=
vl
=
&
7
=
=]
=5

g
I
A
b
°
v
¥
o

w
.
a7

<
-
-t

1&
5
3
u
U

=1

)\7)\7I~ b#?ﬁ-ﬁi‘u’d)\ vafu%z;w— S TS ATY |
. VA UL - AR 7 \A> a A = v [P



Tt seems like 1 got reincarnated into
the world of a ‘Yandere Otome game -
Booki One

Arc 1 - Fiance-Hen
firc 2 - family-Hen

by: (L K& & C

translated al: ForgelfulDreamer


https://forgetfuldreamer.wordpress.com/2015/06/06/title-it-seems-like-i-got-reincarnated-into-the-world-of-a-yandare-otome-game/

Table of Contents

Fiancé Arc — Chapter 1

Fiancé Arc — Chapter 2

Fiancé Arc — Chapter 3

Fiancé Arc — Chapter 4

Fiancé Arc — Chapter 5

Fiancé Arc — Chapter 6

Fiancé Arc — Chapter 7

Fiancé Arc — Chapter 8

Fiancé Arc Extra — Lycoris’s Cooking Class
Family Arc — Chapter 1

Family Arc — Chapter 2

Family Arc — Chapter 3

Family Arc — Chapter 4

Family Arc — Chapter 5

Family Arc — Chapter 6

Family Arc — Chapter 7

Family Arc — Chapter 8

Family Arc — Chapter 9

Family Arc Extra — Lycoris and the Voluntary Service




Fiance frc - Chapter 1

< Kishikan >.(1) It is a word that means déja vu.

It is a sensation that a memory has happened before, even though it
has never been experienced in reality.

My life was full of < Kishikan >. But mine is different from what déja
vu normally is — rather, it felt more like this “never happened before”.

My name is Lycoris Radiata. | just turned 6 years old. | am often told
that my way of talking is not like a child. In impressions as well,
rather than being called “cute”, the compliment that is usually given
to me is “grown up”. Even though in my opinion, “cute” is the
universal compliment for a child.

My social position is also remarkable — | was a duke’s daughter.

My mother, who died long before | could make sound judgement,
had a lot of portraits that were left of her. Although she was very
beautiful, she looked like she would have been a cold woman. My
father, who is a duke, constantly travels to foreign countries due to
his work. He rarely returns home. However, since there are a lot of
servants and tutors at home, | never feel lonely.

Since | am often praised on how good my memory is, | have often
thought that it was my special skill. But when | carefully think about
my memories like this, a sense of discomfort swells up.

Wrong. Wrong, absolutely wrong — there’s definitely something
wrong, my heart would cry out. But “what” that something was, |
don’'t know.

This unexplainable uncertainty within me, | resolved to consult with a
sensible adult.



The person who | chose, a familiar adult who | trusted deeply, was
my wet nurse. When | confided to her my troubles with clumsy
words, my nanny’s eyes widened her wrinkled eyes and said, “Oh

my...

She was bewildered for a while, and with a stunned expression she
replied. “My lady, what you told me is too difficult for me to
understand, <Déja vu> is a word that | am not accustomed to
hearing”

—-Come to think of it...

Where did the word <Déja vu> come from? How come | know that
word? | thought that <Déja vu> was used in writing before, but from
which country’s language did this come from?

The result of my resolve ended up with more questions that further
increased my confusion.

From then on, | eagerly began reading books. | sought the answers
to my question from the wisdom of my ancestors. Aside from eating,
sleeping, and studying, | spent nearly all my time reading.

Absorbed with reading a variety of books and having no interest in
playing childish games, | was unaware of the divided opinions inside
the Duke’s mansion on whether “Our lady is a genius” or whether
“Our lady is crazy”.

Around this time, | formed the habit of wrinkling my eyebrows.
Exhaustive worry and overworked eyes are most likely the reason.

| don't like being a six-year-old.

Several years have passed since | started a life of indiscriminate
reading. To what was called < Kishikan > that brought
incomprehensible discomfort, one answer was brought forth.

An unforgettable day happened, just before my tenth birthday.



On this day, | heard about my fiancé from my father.

[Hey... It's been a while, hasn't it, my little princess. |

The teeth grinding greeting came from my father. The duke of Lilia
was that kind of person.

[1t seems you are well, Father. |

While giving a greeting unlike that of a child to a parent, | stared at
my father’s face motionlessly.

