely exposed.

“…”

“…!!!!”

“Waaah…”

Ophelia abruptly covered her eyes, but then secretly opened a slit. She felt her face burning hot, as if flames would erupt from it in the next second.

“That thing” was declaring its existence to her.

“Schiller, wake up! Wake up…” Ophelia endured her shyness and whispered Schiller’s name, but he showed no signs of waking up.

“Honestly, showing me this first thing in the morning…”

In fact, due to being treated like that by Sheryl for days on end, his body had accumulated a lot of fatigue—and had also become very active.

Speaking of which, that thing was something she had never seen before…

She had heard from Evelyna that men’s “that place” was very fragile.

Although she had lost her memory, she had not lost her common sense.

However, she had never seen the real thing—in short, the real thing.

That’s right, even her past self had probably never seen it. For some reason, she had this conviction.

Thinking of this, a bold idea suddenly occurred to her.

Since she had lost her memory, the boundary between her past and present had been bothering her.

The conflict that had not yet been revealed in the adventurer squad was now clearly visible.

“Because no one, ‘knows me’.”

In the adventurer squad, no one knew her past self, and the Opheliel that existed there was just Opheliel.

But Schiller knew her from before. In Schiller’s eyes, was she a shadow of her former self, or an independent personality?

Humans are social animals, not to mention someone who is all alone in this world. To her, Schiller, who knew her, was like God.

This was very important. Opheliel—the girl, desperately craved his recognition.

“At least, I exist at this moment.” She clenched the cross, as if encouraging herself.

“I, I also want the real thing!”

If her past self had had an incredibly happy time, then today’s self would use happiness above that to overshadow it all.

For example, doing something “she” had never done before.

Gulp, gulp, it was the sound of her heart beating violently, as if it would break through her chest and fall out of her throat.

The sound of swallowing was heavy in her ears. The whole world fell silent.

“It’s nothing, Opheliel, just looking, just looking!”

“How can this be a crime! I haven’t even touched it!”

“After all, scientific research is all about seeking truth and reality!”

A voice in her heart was egging her on like this.

Why was it, perhaps for a reason no one could explain, she lowered her hand that was covering her eyes and crawled onto the bed step by step.

The closer she got, the more she felt that thing…

Thump, thump.

“! Mmm…”

Ophelia was startled. She almost thought Schiller was about to wake up.

Schiller frowned, but showed no signs of waking up.

She pressed her body forward. She smelled a strange scent in her nose. Just as she was about to make another move—

“Hey, stalkeress, what are you doing first thing in the morning!”

“Ahhhhhh! Don’t, don’t wake up at this time!”




  
    Chapter 51 : The Master Does Not Care
For most people, the unremarkable years, the quietly passing time, and the coming and going pedestrians were merely scenes in each other’s backdrop. In a sudden turn of the head, the dim lights revealed only the shadow of a tree—except for Ophelia, who wanted to touch that thing.
This girl was a pervert.

Just as Schiller was waking up from his sleep, he quickly sensed that something was wrong.

Unexpectedly, Ophelia was… was…

He had intended to wait until Ophelia had finished before waking up, but he hadn’t expected her to become even more brazen.

If it went on like that, he would probably be the one who couldn’t hold back.

“In a lifetime, how many perverts can one meet?”

“First a yandere, and now a pervert.”

He suspected that he had some kind of strange-woman-attracting device, or perhaps there were no normal women left in this world.

Ophelia abruptly pulled her hand back, her face a mixture of anger and shyness:

“What do you mean by that! You’re the one in heat, aren’t you? So full of energy first thing in the morning.”

She hastily defended herself.

Schiller rolled his eyes at her, grabbing the blanket to cover that part. It was because she had hugged him first, and his body’s reaction was merely a physiological one!

Absolutely, absolutely no lust involved!

He already knew she was a complete weirdo, but he hadn’t expected her personality to remain unchanged even after losing her memory.

“Is this what they call a soul?”

In other words, a perverted soul would remain perverted no matter how many times it was reincarnated.

Conclusion: the Saintess, Ophelia, was a lewd and naughty child.

“How philosophical.”

Just as Schiller was lost in his aimless thoughts, Ophelia’s slightly awkward voice sounded:

“Don’t, don’t just stand there, think about what to do next.”

“Oh, right!” Schiller suddenly came to his senses. He had been so focused on escaping Sheryl’s clutches that he had no plan for the next step.

However, in general, he hoped to quickly improve his own strength. Secondly, it might be a good idea to embark on a journey to find the protagonist.

