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Characters


【 Rosemarie von Wervard 】

The Main Character (MC).

The First Princess of Nebel Kingdom.

Additional notes: Father (King) is Randolf.



【 Christof von Wervard 】

Rosemarie’s older brother.

The First Prince of Nebel Kingdom.



【 Johan von Wervard 】

Rosemarie’s younger brother.

The Second Prince of Nebel Kingdom.



【 Georg zu Eigel 】

Only son of a Margrave.

Rosemarie’s fiancé candidate.

Additional notes: Father is Moritz, Mother is Emma.



【 Julius zu Eigel 】

Younger brother of Head of House Eigel.

Georg’s uncle.



【 Leonhard von Olsen 】

Later becomes Commander of the Royal Knights.

Johan and Christof’s sword instructor.



【 Klaus von Belmar 】

A member of the Royal Knights.

Rosemarie’s guard knight.



【 Lutz Eilenberg 】

Palace Wizard apprentice.

A genius of water-attribute magic.



【 Theo Eilenberg 】

Palace Wizard apprentice.

A user of fire-attribute magic.


Prologue


WWWHHHYYYYYY?!





I screamed internally and hid myself under the covers.

I was in shock over what I had just witnessed. In the palace courtyard, you could see a man and woman getting closer to each other beneath the majestic trees.

The woman had just been summoned* to our world from another universe—the legendary Priestess.

Her hair was a soft chiffon beige color, with a medium-length bob cut. She had big, double-lidded eyes, a delicate nose, and glossy pink lips. In sharp contrast to her baby looks, she had a huge chest. The type of beauty men fell over themselves to protect.

To put it bluntly, I liked her looks.

I’ll be her friend, she’s so cute it makes me want to take care of her, and…now is not the time for thoughts like that!

As for the man, he was suited up in body armor—a Royal Knight.

He had spiky black hair, and eyes with a perceptive glint in it. His stubble added an edge of ruggedness to his good looks. He stood taller than most women by a head, and had a well-honed body.

My GOD, my sight was almost destroyed by the perfection of his body agai—…now is not the time for drooling!

There was the Prince, the Noble, the Guard Knight, the Wizard, the Priest, and the Assassin.

There were so many options to choose from, it was literally overflowing! She who could have anyone in this reverse harem, why was she embracing the one guy I liked?!





WHERE IN THE WORLD DID I GO WRONG? Someone tell me, please…!











Artificial space creators, yay!

*Yes, I know that the the basic premise of the plot negates the summary. The part where the Heroine is reincarnated. She’s supposed to be summoned. However, if I go by common colloquial Japanese grammar, the reincarnation part directly modifies the Heroine, not our MC Princess. It doesn’t make sense to me, either.


Chapter 1
The Reincarnated Princess Thinks to Herself.


I, Rosemarie von Wervard, was born as the First Princess of the Nebel Kingdom. I’ve lived once before, and I’ve retained the memories from that previous existence.

In other words, I was reincarnated with memories of another life. Yup.

I don’t think it’s necessary to dredge up the little details from that time, so I’ll just say that I got into a traffic accident and blacked out. When I came to, I had become a baby.

Hey, what is this, a light novel?

I grew up healthy, and quickly turned three. When I finally learned what the names of my kingdom, of my father, and of my own were, I tilted my head in doubt.

Feeling like I’d heard them all before, I mulled over it until it all came back to me. The entire setup of this world was from an otome game!

Seriously, is this a light novel?

It was the same kingdom, set in the same world. The guys, the original appeal of the game, had the same names and the same faces. And then there was me, the one who had the same name as the Heroine’s love rival.

There were way too many similarities for me to pass it off as a mere coincidence.

“This sucks,” I unintentionally muttered, and let out a big sigh.

When I thought about it, I was really glad that my maids couldn’t see me. A three-year-old staring into space looking depressed might have been too alarming.

Even though I knew this world resembled the one from the game, I wasn’t excited at all. In fact, I couldn’t get excited.

The reason was simple—it was a shitty game.

If I wasn’t wrong, the title of the game was “Welcome to the Reverse World”. (UraSeka)

In the story, a high school student was summoned to another world to serve as its priestess, and it became her duty to defeat the Dark Lord and bring peace to the world.

The main story itself was the same old recycled plot, so there wasn’t much to comment on.

The problems were the characters.

The title of the game didn’t just refer to another universe—it also implied that all of the love interests had a hidden side beneath the surface.

That much I could deal with. I didn’t even have a problem with the world being a carbon copy of the game’s.

No, the issue was that the selling point of the game was a total letdown.

The Second Prince was a siscon. The Noble was a narcissist. The Guard Knight was d’M. The Wizard was a necrophiliac. The Assassin was gay. As for the Priest, even though he was supposed to be the natural enemy of the Dark Lord and was the one who summoned the priestess, he was a yandere with a handful of destruction wishes.

This was the perfect example of when the developers tried too hard to stand out. The instincts of a normal person who discovered this sort of reality was to immediately run away, pretending not to see what they just saw because they didn’t want to get involved.

The first love interest I went after was the Noble, but when I began to get an inkling of his true personality, I quickly lost enthusiasm. The Heroine was truly an angel for taking the time to listen to the dilemmas of that idiot. Either that, or she had mad skills to become a caretaker.

Fueled by a burning desire to sell back the game as soon as possible, I managed to get to his ending. The moment he saw the Heroine in her wedding dress at the wedding ceremony, the Narcissist only had one thing to say, “How beautiful…I am, reflected in your eyes.” I threw my controller at the floor.

HEY! Scenario writer. Are you stupid?

When we think it’s finally good and dead, you just had to make the illustration scene fade to black with those gawdawful words? That’s horror. If you were trying to create a romance game, you’ve just made a farce of the entire product with that single line.

Since all of the guys were like this from beginning to conclusion, it just wasn’t possible to find excitement anywhere. The gushing emotions you were expecting turned out not to be moe—it was the desire to kill. In the end, I felt like I had just taken a newly developed stress test.

It wasn’t just me, either. It seemed like everyone else felt the same way.

And yet, there was a reason why none of us could throw the game away.

Beyond the sparkling good looks that were the only appeal of the love interests, something called support characters brought joy to that world.

Unfortunately, the Heroine couldn’t get closer to them because they weren’t the original targets. Depending on the route, some of those characters’ names wouldn’t even appear.

For some unfathomable reason, though, they made a full set of normal love interests.

The most important part of all was that they had great personalities. I swear, it’s true.

The First Prince was intelligent and levelheaded. The narcissist Noble’s uncle was kind and gentle.

The Commander of the Royal Knights was a caring, handsome guy. The Cadaver Freak’s wizard rival was an enthusiastically hard-working person.

The shop assistant from the restaurant Assassin began working at after he changed his profession was a feminist who was nice to all women, and the Priest’s older sister was a beautiful woman prone to taking care of others.

How the hell did this happen?!

I’d like about an hour to interrogate the development team. Why did the specs for creating the support characters seem better than the love interests’ own on every level?!

The reason why I continued to push my way through the game was because of them. Maybe, just maybe, if I cleared the main guys, I could open up the routes for the support characters. That was the ray of hope I held on to.

But, it was hopeless. Their routes didn’t unlock. Or rather, there were never any locks in the first place.

Even with the image of despair steadily crushing my soul in mind, I persevered. There had to be at least one secret character!

From what I gathered on the net, I could safely say that just like me, the unlock everyone most hoped for belonged to my beloved Commander. Just for the chance to see his smile, I’d persevere through any agony!

I persevered…but I was betrayed, by God, and the development team.

When the number in the corner of the screen indicated that I had collected 100% of the scenes, I wept.

Gathering all of the memories and yet getting no unlocks, what remained was the realization of how much time I’d spent, and the game I’d wasted it on.

The sea of emptiness was vast. What the hell have you been doing, myself?

For the record, out of all the possible endings in the game, the most supported one was the Normal End.

Without getting close to any of the characters, the Heroine was unable to protect the peace of the world. Filled with despair, she quietly returned to her own world. If you’re wondering why an ending with a bad element in it is so popular, well…it was because he showed up in it. The Commander of the Royal Knights.

While the Heroine grieved over her lack of powers, he gently caressed her head and said, “It’s not your fault. Find happiness over there.”

Don’t make me fall for you even more!

Do you know how many times I’ve yelled at the Heroine, “Don’t go back!” as she went home with that never-changing apologetic look on her face?

Oops, I got off-topic. So, if we assume I was reborn in the world of that shitty game, it was inevitable that trouble will keep showing up.

If I wanted to live in peace, there were a lot of flags I needed to strike down.

Out of the six guys who were more trouble than they were worth, all I needed to do was aim for one and avoid his flags and what not. It was gonna be a headache-inducing situation, but…what choice did I have?

“……….”

Another big sigh escaped from the three-year-old me as I made up my mind.

I can do it!

For the chance to meet my beloved Commander! For the future!











*If anyone knows German or Germanic names and can help me figure out what these pseudo-German names are trying to be, please do! Otherwise, what you get is my own guesslation on top of an already made-up last name.


Chapter 2
The Reincarnated Princess’s Brothers.


“Brother, I have a request to make.”

When I first called out to him, First Prince Christof opened his ice blue eyes wide.

It was rare seeing anything on my older brother’s usually expressionless face, so I took a good look at his readily apparent surprise. He closed the thick book in his hand, returned it to the bookshelf, and then crossed the space between us to stop in front of me.

“How rare for you to come to me.”

Even though his words came off sarcastic, I could tell from his expression that he didn’t mean anything by it. In reality, me approaching him was out of the ordinary.

However, if you asked me to explain why that was the case, all I can say is it was an inevitability. It was not as if I had been avoiding him because I hate him.

In relation to Chris, my little brother Johan and I only shared half of his blood.

Christof was the son of the late queen, who died as soon as she gave birth to him. Johan and I were the children of the second queen.

As current queen, my mother harbored deep prejudice against my older brother because he was a living memory of the woman my father still loved.

It naturally followed that she never allowed us close to him.

I think I should just do what I please, but I had to wonder if that was really how a child would act.

My mother has also never been affectionate towards my little brother and I. If it wasn’t in front of Father, I’d be amazed she if ever spoke to either of us.

“Won’t you get scolded by my lady?”

“It doesn’t matter.”

“But…”

“I’m already five years old. If we’re talking about taking responsibility for my actions, I am capable of that.”

Dumbfounded, he called me by my pet name.

“Rosé…” 

He really was a great guy. Even though I was the daughter of the woman who treated him with such contempt, he was showing concern for my well-being.

If only someone would take a scrap of this guy, steep it in hot water, and force the Second Prince to drink it.

“Understood.”

Chris stared at me silently and for just a short span of time, his expression softened.

I can’t say that we’re close, but he was looking at me kindly, the way a grandfather would to his grandchild who’s all grown up. That’s impressive dignity for an eight year old, my royal brother.*

“What was it that you wanted to ask of me?”

He returned the main topic, not digging any deeper.

“Actually, it concerns Johan.”

“Johan? What happened to Johan?”

It’s not what happened to him.

“I wish for Johan to have the strictest, wisest tutors assigned to him,” I stated.

Chris became lost for words.

In UraSeka (Reverse World), the Second Prince of Nebel Kingdom, Johan von Wervard, was a love interest and also a major siscon.

The only person he loved was his older sister, Rosemarie. The only one he trusted from the bottom of his heart was Rosemarie. If she said jump, he asked “How high?” Even if a crow was black, if she called it white, he immediately declared it to be white. That was the type of loyal follower he portrayed.

The entire cause was wrapped up in his broken family background.

His father, the King, devoted all of his time to matters of state without ever sparing an ounce for his family. His mother was only interested in gaining her husband’s love.

And yet, so that Christof could never get close to her son, Johan was raised inside an enclosed and narrow world.

The maids acted as if they were touching something foul, and kept their distance. So that they didn’t risk upsetting him, all of his tutors went easy on him.

In the midst of all that, the only one who looked straight at him was Rosemarie.

It was inevitable Johan would become dependent on his older sister.

Or, so it seemed when it was someone else’s problem. When that burden fell on my own shoulders, I finally realized the truth—there must be a limit to everything.

Right now my little brother was four years old, and cuteness overload!

Wherever I went, he followed close behind. He resembled a baby chick, chasing after me with his toddling footsteps. There was no way he wasn’t cute.

But. He’s been a little strange lately.

If I leave his side, he starts to cry immediately. He also disliked it when anyone came close to me, but even when he got jealous, he was still cute!

However, he went too far when he attacked the maid whose only crime was catching me when it seemed like I was about to fall.

I mean, she was a maid. A girl. Even after I told him she was only helping me, it was terrifying how he didn’t hesitate to go after her. When she saw him grab the paper knife from on top of the desk, she started screaming her head off.

We only managed to get out of the situation without incident when I stood protectively in front her with my hands spread out.

No violence! No more YANDERE!

Something needed to be done with the strangeness that had recently come over my little brother, I decided.

“I have no right to request a favor of you, brother. However, even if I were to beg father, I do not think that he would accede to my wish for change.”

“…………”

The King has no expectations for his youngest son.

When he says he doesn’t have time for the Second Prince because he already had an heir beyond excellent, it wasn’t that I didn’t get it…I just wish he’d care a little more.

Johan has been spoiled rotten, and the tutors were negligent in their duty by not teaching him well enough. This applied to mother as well—I also wish she’d take more care in the choice of his tutors.

“What he needs is someone he can respect by his side. If I remain the only one who tells him when he’s done wrong, his world will only become more and more narrow.”

Honestly, it’d be a pain if his siscon symptoms got worse.

If Johan became a yandere on top of that, it’d be too much. My mental health wouldn’t be able to cope.

“If he finds it within himself to forgive you, in the future, he’ll…Johan will become a strong ally. Won’t you take it upon yourself to raise him with the utmost discipline?”

It had occurred to me that if Chris, as heir apparent, were to propose it to Father, there might just be a change.

Besides, when I thought it through, if my strict brother were the one to handle the approval process, I’m sure that the persons selected would make superb tutors. It was killing two birds with one stone. If luck happened to be on my side and my brothers got closer to each other—possibly resulting in Johan turning over a new leaf—that would also be one less worry on my mind.

“You are fine with this?”

“Of course,” I replied at once.

In Christof’s eyes, Johan and I must look co-dependent on each other. “If Johan moves out of his isolated world, can the sister who is left behind live by herself?” was what he thought.

Honestly, he needn’t have worried.

If Chris teaches Johan how to be independent, freeing me to move toward my goal, I’d be forever indebted to him.

“Even if we are separated, the fact that I am his older sister will not change.”

Dear little brother. Your sister will be watching over you from the grave…not! From a distance, so please grow up respectable.

“I see,” he muttered, sighing.

My brother smiled, unusually gentle.

Having never seen him like that before, I immediately closed my eyes in self-preservation. I can’t look! Against such a pure smile, my dead fish eyes were sure to get crushed.

Afterward, Chris proposed the idea to father, all of Johan’s negligent tutors were dismissed, and Chris appointed tutors of superior caliber in their place.

For Christof himself to personally get involved with Johan’s education, he was already raising him with plenty discipline.

Dear little brother… I’m begging you, so please, please grow up respectable!











* Terrible writing will be terrible, it’s not my fault. In fact, I’d like to argue and say that I’m doing a lot for the story! This is a mix of translating/editing/writing skills! It could read a lot worse!

Also, suspend your disbelief! Kids don’t talk this way? These kids are supposed to be royal, and, well, according the WN author, wise beyond their years or summat.


Chapter 3
The Reincarnated Princess’s Efforts.*


Well, then. Next up, I think I’ll strike down the flags belonging to that featherbrain of a narcissist.

Georg zu Eigel**. Heir to his family’s Margraviate, and also, Rosemarie’s fiancé.

Notice how smoothly I said that? I’ll say it again. Rosemarie’s fiancé, in other words, mine, in the future. Was that featherbrain.

AHAHAHAHAHAHA! I’m not kidding.

Even if he was that pitiful, I couldn’t sacrifice my own life for his.

I did feel a little guilty about the part of me that wanted to make an offering of him to the Heroine. If I was planning to hand him over, the least I could do was make him a better person.

In that case, the first thing I need to focus on was his childhood.

Just about every one of the love interests in the game had a sad past, and Georg was no exception.

Georg had fine platinum blonde hair like silk threads and amethyst eyes. His mother was a frail-looking beauty who seemed like she might break if you touched her, and like the cliché “beautiful people die young”, she passed away when Georg was around 8 years old.

The young child who lost his beautiful mother grieved and cried his heart out, and yet, there was no one to console that little boy.

His father, the head of the household, was also in despair over the loss of his beloved wife. Without a second thought for the son who had been left all alone, he drowned himself in ruin.

His younger brother—Georg’s uncle—stayed by his side as his support, desperately trying to get what remained of the head back on his feet.

Left to his own devices, Georg continued to search for traces of his dead mother.

Not letting the servants approach, he shut himself inside his mother’s room, and one day he found her inside the mirror.

Completely covered in his mother’s shawl, the living image of the mother who had been compared to a white lily in life shaped herself before the him—it was Georg himself.

Mirrors, the water’s reflection, glass—as long as he had something that reflected his image, he could meet his mother.

That’s the story of how Georg became a narcissist.

Honestly, it was depressing. Seriously depressing.

That that weirdo had such a sad past was pretty amazing.

But. In the present, his mother only had a weak constitution.

The first time I met her I was five years old and Georg was around six. I think I was supposed to meet with Georg as a candidate for marriage to see if we suited, but I quickly neglected him and became attached to his mother.

Sitting up from bed, she smiled at me while her husband stood at her side observing her with a worried expression, and then he introduced her to me.

“Please forgive our rudeness, Your Highness. My wife has a delicate body and her physical condition deteriorates during the seasons’ changes, so she cannot properly rise.”

“I am honored to have this privilege. I am the wife of Moritz, Emma.”

“I’m Rosemarie.”

Grinning broadly, I greeted Lady Emma with fascination.

She did have a fragile beauty, but when she smiled she resembled a young girl. It was so not fair. Who was this person, she was way too cute!

Using the fiancé candidacy as my excuse, my young self who fell in love with Lady Emma at this point came back to visit her many times.

If I think about it, having the princess stop by so often must have been a pain in the neck, but Lady Emma always greeted me with a smile on her face. “Miss Marie,” she affectionately called me, and treated me with love as if I were her own daughter.

Lady Emma was an angel. A goddess. Georg? What’s that, is it tasty?

After visiting her a few times, I discovered the reasons for why her body was so weak.

Point One. She wouldn’t eat.

On top of already eating very little, she had an unbalanced diet. Her favorite foods were fruits, and—like a child—she hated vegetables. I mean, the Lady Emma who hated carrots WAS cute but…proper nutrition is pivotal!

Point Two. She almost never moved around.

Basically, she passed the time by reading in bed or working on her embroidery all day.

In my opinion, because she never got any exercise, she couldn’t stomach a lot of food. In a so-called downward spiral, she couldn’t eat, so she lost her stamina.

Point Three. She never got sunlight.

She never stepped outside, so of course she wouldn’t.

Humans need the sun. I don’t remember very well, but it was supposed to be important for things like building stronger bones and stimulating the nervous system. Also, if you were always inside by yourself, you’d be bound to get depressed.

Overtanning wasn’t healthy either, but getting sunlight in moderate amounts was necessary.

When it came down to sicknesses, I couldn’t do anything about not being a doctor, but in Lady Emma’s case I was pretty sure she wasn’t suffering from a deadly disease. When the seasons change, there were a lot of things that prolonged her colds and made it easier for them to get worse. In that case, if we could get her body stamina up, we could probably avoid the tragedy set to happen in two years’ time.

In order to do that, I decided I’d need to enlist Georg and Julius—his uncle—in the effort to improve Lady Emma’s condition.











Yup, that’s it for chapter 3! Short! S!

*Strenuous Effort, if it’s not already clear after this chapter, in the sense that she’s making an effort to improve Emma’s chances of living. I don’t know. There’s another word used in a different title that can also be translated as “effort”, so I might have to change something eventually.

**Eh, I tried. If someone knows German and can tell me for sure though?


Chapter 4
The Reincarnated Princess’s Efforts. (2)


“Mother’s…meals?”

Georg tilted his head in confusion. The splitting image of his mother, he was so cute he could be mistaken for a girl.

“That’s right. I want to add vegetables.”

“But…mother hates…”

Georg seemed to be struggling to get the words out. Ya. I know your mother hates veggies.

“That’s what I’m saying. I’d like to create dishes so delicious even a veggie-hater can eat them. Do you have any suggestions, Master Julius?”

When I addressed him, Master Julius put his chin in his hand, lost in thought.

He didn’t have an androgynous appearance like Georg’s, but that of an ideal adult man’s. He had clear-cut features, small lips, and light brown hair that flowed down his back. Slightly sleepy green eyes softened the hardness of his masculine face.

“She doesn’t eat much to begin with. I think soup would be the easiest, but…my sister-in-law dislikes even that much.”

“What seasoning is used?”

“I think…just a little salt.”

The question was directed at Master Julius—smiling ironically to himself—but it was Georg standing next to him who answered before he could even form a response.

Just a bit of salt, huh? A veggie-hater would definitely find fault with that.

It occurred to me to make consommé, but I didn’t think it existed in this world. If we were to make it from scratch, it would take too long. I’ve tried making it once before in my past life—it required a lot of ingredients and painstaking effort, and I could remember vowing to never ever make the same mistake again while clarifying the broth.

It doesn’t seem like all of the same ingredients existed in this world, either.

“Oh…!”

I struck the palm of my hand with my fist. Standing next to me, Georg watched me with interest, but I ignored him and as I recalled a recipe.

How about a potage?

If it was that, even a veggie-hating child would be likely to eat it.

It wasn’t consommé, but at least we could make it. It would’ve been easier to have a mixer, but if we strained the soup we should get the same result. Best of all, you could make a variety of them.

Like potato and pumpkin, or stock and carrot. After she acquired a taste for veggies, cold soups like a fresh tomato gazpacho might be a good choice too.

I wondered if olive oil or wine vinegar existed?

Or maybe soy milk? How limited are the seasonings in this world?

“Master Julius!” I called in a loud voice as I edged up to him.

“What is it?” he asked, eyes rounded.

“Can I leave it to you to gather seasonings from other lands?”

Master Julius ran a trading business*.

Even if you’re born to a noble household, only the eldest son may succeed to a peerage. In order to test the strength of his abilities, Master Julius went down the path of trade and found that he had talent for it. Whether it was fermented foods from a small kingdom in the East, or textiles and threads—which are trade secrets only passed through guilds in the West—he focused on steadily increasing customer demand for goods that had not yet been noticed in our kingdom.

You’d call guys like him up-and-coming young entrepreneurs.

“Leave it to me. I am familiar with and deal in all sorts of salts and sugars, as well as many varieties of vinegars and oils. I have even begun to handle requests for a fermented product processed from fish.”

What was he talking about, fish sauce?

Damn… I was getting excited. Was there soybean soy sauce too? Mustard? Curry powder?

“Would you like to see?”

I was full of unsuppressed emotions and itching to get moving, and Master Julius looked at me with an impish expression.

The ideal man’s eyes were twinkling with laughter, like a child who just had a mischievous idea pop into his head. WTH! Was this family is trying to kill me with gap moe?

“With pleasure!”

After that, Master Julius and I convinced the Eicher family chef to try and recreate the recipe.

Lord Moritz was taken aback at my daily visits, but when he found out it was all for Lady Emma’s sake, he willingly accepted me into his home. He was a very devoted husband.

While I wondered what I should do with myself, I gave Georg—who looked as if he would cry—a special duty to carry out.

Every day, as much as possible, even if it was only for a little bit at a time, he was responsible for getting Lady Emma out for a stroll.