With combed slick back hair that had combined colors of gold and
brown, the impression of a baby-face could not be wiped off from
his face.

Only having hit thirty years old, with a presence more like a young
nobleman than a duke, the impression that he was my father is
weak.

It's not as if I'm questioning my blood relation to him. It’s just that the
time we talk as parent and child is too little.

With majority of the year spent outside the country, on those rare
occasions he comes back, however, he’s the type of father that will
bring souvenirs without fail. I1t's hard to say whether this person
thought about his actual daughter or not.

Brightly giving endearing words to his daughter, there wasn't a
chance this father was anywhere reserved.

This situation, which was explained based on the souvenirs, looks as
if he enjoys spending time with his daughter.

However the other party, as a duke, displays competency in
diplomacy. The subtle emotions of a young lady probably wouldn’t
get past him. Is that really a heart-felt smile? Or is it a trick he
learned due to sociability? ...Or could it be that | had over-analyzed
it too much?



There is one thing that | can say about my father, [l don’t know
whether | dislike him or not] .

That same father, while smiling and laughing, held out a hand
gesturing me to sit on the sofa.

|| came to tell you great news. |

Once he began the introduction, with a few words, my normal
everyday life collapsed.

[ Your fiancé has been oficially decided. That person is Viscount
Wolfgang Eisenhut. Duke Ranuncula’s first born child. His heir. |
borrowed a recent painting of him. ]

When my father mentioned it, a butler that was at the side of the
wall came out with an oil painting, taking several steps closer so that
the painting was easily visible.

[ What do you think? He’s a pretty boy, isn't he? Tomorrow is your
first meeting with him. I'm certain you'll like him. |

My father’s voice seemed far away, as my gaze was glued to the
picture.

Today, my everyday life until that point and the life that | had hoped,
in one morning, shattered. This was by no mean an exaggeration.

Wolfgang Eisenhut.

When | heard that particular name, something flashed through my
eyes. It felt like | had just awoken — the feeling as if | was stumbling
through the dark and then suddenly given light.

Déja vu. The strange knowledge. Everything was connected.

That déja vu was my [former life] . The knowledge was also
gained from my [former life] .



The name, Wolfgang Eisenhut, was also included that memory.
Embracing a woman with soft golden hair, the grown up version of
the young man in the portrait whom | had just laid eyes on, came to
mind.

Rather than saying it was an accurate portrait, it looked like it was
actually a still picture from the game.

Frankly, if you want to form this situation into a phrase...

It seems like | got reincarnated with some of the memory from a
previous life.

Inside the world of a yandere otome game.

Furthermore, my position was the rival character of the golden
haired heroine. And there was a death route available for me.

This is bad.

In more than one way.

The reincarnation part is okay. | loved reading those kinds of stories.
But, why was it a world of a yandere otome game of all things?

As a game player, if you get in contact with a capturable character,
whether it be a Tsundere or a Yandere, it wouldn't be scary. But, in
real life, you wouldn’t ever want to meet a Yandere.

You might be able to endure the cutting words that a Tsundere
brandishes, but would you be able to endure a kitchen knife that a
Yandere brandishes? Absolutely not.

No, actually the kitchen knife was just my imagination. In the game,
there was no scene like that.

In any case, when confronting a Yandere, an LCD screen was the
strongest shield required. Seriously.

Even more, if the heroine doesn’t have any special skills to



compensate, if for example, a Yandere appears as an obstructive
supporting character, it's no different from being in the same league
as when you encounter a zombie. Give me a shotgun!

No — | wouldn't really shoot though.
I'll say it again.

This is bad.

(1) She first used the japanese term, “kishikan”. Before using the
french word “deja vu”. When she consulted with her nurse, she used
the latin word and that resulted in the confusion.



Fianceé firc - Chapter 2

Telling my father a suitable excuse (the contents of which | couldn’t
remember), | withdrew to my room to clear my muddled thoughts.

If | believe the sudden memories that overflowed within me, then |
have just obtained the memories of my past life.

Are these... really memories from my previous life, or are these just
well-thought out fantasies? With these questions, a practical answer
was brought out. That is, when the time comes, and | end up getting
my foot stuck from going forward because | couldn't see, then at
that time, I'll stop.

In the meantime, | decided to believe in myself. These were my
memories from a previous life.