“Wait, isn’t being an adventurer a great choice?!”

Hunting monsters could both improve his strength and prevent him from starving to death.

With his previous experience, Schiller decided not to actively check Ophelia’s favorability.

“If I don’t see it, it doesn’t exist!”

“What do you mean by ‘oh, right’…” The girl, speechless, pushed open the door and stretched under the sun. Her golden hair shone brightly in the sunlight, and her beautiful face was tinged with a hint of charm.

“…”

‘This girl is definitely perverted!’

Schiller confirmed his thoughts in his mind.

After some discussion, the two decided to search the surroundings for clues first.

After all, an empty village was too strange.

Ophelia rummaged through the bushes and soon found something. She beckoned Schiller to come over:

“Hey, come and see!”

In the overgrown ground, there was a damaged stone monument.

[Clarice Village] The undamaged part of the monument recorded these words.

“It says Clarice Village here. Does it ring a bell?” Ophelia tilted her head and looked at Schiller.

“Hmm… no…” He had only briefly looked at the map of this world. He had no time to study every small village in detail.

And Ophelia, due to her amnesia, knew nothing.

“How strange…”

“An empty village… ah! So that means!”

Ophelia put on a thoughtful expression. After a moment of contemplation, she put her hands behind her head and laughed, “Heheh.”

“I don’t know!”

She glanced at Schiller several times, but found his expression surprisingly serious.

“Eh? Did you find something?” She came closer, her eyes shining.

“No, nothing.” Schiller shook his head.

In games, an empty village almost always meant something bad.

Far from the city, sparsely populated, whatever was done there would not be discovered.

And in Ophelia’s route, the world-destroying giant spider she created came from a laboratory under a certain village.

‘Secret human experiments by the church, the revival ceremony of demonkin by cultists…’

Honestly, he wouldn’t be surprised if a humanoid gundam appeared.

“It can’t be…”

His luck couldn’t be that bad.

“It’s just a coincidence, right!” Occasionally, the entire village might go on a trip… occasionally…

He forcibly shook the thought from his mind and looked at Ophelia. She had her hands on her hips, her chest puffed out, desperately trying to put on a dignified look.

“I’m not a child, you know!”

For some reason, that sentence only seemed to be said by children.

He seemed to be unconsciously stroking the hair of the Ophelia before him. She puffed out her cheeks with a slight dissatisfaction, but had no intention of pulling away.

“Like a hamster.”

But because her angry expression was too cute, she looked like a pouting golden squirrel.

After that, the two found a river near the village and immediately decided to follow it to find a main road.

If they were lucky and found a city, they could just find a place to use as a base and start their adventuring activities!

“A blessing for a wonderful adventurer’s life!”

Schiller silently prayed to himself in his heart.



Candlelight flickered on the walls, casting long, dark shadows.

“The Saintess’s aura.”

The owner of the voice wore thick glasses, his hands moving back and forth nervously. He tousled his unkempt hair.

Since a certain night two days ago, he had felt Ophelia’s aura. But that aura was a holy aura that could not be suppressed in any way, and was particularly sensitive to someone like him who had lived underground for many years.

[Blessing of the Holy God], Ophelia was blessed by the Holy God, and her body constantly emitted a holy aura.

Let alone low-level imps, even high-level vampires would have to weigh their own strength before approaching her.

“What on earth is going on?” According to the reports, the Saintess should have disappeared for no reason. Why would she appear in his experimental area…

“Could it be that my secret human experiments have been discovered!” He paced around the room in a panic, his anxious forehead covered in beads of sweat.

Nominally, he was a researcher affiliated with the church, but he belonged to the Cardinal’s faction.

And Ophelia was the leader of the Saintess’s faction. Once she discovered his secret experiments, the Cardinal would probably cut his losses immediately.

After all, in recent years, the Cardinal’s power had been declining, while Ophelia’s faction had taken the main position in the church.

Therefore, the Cardinal had launched secret research throughout the empire—“Artificial Saintess”—in an attempt to break the Saintess’s irreplaceability and reduce her power.

In fact, the experiments were not going well, but there had been some results.

For example, he had discovered a possible similar composition between “holy magic” and “demonkin magic,” which would undoubtedly cause an earthquake in the magical world.

However, the experimental results would be meaningless if they were not preserved.

And with Ophelia’s strength, she could probably retreat unscathed even if she encountered a demonkin, let alone a powerless researcher like himself.

And this Saintess had been patiently staying above him for two days, as if saying, “Oh my, why aren’t you running yet? Don’t you want to?”