If it was at her adorable son’s request, she wouldn’t have the heart to turn him down. No, she has always been a kind person, so even if it was me, she probably couldn’t bear to disappoint.

Nonetheless, I thought it was important for mother and son to enjoy quality time with each other.

It could’ve been the weather or the climate, but that day, while paying particular attention to the condition of Lady Emma’s body, the length of their walks gradually increased, little by little. Lord Moritz and his servants were soothed by the figures of the two as they leisurely strolled around, admiring the flowers or the birds.

“I’ll add flowers and carvings until the garden is stuffed!” the husband thought. That was how much he loved his wife. This guy.

Then it came time for Lady Emma to taste the potage we had gone through trouble after trouble to make. Tears came to our eyes the moment she involuntarily exclaimed: “Delicious!”

I linked hands in delight with the chef who had worked so hard with us, and the overjoyed Master Julius lifted me up and spun me round and round. We were all in high spirits.

Lady Emma’s food intake gradually increased, and her complexion began to look better as well. Lately, she has even taken to having tea with me and Master Julius in the gazebo located in the corner of the garden.

When the seasons change now, she almost never took to bed anymore.

There was one more year until Georg turned eight. She hasn’t had a relapse yet, but…I’m sure it’ll be fine? I couldn’t help smiling with happiness when I saw the color on her cheeks, or how she’s filled out a little.

However.

This beautiful woman who smiled like a young girl suddenly threw a bomb at me.

“Miss Marie, when will you finally marry Georg?”

“………HUH?”

“Wha—…MOTHER!”

Georg—who sat next to me—turned bright red, then pale as a ghost.

CRAP…! I completely forgot I was supposed to break his Engagement Flag! I FORGOOTTT!!!!

It seems like the future had already been settled in their minds when I kept on popping up at their family residence. I’ve been so stupid, I’m about to strangle my own neck.

I might have destroyed Lady Emma’s Death Flag, but it has become desperate for me instead.

“I often chat with Moritz, telling him how much I look forward to the day you become my lovely daughter. He also sees you as his own, and these days he has been cheerfully saying he’ll turn Georg into a worthy young man who can match you well.”

What should I do? I had zero plans of marrying her son, but she was looking at me with eyes so full of expectations it was hard for me to tell her no.

It wouldn’t pain me so much if she was only hoping to establish a connection with the royal family or was doing it out of self-interest, but I could see nothing of the like in her smiling face.

Becoming Lady Emma’s daughter did sound attractive, but…

I couldn’t. I’ve already decided to dedicate everything I have to the Commander I still have yet to meet. Or perhaps I should say, in all honestly, this situation was so absurd my above-20-years-in-mentality self couldn’t manage to see the present 7 year old Georg as anything resembling a romantic interest.

Just when I had begun to sweat under the pressure, a helping hand came from the most unexpected place.

“It’s still too early, sister.”

Silent until now, Master Julius put down his cup, a wry smile on his lips.

“Oh my, do you think so?”

“Yes. Her Highness might seem wise beyond her years, but she’s still only six years old. There’s still plenty of time. If you keep mentioning marriage, you’ll only trouble her,” he scolded.

Lady Emma became dispirited.

“I see… I’m so sorry, Miss Marie. I hadn’t intended to make things difficult for you, but I suppose I was rushing too much.”

“No, please! It makes me very happy for you to say you consider me your daughter.”

In a panic, I decided to add more, but I had to hesitate a little before taking the plunge. If I dared to say it, now was the only chance I’d get.

“However…there is someone I long for.”

“Hah?!”

“What?!”

The first ones to respond to my words were Georg, then Lady Emma, and finally, Master Julius. Georg stood up with a pale face, Lady Emma’s eyes lit up, and Master Julius smiled, looking very interested.

  
    
      
    
  

“My! What sort of character is this person?”

I thought Lady Emma would be disappointed, but she actually took the bait with great enthusiasm. It seems like girls’ love stories are popular in every world!

Driving the guys away, Lady Emma persistently questioned me until I was at my wit’s end.

I still haven’t met the Commander of the Royal Knights, so I could only make a mess of my story. However, even though my responses were ambiguous, she seemed to understand.

Just as I was leaving, she smiled and said “I’ll support you!” so I’ve somehow or other managed to put that issue to rest…or so I’d like to think.


Chapter 5
The Reincarnated Princess’s Shock.


“Sisterrr!!!”*

“Aghh!”

One random day, afternoon. Since Lady Emma’s condition has vastly improved, I’ve been keeping my visits to the Eicher residence to the bare minimum, and have begun to throw myself into my studies with a passion.

I was heading for the library, and had just passed through the corridors facing the garden when a golden bullet slammed into my stomach.

“Sister, sister, sister!!!”

The true identity of that bullet was Johan. The mop of hair an even brighter shade than my own was grinding itself into my stomach.

Dear little brother. For heaven’s sake, please ease up. I’m afraid your sister’s internal organs are about to squeeze out through her mouth.

“Princess Rosemarie, are you hurt?”

“I’m fine.”

My guard knight stood behind me, at a loss. Oh, I guess he knew the golden bullet was the Second Prince, and that was why he couldn’t stop him.

While I was wondering what I should do with my dear, puppy-like little brother, another voice that wasn’t mine addressed him.

“Johan.”

“!”

Johan’s small body went ramrod straight in shock.

The one who appeared, carrying a wooden sword for training, was an intelligent and beautiful boy. It was my older brother, Christof.

“We were in the middle of training. Go back.”

The cold inflectionless way Chris said that was really intense. Though I knew intuitively he hadn’t meant those words for me, my spine instinctively straightened itself out as well.

Of course, in his surprise, Johan clung to me even harder. Why do children have so much strength in their hands? Big sis is seriously about to have her intestines regurgitated.

Lowering those ice blue eyes of his, Chris sighed, and Johan’s body jumped again. He was frightened by each and every one of Chris’s actions. Exactly what type of training were they doing…?

“How are you, brother? My deepest apologies, it seems like I’ve interrupted your training.”

I knew he wasn’t in a good mood, but I tentatively greeted him anyway.

Chris shook his head “no”. He stayed emotionless the whole time, but the eyes he turned to me were kind.

“It’s not your fault. For some time now, Johan has been very depressed at not being able to see you.”

It seems like once he saw me, Johan abandoned his training and started running in my direction.

I was careless. I’ll need to pay more attention to the paths and the times I take them.

“Johan.”

I bent my knees, looking into the face of my little brother who stood just a bit shorter than me.

Big, slanted upward eyes becoming damp, Johan said: “Sister?”

It wasn’t like the little brother who had become emotionally attached to me wasn’t cute. Even if he also happened to be spoiled, a crybaby, and a deeply jealous pain in the butt.

However, if I let him have his way here, nothing would change.

“Johan, apologize to our brother.”

“Huh…?”

My stern features reflected in his wide open green eyes.

Ohh, I’m so sorry, Johan.

But your big sis has decided to harden her heart against you. The time we’ve spent close together, just the two of us, has changed. I have my own world, and your have yours—we both need to make them bigger places for ourselves.

The useless sister who was only sweet to you is gone.

“Our brother is taking time out of his busy schedule to help you train. You insult his generosity.”

Apologize. When I said it again, Johan’s lovely face distorted in tears.

The hands seizing my clothes let go, and instead clutched tightly onto his own trousers. Holding back his tears, the tip of his nose turning red, my little brother hung his head and said in a small voice—

“I…I’m…sorr…”

“I can’t hear you. Raise your head, look at your brother, and say it again!”

“Ugh…”

The expression on the guard knight standing close to the petrified Johan became inscrutable. Chris was also staring at us in amazement.

I probably sounded so evil. Good.

Because I’ve decided to shift gears, going from the sweet sister to the Devil herself.

“I…’m srry…”

“Once more!”

“I’M SORRY!” Johan shouted in a loud voice, his back straightening with a snap.

My fierce expression finally softened.

Well done. Good boy!

Nodding in satisfaction, I turned to face Chris—

“……?……!!!”**

—and promptly froze on the spot.

I’m not surprised because Chris had accepted the loud apology with a wry smile, no.

Behind him was someone who had obviously been standing there for a while.

Wearing clothes that looked easy to move in, he also held a practice sword, one similar to the one Chris carried. He had probably been teaching Chris and Johan how to wield it. By the way, he was known as the strongest swordsman in the whole kingdom.

Spiky black hair, and dark eyes with a perceptive glint in them.

Everything was the same, from his fearless face to his jawline, and—with the stubble missing—he looked younger. No, he was young.

Looking up at him, I noticed a tight body with a good amount of muscles running up and down its length. This wildly handsome guy was observing me as if I were an amusing furry specimen.

“Bro…ther…”

“What’s wrong, Rosé?”

That’s not what you say after all this time.

Please, brother. Tell me it’s not true. That I just…became a different person. And made him misunderstand.

  
    
      
    
  

“Who…is that man?”

“Oh. He’s our sword instructor, and also a part of the Royal Knights.”

When Chris mentioned him, the man kneeled in front of me.

Taking my hand with reverence, he lifted it until his lips almost kissed the skin. His breath grazed my fingertips, and I stood transfixed in spite of myself.

“Please forgive this worthless servant his impudence for daring to approach you. I am a member of the Chivalric Order of the Royal Knights, Leonhard von Olsen, and undeserving of the great honor of your royal presence.”

The sweet, low voice I’d been dying to hear was speaking to me.

When I finally got the chance to meet him, I’d planned to bump into him a little and tremble cutely from embarrassment. He probably had the worst possible impression of me now.

(At the scene of the most important meeting in my life, you can find—…yes, I did it, I’m guilty!)




I’ve waited so long for this moment, and my first encounter with the future Commander of the Royal Knights was just shot by me.











*Why do I keep using “brother” and “sister”? Because they’re formal!

**Because we don’t have equivalents in English.


Chapter 6
The Reincarnated Princess’s Shock. (2)


Crap… I seriously wanted to cry.

Until the day we met, I’d planned to improve myself.

I hadn’t started looking for him yet because I assumed he wouldn’t have already joined the rank of the knights when I was still a child.

I mean, imagine it. A little girl strongly coming on to an adult man? It wouldn’t be effective at all.

At the start of the game, Rosemarie was around 15~16 years old, and Sir Leonhard was already 31. Even then it would’ve been shady for him to date her, so now it’d be completely out of the question.

And I’d thought it would be nothing but heartaches when I met him, but…

It was over. Not only did the unexpected happen, the way he looked at me with that knowing look on face? My romance was dashed against the rocks before it could even sail.

“Your Highness? What troubles you?”

“Eh… Ahh… It’s nothing.”

I shook my head, desperately holding in my spilling over tears. I withdrew my hand from the palm of his big hand, and took a step back.

“Sister? Do you hurt somewhere?”

Johan watched me, worried for me despite the fact that I had treated him poorly not so long ago. I smiled to show I was OK, but it might not be convincing enough, so I summoned a real smile for him. He relaxed.

My little brother was so innocent and kind—it pricked my conscience painfully.

Sorry, Johan…

Your sister is wavering, even though she had just decided to strengthen her resolve so that she could raise you right.

All she can think of in front of the guy she likes is smoothing over her blunders. It’s ugly and cowardly.

From now on, she’ll truly become a demon who won’t waver no matter who stands in her way!

Forcing the muscles to move, I plastered a smile on my face.

“I apologize for showing you something so unsightly. I am the First Princess, Rosemarie. I thank you kindly for watching over my brothers.”

Sir Leonhard looked at me strangely. His unexpectedly long lashes blinked several times, and he spoke to himself, singling out a single word.

“Unsightly…?”

“Sir Olsen…?”

“Excuse me. Err, Your Highness, do you refer to your brave display from earlier?”

It was foolish of me, but when he said “brave”, I held my breath.

My heart had broken and seemed like it would never recover. I had no idea what I stupid expression I was making now, but I hoped it wasn’t something I’d get teased for later.

“………”

Taking my silence as an answer, a soft look came into Sir Leonhard’s eyes. It was so unexpected I was struck by shyness, and he smiled faintly.

“My sincere apologies. To embarrass a lady is the deepest shame for a knight. However…I am aware of how impolite it will sound, but there is one thing I would add.”

“……?”

“When I saw Your Highness earlier, I found myself thinking…you were magnificent.”

“……!!!”

The moment his words penetrated through my brain, the beautiful sound of bells rung out, and the air became stifling hot in an instant. Obviously, I couldn’t see it, but I could tell that my face was boiling up. My ears were burning!

Oh, no, what do I do? What happened to my resolve?!

A scary sister is not supposed to be blushing! A demonic sister is not supposed to get carried away by romance, falling apart at the hint of a smile!

No matter what I yelled at myself, my body itself was honest.

Contrary to my wishes, the red tinge of my face seemed like it wasn’t in a hurry to leave, I was starting to become giddy, and my muscles were turning into jelly.

Lips trembling, all I could do was hang my head.

Sir Leonhard was pretty amazing.

In no time at all, he had me eating out of the palm of his hand so easily.

“Sister.”

“Johan…!”

I had completely forgotten that he was standing next to me.

WHAP! I turned my head to him, and a chill ran down my back. He sent me a withering look, the cold light in his blue eyes pure contempt.

Oh, shit. I guess he thinks I was making fun of him. While I gave him hell, in front of another man, I acted like a completely different person, cute and bashful. I’m a horrible human being. Fickle. A tease!

I’m a fool!!!

“Why are you blushing, sister?”

I never thought I’d ever see my cute little brother like this. Questioned by such a scornful voice, my words stopped at the lump in my throat. I wanted to apologize and say, “I’m sorry,” but I was sure it wasn’t enough for him to forgive me.

“Be-because…”

“Johan.”

Unable to watch as I mumbled, hemming and hawing, Chris cut into our conversation.

“Stop condemning Rosé.”

“But, brother!”

“I do understand how you feel, but you shouldn’t take your anger on her.”

Rebuked by Chris, Johan looked down, frustration written all over his face.

“All right.”

I-I’m sorry… I’m such a terrible person. Even though you don’t know what’s going on, I’m making you bear the brunt of everything. I’m really sorry.

“Throwing a tantrum and imprisoning her in a cage of guilt won’t do you any good, either. The current you should understand, right?”

Wait, what? What was Chris saying? How did it go from me messing up bad with my love craze to me needing to get locked up?

I couldn’t follow him at all, but Johan seemed to have no trouble. Suddenly looking very mature, he nodded his head in agreement.

“Yes.”

“Then let’s return to training. There is much to learn.”

Hey, hey, hey. Why do I feel like I’m being left out…?

“Sorry for the holdup. Let’s go, Leonhard.”

“Yes, sir.”

“See you later, Rosé. Sorry we troubled you.”

“Oh uh, not at all. Please work hard on your training…”

Christof and Johan turned on their heels, leaving me in the blank.

Chris left after saying goodbye, but Johan merely bowed. He must really despise me now. I was hoping to cure his siscon, but I never wanted to be hated like this.

Is this what they called reaping what you sow?

For some reason, Johan came to a stop in front of Sir Leonhard, his big eyes seeming to challenge the other man as he stared up at him.

“………”

Several seconds passed in silence.

Eventually, Johan left without saying anything, and began walking back to the training area. From behind, it looked as if Johan’s figure had gotten a bit taller.

I wonder if it was just my imagination?


Chapter 7
The Reincarnated Princess’s Evasions.


Author’s note: Nothing strong enough to warrant the story receiving an R-rating, but there are a few peculiar scenes here and there.

Please avoid if you’re squeamish.

[Yes, she means it. You have been warned!]



After the chance meeting, a few days later.

I’ve been diligently attending to my studies, day in and out. Now that I’ve met my beloved Commander, it was time to throw all of my energy into self-improvement again. That whole flag destroying matter could wait. Until the other love interests start gathering at the palace, business has been closed for the foreseeable future.

I want to believe that I can live in peace for a few years until the Wizard and the Priest make their appearances.

Johan was getting trained by Chris, and it was easy to see how he was changing. He stood a little taller, and above all, he looked different now. The spoiled crybaby who clung to me until recently has become more princely.

As for Georg, sometimes I’d visit Lady Emma and it was great fun listening to her gossip about his progress. The boy who used to look exactly like his mother was starting to become more manly these days.

Georg’s father and uncle were both taking a hand in training him for his future. Not only was he receiving a gentleman’s education, he was also devoting himself to learning the fundamentals of trade from Master Julius.

Were House Eigel to fall into ruin, Georg would still be able to support his wife and children, or so Lady Emma boasted, laughing.

Ruin, she said. It really was not as impossible as she was lightheartedly making it out to be. 

Anyway! Leaving aside the topic of Lady Emma’s natural airhead self, if those two turned Georg into a decent man, the flags affecting Rosemarie can be struck down by two.

If the unknown Priestess chooses Johan or Georg, either I won’t be put under house arrest for the rest of my life by one, or I won’t end up in a loveless marriage with the other.

All right. So far, so good!

“…………”

Once upon a time, I truly did believe that.

I’m currently cooped up in my room, reading a history book that had been assigned to me by the person teaching me history. There were a lot of archaic phrases, and I was struggling through while trying to hold a dictionary open in one hand, but…good grief, it was impossible to concentrate. I can’t do it!

Someone has been staring at me with a gaze so strong, it seemed like a hole might burn into the fabric of my clothes.

“…………”

No, I wasn’t being too self-conscious. I could feel it—that dreadful stare—and if I look over my books, for a split second, our eyes will meet.

Could you get lost!!

I was so worked up there was a stabbing pain in my stomach. It felt like I had an ulcer.

The criminal guilty of aggravating me these past few days was my guard knight, Klaus von Belmar.*

To tell you the truth, there was one guy I could have left alone in this world—the masochist Guard Knight.

With love interests lurking around every corner, it might seem strange that there would be someone who didn’t need to have his flags destroyed—but of course, there was a reason for that.

In the game, when it came to Klaus, he was “unable to act once he left Rosemarie’s side,” and destroying this flag—his inability to act alone—becomes an important premise in his story.

In the current world, Klaus was 18 years old.

He had short-cropped dark brown hair, a deeply chiseled face—strong eyebrows over beautiful deep green down-turned eyes, and a youthful smile that was popular with the young ladies. His smile really suited him, it freshened up his athletic look. Too bad it was going to waste.

The story of how Klaus came to be entrusted with Rosemarie’s protection happened a little before a year ago. It was too late to do anything for him by that point—he had already started showing masochistic tendencies.

Klaus is the second son to an earl. His free-spirited older brother, who had played without a care of his surroundings, proved taxing to their more reserved parents. This in turn influenced their choices in Klaus’s upbringing, not necessarily for the better.

So that they wouldn’t repeat the same mistake with their younger son, Klaus had an extreme upbringing—he became someone who could perform in everything flawlessly.

But, no matter how perfect he was, there were just some things he things he failed at. He was only human, after all. It was natural.

Unable to see things so optimistically, he blamed himself more than necessary. He tortured himself with criticisms…and before you knew it, his self-loathing had become a desire for self-punishment.

I didn’t really understand what clicks in the mentality of a masochist, but in his case it was probably his perfectionism tearing him apart. I do wonder if it was his anguish that did him in at the end.

As the years went by, his older brother began to settle down. Once their parents realized this and started focusing on him, Klaus enrolled to join the kingdom’s chivalric order and left home. Several years later, he became Rosemarie’s guard knight.

In other words, no matter what I try, Klaus’s masochism is something I can’t destroy myself. Unfortunately, when I think of the Priestess who could do something about it, I’m reminded that her whereabouts are still unknown. There was also an age gap between the two. I guess it was impossible from the start, so I had no choice but to give up for now.

There was another important reason why I need his flag to get destroyed, and that was because of…the twisted Master and Servant bond between Rosemarie and Klaus.

You see, Rosemarie von Wervard loved Klaus.

Not, not me. Until the very end, the in-game princess did.

It was almost inevitable that the young girl was drawn into a romantic relationship with the handsome guard knight. Klaus had always stood beside Rosemarie since her childhood. Nurturing the love-resembling longing in her heart, she did not confide her secret feelings to anyone.

Klaus himself had always thought of Rosemarie as a little sister. He cared for her deeply and it showed in the the way he protected her, but he held no romantic feelings for her. What finally broke the status quo was something that happened when Rose was 13 years old.

By chance, she witnessed a portion of his tryst with an older maid.

Rose was trying to hide under the covers when she overheard a heated dispute, repeating again and again. The argument seemed to be over a divorce or something of that nature. She was about to get out and call for Klaus when a SMACK! resounded throughout room. Shocked by the sound, she froze.

Peeping in the direction it came from, Rose found Klaus together with the maid. His cheek was red, and the maid held him in a tight grip. Ready to fly out and protect her knight, she froze once again at the contents of their conversation.

“You think you can live when I’m not here?! Is there anyone other than me who is capable of hurting you? Do you really believe you can be satisfied with a normal woman?!”

The words coming from the maid’s mouth left Rose in a daze.

She couldn’t understand what the maid was saying. There was no way a young child, must I point it out, would understand why someone would resort to violence.

However, far from refuting the maid’s claims, Klaus remained silent in her abuse. He was shivering as if he were intoxicated, and even the untouched side of his cheek was flushed crimson. There was a thick look of enrapture in his eyes, and before long the word “More…!” fell from his lips in a heavy, panting voice.

I flipped out at the TV screen.**

“What the fuck are you bastards showing to the innocent princess!”

Teeth grinding together, if I could have jumped into the screen, I would’ve covered up Rose’s eyes and ears, and ushered her out of the room. After that was accomplished, I would’ve exterminated those two without a hint of hesitation.

In the present world, there was a possibility that things could still go this way, but since I was Rose now there would be no point for it to. Sadly, life did not intend to go the way I’d like.

And so, by herself with no one to cover her eyes or protect her ears, an endless stream of thoughts ran through Rose’s mind. The culmination of all her reasoning was—if she could bring herself to inflict pain on Klaus, she would be able to make him hers.

That’s amazing, princess. After a repulsive scene like that, to say nothing of you not hating it, going so far as matching his preferences is not something anyone can easily do.

I’m sure it must’ve taken a lot of courage for her to summon the nerve to hurt the person she had always loved. Despite her trembling, Rose struck him in the face, and Klaus fell to his knees in shock.

Looking down on him, she said, “Klaus, you’re a filthy dog.”

Let me say it again. The princess was amazing.

Hauteur like that couldn’t be taught. She was born a queen. He had his breath taken away by the strength of her presence, not adoration.

“Pr-Princess Rosemarie! I…I was—”

“Silence! I don’t recall permitting a dog to speak my name!”

Once more, she struck Klaus, who was creating desperate excuses, with the palm of her hand. At this point in time, I could see a new nature emerge from Rose.

“I’m your master, aren’t I, doggie?”

It was the moment the princess became a sadist.

This was how Rose and Klaus threw away their affectionate siblings’ relationship, and became bound by the twisted ties of a master and her servant.

I myself supported this new development. If anyone asked me why, I’d answer they matched each other well. Like they say, for every man, there was a woman. Or, “every Jack has his Jill.”

As long as they were both happy, I had no problems with it. However, Klaus always regretted warping the innocent princess he had protected for so long, and that regret left an opening for the Heroine to get into his heart.

When Klaus and the Priestess finally got together, the princess was so sad I couldn’t bear to look at her, but…now I encourage it!

C’mon! Make my day! Have at him, Priestess!!!

I had no intention of becoming a sadistic princess! While I’m at it, I’ll even swear for all eternity I had no intention of falling in love with him.

All the more reason for the two of us to keep our harmless relationship.

Whatever fetishes Klaus may have, it didn’t change the fact that he was a talented and excellent guard knight. I’m saying I’ll try my best not to step into the dark side of his personality, so it would be nice if we could build a relationship with good boundaries.

Klaus had wanted to conceal the fact that he was a masochist, so for it to go any further, Rose would have to expose it first. Let’s stay like siblings forever, it would be better for the both of us!