The “me” from my previous life was an office lady that was from
Japan. In the administration division of a small company, | would
stare at numbers and grappling with the photo-copying machine
everyday. Unfortunately, | didn’'t have a lover. But if | could have had
3 — no, 5 more years, | would have had an incredibly electrifying
romance.

— is what | like to believe.

| died due to a traffic accident. If it was painful or if it was scary, |
was fortunate enough not to remember. But | did remember feeling
frightened when | saw myself about to get struck by a car. At that
time, | felt like | received a huge shock, but now, it felt like the
incident happened much too fast.

Dying earlier than my parents might make me a person who lacks
respect to her own family. But I'm fortunate enough to have siblings
that will take care of my parents in their later years, so | have
nothing to worry about.



Although | might incline my head from doubt to most claims that
something could be achieved in a person’s short span of life, | did
believe that living life to the fullest would grant eternal peace.

On a different note, since a while ago, the thoughts that came
flowing naturally before has started making my head hurt when | got
more details. When | overworked the limited operations of my
nerves, an unpleasant feeling overwhelmed me.

Thanks to that, | could only remember a few detail about each
individual’s life. In spite of that, strangely enough, | could vividly
remember the few details about them. For example, how | used to
play a game... that had those characters.

Wiping my head with a handkerchief to cool down from a fever that
broke out, | found myself standing. (1) In front of the full length
mirror, an actor half its size looked to be also standing.

It feels uncomfortable finding myself reflected in the mirror, and it
might be because | know the reason why. Oddly, and without
hesitating, | had the urge to face my own reflection.

A girl in a crimson dress stared back at me. When | raised my hand,
the girl in the mirror raised her own. And when | pulled at the corners
of my lip, the girl in the mirror also made a firmly funny-looking face.

Black hair and white skin under a monotone color scheme and,
whether it was painted on or not, red lips and cheeks that attracted
attention. With that, the name “Snow White”, from my past life came
to mind, but the projection in the mirror did not feel like the princess
in the fairy tale story. What | mean is, not only did | have a pair of
slightly intense-looking upturned eyes, | also had — although it's small
— a mole under one eye.

The crimson dress, which was far from the impression of cute and
refreshing, might also be a contributing factor. It seems like it is the
image color for the Lilia household. Almost all the dresses that come
out of the wardrobe also appeared to be of this color.

Although | filled my smile with charm as much as | could, |



felt extremely embarrassed, so | stopped.

(With this appearance, even in the game... laughing didn't fit this
image.)

The game’s Lycoris Radiata. The [Me] - no, let us call her [That
girl] - that girl was the heroine’s rival, or to be exact, the villain of
the game.

Incidentally, when Wolfgang Eisenhut and the heroine became
involved in a youthful love, she was the obstacle that had to be
climbed over.

Appearing as Wolfgang Eisenhut’s fiancée, she was known to
rampage aggressively. She, who had an unusual obsession over her
family-chosen fiance, injured the heroine with her relentless bullying,
carried out many acts of intimidation, and even used self-injury to get
her way. A truly frightening woman. She was, as some might call, a
yandere.

But then, she wasn't the only yandere in the game. The male
character, Wolfgang, was also of the same sort. Furthermore, the
heroine’s other love interests’ all had yandere tendencies as well.

(The game’s title was... huh?)

Somehow, | couldn’t remember it. And to think, | could remember the
game’s content so well.

How weird. | had the feeling it certainly wasn’t Japanese, | wonder if
my catastrophic English proficiency was to blame.

Despite agonizing over that fact for a while, | felt like my head was
sluggish and heavy. For some reason, | couldn’t clear my head, so |
decided to give up.

In any case, because there were all sorts of developments and
violent actions in it, the game was given an adult rating.

Way before its release, there were a lot of discussion over it. The



director and main scenario writer was a shotacon who loved
yandere. (Even when he was a novelist, he was known to write
those kinds of stories) Additionally, the person responsible for the
sub scenario gave users a lot of psychological damage, showing that
he was also the type to enjoy writing those stories. And among other
things, the person who was previously in charge of the endings had
a habit of adding in the cruelest of bad endings.

Considering these, the advertised text, which was released earlier
than the game’s title, was [More and more... you'll want to be
killed ]

The actual [Lycoris Radiatal and the me now were two completely
different people, so this sales message was unthinkable. Although
the [youl referred in the message was definitely the game’s
heroine, it could’ve referred to Lycoris, as she was subsequently and
swiftly killed.

| could vividly remember a portion of that ending.

