
            Wanjang Law Firm.  

One of the top big firms in South Korea.  

Just working here is like wearing a badge of honor.  

Me, a partner attorney at this firm.  

Twenty-nine years old this year.  

Single.  

Loves free meals from clients.  

Whether foe or ally, slips them some under-the-table money,  

and possesses the skill to leverage it advantageously.  

Loves cute things.  

And hates people with personality issues.  

It’s been three years since I started at Wanjang Law Firm.  

As a divorce attorney, I’ve divorced over five hundred couples in that time.  

A silver tongue that easily twists clients’ hearts—  

if that counts as a practical skill, then that’s my skill.  

A few days ago, even a judge came to me for divorce counseling.  

The retainer and success fee were hefty.  

At this rate, I thought I’d be rolling in money soon.  

Until I got hit by a 4.5-ton truck while feeding a cat.  

······  

On an unusually early day off work,  

I dodged countless invitations for drinks from senior attorneys and escaped the office.  

The clear early spring sky, not a cloud in sight.  

Enjoying the fresh air on a rare stroll, I walked through the alleys of the legal district.  

Then, under a wall in the alley, I spotted something strange.  

A cat!  

And a severely starved, weakened one at that.  

Even as I approached, it just trembled helplessly.  

Good grief.  

I couldn’t resist.  

I bought a few Churu sticks, a bottle of water, a wide disposable plate, and a tuna can for cats from a nearby convenience store.  

With a sly smile, I approached the gray, fluffy creature.  

I tore open the Churu and slowly squeezed it near the cat’s mouth.  

After a few licks, it started sucking it down frantically.  

Ah, so cute.  

This is the joy of irresponsible pleasure.  

I poured water into the plate and opened the tuna can, offering it to the cat.  

The gray furball buried its face in the can like a maniac, inhaling the food.  

I crouched down and watched the scene.  

······  

How much time had passed?  

While mindlessly staring at the cat, I felt an intense light behind me.  

So bright—I instinctively squinted and turned around.  

But it was already too late.  

A massive 4.5-ton truck, headlights blazing, was charging straight at me!  

Before I could react, my vision went black.  

It didn’t take long for sensation to return to my body.  

But the place I opened my eyes to—  

was a strange room that couldn’t possibly be 21st-century South Korea.  

The first thing I noticed—  

were the ancient books crammed onto the shelves, filled with unfamiliar characters.  

Outside the window, an 18th-century European-style cityscape.  

Beings that didn’t look human at all strolled through the marketplace.  

Inside the room, three crimson sofas—worn but cozy and modestly stylish,  

a desk cluttered with books and papers,  

a creaky oak chair.  

And… on the desk, curled up asleep—  

was that same gray cat from earlier.  

Though something seemed different—like the hard golden frame around its ears.  

But most shocking of all—my reflection in the full-length mirror!  

It was downright staggering.  

Sky-blue hair, smooth and flowing, exuding the room’s mystical aura.  

Warm yellow pupils that inexplicably put anyone who saw them at ease.  

A shorter stature, around 165 cm.  

A face that had regressed to early twenties, with fair, smooth skin.  

A sleek, all-white dress with refined silver accents.  

A skirt that lightly covered the knees.  

And lastly… a generously endowed chest.  

My brain short-circuited, freezing me in place as I muttered:  

“Ah.”  

The voice that came out was smooth, without a single tremor.  

Slightly higher-pitched—definitely not a man’s voice.  

What… is this? A dream?  

But the sharp pinch on my cheek felt too vivid for that.  

······  

After agonizing for dozens of seconds, I reached a conclusion.  

I’d become a woman.  

How or why this happened was irrelevant at this point.  

What mattered was the concrete fact that I’d woken up like this in an unfamiliar room.  

Twisting my now-delicate body in front of the mirror, I pieced it together.  

I was definitely feeding a cat…  

Then presumably got hit by a truck.  

Had I personally experienced the oft-heard isekai reincarnation?  

But wait—could a 4.5-ton truck even charge at me in that alley?  

Unless someone was lying in wait, that angle was impossible no matter how I thought about it…  

······  

Well, what’s done is done.  

Deciding to assess the situation, I moved to look out the window again.  

I assumed my second life in this world wouldn’t be too different.  

Until the gray cat sleeping on the desk—  

suddenly opened its eyes and greeted me in a mechanized voice.  

“You’re awake!”  

“GYAAAH!!! You scared me!”  

A high-pitched shriek burst from my mouth.  

Unaccustomed to this feminine voice,  

I covered my mouth with both hands and stared at the bizarre creature before me.  

A sapphire-like blue right eye, an emerald-green left pupil.  

And a robotic-looking golden frame.  

The same frame encircled its pointy ears and all four limb joints.  

Dumbfounded, I stared at the gray cat.  

It smiled unnaturally, like a human, and introduced itself.  

“Pleased to meet you! I am Cosmo Mephisto de Elowiz,  

your AI assistant here to aid your career as Eldoria’s matchmaker!  

How may I assist you?”  

“Uh…”  

What…?  

I had too many questions to even know where to start.  

First, let’s confirm that name again.  

“Cosmo… Elowiz? Pretty unusual name for a cat.”  

It answered like it was humoring me.  

“Cosmo Mephisto de Elowiz. You may call me Cosmo for short!  

Though I appear like this now…  

technically, I am not a cat!  

The Goddess of Fate implanted high-dimensional AI into the memories  

of the cat you fed in your past life, thus creating me!  

And my name isn’t strange!  

Just look at your own name!”  

“Ah… I see.  

Hm? Wait a sec. What’s my name?  

This world… Eldoria, right? What’s my name here?”  

Cosmo pushed a dust-covered wooden nameplate with its paw.  

“Wipe it clean!”  

?  

This guy’s personality’s kinda…  

Not to mention, the dust flying off the nameplate made me cough uncontrollably.  

Scowling, I shot back at the cat robot.  

“You wipe it.”  

Cosmo shook its head, eyes closed, as if to say, “Not a chance.”  

“I’ve been commanded by the Goddess of Fate to follow three principles in my actions:  

First, ensure the Master does not deviate from their ordained profession.  

Second, obey the Master’s commands absolutely, unless they violate the first principle.  

Third, maximize self-interest unless it violates the first or second principles.  

Thus, under Principle Three, I shall not clean the nameplate.”  

Pfft. Calls me “Master” but acts like this?  

Amused, I covered a laugh with the back of my hand and confidently declared:  

“Then, Cosmo, I order you to clean the nameplate.  

Under Principle Two, you have no choice but to obey.”  

At my command, the gray cat robot gracefully leaped off the desk,  

fetched a white handkerchief from somewhere, draped it over its right arm—  

then jumped back onto the desk, propped up the nameplate with its left paw,  

let out a deep sigh, and vigorously scrubbed the nameplate with its right paw.  

Impressive performance.  

Once the nameplate was clean, I could see my full name:  

‘Rosenhite Neuen von Espoza’  

Seriously…  

Even the fifth daughter of a northern archduke wouldn’t have a name this extra…  

Cosmo stared at me, its gaze fixed on the nameplate.  

“Do you understand now, Master Rosenhite?”  

Plopping onto the relatively clean sofa, I replied:  

“Crystal. Oh, right—you mentioned something about me being a matchmaker.  

So I’m supposed to live as a matchmaker in Eldoria?”  

Cosmo loafed on the adjacent sofa and continued:  

“Correct!”  

But I refused outright.  

“No thanks.”  

“…Huh?”  

“Think about it. In my past life, I was a divorce attorney.  

Being a matchmaker is the polar opposite of that.  

There’s no way I’d be good at it, nor do I want to be.  

I worked too hard in my past life—  

this time, I just want to take it slow and relax in Eldoria.”  

As I stood up, Cosmo frantically stopped me.  

“W-wait! You can’t…!  

The Goddess of Fate was deeply displeased with how many couples you divorced in your past life  

and reincarnated you as a matchmaker to atone for it!”  

What… kind of logic is that?  

A divorce attorney, at fault for divorcing couples?  

I was just doing my job. How unfair.  

Well, since I’m stuck here, might as well gather more intel.  

“I get it, but… how do I quit being a matchmaker?”  

“Either clear all your karmic debt or shut down Espoza Marriage Agency!”  

“If it’s the latter, are there any penalties?”  

“None, as long as it’s not voluntary closure!”  

“Oho, so ruining this place is faster than clearing my karma.  

Judging by this office’s state, it looks like it’ll collapse any day now.”  

“?”  

Ignoring the giant question mark on Cosmo’s face,  

I turned to leave but paused to say:  

“Thanks, Cosmo. You helped me realize what to do.  

I’ll take a quick walk, so hold down the fort.”  

Financial ruin from mismanagement.  

Or infamy so severe the business becomes unsustainable.  

Making that happen is my path to peace.  

At the same time, I can’t anger the goddess,  

so I’ll leave room for debate when tarnishing my reputation.  

In short, I’ll play the role of matchmaker faithfully—  

while trolling at key moments to lose public favor,  

always leaving an escape route so the goddess can’t fault me.  

With that, I pushed the steel-coated wooden door with all my might—  

only for it to thud against something.  

“Oof!”  

Followed by a man’s scream.  

Turning around, I saw Cosmo’s odd-eyed pupils wide with shock.  

…My first client.

        
            Well, that was quite the commotion.  

The man sitting across from me on the sofa.  

Though he takes the form of a human...  

Two black horns jutting upward,
Short hair as red as embers yet oddly serene,
Purple eyes brimming with magical energy,
And two wings covered in scales the same hue as his piercing gaze.  

Given the information that this is another world, I can safely deduce—he’s definitely a dragon.  

An unmarried male dragon, sitting before me with a stiff expression, his gaze fixed downward.  

The cat robot, Cosmo, poured a reddish tea into the two empty cups placed between us.  

Picking up the steaming cup and bringing it to my lips, I cautiously asked:
"…Are you alright?"  

The dragon man replied with an awkward, strained expression.
"I-I’m… f-fine."  

Hmm…  

From that single sentence, I’ve already figured it out.  

Why someone with such a handsome face is still unmarried.  

Judging by his speech patterns, tone, and pacing… his speaking ability is severely lacking.  

It’s practically fatal.  

Then again, if even a dragon can’t get married, how desperate must he be to come to me?  

Though I am curious how he found this place. I should ask.
"By any chance, how did you hear about us?"  

"Uh… what was it… Ah!
The… the sign out front?
The promotional sign! I saw it and came in!"  

Promotional sign? What on earth did it say…?  

Despite having a client right in front of me, I rudely stepped outside to check the advertisement board.  

"You, too, can get married!
Instant meetings, 100% guaranteed!
Modernized matching system—10,000 members registered!
Open to all genders—no running away!
Start your happy married life now!
—Espoza Marriage Agency—"  

…….  

?  

Don’t tell me the Goddess of Fate laid out this ridiculous ad copy as part of her grand plan?  

And 10,000 members?  

From what I can tell, Eldoria doesn’t seem to have computers.  

How are they collecting and managing this data?  

Ah. Right. The AI assistant, Cosmo, exists.  

The method of gathering 10,000 members’ information remains a mystery, but I’ll let it slide for now.  

But seriously… he came in because of this ad?  

This won’t be easy.  

With a slight headache, I trudged back up the creaky stairs to the office.  

The unmarried dragon man and Cosmo were waiting for me.  

Plopping onto the sofa, I instinctively crossed my legs—right over left—with a casual thump.  

For a split second, the dragon client’s gaze flickered downward before snapping back up.  

Whatever. I outright asked Cosmo:
"So, what am I supposed to do now?"  

The AI cat answered in a hushed voice, as if gauging the mood.
"Ask if he’s registered—"  

This feels more like legal counseling than matchmaking.  

I put on a warm, kindergarten-teacher smile.
"Are you registered?"  

"…Yes?"  

Sigh… This guy’s hopeless.  

I expected as much.  

Wait. If his communication skills are this bad, there’s no way any match would work out.  

They wouldn’t even be able to hold a conversation.  

To maximize the effect, I should pair him with an equally timid woman.  

If mismatches keep piling up, the agency will naturally go under.  

An FFF-class blind date.  

Cosmo, who had watched me mentally calculate all this in seconds, gave me a suspicious look.  

For now, I turned back to the dragon bachelor.
"Have you ever registered as a member here?"  

"Uh… no!"  

Finally.  

Cosmo handed me a sheet of paper and told me to pass it to him.  

Ah, a personal information form.  

Grinning at the thought of setting up an FFF-class match, I handed the form to the dragon bachelor.  

Now, let’s take a look at this dragon’s profile.  

For some reason, I’m weirdly excited.  

Name: Arzendor
Race: Dragon
Gender: Male
Age: 370
Social Status: Middle Class
Personal Assets: 3 million Eldoris (≈3 billion KRW)
Parental Assets: 9 million Eldoris (≈9 billion KRW)
Occupation: Ph.D. Candidate in Draconic Linguistics
Income: 2,400 Eldoris/month after taxes (≈2.4 million KRW)
Education: Bachelor’s/Master’s in Draconic Linguistics, Royal Dracadrun Academy
Family Background: Good
Appearance: Decent
Height: 182 cm (polymorphed) / 546 cm (true form)
Social Circle: Over 10 friends
Health: Not bad
Religion: Christianity
Criminal Record: None  

…….  

Where… do I even begin with this?  

This is all just his own subjective assessment, right? His family is "good," his looks are "decent"…  

No. Clear your mind.  

I feel a little bad for him, but my goal is to make sure marriages don’t happen.  

Also, Christianity? Seriously?  

…….  

At least I learned something. So there are churches in Eldoria.  

As I pondered over the form, the 370-year-old dragon, Arzendor, hesitantly spoke up.  

"Uh… R-Rosenheit? Ma’am.
What… what should I say?
Ah. Uh. You… look really young…?"  

…Do I?  

Now that I think about it, a human woman in her early twenties running a marriage agency alone is a bit unusual.  

It suddenly hit me that I don’t even know my own age in this world, so I asked Cosmo.
"How old am I?"  

"Twenty-two!"  

I see. If I’m 22, that makes me seven years younger…  

While I was thinking, the cat robot added in a voice too quiet for Arzendor to hear:
"Oh, and Master Rosenheit will never age.
I assume you already know the reason."  

…?  

Sigh…  

So I’m stuck in this 22-year-old human body forever in another world.  

A blessing? A curse? More like the latter.  

For now, let’s wrap up this consultation with the dragon bachelor.  

I know what to ask next.
"Member Arzendor. What kind of partner are you looking for?"  

The 370-year-old dragon man answered haltingly.
"Um… I’d like… someone pretty… kind… nice… rich… same religion…
Ah! And… someone I can have fun conversations with!
Oh, right—are there any elves…?
My parents said not to marry a dragon… to marry an elf instead."  

Wow. His standards are high.  

Also, he’s 370 and still obeys his parents’ every word.  

What a filial dragon.  

Well then, let’s find him the perfect match.  

When I asked Cosmo to show me the profiles of registered elf women,
A pale blue light shot out from the center of the robot cat’s forehead like a beam projector,
And a rectangular holographic screen appeared before me.  

Oh boy.  

I scrolled through, figuring out which candidate would be the worst fit.  

Arzendor, sitting across from me, glanced at the screen but quickly gave up.  

Like a status window, the text must be visible only to me.  

Which means I can match him with whoever I want.  

As I scrolled further,
I found a high elf woman around Arzendor’s social and financial level, same religion,
And—most importantly—painfully shy.  

Selienne. 320 years old.  

An elementary school teacher in Silvarion, the land of elves.  

She’s open to any race but wants a lively, outgoing partner who can lead her.  

Perfect. You’re the one.  

When I told Cosmo I’d chosen Selienne,
The AI cat gave me a dubious look and asked:
"…Are you serious?"  

I stubbornly replied.
"Yeah. That’s an order."  

Cosmo then switched the hologram to full-display mode for Arzendor.  

The dragon man’s face flushed slightly as he stared at Selienne’s portrait.  

After scrutinizing it intensely, he suddenly shook his head and said:
"Uh… will I… be able to… talk to her?"  

Feeling a little evil, I hyped him up with a confident gesture.
"Of course! Member Arzendor, believe in yourself! Men charge forward!"  

"If you say so, ma’am… then… I’ll do it…!"  

Heh. That takes care of the dragon.  

Now, how to contact the elf…  

Just as I was about to, Cosmo, sounding shocked, spoke up.
"The moment I sent the blind date proposal… she accepted immediately…?
There’s a built-in magic system in my head for remote correspondence, so it’s possible, but…
I never expected it to be this fast.
Member Selienne says she’s free tonight for dinner."  