Or, that was what I thought.

So why has he been making funny eyes at me?!

Until just a few days ago, he was still that refreshingly fine young man, wasn’t he? Maintaining the perfect distance—not too close, and not too far.

What in the world made him start throwing those smoldering looks my way?!











My TO is so unfortunate, hahaha. She does keep me sane, though. I love her lots.

Translating this chapter was excruciating! Do you know how bad it was seeing the young princess in a situation like that in my mind’s eyes? Really bad! And, working on this series, I’ve come to realize that the guys are actually pretty sad. Good thing their prototypes are such fails. It’s great!

*My stat counter says I have visitors from Germany!

**Why is a TV screen being mentioned all of a sudden? MIKORIN CAN EXPLAIN! If you still don’t get it, don’t ask me!


Chapter 8
The Reincarnated Princess’s Evasions. (2)


“…………”

Calm down. Be rational, Rosemarie.

You still haven’t confirmed if Klaus has an interest in you yet.

There must be a reason why he keeps looking at you. Maybe you have bed hair, there’s a piece of lint on you, or bread crumbs on your face.

What else can it be? Please, let it be that!

I made up my mind and decided to call him.

“Klaus.”

“M—, m’lady!”

For a second there was a hitch in his throat, all expression clearing off his face before he answered. You couldn’t tell at all from looking at him that he had a certain fetish.

I gulped in a breath of air, and gave it to him straight, “Is there something on my face?”

I didn’t want to prolong this deadlock any longer. The way things have been lately had my stomach hurting so bad, you’d have to excuse me from suffering.

So, Klaus. No need to hesitate. Just hurry up and tell me if there is something there. Bread crumbs? A piece of lint? Or perhaps, a sweet potato fry?

We stared at each other. With great reluctance on my part, but it would have been too unnatural for me to look away. I waited, trying to keep my face from twitching as much as possible.

After seconds, or a decade’s worth perhaps, had passed in heavy silence, aggravating my stomach ache even more, Klaus finally opened his mouth.

“No.”

Oh, I see! So there was nothing on my face!

Then I wanted you to answer immediately, you son of a bitch!

Mouth open on his nervous face, Klaus broke eye contact and looked down. I thought I spotted a faint tinge of color on his cheeks, but it must be my imagination. Today’s weather was great, but I suppose it was a tad warm. That explained it!

“In that case, don’t just watch me, observe your surroundings as well. You’re not only a guard to watch over his charge!” I reprimanded.

Klaus gave me a salute. “Yes, m’lady!”

Wai—…why do you look so happy. Stop, don’t look at me with sparkles in your eyes! You weren’t actually receiving a reward!

Or rather, hey, self! Don’t skirt around the topic!

Wearing a poker face, I shrieked in my mind. I mean, this guy just didn’t get it. He was way too messed up! Why would he look so happy getting dressed down by a little girl who probably knew nothing about guards or fighting?

If reprimanding him and hitting him was ineffective, what else could I do? Should I try reverse psychology instead? Maybe petting him? Handing out the compliments??

I silently fell into confusion.

On the other side of the desk, I felt like I was confronted with a wild animal or some unknown life form, and I was blindly treading with my instincts. If I made one wrong move it would be the end for me. Hands folded tightly under the desk, the back of my neck broke out in a cold sweat for the first time.

In the end, what did I do?

“I’m going to the library.”

I ran.

Laugh at me for deserting in the face of the enemy if you want.

Because I’ve had enough of this pain inducing atmosphere!

The maids were watching us attentively from a distance, and Klaus probably wasn’t even aware of them. I would definitely prefer to study in peace!

Taking my assigned book and dictionary, I left my seat.

Phew, I sighed quietly, and didn’t even notice for several seconds. That the danger I had been planning to evade was, in fact, not something I could evade at all.

“I will accompany you.”

“…………”

Oh yeah, that was how it went.

He was my guard knight, so obviously he’d go where I go, right! You’re such an idiot, Rosemarie. AHAHAHAHA.

With sunken eyes, I walked through the corridors, and following me was a perv—…err, a guard knight.

“Ugh, he can be whatever he wants!” I sulked, but then I realized what I was seeing through the windows, and my feet stopped moving.

Below I could see the training area.

My energetic little brother was hard at work again, training with my older brother. Johan, who was still a head shorter than Chris, looked like a mythical dwarf next to the giant figure of Sir Leonhard. I kept worrying he would get crushed underfoot.

It was hard. I’ve always been next to him, and I still hadn’t gotten used to this distance between us. Even if he fell down, I couldn’t help him get up anymore, and that acute sensation of loss made me feel a little sad.

But no, no, this was what I wished for. I wasn’t allowed to complain. Even if he hated me now, it was a consequence of my decision, so I needed to deal with it.

Forcing myself to look away, I was about to move again when I looked up and noticed the man in front of me.

I clashed eyes with Klaus, who had a eerily warm look in his.

I paused.

What was this disappointing guy looking at?

Couldn’t her Royal Highness make a few funny faces? 

“What.”

Ya lookin’ at me, punk?! I menaced him with cold glare, but Klaus didn’t wipe that look or smile off his face.

“Princess Rosemarie you are…a very kind sister.”

What’s wrong with you?

Or rather, you were there with us the other day when I was scolding Johan. What the heck are you saying when you saw the way I treated him?

“Your flattery is unwarranted.”

Giving him a suspicious glance, I started moving.

I knew I was treating him poorly, but I had no idea when I’d step on a landmine, so I didn’t know how to tread around him.

But far from being discouraged, Klaus kept talking to me as he followed behind. He was seriously a nut.

“It is not flattery!”

“Is that so?”

“Princess Rosemarie, I have only been serving you for a year and eighteen days—”

How accurate…

“—and four and a half hours, but—”

Accurate! And creepy!

“—I know how the people around you weigh on your mind, how anxiously you worry about them, and what a truly beautiful heart you have.”

Shaken up, I responded without intending to, “Y-you think too highly of me.”

My turmoil was in no way brought about by embarrassment from his praise, nor accompanied by the giddy emotions of a young girl infatuated. It was fear. I was getting pulled in.

I’m begging you, please don’t pull me to the dark side!

Nevertheless, the guard knight who couldn’t seem to sense the mood denied my statement enthusiastically. “That is not so.”

I was too scared to look over my shoulders, but he was probably smiling at me right now.

Please, sense the mood! I’m pale as a ghost and my voice is shaking. No matter how you look it, you can’t possibly interpret it as embarrassment, so get a clue already!

“Your Highness, I know you believe that if you truly care about His Highness, it is your responsibility to be harsh to him when time calls for it, I truly do. It is a bitter pill to swallow, and I greatly sympathize with your plight.”

“Klaus, that’s enough.”

“The other day, you were so awe-inspiring and beautiful…”

I told you to stop, didn’t I? Listen! Listen to me!

I’m desperately sending you my thoughts!!!

“This is my sincerest belief. Your Highness, there is more to you than the young, cute princess.”

Oh, NO. I was getting chills. I seriously had a bad feeling about this.

Coming to a halt, I turned around. Klaus was looking at me earnestly, eyes blazing with conviction, and I unconsciously held my breath.

My premonition reached its peak, and alarms went off in my head.

“Princess Rosemarie, it is my wish that you too will become my maste—”

I interrupted him.

“Klaus!”

Because I rarely ever raised my voice, Klaus stared at me in surprise, but that wasn’t my concern. For the sake of destroying a frightening flag, I can throw off the persona I’ve diligently cultivated anytime.

I mean, this guy was starting to talk about masters!

In the scene where he changed the way he addressed her from “Princess Rosemarie” to “Master”, Klaus vowed absolute devotion to her. Because it vividly recalls the dodgy relationship between the two, it became a taboo word to me.

“You shouldn’t say something so thoughtless,” I told him in a crushing voice. If I relaxed, my voice would shake. 

I want to escape. I really want to get away.

I don’t know what’s wrong with him anymore.

Why are flags raising on their own when I’ve done nothing to make it happen? Why does this keep happening to me? Unavoidable Events are way too hard. This isn’t easy—it’s seriously scary.

“Your master is my father. Not me.”

“…………”

Hey, don’t look so dissatisfied.

I’m begging you, listen to me! Also, don’t come any closer.

“By order of the King, you were forced to babysit his daughter.”

“That is not—”

“I do not ask for any more from you. Therefore, you should also take that into consideration.”

“Princess Rosemarie…!”

I was being obstinate, so Klaus got impatient and took a step forward.

Wait—…ho-hold up! Calm down…actually, just stay away!

“I understand that you sincerely wish to serve me. However, if the person receiving your words had held ill-will towards you, the meaning of your words would have changed, and they might have interpreted it as dishonest instead.”

He made a sound of surprise.

“You have already sworn allegiance to the King, and therefore upon me as well. That is exactly why you should stop saying such thoughtless words.”

“Princess Rosemarie…”

I stared at Klaus, wanting to make sure we were agreed.

He was silent.

Great. He seemed to be getting it.

My official stance was, “Stop saying things with double meanings that can make people doubt you,” but it was all a cover for, “Don’t call me your master.”

I may look composed, but my thought processes were dripping with cold sweat. Ahhh—…hurry up! Sorry if I never want to have another heart attack inducing exchange like this again.

I walked away, pretending not to see the questions lingering on his face.


Chapter 9
The Reincarnated Princess’s Bewilderment.


The carriage shook me to and fro, but I was in Heaven. There were two reasons for this.

Reason one. I went out today to celebrate Georg’s 9th birthday.

 My former fiancé candidate may have turned a year older, but that doesn’t mean I’m the type to celebrate each and every occasion.

This time, however, it was special.

Georg turning nine meant that Lady Emma’s Death Flag—she was supposed to die when he was still eight years old—has been completely destroyed.

Today, she was laughing robustly. We had tea, and she grumbled about how she’s gotten a little plumper, but with great cheer.

I’m so glad. Really, I’m happy for them.

“…………”

The person inside the carriage with me smiled slightly.

When I looked at him, his eyes were crinkling gently as he looked back. Calmly, he lowered his eyes and bowed his head.

“My apologies.”

“It’s fine.”

I shook my head.

I wouldn’t take offense simply because he laughed. Or, how do I put it? When he laughed earlier, I knew he wasn’t laughing at me.

I’m simply filled with curiosity. What exactly did I do to make him laugh?

As if he had read my dissatisfaction, he continued his explanation. “Your Royal Highness, you were smiling so happily, I could not help myself.”

It was infectious, his impish eyes told me.

Unable to meet his unreasonably tender gaze, I looked down.

Even if I can’t see for myself, my face must be bright red.

I can’t help it, I like him. If the person I like the most smiles at me this nicely, of course I’d be tickled pink.

This guy—Sir Leonhard—holds my heart in the palm of his hands, after all.

“Will you forgive my insolence?”

“Of-of course.”

For a moment, I stammered over my words, but I managed to smooth over my glitch.

I repeated orders inside my heart to stay calm, calm! as I breathed in short breaths.

“Rather, the one who should apologize is me. I’m truly sorry for interrupting your day with my selfishness.”

“Please, say no more. There is no need to apologize to me.”

“But…”

“This is my personal work. Take no notice of it.”

Work. It was as he said.

There was no other reason for him to escort me above work. It was so obvious I scolded myself for getting depressed. You should be happy you can even be together like this.

By now I think everyone knows the second reason why I’m on cloud nine.

And that’s because Sir Leonhard is my guard for the day.

My real guard is Klaus.

However, sorrynotsorry, today he had a previous commitment at his parents’ home and had to leave. His older brother was getting married, an auspicious occasion.

Go on, go on, have fun at home. You take your time, no need to hurry back!

Though I was sending him off with a light heart, Klaus was still unwilling to go.

His excuse? On the same day, I had plans to travel outside.

If you were only staying inside the castle, then I can agree to relinquishing my duty once in a while. However, if it involves traveling outside, then that is a completely different matter, Klaus grumbled.

He became even more reluctant to leave when he imagined something happening to me en route.

I can only entrust your life to a knight of more skill than myself, he continued to grumble.

I think he was trying to brag about his position as one of the top five most powerful guys in the royal knights.

I am happy he worried for me, but…my urge to kill was welling up. He’s an honest to goodness full blown stalker, not to be trusted.

His flags were the only ones I couldn’t destroy myself, so I’ve stopped trying to.

Since the second son can’t be absent on the long-awaited day of the wedding, and I also had immediate need to confirm the destruction of Lady Emma’s Death Flag with my own eyes…

I guess I have to wait, I decided.

But there was a man standing nearby who couldn’t bear to watch my troubled expression and he offered up his own name.

That man was Sir Leonhard.

Even Klaus can’t possibly find fault with the greatest swordsman in the entire kingdom, and he reluctantly left for his parents’ home.

I did feel guilty for troubling Sir Leonhard with my problems. I am sorry, but… Dare I say it? Great going, Klaus! Good job!

Also, thanks for sharing your happiness with others, Klaus’s big brother!

“Besides,” he said.

“?”

“As a bonus, I get to escort the pretty princess. There is no man alive who would not be happy to.”

“!”

H-how smug, but it suited him.

The destructive power of a smile on Leonhard’s face was beyond measure; after all, it was a face that defied approach, if not a downright fearsome one. He’s one of those so-called gap moe guys. If he turned those seductive eyes on her, there’s no woman alive who would not fall in love with him.

It goes without saying, I fell long ago.

If it was Sir Leonhard, no matter what he asked of me, I wouldn’t be able to say no to him. He could do no wrong in my eyes. Even if he uprooted me, I could still grow.

That’s what I say now, but if he starts to spout the same lines as Klaus, I’ll definitely, completely ignore him.

“I must remember to thank Klaus. He should be arriving at home right about now. I can just imagine that bitter look on his face.”

“………”

I came crashing back to reality at Sir Leonhard’s merry words.

Klaus will definitely be a pain in the ass once he returns, won’t he…?











Short chapter, very. Ahh, poor Klaus. Everyone makes fun of him. Including me!

He’s such a grumble bear! Or, is he…?! Stay tuned, find out what he is next chapter!


Chapter 10
The Reincarnated Princess’s Bewilderment. (2)


I’m not a very expressive person, so I’m sure I looked as emotionless as ever. If there ever was someone who excelled at reading expressions though, and was well-attuned to the worries of others, then that person would be Klaus. I smiled bitterly at the thought.

“Is Klaus causing trouble for you, Your Highness?”

“What does that mean?”

“Exactly what it means,” Sir Leonhard said quietly, eyes calm.

I couldn’t sense an ulterior motive, but this was too different from anything I had ever experienced in the game. I couldn’t read between the lines at all. Why in the world, for what purpose exactly, was he asking me that?

Were my words being influenced by Klaus’s behavior?

Dumbstruck, I didn’t know what to say. I just knew I didn’t want to lie to him.

Trying to relax, I took a few short breaths and said, “If I said I had no problem, it would be a lie.”

“…………”

Sir Leonhard smiled wryly at my answer, and had nothing to say. His calm eyes gently urged me to continue.

“He’s an excellent guard; I have no complaints to offer. I have also never doubted his ability. However, he’s too overprotective.”

At heart, Klaus was a submissive man.

But if a little danger was thrown into the mix, he’d become completely different. This outing was a good example.

“Klaus is overprotective?”

“Yes. In his eyes, I must look extremely fragile. As my protector, he would probably want to go as far as shutting me in an ivory tower—he’s that tender-hearted. But, I’m an individual with my own will. There’s no way I’d ever consent to letting myself get locked up for my ‘safety’!”

I became increasingly upset the more I talked.

Watching me, Sir Leonhard’s smile somehow became even more wry. He looked like he was trying to soothe a baby having a tantrum, and it was a splash of cold water to the face.

I was mortified. Venting all of my pent-up frustrations onto an unrelated party was something only a child would do. 

“No. You are not that weak.”

“What…?”

“Klaus is not the type of man to so easily pledge himself to a delicate princess whose only quality is her beauty.”

The smile disappeared from his face as he watched me, who had been rendered speechless.

The low tone of his voice deepened with emotion.

“In your presence, he may seem like a dog, but…”

D-dog…?

What an ominous word. If we’re talking dogs, I like Border Collies. Or, Shetland Sheepdogs. I don’t have a hobby of keeping grown men as my pets!

“His true nature is that of a wolf. Even if his master is the only one he cannot bring himself to bite, he is actually a beast who cannot be tamed.”

“……………”

I couldn’t bring myself to make fun of him and say, “Can’t you tame him if you’re a sadist?”

The truth is, anyone who looked at the current Klaus would think, “He’s amazing.”

As mentioned previously, Klaus is one of the top five most powerful knight in the chivalric order. If you considered his age, being promoted to the princess’s guard meant that he’d risen incredibly fast in his career.

Our kingdom’s chivalric order was exceptional for stressing the importance of ability over social standing. Precisely because of that, there were a lot of off-putting jealousies floating around. There may be no one foolish enough to display it in front of the princess, but I knew he was stealthily targeted from the shadows.

However, Klaus wasn’t the refreshing guy he seemed to be. He elegantly dodged violence, and returned insults twofold. He crushed those comrades who would make a foe of him so hard they never dared to come back.

Was there still any meaning to him being a masochist?

Would a masochist be this aggressive? Or, are sadism and masochism really two sides of the same coin? Yeah, I could hardly understand what I’m saying myself.

“Having tamed that beast, you cannot possibly be weak. You are honorable, a princess who would never allow herself to simply be protected. However, sometimes, that can be dangerous.”

“………?”

Dangerous?

Because I looked weak, I didn’t look dangerous?

I have no idea what he wanted to say. What did he mean when I’m not weak, but dangerous?

I don’t know if he noticed my bewilderment or not, but Sir Leonhard continued to look at me with admonishing eyes.

“You are someone who stands on her own feet, thinks with her head, and can accomplish the tasks she sets her mind to. But, there is a limit to how much a person can do on their own. Please, rely on the presence of the people around you a little more.”

I blinked several times in response to his unexpected words.

“But, I do…”

There was staggering little I could do with my own power. I knew that, and did indeed intend to rely on others. Take today. Even though it was selfish of me, I had Sir Leonhard escort me around.

He didn’t seem to agree, though.

Sir Leonhard shook his head.

“More. You do not do it enough. Klaus feels the same, which is why he becomes overprotective.”

“……………”

Even if Sir Leonhard was the one saying that, I couldn’t just nod my head in agreement.

I also had my position as princess to consider. I couldn’t just thoughtlessly expose my shortcomings.

But, even more than that, I had no idea how to determine how much I should explain, or to what extent I should rely on others.

Who in the world can I share the future that has not happened yet with?

I obstinately hung my head, and Sir Leonhard smiled wryly again.

“Please, keep these words somewhere in a corner of your mind.”

I honestly didn’t think that I would remember the disappointment in his voice or his words until much later.

That is a story for the future, several years later.











You know what that means? TIME SKIP!!!

And yeah, I said it’d take me 4-7 days, plus/minus 2 to translate this chapter. That was before all of your comments began wondering if Leonhard was a lolicon or not. I thought it’d be better to release this chapter and let you guys interpret it how you will.

My opinion? No, he’s not. He’s quite cool, darn him!


Chapter 11
The Reincarnated Princess’s Determination.


“Check.”

THMP. With a hard thunk, the White King’s means of escape were cut off.

Groaning in despair, I glared at the board.

Wasn’t there any way to make him live?

Even with the wheels spinning inside my head, I couldn’t find a way out.

It was too late to try and pull anything. My small brain couldn’t find a way to let the poor king escape.

Teeth grinding, I managed to endure my frustration, and let it go with a sigh. Tipping over the piece of the king with a finger, I muttered in a small voice, “I give up.”

Ahhh, geeez, I’m sooo pissed off!

How many times have I had to forfeit because of my childish tactics? Actually, no need to ask. I knew how many times without having to count on my fingers. 32. My game record was riddled with consecutive losses; I was so upset I could hardly forget.

Did I make a wrong move? I studied the board intently, and the sound of stifled laughter reached my ears.

Feeling humiliated, I couldn’t help scowling as I slowly looked up at the person in front of me.

If you know anyone who loses and feels good getting laughed at by the winner, I’d like you to tell me.

“It’s bad form to laugh, brother.”

“Sorry.”

Christof slowly narrowed his light blue* eyes, the deep pitch of his laugh sounding very adult.

My brother just turned 13 years old the other day, so it wasn’t that surprising.

He sat with his hands folded on his lap, his body deeply sunken into the couch. He now has a maturity and sex appeal that he didn’t possess as a child.

“Rose, you show your feelings very easily.”

“Do you think so?”

Hmmm. I lightly poked my cheek with a finger.

That’s the first time anyone’s ever said that.

Just like Chris, my facial muscles don’t really get put to work. I’m really grateful when they don’t show how unsettled I am, but I always think I’d be cuter as a girl if my expressions were a little more lively.

“When you’re upset, it’s written all over your face.”

“…………”

“I only started noticing it when we played chess, but you really hate to lose.”

He hit the mark so easily, I pouted and turned my face away.

“Because I’m not winning at all.”

I did hate to lose. I knew it, too. I didn’t actually like conflict, but so long as I was playing I wanted to win. Even if my opponent were my older brother, I wouldn’t hesitate to beat him to a pulp.

I don’t need to be cute. I’ll knock down all of my foes with girl power!**

“Your moves are too tame. You need to remember to be a little more forceful.”

His reasoning made a lot of sense, so I didn’t say anything.

Only during times like this did I find my beloved older brother odious. He was a little…no, because he was particularly blessed with beauty, he’d become very overbearing—I’m exaggerating.

Even though he was good-looking, he wasn’t excessive, and was actually a hardworking person. He seemed aloof, but he was kind to his younger brother and sister.

Damned brother! He’s so perfect I can’t even diss him inside my heart! What a cheat!

In his few moments of spare time, he’d come by and play chess with me as a way to check up on me.

Last year, Johan went to our neighboring kingdom to study, so Chris has been worried that I’d be lonely.

Damned brother! (second time)

Not only do you have the looks, you’re also nice! Are you the hero of some freaking shoujo manga! What are you, a prince! Oh right, you are a prince!

“I’ll practice until the day I can have an even match with you, brother.”

Even though I was sulking a like a sore loser, my brother smiled at me gently.

Really, he’s such a cheat.

Worrying if there was a double meaning behind my losses, I began to tidy up the pieces. I had assumed Chris would return immediately, but he started helping me.

Even when I said, I’ll do it, he refused.

“I want to talk with you,” he said.

About what?

I tensed up nervously at the sudden change.

Please don’t point out my flaws again, I silently wished.

“Before long, we’ll be receiving wizards.”

“Wizards…?” I repeated, stunned.

A wizard, meaning that wizard??

The one who was a love interest, liked corpses, and traumatized me? That guy?!

I thought I still had a long way to go until we met, so it was a big shock.

In my mind, I could clearly picture the scenario for his Bad Ending.

Believing he had been betrayed by the Heroine, the Wizard murdered her, then froze her body. While it was not in his habit to laugh, he was smiling in ecstasy, kissing the Heroine who had been turned into an ice sculpture, and said, “I love you most when you don’t say a thing.”

The art for that scene was extremely gorgeous, so it was really popular with some. I didn’t feel the same.

I mean, according to his words, the Heroine’s character was completely irrelevant to him? In a roundabout way, he was saying that he only cared about her face and body??

Furthermore, the Wizard’s Bad Route was very weird. If you wavered even a little, it was instant checkmate.

You weren’t allowed to doubt or be afraid of him, either. If you were too compassionate, that was also the end. In order to get on his True Route, you must carefully balance yourself on an extremely thin and unstable tightrope, painstakingly struggling on until you got to the goal.

As evidence of entering his Bad Route, the Wizard will smile and the story will become traumatizing. Even though he never once smiled in his True Route, in the Bad Route, he was grinning ear-to-ear from beginning to end. It was terrifying.