He had had the honor of meeting that sultry Saintess. Those were definitely words that would come from her mouth.

To her, he was just a dispensable plaything… not even that, just a way to pass the time.

There were rumors that she could even use a ten-chant Grand Holy Magic, and she was still so young. How terrifying.

“What should I do, what should I do!” Just as he was becoming more and more anxious, and even prepared to perish together, Ophelia’s aura disappeared.

He collapsed to the ground in exhaustion.

“Could it be, just a warning?” He didn’t think Ophelia hadn’t noticed him, but she had left as if nothing had happened.

“Or perhaps, she simply doesn’t care? Doesn’t care about the so-called—Artificial Saintess.”




  
    Chapter 52 : The Night is beautiful
The vast net that obscured the sky was burning fiercely in the air. The scattered sparks of light cast a glow that made the moon pale in comparison.
It wasn’t true fire, but a magical flame, so it wouldn’t burn the forest itself.

Boom!

The sound of a giant creature collapsing shook the entire forest. And what caused that movement was—a maid with pink hair, who looked a little cute and foolish.

She took out a handkerchief to wipe the blood from her hands, looking at the tragedy she had caused with a lack of interest.

The spider before her had lost all signs of life. Flames now surrounded it, burning it to ashes.

“Oh dear, it was too weak to fight…”

Let alone fighting a round, it was a blatant massacre.

From beginning to end, the spider couldn’t even touch a single hair on her.

“But, it could really run…”

The spider frantically fled through the dense webs in the forest, losing its trace to Aileen several times.

“Oh dear… what is that thing…”

Just before the spider died, she saw a “certain” mark appear on its forehead.

Regarding that mark, she was absolutely sure—it was Ophelia’s unique “Saint’s Seal.”

In other words…

“Is this thing Ophelia’s pet?”

Aileen couldn’t understand why, even for a Saintess, she would keep such a thing… and it was clearly in its juvenile stage.

“Could it be that she’s actually letting it out to hunt humans?”

After all, that spider was also a demonic beast. High-level demonic beasts evolved by actively hunting humans and other creatures of their kind. This was something scholars had already proven.

If no one were to stop it, the upper limit of demonic beasts would be limitless.

There was even a saying—nine dogs and one mastiff—like raising poisons in the same jar.

“H-how could that be? Besides, that’s the sacred Saintess…” Aileen laughed awkwardly, dispelling her unnecessary doubts.

“It must have been that the cage wasn’t closed properly!”

Next time she saw her, she must remind her to close the cage properly!

“Alright, mission accomplished!”

Aileen confirmed once again that all demonic beast auras had disappeared. She patted the dust off her clothes and suddenly remembered that she seemed to have forgotten someone….

“Hmm… Was it my imagination?”

Her heart no longer needed to hold anyone else. Whether it was codependence or something else.

To her, none of that mattered.

She prepared to report her mission completion to her master.

“~~” She hummed a song happily. She had been away from the manor for several days. She wondered how Schiller was doing now.

“Did he eat well? Did he subdue Lady Sheryl? Did he stay up late?”

She looked at the position of the moon again. The chase just now had made her lose her sense of direction.

“Hmm… those three stars connected in a triangle…”

Aileen stared at the three brighter stars in the night sky.

She remembered Schiller talking about stars once. He was surprised that Aileen didn’t know the direction of the stars.

However, for Aileen, this was a normal thing.

But at that time, she felt that Schiller, who talked about the universe and distant stars, was very handsome.

So, what was the direction of those three stars…

“Southwest! That’s right, it’s southwest.”

“The Viscount’s manor is to the southeast, which means I have to walk in the opposite direction of the stars!”

“Hmph hmph, this time, who would dare call me directionally challenged!”

She lifted her chin, already imagining Schiller praising her in her mind after she perfectly completed the mission.

“Ah wah wah wah… Heheh…”

And so, the girl headed in that direction.

“The Saintess is really something… why keep a spider of all things?”



Rustle, rustle.

Rustle, rustle…

“Shi, Schiller, where are you?” It was late at night. Ophelia hugged herself, her four limbs stiffening. The sound of twisting her neck creaked like winding a clock.

“Hey! Where are you?” Tears were faintly visible in her eyes. She had woken up only to find herself alone.

An unfamiliar sense of loneliness, this feeling… made her unable to articulate what was wrong.

She just felt that without Schiller’s presence, her heart felt a little empty.

If she had never seen the light, she could have accepted the darkness.

“Don’t, don’t stay silent…”

“Waaah… Waaah!”