After Lycoris harmed the heroine, she ended up getting killed by
Wolfgang; Then he and the heroine ran away and led a fugitive life.
Burdened with a high social standing, he, who didn’t trust even his
own family and bounded with obligations, threw everything away so
that he could be together alone with his beloved person. A merry
bad ending.

That is what | absolutely want to avoid.

Not only did | die, | also burned myself out in that hopeless sense of
love. On top of that, | definitely don't want to become a hurtful
human that could only harm everyone around her.

Lycoris might have been just a supporting character in the game,
but, right now, | am the brilliant and sparkling hero of my life. The
one and only lead.

Adding to my determination, | glared at the mirror. | will definitely find
happiness.



But — just as | was about to conclude things after organizing the
information, Father’s words came back to me in a flashback.

[ Tomorrow is your first meeting with him. I’'m certain you'll like
him. |

First meeting. With whom, you say?
Your fiancé.
The fellow that could possibly Kill you in the future, that’s who.

Blood quickly drained from my entire body. All of a sudden, the
situation went downhill.

(1) #nEE 24 — teething fever; developmental fever, fever that brings
with it an intellectual or psycho-developmental growth spurt



Fiance frc - Chapter 3

Just in case, | made an effort to avoid the situation.

When | visited my father for the second time, | resorted to playing
the part of duke’s weak daughter with all my might. Saying things
like: I don't want to meet my fiancé, tomorrow’s meeting is way too
soon, and [Rather than hate, I'm afraid of meeting him | , |
appealed with tear-filled eyes of which, weren'’t part of the act.

[ In any case, if you don’t meet the person, you wouldn’t know
whether you'll dislike him, right? Since I’ll be coming along, I'm sure
it'll be fine. For now, just go to sleep. |

That’s right. I'll go back. This is what an adult does.(1)

And so on the next day, in a horse-drawn carriage that rocked to and
fro, | headed to my fiancé’s residence, Duke Ranuncula’s mansion,
to meet him.

| heard the trip would usually take around ten days or more with a
carriage.

What played a big part in the shortened voyage was the
teleportation tower. As a fairly large-scale magical tower, it was
indispensable as a continental long-range transportation.

We jumped from the lone teleportation tower in the Dukedom of Lilia
to the — similarly — only tower in the Dukedom of Ranuncula. With
that, the ten-day trip was reduced to half a day.

That ten-day trip sounded nicer.

Moreover, if we arrived at the destination of a lifetime, it would’'ve
been even better.



That was my current state of mind.

Nevertheless, time was too cruel for being too quick, | thought, as |
stepped out of my carriage and into the battlefield without so much
as a plan.

(1 screwed up...... )

As | down on the soft chair at the reception area, regret swiftly
overcame me.

Sitting beside me, my father, who noticed my terrible complexion,
recommended a warm drink. However, feeling like it wouldn’t likely
pass through my throat, | declined.

When | say “screw up”, | mean about the fact that from night till
morning, | was anxious about various things and as a result, didn’t
get any rest at all. | could’'ve had some time to sleep in the quiet
carriage, but instead, | had stared out the window in order to escape
reality.

If the engagement doesn’t follow through, | can at least rest easy —
It would be nice if my physical condition improves after | come back
from this place.

No use crying over spilled milk, is the maxim | reflected on as |
waited. Soon after, a knock resounded across the room.

In accordance, my father stood up and greeted the person who
entered.

With hair mixed with white, the person who entered the room with
brisk movement, was a good-natured old man. Next to him, with
glossy black hair, was a young boy.

| intentionally cleared any expression from my gaze. It was the
proper behavior for a lady when being introduced to another person.
Although, it might not seem proper for a child.

When the gentleman finished exchanging greetings with my father,



he immediately turned his gaze towards me.

[ Let me introduce you, Duke Ranuncula. This is my daughter,
Lycoris. Lycoris. This is his excellency, Duke Ranuncula. |

Introducing the duke to me, and vise versa with very concise words,
my father pulled me forward. Naturally, | ended up directly facing the
gentleman.

[t is an honor meeting you. My name is Lycoris Radiata. |

After ending my bow, | spotted a gentle smile on his face. His eyes,
which were very clear but in a shade similar to when peering into a
deep deep ocean, crinkled in a smile.