Holding onto my stomach, which had begun to hurt again, I continued listening to Chris.

“Their names are Lutz Eilenberg and Theo Eilenberg. No doubt they’ll start as apprentices, but they’ve been placed under the tutelage of Miss Artmann, your teacher.”

Apprentices, huh.

Well, for appearance’s sake, they had to be called that.

Lady Irene von Artmann was my teacher in the study of medicine and astrology. She was also a wizard directly employed by the royal family.

With her austere beauty and slender frame, it was hard to tell how old she was. Outwardly, she might have been in her early twenties, but judging by her manner of speech, she was obviously someone much older than my own mother.

Btw, mother turned 30 recently.

I’d like to say the the skills of a wizard was limitless, but the wizards in this world actually differed a little from the ones who appeared in fantasy media.

There were no flashy spells like Kaboom, Ultima, or Cyclone.

Borrowing the power naturally dwelling inside your spirit, you can call forth fire or water, but it would be weak—fire as big as a lamp, or as little as a spring of water. Furthermore, power oozes out in a small trickle, so you couldn’t build it up.

However, even that amount of power was rare.

The majority of wizards either had green thumbs and could raise all sorts of trees and flowers, studied medicine, predicted the weather, or took up jobs as doctors and healers. 

The strength of magic is gradually weakening, and will someday disappear entirely from this world. It’s quite rare for anyone to be born with the “real thing”.

That’s why the two of them are definitely out of the norm.

One was Lutz Eilenberg, the Wizard love interest.

He was one of those rare geniuses, and could manipulate water magic at will.

The other was Theo Eilenberg, a support character who deeply affected Lutz’s route, and had the promising makings of a great fire-attribute wizard.

By the way, their last names are the same, but they’re not brothers. They both came from the same orphanage, and “Eilenberg” was the family name of the priest who raised them.

The reason why they had been sent to the royal palace was for “surveillance”, and also, their “protection”.

In a world where magic has largely dried up, guys like them who possessed a lot of power are seen as heretics.

If they incited fear in the people, they might become the targets of a witch hunt. Before that happened, the kingdom intended to protect them, instruct them in the correct usage of their powers, and train them to support the kingdom in return.

“They’ll be learning beside the same teacher, so you’ll probably have a lot of opportunities to meet. Treat them well.”

Honestly, I was afraid of meeting them, but I can’t not meet them.

This time’s love interest has no direct connection to Rosemarie. Even if the Priestess were to go after the Wizard, it wouldn’t influence Rose’s future at all.

However, if he were left to his own devices, we were in danger of corpses piling up.

Ultimately, I’d feel guilty about knowing and pretending not to see. If I did ignore the issue, I wouldn’t be able to live with myself for the shame.

I refuse to pay for that crime for the rest of my life.

“Yes, brother.”

I meekly nodded.











*The author uses indigo here, but it’s been mentioned as light blue before. There must be a limit to how many platinum blondes and indigo-eyed characters there are, surely???

**She’s SO cute!


Chapter 12
The Reincarnated Princess’s Endeavors.


It’s all good to prepare myself for the worst, but could two people who didn’t even know how to control their powers meet with the princess?

The doubt did occur to me, but it proved to not be a hindrance at all several weeks later.

Even if they were allowed to meet me, I thought it wouldn’t have been until they had studied with Miss Artmann for a while, so I was surprised to suddenly find two boys in front of me with chokers on their necks.

Set with a precious stone, those chokers were effective at moderating magic strength, and with it installed, only 30% of the boys’ powers were useable.

“Pleased to meet you for the first time, Your Highness. We have been honored with the opportunity to study magic under the tutelage of Lady Irene von Artmann. I am Theo Eilenberg.”

Theo Eilenberg was an impressive young man with fiery red hair, and eyes with an unusual mix of red and black.*

He had strongly sun-tanned skin, a cheerful smile, and a large frame unthinkable on a 13 year old. It would be more appropriate to say he better fit the role of a soldier.

“I’m Lutz Eilenberg.”

The slender pretty boy who subduedly introduced himself had nearly-white silver hair, porcelain skin, and deep indigo eyes.

They were supposed to be the same age, but you could say he was Theo’s exact opposite in many ways.

Treated like a monster all his life, he was defiant and on the verge of becoming misanthropic.

But, he hasn’t become twisted yet.

Okay. I’ll need to create an opportunity to put a dent in his flag!

Well, it’s all fine and dandy to say that, but…Lutz was a tough nut to crack.

I couldn’t figure out how to get close to him at all.

“Princess, princess! What is this medicinal herb good for?”

On the other hand, I got along famously with Theo from the start. Of course I did. He was friendly from the beginning and didn’t put up walls with anyone.

We’re currently in the middle of reviewing different types of medicinal herbs and their effects in the palace greenhouse. Maintaining the beds as went, someone kept asking me questions—he was a hard worker, with a love for learning. Merrily pointing at an herb, that guy was acting like a big kid.

But, I had a hunch that childishness was calculated in order to ease his way through life—the so-called worldly wisdom.

If he focused on establishing contact with the people around him, he could become wildly successful in life.

“You use it to reduce fevers in children. You drink the juice squeezed from the raw plants.”

“Ugh, bitter.”

“Of course it is.”

I smiled wryly at Theo, who was puckering up his face.

“And this? What is it good for?”

“You use that to stop bleeding. If you boil and drink it, you can treat bowel problems. I think it’s also effective for cold sensitivity, stomach aches, etc.”

“Boil, then drink…this is bitter, too.”

“It’s delicious if you bake it with bread.”

“Huh, really? Even though it’s bitter?”

“If you boil it, you can remove the astringency. When you pound it and mix it with uncooked dough, it has a very good flavor.”

To be honest, this herb with the jagged leaves was just Japanese mugwort.

It would’ve been perfect if there were also rice and azuki beans. I’ve looked everywhere but haven’t found any. Someday, however, I believed Master Julius would obtain them for me.

“Amazing, princess, you know so much! I want you to teach me more about everything. Hey, Lutz! You should come over here, let’s learn together!”

Theo hailed Lutz, who stood apart from us inside this huge greenhouse watering the plants.

After one look in our direction, he turned away. No response.

Theo didn’t seem torn from getting ignored. He smiled and muttered, No good, huh?

I’m so thankful Theo was here with me. If I had been by myself, I’m sure I wouldn’t have been able to muster up the courage to talk to Lutz.

“Lutz, may I come over there?”

“…………”

Even when I called out to him, he didn’t respond. When he shrugged his shoulders, Theo and I looked at each other at the same time, and smiled awkwardly. What’s wrong with him?

But that pleasant mood was destroyed in a second. Suddenly, I sensed a killing intent behind me, so menacing it raised goosebumps on my skin.

Looking back, I gave the owner of that aura a glare, and called him to attention.

“Klaus!”

“Yes, m’lady?”

Even at the receiving end of my glare, Klaus wasn’t cowed a bit.

Instead of being intimidated, he gave me a radiant smile. Seriously, hasn’t he gotten worse with every year?

“Stop that!”

“Why is that? When they have been so rude to you, my lady? Their attitudes are intolerable.”

If I let YOU be intolerable, it should be OK, shouldn’t it!

Swallowing the words coming out of my throat, I took a breath instead.

“It’s fine, so stop.”

With a, By your will, Klaus stepped down.

If I gave him commands in a calm voice, he immediately relented. I honestly don’t know what triggers the switch for this guy.

Someone, quick! Take up writing a Klaus instruction manual. I don’t accept that he’ll stay this obedient for long.

“Princess, you are a strange lady,” Theo said in a small voice when I dead tiredly returned to maintaining the beds.

When I looked at him, he had an extremely serious look on his face. A strange one, he said. What was so strange about me?

My outer appearance resembled my mother, but you can find what’s inside among common girls everywhere?

“Really? I believe myself to to be normal.”

Cocking his head slightly in doubt, he squeezed his eyes and gave a forced laugh.

“I do not understand what your definition of normal is, but the Sir Knight’s reaction was correct. If a person were to act rudely toward the princess, they could not complain were they punished. Lutz and I were raised at the orphanage, and are uncultured brats. By all rights, we should not even be able to approach the princess. And yet, not only does she not take us to task for our breach of manners, she is kindly looking after us.”

You are a strange lady, Theo said one more time, his voice friendlier than before.

Getting praised to my face, instead of feeling shy, I felt awkward.

Stop, don’t look at me with those bright eyes…!!! Especially when I think of myself as a lowly person!

“I’m—”

“Theo. You’re getting tricked.”

—not such a great person.

That’s what I intended to say, but I was cut off in the middle of my sentence.

Since when did he get so close? Lutz stood behind Theo, glaring daggers at me.

“She’s only acting friendly on the outside to win us over. On the inside, she must be heaping insults on us, calling us monsters.”

“Lutz!”

Even with Theo warning him not to, Lutz didn’t stop. He bared his hostility to me.

“You’re better off not hiding it, princess. The truth is, you find us frightening, don’t you?”

But his upfront feelings had the opposite effect on me.

He was like a stray cat hissing, so I found it rather cute. Since he had decided to open up to me, I gave him the truth.

“You’re right. I’d be lying if I said I wasn’t afraid.”

“……!!!”

And his face crumpled in pain.

What an honest child. So much more innocent than I am. Was this the reason why he bared his fangs, so that he wouldn’t get hurt?

“Magic is an unknown power to me. Because I don’t understand, I’m afraid, but I also want to know. I feel the same way about you two.”

I don’t understand, so I want to.

When I honestly told him my feelings, Lutz swayed with confusion for a second.

“We don’t need your pity!” he growled in a low tone. Without waiting for my reply, he turned his back to me and left.

Abandoned, Theo meekly bowed his head.

“My friend has acted unpardonably. Please, find it in your heart to forgive him.”

So his innocent act, and childish speech and conduct really were just a front. His true self was much more mature than his actual age.

“It’s fine. You were put in a tough spot, but we’re the only ones here right now.”

“You are very gracious, Your Highness.”

“I want you to stop talking like that, too,” I said, smiling wryly.

He nodded and reverted back to more casual speech, “Got it, princess.”

“Besides, I do fear, and pity, the two of you,” I said without reservation.

After gaping at me in astonishment for a moment, Theo gave me a big grin.

“Y-you really don’t beat around the bush! It’s rather manly.”

“Even if I hide it, you’re both so perceptive you’d notice it.”

“Princess, you really are a strange lady. Even if it means the same thing, there should be a lighter way to phrase it,” he said, trying to hold back his laughter, no animosity in him.

I’m much more bewildered Theo would still treat me in the same friendly manner as before. Even if he wasn’t as straightforward as Lutz, I had expected him to put a little distance between us.

Lost in my thoughts, I didn’t notice how he smiled a little differently now, more low-key than the ones he’d given me up to now.

“But that forthrightness puts me at ease. It’s much more believable than the carefully crafted artifice of others who only speak in pleasantries.”

“Theo…”

“I believe Lutz feels the same way. He’s just a stubborn guy, so he can’t easily give in. I’m sure if you give him a little more time, he’ll let his guard down.”

“Like you?”

At my thoughtless words, he boldly winked.

The guy from earlier and the guy now had completely different characters—this Theo was by far less bouncy and spoke in a calmer voice. It was probably closer to his true self.

Just as he said he could find my bluntness trustworthy, I wondered if I could believe that he’d also let down his guard a little.

Only a “little,” though.

Well, that was plenty for now.

Even though they didn’t wish to, in the end they were forced to come to the palace and collared. I can’t help it if they didn’t trust and even despised the royal family.

If I took that into consideration, their attitudes were surprisingly friendly.

“I’ll do what I can to help you, so good luck.”

He smiled like he was having fun.

“Thanks.”

I gave him a faint smile in return.

I don’t know how hard I’ll have to work, but I’m gonna give it a try.

For now…

“First off, I want you to tell me what his favorite foods are.”

…let’s start by feeding him.











Ahh, I think someone was right. Klaus will end up being the butt of jokes, after all…

*After further deliberation, it is literally a mix of red and black EYES. My friend googled it and the first result that came up for the term was contact lenses, so we’re thinking it might look something like that.


Chapter 13
The Reincarnated Princess’s Endeavors. (2)


“What should I make today?”

Night time, in the kitchen.

I held cooking utensils in one hand, troubled.

“Anything made by Princess Rosemarie will become a gem of superior quality.”

“Klaus.”

“Yes, m’lady?”

“Be quiet.”

“By your will.”

I sighed.

Today, same as ever, I was accompanied by my bothersome guard knight.

Why did he have to turn out so weird?

Inside the game, unless you flipped his masochist switch, he was normally such a great guy. The Klaus now had a faint stench of disappointment.

As you could expect of someone called a love interest, only his appearance was top-class, and the rest was spoiled by his words and actions. If I left him alone, he’d start to spout nonsense over every small event like he did earlier. It was seriously annoying.

Praising a little girl at each and every opportunity, for whose sake exactly was this handsome guy doing that?

My mental fatigue was extreme from being stuck with Klaus until night, but…I can’t complain very much right now.

At any rate, the one saying selfish things was me.

The method to shorten the distance between me and Lutz through his stomach has proven to be unexpectedly effective.

Theo told me that Lutz loved sweet things, so I first asked the chefs to make sweets. The refreshments they created were quite splendid, but…how should I put it delicately? Oh, blast it! They’re not fit for consumption. Why don’t I make it myself, then? I thought, but there was no way the princess would be allowed in the kitchen.

That was when Klaus stepped in.

He was the one who set things up and made it possible for me to use the kitchen in the dead of night. On the condition that I would have to be accompanied by him at all times.

“I’ve made steamed bread before…”

Yomogi steamed bread were quite the hit.

There were no adzuki red beans so I cut up sweet potatoes instead to mix in, but Lutz still seemed to eat it with great relish.

Of course, he liked cookies and madeleines, too. To my surprise, however, I noticed that he preferred Japanese-styled sweets more, so I tried to make red bean paste.

I haven’t been able to obtain adzuki red beans, but I substituted in similar white beans instead, and the end result turned out to be a mock white bean paste.

What could I make with the paste made the day before?

There was no sticky rice, so I couldn’t make daifuku. Same thing for nerikiri.

If it was going to be like this, it would have been so nice to have sticky rice. Next time I see Master Julius, I’ll try asking him for help.

Anyway, what should I do? Cold sweets would be nice for the weather, but refrigerators didn’t exist either, so it would be hard to make mizu manju.

As far as I knew, there was an icehouse inside the palace, but I couldn’t just use it without permission.

All right then, just to be safe, let’s make dorayaki.

Lining up the ingredients, I looked over my shoulder and talked to Klaus, “By the way, Klaus, how did the matter I asked you to take care of go?”

“Anything you wish for, I will make happen.”

The hand he fluidly stretched out placed a piece of paper on top of the counter. Whisking the sugar and eggs I had cracked into the bowl, I looked at the paper that had crept into the corner of my sight.

What was written on it was a maid’s personal information.

Hilde Kramer, 15 years old.

Huuuh, a distant relative of the wife of Baron Behme.

Family ran a prosperous store. Family included grandfather, father, mother, older brother, and older sister.

“…………”

When I nodded my head a little, Klaus snatched up the piece of paper and threw it into the fire.

In an instant, the small scrap of paper burst into flames and turned into ashes. After confirming that, I returned to making the shell for the dorayaki.

Sifting flour into the bowl, I lost myself in thought while I mixed the ingredients.

Lutz Eilenberg lost his sanity just before he turned 14.

Hilde Kramer was, if my hunch wasn’t wrong, the woman who would become the cause of everything.

Like I’ve mentioned before, in this world, those born with magic are extremely rare. As the first in several hundred years to have such outstanding talent, Lutz was special. The number of people after him were a dime a dozen inside or out of the kingdom, but there was one group of villains in particular who had their eyes set on Lutz and his talents. 

To make matters worse, their client was the king of a neighboring war-ravaged kingdom, bordering the Kingdom of Nayvel to the west.

With the air of a buyer purchasing an usual weapon, the king desired Lutz for his own collection—he wanted to wage Lutz’s powers for war.

He had someone sent to the Kingdom of Nayvel, their purpose to create a contact inside the kingdom, and act as guide inside the palace.

Lutz was stolen away. Afraid he would be used as a weapon of mass destruction, he attempted to escape, but it ended all too soon and he was captured.

Coincidentally, a young maid had been taken hostage the same time he was kidnapped. Because she had taken care of him ever since they were in the palace, Lutz had developed a tendresse for the girl, and had had no choice but to obey given orders.

Forced into the battlefield, he massacred countless foes before he was at long last allowed to meet the girl again. That was when he learned the terrible truth.

From the very beginning, she had gotten close to him in order to deceive him.

MONSTER! she called him.

Betrayed, verbally abused, Lutz turned the girl who had been his first love into an ice sculpture, incapable of speech.

Soon after, the king was assassinated, and the kindom lost the war. In the following chaos, Lutz ran for dear life. Seeking shelter in the Kingdom of Nayvel, he became a Court Wizard. 

I wanted to prevent Lutz and the girl from meeting each other, but I hated to admit her name hadn’t been divulged from those passages.

There had also been no illustration image for that scene, so not only were her reasons for betraying him unclear, I also had no clue what she looked like.

While I was wondering what to do, the girl he’d come into contact with finally showed up.

The other maids feared those unknown beings called wizards, and went the around the boys to avoid them. That girl was the only one who assertively went out of her way to talk to Lutz. So she was Hilde Kramer.

I’m positive it was her. I was, but I couldn’t say that with absolute certainty, either. I mean, no matter how you look at it, Lutz had absolutely no interest in her.

According to the game, she was supposed to be his first love, but he was ignoring her attempts to chat with him, and whenever she got close he’d look really annoyed and run away.

I couldn’t rule out the possibility that he was just shy, but…considering how harsh his attitude was, that might be pushing it.

There was also one more thing weighing on my mind heavily. I didn’t know why she was planning to use Lutz.

Hilde was born to a prosperous family, so money couldn’t have been what she was after. Besides, a 15 year old girl wasn’t capable of coming up with such an evil plan, was she?

There must have been someone pulling her strings from behind, and there was low chance it was her distant relative from the Barony of Behme. The head of the house was a well-known opportunist who waited to see how the wind the blew before he did anything. He wouldn’t have had the guts to stick his nose in something so big.

For those two reasons, I couldn’t make up my mind.

While I was covering the pan fried pancakes on top of the board with a damp towel, Klaus addressed me.

“Princess Rosemarie.”

Turning my head to look behind me, I found Klaus looking at me seriously.

“Klaus?”

Did something happen? I lightly inclined my head, telling him to continue.

“I can be of even more use to you.”

“!”

“If you would but give me the order.”

Seeing the warlike expression on his face, the words Sir Leonhard had once said to me before crossed my mind, and I was forced to realize their truth.

Klaus was not an obedient dog; he was a ferocious wolf.

The blaze in his bright eyes and his powerful voice invited me to use him. I had a feeling he was saying, Let me be your strength. I’m prepared to do anything.

“…………”

I tightly pursed my lips, falling silent.

Accepting his allegiance was the only thing I still wasn’t ready to do.

All I did was manipulate him, being halfway reliant on his support; I wasn’t qualified to agree or disagree.

“You’ve done enough.”

Therefore, I gave him an ambiguous answer with vague words.

“Thank you, Klaus.”

I’m sorry, Klaus.

Apologizing to him in my heart, I smiled at him.











I probably shouldn’t have released this so soon. I usually like to take a few hours/days to get some distance so that I can take a look at the text with fresh eyes. Anyway, I couldn’t resist and took a peek at random passages from some of the following chapters, and all I have to say is that there was a good reason why I tried not to look ahead. I can’t wait to see how the rest of the story unfolds!


Chapter 14
The Reincarnated Princess’s Endeavors. (3)


“Do you actually mean that?”

Theo questioned me, holding a teacup in one hand.

Hearing a loud clatter, I looked up to see the teacup had landed in the saucer, and nodded.

“Is it something to be so surprised about?”

“You really do, don’t you?”

Theo smiled in disbelief, and exhaled gustily like he was sighing.

The more he revealed of himself, the more it became apparent that he was actually quite sarcastic. I’d spoken my mind and asked him straight out, but it wasn’t anything he needed to laugh at me for.

You won’t be forgiven! You hurt the princess, you know. You seriously bruised her tender feelings.

I was merely poking around a little, asking about Lutz and the maid.

Hilde Kramer had long, flaxen hair, and veridian green eyes. She was a beautiful, gentle girl. When she blushed and cast her eyes down, it tempted you to protect her. The briefest appearance of her sweet smile shot arrows through the heart of guys who loved the ingénue type.

Such a cute girl was trying her best to make conversation with him, you know? Disregarding my suspicious self, if it had been a normal guy, it would have been strange for him to feel dislike.

Like the Lutz from the game, if he had been a healthy young guy, he should’ve naturally been been moved by her kindness. Yet, why was he so stubbornly rejecting her?

When I asked Theo, Don’t you think he wants someone to understand him? we get to the original scene. I don’t get it.

“Ah, Lutz, you came at a good time.”

Lutz was a little late to arrive, finishing up his errands, so Theo brought him into the conversation.

“Huh?” Pause. “What?”

I wonder if I’ll get ridiculed again. Even though I’m supposed to be the princess. I looked away a little, preparing a cup of black tea for Lutz.

It may not sound convincing for the princess to be making tea, but with the maids backed away, and Klaus devastatingly useless at these sort of things, the duty was left to me.

“Has a maid been acting very friendly with you lately?”

“Ahh…”

Whoa. Things suddenly got chilly in here. All it took was one look to see a storm brewing.

Lutz’s eyes became daggers, and his brows drew together sharply; even his voice became completely flat. If I were the recipient of his anger, it would’ve broken my courage.

“The princess finds it rather strange for you to reject the maiden so adamantly. ‘Doesn’t he want someone to understand him?’ she asked me, you see.”

How was that? Theo’s eyes asked, looking very entertained.

“What??”

In a heartbeat, Lutz turned his sharp gaze on me. Scary!!!

Why was he glaring at me with such force?!

Just like Theo, he was probably feeling the same exact feelings of disbelief. Finally, Lutz sighed and he insulted me to my face, “Are you a fool?”

I couldn’t even retort.

Strange. If there was a reason why he was avoiding Hilde, then I wanted to find out what it was. Why was I getting made fun of by these two? I couldn’t understand them.

How unreasonable! I thought, placing a cup of tea in front of Lutz. He thanked me, wearing that sullen expression the whole time. I gave him dorayaki next, and the crease between his brows cleared and he became happier.

When it came to putting Lutz in a good mood, there really was nothing as effective as sweets.

“Hey, you. Even someone like me has the right to choose.”

Got it? he declared in an angry voice.

“That’s riiight. If someone had been starving because they were never fed, they would probably take a bite out of the treat in front of their eyes, but,” the know-it-all Theo started to say.

“?”

What was he talking about?

Treat? Was he referring to Hilde?

At Theo’s words, Lutz nodded and turned to stare at me.

Since when did the stagnant pools of his eyes become so clear? My face was reflected in his indigo eyes, an empty canvas the morning star shone brightly across.*

After staring at my face for a short while, Lutz averted his eyes, and reached for a snack. He finished off the sentence, “Who would go after poisoned meat when they’ve been stuffed to the max with first class treats? They’d be a fool,” and took a bite of my handmade dorayaki.

Huh? It wasn’t a metaphor, but a direct expression? By first class treats, did he mean the dorayaki? Perhaps Hilde was also trying to win him over with food, but…

Tainted meat? There’s no way a person would eat something like that.

Could it be? Has Lutz noticed something fishy behind Hilde’s kind façade?

I wanted to ask him what made him so suspicious of Hilde, but before I could open my mouth, Lutz muttered in blank amazement, “What is this, delish!” and stared at the dorayaki, eyes rounded.