"Done!!!"  

"Then… the meeting is set for three hours from now at Eldoria’s Famous Stew House!"  

???  

This is actually happening?  

As I stood there dumbfounded,
Arzendor folded his wings and bowed deeply at a perfect 90-degree angle.
"Rosenheit… ma’am. Thank you… so much… for this opportunity!"  

I numbly replied.
"Uh… sure. You don’t have much time, so go change into something formal and…"  

Before I could finish, Arzendor bolted out the door.  

…….  

Once the dragon bachelor was gone, Cosmo turned to me with a worried voice.
"What were you thinking… setting this up? The members are going to be humiliated…"  

I shrugged shamelessly.
"Hey, it’s not like I’m not doing my job.
I’m working hard to arrange blind dates.
First-time mistakes happen, right?"  

"…I thought Master Rosenheit was a good person.
After all, in your past life, you fed the stray cat that became the basis for my memories…
I must’ve been mistaken."  

"Sorry to disappoint, Cosmo, but that’s life.
The world isn’t black and white.
Everyone acts in their own self-interest."  

"…At least you’ll go to the meeting place and oversee things, right?"
"Of course. Never turn down free food from a client."
";;"  

Three hours later.  

Eldoria’s Famous Stew House.  

Despite the homey name, the place oozed high-class restaurant vibes.  

Arzendor, Cosmo, and I arrived early and waited.  

Right on time, the elf Selienne appeared.  

Pink pixie-cut hair and gem-like blue eyes,
A nature-friendly mint-green dress.
Her light, fluttering steps matched her ethereal aura.  

The dragon Arzendor shot to his feet.  

I stood up as well and made the introductions.
"This is Member Arzendor, and this is Member Selienne.
I’ll be sitting with you, so feel free to ask anything.
Enjoy your time!"  

…….  

The beef and vegetable stew steamed invitingly.  

Dinner was served—now to watch their conversation unfold.  

The 50-years-younger elf, Selienne, broke the ice first.
"The weather was lovely today, wasn’t it?"  

The dragon man replied stiffly.
"Ah… yes! It’s still chilly for spring, though!"  

Hmm…  

Dead silence.  

Cosmo grimaced imperceptibly.  

Yes! This is exactly what I wanted!  

This time, Arzendor tried to keep the conversation going.
"The food is… really delicious…"
"Yes…"  

Another awkward pause.  

I… I did it! Both of them have critical communication flaws—no wonder they’re still single.  

Realistically, if they couldn’t fix these issues during dating, they won’t magically improve overnight.  

As time passed…  

Arzendor suddenly dropped a bombshell.
"Uh… Selienne. What’s the hardest grammatical element in Draconic?"
"Hmm?"
"The answer is… usage!"  

…….  

???  

Was that… a joke?  

Cosmo and I failed to hide our horrified expressions.  

But the elf woman, Selienne…  

Was laughing!  

Tears welled in her eyes as she burst into uncontrollable giggles.
"Pff—HAHAHAHAHA!
Oh my god, Arzendor. How do you even know jokes like that?"  

Arzendor, initially unsure, suddenly gained confidence.
He launched into endless draconic linguistics trivia and boomer humor.  

This… wasn’t part of the plan…  

…….  

The two happily chatted until the restaurant closed.  

When it was finally time to leave,
The dragon and the elf, as if they’d rehearsed it, held hands and declared:
"We’re getting married!"  

…  

Excuse me????  

Just like that?  

You met today—no, just hours ago—and now…?  

Every ounce of my experience and common sense is being defied.  

…Their resolve seems unshakable.  

Cosmo, now clinging to my calf, looked up at me with a smug grin.  

Arzendor, arm-in-arm with Selienne, beamed like he’d won the lottery.  

Only I was left drowning in a sea of question marks.  

Selienne then hesitantly added:
"Um… Ma’am. If it’s not too much trouble…
Could you officiate our wedding tomorrow…?
We’ll pay you handsomely!"  

…….  

You want ME—the saboteur—to officiate YOUR wedding…?

        
            Eldoria.  

A magical kingdom where diverse races coexist in peace.  

Here, there was once a family that made their living through matchmaking—the only one of its kind in the world.  

The Espoza Family.  

Distinguished by their sky-blue straight hair, this prestigious family had practiced matchmaking for generations in Eldoria.  

In this otherworldly land, the concept of marriage through intermediaries was unfamiliar.  

The first head of the Espoza Family recognized this gap in the market and pioneered the matchmaking business in Eldoria.  

The response was explosive.  

Not only did Eldoria’s citizens—who, for various reasons, struggled to marry naturally—flock to them, but countless individuals from other nations and races sought out the Espoza Family for matrimonial purposes.  

The founding family head amassed immense wealth and was even granted a fiefdom and knighthood by the King of Eldoria.  

His descendants inherited the family business and continued the matchmaking trade.  

The Espoza Family’s territory flourished, and the matchmaking offices they operated expanded across Eldoria.  

Then, one day, the flow of visitors to their offices ceased entirely.  

As if the entire world had been placed under a spell.  

The King of Eldoria agonized over the sudden collapse in marriage registrations and birth rates, but the problem remained unresolved.  

The Espoza Family, too, was thrown into turmoil.  

For decades, they endured on the capital they had accumulated and the productivity of their fiefdom.  

But eventually, their situation deteriorated so severely that the Espoza Family had no choice but to sell off all their matchmaking offices—save for one—and even their territory.  

The once-great family scattered, their past glory now a distant memory.  

Relatives engaged in life-or-death legal battles over the sole remaining matchmaking office.  

After what seemed like an eternity of litigation, the youngest son of the Espoza Family’s seven siblings emerged victorious.  

He and his wife vowed to pass this last office down to their only daughter.  

That daughter’s name was—  

Rosenhite Noien von Espoza.  

But perhaps due to the stress of the prolonged legal battles, Rosenhite’s parents—on the year she turned nineteen, the age of adulthood—transferred ownership of the office to her and passed away from cardiovascular disease.  

After bidding farewell to her parents, Rosenhite spent what should have been her most vibrant years observing the traditional three-year mourning period while studying diligently to become the greatest marriage matchmaker.  

Exactly three years later.  

At twenty-two, Rosenhite visited the last remaining matchmaking office of the Espoza Family—the one her parents had fought tooth and nail to protect.  

The office was small, but it exuded a warmth that made anyone who entered feel as though they, too, could find happiness.  

Yet, it seemed long neglected, with dust thickly settled in every corner.  

Rosenhite resolved to give it a thorough cleaning.  

But as she scrubbed away—  

She suddenly lost consciousness and collapsed to the floor.  

"W-Wedding officiant? M-Me…?"  

The expressions of the dragon-man Arjendor and the elf-woman Selyenne were unshakably firm.  

Ugh, this is such a hassle… and a burden…  

But if I refuse, they’ll both probably cry.  

…Come to think of it, doesn’t Eldoria have churches?  

This is a standard Western fantasy world, so the church’s influence must be significant.  

Officiating a wedding means blessing the newlyweds in the name of the divine, so shouldn’t a clergy member be the one to do it?  

With that in mind, I responded as cautiously as possible.  

"Well… Since officiating falls under the domain of religion…  

I’m not sure if I’m qualified for such a role."  

Before Arjendor and Selyenne could even show disappointment, Cosmo, the cat robot, projected a blue screen from its forehead and exclaimed:  

"A reply just came in from the Eldoria Diocese!  

They say Master Rosenhite may officiate tomorrow’s ceremony!  

Additionally, the church will send several clergy members to celebrate at the event!"  

"What wonderful news!"  

Arjendor, visibly excited, spread his wings and leaped into the air with a shout.  

Selyenne, carefully levitating herself, rose to his height and planted a kiss on his right cheek.  

The dragon-man caught the elf-woman in his arms midair and descended.  

Ugh, so sweet it’s sickening.  

Cosmo watched the entire scene with delight.  

Once safely landed, Arjendor—still holding Selyenne—grinned from ear to ear (or rather, horn to horn) and said to me:  

"President Rosenhite… We’ll see you tomorrow!"  

Selyenne also spoke softly.  

"Thank you, President."  

Struggling to maintain my composure, I forced a reply.  

"R-Right. Well, have a good night, both of you."  

The two members—who had gone from first meeting to marriage in an instant—left, and Cosmo looked up at me.  

"Master Rosenhite, your eyes keep spinning in circles."  

Huh? Mine?  

I pulled out a small hand mirror and checked my reflection.  

Sure enough, my yellow pupils were spinning like a cartoon character’s.  

The blush was just the cherry on top.  

…….  

I slapped my cheeks with both palms—chak! chak!—to reset my expression, then asked Cosmo:  

"Sigh… I really need to rest now. Should I sleep in the office?"  

"If you slide the right bookshelf in the office, a bedroom will appear!  

It even has full plumbing!"  

Now that’s good news.  

Leaving the restaurant, I walked through Eldoria’s night market and gazed up at the sky.  

Countless stars twinkled in a myriad of colors.  

Each one must hold its own world within it.  

Just like the nameless leaves I saw on the roadside tree last night.  

…Come to think of it, Arjendor’s way with words has improved.  

I guess the position really makes the man—or dragon.  

Lost in sentimentality, Cosmo suddenly dropped a bombshell.  

"Master, did you enjoy your free meal today?"  

?  

Why does this little brat get under my skin so much?  

His genuinely innocent tone made me speechless, but I managed a retort.  

"Oh, shut it. It was so sweet I thought my teeth would rot.  

At least it was dinner. There’s no such thing as a free lunch."  

The AI cat fired back instantly.  

"But tomorrow’s lunch is a free wedding buffet?"  

Wait, how does it even know—  

Oh. Right. It handled all the venue bookings.  

I shrugged.  

"Well, that’s something to look forward to."  

Seeing I wasn’t going to engage further, Cosmo wrapped things up.  

"Then, Master Rosenhite, you’ve already made a grand start on your first day.  

You’ve worked hard today!"  

The next day.  

The city square of Eldoria’s capital was packed with a bustling crowd.  

What’s all this…? I wondered—until I noticed the significant number of dragons and elves mixed in.  

Ah. They’re all guests.  

The presence of clergy in bishop hats and staffs confirmed it.  

Hundreds of round tables and chairs filled the square.  

A long red carpet divided the seating areas, leading to a stage and podium at the end.  

Cosmo really went all out and rented the entire city square.  

With the robot cat in tow, I headed to the podium for a final check.  

…….  

Soon after, the guests took their seats, and the bride and groom made their entrance.  

Arjendor wore a sleek black suit with red accents matching his hair, while Selyenne arrived in the same nature-friendly mint-green dress from yesterday.  

Clergy, dragon acquaintances of the groom, elf friends of the bride, and even human citizens of Eldoria—hundreds had gathered.  

Cosmo sat on a high chair behind me, watching over the newlyweds and guests.  

At least having it here makes me less nervous.  

After scanning the crowd, I swallowed hard and began the ceremony.  

"The weather today is lovely.  

I’m Rosenhite, the officiant for this wedding.  

I run a small matchmaking agency in this city.  

Honestly, I never expected so many of you to attend.  

Nor did I anticipate officiating the wedding of two clients I matched.  

The outstanding Arjendor and the noble Selyenne—  

Just as the two of you have found each other in such a wonderful bond,  

I believe our lives can take unexpected, beautiful turns as well.  

It brings me great joy to witness your union,  

and I’m certain your families and friends share that happiness.  

Now, groom—do you truly love the bride?"  

Arjendor nodded fervently.  

"Yes!"  

"Bride, do you truly love the groom?"  

Selyenne closed her eyes briefly before answering calmly.  

"I do."  

Wait, what’s next…?  

I checked the script Cosmo had prepared and continued.  

"With these vows confirmed,  

let us pray before the divine.  

ニPrayer omittedネ  

By this affirmation, you are now husband and wife.  

Do you, groom and bride, pledge unchanging, true, and eternal love before the divine?"  

"Yep!"  

"Of course."  

The dragon-man and elf-woman answered simultaneously, then kissed.  

The guests erupted in applause, marking the end of the official proceedings.  

Well, at least there are no cameras here.  

After piling my plate high at the buffet table and digging in with Cosmo (this robot cat eats well…), an elderly dragon couple and an equally aged elf pair approached me.  

"Um… President Rosenhite?  

We wanted to thank you… for marrying our children.  

We came to pay our respects."  

I froze mid-bite into a smoked chicken leg upon realizing these were the newlyweds’ parents.  

But I quickly set the chicken down, stood, and bowed.  

"Oh! You’re the parents of our clients!  

There’s no need for thanks!  

They were wonderful people—they’d have found happiness even without me!"  

Ugh, I didn’t mean to spout such empty flattery.  

Cosmo, too, set down its sashimi (?) and executed a perfect bow.  

If both sets of parents are here… that means they’ve already met.  

How did everything go so smoothly?  

The dragon elders bowed deeply, their gratitude sincere.  

"President… Our Arjendor…  

We’d given up hope anyone would take him…  

Yet you matched him with such a precious wife…"  

Before I could respond, the elf elders spoke.  

"Our Selyenne… Sigh…  

We’d all but disowned her…  

Thank you so much, President…"  

Then, all four presented two large golden bundles.  

"It’s a small token, but please accept this…"  

"No, this is too much—"  

I forced a smile and verbally refused, but my hands were already holding the bundles.  

The elders bowed politely and returned to their families.  

Cosmo’s eyes gleamed at the sight of the gifts.  

"Master, let’s hurry back to the office and open them!  

I’ll pack the food!"  

With that, it zipped off to fetch a wooden box from somewhere and dashed to the buffet tables.  

As I stared in disbelief at the greed-filled AI cat, a clergyman approached and cut straight to the point.  

"President Rosenhite? Come here."  

"Huh?"  

"Did you not hear me? I said come here!"  

…I sense hostility.  

"Well… I have another appointment soon—"  

I stood, ready to flee with some excuse, but he suddenly grabbed my left wrist and tried to drag me away.  

…?  

Is this guy insane?  

This is way out of line.  

I relaxed my wrist slightly—  

Then, when the priest least expected it,  

I yanked down with all my strength!  

With a snap!, my wrist slipped free, leaving the clergyman stunned.  

Seizing the opening,  

I drove my right heel straight into his kneecap.  

The priest collapsed with a groan, too shocked to even scream.  

Other clergy gasped and rushed over, escorting both me and the injured priest to their table.  

…….  

Soon, we arrived at the clergy’s seating.  

Now seated among them, I faced a room full of stares.  

The male priests eyed me suspiciously.  

The highest-ranking among them, an archbishop, addressed me politely—  

But his words were anything but gentle.  

"President Rosenhite.  

We apologize for the abruptness…  

But tell us…  

Are you, by chance… a witch?"  

…Huh?  

Did he just call me… a witch?!  

        
            "You're saying... I'm a witch?"  

This is a fantasy world... How could anyone even think that?  

I was utterly baffled, but to assert my innocence, I raised both hands, palms visible, and denied the accusation.  

"Me...?! How could that be?! Absolutely not!
What part of me looks like a witch?!"  

At that, the priest who had tried to drag me here—only to have his joints popped—slammed his fist on the table and immediately retorted.  

"You’re the one who needs to think logically!
Does it make any sense that a dragon and an elf, who couldn’t get married for over a century, suddenly fell in love overnight?!
And all because of a young human woman, no less!
Not to mention, in a society where anti-marriage sentiments have persisted for decades,
you effortlessly matched a bride and groom who seemed lacking in virtue!
Confess honestly! Did you use black magic?!"  

...So using black magic is the problem here?  

Other priests chimed in from the side.  

"Of course she did. It’s definitely black magic."
"Even the cat she keeps is a dead giveaway."
"No doubt about it—she’s a witch!"  

Ah...  

Listening to them, their reasoning did sound plausible.  

Honestly, if I just grabbed a broom and put on a black hat right now, anyone would mistake me for a witch.  

...But then, wouldn’t that make everyone a witch?  

Anyway, just as I was starting to think the priests’ logic held water,
Cosmo flung aside a wooden box of food and rushed over, shouting.  

"Gah! Wh-what are you doing?!
President Rosenheit is NOT a witch!!!"  

His mechanical appearance and voice startled the priests.  

"Th-the cat can talk?!"
"So the one exchanging magical letters with us remotely was this cat?!"
"This proves she’s a witch!"  

A flustered Cosmo hastily defended himself.  