After meeting Schiller, although they were noisy, all the events were joyful. She suddenly felt wronged and wanted to cry her heart out—only then would someone come to save her.

Ophelia had completely become a young lady—she had even forgotten that she could use magic.

Ever since she lost her memory, she had probably been forcing herself a little. Now, whenever she encountered trouble, her instinct was to rely on Schiller.

An inexplicable sadness made her sob softly. It was a mixture of fear, sorrow, and unease.

A sound of hurried footsteps approached.

“Opheliel… wh-what’s wrong!” Schiller rushed to her side, his hands waving, not knowing where to put them.

Ophelia’s sudden crying disrupted his plans.

He had only gone out to scout the surroundings. Before leaving, Ophelia had fallen asleep with a blissful expression, but it seemed she had woken up after he left.

“Schiller… waaah! Don’t go!”

[Don’t go!]

[Where are you going?!]

[Don’t leave me alone!]

At that moment, his mind seemed to be interfered with. A voice from the depths of his mind made him dizzy.

That familiar feeling—a sense of déjà vu, an inexplicable sense of déjà vu washed over him.

He seemed to have seen that place in a dream.

The golden-haired girl—the child-like figure—was desperately grabbing someone’s clothes, desperately trying to convey something.

That person had fallen to the ground, handing her something.

“What is…?”

Before he could savor it, Ophelia grabbed his hand and forced him to sit on the ground.

The girl stopped crying and put on a look of anger.

“Don’t disappear again!”

Because Ophelia was small, she sat between Schiller’s legs, leaning against his chest, silent.

“Miss Opheliel?” Schiller looked at the girl in confusion. She kept rubbing her hair against Schiller’s chest, as if urging him to do something.

Her fidgeting movements made Schiller’s heart tingle. Perhaps it meant, “Pat my head.”

It is said that head-pats don’t exist in reality—it must be that reality is mistaken.

Schiller shouted to himself in his heart: “It exists, therefore it is reasonable!”

Schiller gently stroked her perfectly maintained hair. The faint scent of roses invaded his nostrils. The girl’s body was enveloped in his embrace, but surprisingly, at this moment, apart from the warmth, he had no other inappropriate thoughts.

The two remained silent, letting time flow by.

Ophelia seemed to feel very comfortable. She gently closed her eyes and let out a murmuring sound, “Heheh,” looking as if she could fall asleep at any moment.

“I’m glad I took care of my hair every day with [Cleanse]!” Ophelia said as she floated in the pleasant moment, feeling a slight heat in her chest.

“So… hot…” She felt the air was incredibly hot, as if roasting her face. For some reason, by Schiller’s side, she always felt a sense of long-lost security, as if her body was already familiar with him.

Was it a memory engraved in her flesh, or just a mere illusion?

“So… strange…” Ophelia, with a sweet smile, fell into a deep sleep, exhausted.

Schiller remained in his position, supporting Ophelia’s body, and gave a wry smile:

“What a child…” He felt that the amnesiac Ophelia was a bit too cute.

“What should I do to pass the time…”

Inside the cave, the stars were invisible, but he felt that the moonlit night was beautiful.

Perhaps if he moved away from her even slightly, she would wake up. To avoid such a situation, he could only maintain his position until dawn.

The night was still long, but nothing could compare to the girl’s smile.




  
    Chapter 53 : The Rapidly Developing Plot
“Heh…”
Sheryl took a deep breath, looking at the training dummy in front of her.

The sword was in its sheath. The swirling white ice crystals were a reflection of her current mood.

She closed her eyes, casting aside all distracting thoughts. The scent of the trees, the beating of her heart, the chirping of birds in the distance—all sounds disappeared.

All her anger transformed into a calm killing intent.

As if, in front of her, was a certain pink-haired, cheating cat.

A flash—

When she opened her eyes again, the wind blew through the dummy, blowing its upper body to the ground.

For a swordsman, the most important thing is the state of mind. Sheryl looked at the slightly flawed cut and couldn’t help but click her tongue:

“The mind… huh?”

If the mind is calm, it will succeed; if the mind is in chaos, it will fail. The belief that one can cut through anything can move mountains.

She felt her sword had become a bit dull. The sword that used to emit a pure white glow was now shrouded in a hint of shadow.

This sword was a gift from her father, and she had always treasured it.

“It’s all that woman’s fault…”

In the past, she was attached to no one, just brandishing her sword for herself. But now, she couldn’t even imagine how her past self had managed to live.

Loneliness was indeed a kind of strength. However, once a deep connection was established with someone else, the sweet feeling made her… unable to break free.