Compared to my father, Duke Ranuncula was much older; he should
be close to around fifty years old. His old age was evident from the
visible wrinkles on his face and hands.

[ Yes, it's nice to meet you too — but having said that, I've already
met you when you were a baby though. | The duke said with a light-
hearted tone before kissing the back of my hand. His white speckled
grey mustached traced over my hand, tickling the thin skin.

When | mentioned that, the corners of the duke’s eye wrinkled even
further. After sharing a good laugh together, our short conversation
ended.

['You grew up to be quite charming that you surprised me.
Although, you got the hair and eye color from your mother, you
definitely inherited the shape of your eyes from your father. |

With those words that voiced the similarity between my father and |,
my father became a bit flustered and returned it with a “well said”.

As for me, | became unnerved for being called “charming”, a
compliment that | was unaccustomed to hearing.

[ But you don't look so well. It seems like you're exhausted from the
long journey. Is it your first time riding a carriage for such a long



distance? |

Worry and sympathy filled his light blue eyes. Then he placed a
warm hand on my shoulder and with a gentle voice said [ It's okay to
sit down. | , as he urged me to do so.

[1-I'm alright. It’s better if | stand or walk, at least | can get
distracted... |

In vain, | stuttered an answer.

[ As | thought, it was because | asked you to come here. I'm really
sorry. |

[No! Uhm... | like going to new places. It was refreshing to get to
view the sea in a large town. And | got to see the windmills at the
main roads, it was very interesting to get to see the sights for the
first time... ah — no, what | mean is, today, | was incredibly happy to
be invited here. |

When | finished giving him nothing but greetings, | felt ashamed
because it ended up turning into a weird babble. It was unusual for
me to be jittery like this.

Thankfully, Duke Ranuncula looked happy as he smiled and laugh
asking me to describe to him the shape of the windmills.

Seeing him listening to my story attentively, | was astonished from
the bottom of my heart.

With a sincere smile on his face, this was our country’s prime
minister.

This country was a monarchy — under the noble royal family stood
five dukedoms. Among them were the Dukedom of Ranuncula and
my very own, the Dukedom of Lilia, and so the standing of a prime
minister was established within the nobility.

With that standing, and my bias that he was above all [That
yandere man'’s father] , | didn’'t expect that he would turn out to be a



good-natured man. It was very rude of me. | shall reflect on it.

That Prime minister-sama(2), said [ Your hunger for knowledge is
truly a remarkable talent | with a smile that couldn’t be mistaken for
anything but joy.

Honestly, | felt my heart throb.

How much did it throb? Well, it was so much that | momentarily
forgot the existence of the yandere — | mean, my fiancé, next to him.

Father, who stood behind me, cleared his throat, and | finally
recalled the purpose of this visit.

| sent a sidelong glance to the young boy next to Prime Minister-
sama.

[ I’'m terrible sorry. Lycoris, let me introduce you to my son. |

Prime Minister-sama’s big hands guided the ten-year old, Wolfgang
Eisenhut to stand forward; the boy gave the barest of greeting,
[ Best regards | with his eyes on the floor.

With a [ Same here] returned to him, our conversation was cut off.

The atmosphere in the room grew dead silent, causing the two
adults to grow anxious.

[ Our conversation will be complicated. |
[ Lycoris, why don’t you take my son to the gardens? |

With a sudden [Go take a stroll...] , the two ten-year old children
were thrown out to the gardens.

This wasn't what you'd expect from a scheme made by an appointed
minister who supports a country — Honestly, this was a poor plan.

First of all, the two adults should’ve softened it up by bringing up a
topic, the right thing to do would be to give one or two common
topics for the two of us to talk about. But as | began thinking, | felt



like | was playing the role of a woman who did a lot of matchmaking
in a drama. Even if a man could work for a living, he might be weak
at playing as a matchmaker.

... realizing | went off track, | shook my head.

The young boy, who continued to walk together to with me to the
garden, was a slender good-looking youth.

Whether it was unexpected or not, or maybe it was due to our age,
but between the two of us who were in the same age, he was
comparatively shorter.

His black hair and violet eyes were astounding.

And even though the outline of his cheeks were of a young boy, he
had plenty of intellectual features. His form had a steady movement
as he walked smoothly; although, it might be because he is aware
that a lot of people pay close attention to him that he developed this
gift.