"Excuse me! This world has dragons,
and mages use magic to change their appearance and fly through the sky,
so is it really that strange for me to say a few words?
Why are the standards only strict for me?!"  

......  

Just as the table was about to descend into chaos,
I’m not sure if this counts as a good idea,
but I thought of a pretty decent countermeasure and immediately put it into action.  

Standing up on the chair,
I stomped my right shoe down on the table with a loud BANG!
Then, cackling evilly like a real witch, I shouted:  

"Kyahaha! Finally, you recognize me!
I am the Arch-Witch of Hell—Rosenheit!
I used black magic to bewitch those members!
Now, with my wicked powers, I’ll make innocent souls fall in love with each other!
Hya—hahahahaha!"  

My outrageous act left the priests and Cosmo gaping, frozen in place.
Even some of the nearby wedding guests stared at me with wide eyes.  

Every action has its reason.
Mine was simple—here’s the logic:  

First, my goal is to quit matchmaking and retire in peace.
But the success of my first arranged marriage made shutting down the agency (due to financial struggles) impossible for the time being.
Plus, in this body, I won’t age and have to live in Eldoria forever.
If I’m stuck arranging ridiculous matches like this wedding,
then as life lim → ∞, the total expected pleasure becomes negative.
So, getting arrested as a witch now is the rational choice.  

Normally, if confirmed as a witch,
you’d expect to be tied to a stake and burned.
But since magic is commonplace in Eldoria,
it’s reasonable to assume they’d just imprison me instead of killing me.
The goddess wouldn’t send me to a world where witches get insta-killed, right?  

Thus, getting arrested now, serving my sentence, and being released
is a better long-term outcome than suffering forever.
By then, I could open my own office (not a matchmaking agency) and take things easy.  

So, what do you think?  

...Wait. The priests started murmuring among themselves.
I really need to hear what they’re saying...  

"Hurry. What’s the result? Detecting magic is your specialty, isn’t it?"
"It’s... it’s done!
But... from President Rosenheit...
I sense absolutely no magic!"
"Wha—?! So she’s not a witch?!"
"Just because no magic is detected doesn’t mean she can’t use it.
What if her magic is so powerful she can conceal it entirely?
Couldn’t that mean we failed to measure her combat strength?"
"N-no! If that were the case, her magic would register as '?'—not zero!
But there’s genuinely no magic coming from her!
Also, the cat is a spirit being—its existence alone isn’t enough to label Rosenheit a witch!"
"Then why would she claim to be one?
This is clearly a declaration of war!"
"Or...
maybe we’re being tested."
"Tested?! Explain!"
"Perhaps Rosenheit is a saint sent by the gods...
performing miracles in this love-starved land with her incredible matchmaking skills.
I can’t help but think we might be making a huge mistake..."
"That... does make sense. As much as I hate to admit it, Rosenheit being a saint is the only way to explain her antics.
Honestly, what woman would claim to be a witch?
Even if she were insane—let alone an actual witch—no one would do that.
Being burned at the stake means no salvation,
but only a saint confident in her salvation would act this way."
"Plus, Rosenheit’s matchmaking—no, her marriage agency—aligns with the Church’s conservative goals.
In other words, there’s no reason she shouldn’t be a saint!"
"Hmm... Now that I look closely, you’re right—she must be a saint.
Look at President Rosenheit’s expression.
She’s trying to scare us,
but honestly, isn’t it just... not scary at all?
She looks like a girl playing pretend."
"Th-that’s a valid point."
"Then what are we hesitating for? We must correct this misunderstanding before it’s too late!"  

What... are these guys babbling about?  

Cosmo climbed onto the table, grabbed my right shoe, and begged frantically:
"Master!!! No matter how hard life gets, this isn’t the way!!!
I was wrong, so please—snap out of it!!!"  

But I shamelessly kept up the act.  

"You fools! How dare you whisper in my presence!
If you value your lives, bow your heads and worship me!"  

Chin raised, I let out a haughty "Ohohoho!"—
only for the priests to actually rise from their seats, kneel,
and apologize in unison.  

"Saint Rosenheit!
Forgive our ignorance!
Our narrow minds failed to realize you were testing us.
Shameless as it is, we beg you... to forgive our transgression...!"  

......  

???  

First a witch, now a saint...?  

Cosmo, too, seemed to short-circuit.
After sobbing uncontrollably, he finally blue-screened.  

The archbishop lowered himself as much as possible and pleaded for mercy.  

"I, Cassius, Archbishop of the Eldoria Diocese,
humbly apologize on behalf of the Church.
As penance, we grant you permanent authority to freely mediate marriages in Eldoria
and bestow divine blessings upon newlyweds in the gods’ name.
Saint Rosenheit... please forgive us..."  

Heh...  

On the way back to the office, carrying two golden bundles.  

I half-heartedly accepted the priests’ apology and brushed it off as a prank, wrapping up the incident.
...Except for the part where I gained sainthood and considerable authority over marriages.  

So, in the end, the only one who looked like a lunatic—no, a madwoman—was me, standing on that chair, zi lal-ing.  

As a tinge of regret crept in,
Cosmo, like a meme with a smiling face photoshopped onto his character,
beamed dramatically and praised me.  

"As expected, Master had everything planned!
At first, I thought you were trying to off yourself—I was terrified!
But it was all part of your grand strategy!"  

Though his cheerleading was lip service, I didn’t mind hearing it.  

With a slight smile, I answered—or rather, questioned:
"So, what should we do now?"
"Check the bundles and prepare for the next consultation!
Combining the first consultation fee and success bonus, we’ve earned a whopping 13,600 Eldoris after taxes!"  

Wait, 13.6 million...?  

Eh, probably a fluke. Unless we’re making this much daily...  

Just as I thought that and reached the office,
a long line came into view.  

Huh? Is there a smartphone sale or something?  

Curious, I followed the line to its destination...  

Oh. It’s in front of Espoir Marriage Agency!  

When did word spread like this?  

Even from the line, I heard:
"When is the president coming back?"  

Cosmo, the robot cat, couldn’t hold back his laughter and burst out with a "Pfft—!"  

Seizing the chaos, I tried to sneak away quietly...  

But one guest (?) who heard Cosmo’s laughter turned toward me and shouted:
"Ah! It’s President Rosenheit!"  

At that, the entire line swiveled their heads in my direction.  

Then...  

"President! Sign me up as a member, quick!"
"I want to get married too! I’ve prepared a hefty dowry and wedding gifts!"
"How much is the most expensive option?"  

Amid the crowd’s clamoring, Cosmo, ready to take notes,
activated a holographic memo pad and announced:  

"Form a line, form a line—!
Everyone will get their turn, so form a line—!"  

......  

GAAAAAAAAH!  

"Hey, you see that long line too, right?"
"Y-yes, I do."
"See? Matchmaking is this lucrative—
Truth is, everyone’s been dying to get married.
They just needed someone to make it happen!"
"S-so that’s how it is!"
"Exactly. That’s why I’m planning to open a marriage agency soon."
"But, Lady Selica,
President Rosenheit already has a de facto monopoly on the authority to grant divine blessings for marriages.
Starting a matchmaking service now doesn’t seem like a good move..."
"...Listen, Gairon.
Use your brain a little more—
Matchmaking is about arranging meetings, not marriages.
Whether clients actually marry is secondary.
What matters is getting them to consult us
and choose the premium matchmaking options!
Now, do you get what I’m aiming for?"
"...You mean opening shop and stealing a slice of the pie."
"Bingo! You’re sharp when it counts.
Then, let’s get moving—
Resources are finite, after all.
You have to stake your claim before someone else takes it!
Ideas are no different!
If you spot something good while scouting,
the one who packages it prettily first wins!
Ah, what if someone already packaged it?
...We just have to do it better, right?"

        
            Greyfell.  

A nation of harsh winters and formidable warriors.  

The warlord who rules this land—Derek Ashvolt.  

Despite his string of victories, the human man sat on his throne with a somber expression.  

General Derek had waged war to exact vengeance upon the warlord of Mirtail, the one who had slain his wife.  

Though he had crushed Mirtail with overwhelming force and avenged his beloved,  

his grief over losing her did not simply vanish.  

A day, two days, a week, a month.  

As the general’s health visibly deteriorated day by day,  

his loyal subordinates in the Ashvolt faction cautiously suggested he take a new wife.  

Their logic was that the sorrow of loss could be washed away by a new bond.  

At first, General Derek had erupted in fury at their proposal.  

But as time passed, nearing the one-year mark…  

Thanks to his subordinates’ persistent psychological persuasion, the general’s heart gradually softened.  

The cold warlord of Greyfell decided to take a new wife.  

And as luck would have it, rumors had reached him of an exceptional matchmaker in Eldoria.  

He planned to entrust her with finding him a new partner—  

on one condition: she had to resemble his late wife as closely as possible.  

If the matchmaker dared recommend even the slightest deviation from his standards,  

he swore he would return at any moment and cut her down for insulting both his deceased wife and himself.  

Clutching a pendant containing his wife’s portrait in his right hand, General Derek set off for Eldoria.  

His footprints in the snow, heavy with longing, appeared unusually flattened.  

It had already been two weeks and four days since I started working at Esposa Marriage Consulting.  

6 PM, closing time.  

Cosmo, the AI cat, quantified my progress and displayed it in a holographic window.  

「Days Worked: 14
New Members Registered: 4,200
Average Daily Registrations: 300
Marriage Consultations Conducted:
VVVIP Tier—39
VVIP Tier—45
VIP Tier—28
Total Consultations: 112
Average Daily Consultations: 8
Arranged Meetings & Successful Marriages: 112
Consultation-to-Meeting Success Rate: 100%
Meeting-to-Marriage Success Rate: 100%
Marriage Continuation Rate: 100%
Total Revenue: (3925,000 + 4517,000 + 289,000) = 1,992,000 Eldoris <Pre-Tax>
1,992,000 - (1,992,0000.2) = 1,593,600 Eldoris <Post-Tax>
Revenue by Tier: (Consultation Fee / Meeting Success Fee)
VVVIP—(10,000 / 15,000)
VVIP—(7,000 / 10,000)
VIP—(4,000 / 5,000)」  

So… I’ve been running eight sessions a day from 9 AM to 6 PM,  

and in just two weeks, I’ve made 1.5936 billion won…?  

Legendary.  

No, seriously.  

I’ve been forcing myself to arrange every single meeting like my life depended on it, hoping the business would fail—  

so how is it that not a single couple has broken up or divorced after marriage?  

Every day, my common sense and intellect are being challenged anew.  

Oh right, I should also explain what was inside that golden bundle.  

First, the parents of the elf Selienne had given me several mysterious seeds.  

Each seed was the size of a human fist—clearly not ordinary.  

With no proper explanation, I figured planting them might bring good fortune, so I buried them in my bedroom.  

Ever since, I’ve been sleeping strangely well,  

and waking up feeling more refreshed.  

Though that could also be because I’ve become a woman and regressed seven years to age 22.  

Next, the parents of the dragon Arzendor had gifted me a single stone—a Dimension Stone.  

Wondering why it was wrapped in so many layers, I read the attached note…  

It explained that Dimension Stones are a crystallized form of Neo-Aether,  

a mystical medium that allows dragons to exert influence across dimensions or even other worlds,  

forged at the cost of their lives.  

Just from the description, it sounded like an incredible artifact, so I hid it away.  

…….  

The AI cat, having finished the calculations, cheerfully spoke up.  

“Master Rosenheit, you’ve worked hard today as well!”  

Finally done with work, I slumped onto the couch with a heavy sigh.  

“Ugh… I feel like I’m gonna drop dead…  

Is this life busier than all my past lives combined…?”  

As usual, Cosmo loafed on the couch beside me and delivered his signature snark.  

“You already died once—what’s with the whining?  

Even if you work yourself to death, you won’t flip over.  

Get back to work, human.”  

This time, my anger flared to the brim.  

I swung a fist at the couch beside me, shouting,  

“You little—! You damn fleabag!  

Today, I swear I’ll send you straight to the Lord’s side!”  

The robotic cat effortlessly leaped up, dodging my punch, and retorted,  

“I’ve already died once… Why so worked up?”  

…….  

???  

Cosmo… had died before?  

Setting aside my fist for a moment, I hesitantly asked,  

“Wait… back then… there was that stray cat I used to feed.  

Since you inherited its memories…  

Don’t tell me… that cat got hit by the truck at the same time as me…?”  

The AI cat blinked once,  

deliberately smacked its lips with a tsk, and answered.  

“Well. You could say that.”  

…….  

…….  

Damn it.  

So it died because of me.  

If only I hadn’t fed it that day…  

As my expression visibly darkened in real-time,  

Cosmo, as if to say there was no need, calmly continued.  

“Living like trash was worse than dying anyway.  

If I’d stayed a cat my whole life, I’d never have gotten the chance to organize my thoughts and speak like this.  

I much prefer working with you now, Master.”  

…….  

Ugh…  

Seeing tears well up in my eyes,  

Cosmo spread its arms and offered warmly,  

“Free hugs—100 Eldoris per session. Want one?”  

Without hesitation, I tried to hug it tightly.  

…But failed miserably because of my chest.  

Instead, I picked it up and moved to my work desk,  

sitting down on the still-creaky oak chair.  

I’d been meaning to replace all the furniture someday…  

But with how busy I was, it kept getting postponed.  

Holding the robotic cat, I gazed at the setting sun and asked,  

“Cosmo. Do you drink?”  

Keeping its eyes fixed on Eldoria’s marketplace, it answered.  

“…Bring me some sashimi as a side.”  

Yeah. Sure, buddy.  

As I set it back on the desk and prepared to leave the office,  

I noticed someone waiting outside.  

This time, I didn’t fling the door open and cause another accident.  

At this hour… a client?  

Cautiously opening the door, I announced,  

“We’re closed for the day—”  

A deep, authoritative voice sounded from above.  

“Madam President. Is there really… no way to make an exception today?”  

I looked up.  

A human man, easily over two meters tall.  

Vibrant golden hair and intense brown eyes.  

His rugged face bore the marks of countless battles,  

but his beard and hairstyle were neatly groomed, befitting a gentleman.  

And for some reason, his face carried an air of sorrow.  

…If I turned him away now, someone might end up dead.  

Wait. Actually, in his case…  

If I mess up his matchmaking,  

something far worse might happen.  

In that case, there’s no reason to refuse.  

Bowing at a 45-degree angle, I gestured toward the couch inside.  

“Please, come in.”  

I waited patiently as the client filled out his membership profile.  

The AI cat, excitedly rubbing its paws together, licking its lips.  

And me, slightly drained at the thought of another consultation.  

I was already on my ninth cup of Cosmo’s red tea for the day.  

…Finally, the client finished filling out his information.  

Time to address him as a member.  

Alright… let’s take a look—  

「Name: Derek Ashvolt
Race: Human
Gender: Male
Age: 33
Status: Sovereign of Greyfell
Personal Assets: 6 trillion Eldoris
Parental Assets: .
Occupation: General
Income: 15% of Greyfell’s annual GDP,
85% of Mirtail’s annual GDP
Education: Bachelor’s in Swordsmanship, Cardonia Military Academy
Family Background: What even is family?
If you mean my parents, they passed long ago.
If you mean my beloved late wife, she too has left this world.
Appearance: People say I look impressive, but it’s all flattery.
Height: 207 cm
Connections: A loyal army of 750,000.
Health: Fine. For now.
Religion: None
Criminal Record: None」  

Ah…  

This is the first profile that’s made me feel solemn just by reading it.  

There was a lot to unpack.  

He lost his wife.  

So… this is about remarriage, then.  

Judging by his words, he hasn’t fully processed his grief yet. I wonder why he came here.  

Is it because he can’t forget his late wife and wants to find someone similar?  

That would make sense.  

And his personal assets… 6 quadrillion won?!  

Wow. It’s been a while since someone stunned me with pure monetary value.  

The money-grubbing robot cat’s eyes had fully morphed into ‘$’ symbols.  

That’s not your money, you crazy bastard…  

Plus, he’s the warlord of Greyfell, commanding an army of 750,000.  

What could he possibly lack that he’d come to me?  

For now, I’ll ask the usual question.  

“Member Derek. What kind of partner are you looking for?”  

Instead of answering, the warlord of Greyfell silently handed me a pendant.  

Opening it carefully, I found a portrait of a beautiful cat beastwoman—his late wife.  

For a second, I doubted my eyes, but then remembered this was another world. Anything was possible.  