“…………”

I was happy he thought it was good, but right now I wasn’t trying to have a chat with him about dorayaki.

“So soft and moist! Hey, tell me the truth, what is this thing? The filling is really weird. It’s not jam or cream. It’s sweet but not heavily so, it’s seriously too good!”

Heeey, Lutz. The princess is trying to have a serious conversation with you right now.

It’d please her more than anything. Read the mood. The mood!

“Lutz. The princess looks like she wants to ask you about the maid?”

“That’s not worth my time. This is more important, don’t you think?”

As if!

Hey you, when you compare your future to dorayaki, you’d rather choose dorayaki?!

I pressed my forehead, waiting for the headache to pass.

Next to the dorayaki-entranced Lutz, Theo was looking at me with gross amusement.

You damned secret sadist…

Pushing my disgust out of the way, I asked Lutz, “You like it that much?”

His eyes lit up, unusually so when they were always half-closed with disinterest. What a great sweet tooth.

Poison couldn’t bring that out.

“I’ll make it again next time. I’ll change the filling.”

“No need. This tastes better than jam or cream.”

He really liked the red bean paste.

Well then, maybe I can make it with Japanese chestnuts. However, there were precious few white beans, so yuzu flavoring…nevermind, I don’t have yuzu.

Cold dorayaki for the season would be delicious, but…the icehouse, how could I get permission to use it? Looking at the wondering face of Lutz, I hit upon a solution.

“Ahhhh!”

I struck the palm of my hand with my fist.

Even if I can’t use the icehouse, there was a refrigerator right in front of me!

“Heeey, Lutz. You wanna try making frozen sweets with your magic power?” I asked.

“What…?”

“Uh…”

Lutz’s and Theo’s eyes became perfect circles in synchrony, and they stared at me with their mouths wide open.

“Frozen sweets?”

“Right! All the I need is fresh cream, eggs, and sugar. No worries, I’ll make sure to get permission from Miss Irene.”

Miss Irene looked strict, but she wasn’t inflexible. She liked anything that amused her, and if I told her it would make good practice, I’m confident she would permit it.

If I wanted to make real pastries, fine control of his magic power would be necessary. He would need to keep it a continuous, uniform temperature, so I’m sure it would prove fairly challenging.

When you think of it that way, don’t you agree it was a great idea?

Lutz can train his magic, and I can eat ice cream!

While I was lost in fond memories, Lutz said in a withering voice, “Hey, you.** Are you planning on turning me into an icehouse?” His head was hanging down so I couldn’t see his expression, but his shoulders were shaking.

Oh, crap. Did I make him upset?

“If Lutz is an icehouse… Then am I a stove…?”

Theo was covering his mouth with his right hand, head also bowed down.

Like Lutz, his shoulders were shaking as well.

Oh…! Now that he mentioned it, I also had an oven right next to me.

If my inner voice were to leak out right now, they probably wouldn’t hesitate to yell at me. Keeping my mouth shut, I ransacked my thoughts.

Did I say something rude? It hadn’t been my intention to make fun of them. On the contrary, I thought they had great abilities.

Apologizing might be the only right thing to do.

“Lutz, Theo, I’m—”

“BWUAHAHAHA!!!”

—sorry, I murmured, but my voice was drowned out by their loud honking.

“What?”

I froze, taken aback.

They were roaring with laughter, their bodies bent forward. Sometimes they’d cough violently in the the middle of their booming laughs.

“Hey, icehouse!”

“Hey yourself, stove!”

They pointed at each other, calling each other those names, until their labored breathing became serious.

These…these assholes!

“You two…”

“Pr-princess, you’re the best!! Capturing the wizard with the greatest level power, and using him as an icehouse…!!”

“This is too ridiculous! Just a few weeks ago, you were saying you were afraid of us. Isn’t your sense of danger too underdeveloped?!”

“…………”

I did say I was afraid of their unknown powers, so even though Lutz was making fun of me for having a bad memory, I couldn’t refute him.

My face stiffened. So I’m the worst for capturing two genius wizards and treating them as a refrigerator & an oven. Ending the dorayaki topic, we were supposed to switch to the maid. The fact that we seriously moved on to desserts instead may have made me too miserable to say anything.

But you know, they didn’t have to laugh that hard.

“You’re heartless…”

“So-sorry. Princess.”

If you laugh when you apologize, you definitely won’t be forgiven!

Frowning, I fell silent and waited. They eventually managed to bring their mirth under control, but then they suddenly started clearing their throat, and I was reminded anew that they were only deceiving me.

These assholes really had no intention of apologizing!

My foul mood dropped to the pits, and turned away from them in a huff. Call me a brat if you want to. I am a brat. I’m a 10 year old bishoujo!



…I’m very sorry, I got carried away.

“This will make you feel better.”

I raised my head in astonishment when Lutz leaned in close to gently pat my hair, a rare smile on his face.

Considering it was this tsundere, my eyes opened wide at seeing that gentle expression.

“Look. Because you’re like that, our stomachs are already full. Got it?”

“Right, right. We’re satisfied, so we don’t need anything else.”

They said it kindly, trying to console me, but I couldn’t feel myself calm down.

I wondered what they meant, saying that their stomachs were full, that they were satisfied? I wondered, but I didn’t have luxury of exploring those thoughts deeply.

First things first, I needed to take care of the danger in front of me.

“Lutz, could you stop patting my head immediately?” I asked him seriously, and he stared at me in question.

It wasn’t about me trying to hide my embarrassment, or because I hated being treated like a child.

“Klaus’s blood thirst isn’t completely hidden.”











WARNING: This chapters contains a lot fluff, and enough sweetness to give Lutz cavities and diabetes, both at once.

Huh? It’s useless to put the warning at the end of the chapter? Why didn’t you say so earlier!

*I SHALL EMBRACE THE PURPLE!

**Oh yeah, every time Lutz called her you, he said kimi, which is a fairly rude way to address the princess.


Chapter 15
The Reincarnated Princess’s Worry.


After pacifying the nearly berserk Klaus, I somehow managed to return the conversation back to the real question, and parted from Lutz and Theo after hearing what they had to say.

From here on out there was little chance of Lutz and Hilde getting close, but I couldn’t bring myself to hope his Abduction Flag had been broken off.

At any rate, with the other royals entangled in this mess, I doubted the threat would simply disappear. If Hilde messed up, they would only bring out the next trick in their bag.

I urgently needed to uncover the identity of the person behind Hilde, but good information was unlikely to just come rolling in through the door.

And someone who just so happened to possess information was Theo.

Because of the magic power they have possessed ever since they were born, Lutz and Theo have become well adapted to sensing the bad intents of others. They excelled at reading through lies, and and seeing past the façade of others through their countenances, behaviors, and manners of speaking.

They easily noticed Hilde’s hidden agenda.

No doubt something was being schemed, but what was still unknown. My premonition that something was going to happen soon was merely a guess, so I couldn’t put a finger on when it might take place.

Anyway, because Hilde only focused on approaching Lutz, Theo slipped under the radar and was left in a position to observe her actions.

It only happened once, but he saw her moving to a place where she could avoid public scrutiny. Unnoticed, Theo followed her, and what he discovered was a clandestine meeting between Hilde and a man in hiding.

They were having a dispute, with Hilde desperately clinging on to the man as he shook her off.

I’ve hit upon the mastermind, haven’t I?

He must be the one who instigated Hilde’s suspicious behavior; the blackguard who would spirit Lutz away.

If Hilde wasn’t taking part in this criminal scheme for gold, riches, or even prestige, then was she willingly doing it in order to have her affections returned by the man she had fallen in love with?

If I could think of it that way, it was only natural to assume the game’s original Hilde and Lutz had both been duped and betrayed by him.

It must have been his intention to sell the girl together with Lutz from the very beginning, as blackmail to ensure the boy’s obedience. After Hilde discovered she had been thrown away, she in turn rejected Lutz.

What a scumbag.

I couldn’t forgive Hilde for planning to use Lutz, but it was also a true waste for her love to be taken advantage of like that. It was unforgivable.

In spite of the fact that without any sort of proof it was all pure conjecture, I was nevertheless livid. Inside my mind, Hilde had blown up to become an earnest young maiden quietly nurturing her first love.

Meet Rosemarie von Werfard, 10 years old. Her hobby is having grand delusions.

Well, for now, whether it was the truth or not would make itself clear soon enough.

My top priority was finding out everything I could about that man. At the moment, the only information I had came from Theo’s testimony. It seemed like that man wore the guise of a Royal Knight, so I planned to start tearing down the layers of this mystery from there.

I needed to conduct my investigations with as much stealth as possible, but with so much ground to cover, my options were practically nonexistent. I was in a delicate situation.

In the meantime, Hilde might get discarded, and Lutz might get swept away through a special passage.

I had to do everything in my power to stop it!





“Bright-colored, long hair. A slim build, and left handed?”

Hmmm. Repeating the description I gave, he brooded.

“Yes. Are you aware of such a man?” I asked Sir Leonhard, and he nodded with not a little hesitation.

“Well…I dare say I might.”

I was pressed for time, so I decided to go ahead and consult with Sir Leonhard in my need for haste.

Klaus was a member of the Royal Knights, and he had the unique ability to make friends with anyone, but that exact ability made him very inclined to bias. And those he had no interest in, he thoroughly refused to take notice of.

Sir Leonhard, on the other hand, had a more open mind. I chose to go to him, anticipating he would provide better information when asked.

By no means did my personal feelings come into play. Probably.

Actually, it was likely Sir Leonhard understood exactly who I was asking for, but he seemed reluctant to disclose that information.

For a moment, he fell silent, considering me. At the end of his unclouded, obsidian gaze, it seemed like he could see straight into my heart, and it made me uncomfortable.

“I would tell you, but for one concern. Why do you seek this man out? I would like to hear of your reasons.”

“That’s because…”

I didn’t know what to say.

I couldn’t tell him the true reason. If I did, I didn’t have a single piece of proof to show that the man was a criminal.

On the other hand, I didn’t want to lie to Sir Leonhard.

What could I do? I sank into silence, unable to think of a reason good enough to dodge his question.

“Is it a difficult matter you cannot bring yourself to speak of?”

“N-no. Nothing like that…”

At my suspect behavior, Sir Leonhard openly stared at me, looking like he was trying to pry the truth out of me.

Ahh, crap. I’m starting to sweat.

My thoughts chased each other around, but no good idea came to fruition. Time only passed cruelly, and all I could do was stand stock still in front of Sir Leonhard. I don’t know how he interpreted my silence, with me refusing to look up, but the conversation suddenly went in an unexpected direction.

“Women tend to fall in love with him easily, could it be?”

My head shot up and I shouted, reflexively denying his words, “You’re wrong!!”

Sir Leonhard stared at me in surprise.

It was possible his words hadn’t been serious, but said jokingly to break down my mulish attitude, a silly topic to start the conversation.

But, I couldn’t run with it.

“You’re wrong…”

He was the only one I never wanted to hear that from.

Resisting the urge to shed my welling up tears, I kept lips shut.

Seeing me thus, Sir Leonhard deferentially bowed his head.

“My sincerest apology. I have regretfully caused you distress you with my worthless jest.”

“…………”

When I silently shook my head, he looked even more worried.

I suddenly realized how much I hated being a child at a time like this. If I wanted to smooth things over, I should have gone along with the joke from earlier.

Most of all, I hated that I was still a 10 year old child. At the earliest, it would take another five to six years before he could start looking at me with interest.

It would be of greater help for him to properly present me with all of his knowledge, more than anything a demonstration of his devotion, hearing him call me lovely or something else perhaps, could do.

Even though I knew this, all I could do was keep my mouth shut, so I became annoyed with myself.

Why couldn’t I be more agreeable?

Bending down, Sir Leonhard whispered into my ear, “Niklas von Buelow…”

“Huh…?”

I looked up, and saw the regretful smile on his face.

“The name of the man you seek.”

“…………”

He told me the name, but I was more lost than glad. He had been holding back so much earlier, why did he suddenly decide to disclose that information to me?

Seeing the bafflement on my face, Sir Leonhard bowed his head once more.

“Your Royal Highness, I duly apologize for testing you, one most honorable, with my words. However, please do not approach that man unless absolutely necessary,” he told me, an extremely serious look in his eyes.

“…………”

Sir Leonhard was a great soldier, his name renowned throughout the surrounding kingdoms. Exposed to that sharp gaze of his, you’d feel like a frog being preyed upon by a snake, unable to make the slightest move. Overwhelmed, I went rigid.

Noticing how frightened I had become, his relaxed his gaze, but…

That had greatly surprised me. Did Sir Leonhard lessen up on me because I had made him worried with my tears?

“Klaus!”

After calling to Klaus, who stood slightly apart from us in a different spot, Sir Leonhard whispered something to him in a voice so low I couldn’t make out a single detail.

Why was he telling me to be wary of this Niklas?

Even if it was another kingdom as I suspected, in the game the culprit wasn’t supposed to be noticed. If we were to pay attention to him, then he probably wouldn’t be able to slip through the castle’s defenses.

I had a feeling the end result would create an inconsistency with the game.

“Got it?”

“Understood, Commander.”

That’s right… Here was another discrepancy. At the start of this year, Sir Leonhard was ordained Commander of the Royal Knights.

Certainly, he was already Commander inside the game. However, at this point in time, his promotion had come to pass too quickly. The details revealed inside the game said that he had only become Commander a little before the Priestess was summoned, perhaps when I was 14-15 years old.

I sensed that this disparity had been caused by me…

When the 5 year old me asked Christof to dismiss all of Johan’s tutors, Sir Leonhard took the place Johan’s sword instructor.

One of those men dismissed had been a royal knight, a man who enjoyed being able to flaunt his position in the the Order, a group which valued true strength above all else. It wasn’t difficult to see why a man like that hated the very sight of Sir Leonhard.

All I had wanted was for Johan to be raised with integrity, but the outcome was that Sir Leonhard, who had been greatly held back, had also been able to display his competency.

Hmm?

Was it because of that?

In the unusual event that he was overlooked, it became possible for him to get noticed simply because he was at the top…

After his conversation with Klaus ended, Sir Leonhard switched his gaze to me.

“Your Royal Highness, in the event you are to go anywhere, please take Klaus with you without fail.”

“Sir Leonhard…”

I regretted the worry I had caused him. I really did it this time, didn’t I?

Keeping silent, then turning around and sneaking off to sniff out that blackguard after Sir Leonhard had been moved by discomfort to name him would be a nasty move on my part. Even if I say so myself.

“I will…”

I nodded, and he gave a sigh of relief.

The truth was, I wanted to chase down several leads, but I couldn’t even protect myself. If I were go to poking around without a goal, I’d only be a burden on Sir Leonhard.

I should leave the rest to someone else.

Even though I acknowledged I should, I couldn’t get rid of my worry. It wasn’t that I had no faith in others. It was precisely because I knew the game’s endings that I was able to do anything.

When it was all was done and over, weren’t there several ways things could go terribly wrong? I thought, and couldn’t dispel my unease.

I lightly shook my head to rid myself of my negative thoughts, and began to say my farewells.

“Thank you for giving me your time, I truly appreciate it.”

His emotions changed as I prepared to leave. For some reason, he stopped me.

“Your Royal Highness…”

“Yes?”

“If,” he bent down again to whisper into my ear. “If there is something causing you worry, please consider calling on me for assistance before you act.”

“…?”

I will help you without fail, the serious look on his face promised.

Not knowing how to respond correctly, all I could do was let my astonishment wash over me.


Chapter 16
The Reincarnated Princess’s Worry. (2)


“Princess.”

“Huh…??”

My mind had wandered, but I came back to my senses when someone grabbed my hand.

Looking up, I saw Theo standing next to me looking at me with a worried expression on his face.

“I think that’s enough. Water.”

When he pointed it out, I recalled what what I was doing. I was inside the greenhouse, watering the medicinal herbs.

“Oh…”

The round leaves drooped under an armful of drops where I kept dumping water, the earth more than damp enough. If I watered any more, the plants would rot.

I thanked him for stopping me.

“Thank you, Theo.”

“You’re welcome.”

Releasing me, Theo smiled, but it didn’t clear away his worried expression, his dark red eyes reflecting the things he wanted to say.

For a brief period he hesitated, looking downward and carefully choosing his words before he said, “Princess…are you worried about something?”

Contrary to his laid back air and behavior, Theo was a worrywart.

Even if he could tell I was troubled by something, he worried about overstepping his boundaries.

“He’s right. Hey you, something’s weird.”

“Lutz.”

When in the world did he come up to us?

Lutz was suddenly standing behind me, peering into my face.

“You’ve been out of sorts all day. When others talk to you, you don’t pay attention, and your responses are halfhearted. It’s not like you.”

In contrast to Theo, Lutz was straightforward and always gave me a piece of his mind.

Their appearances were exact opposites. Even their personalities were different, but the worry they both expressed were the same.

“I’m sorry, you two.”

Feeling guilty, I apologized, but Lutz immediately repudiated my effort.

“Don’t apologize! We…we’re not trying to make you do that.”

Maybe he felt frustrated with his inability to explain himself well, because he impatiently shook his head. He wasn’t angry, but the way he spoke was biting, so Theo took over the conversation and backed him up.

“Lutz and I only worry because you don’t seem well, princess.”

Right? he turned to Lutz for confirmation, and Lutz energetically nodded. They made such a good duo.

“If something’s bothering you, tell us. What we can do is limited, but there may be something we can do to help.”

“Thank you…”

What a good pair of children. I was really touched by their concern.

Because I’m the so-called princess, I’ve never made any friends close to my age. I was glad to have these two who cared about me like this.

However, there was no way I could tell them what my true fears were about.

I’d already decided telling them about how the future might play out when they’re being targeted would be too risky. There was no telling where eyes and ears might be lurking.

“…but I’m fine. Yesterday was a little too humid, so I didn’t get enough sleep.”

That was only half the truth.

Last night, I was so occupied with my thoughts I couldn’t fall asleep. That was the reason why I was so absentminded.

“Then you shouldn’t be in such a hot place! Come on, why don’t you go take a rest over there.”

“Huh?”

Pushed from behind, I was forcefully ejected from the greenhouse, and dragged to the adjoining rest area where ventilation was much better.

“Lu, Lutz?”

“Just do what I say. Don’t come back inside the greenhouse today.”

“But—”

“We’ll take care of the watering, princess. Please take it easy.”

Saying that like they were trying to soothe a little child, they went back inside. Dumbfounded, I was left behind with only my guard knight nearby.

“Why not accept their goodwill and take a moment to rest?”

Even Klaus was breaking habit to chide me!

They’d been giving me quite an earful lately. Was I prone to rushing into danger without even realizing it?

“Okay.”

When I sat on a chair and relaxed, Klaus’s forbidding expression let up.

“I will arrange for something to drink.”

“…………”

After quenching my thirst with the black tea brought to me, I gazed at the greenhouse.

I could see two figures beyond the glass, diligently watering the plants. Theo with deftness and efficiency, Lutz with clumsy and careful movements.

I thought about how well I’d come to know them, little by little, and vowed I would never allow such good children to become tools for war.

I decided to take a moment to sort through the information I had.

There was a likely chance Niklas von Buelow was the traitor.

Sir Leonhard had told me not to approach the man so I could only watch him from afar, but his physical appearance matched everything Theo had described.

He was of slim build, and carried his sword on his right hip. His light chestnut-colored hair reached down to the middle of his back, and he often wore it tied at the back of his neck.

His evaluation as a royal knight wasn’t particularly bad, either, and he carried out his duty with solemnity.

While his looks were just average, I could see how his calm demeanor would be popular with the ladies.

I’ve also confirmed that his family held the peerage of earl. However, it seemed like the the financial circumstances of their purse strings were quite disastrous.

The wife of the previous generation’s earl had been a big spendthrift, and the Buelow House was now on the verge of ruin. Gossip had it they were somehow only barely managing to hang on to their rank by taking out loans here and there.

If things were that bad, it was easy to see money would be his goal.

However, even if Niklas succeeded and he obtained a vast sum of money in the process, it would be too dangerous for him to remain inside the kingdom. If he were discovered and arrested, no matter how much money he had it would become useless.

Perhaps he had been promised a position in the other kingdom?

Without a perk like that, no one would willing to take such a big risk.

With the doom of his entire family and his own life at stake, Niklas could not allow himself to fail.

“…………”

Having gotten this far, something else occurred to me.

Not only was it imperative he not fail, it was already too late for him to turn back. In that sort of pressing situation, what would happen to Hilde when her usefulness was exhausted…?


Chapter 17
The Reincarnated Princess’s Conflict.


“…!!”

“Princess Rosemarie?!”

I stood up from my chair with a clatter, and turned around in a panic.

Rose, you big fool…!!

I hadn’t thought about the possibility of Hilde getting killed at all. On top being aware of their plans, once she was deemed useless there was no way she’d be left in peace!

“Where—”

Klaus chased after me.

Hearing the uproar, the duo in the greenhouse poked their heads out.

Seeing my ghastly state, they immediately understood something was wrong, and became alarmed.

“Wait a, hey you, what’s wrong?!”

“Princess?”

Lutz rushed over and shook my shoulders.

“What happened? We won’t understand if you don’t tell us!” he said.

I considered his words.

He was right. If I didn’t tell them, they wouldn’t understand.

But, I couldn’t. I wanted to confess everything, but in this situation where I didn’t even have someone to talk to, it was pure torture.

If I told them, the danger posed to them would only increase.

“I just remembered some urgent business…”

“Huh?”

“I’m sorry. I’ll have to excuse myself for today.”

Lutz seemed to want to say something, but I removed his hands and smiled at him.

Holding back my impatience, I took my leave, walking as normally as I could. I felt their gazes on me, but I didn’t turn back to look.

“Princess Rosemarie, where in the world are you headed?”

“To meet…”

Hilde, I replied in a small voice, and Klaus moved in front of me to block the path, a harsh expression the like of which I’d never seen before on his face.

“I cannot assent.”

Klaus was usually sweet on me. He happily granted my wishes, and almost never denied or refused me anything.

The only time that guy would ever go directly against me was probably when I was putting myself in imminent danger.

“Klaus.”

“I cannot allow you to place yourself in danger.”

My shoulders shook.

Klaus just said it was “dangerous”.

“You knew.”        

“…………”

In other words, Klaus knew Hilde was on treacherous footing. If he knew, then it only stood to reason his commander did as well.

And yet, why?

“…don’t you protect her?”

“She is not my charge.”

You should already know, his eyes reproached me, stone cold.

That was that. Although it was highly likely she would get killed, she was on the enemy’s side. There was no way he would protect her.

In the kingdom’s eyes, she was one of the traitors.

The enemy could not risk having their movements here known. If they prioritized secrecy, then the girl would definitely be abandoned. They had divided interests, after all.

“…………”

THMP. THMP. My heart beat unpleasantly.

I felt painfully suffocated, like I’d run a marathon and couldn’t get enough air. My blood pumped rapidly throughout my body, and cold sweat flowed down my back and neck.

Eyes wide, I was on the verge of fainting.

Right now, I was trying to influence the fate of a person.

That truth terrified me more than anything else.

Let’s say, for example, Hilde had indeed done wrong.

Even if I didn’t personally get involved, it didn’t change the fact that I could have done something.

I was close to getting forced into watching a 15 year old girl die without lifting a finger to help.

The burden was crushing.

“Ahh…”

My voice escaped out of me hoarsely. I automatically hugged myself, and noticed my body was shaking uncontrollably.

I’m scared. I’m scared, I’m scared, I’m scared…!

How in the world do you make the right decision? As a princess? As a human being?

Overcome with fear, I couldn’t think at all. My mind was blank, and nothing came to me.

Klaus had kept silent until now, but when he saw how I shook with fear, his expression gentled.

“Let us return, Princess Rosemarie,” he said, indicating the path we had come down.