Even the strength of the past was lost, but she didn’t feel sad. Because from Schiller, she had received so much more, enough to fill her chest, every part of her body with warmth.

“It’s just, been disturbed by some people!”

She stomped her foot in frustration, stepping on the upper body of the dummy, and as if still not satisfied, she cut off its lower body as well.

And the messenger from the ducal manor was very likely her accomplice!

“The evidence is the rose drawn in the book.” Roses were Sheryl’s favorite flower, and she preferred the silver roses that were close to her hair color.

When she was young, her mother would always pin a silver rose on her head. At that time, she didn’t understand anything, just thought it looked pretty. She remembered running through the flower-filled garden, while her mother chased after her, laughing and panting.

“Lil, don’t run so fast!”

“Be careful not to fall!”

She looked at her mother and smiled:

“Mom, do I look pretty?”

She abruptly awoke from her memories, finding her hand unconsciously clenching tighter.

She always had a bad premonition, always felt that Schiller was now… fooling around with some woman!

“That’s right, Schiller was kidnapped by them, that maid!”

Although there was no evidence, countless thoughts connected in her mind.

‘Schiller escapes—encounters thieves—is captured by Aileen—becomes the chief’s wife (male).’

It must be so, otherwise that maid would have returned long ago.

The face of that pink-haired cheating cat who had tried to drug her flashed in her mind…

‘I really want to tear her face apart!’

Her plan was seen through last time, but this time she was careless.

“How infuriating!”

She raised her eyebrows and decided to continue with today’s training.

Currently, she was no match for that maid, but she felt that since her “exercise” with Schiller, the flow of magic in a certain part of her body had become much smoother.

As if… she had absorbed some essence.

The quality of her magic, and the quality of her magic use, had both improved.

Her original magic was a silver-white magic flow, but now it had a hint of transparency.

Recalling the feeling of those days of exercise, she couldn’t help but lick her lips unconsciously, followed by a feeling of emptiness from beside her.

“I really… want to see you.”

However, if she acted rashly, she would only be defeated by Aileen. Knowing the difference in strength between them, she would not act rashly.

“If I go to save him now, I’m afraid I’ll fall right into her trap!”

“No, I must improve my strength as soon as possible.”

She shook her head, clearing her mind of the jumbled thoughts, and gathered magic in her hands, starting today’s practice.



“You mean, the Viscount and the Saintess’s faction have formed an alliance?!” Duke Dylan Hohenzollern sat in his study, listening to the messenger’s report, and began to ponder.

None of the plans he had laid out had been implemented, and the reason was Schiller’s absence.

Even Sheryl was just a tool he had sent out as an excuse (a claim). He had no intention of letting a child from another family inherit his title.

He had raised that girl—that rebellious girl—to this day, just for the day he would seize the viscount’s seat.

Although the Eisenhardt family was merely a viscount, he nominally controlled the army of the northern duke. If the old duke died, the emperor might really order a “transfer of enfeoffment.”

“How could it be!”

He was so surprised that he adjusted his glasses. It was said that the Saintess was usually known for her shrewdness and sophistication, but the one who truly gave her power in the church was not anyone else, but herself.

When she had just become a Saintess, she often looked at everything with a cynical expression.

With her outstanding talent and abilities, she had been able to make relatively correct decisions in all the major events so far, which had allowed her to quickly gain a firm foothold in the church.

From a country girl from nowhere, she became a household name in the empire.

And such an Ophelia, she would actually form an alliance with someone?

Dylan stood up and looked out the window.

“Is it credible?”

So far, there had never been any rumors of the Saintess’s faction forming an alliance with others. If it was true…

“It’s credible. According to the investigation, the Saintess has indeed met with Schiller in a shop in the underground street many times, and they were secret talks.”

“The underground street… that kind of place is indeed suitable for secret talks.”

“That’s right, she must have been passing information to Schiller there.”

“In that case, we can’t remain silent any longer.”

Dylan immediately picked up a pen, preparing to write a letter to the Cardinal himself.

In the church, there were roughly two major factions: the Saintess Ophelia’s Saintess faction, and the Cardinal’s traditional faction. The two were at odds with each other and not subordinate to each other.

And once the Saintess’s faction joined forces with others, the traditional faction would probably be alarmed. In that case, he would join forces with them.

Dylan quickly wrote down the course of events, stamped it with the ducal seal, and handed it to the messenger.

“Deliver this letter to the Cardinal. No one else is allowed to open it!”

“Yes, sir!”