A cat beastwoman with snow-white skin, short black hair,  

slightly sharp eyes like Cosmo’s, and emerald-green irises,  

sitting demurely with a book in her hands.  

There seemed to be a deep story here.  

Closing the pendant, I handed it back and said,  

“You must have loved your wife very much.”  

The general, who likely had hundreds of kills under his belt, struggled to suppress his grief as he replied,  

“I still do.”  

I nodded sympathetically.  

“My deepest condolences.  

Then, shall we find you a new partner who resembles your late wife as closely as possible?”  

“Madam President… you understand me so well.  

I don’t need any other conditions. If you can do that, I’d be eternally grateful…”  

…….  

You said it yourself—no other conditions matter.  

Taking the pendant back, Cosmo and I scrolled through the database of cat beastwomen members,  

comparing each to the portrait of General Derek’s late wife.  

After a long search, the very last member’s portrait…  

was eerily identical to the general’s late wife!  

Even Cosmo and I were startled by the resemblance.  

Thinking they might be half-sisters, I checked her family registry—only child.  

When I showed the cat beastwoman’s portrait to General Derek,  

he stared in disbelief, muttering to himself,  

“How is this possible…?”  

This time, Cosmo stepped in.  

“Shall we contact her right away?”  

The iron-willed warlord of Greyfell nodded firmly.  

Within minutes, we reached the cat beastwoman member.  

But her response was unexpected.  

She said she liked Derek but had something urgent to discuss with me first.  

She insisted on meeting me before Derek and asked if we could consult tomorrow.  

…….  

After explaining the situation, I sent General Derek off to stay at a nearby inn.  

The hardened warlord accepted without protest.  

With a troubled heart, I lay down in bed and, more exhausted than I thought, quickly fell asleep.  

…….  

The next morning. Normally, I don’t take consultations on Saturdays…  

But this time, I secretly arranged a meeting with the cat beastwoman who resembled General Derek’s late wife.  

Miu-na.  

She cautiously peeked around before slipping into the office.  

This time, I’d prepared tea and snacks.  

After a brief icebreaker, we got straight to the point.  

Making sure she felt comfortable, I asked,  

“Member Miu-na. This might be a sensitive question, but…  

was there a particular reason you needed to speak with me in person…?”  

At that, the black cat ears atop her short black hair drooped.  

After a long pause, she finally confessed.  

“Well… the urgent matter I mentioned…  

I’m sorry for the trouble, but…  

the truth is… I have debts.”  

Debts? That’s definitely a red flag, but how much could it be…  

“How much are we talking about…?”  

“It’s… quite a lot…”  

“So, roughly…?”  

“10…”  

10 billion Eldoris…? Even 1 trillion would be staggering, but General Derek could easily cover that, right?  

“10 trillion… Eldoris.”  

…….  

…….  

10 quadrillion won?!?!?!?!?!?!

        
            D-debt... 1 quintillion?!  

How could anyone—no, any living being—end up like this?  

Even if someone desperately wanted to rack up that much debt, it’d be impossible!  

What in the world could someone have done to accumulate 1 quintillion in debt?  

Did their ancestors sell off the country and get caught or something?!  

In a panic, I quickly looked up Miuna’s age.  

...25 years old.  

Ha. Haha.  

Right. That explains it.  

I wondered why someone so pretty, seemingly kind, and even young was at the very bottom of the algorithm.  

Turns out, there was a devastating reason.  

How her debt ballooned to this extent doesn’t even matter anymore.  

The important thing is—right now, she owes 10 trillion Eldoris.  

In other words, 1 quintillion Korean won.  

Even General Derek, with his 6000-trillion-won fortune, couldn’t possibly take on that much debt.  

Perhaps Miuna herself knew her life was beyond hopeless,  

because she started sobbing uncontrollably in front of me.  

I once heard a story like this.  

Most people, if their debt is at least somewhat repayable, will try their hardest to pay it off.  

But once the debt reaches astronomical levels, they just give up and slash their wrists.  

I hate that story.  

Because even when I won divorce cases and payment orders were issued,  

if the losing party just ignored the red notices and ran off,  

it was always my job to hunt them down.  

......  

Cosmo clutched the back of his neck, groaning at the absurdity of the debt.  

Maybe he thought this matchmaking was utterly impossible.  

Or perhaps he’d already concluded these two should never meet.  

...No.  

This matchmaking attempt has the highest chance of failure out of all the cases I’ve taken.  

If I miss this chance, I might never get another opportunity to escape.  

I have to seize this moment.  

No matter what, I’ll make Miuna and Derek meet.  

Once they do, it’ll explode on its own.  

Miuna, who had lost all confidence as a living being,  

sat there in despair, covering her face with both hands.  

I gently cupped her chin with my interlaced fingers,  

leaned in close, and asked kindly:  

“Miuna, dear. What... would you like me to do for you?”  

“......”  

No answer.  

Well then, time for the musical performance.  

I got up from the couch, walked over to her with light steps, and continued:  

“Miuna, dear. Have confidence.  

I dare say—you are someone who deserves love.  

You’ve lived your life well, as shown in your member profile.  

...Even in difficult times, you’ve always helped others.  

You served meals at nursing homes during the day,  

and taught children at orphanages at night...  

Your heart is already as beautiful as it gets.  

And let me say this—you’re incredibly beautiful and young.  

No matter what jealous people might say, these two truths are undeniable,  

and they’re among your greatest strengths.  

Your new life is just beginning.  

Cheer up!  

You came this far because you want to get married,  

and because you love Derek, right?  

This is the chance of a lifetime!”  

Miuna, who had been bowing her head as if not listening,  

suddenly turned to me the moment I finished and cried out:  

“O-of course I love General Derek!  

But... even if he knew the truth about me...  

No matter what, this is just...  

I’m a shady woman who hid unfavorable information about myself...”  

...I never thought these words would leave my mouth,  

but I had to sell this lie with everything I had.  

“It’ll be a tough decision for Derek, too.  

Your debt exceeds his fortune.  

But still, I can’t help but feel...  

If true love exists, it might just work out.  

Isn’t it always ‘go big or go home’?  

Even when I take on lawsuits—no, matchmaking—I always keep those two mindsets.  

Miuna, dear. Don’t hesitate—go all in.  

I’ll be right here with you.”  

“But... the debt collectors are after me day and night...  

The shadow of my sin is too heavy,  

and even the purest light can’t erase that darkness.”  

“Oh, Miuna, dear.  

Shadows exist because there is light.  

If there were no goodness in your heart, you wouldn’t have made it this far.  

And Derek is strong.  

He’s a general.  

In the end, he’ll save you with all his heart and soul,  

and serve you as a husband should his wife.”  

......  

After listening quietly, Miuna suddenly stood up from the couch,  

ran over, and hugged me tightly!  

...Gah!  

The sudden, intense embrace sent shivers down my spine.  

Overwhelmed, Miuna began sobbing and muttering:  

“Sniff... sob... h-hic... President Rosenheit...  

You’re... so kind to me...  

I’ll... I’ll really live my best...  

Thank you...”  

Yeah... I’ll do my best too... (Total lie.)  

But... I can’t breathe...  

Why is this cat girl so strong?!  

Cosmo, save me!  

Weren’t you made by the goddess of fate for moments like this?!  

But our robot cat,  

sitting on the couch, just stared and said:  

“o_o;”  

What the hell is this little...  

Once Miuna agreed to the match with General Derek,  

the restaurant reservation was swiftly arranged.  

Tonight. For the first time in nearly two weeks, another showdown unfolds at Eldoria’s famous stew house.  

......  

Finally, the appointed time.  

This time, Miuna, Cosmo, and I arrived at the high-end restaurant first.  

I’d prepped Miuna all afternoon.  

We’d wait until they were full from the meal,  

then, at the right moment, she’d casually confess her massive debt.  

Honestly, I even suggested hiding the debt until after marriage,  

but Miuna refused.  

Of course, all my “advice” was just false hope.  

Think about it—no matter how rich someone is,  

if the woman they’re matched with brings debt  

amounting to 167% of their entire fortune...  

Who would marry that?  

Even if General Derek is a kind man, this is impossible.  

Sure, I feel bad for the two who’ll be hurt by this failure,  

but what can I do? I desperately need a failure sample.  

Even Cosmo was blunt with me earlier today:  

“Master. No matter how I look at it, this is just wrong.  

How are you planning to handle the fallout later?  

Even if you force this match, whether they marry or not,  

the moment General Derek goes into debt collection, our heads are on the chopping block?!”  

But I didn’t back down.  

“Cosmo, don’t be weak.  

Isn’t it our duty as matchmakers to arrange meetings,  

even when things seem hopeless, and do our best to connect our clients?  

That is the fate given to us.  

And fate is now leading us toward a better direction.”  

As I dramatically quoted Don Quixote’s pre-windmill charge speech,  

Cosmo, like Sancho Panza, tried to stop me:  

“CEO Igo. Please snap out of it!  

To me, it just looks like you’re deliberately crashing headfirst into disaster!”  

......  

Finally, General Derek arrived.  

Unlike Miuna, who wore slightly shabby, modest clothes,  

he appeared in the grand marshal’s uniform he wore while ruling Grayfell.  

His presence was nearly on par with an imperialist emperor.  

Yet, he greeted Miuna with utmost humility.  

“Hello.”  

She bowed politely in return.  

“Hello...”  

Though this was only my second time hosting a matchmaking dinner, I’d gotten used to it:  

“This is Member Derek, and this is Member Miuna.  

I’ll be joining you, so feel free to ask anything.  

Enjoy your time togeth—”  

But.  

As Derek sat down, his gaze locked onto Miuna’s face.  

Meeting her in person, he seemed unable to believe it,  

staring at her intently, like a hardened warlord.  

It was as if the wife he’d loved most in the world, now long gone,  

had reappeared before him, years younger.  

If Cosmo hadn’t subtly nudged him,  

he might’ve reached out to touch her face like a craftsman mesmerized by fine porcelain.  

Noticing Derek’s expression—trying to appear composed but visibly shaken—  

Miuna, sounding both knowing and confused, asked her first question:  

“Have we... met before...?”  

The Grayfell warlord, who seemed to have briefly left this dimension,  

snapped back to reality and answered:  

“No...”  

Miuna, without blinking, gazed at him wistfully and said—  

...after a long pause.  

“...I see.  

......  

Welcome back.”  

The moment her last line landed,  

a single tear—salty as the sea—  

rolled down the ironclad right eye of General Derek.  

......  

Success.  

Actually, Miuna’s last line was something I suggested during our prep.  

I told her Derek had lost his beloved spouse,  

and asked her to think of a single melancholic phrase that could move his heart.  

The cat girl, burdened by life’s weight, had a natural talent for stirring emotions with words.  

But... of course, things never go as planned.  

I’d told her to comfort him gently after making him cry,  

but seeing the warlord’s noble tears, Miuna started crying too.  

...Well, go ahead. Cry.  

Grief is contagious—once someone starts, others follow.  

I handed each of them a handkerchief I’d prepared.  

Then, just in time, the food arrived.  

......  

Ah, that was delicious.  

This place’s beef stew is truly exceptional.  

The broth is rich—, and the meat is plentiful.  

If they did takeout, I’d eat here every day.  

Derek and Miuna chatted happily.  

His frozen expression had melted away like snow.  

...He looks happy.  

Miuna was smiling too, but... her micro-expressions still betrayed anxiety.  

Perhaps sensing this, Derek cautiously asked:  

“Miuna, forgive my bluntness... but may I ask what’s stealing the color from your cheeks?  

As your other half, I’d gladly share that burden.”  

Wow. “Other half” already?  

For a soldier, his poetic phrasing is impressive.  

Realizing she couldn’t hide it any longer,  

Miuna hesitated briefly, steadied her breath,  

and forced out her trembling voice:  

“The truth is... I have debt.  

I should’ve told you sooner... I’m sorry for the trouble...”  

Before she could finish, Derek shot up from his seat,  

declaring firmly:  

“You were worried over something like that?!  

How much do you owe?!  

I’ll cut it down in one stroke!”  

...This is the tense moment.  

Beside me, Cosmo, who’d just finished a bowl of fish stew,  

gulped nervously as the conversation took a dire turn.  

“......  

10 trillion... Eldoris...”  

......  

Then it happened.  

I watched in real time as Derek’s expression shifted.  

From confidence to bewilderment.  

From joy to sorrow.  

In one word: devastation.  

The ironclad warlord clutched his forehead, staggered toward the exit,  

and before leaving, turned to us and said:  

“I’ll... be right back. Just need the restroom.”  

......  

Did... did we do it?

        
            Felicia.  

The nation of the cat beastfolk.  

Here, in its top guild, Ganetocoville.  

Miuna’s father had been the guildmaster of Ganetocoville.  

He was diligent, highly respected, and well-regarded by the beastfolk around him.  

Whenever disasters or plagues struck Felicia,  

he was the one who rolled up his sleeves and selflessly helped everyone.  

Ironically, the beginning of his downfall came from an unprecedented economic boom.  

Twenty years ago, when Miuna was five years old.  

Volkar, the nation of the dog beastfolk—Felicia’s sworn enemy—  

collapsed overnight.  

As a result, within just a few days,  

Felicia’s national bonds and stocks related to the cat beastfolk skyrocketed fivefold.  

Miuna’s father, who had always been driven by overflowing patriotism and nationalism.  

The stocks he had purchased instantly yielded returns exceeding 500%,  

bringing in profits of over 2 trillion Eldoris.  

His wife believed this money would allow their family to live happily for the rest of their lives.  

The members of Ganetocoville also rejoiced, thinking the guild would flourish endlessly from then on.  

Young Miuna, too, ran around the house in excitement over her father’s windfall.  

In Felicia, Ganetocoville, and Miuna’s household, laughter never faded.  

It seemed as though those days would last forever.  

But the greed of living beings knows no bounds.  

Miuna’s father was suddenly consumed by overconfidence.  

If he invested this money just a little more, he felt he could rule the entire world.  

He deluded himself into thinking that if he could earn this much by sheer luck, he could amass even greater wealth with effort.  

It would have been fine if it had remained a mere thought, but that delusion led to action.  

Money earned with difficulty is lost just as easily.  

Miuna’s father learned this the hard way—how quickly easy money vanishes into nothingness.  

If only he had stopped there.  

But Miuna’s father began borrowing money.  

From Ganetocoville’s executives and members, from family acquaintances and even distant connections,  

and even from Felicia’s citizens with whom he had no prior ties, leveraging his social status and reputation.  

Before his eyes, the 2 trillion Eldoris danced like a dream.  

He was certain that if he scraped together another 1 trillion Eldoris to reinvest,  

he could not only recover his losses but regain the potential to dominate the world.  

But the result was devastating.  

A -99.94% return.  

Years passed, but the debts remained unpaid, and the relentless collection calls never ceased.  

Before long, Miuna’s home was plastered with seizure notices and curses,  

and debt collectors swarmed the place without respite.  

As the situation worsened, Miuna’s father turned to domestic violence.  

He would return home drunk every night, assaulting Miuna’s mother,  

and wake Miuna, not even ten years old, in the early hours to lecture her endlessly.  

One day, when Miuna returned from school,  

she was met with the sight of her father drinking in broad daylight  

and her mother collapsed on the floor, blood streaming from her head.  

Her father roared at Miuna to fetch cold water immediately.  

Miuna was terrified.  

She wished her father would stop now and return to the man he once was.  

But he had already gone too far to turn back.  

Miuna’s father made his final gamble.  

The nation of the most powerful mages—the Arcelion Magocracy.  

He had once built a connection with the prince of Arcelion through mutual acquaintances.  

Though he had already been impeached from the guild,  

he falsely presented himself to the prince as the guildmaster of Ganetocoville  

and borrowed a staggering 4 trillion Eldoris under the pretext of investing in Felicia’s national projects.  

He poured all of it into high-risk, high-reward investments.  

The result was predictable.  

Miuna’s father vanished.  

The Arcelion prince, realizing he had been swindled, raised the issue diplomatically,  

and the king of Felicia declared that Miuna’s father bore full responsibility.  

The outcome was inevitable.  

A nationwide manhunt was issued for Miuna’s father,  

and the very guild he had once devoted himself to, Ganetocoville, now sought his capture with bloodthirsty fervor.  

Miuna’s family, already battered by misfortune, faced one final calamity.  

One day, men in red work uniforms came for Miuna and her mother.  

They were from the infamous slave guild, Glaku, sent to seize them.  

The cat beastfolk nation had abandoned Miuna’s family,  

and the two were left without any legal protection.  