The soothing sound of his voice took away all my thoughts. I felt like it was comforting me, gently blocking my eyes and ears. There’s no need to see anything scary. There’s no need to hear, it consoled.

“The ones important to you are those boys, and not the girl, are they not?”

“Klaus…”

Guided by his voice, I turned around.

I took a step toward the greenhouse.

Unsteadily, I took a step. Then another, just like a puppet.

He was right. The ones I wanted to protect were my precious friends.

Their names were Lutz and Theo, and they were kind children. Some girl I’d never even had a chat with could not compare to them.

That’s right, no matter how you tried to pair her up with the boys, her life was no match for theirs.

I’ll listen to Klaus, and do what he tells me. I’ll choose them.

I couldn’t believe I’d be so despicable.

“…………”

My legs came to a halt, and my head hung down in shame.

“Princess Rosemarie…?”

I stood unmoving. I couldn’t even respond, sobs almost leaking from my throat.

I was so frustrated, so lost, I was about to scream.

I was afraid to both go forward and turn back.

I hated both options. I didn’t want to go either direction.

Whichever way I went, I’d want to save them. I was greedy, selfish, and self-centered. I wanted to help, to save everyone.

I never wanted to say there was nothing I could do.

I didn’t ever want to let the matter of someone dying end with a few words.

“…………”

I don’t want to become someone like that…!!!

But, what should I do?

There was a limit to what I could do by myself with my insignificant power. Even if I held the title of a princess, I had no real say in anything. I couldn’t influence anyone.

What am I to do? My back was against the wall.

Was there anything…

“If there is something causing you worry, please consider calling on me for assistance before you act.”

The memory of his voice played through my head.

“I will help you without fail.”

“Sir Leonhard,” I whispered, sighing.

“Did something happen?” Klaus stared at me in wonder. It seemed like he hadn’t heard me.

I spun on my heel and walked away, pretending not to see the greenhouse. 

“Princess Rosemarie!” Klaus raised his voice.

He placed himself in my way again, and I glared at him.

“Klaus, step aside.”

“Even if it is by your command, that alone I cannot obey.”

“I do not seek her out.”

“Then, where to?”

“…………”

Impatience threatening to run away, I held back my growing irritation, and opened my mouth to speak.

But, before I could say anything, a figure appeared behind Klaus and my focus shifted there. Eyes widening, and I studied that petite frame from head to toe.

A beautiful girl with long, straight flaxen hair, and veridian green eyes. Even from a distance, I could tell her skin was ashen. She chewed on her lips, her hands folded out front, and the air she gave off was so tragic it made you worry she would throw herself in the water.

The one who just appeared was the person at the center of my emotional upheaval. At the sight of Hilde Kramer, I couldn’t conceal my shaking.


Chapter 18
The Reincarnated Princess’s Peril.


Author’s note: There will be blood.

Those weak of heart, please turn away.



Face to face, neither of us moved nor spoke.

Hilde was the one to break the long silence that had fallen over the area.

—CLNK.

The sound of her footstep resounded throughout the passage.

“Halt.”

Klaus cut her off right away.

Placing himself to protect me, he stared her down with cold eyes.

“The area beyond is restricted. Begone,” he commanded her in an unimaginably severe voice.

Reprimanded, Hilde jumped as if she had been whipped. Coming to a halt, the pallid girl looked at me imploringly. Her arms were similarly crossed like mine, her body shivering.

“…Your Royal…Highness…” her voice wrung out.

I couldn’t hide my trembling. This was truly my first meeting with the girl. Even if she was asking for help, I didn’t know what to do. Klaus stepped in front of me, blocking my view.

“I told you to leave. Did you not hear?”

Klaus placed his fingers on the sword hanging from his hip. The blade rang with a faint sound, but conversely seemed dreadfully loud.

I wanted to talk to Hilde, but the situation was getting ugly. Not sure if she was planning something, or more pressingly, if she dared venture closer, Klaus seemed prepared to cut her down.

“…………”

Stand down, I tried to order her, but before I could—

“I didn’t know…!” she yelled. “It’s all…everything is, I…it’s wrong, different…I didn’t know.”

Hilde was confused, babbling incoherently like she was about to go mad.

“What nonsense is this?”

Klaus knit his brows in suspicion, but I felt like I could understand what she had said.

She didn’t know things would turn out this way.

It was staggering.

That guy had involved her in such a big scheme, and he had only revealed a fraction of it to her. She was literally a sacrificial pawn. A scapegoat to be used and thrown away.

I was moved to pity.

Just because she doesn’t seem to be lying, it doesn’t mean she’s not, I scolded myself. If she’s cornered, she may lie.

Even though I tried to warn myself, my heart went out to her.

“I, I…”

Hilde walked forward with dangerously unsteady footsteps.

Her eyes were sunken in her ashen face, and her always neat hair was in disarray, but she didn’t seem to notice. She looked like a ghost. I couldn’t see how it was possible to fake that.

If it was all an act put on to beg for a lesser punishment, then she was really talented at the rare role of a villainess.

“Princess Rosemarie, please stand back.”

With Hilde approaching, one step at a time, Klaus finally unsheathed his sword from its scabbard.

Seeing the dull brightness emitted from its edge, I finally pulled myself together.

This wasn’t the time to lose focus.        

“Klaus,” I said in a panic, “don’t be too rough—”

“I understand,” he very calmly told me, cutting off my attempts to control him.

Seeing him point his sword at Hilde made me uneasy, but there was nothing left to do but trust him now. I took a few steps back. Caught up in my actions, Hilde desperately followed suit, the expression on her face so tragic, it stole my breath.

Wait!

Without a voice, my lips only formed the words.

At that moment, the sound of rough footsteps could be heard in the distance, and a man suddenly appeared at the end of the passage.

Clad in the armor of a royal knight, his suit clanked as he fiercely pushed toward us. Unsheathing the sword hanging from his right hip, he headed straight for Hilde and swung his blade down.

“RUN!”

“??”

Hilde had gone still at his sudden appearance, but she immediately responded to my voice, stepping to the side.

“Nn, gahhh!!!”

But without any protection, the sword tore cruelly into her right shoulder. She was blown away by the force; her body slammed into the wall. Crumbling without a hint of energy, she slid down where struck. Blood began to flow from her torn up shoulder, copiously dyeing her clothes red.

“………ah.”

Swinging his sword to rid it of blood, the man turned to me.

“Are you safe, Your Royal Highness?”

He had just cut down a girl, and yet his light tone suggested he was lightly conversing about the weather. His light brown eyes, which had seemed so gentle from far away, were colored with cruelty.

It was Niklas von Buelow.

“My deepest apologies. Because I looked away, you were placed in peril,” he said with a meek expression, but even that looked like a mask he had glued on. I felt sick.

After knocking Hilde off her feet like he was sloppily shooing away a bug, he now tore at the hem of her skirt.

“WHAT ARE—”

And something tumbled down, hitting the ground with a THNK. It was a dagger, about 15cm in length.

Picking up the small blade that had been strapped to Hilde’s thigh, he showed it off dramatically.

“The woman in front of you belongs to a group who would do you harm. Unfortunately, the intelligence I acquired came from a source that cannot easily reveal its identity, so it will prove difficult to gather evidence of their evildoing.”

I was stupefied. What the hell was this wretch saying? He was carefully laying down one lie after another as if it were an act of breathing.

I had previously been born in a peaceful era, and even after I was reincarnated, I was raised like a flower inside a guarded greenhouse. This was truly the first time I had ever met anyone so depraved.

There was neither anger nor sorrow in his eyes, much less a guilty conscience. Not even mercy. He was as emotionless as if it was merely time for him to get rid of an item that had worn out its uses.

“U, ngh…”

Lying limp against the wall, Hilde moaned a little and stirred.

Before I could even react, Niklas advanced on her. He raised his sword, prepared to strike again.

“STOP!”

“Princess Rosemarie!”

I was running before I knew it, but Klaus held me back.

Up to this point, he had only been carefully watching over the development, but he immediately responded to my movements, probably only concerned about my protection.

I struggled unreasonably against someone who had no gap in his defenses, but was easily restrained.

I gritted my teeth.

“Your Royal Highness, as long as this woman lives, she will try to harm you. We must dispose of her immediately,” said Niklas.

“You dare think you have the authority to decide that? I ordered you to stop!” I roared, even with Klaus holding me back.

But Niklas displayed no hint of hesitation. Like a third rate actor, he exaggeratedly shook his head.

“I will gladly receive your criticism later. However, we cannot leave this woman alone.”

“…………”

It was useless. This wretch was indifferent to my attempts to stop him. No matter what happened afterwards, he planned to deal with Hilde here.

My heart was beating painfully fast.

Blood pumped throughout my body. There was a buzzing in my ears, and my head ached.

It hurts, I can’t. How do you breathe normally?

Even though I was gasping for breath like a fish swept ashore, I couldn’t take in oxygen well. My mind went blank, and while I watched like a fool, Hilde raised her head and met my eyes.

She looked at me with tears in hers, her trembling lips slowly forming the words…

“……!”

SAVE ME!

“Don’t!!”

The blood stained tip of the sword moved in slow motion. The image of the sword swinging down, just before it reached her, burned itself into my eyes.

Even if I cried, even if I yelled, I couldn’t reach them.

“STOOOOPPP!!!”

KLANG!

“!!!”

Something intercepted his sword, and it was sent flying through the air until it embedded itself in a tree. Niklas moaned, holding on to his left hand, a stone half the size of a fist on the ground next to him.

“Ahh…”

“You are in the presence of Her Royal Highness, Niklas. Restrain yourself.”

The voice came from the end of the passageway. A man straightened himself from his throwing position, commanding his subordinate with his low voice. Niklas gulped at the sight of this man’s anger.

On the contrary, my body lost all of its strength.

He wasn’t scary to me. I would never think that. When no one else listened to my shouts, he was the only one who did.

Only Sir Leonhard would grant my wishes.


Chapter 19
The Reincarnated Princess’s Peril. (2)


A great commotion of footsteps came thundering in behind Sir Leonhard, about ten seconds too slow, and Royal Guards surrounded Niklas and Hilde.

“Summon a physician! Our top priority is treating her injury!”

After quick confirmation that Hilde was concealing no weapons, a female guard began staunching the blood flow. Hilde’s pallor was terrible, but it didn’t seem to be getting worse.

Niklas, on the other hand, had all of his weapons taken away with the exception of his ceremonial longsword. He offered no resistance, both hands held up in surrender, but he didn’t look like a cornered man.

Finding his behavior suspicious, I was watching him when he raised his gaze and met my eyes.

“Your Royal Highness…my deepest apologies.”

“…………”

What in the world did he intend to say after we’d already reached this point? I stayed on alert as he began to bow in my direction. The guards around him stopped him before he could step closer.

“I only wished to protect you, Your Highness, but it seems I stepped out of line.”

What the hell was he getting at? I couldn’t understand him at all.

Without giving me the chance to catch up with my thoughts, Niklas vehemently began arguing for his case.

“I suspected that woman was aiming for your life, and was driven by the circumstances to act quickly. Due to my lack of experience, I exposed your royal self to danger…what can I do to prove myself?” he appealed to me with zealous passion in his voice.

“…………”

Even his expression looked like it was begging, and the Royal Guards surrounding him looked on in bafflement.

“The woman bore me a grudge. Perhaps that is no ground to support my cause, but if nothing else, I must ask you to believe me in my sincerity. I…would never so much as turn traitor to your honorable self.”

Ahh, I get it now.

Because of his devotion to me, my loyal knight couldn’t allow the traitor escape, and went on a rampage. Or something.

Cornered, the woman resented him and tried to drag his good name down with her as a fellow conspirator, but that was a lie. He was completely innocent! Or something.

That was how he intended to talk his way out, with his shabby little drama.

“…………”

Don’t look down on me—!

Rage welled up from the depths of my soul, so strong vertigo hit me.

So you intend to cozy up to me to use me, while selling off my precious friends for gold? You have no intention of doing a single thing for the girl you seduced and took advantage of?

You piece of trash…!!!

“I—”

I won’t let you get away with that poor excuse! I almost screamed, but I stopped.

Sir Leonhard stood behind Niklas, his gaze so strong it pierced through me. The moment I met his eyes, the words got stuck on the way out and I swallowed my words. No sound came from his lips, but it looked like they were forming the words, “bear with it”.

Was it my imagination?

…no, it wasn’t.

I looked at the ground and exhaled.

Calm down, collect your thoughts, I repeated to myself.

Why would Hilde appear in front of me in the first place?

If it was for the purpose of assassinating me, as Niklas implied, it was too crude of an attempt, and she had no previous motive, either. If I believed him, then I couldn’t assume she had been sent by him, right?

Except, Niklas also had nothing to gain from killing me, and what just happened in front of my eyes may have been a poor show put on to make me to think that. Or, perhaps he had gotten close in order to use me as the hostage piece to control Lutz.

If that was the case, then he must have been watching us somewhere.

And in the exact same way, Sir Leonhard with his fortuitous timing had done similar surveillance, but on Niklas, not me.

In other words…

In order to reel in the big fish hidden in the deep…in order to lure out Sckellz, the war-mongering nation, this wretch was gonna go free.

“…………”

Was it by my father’s command? Or perhaps, my older brother?

I definitely hadn’t seen this coming. Nothing was clear to me.

But, however ignorant I might be, one thing was apparent.

Even if I threw a tantrum right here, right now, not a thing would change for the better.

“I see,” I said in a calm voice, keeping my rage locked inside. Moving my stiff muscles, I forced my face into a smile.

Smile, Rosemarie. You can’t let your face become unsightly now.

If you’re just a useless burden holding everyone back, the least you can do is show them a smile deserving of a princess.

“So you saved me?”

“Your Royal Highness…!”

Relief spread across Niklas’s face.

Was I convincing enough? Did I look the part of a young girl showing her gratitude to the knight who had saved her?

“Niklas.”

Under my crossed hands, my nails dug into my palms.

I bore the rage welling up inside me.

So that my disgust did not mix in, I carefully controlled my voice.

“Thank you.”

It was the first time my spoken words had ever meant the exact opposite of my true feelings.

While I was thanking him, inside I was screaming, “Go to hell, you fucking bastard!”

“I am not worthy,” he said in a carefree tone.

I resisted the urge to punch him in the face, and turned my back on him.

I wanted to get away from this filth as soon as possible. I almost began to run, but I reined in my impulse and moved through the passageway with measured steps.

Just as I was about to turn the corner, allowing the great noise behind me fall to an almost inaudible level, I was stopped.

“Your Royal Highness.”

“……”

I swallowed, and reflexively came to a halt. Mentally, all I wanted to do was run away, but I couldn’t bring myself to brush off Sir Leonhard.

Since when did he replace Klaus?

I had been so desperately focused on myself I hadn’t noticed.

“Yes?” I answered him as tranquilly as I could.

Please ignore that bit of hoarseness in my voice. Forgive me for not even turning around.

It’s not that I was giving him the cold shoulder—I couldn’t look back.

I was putting up a pretense of composure, but a glance at my face would immediately reveal my inner turmoil. The crease between my brows could not be erased, and if I relaxed even a little, various fluids would start spilling out.

I didn’t want to show him such a pitiful face.

The sound of his footsteps got closer.

“…………”

Don’t come here. Please, stop.

Perhaps he heard my wish, because he stopped, distant enough his quiet voice barely reached.

A hush fell between us.

After hesitating for a short while, he sighed.

“Your Royal Highness,” he said again. “I am truly sorry.”

“Huh…?”

I tensed at his unexpected words. Why?

Why was Sir Leonhard apologizing? The one who should apologize was me.

“Please leave the rest to us,” he said, ending the conversation and leaving me in the lurch.

Not even considering the disastrous state of my face, I turned around, but I was too late. He no longer faced me, already leaving.


Chapter 20
The Reincarnated Princess’s Regret.


Three days have passed since then.

I was informed Hilde’s injury was not overly serious and she could already rise from bed. It seems like her interrogation has begun, with a physician close at hand.

Niklas is being monitored and he seems to be behaving himself, but there was hitherto no proof he was in contact with foreign kingdoms. Due to the destruction of evidence in the Hilde affair, all that remained was the girl’s testimony, which wasn’t strong enough to deliver a decision.

The entire matter could turn into a fruitless argument, especially because it was highly unlikely the girl had been aware of the most important part of their plans to kidnap Lutz.

The system was not “innocent until proven guilty”, but without evidence it was difficult to convict an earl’s son.

Nevertheless, Niklas must be in a bind from having failed to deal the killing blow to Hilde.

The state of being suspected and watched made it difficult to move. He couldn’t afford to be abandoned by Sckellz. It was also, I daresay, not how the Order had hoped for the situation to develop.

The knights hadn’t bidden all this time only to have the culprits slip through their hands.

If I hadn’t gotten in the way, would the situation have been resolved more efficiently? I wondered, but no answers came to me.

I wanted to help as much as I had caused trouble, but what in the world could I do?

Depressed, I sank into my bed and sighed.

I was confined inside again, and now the entire day was already over. Since I barely stirred myself, the night arrived with me unable to sleep at all. I had tried to read to pass the time, but I couldn’t even process what I read.

Half past midnight.

I just finished telling myself I should sleep when a sound—KNOCK KNOCK—came from my bedroom door.

“……?”

It was a preposterous hour for anyone to visit an unmarried girl’s room, much less the princess.

Who could it be? I wondered warily, when an unexpected voice came through the door.

“Rosé, it’s me. May I enter?”

“Brother?”

In a fluster, I put on a thin shawl and slipped off my bed. I opened the door to find Christof was standing there with his usual expressionless self.

He looked exactly like he’d been working until this very moment.

“Please, come in.”

Who visited a young girl’s room in the middle of the night, even if she happened to be his 10 year old little sister? I thought it was out of character for my serious brother, but I still let him in. He was my brother. What else could I do?

“Shall I prepare tea?”

“No need.”

He threw himself onto the couch with a plomp, and beckoned me closer with a hand.

Lost, I approached him. When I got close enough, he grabbed my hand and guided me to the couch. Unable to run the opposite way, I was seated right beside to him.

What in the world?

A questioned mark danced over my head as I faced him. We were closer than I’d expected, and I stared at my brother’s beautiful features in shock.

Even if I hadn’t been taken by surprise, this was probably the first we had ever been so close. I could see the texture on his skin, and the irises of his eyes.

His ice blue eyes looked grey from an angle.

Seemingly unoffended by my fixation on his face, he grabbed my shoulders and pulled me toward him.

“Br-brother?”

Giving in to the pressure, I found myself stretched out on the couch, my head in his lap.

W-wait a minute…he wants me to use his lap as a pillow…?

“Shall we have a little talk?”

“I don’t mind, but…why like this?”

Shaken, I found his actions even stranger than I’d originally thought, but he was otherwise behaving exactly the same. The tone of his voice was even, and no expression marred his face.

Was this how siblings acted? Now that I thought about it, I had done this for Johan before, but this was the first time I’d ever had someone offer me the same.

“The hour is late. If you get tired, you can sleep like that.”

“Umm…”

How was I going to do that?

I couldn’t possibly sleep with my head on my brother’s lap! I was so aware of him I couldn’t calm down, and well, it wasn’t very comfortable. Chris didn’t reek of body odor, but his body was quite muscular. He was a guy, all right.

It was obvious there were a lot of things I wanted to say. His eyes narrowed slightly, and the corners of his mouth quirked in amusement.

“Let me do something brotherly once in a while,” he said.

“……”

When he made his request with that mature expression of his, I became embarrassed thinking about how I’d acted like a whining child.

Unable to look him in the eyes, I could hear his quiet laugh when I suddenly turned away.

“Because I can’t even offer a single word of indulgence, I’m only ever strict to you and Johan.”

“That’s not true.”

He had already done plenty for me.

I truly believed that, but his smile turned bitter.

“It is. At your age, you should still be allowed to sit on your mother’s lap, asking to be spoiled. However, because of me, and our parents, you had to obediently hold in all of your worry, anger, and sorrow.”

“……”

“You were there for Johan, but there was no one there for you. You had no choice but to grow up in order to protect him. Yet, when it came to yourself, you insisted you were fine and couldn’t even bring yourself to complain or rely on anyone else. Not to me, nor to those around you.”

“Brother…”

“Even though you are still a ten year old girl,” Chris said, patting my head.

Unfamiliar with the act, the motion of his hand was awkward, but heartfelt. Even the gentleness of his voice and gaze made me feel like I was loved, and my eyes started to burn for some reason.

“Brother…”

The moment the energy flowed from my stiff body, the sound of glass breaking could be heard from far away.

“…?!”

I bolted upright like I’d been shocked. But, before I could get off the couch, I was stopped by his hand.

“It’s fine,” he very calmly told me.

Chris should have also known from the all the noise that something was out of place. Nothing should have disturbed the peace, but the palace was in uproar.

“Wha-what…how is anything fine?!” I replied in outrage as the sound of several footsteps ran by. It was obvious something was going on, what the hell?

“Stay here. It’s fine.”

“……”

He looked me straight in the eye, not an inkling of doubt to be seen; just my reflection.

“Rosé.”

“Bro…ther…”

He pulled me into his arms and hugged me close, like he was trying to keep the commotion at bay. Wrapping an arm around my head, he gently covered the ear that wasn’t pushed against his chest.

I could no longer hear. There was nothing else beyond the sound of my heart, and my brother’s.

Right now, even while I was being protected within my brother’s arms, “something” was happening.

It probably had something to do with the plans to abduct Lutz being set into motion.

From the calm way Chris reacted, everything was probably going the way he predicted it would.

Meaning there would be no report coming to him, and the Order had also expected this would happen.

As the targets, Lutz and Theo had probably been informed as well.

The only one who didn’t know, the only one kept in the dark…was me.

Useless Rosemarie.

“……”

I’d wanted to do something, anything. But there was nothing I could do.

I had no power, but because I had the memories from my previous life, because I knew what could happen in the future, I’d thought I could do something by myself.

Who was I kidding?

This was the response I got—protection by others.

I was powerless.

“Don’t cry.”

The anguished sound of Chris’s voice reached me, his hand sliding down from my ear to wipe my tears.

“Even if I push you to trust me, or protect you without your knowing, in the end, I still let you cry. I’m a hopeless brother to you.”

“That’s not…true…”

It wasn’t his fault; it was mine.

I only had to believe in others, but I didn’t even have the strength to do that. I only had to place the entirety of my trust in others as the situation arose, but I couldn’t do that either. It was my fault for being so indecisive.

I want to become stronger.

Impatience and great hunger both filled me from the bottom of my heart.


Chapter 21
The Wizards’ Struggle.


※ Theo Eilenberg’s POV.



BAAAM!

KRASHHH!

From my position on the hard surface of the wagon’s floor where I’d been discarded long ago and promptly neglected, I quietly whispered, “No need to show off.”

My entire body was an aching mess from head to toe. My left arm had gone numb under me, and with my hands and feet bound, I’d been reduced to a wriggling caterpillar. My current state made it rather difficult to maneuver, but I somehow managed to turn face up. I sighed in relief.

BOOM!!!

A fireball trailed across a sky now visible through the tossed up canopy.

This was in no way, as a matter of fact, the achievement of my inchworming self.

“No need to show off,” I said again, a dry laugh croaking out.

The name’s Theo Eilenberg. Current position—the remote outskirts of the Kingdom of Neyval, on a mountain trail close to the national border shared by the neighboring Kingdom of Vint.

Three days have passed since Niklas von Buelow attempted to kill Hilde Kramer when he was revealed as a spy. In the following events, the royal palace was infiltrated by the enemy, and I was stuffed in a sack and carried to the wagon where I was unceremoniously dumped.

I tried to escape using magic, but could not get a proper hold of my magic due to the limiting effects of the choker. When a wizard with zero strength was prevented from utilizing his powers, it was over for him.