Though the game characters had an outlined image color associated
to each of them, for him, that color was just black. During work, he
would only wear black clothes. Even now, he was wearing an
expensive outfit with silver embroidery that was certainly black.

When the rose arch of the garden was nearly visible, that beautiful
young boy blocked my path as we were about to arrive and said.

[ You — do you understand what it means to be decided as my
fiancée?(3) |

Because it happened too fast, my reaction was delayed and all |
could do was nod my head.

That beautiful young boy, with his astounding violet eyes, quickly
glared at me.

[Yup. | don't like you. Your face is okay, but to begin with an overall
gloomy person is not my type. Not only that, you're way too big. —



But, your linage balances it off. I'll compromise. Don’t you dare
misunderstand your position as my fiancée and think of telling
anyone about my behavior. |

Ah... That’s right.
He had this kind of character.

While thinking that in the corner of my head, in truth, my feelings
were filled relief.

My worst fears didn't happen.
| mean that at the moment | met Wolfgang Eisenhut, | didn’'t change.

Without understanding my heart’s working, wasn'’t | unable to control
my feelings and nearly grew to like him? Although | knew about my
destruction before hand, didn’t his dazzling eyes almost pierced the
passion of my heart. It was most frightening.

Yeah. It's good. Itis.... [Not] .
That’s because I’'m not masochistic.
| want to hit this cheeky brat on the head.

But I'm already an adult from my previous life. It would be impossible
not to have obstacles as a life experience.

| pulled my own eyes down, enjoying the fact that | could laugh at
him under my nose.

[ If you prefer a smaller body, then yours would be stuitable. |

Ah, it slipped.

(1) A bit ironic since she’s being sent to her room by her daddy...

(2) Really, I'll stick to this translation until someone gives me a better
one. Because god damn, that little lady has the hots for that



gentleman...

(3) In here, he uses the pronoun (ore). It will be a detail later
mentioned in chapter 4



Fiance frc - Chapter 4

If you wonder what happened with Wolfgang Eisenhut after the
words spilled out of my mouth.

Well, his eyes only widened with bewilderment.
(H-huh? Somehow | was thinking of a different reaction.)

For one, | was expecting the image of him transforming into a fire-
breathing dragon. And naturally, a hate-filled glare along with it.

Having my hands in front of me in a complete stance had become a
waste of effort

If | illustrated his current situation, it would be like encountering a cat
as an unknown enemy. Rather than caution, it was surprise that was
greatly bred.

Guessing from his reaction, it seems like the young boy has never
experienced insults from anyone of the same age. Actually now that
| think about it, even if the person was an adult he wouldn’t normally
face any rebuttal from them.

His father is the duke; it won’t do to call his son short.
A cold sweat ran down my back.

Anyone who lives in modern day Japan would most likely agree with
me when | say this. | certainly don’t want to be a victim, but | also
don’'t want to be a perpetrator.

Even if the other person was a yandere in the future. Right now, by
answering back with a similar remark, it ended up becoming a
breakdown of a mentally weak child. My earlier remark was not
befitting an adullt.



[ Uhm, that was rude. I'll apologize, that was inexcusable. |

My words became an opportunity to melt the ice, Wolfgang’s face
flared up with blood.

[ D-don't think I'll forgive you! |
[ Hah. Well, I'd be fine even if you don't forgive me. |
[...tch! |

His white face became red like a ripened tomato. It might be
because he is young, but it doesn’t seem likely to see any blood
vessels popping from him.

Speaking of which, | wonder how much this young boy gets spoiled
every day. To be so surprised by someone just answering him back.

Although Duke Ranuncula was a fine gentleman, | wonder if he's the
type of father that couldn’t scold his son. If I'm not mistaken, people
in their later years tend to cherish their children more.

(...nh? Come to think of it.)
| arrived at a certain possibility.

[ Umm... about Duke Ranuncula, he usually lives in the imperial city
right? |

[ Are you planning to tell my father?! |

| wouldn’t have thought it'd be this cute that he got scared thinking |
was planning on telling on him, | forced myself to give him a civil
smile.

[ No. I'm not planning on doing such a thing, so could you engage
me in some idle talk? |

Glaring at my proposal, the young Wolfgang looked like a cautious
cat with hair sticking out from its body. The smile that was aimed at
softening him was downright fake.



| repeated my words to somehow ease his wariness.