The option to renounce inheritance did not exist.  

Just as blood and sin are inherited, so too was debt.  

In March of the year Miuna turned ten,  

working for Glaku was a living hell.  

Because she was a minor, Miuna was allowed to attend an educational institution during the day,  

but after school, she was forced into menial labor without exception.  

Her mother, despite enduring grueling work,  

continued to sacrifice herself to make Miuna’s life even slightly easier.  

In the end, Miuna’s mother did not last long.  

So pitiful was Miuna’s plight that even fellow slaves pooled together condolence money for her.  

On the day her mother was cremated,  

Miuna stared blankly into the flames.  

In the small wooden box she held,  

were crumpled Felician banknotes.  

She fiddled with the grimy money,  

then gazed emptily at the fire—a cat beastfolk girl with nothing left.  

Then, a familiar figure appeared.  

Though his appearance had changed drastically, Miuna recognized him instantly.  

It was her father.  

She was overjoyed.  

Despite the fear he had instilled in her through his misdeeds, she had always believed he would return someday.  

Having him here, even like this, was better than not having him at all.  

But that was a terrible delusion.  

Miuna’s father approached his hopeful daughter,  

...and in one swift motion, snatched the wooden box of condolence money from her hands before fleeing.  

······.  

Not long after, Miuna escaped Glaku with a few like-minded slave companions.  

She changed her name to Miuna and found work at a leather workshop far from Glaku and Felicia.  

But debt collectors and Glaku enforcers pursued her relentlessly,  

forcing her to drift from place to place, never staying long.  

Fortunately, her personality and looks earned her warm welcomes wherever she went.  

For thirteen years, Miuna lived each day feeling both the cruelty and kindness of the world.  

By then, her debt, with interest, had ballooned to 10 trillion Eldoris.  

Then, one day, at twenty-five, she saw an advertisement with an unbelievable offer.  

General Derek left the restaurant.  

D-Did… Did the arranged meeting just fail for the first time ever?  

If someone wasn’t interested during a blind date or meeting,  

the universal truth, across all eras and cultures, was to excuse yourself to the bathroom and never return.  

I glanced at Miuna’s expression.  

The cat beastfolk’s face was scrunched up.  

I’d expected this, but because I’d dared to hope, it hurt all the more.  

I turned my head left to gauge Cosmo’s reaction…  

The cat robot was gesturing wildly, urging me to say something.  

Inside, I was already tap-dancing in despair,  

but I forced the most regretful, sorrowful expression I could muster and spoke.  

“...He might’ve really gone to the bathroom! Let’s wait 30 minutes!”  

Miuna, on the verge of despair, clung to this last shred of hope.  

······.  

30 minutes later…  

General Derek did not return.  

I feigned calm and spoke again.  

“...He’s taking a while, huh? Should we wait another 30 minutes…?”  

······.  

Another 30 minutes passed.  

The warlord of Grayfell still hadn’t returned.  

Tch… He’s really not coming, huh?  

Well… At least the short-term goal is achieved.  

Cosmo shook his head in dismay.  

I stood up, pushed my chair in, and said,  

“...Good work.”  

Those three words said it all.  

Miuna remained silent, still seated in the restaurant chair.  

······.  

As I stepped out of Eldoria Stew House…  

Despite opening the door gently, I collided hard with something outside—BANG!  

It was General Derek!  

Without so much as a groan, he stormed into the restaurant.  

But the state he was in after an hour’s absence was unbelievable.  

Soaked from head to toe as if he’d fallen into a lake, dripping water onto the floor,  

his left knee torn wide open on his grand marshal’s uniform from a fall,  

and missing his right shoe, leaving him in just a sock.  

...Barefoot determination.  

Ignoring Cosmo and me, Derek stomped forward,  

dropped to both knees before Miuna, and spoke in a grave voice.  

“Is it… too late?”  

Miuna rose silently.  

Like a wind-up doll, she turned to face him,  

then sank to her knees,  

meeting him at eye level.  

Clothes drenched, sweat-stained, and disheveled as they were,  

she threw her arms around him and began sobbing.  

No—wailing.  

General Derek, too, wept openly and declared:  

“If I left now… I knew I’d regret it for the rest of my life.  

······.  

Just as I paid dearly for you… I’ll love you dearly.”  

······.  

Wow…  

That’s some next-level romance.  

······.  

Yeah.  

Even though the sabotage operation failed again this time,  

I’ll admit it.  

As self-centered and extreme as I am,  

this time, I felt a tear or two.  

Cosmo rubbed his dry eyes and muttered to himself.  

“I want to cry too… but no tears come out.  

I don’t have tear ducts, you see.  

Perhaps that’s just how things are.  

That’s why I realized, far too late,  

that being able to cry when you want to is a blessing.”  

The next day.  

True to Sunday form, I slept in until the sun was high.  

Even in my dreams, I was handling matchmaking work,  

but one of my middle-aged male clients suddenly confessed to me—  

a full-blown nightmare.  

I woke up screaming.  

Just then, Cosmo greeted me, his heterochromatic eyes gleaming.  

“You’re awake, Master Rosenheit!  

How unfortunate that you had a nightmare.  

But don’t worry!  

Because you have 1 unread important message!”  

...What kind of nonsense is that?  

What does “don’t worry” have to do with a new message?  

Still half-asleep, I checked the digital letter through Cosmo.  

...It was from General Derek!  

For a moment, I thought he’d sent it because he wanted a divorce after just one day.  

But no such luck.  

No, it wasn’t just “no such luck”—  

Along with a deposit of 25,000 Eldoris, the attached file read:  

「For introducing me to such a wonderful spouse…  

I hereby offer you the Arshvolt warlords’ conquered territory, the Mirtail Magocracy!  

President Rosenheit, please accept this and become Mirtail’s sovereign!」  

······.  

???

        
            "You want me to become the sovereign of Mirtail?"  

So... you're saying that as thanks for arranging your marriage, you're handing over an entire country to me?  

Should I take this as a good thing?  

......  

The more I think about it, the better it sounds!  

Once I quit the matchmaking business, I’ll need a stable source of income.  

If I have a territory, it’ll be passive income.  

I really am grateful, but...  

There are two concerns. I had Cosmo send a remote message to General Derik.  

...Formatted as our usual thank-you note.  

"Dear Member Derik! I’m so glad to hear your marriage was satisfying!  

The Magical Nation of Mirtail? That’s far too generous a gift—I’m not sure I’m worthy of it.  

However, I do have a few cautious questions.  

First, given my current circumstances, I won’t be able to travel back and forth to Mirtail, so managing the territory might be difficult.  

Second, since you’ve taken over all of Miuna’s debts, I imagine the financial burden must be quite heavy for you.  

Wouldn’t it be more convenient if you continued to govern Mirtail yourself?"  

Traditionally, when receiving land, a nation, or a high-ranking position,  

it’s customary to politely decline once or twice.  

But the reply from the Grayfell Military Faction arrived immediately,  

as if they’d anticipated all of this, complete with a manual.  

"President Rosenheit, please don’t worry!  

Under my name, we’ve secured a loan from the Eldoria Central Bank worth 6 trillion Eldoris!  

Even after immediately repaying Miuna’s 10 trillion Eldoris debt, 2 trillion will remain.  

And since the loan term is 30 years, we can comfortably repay it at a relaxed pace.  

Of course, for the time being, we’ll need to raise Grayfell’s tax rates and engage in some conquest wars,  

but I’ll do anything to protect Miuna.  

Ah, and Mirtail already has 30,000 elite soldiers from our Ashvolt Military Faction stationed there,  

so you don’t need to worry about rebellions!  

Coincidentally, since direct rule might be difficult for you, I’ve already appointed a regent.  

His name is Terbian—  

a junior from my academy days, and an extremely thorough guy.  

I’ve included his contact info below, and I’ve already briefed him, so he’ll follow any orders from you.  

Once again, thank you... Stay healthy, and best of luck!"  

Wow...  

He really laid everything out for me.  

Cosmo, munching on the salad roll I’d bought for breakfast (where did he even find it?),  

spoke with his mouth full.  

"Should we contact Regent Terbian?"  

I took a deep breath before answering.  

"Yeah. He’s the regent, after all—we should at least greet him."  

While the robotic cat was busy drafting the letter,  

I quickly moved to grab the small biscuits Cosmo had bought for himself,  

dunked them in milk, and gulped them down.  

It’s fine. They’re not cat food.  

Watching the AI cat’s expression morph into something resembling Munch’s "The Scream" as he couldn’t move while handling the letters,  

I enjoyed my meal with satisfaction.  

Trade-off: successful.  

It hadn’t even been a full minute when  

Terbian contacted me first.  

...Via emergency hotline.  

"President Rosenheit—no, Your Sovereignty. I apologize for reaching out like this, but...  

We have a serious problem!"  

Hmm... He seems extremely frantic.  

Just what kind of place is Mirtail that a crisis erupts the moment I’m put in charge?  

I sent a reply.  

"Regent Terbian, first, stay calm! Then, explain what’s happening."  

"Well... An angry mob has surrounded the palace and is trying to break in!  

From their signs and slogans, it seems they’re shouting:  

‘First the warlords, now a matchmaker?!’  

‘Tax rate: 85%, public rage: 185%!!!’  

‘We can’t live like this—let’s revolt!’  

Even the capital is completely paralyzed by protesters.  

I might die defending the palace on my first day as regent.  

Your Sovereignty, please save me!"  

......  

Wait, did I just read "tax rate: 85%"...?  

Just in case, I checked General Derik’s member profile.  

"Income: 15% of Grayfell’s annual GDP,  

85% of Mirtail’s annual GDP."  

What the hell.  

A tax rate of 85%? It’s a miracle a revolution hasn’t happened yet.  

This is practically punitive taxation. Why would he...  

Oh. Was the person who killed General Derik’s ex-wife connected to Mirtail...?  

So he just crushed everything—citizens, the nation, all of it—with his military.  

All for love.  

It explains why someone who seemed so cold and calculating  

was pathologically obsessed with tormenting Mirtail.  

After all, if someone acts irrationally to the point of risking their life,  

the motive is usually love.  

There’s a saying that true love is inherently distant from rationality.  

Given how things exploded the moment Derik left...  

Mirtail must have been enduring it for a long time.  

Another message arrived from Regent Terbian.  

"I can’t hold out much longer!  

Please authorize military intervention!!!"  

...The regent seems cornered, but there’s a better solution.  

I replied immediately.  

"No need. Lower the tax rate to 10% for the next three years.  

They’ll back off. It’s all about money in the end."  

"But then the national finances will..."  

"Don’t worry. The country won’t collapse.  

Honestly, 9% of GDP is enough to cover administrative costs.  

Use the remaining 1% for your salary and bribing whoever you like—it’ll still be more than enough."  

"But what about Your Sovereignty’s..."  

"No, your head’s on the chopping block right now—why worry about me?  

I have plenty of money. I don’t need it right now.  

So instead of fussing over me,  

why not buy the starving masses an extra bowl of porridge?"  

......  

No reply for several minutes.  

Oh no, did the palace fall in the meantime?  

...A notification arrived.  

"Your Sovereignty... You’re truly a genius!  

How did you disperse the rioters with just a single sentence...?"  

Heh.  

Terbian seems genuinely clueless, so I replied earnestly.  

"No, a tax rate of 85% was insane to begin with...  

What kind of greedy bastard would...?"  

Cosmo shared real-time updates on Mirtail’s public sentiment.  

"‘The Saintess is watching over us!’  

‘The blessing of marriage for us too!’  

‘Mirtail welcomes Sovereign Rosenheit!’"  

...They’re absolutely ecstatic.  

......  

With Mirtail’s affairs settled for now  

and my conversation with Regent Terbian concluded,  

it was already lunchtime.  

Cosmo, who’d left the hologram screen on for three hours, was slightly overheated.  

Smiling, I spoke to the robotic cat as he took a quick nap.  

"Hey, hero, let’s grab some food "  

Startled, the AI cat jolted awake and replied,  

"Master, where are we going to eat?"  

Crossing my arms, I answered confidently.  

"Where else? Church lunch. It’s Sunday today.  

And honestly, Eldorian church food is delicious."  

Cosmo gave me a look of utter disdain.  

"Wait, so you never attend the service,  

just wait until it’s over to go eat?  

And you enjoy being worshipped as a saint for a dopamine boost,  

using the priests’ reactions as seasoning for your lunch?!  

You’re seriously the worst;;"  

Still smiling, I logically refuted his argument.  

"Now, now! What kind of nonsense is that?  

I’ve been tithing every week since coming to this world!  

That’s why our current earnings are around 1.27–1.28 billion won, not 1.6 billion."  

Instead of countering, the robotic cat went straight for the kill.  

"Tithing a lot doesn’t guarantee heaven...  

What matters is the heart, and yours is rotten.  

Quit trolling as a matchmaker and start being a decent person."  

......  

I yanked a mop from the cleaning supplies  

and swung it at Cosmo, shouting,  

"Today’s the day you shake it for Buddha!"  

Effortlessly dodging, Cosmo leaped high,  

planted his artificial claws into the ceiling,  

and hung upside down!  

No matter how much I jabbed at him with the mop, I couldn’t reach.  

Looking down at me, the AI cat declared victory.  

"Triggered?  

President Rosenheit, properly roasted by your AI assistant?  

And even though your body’s young, your software’s the same—slow reaction time, huh?  

Old? LOL"  

Ugh... headache...  

Two weeks later.  

Eldorian Disaster Log.  

A little over a month had passed.  

Normally, our first client would arrive at 9 a.m.,  

but an hour earlier...  

Cosmo would wake me up, acting as my alarm clock.  

A few days ago, the deranged AI cat  

played the Korean military wake-up bugle—in another world!  

PTSD kicked in, and I lunged at him the moment I opened my eyes.  

I’ll spare you the details of how that ended.  

But today...  

When I woke up, the sun was already high.  

Checking the time... 11 a.m.  

Why didn’t Cosmo wake me up on a weekday?  

Don’t tell me... the robotic cat has lost his purpose in life...  

Suddenly worried, I pushed aside the bookshelf in my pajamas  

and rushed to the office next door.  

Cosmo was sitting quietly on the desk, staring out the window.  

His pupils were trembling slightly, and his lips quivered.  

...He looked genuinely shocked.  

I followed his gaze outside.  

What I saw was unbelievable.  

Esposa Matchmaking Agency.  

Right across from our building...  

A new office had appeared overnight.  

Its name...  

"—Serika Matchmaking Agency—"  

Just yesterday, our office had endless lines, packed to the brim,  

with consultations limited to premium appointments—one per hour.  

But now, at this hour,  

that once-busy office...  

had not a single visitor!  

The entire crowd was surging toward  

Serika Matchmaking Agency!  

Cosmo stared blankly at the scene.  

......  

YES!!!  

Finally! Finally!  

After over a month of grueling work,  

Lady Luck has finally smiled upon me.  

I quickly changed and got ready to leave.  

Seeing me suddenly full of energy, Cosmo tilted his head and asked,  

"Where... are you going?"  

"I have urgent business. Something I must do today."  

......  

Stopping by a nearby beverage shop,  

I picked out an expensive, energizing  

pink fruit drink—ten cups—and had them packed in a fancy box.  

I’d gift this to Serika Matchmaking Agency as a token of goodwill.  

Technically, the newcomer should be giving gifts, but  

this is purely my generosity.  

Oh, and just to clarify—I’m not the type to spike drinks with laxatives.  

But in case they’re suspicious,  

I even attached a "magic-free" certification to the packaging.  

With light steps, I headed to Serika Matchmaking Agency.  

Ignoring the line, I walked straight to the entrance.  

People in the queue recognized me and whispered, but I paid no mind.  

As I climbed the building’s steps,  

someone blocked my path.  

Looking up...  

It was a massive wolf beastman bodyguard!  

His blue-gray fur made him seem even more imposing.  

Recognizing me, he called my name and asked,  

"President Rosenheit? What brings you...?"  

Smiling, I held up the gift box and said,  

"You’ve just opened, right?  

I brought a little something to keep your spirits up.  

I’d like to deliver it personally, but  

if you’re busy, I’d appreciate it if you could pass it along!"  

The wolf bodyguard scrutinized the expensive drink box  

and the "magic-free" certification...  

Then suddenly ripped open the packaging  

and poured all the drinks onto the ground!  

??????  

He didn’t even bother pouring properly—  

the pink liquid splashed onto my white socks, staining them.  

......  