I didn’t want to get hurt, so I obediently lay where I’d been tossed like a sack of potatoes, but it seems like one prodigy with a little too much pride had no intention of doing the same.

A little under an hour after we’d started to climb a steep mountain path, the mouth of my sack was untied. He was now attempting to cut my ropes, and I surmised he’d escaped using the knife concealed in the sole of his shoe.

Right in the middle of his work, a rider from the rear noticed something amiss and stopped the wagon.

Abandoning me in my caterpillar state, Lutz moved himself into a more prepared stance for battle.

His weapons were the small knife in his hand, and three magic stones in the other. By the way, they’re stones imbued with power. They weren’t very easy to use because they were only limited to wizards with high ability, and could only be used once before they broke and disappeared.

The magic stones Lutz held had been created by our master, Lady Irene von Artmann, as a means for self-defense because his powers had been sealed.

For that reason, Lutz was able to shoot fireballs—magic of an attribute his exact opposite—into the sky. The problem was…the one he just sent off was his last. It signaled the end for him.

Inevitably, Lutz came back after his struggle.

He was violently tossed inside, a horrible sight to hold.

I checked to see if he still any other weapons on him, noticing a great many bruises on the exposed upper half of his body. His shoes had been taken, so he was now barefoot. To top it off, he’d been tied up in circles with rope. The finishing blow came from the shining choker.

…a mysterious force instinctively nudged me to look away.

He owned looks of unparalleled beauty, but it was also his misfortune. I could only view him like a pitiful pretty boy who had been roughened up by a bunch of perverts.

“Lutz… I’ll tell the princess not to probe too deeply into the situation with your ass.”

I tried lightly joking about it, but the eyes he turned my way looked like they could kill. They promised to moderately beat me to a pulp, in sync with his irritation.

“Before that happens, I’ll thrust an icicle into your ass.”

I sighed without a drop of fear, and shrugged.

“There’s no point in resisting, you’ll just get hurt. Be obedient. We can’t even use magic, how were you gonna run away?”

“Shut up. Don’t order me around.”

Lutz abruptly turned his face away.

Shaking my head in amazement, I faced the other way.

A short while later, a single man climbed aboard.

Until now, he hadn’t been riding alongside the wagon so that he could keep an eye on the pace of the wagon, but I knew I had to an eye on him.

“Don’t cause too much trouble,” he said, scowling at us.

I knew him.

‘Twas the Royal Knight, Niklas von Buelow. The man who’d turned traitor against his masters, the people he’d vowed to protect.

It would be convenient if he came closer.

“At any rate, you brats have no idea where you are. It would bode better for you to make your masters happy and earn their favor,” he said with a sneer, not even trying to hide his contempt.

“Ohh, I see… Pet dogs should act like pet dogs, and work hard to please their owners,” I said with a smile.

Niklas snorted as he laughed.

“Now here’s a good attitude!”



Well. I could say things were looking favorable.

Up to this point I’ve been following a script that had already been prepared beforehand.

The attack on the palace, the abduction of us apprentices, even Lutz’s blunder—everything was going according to the scenario First Prince, Christof von Werfald, had planned. Naturally, anyone untrustworthy had been excluded.





Going back in time, three days ago.

The night of the day Hilde Kramer had been attacked, we were led to a small and narrow room under the pretense of an interrogation.

Entering like we were getting locked up, we came face to face with distinguished personages. The First Prince, the Commander of the Royal Knights, and our master, Lady Irene von Artmann.

We gulped as the First Prince said to us, I ask for your cooperation.

For a short time after that, he went into details about everything that had been happening under the surface. The King of Sckellz was scheming to have Lutz abducted, and the one to guide his men would be a member in the Order of the Royal Knights. The maid who had been approaching Lutz lately had been the underling of this spy.

In order to seal her mouth, he tried to kill the maid but the princess happened to be present for everything.

At first, we were dumbfounded, but we gradually began to piece things together, making us want to kick ourselves.

We looked at each other, my identically…no, Lutz looked even more harsh than I, biting on his upside down lips. He kept his hands in a fist with all his strength, shaking slightly.

“Then…the princess had always protected us?” Lutz asked in a daze, and I remembered something.

The princess had been awfully interested in the matter between Lutz and the maid.

If I believed talks of love was something young girls of marriageable age did because that was what they were interested in, then there had been no indication of enjoyment on the part of the princess. If I had to put it into words, I remembered how worried she’d looked, waiting to see how Lutz would react.

It was clear now the princess had been fearful Lutz held affection for the maid, and that it would be used against him.

She’d tried to stay by our sides as much as possible, making use of spare time in her busy schedule. It had probably been all for both of our sakes, so that she could have the guard who had been assigned for her own safety protect us.

Such a young girl had tried so desperately to spread her arms to protect us.

And yet, what the hell did we do? We knew something had been troubling her, but we hadn’t noticed at all that we were the cause of her worries.

“What a disgrace… We’re pathetic.”

I wanted to laugh at how hopeless we were, but I couldn’t even do that. All that leaked out from my twisted lips was a hoarse voice.

“Why-why did you let the Princess do something like that…! If I’d been aware of the situation, I could have dealt with it by myself!!”

It wasn’t something we could simply end by physically beating up the enemy.

“Calm down, Lutz. You know it’s not that simple,” I reproached him, and Lutz ground his teeth in vexation, turning his face away.

“……”

“I confess to using my little sister to get the end results, but I never ordered her to do anything,” the prince quietly said without expression, carefully watching us.

What did he mean he hadn’t ordered her? Unable to understand his objective, I looked at him questioningly. The prince closed his eyes and gave a long sigh.

“I said she was worried about you two, but I will say no more on the matter. When I caught wind of grievous information that the possibility of a nation-wide conflict could break out, did you really believe I would have told the young princess?”

“……”

“She’s clever. She has the ability to take action. Without anyone ordering her to, she analyzed the situation in her head, and was able to move everything in a direction that brought about the very best results. Sometimes, I’m struck with the ridiculous notion she may even be able to see straight into the future. She is my brilliant little sister. This time, however, her brilliance has brought about the least desired effect. She has been dragged in a plot she should have never been a part of.”

Our eyes were wide open.

If we were to swallow everything he’d said without challenging it, then he really hadn’t ordered the princess to do anything. Instead, she had sensed our danger, and had acted alone using her own judgment.

Almost as if the young girl had finally reached beyond her adolescence into adulthood.

Her brilliance could not be settled with just words. With the information we previously lacked before now given to us, I connected the strange events that had happened inside the castle, going from dot to dot until I arrived at an answer, and closed in on an impossible talent. Simply put, visions of the future.

“To make matters worse, she has even caught the notice of a ruler.”

“A ruler…you don’t…?!”

“No,” the Prince said, cutting short my words, which had come as quick as the blood had drained from my face. “I don’t mean Sckellz, but the ruler of our kingdom.”

Ahh, that was good… I’d gone faint at the thought of the princess getting noticed by that war fiend.

“Our kingdom? In other words, your—”

“That’s right. My father.”

Even though he was quite lost, Lutz asked and the prince nodded in confirmation.

“However, to that person we are not children. We are nothing more than underlings related to him through blood. Those he deems useful will be put to work, and everyone else ignored. For her sake, it would be better for him to decide she is useless, but…”

It seems like she has “use” after all, the prince remained expressionless when he muttered that, but his voice became extremely bitter. Even the prince seemed to find it an unpleasant turn of events.

“Use…? What did he have in mind for the princess?”

“Bait.”

“WHAT…?!”

“Our foes are aiming for the two of you, but they need someone to manipulate you two so that you’ll as you’re told. Right now, there is no one more suitable for the job than my little sister.”

“Wh-what the hell…?” Lutz said, his voice shaking.

Was he holding back? He looked extremely pissed off, ready to snap at any moment. Below his breath, he muttered, Don’t screw with us!

It’s probably a little too late now, but we’ve been acting very rudely towards His Royal Highness. My reasoning told me I needed to stop Lutz.

But, against my better senses, the words I needed to stop him never came out. Truth be told, I felt the same way.

“In other words, you’re letting her get kidnapped so that you can round up the whole lot in the righteous name of rescuing the princess?”

Don’t screw with us!

The princess wasn’t born as royalty for the sake of getting dragged into this mess!

We, I didn’t stay by her side to get involved in this…!

A terribly brutal desire welled up from the bottom of my heart.

As if it was in concert with my feelings, my body temperature rose incredibly, and heat gathered in the palm of my hands. The controller that had been installed around my neck sparked to life, making a keening sound.

“Calm yourself, fool apprentice.”

SPLASH.

“……?!”

Cold water literally poured over my head, leaving me stunned.

A slender and beautiful woman sighed as she looked at me. With her carefully arranged black hair, and a monocle in her left eye, she looked wise and had a beautiful face, but there was an overall impression of inflexibility.

She was our master, the one who had carefully supervised us until now. Lady Irene had summoned water from above with magic to rain down on me in order to stop me from losing my cool, even though she was a flame wizard.

She was the only one in our kingdom who could call upon magic of her exact opposite attribute so easily.

“Prince Christof would not permit such an atrocious deed.”

“Uh…”

“Observe how displeased His Highness is, all because the princess is so adorable, so cute he cannot hold back his emotions.”

“Miss Artmann.”

Even with the prince’s chilling glare fixed on her, my master was not perturbed at all. Gracing him with a smile, she easily evaded him.

“Goodness, how rude of me.”

Perhaps he understood he was no match for her with words, because the prince let her audacity pass without reprimand. A sigh slipped from him, and he continued our conversation.

“As I mentioned before, I don’t want my little sister further involved. Therefore, your cooperation is essential.”











To everyone confused, or concerned, nothing happened to Lutz’s precious butt. Theo was just joking.


Chapter 22
The Wizards’ Struggle. (2)


※ Theo Eilenberg’s POV.



The speed of the wagon had dropped as it lumbered up the slope, but it has begun to increase again. It seems like we’ve crossed a pass.

With the sound of wheels like they’d rattle off for music, I thought back on the words of the Commander.

When Lutz and I nodded agreement to the prince’s request for help without a hint of hesitation, the Commander took out a folded piece of paper, and spread open the aged parchment, displaying a map.

To the north of the Kingdom of Nayvel, there was a belt of craggy mountains, a natural border with four kingdoms crowding around it.

The shortest escape route from our kingdom to Sckellz requires crossing a mountain, he’d said.

Whichever route Niklas took, it was impossible to escape without assistance from a neighboring kingdom, but if he went by mountain roads, he could cut down travel to the bare minimum.

Compared the highways on the open plain, there was also less danger of getting spotted. However, because there were no means of escape, the likelihood that he’ll use an unknown route wasn’t out of the question.

That is where I make my appearance, my master piped in.

She dropped three magic stones into Lutz’s palms. They allowed him to shoot fireballs, so after he put up an appropriate show of resistance and he was struck, he should aim for the sky.

If we were on a mountain road, do it after we had started climbing for an hour. If we were on the highway, then when we passed through a town. The view is more likely to obstructed, so we’d have to rely on the surrounding sounds and the surface of the land to make our judgments.

To make our enemies drop their guard, we were taught how to use visible weapons, so that when it came time to act we absolutely did not use magic.

For that reason, Lutz was entrusted with the magic stones with an attribute he had absolutely no affinity for. I was warned not to join in by way of precaution.

Even when we were restricted inside the castle, the reason we didn’t put up a big fight was for the sake of deceiving our colleagues into believing that as long as we were collared our powers would be suppressed.

The fruit of our efforts? They gave up on taking the princess along with us. If there were two of us, they believed it would be easy to mutually have one to control the other.

With His Royal Highness sticking to the princess, it wouldn’t have been possible for them to get to her in the first place. There was no safer place in the entire kingdom than the princess’s room right now.

His Royal Highness had promised he would never let anything happen to her.

That’s why we’ll do everything that we can on our end. We’ll struggle. We’ll fight.

We will return. To where she waits for us.

“…………”

A chill.

Something cold touched my wrist.

From behind, Lutz had created a small blade from ice and slipped it between my hand and the ropes. I kept the blade in my palm the way it was and slipped it up and down. I pretended to change the direction my body was facing and cut the ropes at my foot, then gathered heat in my hand and vaporized the ice.

All that was left to do was wait.

If we had traveled by highway, the horses would have been changed for fresh ones in towns along the way. By choosing to go the shortest route, they’d been forced to use the same ones.

The horses were already at their limits, but were not even allowed a moment’s respite. I assumed we were meeting others soon.

If the men waiting near the national border between the Kingdoms of Sckellz and Vint were hired hands, then we might need to march as far as the castle.

I wanted to avoid that. The closer we got to the capitol, the lower our chances of escaping became.

But nothing was for sure yet. The king had gone to great pains in order to obtain his toys, us. Would he really leave them in the hands of guys whose loyalties can’t even be assured? On top of that, after passing through two kingdoms, he might have predicted it wouldn’t be an easy task to make progress with so many bringing up the rear, so he’d probably send men he could trust…for example, a force under his direct control. Were my thoughts too simple?

“Shan’t be long now,” Niklas whispered. 

“……”

Lifting up the cover, he squinted at the passing scenery.

“Finally, what I’ve been waiting for will start. I can say farewell to the life of being shamed behind my back for my poverty, of my family holding the title of earl in name only.”

I saw evidence of neither guilt nor regret in the feverish light emanating from his eyes. Befitting the scene of a young man embracing the hope of a completely new life in his bright eyes; it was rather strange to behold.

“Fiend,” Lutz muttered in a cold voice.

“What?”

Unfortunately, Niklas heard him. But even with the man glaring at him, Lutz did not flinch, and he looked back at the man with eyes cold enough to match his voice.

“You’re inhuman.”

“Hah. What are you trying to say? The fiend here would be you, wouldn’t it? Lutz Eilenberg.”

“And you as well. You’re betraying everyone and throwing away everything you’ve had. Your homeland, your king, your family and friends. Without a shred of remorse, and no conscience to speak of. Such a person can no longer be called ‘human,’ can he?”

“……”

Silently, Niklas kicked Lutz in the shoulder.

“———!”

Lutz groaned in pain.

Emotionlessly, Niklas stepped on Lutz’s head.

“How ridiculous. You think they qualify to be called family and friends? They’re only the trash holding me back, the refuse who will not recognize my superiority. But…”

He ground the sole of his foot down with even more strength as he erupted in complaints. In the hollowed space of his eyes, his expression became increasingly erratic.

“…what were you saying? The one you should preach to about having nowhere he belongs is yourself, is he not?”

Pathetic, he said with a smile. Does it hurt? You deserve praise for not backing down, but who was it that infuriated me?

His hand came to rest on the sword hanging from his waist.

Niklas wouldn’t kill us, but this looked really bad. What do I do? How can I stop him?

I couldn’t afford to use magic. If I rammed my body into him, would that divert his attention to me?

I desperately tried to get up, and that’s when…

SCREECH!

The wagon shook violently, coming to a stop.

It seems like we’ve arrived at the delivery point.

“You’ve had a narrow escape,” Niklas said in annoyance, releasing his hand from his sword. Lifting the cover, he got out.

At the sight of his retreating back, my strength drained, and I let out a long sigh.

“Lutz. You need to cool down.”

“The ass was pissing me off…”

“How old are you?”

Lutz turned away, no intention of reflecting on his action. Stupid brat.

“Get out!”

Right after our conversation ended, fellows dressed completely in black climbed aboard and cursed at us, seemingly ready to drag us from the wagon.

The area was still dimly lit, but daybreak must have been close by because the eastern sky was beginning to brighten. We must have been close to the foot of the mountains, for we were surrounded by trees, nary an unobstructed view.

After I confirmed our surrounding, the fellows pushed us out from behind.

“So you’re here. My king has been expecting you.”

A powerful man was waiting.

He was a knight on a splendid warhorse, clad entirely in armor. There must have been ten of them.

Fitting of a kingdom better known for its thirst for war, everyone gathered looked very strong. However, their excellence doesn’t seem to have extended to their brains. They looked the type to mow down the opposition with force.

Well, if their heads worked correctly, they wouldn’t have sworn loyalty to that nut of a king, right? The nation and those who made their livelihoods within it never looked back on their actions, only choosing to focus on expanding their territory when they should have immediately replaced such a foolish king.

“Come.”

With fellows standing on both sides, they grabbed me by the arms.

Lutz was similarly restrained.

In that second.

“Don’t move!”

A stern voice echoed through the area.

At the sound of that voice, those who had been hidden simultaneously came into view.

Soldiers with ready swords and bows surrounded the entire area. Since when?! and unsettlement spread throughout the soldiers of Sckellz.

“This is the dominion of our kingdom. You will not be forgiven for trespassing.”

“Absurd!! Why is the Kingdom of Vint…!!” Niklas sputtered in surprise, all color draining from his face.

Indeed, the banner raised by the surrounding soldiers did not belong to the Kingdom of Nayvel but its neighbor, the Kingdom of Vint.

Furthermore, these armored men were not frontier guards, but knights from the royal city’s own Order.

The man who was likely their commanding officer turned his sharp gaze on us, but spoke to the boy under his guard who was standing behind him.

“Your Highness, I deeply apologize for having involved you in this.”

“No. The one who unreasonably had you march out was me.”

The divine looks of the boy referred to as Highness looked like a painted angel come to life from a religious painting. With golden hair that looked like it had been spun out of sunlight, and blue eyes, from his looks alone, this boy and the princess were like two peas in a pod. The airs they gave off were completely different, however.

The blue of his eyes resembled the deep sea, and something terrible and unknown lurked at the bottom.

“You cannot overlook the actions of these insolent men who would dare trample on the dominion of other kingdoms. Mind me not, and please carry out your duties. It seems like the two boys are bound. Please take care of them.”

This young boy speaking with such unbelievable composure had left to study in the neighboring kingdom, the Second Prince of the Kingdom of Nayvel—Johan von Werfald.

“It can’t, this is…ridiculous,” Niklas said in dismay at the presence of a personage who should never have been in a place like this.

Eyes wide open in shock, a streak of sweat slid down the side of his face. The hand holding the hilt of his sword shook uncontrollably.

Niklas retreated with unsteady footsteps, and tripped over the root of a tree.

Eyes gathered on the stumbling form, and Prince Johan narrowed his eyes at him in suspicion. Whatever he was thinking, he held his chin in his fingers and seconds passed without a word.

And then, after blinking his eyes several times, he said, Ahh.

“Niklas.”

“!!”

“Your Highness, do you know him…?”

“Niklas von Buelow. A Royal Knight from my kingdom… Niklas, why are you here?”

“……”

With those blue eyes that looked like they could see through everything zeroed in on him, Niklas gulped.

He was desperately searching for an excuse, but I wonder if he’d noticed yet?

That no matter what he did, he was already in checkmate.

How was a military exercise being conducted with such perfect timing, and to double the miracle, the Second Prince of Nayvel was even in the same camp?

That out of all the routes he could have taken, for Niklas to expressly choose the route. That the knights of Vint had had time to conceal themselves at the location even before the soldiers from Sckellz arrived. It was like a miracle had been put together.

All according to plan.

Niklas had unknowingly played according to the script, manipulated by both the prince guarding his little sister inside the castle, and the prince who stood before him now.

“The coloring of those boys… They resemble the wizard children my brother wrote of in his letter.”

“……”

“Why have you bound them? Why are you with our enemies? Answer me, Niklas von Buelow!”

Driven even more into a corner by His Highness’s words, Niklas’s shoulders shook with surprise.

Eyes burning with despair, he cast them down. Trembling like a child getting a scolding, he bit on his lower lip.

“……up.”

“So you’ve been reduced to turning traitor on your kingdom? You, the heir to an earl’s family with proud heritage!” the prince said scornfully.

“Shut up!” Niklas yelled. “Shut up, shut up, shut up!!”

He shook his head once, as if to rid himsef of the Devil, and grabbed Lutz who stood beside him.

“!”

His sword came free with a wild swing, and he pressed the blade against Lutz’s neck.

“Bastard!”

“Don’t move! Unless you’re fine with what may happen to this brat?” Niklas barked, his breathing rough.

Growling like a menacing dog, he glared at his surroundings.

“You come along as well!”

Imitating Niklas, the soldier from Sckellz roughly made a grab for my arm. He also pressed his sword against my neck, then pushed me in front of His Highness and the others.

“If you don’t want to regret what happens to these guys, don’t get any closer!”

What a typical villain’s line.

I was so disgusted I couldn’t help sighing, but I knew how serious the situation was so I kept my face blank. On the other hand, my pal couldn’t sense the mood at all.

“You’re so loud! You don’t need to shout in my ears,” he nonchalantly said as he covered his ears, face twisted in displeasure.

I couldn’t supress a wry smile with Lutz so smoothly showing off his untied hands.

“You’re…!”

“Aren’t you kind of stupid? We’re obviously no longer cut out to be made hostages.”

Ay me! he sighed, theatrically shrugging his shoulders in an exaggeration of disappointment, and looking down at the ground.

He gave me one slow wink. Once his eye was open again, it had changed from its usual indigo to a silvery grey.

A hollow sound pierced the air as the sword was sent flying from Niklas.

“Wha—?!”

The moment Lutz powerfully stomped on the ground, something resembling a thick mist spread from under him, freezing the feet of Niklas and his group in an instant.

“How can you use…?! Wasn’t it suppressed?!”

“Oh, this?” Lutz asked, pointing at the thing fitted around his neck. Using a finger to release the clasp, it very easily came undone and fell to the ground. “As you can see, it’s a fake.”

He smiled innocently, but with the swipe of his hand countless ice shards materialized, swooping down on the fellows.

“Uwahhhh!!!”

Lutz looked like he was acting in a fit of violence to vent his anger. I gave him a single look, and sighed at length.

“Don’t wreak havoc first without me.”

With all my strength, I yanked the ropes apart, burning its remains with the flames I’d gathered in the palm of my hands.

“EEEEKK!”

The man holding me thrust me away from him in order to create some distance between us.

Refining the surrounding air, I let the flame I’d kindled spread. Looking at the blue flames flaring in my hands, the fellows screamed.

“Th-they’re…monsters…!!!”

Reacting to the words of the ashen and trembling men, Lutz and I looked at each other at the same time.

Gazes cooling, we spat our responses at them.

“Monsters? Too late to realize that now.”

“These monsters were coveted, weren’t they? By your Master.”


Chapter 23
The Wizards’ Return.


※ Theo Eilenberg’s POV.



“I’m so tired,” said Lutz.

“…………”

The clip-clopping sound of the horse’s hooves were very peaceful. Seated on his own horse next to me, Lutz continued to stare straight ahead with vacant eyes, like those of a dead fish. Looking up at the blue sky, I didn’t respond. Neither of us really had the will for small talk.

When we were kidnapped, I was first discarded on the floor of the wagon, and then I went a bit overboard with the magic I wasn’t used to handling yet. I was tense the entire time, so I’m worn out.

Moving even a single finger required work, and the moment my attention wandered, my eyelids began to shut.

At this junction, I wanted to sleep quicker, even if it was only by a little. 

For now, our neighbors from Vind will be keeping the King of Sckellz’s private force in custody. Any further trouble popping up from here on out belonged to our comrades; our roles ended here.

If Lutz and I had been been forcibly smuggled into the kingdom of Vind, I’m confident the two princes probably would have figured something to get us out.

After a mostly uneventful questioning, we were sent on our way.

The knights we were handed over to pointed out the frontier fortress the His Royal Highness seems to be lodged at, but we politely declined the offer to stay.

We could do all the resting we wanted after going back.

At our response, the dedicated knights hesitated, but no one offered a protest after Lutz smilingly said, “It’s the first time we’ve ever been without the chokers, so if we were to lose consciousness and somehow lose control…no, there’s no question something will happen.”

Even though he must have been even more exhausted than I was, Lutz seemed to share my sentiments.