“Wait!” Dylan stopped the messenger who was about to turn around. “I heard the Cardinal has a hobby…”

“You mean… cross-dressers?!” The messenger looked up thoughtfully. “Absolutely not, my lord, you must not go and buy hooks!”

Dylan rolled his eyes at him.

“Get lost! I meant for you to find a top-quality cross-dresser and present him to him, as a token of my sincerity!”

The messenger nodded sheepishly, then closed the door and left the study.

Dylan looked out the window in silence. He never expected his plan to be cracked so easily.

Instead, he was the one at a disadvantage.

“Ophelia, you, just what are you…”

Rumor had it that the Saintess could see the future. He had always dismissed it as a joke.

“How could it be…” He decided to put away his absurd imagination and start working on a new plan.




  
    Chapter 54: The Androgyne
Kayden Metternich, the Cardinal of the Empire, and the nominal head of the Church, had been feeling increasingly weary lately.
He paused from reviewing the documents in his hand, his gaze focusing on a letter.

“Ophelia…”

He looked at the gilded sacred seal on the envelope and fell into deep thought.

Of course, it wasn’t due to any loyalty to the empire or faith in the Holy God…

Perhaps, when it came to faith in the Holy God, no one in the entire empire could surpass the Saintess.

The thought of that golden-haired, golden-eyed woman made Kayden feel a sense of dread, even though he was far superior to her in both age and experience.

The selection of the Saintess was not decided by him. The Saintess would become the Saintess “no matter what.” For the empire, the existence of a Saintess was a rare occurrence that happened once every few hundred years.

The Saintess bore the mark of the Holy God, the [Blessing of the Holy God], which was granted to only one person in an era.

Ophelia, the beloved daughter of the Holy God, often looked at him with scrutinizing eyes, as if she wanted to see through his disguise and expose the shadows deep within his heart.

“You don’t believe in God at all. How could you become the greatest person in the church?”

He remembered that day, his first encounter with this girl. She was covered in thorns, like a thorny rose.

Dressed in ordinary coarse cloth, she had come to the church alone. The moment she entered, countless holy artifacts inexplicably played a symphony, and the dome of the church emitted a dazzling light.

Such a sacred aura had never been recorded in the history of the empire.

He smiled and led Ophelia into the church:

“What are you saying? As the Cardinal, I am naturally a devout believer.” Kayden’s face was wreathed in a smile. He hoped to win over this Saintess to serve as a cornerstone for him to further grasp power.

In fact, the empire had many believers, especially for the Saintess, the messenger of the Holy God. Believers called her an “angel,” believing her to be a messenger from heaven.

Kayden was by no means a kind person. At first, he was just an obscure little priest in a border city. Perhaps heaven took pity on him, letting him meet the benefactor of his life—the previous Cardinal.

In fact, Kayden was a homosexual, or perhaps it was more accurate to say he had a preference for feminine men.

In the empire, love between women was praised, while men were persecuted. Once the fact of “homosexuality” was discovered, they would be subjected to an inquisition.

Of course, many nobles might have various strange preferences, but they all managed their relationship with the local church well.

And Kayden, being within the system, intended to climb to the top of the system to change the entire world.

“Only female homosexuality is recognized, not male homosexuality. This world is too strange.”

“I, I want to change this world!”

That day, his self-talk was overheard by the passing Cardinal. He recognized Kayden’s talent and brought Kayden from the border to the center of the empire, and appointed Kayden as his successor.

Naturally, after many struggles for blood and power, he was the final victor.

He had held great power in the church for more than a decade, and could even challenge the Duke of Hohenzollern who controlled the central region. Unexpectedly, the moment Ophelia appeared, many people turned to her.

“Your eyes… are not the eyes of a believer.” Ophelia said lightly, her words like the tip of a knife piercing his heart.

Having been immersed in the mortal world for more than a decade, how could he still speak of faith?

“…”

“And I don’t want to work with someone with such a dirty heart. This is what ‘my Holy God’ told me.” The moment Ophelia turned her head away, it was destined that he could not coexist peacefully with her.

Kayden was surprised by the girl’s pure faith. He really wanted to see her expression after her faith collapsed. It would surely be a delicious experience. Unfortunately, the girl’s decades-long faith shattered his prejudice.

Kayden tapped on the table, freeing himself from his past thoughts. He picked up the letter. It was a letter delivered urgently by a land dragon. The contents of the letter made him fall into deep thought.