Without a hint of apology, he said,  

"...I can’t give this to Lady Serika.  

Please leave."  

......  

......  

Rude much?

        
            After being turned away at the doorstep of Serika’s marriage agency.  

I changed direction and headed to my office, climbing the creaky stairs.  

My legs trembled.  

My heart pounded wildly, and my temples throbbed.  

With an expressionless face, I pushed open the door to the empty office and stepped inside.  

Cosmo read my expression, scanned me from head to toe, then gasped in shock and asked:  

“Good heavens, Master! What on earth happened to your socks…  

…….  

Don’t tell me…?”  

The robotic cat had already pieced together what had happened.  

I gave him a single nod, suppressing my simmering anger as I spoke.  

“…It’s a declaration of war.”  

Cosmo, sitting at the low table in front of the sofa, responded with a look of disbelief.  

“You’re only realizing that now?”  

…….  

The more I thought about it, the more my rage boiled over.  

My right fist trembled as I clenched it tightly, then slammed it down on the CEO’s desk with a bang.  

I could feel the AI cat flinching at the impact of my shotgun-like fury.  

Gnashing my teeth, I muttered under my breath.  

“I tried to approach them peacefully,  

and I was willing to let most things slide, but…”  

…….  

Serika. If even her bodyguard is like that,  

her personality is obvious without even looking.  

I want to land a solid hit on those two somehow.  

But if I retaliate against Serika’s marriage agency, it’ll cause major problems for me.  

The best revenge I can take on them is  

to regain hegemony in the matchmaking business and ruin Serika.  

However, this conflicts with my goal of destroying Espoir Marriage Agency and retiring in peace.  

A clear dilemma.  

In that case, I should follow where my energy pulls me the strongest.  

…….  

Looking back, I saw Cosmo staring at me with a worried expression.  

…Serika Marriage Agency.  

You’ve humiliated me.  

I spoke to him in a grave voice.  

“Even if I leave eventually, I have to slit those bastards’ throats before I go.  

As long as those scum share the same sky as me,  

I won’t be able to rest easy.  

Cosmo. Can you help me out?”  

At this, his expression lit up like Doraemon witnessing a delinquent finally repent,  

and he exclaimed with tearful emotion:  

“At last… Master has come to his senses!  

Sniff, now I can die without regrets.”  

…?  

Why are you setting up a death flag right away?  

Sure, you’ve already died once,  

but don’t you dare actually die later.  

If you die, I’ll kill you.  

…….  

Well, for now, I’ll go all out until Serika’s agency is ruined.  

I tasked the AI cat with stealing the rival corporation’s business data.  

“Cosmo. Get me the profit breakdown for Serika Marriage Agency’s consultation and matchmaking success rates by tier.”  

In mere seconds, he retrieved the pricing and added his own commentary.  

「Profit by Tier: (Consultation / Matchmaking Success)  

Emperor Option— (5000 / 7500)  

King Option— (3500 / 5000)  

Noble Option— (2000 / 2500)  

Currency Unit: Eldoris」  

“They’re running their matchmaking service at exactly half our rates.  

From office location to pricing, it’s all…  

undeniably malicious.”  

Hmm. I see.  

So, how should we strategize…?  

Running through possible scenarios, I proposed to Cosmo:  

“Should we undercut them by half again?”  

The robotic cat replied in a tone that suggested it was a bad idea.  

“Are you trying to play chicken?  

Well… then Serika’s side will just lower their prices below ours,  

and in the end, neither of us will break even.  

We still have to keep the office running, you know…”  

I shook my head and spoke deliberately.  

“I told you. I don’t need money.”  

“Huh…? Even so, we still have rent and living expenses…!  

Our savings won’t last forever, you know…”  

“No. If this drags on, they’re the ones who’ll suffer.  

We have our territory now, don’t we?”  

“Master, you’re the one who cut off our cash flow in Mirtail for three years…  

And how do we know Serika doesn’t have other backers?  

Given how quickly they set up shop, they must have some kind of safety net.”  

“Easy. Just tell Mirtail to raise the tax rate by 1%.”  

“Giving and taking back is the worst thing in the world…”  

“I lowered it by 75%—who’s going to complain over a 1% increase?  

If they do, that’s what skull-crushing is for.  

If all else fails, we can just outlast those bastards until they die of old age.  

I’m functionally immortal now, and you’re a machine.  

How long do you think Serika and that damn bodyguard have left?  

Another hundred years…?”  

“Even if my parts are shoddy…  

Can you really wait a hundred years, Master Rosenheit…?”  

“Absolutely. I am hatred incarnate—I’ll be fine.”  

“Ah, sorry, but I’ll probably go insane in a hundred years.  

Can’t we try something besides waiting them out…?  

Besides, if Serika appoints a successor, it’ll be pointless…  

You’re not planning to fight her successors forever, are you…?”  

“If not chicken games or waiting them out…  

Hmm…  

What if we abuse our marriage mediation authority to cause chaos?  

…No, mediation is just that—mediation.  

It doesn’t mean active interference.  

Wait, there’s no Fair Trade Commission here, right?  

A dirty negative campaign might be enough…”  

“Master Rosenheit, you always say you want to rest, yet you keep picking the most exhausting options.”  

“Heh. I’m just fulfilling my duty as a legal professional.”  

…….  

I roughly settled on a strategy.  

For new clients or existing members—  

if they returned to Espoir Matchmaking with proof of prior Serika consultations,  

we’d offer a 75% discount off our standard rates.  

A full quarter of the original price.  

Espoir Marriage Agency’s advertisement board was updated.  

Then, Serika Matchmaking’s window flew open,  

and a woman with violet hair tied in twin braids appeared,  

blinking her crimson eyes as she glared in our direction.  

Serika!  

She looks two or three years younger than me…?  

In the brief moment between clients leaving and new ones arriving,  

she suddenly made a face like (Ow<), stuck out her tongue in a bleh,  

and flipped us off with her left middle finger!  

?  

How is this mesugaki villain everywhere?!  

I wanted to retaliate in kind,  

but I left the counterattack to my reliable dealer, Cosmo.  

The robotic cat projected a holographic screen from his forehead, displaying the following text:  

「13UnclesAreComingForYouWithKnives」  

Wow…  

His playstyle is on another level.  

The AI singularity has arrived.  

The mesugaki villain matchmaker made an “Ugh…” face and slammed her window shut.  

Before I knew it, it was 5 PM.  

Would we really have zero clients today?  

Cosmo had already given up and was napping,  

while I idly flipped through old books on the shelf.  

Many of the contents were fascinating—I’d love to explain them someday if I get the chance.  

Just as I was preparing to close up,  

I heard the sound of an argument outside.  

…One of the voices was unmistakably Serika’s bodyguard!  

I immediately pricked up my ears.  

“If you’re broke, why the hell did you even crawl in here?!  

Get lost before I bill you for business losses, you beggar!”  

Yikes. Erasing someone’s dignity just for being broke.  

A man, kicked out of Serika Marriage Agency,  

stood on the street, sighing as if he wanted the ground to swallow him.  

…Now’s my chance.  

I rushed downstairs and approached him.  

Though he took human form…  

His silver hair fluttered even when still,  

and his slightly darker, shimmering eyes  

gave him the appearance of a wind spirit.  

Despite his refreshing looks,  

his face was clouded with dejection.  

The people still waiting in line at Serika’s agency pitied him,  

but they could only click their tongues, helpless to intervene.  

Wind Spirit Man.  

I approached him, extended my right hand, and pitched my offer.  

“Ack! Right now, marriage consultations are 100% refundable!  

Even if it leads to matchmaking and marriage, zero additional fees!  

Cheaper than shoes! An opportunity you can’t miss!  

Start your happy married life with an immediate consultation!”  

He stared at me, dumbfounded.  

…….  

For the first time, I’d successfully hustled a client into the office.  

Cosmo seemed slightly demotivated by the unprofitable consultation,  

but he still provided warm tea and a membership application form.  

Now that it was filled out, I took a look.  

「Name: Ifrit Firel  

Race: Wind Spirit  

Gender: Male  

Age: 160 years  

Status: Commoner  

Personal Assets: 200,000 Eldoris (200 million won)  

Parental Assets: .  

Occupation: Spice Merchant  

Income: 1,500 4,000 Eldoris/month after taxes (150 400 million won)  

Education: .  

Family Background: …  

Appearance: Customers like it when I smile.  

Height: 175 cm  

Connections: Quite a few friends in the Golden Compass Merchant Guild.  

Health: I travel everywhere for business, so I’m confident in my health.  

Religion: Zephiranism  

Criminal Record: None」  

Hmm…….  

It’s heartbreaking to think this way, but…  

I can tell he works hard, yet his assets are far too meager for marriage.  

The lack of parental assets is another strike.  

Even among the clients I’ve matched, he’s on the poorer side.  

Serika Marriage Agency.  

If a client’s matchmaking prospects are low and they struggle with consultation fees,  

you just cut them off without mercy, huh?  

No matter how ruthless I am, I’d never kick out a client who made it inside.  

…Assuming they’re not a troublemaker, of course.  

Still, once they’re in, as the CEO, it’s my duty to provide kindness and service.  

That’s basic business ethics, regardless of how much they pay.  

In the end, that mindset is what brings profit back to the entrepreneur.  

Serika’s attitude is rotten,  

and sooner or later, her personality will ruin her—even without my intervention.  

Wait, what if Serika’s goal is just a quick cash grab?  

…Then I have to teach her a lesson myself.  

They clearly have no intention of fostering lasting marriages.  

Of course, I’m no different,  

but my clients keep misinterpreting things and end up marrying permanently without divorcing…  

Who knows what’ll happen to those who consult Serika?  

Dangerous.  

They can die by my hand, but I can’t let them all flock to her.  

First, focus on the client in front of me.  

Come to think of it, about that family background section earlier…  

I asked Cosmo to show me the form again.  

「Family Background: …」  

Why did he write ‘…’ instead of ‘.’…?  

If it were about his parents, he’d have used ‘.’…  

I cautiously asked the wind spirit merchant, Ifrit:  

“Sir? By any chance… do you have a history of divorce or remarriage?  

This information is crucial for finding you a suitable partner…”  

At this, Ifrit briefly rolled his eyes upward,  

then answered without hesitation.  

“No.”  

…….  

I glanced at Cosmo for his reaction,  

but he was already turning to read my expression, and our eyes met.  

…He wore a deeply meaningful look.  

        
            Ignisca.  

A land of spirits, yet...  

A place of passion and enterprise where fire spirits, in particular, rise to prominence.  

Here, wind spirits undergo a unique coming-of-age ritual.  

Like the wind that roams the world—  

They must depart from Ignisca, circle the planet,  

and successfully return to their starting point, completing a journey around the world.  

However, participants are given only a week's worth of food, water, and a small sum of money,  

and must complete the journey relying solely on their own strength.  

Though the success rate was so low that failure didn’t mean exclusion from the community,  

those who succeeded were guaranteed considerable wealth and fame.  

The wind spirit Ifrit Pirel, who had just turned 100 and reached adulthood,  

boldly took on the challenge and discovered an unexpected talent.  

Pondering how to sustain supplies and funds while completing his journey,  

he decided to start a business.  

But Ifrit, who had nothing to his name, naturally had no goods to sell—  

nor any means of processing them.  

After much deliberation, he resolved to gather and sell magical herbs.  

Though his formal education was lacking,  

his travels through mountains and fields had exposed him to countless plants,  

making him more knowledgeable than anyone about the stationary green beings.  

He skillfully distinguished medicinal herbs from poisonous ones,  

and through aggressive salesmanship, attracted many customers.  

After three long years, Ifrit finally returned to Ignisca.  

As a wandering merchant, with a considerable fortune amassed.  

······.  

Ifrit realized he had an innate talent for commerce.  

Though setting up a shop in Ignisca to sell spices was appealing,  

compared to the vast world he had seen, Ignisca felt far too small.  

Ifrit decided to leave his homeland.  

The spirits of his homeland expressed regret at the departure of such a prosperous merchant,  

but for Ifrit, who had no parents to care for,  

Ignisca was no longer a place of attachment.  

Venturing into the wider world meant encountering a multitude of beings.  

For fifty years, Ifrit traveled through many lands, selling spices.  

His warm personality was evident in the kind smiles he gave his customers,  

becoming a charm that effortlessly drew people in.  

He built extensive connections, even within the Golden Compass, one of the top merchant guilds.  

Then, one day, another thread of fate connected him to the cosmos.  

On an ordinary day of wandering and selling spices,  

a woman carefully examined the blue-patterned spice jars.  

From this unusually captivating human woman,  

Ifrit felt an emotion he had never experienced before.  

A desire to show her kindness without expecting anything in return arose,  

but it was quickly overshadowed by an intense urge to possess her enchanting body.  

The human woman picked up a spice jar, turning it over in her hands,  

then, seeing the price tag, resignedly began to walk away.  

Watching her retreating figure,  

Ifrit felt that if he didn’t act now, he would regret it.  

He grabbed the most expensive spice jar and chased after her.  

The wind spirit barely managed to stop her.  

With trembling hands, he offered her the jar.  

At first, she looked bewildered,  

but upon hearing Ifrit’s sincere words, she accepted it gratefully.  

······.  

That became the start of their bond,  

and the two began spending more time together.  

Ifrit and the woman spent days in deep conversation,  

drawn to each other’s inner selves.  

Their relationship blossomed into marriage.  

Lying beside the human woman,  

the wind spirit alternated his gaze between her and the night sky outside the window, lost in thought.  

He wondered if the world’s mesmerizing secrets, which he had so longed to uncover,  

were perhaps embodied in the hands that embroidered the Milky Way on the spring breeze of youth.  

······.  

Months later, Ifrit’s wife gave birth to a baby girl.  

He named her Aren Pirel,  

vowing to raise this child, with her radiant crimson eyes, with all his heart.  

Ifrit loved Aren dearly, and his wife cherished her just as much.  

For his family’s sake, he even considered giving up his wandering trade to settle down.  

It was too much for his young daughter and wife to accompany him every time.  

Aren grew quickly.  

Her magical abilities far surpassed those of her peers, earning her high expectations.  

It seemed only a matter of time before she enrolled in the Ignisca Royal Academy as an elemental magic major,  

eventually working at the Magic Ministry headquarters in the Arcelion Magical Kingdom—  

a bright future awaited her.  

Everything seemed perfect.  

...Except for one thing.  

Aren’s crimson eyes.  

In truth, the meaning behind their color was painfully clear.  

Ifrit told himself it was just a coincidence.  

He lived believing that.  

But the truth is sometimes brutally simple—and thus, all the more cruel.  

As Aren grew, she displayed greater aptitude for flame magic than wind magic.  

Her hair, too, was a fiery red,  

vastly different from Ifrit’s silver locks.  

Ifrit agonized.  

By all appearances, she wasn’t his biological child.  

His wife remained silent.  

Though tormented by inner conflict,  

Ifrit chose not to confront the issue.  

He believed that if he stayed silent,  

his beloved wife and daughter would remain unharmed.  

He wanted to protect his family.  

Aren was only five—  

he couldn’t bear the thought of her being hurt by adult matters.  

As he wished, the family remained happy.  

Ifrit always smiled when he returned home,  

and spent his time playing monster-hunting games with Aren.  

For a while.  

Then, one day, a registered letter arrived.  

It was from the Ignisca Investigative Bureau.  

Assuming it was a mistake, Ifrit’s wife opened it without much thought.  

The contents were shocking.  

A fire spirit she had slept with just once before marriage  

was suing Ifrit for adultery.  

The wind spirit was dumbfounded.  

While Aren slept, his wife came to him, sobbing, clutching the letter.  

She confessed everything,  

and Ifrit held her.  

But the issue was no longer private.  

The fire spirit who had sued him  

had slept with his wife six years prior,  

then, days before filing the lawsuit, forged her signature  

to submit a marriage registration to the Ignisca Church.  

In Ignisca’s patriarchal society, a marriage could be legally recognized  

even without the wife’s presence.  

Thus, the fire spirit claimed to be her lawful husband,  

accusing Ifrit of violating his wife,  

and demanded criminal punishment and exorbitant financial compensation.  

The lawsuit was based on the absurd logic that the adultery had occurred before the marriage.  

Ifrit, too, dismissed the lawsuit as ridiculous and reassured his family,  

hiring a lawyer to submit a statement of his innocence.  

But the world wasn’t so reasonable.  

The fire spirit persistently lobbied the Ignisca Investigative Bureau,  

and the Ignisca Church recognized his marriage as valid.  