Even if we’re not much of a threat, it’ll be a pain if we make it difficult for others to stay in the castle, so we should hold back, I said, feeling full of apprehension, and he readily agreed with an obedience that was unusual for him.

“I wanna,” he said.

He’d barely stirred himself, so I’d begun to worry he’d fallen asleep on his horse.

What? I thought, turning to look at him. He continued to stare absently in front of him.

“Go back.”

“…………”

The whispered confession was ordinary.

But it was the first time such words had ever passed his lips.

When Lutz and I met at the orphanage it was summer and we were both seven years old.

My first impression was that he looked like a ghost.

With his nearly white silver hair and pale skin, he was so faint he seemed to disappear into the background with the garden’s elderflowers. His delicate hands and feet had seemed out of place on a boy the same age as me.

The only thing unique about his image, the deep indigo color of his eyes, had been bereft of life, and he barely seemed alive.

How did you have to raise someone to create this pale imitation of the living?

I understood the answer as soon as it occurred of me to ask the question.

Lutz had always lived a life of concealment. With the exception of his parents, no one had known of his existence. Not the grandparents who lived far away, nor the people in his neighborhood.

How? I wondered. As a newborn baby, there was no way they could have known he had the makings of a wizard. But even then, there may have been no saving for Lutz. His outer appearance was normal, but signs of his abilities may have already begun to manifest.

When a wizard used magic, the color of their eyes often changed. Mine changed from red to gold, and Lutz’s changed from blue into silver.

You barely had any power as a baby, so though you might say magic, it was supposed to be so faint you could barely perceive it with your senses. Regardless, I suppose there could have been moments when the eyes might change color.

Had his parents become aware of it, and decided to lock him away? Since they were dead now, I can only surmise how he lived until now.

When he was sent to the orphanage, Lutz never opened to anyone around him and ended up a loner.

Well, even if you talked to him he just ignored you, so he got what he deserved. I became the only one willing to go up to him.

My story was somewhat similar to his. The moment I was born, I was immediately abandoned in front of the orphanage. By the time we met, I’d been in the orphanage longer than the other children, and had become something akin to a surrogate big brother for the kiddos. I was fond of them, but I could never wholeheartedly think of them as family. Perhaps because vaguely suspected I was different.

The more I yearned for the future which had rejected me, the more it frightened, and from time to time, choked me.

Lutz continued to act indifferently to me, but only by his side did the pressure ease and I could breathe easier. The time I spent in his company increased.

Behind the orphanage, there was a small mountain. A giant tree had sprouted out there, and the base of it had become his favorite spot. As soon as he finished his daily tasks, that was where he went, and I followed him as I pleased, sleeping on the branches of the giant tree. That became our daily routine.

Lutz would read, and I would sleep. We barely conversed. Before the sun set, I’d say, “Let’s go back,” and he never once replied.

I can say with confidence that the orphanage was probably not our home. Not for Lutz…and not for me, either.

10 years old. Winter.

I revealed the fact that I had magic to the Father.

Several years before, I slightly sensed an uncontrollable power inside myself. Magic easily influenced the roll of emotions, and in my case, I was easily overcome with “rage”.

One day, I was pulled aside by the Father. Uncomfortable with the idea of us hanging out together, the Father obliquely suggested I keep my distance from Lutz. He was the “problem child” who made no attempts to fit in. I was the “good child” everyone got along with.

I became irritated with the fancy speech he used to try and persuade me with.

You know nothing! I snarled, my body quickly bursting in flames.

When I saw how taken aback the Father was, a feeling of despair and resignation put me in check.

So I really am a monster, I thought.

It was only thanks to Lutz that I didn’t lose control then and there.

Noticing something amiss, the children began to gather, with Lutz at the forefront. He held his hands out to my burning body, and froze me in a clash of our powers.

“I’m the same type of monster he is,” he declared. I can never forget the look on the Father’s face. Fear and hopelessness. Contempt and pity. All the dark emotions boiling down in the same pot, and he looked at us with glazed eyes.

And yet, the Father insisted we were “good children”.

You’re good children, only strong in character. My important family, he said.

He normally smiled when he came in contact with us, but if we displayed even a hint of magic, he would berate us, saying it was evil. Magic was the power of the Devil. The way he looked at those times, I verily believed he terribly resembled the Devil he spoke of.

It came to a point where he no longer even became upset.

The Father willfully turned a blind eye to us.

He became desperate, and thought the problem would go away if he ignored it.

For our sake, he wasn’t mad. He cared about us, so he wasn’t avoiding our magic. He was “the one who could not bring himself to accept the children”, that was all.

Time flowed, and we turned thirteen.

Our existence had finally been exposed to the kingdom, and our warped play of family came to an end. The Father laid eyes on the knights who came to take us under their care, and even though his lips moved in protest, relief shone on his face. Our relationship, which continued to ignore the strains, had deteriorated to the point where reconciliation was no longer possible. Without need for the coercion, the end probably occurred right before our eyes.

We were taken to the royal palace, and that was where we met the princess, who was three years younger than us.

Her gently wavy platinum blonde hair fell down in long waves to her back, and long lashes framed big blue eyes the color of a clear sky. Even for someone like me who barely touched books, she was the very image of those vaguely depicted storybook characters called “princess” with both her fluffy loveliness and her dignified beauty.

However, contrary to her image of innocence, the princess who seemed to have been shaped with only beauty was sharp as a whip. While I’m at it, I’ll add she’s also rather strange.

At first, we believed she had been ordered by her older brother to acquaint herself and win us over, but we soon discovered how very honest she was—almost to a fault.

When we asked if she found us frightening, when she was told off for pitying us, she stood in front of us and answered that we were frightening, and that she did pity us.

With the words returned so frankly, their poison lost its effect.

We could also detect no falsehood in her words when she said she wanted to know us better. With nary a fragment of ill will to be found in her eyes, what choice did we have but to believe in her?

She was someone propriety would never have allowed us to approach, but the princess never lost interest and continued to talk to us.

She never got upset when Lutz rebuffed her, and little by little, she closed the gap between them. She brazenly said she’d feed him, but when she actually brought out handmade sweets, of course we found it surprising. There was never a single platter of sweets made by the her that had not been swept clean, for what she made had been even more delicious than the concoctions cooked up by the chef.

No matter how cynical I was, when I was faced with someone who made so much effort to meet me halfway, I could no longer think it only a façade. Before I knew it, my heart had started to fill with the warmth she gave us.

That was plenty for me.

I would not ask the impossible, and wish that she accept us as wizards.

Even though I’d already made up my mind…

She had already accepted us for what we were, long ago. She never averted her eyes like the Father had, she very naturally accepted us, and most of all, she stayed by our sides.

As soon as I realized that, my shoulders sagged in relief.

I no longer needed to fear the things that rejected me. It wasn’t necessary for me to turn my back on them and pretend not to see.

Anyhow, no matter how cool we tried to act now it would be pointless, because we were a stove and an icehouse. When I thought of that, I found the thought so strange, so amusing, I could not stop laughing.

I want to stay here, had been my thought.

With the princess, with Lutz, and myself. If I had that, there was nothing else I’d wish for. No matter what sort our relationship we had, I wouldn’t complain.

Family. Friends. Even if it was one between a master and her servant, I’d take it.

“Theo.”

“Mm? You called?”

I’d been lost in recollections of the past.

From the way he kept looking at me in suspicion, it seems like he found my silence concerning.

“What made you suddenly go quiet?”

Your tummy aches? he added, and I stared at him in amazement.

The slightly amused words sounded indifferent, but I could tell from the look on his face he was truly worried. It was a response I never could have imagined from the boy from the past.

“Wow, you’ve really become soft.”

“What! Someone worried about you, and that’s all you got to say? Are you making fun of me?” he said heatedly, looking at me in disbelief.

Not only had he mellowed out, his range of expressions had become more abundant.

“Nah, I’m touched.”

“If it’s a fight you want, just ask.”

“It’s all thanks to the princess.”

“!”

Lutz’s pale cheeks began to redden.

Lost for words, he turned his face away, trying to hide his blushing cheeks.

“You’re stupid.”

“Maybe,” I laughed with a light heart, and Lutz said no more.

After that, we rode in silence to the royal city.

Along the way, we napped when we could during riding breaks, but by the time we finally arrived, we were completely exhausted. Half-dead things barely summoning the will to move.

Weaving unsteadily on our feet, our destination was not our designated room, but the greenhouse we often frequented.

There’s no guarantee she’ll be there, what are you thinking? Even I was amazed with myself. But I wanted to see her at any cost, and I had a feeling I could meet her there.

“…………”

I opened the door to the greenhouse.

A silhouette was visible on the other side of the green leaves. A fleeting glimpse had caught me a sight of shining, platinum hair. Her back was turned to us, so she didn’t notice us.

The guard knight standing next to her immediately reacted, snorting in displeasure. I told myself not to get mad.

“Princess,” I called to her in a small voice.

The dreadfully hoarse sound that came out was unlike anything I’d ever thought could belong to me.

I feared it hadn’t reached her, but her shoulders shook as if she had heard.

“Princess.”

This time it was Lutz, like he was competing with me. That voice had the same husky, difficult to understand timbre.

But the princess turned around. Her clear blue eyes found us, opening wide.

They’re gonna fall out, I thought absently.

“…………”

Her trembling lips slowly mimicked the shape of our names. But no sound came out.

She took a slow, teetering step. When her guard knight tried to offer his arm to support her, she waved him aside and gained control of herself, taking another step.

“Lutz.”

Finally hearing the voice he had been waiting for, Lutz seemed embarrassed for he responded curtly.

“What.”

“Theo.”

“Yes, princess?” I answered with undisguised delight, a smile stretching across my face.

“……”

Overwhelmed with surprise, her eyes gradually blurred. Instead of a voice, the sound of air seemed to fall from her lips, and her face twisted into a smile.

“Theo. Lutz.”

Calling our names once more, jewel-like drops of tears slipped down her cheeks in rapid succession. One after another, they fell.

Without hiding her tear-stained face, the princess cried openly. She spoke, sobbing without restraint.

“Wel…welcome…ho…me…”

What I felt at that moment was great joy.

It was painful, occupying the entirety of my heart. The relief that came with getting what I’d always wanted was strong, and it was enough to tear me apart. There was nothing sad about it, so why was I assaulted by this desire to cry?

If I couldn’t help my own crooked smile when I saw hers, then doesn’t that mean I’ve been wrapped around her finger?

For without hardly a care to her appearance, she cried tears of happiness.













“We’re back.”

I’ve finally found it.

The place where I belong.


Chapter 24
The Reincarnated Princess’s Apology.


Sckellz’s plan to abduct the wizards ended in failure.

Becoming aware of their plot in advance, Nayvel beat them to the punch and gained the cooperation of their ally of Vint to successfully spring a trap on group of kidnappers and the King of Sckellz’s private force.

The Kingdom of Vint originally had nothing to do with the matter, but they could not close their eyes to trouble posed by the war-mongering Sckellz gaining a new weapon called wizards.

Skirmishes had risen between the two kingdoms on countless occasions before, so Vint could not write off as none of their concern. If Sckellz were to bare their fangs, which one of its surrounding kingdom would they turn it toward?

With the interests of Nayvel and Vint in alignment, they took this opportunity to declare war on Sckellz.

To the north of Sckellz there was the Kingdom of Balt as well as the Kingdom of Schnee. To the south, the Kingdom of Flamme. These kingdom would declare their intentions to support the allied forces of Nayvel and Vint.

With the sea to the west, Sckellz was now surrounded by enemies on all sides. No matter how specialized they were in warfare, there was simply too much of a difference in numbers.

Furthermore, Nayvel and Lamme were both major powers endowed with twice the territory of Sckellz.

No matter how they fought back, Sckellz had no chance of winning.

However, the foolish king no doubt saw none of his kingdom’s dire straits.

His close aides advised him to surrender, but he refused. It seemed like he had grand ambition to embroil the entire continent in large-scale warfare.

By the hands of his own Order, the King of Sckellz was assassinated.

It was a coup d’état.

Sckellz declared its surrender the very same day, and the conflict that had spread over half the continent was over.

However, even though we managed to avoid a large-scale war, it did not mean the chaos in our own kingdom had calmed down.

Niklas has been imprisoned, and if a lengthy investigation were to be a conducted, I wondered if he’d receive a sentence that could be executed. Of course, Hilde was also subject to punishment, but because there was room to take the extenuating circumstances into consideration, I believe her sentence will be much lighter than his.

I, Rosemarie von Werfald, could do nothing to influence politics. Secluded inside the palace with my guard knight glued to me, the only recourse I had left was to wait for the current state of affairs to calm down.







I could finally feel peace returning by the time half a year had passed since Lutz and Theo were abducted.

My ever occupied older brother stopped by to see me, and I thought, Ahh, it’s finally over.

“What…is this?”

Sweets making…ahem. My older brother came around right as we finished up with magic training, and I was serving what we’d made for tea.

The pastries our kingdom was familiar with were all baked sweets. The cream-shaped object I held out to him was the first of its kind he had ever laid eyes on, and yet he put it in his mouth without hesitation.

Christof was indeed my older brother, but at the same time he was also the first in line for the throne. I voiced my concerns about tasting it first for traces of poison, but my brother declined.

He put the scoop he’d taken with a silver spoon into his mouth, and turned to stone.

A rare flash of emotion flickered over his expressionless face, his shock apparent to see. This was the point we returned to his question from above.

After gulping it down, my brother stared fixedly at what I’d served him in the shallow plate, then he looked at me.

“Frozen sweets.”

Yup, Lutz and I made vanilla ice cream. I couldn’t get my hands on vanilla beans though, so I’m not sure if it was really okay to call it vanilla flavored.

Once I’d gathered the ingredients I needed, I could only think, Let’s try it and dove into the process of making it. It was a tough battle. Magic was quite difficult to fine tune. If it was too cold everything froze over, and the moisture in the air began combine, splitting the air with the sound of ice breaking.*

Theo had less power than Lutz, but he was adept at control and was quick to succeed. I remembered Lutz growling in frustration as he looked at the light-brown color of the baked sweets Theo had produced.

Like he desperately trying not to lose out, I thought Lutz improved considerably at quite a fast pace. These two truly made a good combo.

Like this and that, one way or another, the ice cream was made. Personally, I thought it tasted delicious, but… I wonder if it wasn’t to my brother’s taste?

“Is it not to your liking?”

“No, it’s good. This is merely the first time I’ve ever tasted this texture and flavor.”

Scooping out another spoon, he put it in his mouth. It was only a little, but I saw his eyes narrow, and I was relieved.

It was an expression that said, Yes, this is truly delicious. Great.

At any rate, Nayvel does have frozen sweets.

They froze fruit juice inside an ice house…in other words, something like sorbet.

It was the same frozen sweet, but sorbet and ice cream were completely different, so I was a little worried how he’d receive it, but I’m glad it turned out fine.

“I heard it was made using magic, but this is truly astonishing.”

“Yes. The two of them possess magnificent powers.”

It wasn’t my achievment, but I was happy to hear his praise.

They were words I also wanted the two of them to hear, but Lutz and Theo had been called away from their seats by Lady Irene.

“I’ve heard it was your idea to put magic to practical use, but…”

Maybe treating two genius wizards as cookwares may have been in poor-taste after all? Preparing myself for a lecture, I asked, “It was. I thought it would help to control their powers, so I proposed the idea to Lady Irene, but…should I have not?”

“Not at all.”

My brother shook his head, eyes closed.        

“If our ruler and everyone else in this kingdom were like you, the world would surely become more peaceful.”

“…………”

Erhmmm. What was he talking about?

Was he praising me, or was he disgusted with me? No…as far as I could tell, he was praising me, and thinking very highly of me.

Something warm got in my eyes.

“Leonhard, why don’t you try it as well?”

“!”

My brother addressed the knight standing guard behind him, but the knight smiled wryly and declined with a very proper excuse.

“I am in the middle of my duties.”

I thought it was a bit of a shame, but instead of becoming disappointed, my good opinion of him increased. I was probably the only one who thinks it cool for a man to be so devoted to his work.

After some more pleasant conversation, my brother stood up from his seat.

He intended to return to work, so I got up to send him off, hesitating a little. The truth was, I’d wanted an opportunity to chat with Sir Leonhard, but…I knew his professional duties were of utmost importance to him, and I didn’t want to detain him back with my personal problems.

Like my older brother, Sir Leonhard was a very busy, so if I lost this opportunity, who knew when we would next meet. But I also didn’t want to hinder his work.

Losing courage, I told them to come back for another visit, waving goodbye like a good child. For some reason, a considering look came across his face as he looked me.

“Rosé,” he said.

“Yes?”

“Do you mind if I borrow Klaus for a bit?”

Huh? What for?

I wasn’t the only surprised at his words. Klaus was also startled to have his name suddenly called out, and even Sir Leonhard couldn’t hide his bewilderment

What in the world are you thinking, brother?

“Who will guard Her Highness?”

“I just want to have a little talk. As soon as I get to the office, I’ll be right back. Until then, I want you to take care of Rosé.”

Sir Leonhard was only lost for a second.

“By your will.”

His confusion cleared, and he nodded. A big difference from my own nervous self.

“Rosé, are you OK with that?”

“Of course…”

I’d hesitated to bring it up myself, but I nodded assent.

Even if I didn’t know the reason why he was asking, this was what I’d wished for in the end. If this was my only chance to speak with Sir Leonhard, then I won’t let it slip from my hand.

Klaus seemed very unwilling, but he couldn’t go against the His Royal Highness, so he reluctantly left with Chris.











* SFX are a pain in the butt to translate. It’s just a descriptive sentence with little significance, so don’t pay too much attention to how much liberty I’m taking with the sentence. >_>

It’s a bit of shame the author shied away from extended conflict with Sckellz, but I suppose the story needs to move on…


Chapter 25
The Reincarnated Princess’s Apology. (2)


After Christof and Klaus left, silence descended in the room.

What was I going to do…? My heart was ready to beat right out of my chest.

But this was different from the usual mix of nerves. It was the tension you felt when it finally came time to apologize to a friend you’d just had a fight with. No. Sir Leonhard wasn’t a friend, and it wasn’t like we’d had a fight, either. But it was as unpleasant as being placed in that position.

Calm down, calm down, I was telling myself, when he called my attention.

“Your Royal Highness.”

“Ye-…yes!” I replied in an extremely surprised voice, the opposite of what I’d wanted.

I was simply mortified.

Sir Leonhard looked at me without batting an eye, completely serious.

“I am only forbidden from eating while on duty. I am reluctant to ask, but…may I speak with you?”

“What about…?”

I never expected Sir Leonhard to break the ice first.

Unintentionally, my posture and expression went stiff. My palms were covered in sweat, and my pulse slowly picked up even more speed.

It had been my intention to apologize all along, so even if I was in for a reprimand, it didn’t matter. The order of things merely changed around. Right, that was it.

You don’t know whether it’s for better or worse, I reasoned with myself, trying to regain my peace of mind.

He stared at me fixedly as I freaked out, then bowed his head for some reason.

Taken by no small amount of surprise, my voiced failed me.

“My deepest apologies.”

“……?”

“It has always been my wish to convey my apologies to Your Royal Highness once more. However, there was never an opportunity to meet, and it has been long delayed.”

Why was he the one apologizing?

I was thrown off course at this unlikely turn of events.

“Please raise your head. Sir Olsein, I never expect to receive an apologies or anything of the like from you. None at all,” I told him impatiently, and he did as I ordered.

He’d probably sensed my discomfort.

“The apology should be coming from me. Half a year ago, with nothing but my own judgment I acted by my own authority, and caused great trouble for everyone in the Order. Under normal circumstances, I should have consulted with you or Klaus the moment I had perceived wrongdoings afoot. Please accept my sincerest apology. I know I thought too highly of myself, misguidedly believing that there was something I could do.”

I hung my head down in shame and regret.

“Your Royal Highness,” Sir Leonhard said.

When I looked at him, I could see myself reflected in his sincere eyes. Eyebrows lowered sadly, he slowly shook his head.

“Please do not judge yourself so harshly.”

“But…”

“Your judgments were not wrong. If you had done nothing, Hilde Kramer could not have been saved. If you must condemn someone, then this one is to blame. You were hurting, but without even thought spared for your sake, I only told you to endure your anguish…I should never have said those words.”

I am truly sorry, he said, deep regret affecting the sound of his voice.

I was at a loss for words.

The moment Hilde was in danger of losing her life, I’d completely lost it. It was only thanks to his directions that I’d managed regain my composure, so I it had never crossed my mind to blame him.

Yes, that was really how I felt about it.

But, perhaps. There may have been something lodged in my heart, and the reason I couldn’t immediately deny it was surely because—to some degree—I’d been hurt. I couldn’t bring myself understand.

I’d been been blind to my own shortcomings.

“The fact that you would not bring yourself to rely on me nor Klaus was very frustrating. ‘Why must you be so obstinate, insisting on carrying on by yourself?’ There were also times I wondered to myself in impatience. However, at one point, I realized why. It is not a matter of you refusing to rely on others, but that you cannot bring to do so.”

“What..?”

I blinked. I stared at him blankly, a step behind in comprehension.

For a moment, I thought I’d heard wrong. I must have been hearing things.

But it proved to be no illusion when he knelt before me and picked up my hand. From below, his dark eyes without a hint of shadow pinned me down, and my heart shook.

“I wished to one day convey to you my wish for you to depend on those around you. At the time, I thought perhaps you disliked relying on others because of your sense of royal duty, of your obligations. But there was more. I felt your pain.”

“…………”

“You look down when you have something want to say, and that has not been the only stubbornness I have observed. To make no further mention of that, though, someone who thought too highly of herself would not be able hold herself back in such a manner.”

He paused, peering at me. The girl reflected in his eyes looked extremely pitiful.

She had an insecure look on her face, dismay mixed with relief. She looked like a child who had been lost, and had finally found her way home.

The strong palm was slowly covering up my hand.

“When you are alone, what do you… Do you not carry a great burden inside?”

“……”

I couldn’t react right away.

I knew I should have immediately denied all his guesswork. I should have said, Whatever do you mean? and followed it with a laugh.

The hand he held shook. My voice was stuck.

Far from doing all the things I should, I put up with my desire to burst into tears because it was all too much.

I’ve been so anxious this whole time.

I had no way of knowing whether the path I’m moving down is right or not. The only thing that shows me where the road may lead are the memories that grow ever more faint with time.

Even if I wanted to confide in someone, there was no one. I could only keep telling myself it would be okay.

Even while I hold the hand of the person dear to me, the one who asked me to open up to those around me, I can only think of flags weighing on my mind. I’ve been enslaved to this unreasonable notion that I must do everything on my own, by myself.

Now I knew a little more.

When I tried to protect everyone, I was protected in return, wasn’t I? I refused their helping hands, turning my back on their kindness.

I didn’t know my own abilities either, a truly hopeless child.

And yet, he still watched over me. He stilled worried about me.

Many times over he held out a kind hand to the charmless child even though she rejected it, asking her to rely on him.

“If you do not wish to speak of it, you need not force yourself to share. However, if you ever feel that which you hold inside is too painful…then please share your burden. I, too, hope you will allow me to protect that which you desire to safeguard.”

“……”

There was a painful pressure on my chest.

Moved by a sudden impulse, I flew into the kneeling Sir Leonhard’s arms.

“…Sir Leonhard…”

For a moment he held his breath in surprise, but he didn’t tear me off.

His big hands patted my back, trying to calm me down. They moved a little awkwardly, like he didn’t know how to use his hands, but they were gentle. It was a gesture that spoke of handling something fragile, surely so that I would not become frightened.

Each time I feel his concern and kindness, I think…

I love this person.

Love, love, love.

Not the character from inside the game, the Commander of the Royal Knights from “UraSeka”.

Once again, I’ve fallen in love with this person…with Sir Leonhard von Olsein.
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