He had already received the news of Ophelia’s disappearance. According to his observations, this disappearance was different from the previous ones. The entire Saintess faction had fallen into an inexplicable panic—perhaps something unexpected had happened.

He knew that Ophelia was secretly conducting experiments on demonic beasts. Taking advantage of her disappearance, he sent people to secretly release the demonic beasts into the forest, planning to reveal later that they were the Saintess’s pets.

As long as the demonic beast had indeed “killed people,” and Ophelia was not present, he could refrain from sending a subjugation team.

“In this way, even the Saintess’s prestige will be damaged.”

In the struggle for power, any small mistake would be fatal.

For example, the various secret human research projects he had funded throughout the empire…

“Although Ophelia has been investigating me, I have always hidden it well.”

“But, she suddenly appeared at the hidden experimental site…”

“And she chose to ignore it even when she clearly noticed?!”

The news was so incredible that he didn’t know how to think for a moment.

“Perhaps, as the letter says, she simply doesn’t care.”

How could that be?! A rare opportunity to strike at his power, and even to overthrow him, and she just ignored it?

Kayden paced around the room anxiously, thinking carefully. After much thought, he could only think of two possibilities.

“There are two possibilities.”

“First, she has broken through to the extraordinary realm.” Reaching the extraordinary realm meant having the strength to sweep away everything.

He shook his head, dispelling the thought. Even if Ophelia was talented, to break through to the extraordinary realm, she first had to have a “fortuitous encounter.” In this world, the number of “fortuitous encounters” was pitifully small.

“Second, she has found a backer… or an ally.”

Knock, knock.

A knock sounded on the door.

He quickly burned the letter on the table and stood up.

“Your Eminence, there is a guest requesting an audience.” The priest bowed slightly, revealing the person behind him—he had an impression of that person. In the past, he had met him several times when he paid a visit to the Duke of Hohenzollern. What was his purpose in coming here?

“Your Eminence, on this trip, I have something to offer, and also a request.” He looked at the priest with his eyes. The man clapped his hands, and two attendants carried in a woman with a beautiful face.

“A woman?” Kayden frowned. Was this to cater to his preferences or to insult his sexual orientation? He temporarily suppressed the anger in his heart and looked at the messenger with a questioning gaze.

“No, Your Eminence, this person is definitely a top-quality… top-quality for you. If you don’t believe me, you can check for yourself.”

Kayden was skeptical. He walked up and touched the woman’s nether region—there was nothing.

“!” His eyes widened. If his imagination was correct… this might be!

An androgyne, a race said to have gone extinct two thousand years ago. Because they possessed neither male nor female sexual characteristics, they quickly went extinct.

“This is really…” He smiled and clapped his hands. There was no gift more precious than this. “What is your request on this trip?”

“We want to fight against Ophelia’s alliance,” he paused, “Please form an alliance with us!”




  
    Chapter 55 : The Quietly Blooming Rose
That night, Ophelia had a strange dream. In the dream, she was always looking at a certain back.
However, whenever she tried to see the person’s face clearly, she found it was always pitch black and she couldn’t see anything.

Finally, she was awakened by an inexplicable fear. In the blink of an eye, the fragments of the dream disappeared without a trace.



“One, two, three!”

“Hey! Got it!”

“Yay!”

Ophelia excitedly held the rabbit, her eyes shining as she high-fived Schiller.

This was a very successful coordinated hunt. First, Schiller froze the ground under the rabbit’s feet, making it slip, and then Ophelia quickly finished it off.

“Actually, I can do this alone.” Schiller looked at the excitedly jumping Ophelia and ultimately swallowed his words.

He couldn’t bear to discourage the innocent child in front of him. When he said he was going hunting, Ophelia’s disappointment was almost visible.

“Eh… am I supposed to wait here?” Her golden hair drooped, and her whole body exuded a “I’m so useless” atmosphere.

She curled up in a corner in disappointment, burying her head in her knees.

‘Oh no, was this child always this super sensitive?’

“Oh my… I, I seem to be very afraid of hunting. Is there anyone, is there anyone who can help me!”

“Really?! Great!” Ophelia jumped up, showing no signs of her previous dejection.

And so, this led to the scene at the beginning of the story.

The fragrant meat sizzled, and an alluring aroma filled the air—Ophelia, looking at the delicious roasted meat, couldn’t help but swallow her saliva.

Schiller smiled at her.

“Don’t worry, it’ll be ready soon.”

Ophelia’s face was instantly dyed red, and her eyes darted around.

“No, no…”

Guu~~~

A loud noise that was clearly audible to both of them.

This sound could only make Schiller think of some grand magic, or the roar of a giant monster.