The case went to court,  

and as news spread of Ifrit being tried for adultery,  

his acquaintances began cutting ties.  

The Golden Compass Merchant Guild issued a disciplinary order.  

Ifrit appealed to his lawyer to protect his family and clear his name,  

but the lawyer only advised him to settle quickly, as the odds of winning were slim.  

The fire spirit’s settlement terms were unacceptable:  

hand over his wife,  

raise Aren (explicitly stated to be Ifrit’s biological child in the terms),  

and pay 20 million Eldoris (2 billion won) in damages and alimony.  

Of course, Ifrit refused outright and fought for his innocence.  

But with his social network severed, the guild and lawyer pressuring him to settle,  

and the psychological burden of losing everything if he lost the case,  

the wind spirit ultimately signed the settlement.  

······.  

Separated from his wife,  

Ifrit was left only with Aren,  

who innocently asked when she would see her mother again.  

But grief was a luxury the world wouldn’t allow.  

Money ran short.  

Ifrit thought he could start over,  

just as he had when he first left Ignisca.  

But the wind spirit, his reputation already tarnished,  

found that the locals no longer returned his friendly smiles.  

He resolved to leave for somewhere far away.  

Where no one knew him.  

Raising Aren cost a fortune.  

His income as a traveling merchant wasn’t enough.  

Ifrit decided the world no longer deserved his kindness.  

He vowed to stop at nothing to protect Aren.  

Then, he learned that in the country of Eldoria,  

families received a monthly subsidy of 1,000 Eldoris (1 million won).  

Leaving Aren at a nursery, he headed to Eldoria without hesitation.  

In the city square, two matchmaking agencies stood facing each other.  

One was deserted, the other bustling.  

Ifrit chose the crowded path.  

After a long wait, he finally entered the office.  

A young human woman with violet hair in twin braids  

exchanged a few words with him before haughtily summoning security.  

The wind spirit was promptly thrown out.  

His last hope shattered.  

Ifrit grew to despise the world.  

He became convinced it hid ugly secrets,  

its true nature being sin and corruption.  

Then, someone approached him—  

uttering the same words he had once used  

to advertise his magical herbs during his coming-of-age ritual,  

and extended a warm hand.  

······.  

Ifrit decided to trust the world one last time.  

But he reminded himself not to trust it completely.  

To those ready to betray him at any moment,  

he would no longer show his vulnerable side.  

Following the human woman with warm yellow eyes  

and sky-blue straight hair...  

The wandering merchant,  

who had sent love away on the spring breeze,  

sorted through his thoughts.

        
            He had listed his family background as ‘···’, indicating no history of divorce or remarriage...  

Cosmo seemed to have caught on as well.  

An Ifrit merchant. He’s lying.  

I knew the moment his pupils shifted to one side.  

After handling legal consultations for so long,
you develop an instinct—not just for who’s good or bad,
but also for who’s spinning lies.  

It’s the kind of big data that comes with life experience.  

Still, I get it. Even lawyers and matchmakers don’t always get the full truth.
People naturally tend to omit details that don’t favor them.  

Sigh... If only clients like this showed up during FFF-tier matchmaking sessions.
Now that I’m trying to do things properly, why is this happening...?  

But what can I do?
I’m the one who brought him in, so I have to take responsibility.  

Cosmo activated the private mode on the hologram screen and sent me a message:
「He lied... Aren’t you going to kick him out?」  

I glanced at the Ifrit merchant in front of me.
...He looked visibly tense.  

Well, if he’s lying to me, he must have nowhere left to retreat.  

I picked up the magic pen resting on the low table in front of the sofa.
To the Ifrit merchant, it probably looked like I was just holding the pen, deep in thought.
But in reality, I was typing on the hologram screen in my mind.  

I finished typing so Cosmo could see:
「I won’t kick him out.」
「Then... what will you do?」
「Try to coax it out of him.」
「Is this really something that can be coaxed...?
We don’t even know what kind of information he’s hiding.」
「Well, if it’s about family background, it’s either an ex-wife or a secret child.
But logically, if an ex-wife were still in the picture, he wouldn’t be here...
By process of elimination, it’s gotta be a secret child.」
「Oho. Learned something new.
Then I’ll leave the coaxing to you, Master Rosenheit.」  

Once my secret chat with Cosmo ended, I swallowed hard.
With the most benevolent expression I could muster, I stared straight at the Ifrit merchant.  

The wind spirit client did his best to keep a poker face,
but he couldn’t control the slight tremble in his eyelids or the faint twitch of his lips.  

Yeah. If he could control even those micro-expressions,
he could’ve bluffed his way to victory in a soul-stakes poker game against a desert swindler.  

But since he’s showing me this much, I’ve got my ways.  

First, I snapped my fingers and asked for refreshments.
Cosmo, like a cat assistant trailing a monster hunter,
headed to the break room and returned with a basket of cookies balanced on his head.  

A pretty little basket on the low table in front of the sofa.
I picked up a chocolate chip cookie and took a big bite.
Deliberately avoiding eye contact with the Ifrit merchant,
I chewed slowly and made my offer.  

“Have one.”  

The wind spirit client glanced at me—checking my reaction—
before picking up a cheese cube-stuffed cookie and taking a bite.
Cosmo also quietly approached the table,
grabbed a mint chocolate chip cookie, and sat on the sofa beside me.  

Once the Ifrit merchant finished his cookie,
I spoke in a tone that said I already know everything.  

“Mr. Ifrit.
It’s okay—just be honest with me.”  

The wind spirit broke into a cold sweat, his words trailing off.
“I’m... not sure what you mean...”  

Yeah, of course you wouldn’t.
Everyone has their defense mechanisms.  

Cosmo, stuffing his cheeks with the mint chocolate chip cookie,
watched our exchange with wide, nervous eyes.  

Time to start the musical.  

I responded with an expression that said I understand a hundred times over.
“Everyone goes through hard times.
From what I’ve learned in life...
the world is inherently unfair.
But no matter how wronged or resentful you feel, if you let it break you,
the universe won’t spare you an ounce of pity.
In the end, it’s always the innocent ones like you who get hurt the most,
but overcoming that pain is still entirely up to the individual.  

I don’t know what your story is, Mr. Ifrit,
but since you’ve come here, I’ll make sure you walk away with the best possible outcome.
You have to trust me completely.”  

The Ifrit merchant listened to my words in silence,
then stared at the office ceiling as if replaying 160 years of memories—
before finally shedding a single, solemn tear from his right eye.  

...He’s the first man to cry here since General Derek.  

And so, the Ifrit merchant’s tale began.  

Hmm...
So that’s the tragic past he’s been carrying.  

That’s enough to make anyone disillusioned with the world.
In my past life as a legal consultant, I’d heard countless stories of misfortune.
But the Ifrit merchant...
He’d easily rank in the top 2% of the Most Unfortunate Lives contest.
His life was one cruel joke after another.  

After hearing his story, I closed my eyes,
took a sip of crimson tea, and spoke.  

“Lawyers must really hate you.”  

At my words, his expression cracked—
like someone had finally scratched an itch he couldn’t reach.  

Cosmo, with crumbs of mint chocolate chip cookie still around his mouth,
glanced at me with a look that said, Not bad.  

This is how you win someone’s heart.
Understand that society is built on the collective will of people,
and you’ll realize that mastering hearts is the key to ruling the world.  

I sat back on the sofa,
crossing my right leg over my left thigh with a thud, and asked:  

“So... what do you want me to do for you now?”  

......  

First, I asked if he wanted a new spouse.
He said he’d prefer to get his ex-wife back,
but if that was impossible, he’d settle for remarrying here
to receive Eldoria’s monthly 1,000 Eldoris marriage subsidy.  

Oh? Eldoria offers marriage subsidies? That’s new intel.
Then again, this’ll just attract more people faking marriages for ulterior motives.
Spy families...
I can already hear the death knell for Serika Marriage Agency.  

For now, prioritizing the client’s request is key,
so I declared that retrieving the Ifrit merchant’s ex-wife would be our primary goal.  

When I made this bold proclamation,
the wind spirit client looked skeptical.  

“Is... that even possible?
I heard the settlement’s already finalized—it’s as binding as a court ruling...”  

Right. He caved and settled.
But there’s always a loophole in settlements.
Plus, the claim that adultery occurred before the marriage itself is contradictory—
I’ll have to hammer that point home.  

I asked Cosmo for the time.
“7:15 PM.”  

Pretty late already.
I glanced out the window at the darkening sky.
The street outside Serika Marriage Agency was still bustling,
and the lights in her wicked office burned bright.  

Never thought I’d be pulling overtime in another world...
A competitive fire ignited in me.  

Hah. Let’s do this.  

I stood from the sofa and spoke to the Ifrit merchant in a no-nonsense tone.
“Do you have a copy of the settlement agreement?”
“Not on me... It’s at my lodgings!”
“Good. Go get it.
And Cosmo—contact the Teruvian Regent.
We’ll need Mirteil’s connections to reach the Ignisca investigative bureau.”  

The robotic cat blinked, confused.
“...You’re filing a complaint with Ignisca?”
“That’s the plan. Time to dust off my litigation skills.
Of course, we’ll need to verify the facts with the settlement first.”
“But... how does this help us as matchmakers?
I’m not even sure if this will deal a blow to Serika.”  

Seeing the AI cat’s confusion,
I leaned in, locking eyes with his heterochromatic gaze, and said:  

“Cosmo. Now’s not the time to hold back.
We have to show Serika we’re stronger.
Otherwise, she’ll drag us around forever.
Besides, isn’t this what connections are for?
I’ll pressure Ignisca’s bureau as Mirteil’s sovereign—
I’ll even stamp the complaint with Mirteil’s royal seal.
Meanwhile, you get the Teruvian Regent to grease some wheels.
In life, you can’t just corner someone—
you have to alternate between carrots and sticks.
...Though embezzlement and manhunts are a different matter.”  

“Master Rosenheit... You’re scarier than I thought.”  

Finally understanding, Cosmo immediately contacted the Teruvian Regent.  

But then—
the Ifrit merchant suddenly dropped to his knees and kowtowed to me!  

For a second, I was baffled—until I realized he’d heard me call myself Mirteil’s sovereign.  

Ah. Didn’t expect to be worshipped like this...
My life in Eldoria is becoming more legendary by the minute.  

I helped him up and spoke magnanimously.
“Go on, hurry back.
We need to sort out the facts tonight to file the complaint tomorrow.”  

The wind spirit, regaining his composure, rushed toward the door—
but paused to glance back and bow.  

“Sovereign Rosenh—no, Director.
I never dreamed I’d come here to secretly remarry...
only to end up filing a complaint for my ex-wife.
Truly... thank you.”  

I gave him a genuine smile
and raised my right hand in a casual salute
to acknowledge his gratitude.  

......  

The Ifrit merchant was gone.  

Now I’ve got to pull my first all-nighter in months...
Suddenly craving coffee.  

Cosmo was hard at work, exchanging messages with the Teruvian Regent.
As I adjusted my shoes, I asked:  

“Are there coffee shops in Eldoria?”  

Too focused on the screen to even look at me, Cosmo answered:
“They’re everywhere.
Like the place we always get sandwiches.
Their coffee’s probably good too.
Oh, and we should eat dinner—grab some bread while you’re at it.
I’ll take a salmon roll.”  

...Right. If the AI cat hadn’t reminded me, I’d have starved.
The Ifrit merchant probably skipped dinner to rush back—
I should get enough for him too.
I’ll have the chicken roll, so he can take whatever’s left.
His daughter’s at the orphanage, so... skip.  

Just as I was about to leave,
I realized I needed to confirm one more thing and turned back to Cosmo.  

“Wait—Eldoria doesn’t have disposable items, right? Can I get coffee to-go?”
“Even if they say no, you’ll just strong-arm them, right?
Isn’t intimidation one of Master Rosenheit’s specialties...?”  

?  

That one stung.
No time to retort, so as I left, I shot back:  

“Hey. I’m not that bad of a person, okay?”  

I closed the office door behind me—
only to hear a tiny mechanical voice leak through:  

“GR, lol.”

        
            Ignisca Investigation Agency  

This morning, a message arrived via remote magic.  

Unlike the usual offline complaints they received, this magically transmitted message piqued the curiosity of an enthusiastic rookie investigator, who couldn’t resist checking its contents.  

The sender was none other than—  

The sovereign of Mirtail, a nation vying for second or third place among the magical kingdoms:  

Rosenheit Neuen von Esposa.  

Moreover, it wasn’t an ordinary complaint—it bore Mirtail’s national seal, indicating she was personally representing the plaintiff.  

The rookie investigator immediately reported this directly to the head of the Ignisca Investigation Bureau.  

The agency was in chaos from the moment the day began.  

Dustian, the bureau chief, a man brimming with the pride of a fire spirit, summoned every investigator who had forwarded cases to the court in the past six months.  

Nearly all of them stood rigidly before him.  

Dustian demanded that those who had prosecuted individuals connected to Mirtail step forward and confess.  

The investigators exchanged nervous glances—but no one moved.  

Not only would stepping forward now spell disaster, but none of them had actually prosecuted anyone tied to Mirtail.  

Frustrated by their hesitation, Bureau Chief Dustian slammed his shotgun onto the desk five times in rage.  

"WHY?! WHY WON’T YOU TELL THE TRUTH?!!  

WHO THE HELL DID YOU MESS WITH?!!!"  

His head blazed like plasma flames.  

Finally, the rookie investigator who had first discovered the complaint cautiously suggested:  

"Sir... perhaps you should read the document first..."  

Only then did Bureau Chief Dustian snap back to his senses and began reading the document—something he would’ve skimmed over under normal circumstances.  

......  

The document pointed out:  

- The innocence of Ifrit.
- The illegitimacy of the lawsuit filed by the fire spirit who had relations with Ifrit’s wife first.
- The logical flaws in the claim that adultery had occurred before the marriage.  

Additionally, it stated that new facts had come to light, rendering the previous settlement void.  

The "new facts" referred to:  

- The daughter, Aren, listed as Ifrit’s biological child in the settlement, was actually the fire spirit’s.
- The signature of Ifrit’s wife, which the fire spirit had copied when filing the marriage at the church, had been forged without her consent.  

Thus, the key point was that Ifrit was the victim, and the fire spirit who had sued him would now be charged with false accusation.  

......  

Even the investigators, who had witnessed countless horrific cases, were stunned upon hearing the details in the complaint.  

Bureau Chief Dustian, his face grim, issued an order:  

"Contact the church immediately.  

And summon the investigator who handled this case."  

When the dazed investigators hesitated, Dustian roared like a blazing inferno:  

"RIGHT NOW!!!!"  

......  

A short while later, the rookie investigator cautiously approached Dustian with a proposal.  

"Chief, I have both good news and bad news.  

Which would you like to hear first?"  

The bureau chief, struggling to keep his flickering flames under control, growled:  

"Ugh... stop playing around. Give me the good news first.  

Unless you want to die."  

The rookie snapped a sharp salute and reported:  

"An enormous amount of gold and treasure has arrived from Mirtail!  

Additionally, the Ignisca diocese has confirmed that Ifrit’s marriage is valid, while the fire spir—no, the suspect’s marriage will be annulled!"  

"That is good news.  

Wait—gold and treasure?  

...Fine. Now, what’s the bad news?"  

The rookie answered with a bright smile:  

"The investigator in charge of Ifrit’s case has fled the country.  

And His Majesty Theodor Infernos has ordered this case to be buried!"  

As if infected by sheer madness, Bureau Chief Dustian stood up, laughed maniacally, and screamed:  

"GODDAMN IT! WHY DOES THIS SHIT ALWAYS HAPPEN TO ME?!"  

Today, Serika Marriage Agency was as crowded as ever.  

Though it was nice to take a day off...  

Having little work for days on end was unbearably dull.  

A few clients did stop by, but they were all people who had been rejected by Serika’s agency and came back with receipts.  

I needed dopamine.  

And then there was Serika herself, standing right in front—  

Along with her werewolf-furry bodyguard, Gairon.  

Every time I saw them, my blood boiled.  

This should be a joyous situation for me, but...  

Thanks to Serika and Gairon, I couldn’t even enjoy it.  

Right—that lawsuit regarding the Ifrit merchant.  

The Ignisca Investigation Agency said they’d reach a decision within a day, so why was there still no answer?  

I did bribe them enough...  

I asked Cosmo about the case’s progress.  

The robot cat checked the records and replied, sounding puzzled:  

"The case still isn’t moving...  