[ I'm interested in your relationship with your father... my father has
to travel all over the country because of his work, so | don't get to
see him often. If you live apart for a long time, you end up not having
anything to talk about. Since Duke Ranuncula is busy, wouldn't he be
staying at the capital all the time? |

When | revealed my intention, the other person’s interest was slightly
piqued.

[It’s true, my father is usually at the capital. He only comes back a
few times a month.

Talking about your problems with Duke Lilia was unexpected. You're
quite the talkative lady. |

[ Yes... however, the only thing we can talk about is our fathers —
my father is eloquent at conversations, but he can'’t follow any of the
fun stories | give. In that situation, wouldn't family conversations feel
lonely then? |

That was supposed to ease his worries, but | ended up saying more
than | expected.

However, it looked like it paid off. The young Wolfgang, who had an
earnest expression, began opening his mouth.

[...1 don’t think my relationship with my father should be used as
reference. We don'’t often communicate with each other as well.
When | report the results of my studies, he would only give me a
compliment to some extent. Although, a long time ago when mother
was still alive, it wasn't like this. |

(This person... is he aware that he shifted from the first person
pronoun [Ore] to [watashi] ?(1) | feel that his use of [watashil
makes us feel closer.)

[ What was your mother like? In my case, my mother died a long
time ago, so | can't really remember her. |



Mumbling, [ see... Thatis...] , he tried to offer his heartfelt
condolences. No matter how mature a child is, he wouldn't know
how to express his condolences in words. He would have no
experience with it after all.

| lifted my skirt in a curtsey offering thanks, telling him that his
feelings were conveyed. It seemed that he understood my action, as
his expression loosened.

[ ...my mother — she passed away four years ago. She wasn't a
very talkative person, and she rarely rebuked or compliment. But no
matter what, she would always watch over me. She was a beautiful,
gentle person. |

Inadvertently revealing that he yearned for a past that was long
gone, he then added It was just a common expression |
embarrassedly. Hearing that child-like confession, | felt my heart
breaking.

Even though | recalled yesterday’s facts, | did have a previous life.
Although he was born as an innocent baby, he only had six years to
spend with his mother.

For me, when | instinctively hear the question [ Are you lonely? ] , |
always reply that | have servants and tutor, so | don'’t feel lonely.

[How about friends?
| There’s no children | can associate with in the mansion. |
[ Same goes for me. |

The two of us looked at each other and sighed.

[ Our high social standing is really inconvenient, huh] , and so we
began to sympathize with each other.

Although we had our differences as a boy and a girl, our
circumstances were similar.



Both our mothers passed away. Our fathers were always busy, so
we rarely saw them. Between servants and tutors, and the like — we
were only surrounded by adults because of our circumstances, we
didn't have anyone of the same age to play with us.

| decided to switch the conversation about family to something else.

Starting from political science and history, we moved to recent books
we found interesting, to even our horse-riding sKills.

Having interest in those fields meant that he was an avid reader, so
my conversation with him was quite interesting.

Because of our entertaining discussion, | eventually told him a secret
| kept even from my own father.

It was about the time | went exploring the town alone.

Accurately put, there was a servant who accompanied me in my
whim to go to town. But then, taking advantage of his enthusiasm in
haggling with the merchants, | separated from him to take a walk in
town for a while. That was pretty much it.

But for me it was a big adventure. Since | keep it a secret from the
adults knowing they will get angry for my safety, | got tempted to tell
a child my age about it.

Wolfgang answered my expectations. At first he was surprised, but
then he gave me some words of admiration.

At that time, | wasn’'t aware because | was a little bit gleeful.

Looking back on it, | think that at that time, my usual way of talking
using the careful [watakushi] turned into [watashi] . Something |
don’t use with anyone.

It might be an excuse, but the unrestraint conversation we had when
we met was the first | had in this life.

Compared to my wet nurse, he was someone that | can consult with,



as my nanny was above all, a servant whose duty was to take care
of me. Although her existence was close to family, it was far from a
friend.

Time flew by too quickly as we surprisingly had a fun time.

When the two of us came to our senses, both our fathers, who were
unable to hold back the weird looks on their faces were, for some
reason, smiling as they called us back for dinner.

At that time, we began calling each other, Wolf and Licorice.

Hey me, what are you doing getting friendly with him for?