“Enemy! An enemy?!” Schiller looked around nervously, but only silence remained.

“…”

Ophelia covered her face, her body sinking lower and lower. The sound came from her stomach. She felt her cheeks burning hot. If she could, she would dig a hole and crawl into it.

“I!” Ophelia suddenly stood up.

“I’m not a glutton!” As if her shame had reached its limit, she spread her arms wide. “Yesterday, you ate all of that pheasant… I haven’t eaten in a long time…” Her voice grew lower and lower, and finally disappeared completely.

As if sensing her own embarrassment, she simply sat on the ground and played dead.

“Heh heh…”

“Ahhhhhh don’t laugh!” She shook Schiller’s body from side to side, then pulled at the corners of his mouth, making him into a grimace. “Which mouth was laughing, was it this one?!”

After a full meal.

“Honestly, Schiller, you’re so mean!” Ophelia stared straight at Schiller. Her gaze was deep and pure. No matter what, she was still the Saintess.

“You don’t have to eat less just for me.” She said in a low voice, quietly patting his back with her small fist.

Ophelia looked very dissatisfied. She puffed out her cheeks, as if saying, “Please don’t give me special treatment!”

Schiller subconsciously patted her head. He found that Ophelia seemed to like physical contact. Even during normal times, she would unconsciously poke Schiller’s body and touch his hand.

That look, it was as if—a confirmation of existence.

“!! Wha-what does this mean… what did that head-pat just now mean! I, I, Opheliel, will never be won over by a head-pat… Hey, why did you really stop patting!”

She looked angry, as if she had been tricked, but she wasn’t really angry. She just felt that she was being surprisingly girlish, which made her heart tingle.

“I might have a talent for PUA…” Schiller said something that others couldn’t understand on the side.

“PUA?” Ophelia looked at him with a question mark.

“No, what PUA, this is called a reasonable strategy.”

So far, he had not met a woman weaker than himself, and Schiller’s only advantage was… “running his mouth”!

That’s right, in his previous life, weren’t there animes where the protagonist conquered the heroine through talk-no-jutsu? Even if there was no mouth, there were still cannons.

After all, Ophelia’s strength was so great, and he was so weak… Not long ago, he had even considered Ophelia his enemy… but that was Ophelia, not Opheliel.

“If this grudge is not avenged, I am no gentleman!”

“And heaven has just given me this opportunity!”

While Ophelia had no memory, what if he conquered her at this moment?

When Ophelia regained her memory, what would she be like?

Pain? Disbelief? Despair? Or… simply acceptance?

“No, the last one is impossible no matter how I think about it.”

That’s right, when Ophelia regained her memory, he would fulfill his oath!

The thought of her turning Sheryl into that state, the thought of the grievances she had made him suffer…

“Heh heh…”

“I am not at fault… the fault lies with Ophelia who made the first move against me!”

Even if she lost her memory, the things she did would not change.

And Schiller also really wanted to observe how Ophelia’s favorability would change. Would it drop to zero directly? Or…

“But what is the price?” He didn’t want to be a bad person, but he was by no means a lamb to the slaughter.

If there was a chance, he must take it.

“Rather than doing nothing, I would rather make a mistake.”

“What are you giggling about! It’s time to go.” Ophelia, seeing him not responding for a long time, poked his shoulder.

He smiled at Ophelia. At that moment, his eyes burned deep inside. He knew “that” was coming.

[Ophelia (Opheliel?)]

Title: Beloved Daughter of the Holy God, (Lost Child)

Personality: Persistent, Pious, (Innocent), (Sultry)

Physical Combat: Military-style Physical Combat LV10

Magic: Holy Magic LV10

Level: High-Tier Upper

Companion Magic: [Eye of Truth (Single)], [Holy Prophecy], [Conversion], [???]

Mana: SSS+

Favorite Food: ?

Instinct: Afraid of ghosts

Important People: ???

Besides Sheryl, this was the first time he had seriously looked at the panel. He found that the question marks on the panel seemed to be limited by his own knowledge and level.

For example, he knew Ophelia’s companion magic because it was mentioned many times in the game. He couldn’t not know.

In other words… the panel would faithfully reveal what “he had known.”

This knowledge, perhaps rumors, hearsay, as long as it had existed in his brain, would be recorded.

And the panel was a supplement to the rumors. It would reflect the person’s true situation.

And the unknown parts were like a main plot full of twists and turns, the parts he had “not yet learned.”

On Ophelia’s head, four golden roses were in full bloom.
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