They just keep saying it’s under investigation."  

Hmm. Then... there’s only one possibility.  

Someone is blocking the investigation.  

Given that the agency isn’t budging despite the bribes I poured in, either:  

- A bigger lobby is at play.
- Or external pressure has been applied.  

Either way, the fact that they’re blocking it despite knowing the opposing party is the sovereign of Mirtail...  

Means the only remaining possibilities are the King of Ignisca or a foreign monarch.  

No. Why the hell is this escalating so much?  

Cosmo sighed and said:  

"Master Rosenheit. Do we have to keep pushing this?  

If you just want to flex your power, wouldn’t it be better to announce yourself as the sovereign of Mirtail and collaborate with this agency on a business venture?"  

I understood his point, but I shook my head in disagreement.  

"No. If we back out now, Ifrit will get hit with a false accusation lawsuit, and he’ll be finished.  

And flaunting my title as Mirtail’s sovereign without building a friendly image first could backfire.  

Besides, if a woman draws her sword, she has to cut something."  

...Huh. The word "woman" just rolled off my tongue naturally now.  

The robot cat, unconvinced, countered:  

"Master, the expected benefits of this case don’t justify the costs we’re pouring into it.  

Why not just attach your name to it, delegate it to another lawyer, and focus on directly striking Serika’s agency instead?"  

Sigh. Looks like I’ll have to give this guy a musical lecture.  

Cue the beat.  

"Cosmo. The world isn’t just numbers.  

To you, it might just be a collection of 0s and 1s and their applications, but—  

Within those numerical constructs,  

There are blank spaces that hold no mathematical meaning,  

Yet exert tangible force in the real world.  

You might think my efforts for Ifrit’s case are meaningless,  

But in the end, we’re crafting a story.  

What moves people at the last moment? This story.  

If you don’t get it, let me give you an example.  

Why do you think so many conquerors in history obsessed over statues, autobiographies, and tombs?  

They understood the power of narrative.  

The story of me using my power to save someone will be remembered for ages.  

Just watch.  

Serika, with no goodwill to her name, is like rotten bamboo—hollow inside.  

A strong wind will blow her away."  

The AI cat stared blankly into space, processing.  

After buffering, Cosmo spoke again:  

"Master Rosenheit, you do have some thoughts, don’t you?  

Fine. So what’s the next move?"  

I gathered my things and answered:  

"Time for a business trip."  

"Huh?"  

"I’m going to Ignisca myself.  

I’ll meet the bureau chief in person, grill him, then negotiate with their sovereign.  

Imagine the impact—the ruler of Mirtail, the second-ranked magical kingdom, making a personal visit.  

The foreign press will eat it up.  

And when the people of Ignisca and foreign reporters gather, wondering why I’m there—  

I’ll drop a few juicy provocations.  

Manipulating public opinion will be a piece of cake."  

Cosmo clapped his paws together in admiration.  

"Wow. If you weren’t so... you, Master, you’d have made an excellent politician.  

Sounds good. But... Ignisca is very far."  

"How long will it take?"  

"Even on a magic-powered galleon... about a week."  

A week? That’s rough.  

"Isn’t there a faster way?"  

"A magic airship could get us there in two days. But the cost..."  

Two days on an airship?  

Now that’s a romantic overdose.  

Well, since I’m in another world, I might as well ride a magic airship at least once.  

I sprawled on the sofa and asked in a rough voice:  

"Spit it out. How much?"  

Cosmo rolled his pupils left, then right, twice, before answering:  

"With a pet companion... 50,000 Eldoris (50 million won)..."  

I cut him off with a hearty laugh.  

"Pfft. Life’s short. Let’s go."  

Cosmo gave me a deadpan look.  

"...This is a business trip, right?  

You’re not just using it as an excuse to ride an airship and wreak havoc in Ignisca, are you?"  

How did he know?  

I’m not that much of a barbarian.  

Even if I got caught, I’d just play dumb.  

"Ahem! Cosmo, I command you to silence."  

The AI cat immediately climbed onto the CEO’s desk and stood perfectly still, as if taxidermied in a mysterious pose.  

...For a very long time.  

The Next Day  

I hung an "On a Business Trip" sign on the office door and left with Cosmo.  

Carrying a small bag enchanted to hold more than it should, I also wore a white parasol that matched my dress.  

To anyone watching, we looked like travelers setting off—  

The clients outside Serika’s agency glanced our way,  

Gairon the bodyguard gave us a sidelong look,  

And Serika herself opened her window to stare down at us.  

Ignoring their gazes, I quickly hailed a carriage to the airfield.  

......  

Eldoria Airfield  

I never knew a place like this existed.  

A lively plaza bustling with countless races preparing for flights.  

Luxury airships, enchanted for flight, ready to take off.  

An endless stretch of shops lining the square.  

The atmosphere was completely different from the solemn capital plaza.  

Ding-dong  A bell chimed.  

Fifteen minutes until departure.  

Cosmo stared at the massive airship being fueled and said:  

"Master, doesn’t it feel like something is bound to happen onboard?"  

...Now that he mentioned it, yeah.  

A party in the clouds. A mysterious murder on a luxury airship.  

Who’s the killer?  

I’d already played out an entire manga episode in my head.  

Chuckling to myself, I was about to board when someone stopped me.  

The Ifrit merchant!  

And his daughter—the fire spirit, Arel.  

Ifrit bowed deeply first.  

"Director Rosenheit, you’ve gone so far for our sake...  

I don’t even know how to thank you...  

Have a safe trip. I’ll be praying for you."  

I accepted his greeting with a slight nod and closed eyes.  

Arel, her crimson eyes wide, stared blankly before reaching out to Cosmo.  

"Wow  Kitty "  

As the fire spirit girl rubbed the robot cat’s head, the wind spirit father forced her into a bow.  

"Say thank you to the director!"  

The fire spirit girl glanced at me...  

Then bowed politely.  

"Thank you, ma’am "  

......  

?  

...Ma’am?  

Cosmo burst into laughter, unable to hold it in.  

Ifrit panicked and apologized profusely.  

"Oh no! Director, I’m so sorry—!"  

......  

It’s fine. To a six-year-old, I could look like that.  

My heart is that big.  

I pulled out a 20-Eldoris coin (20,000 won) and handed it to Arel.  

"Here  Big sis will give you some pocket money. Buy some snacks "  

The fire spirit girl beamed with the purest smile.  

"Wow  Thank you "  

......  

Ifrit Pirel.  

What an incredible father.  

Now then, time to board the airship—  

And reclaim his honor... and mine.

        
            Ignisca Royal Palace.  

Theodore Infernos, monarch of the spirit kingdom.  

He had one particularly infamous headache—his only blood relative, in the absence of his own children.  

Lorenzo Infernos.  

Perhaps because Theodore had spoiled him rotten, the spirits called him the "King’s Mad Nephew."  

From a young age, Lorenzo had a peculiar fondness for torturing mute animals.  

Many spirits wept tears of blood as they watched him embrace the charred corpses of pets he had cruelly burned alive.  

As he reached adulthood, Lorenzo’s depravity only worsened.  

He would roam the streets, enchanting any woman who caught his eye—regardless of status—and violating them.  

With victims piling up, including even the daughter of a prestigious duke, the situation grew dire.  

King Theodore finally confined him to a detached palace annex.  

But the mad Lorenzo didn’t stop there.  

He was cunning enough to maintain his own twisted paradise.  

Night after night, the fire spirit would slip out of the annex, abduct women from the streets, and build his personal harem.  

Using his handsome looks and silver tongue, he seduced them into bed—only to then burn away parts of their neural pathways with his highly advanced flame magic, replacing the horrors he inflicted with sweet, fabricated memories before sending them back.  

...If they were entertaining enough, he’d keep them for a few more days.  

The Ifrit’s wife was no exception.  

Their encounter on the street had been pure coincidence.  

Lorenzo took a liking to the human woman.  

But when the mad spirit first courted her, she sensed his menace and refused.  

His pride wounded, Lorenzo began stalking her.  

One day. Two. Three.  

The mad spirit memorized her every move.  

Finally, he kidnapped her and locked her away in the palace annex where he was confined.  

This human woman, who had dared insult the great fire spirit, was dragged by her hair across the floor, gaslit for hours daily, and beaten when that wasn’t enough.  

Eventually, she became pregnant with Lorenzo’s child.  

Her memories of the fire spirit remained only as fragmented dream shards.  

Aside from feeling slightly unwell, she noticed nothing amiss and returned to her daily life.  

Lorenzo’s crime had been perfect.  

He erased his victim’s memories and fabricated every alibi.  

...Or at least, it could have been perfect.  

Until rage drove him to overplay his hand.  

The longer the tail, the easier it is to catch.  

With his kidnappings at risk of exposure, Lorenzo began restraining himself.  

For years, the fire spirit suppressed his cruel nature as much as possible.  

King Theodore finally believed his nephew had come to his senses.  

Convinced marriage would settle him, the king sought a bride for his mad nephew.  

But Lorenzo, sensing the tide turning in his favor—  

...swallowed another woman whole, just as he had years before, and began hunting for his next victim.  

Then, unbelievable news reached him.  

The human woman who had dared reject him had married a wind spirit—a lowly merchant named Ifrit—  

birthed his child, and was living happily ever after.  

Lorenzo was furious.  

Why that commoner trader and not him, the king’s own nephew?!  

And of all things, a wind spirit?!  

The fire spirit seethed.  

His rage was like biting into a scalding dumpling, burning his entire mouth—but with no bowl to spit it into, forced to exhale trembling breaths, trying to cool it inside.  

After long deliberation, Lorenzo hatched a scheme.  

First, he went to the church and had his "marriage" to the human woman approved.  

Forging her signature was child’s play—when he burned her neural pathways, he had accessed her deepest memories and recorded her handwriting for contingencies.  

Days after securing the marriage license,  

Lorenzo sued Ifrit for adultery with his "wife."  

Though absurd, by relentlessly lobbying Ignisca’s investigative agencies while carefully concealing his identity,  

...he succeeded in getting Ifrit prosecuted.  

With the courtroom under his thumb, he offered outrageous terms under the pretense of refusing settlement—  

...and the pressured Ifrit hastily signed the agreement.  

The war ended in absurdity. Lorenzo had won.  

Yet, unease gnawed at him.  

He had reclaimed the human woman but failed to crush Ifrit completely.  

King Theodore was in an uproar over his unilateral marriage.  

After over six years, the Ifrit’s wife saw the fire spirit again.  

An inexplicable terror, etched deep into her bones, gripped her—but she couldn’t voice it.  

Lorenzo locked her in a palace bedroom.  

Unable to shake his unease, he passed the time committing crimes in the annex.  

Then one day,  

...the fire spirit received word that Ifrit had sued him for false accusation.  

He couldn’t fathom what gave a mere wind spirit merchant the audacity to challenge him.  

The answer came quickly—his attorney was the sovereign of the Mirtail Magocracy.  

Lorenzo scoffed.  

That young matchmaker who stumbled into becoming Mirtail’s queen must have lost her mind.  

But given the opponent, he avoided direct confrontation,  

...telling Theodore he was entangled in a malicious lawsuit.  

The king, after a cursory review based solely on Lorenzo’s testimony, pressured investigators to drop the charges.  

Days later,  

...news arrived that Mirtail’s leader was visiting Ignisca.  

The fire spirit sneered at the "half-baked human girl," Rosenheit Neuen von Espoir, for daring to mock him.  

He planned to teach her a scorching lesson—  

...playing the gracious host until the talks ended, then striking when attention waned.  

With thousands of private soldiers trained for such contingencies,  

...he vowed to arrest her for lèse-majesté and defamation—and take her as his concubine.  

Soaking in a burning tub, wine in hand, Lorenzo grinned vilely,  

...imagining effortlessly seizing Mirtail and violating Rosenheit at his leisure.  

...Whew.  

The airship’s interior is nothing short of breathtaking.  

How to describe it?  

Hmm. Slightly better than a first-class lounge of an oil tycoon’s airline...  

Luxurious, plush sofas and matching tables,  

...carpets embroidered with arabesque patterns,  

a cocktail bar with on-duty bartenders, a stage with a grand piano,  

...and an endless buffet of fresh fruits and hors d'oeuvres.  

Most striking is the view through the massive windows—  

...the endless blue sky, with fantasy-world cities and villages whizzing by below.  

Watching it all without a hint of turbulence feels surreal.  

Lastly, the ladies and gentlemen chatting on the sofas.  

Clearly, a 50-million-won one-way ticket isn’t for just anyone.  

So, how to milk this for maximum clout...?  

Right. Should ask Cosmo if the visit schedule’s set.  

The robot cat, blending right in, adopted a noble’s accent:  

"Tomorrow evening, King Theodore Infernos of Ignisca is hosting a grand banquet for you. Should I ask Regent Thervian to arrange an escort?"  

An escort. Even as a monarch, showing up alone would be a bit much, no?  

"Yeah, having guards sounds good."  

"...The regent mentioned a battalion from the Ashfold warlords, currently marching near Ignisca, will escort you tomorrow. A 500-strong unit will await at Ignisca’s airfield—just join them."  

...Oh. So this is the taste of power.  

Wait, is that battalion skipping march drills thanks to me?  

Once again, I’m saving so many lives.  

Scanning the airship’s interior, I pondered my next move.  

...Last time, I promised to drink with Cosmo.  

Drinking with an AI cat feels odd, but if not now, when?  

I pointed to the cocktail bar.  

"Wanna grab a drink?"  

Cosmo fake-yawned before replying:  

"Sure. Let’s."  

......  

At the bar, a lizardman bartender in a suit addressed us:  

"Your order?"  

...No menu.  

As I hesitated, clueless about cocktails, Cosmo ordered first:  

"45ml dry gin, 15ml vodka, 7.5ml Kina Lillet,  

shaken over ice, lemon peel garnish."  

Wow.  

Reading the bartender’s expression—or lack thereof—I added:  

"Same as him."  

......  

The transparent cocktail arrived in a triangular glass—a Vesper.  

For snacks, thick waffles with whipped cream and vanilla ice cream.  

Classy.  

I took a sip.  

...Strong, but clean aftertaste.  

Unsurprisingly, the ice cream waffles were divine.  

Just as I thought I’d adapted to this strange world,  

...the alcohol and sweetness brought back memories.  

"Latte is..."  

"Even eating something this delicious, I’m reminded of the waffles sold outside my elementary school. Thin cream, a dab of apple jam—pure bliss. Never thought I’d reminisce about that here."  

Cosmo, overhearing, downed his Vesper in one go:  

"Hunger is the best seasoning. Even now, I love eating in Eldoria—  

but I’ll never forget the days when a tiny fish and a scrap of bread were luxuries."  

...Damn. That’s sad.  

Cosmo, I’ll stop mocking you for screaming ‘DPS!’ from now on.  

The robot cat posed a question:  

"Know what makes a restaurant famous?"  

"Hmm. Good PR?"  

"That helps, but...  

any place with a two-hour wait makes starving customers devour anything—  

so it’s declared ‘delicious.’ Word spreads, lines grow longer...  

and it becomes a perpetual hype machine."  

Heh, clever.  

Even the bartender, polishing glasses, chuckled at our talk.  

Curious about Cosmo’s past, I asked:  

"So you starved even when hungry? Couldn’t you mooch off a cat lady?"  

The AI cat paused, then sighed as if to say nothing’s easy:  

"Well, cat ladies fed me plenty, but...  

going there meant... y’know."  

"What?"  

"Master Rosenheit. Let’s play a balance game:  

Castration and full belly vs. freedom and hunger."  

I almost blurted ‘obviously the latter’—  

...but then I looked down at myself.  

Cosmo also scanned me head to toe before—  

—covering his mouth with his paws in realization.  

"Oops."  

......  

I raised a finger to the bartender:  

"Give me your strongest drink."  

The lizardman got to work.  

Cosmo, uncharacteristically sheepish, apologized profusely.  

I drained my Vesper and replied:  

"Nah. Not your fault."  

Leaning on the bar table, I slumped sideways with a sigh—  

...when a bloodcurdling scream tore through the air.  

"KYAAAAAAAH!!!"  

Cosmo’s ears shot up, eyes wide.  

What? A murder?  

What kind of cliché plot is this?  

Even novels would get roasted for this.  

If the killer used a coat hanger, though—legendary.  

Just as I, Detective Rosenheit, prepared to investigate—  

...a second scream shattered my expectations.  

"FIRE!!!"  

......  

??????
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