(1) In the previous chapter, he was using (ore) , now he switched to
(watashi). (Watashi) does feel more intimate than the arrogant-
sounding (ore) in my opinion.



Fiance frc - Chapter 5

Finishing our luxurious, but moderate meal for dinner, the adults
began drinking liquor. My father has been in high spirits since the
events this afternoon.(1)

Father is the type of person who normally doesn’t drink alcohol at
home, though | would say he doesn't like drinking it too much either,
but well — there are probably those times you just feel like drinking.

Wanting to talk with Wolf a bit more, | decided to invite him to go to
the mansion’s library and had him guide me there.

| had just the right topic | wanted to talk to him about.

Magical lights illuminated the library at night.

For a place that was highly flammable, magical lights were the best.
There weren't any worries of anything catching fire, and it could be
sustained for a long period of time without oil. Furthermore, since it
was unlike the unstable flickering flames, it was easier for me to
follow the words in a book with my eyes.

Although it is a high-class item, it is a frequently used light fixture.
Light is produced by exposing a palm sized orb inside the glass
container to morning sunlight. During the night, this light is constantly
used. It was simple to imagine it as rechargeable solar power.

The only problem with it is that unlike an electric light, you can't turn
it off with a switch. Since we lacked that flexibility, we would turn off
the lights by covering them with thick blackout-like cloths.

Under those magical lights, we talked about each of our
recommended books. Having said that, we actually did as we
pleased — straying off to any topic that sparked our interest.



Although our freewheeling discussion was senseless, and any adult
who listens in might call it nonsense, it was fun for me. Perhaps, it
was fun for Wolf as well.

No one would have found fault with it, but somehow, we were both
speaking softly. This excusable [night activity] of a child probably
wouldn't do any harm.

But for children like us, once the adults find out, they would try to put
an end to it. If the adults noticed that we were doing something in
the middle of the night, we would be told [children should go to
sleepl , and then they would take away that precious time.

Those whispered conversations were soon cut short. At that
moment, | directed the discussion to an important topic.

[ Hey, Wolf... About our engagement... |

Caught off guard from my sudden words, Wolf could only respond
[ Eh?!] while raising his voice.

[1t's about the engagement our fathers were talking about. It'll be
problematic in a lot of ways — I’'m not sure if our fathers are serious
about it, but in any case, | want to clearly declare my intentions. |

Since | thought that | had built a fairly good relationship with Wolf, |
wanted to be as open as | could with him.

When the part of [problematic in a lot of ways] was said, Wolf
demanded to know what it was about.

My engagement with Wolf was, in truth, a slightly dangerous gamble
for the Dukedom of Lilia. In the carriage, | hurled the question to my
father and found out about his speculation.

That question was of course, whether it was right to get the Duke of
Lilia’s only daughter — me — to marry into the other family.

Even though | couldn’t inherit my father’s court rank, my relatives



could choose a husband for me — meaning to say, it would likely be a
safer option.

Not accepting that reasoning, my father said [a capable person that
could make such a judgment doesn’t exist] .

And then, my father asked whether he could use my youth as a
gamble. Hoping for me to marry Wolf — the current minister’s son
who had a good family, wit and his approval(2) — my father
considered having the child of that matrimony, that is, his grandson,
to inherit the title of Duke of Lilia.

In other words, | would have to have at least two children to
succeed both lines of the Dukedom of Lilia and the Dukedom of
Ranuncula; furthermore, he was betting on the possibility that |
would be able to give birth to two sons.’

By announcing my engagement with Wolf, the number of people
knowing about my father’s speculation would increase. Not only
would there be opposition if two of the powerful families within the
five Dukedoms were to bind together through this marriage, but even
within my own family — my relatives would think that their own sons
would be more appropriate as the next Duke of Lilia.

Personally, | also don't feel satisfied with this explanation. After all,
this isn’'t my will.

But even so, | was grateful that my father explained the various
circumstances to me. That was my father’s sincerity to me, and |
must show that same sincerity to him. Meaning that, at the very
least, | needed to oppose my father head on, in order for me to
convince him.

Initially, Wolf’s personality would be difficult, thus, | prepared this
evidence as a reason, but...

[Why don’t we cooperate? |

[ Cooperate? |



[ Yes. Because this talk about engagement, frankly speaking, you
oppose it too, right? |

[...Eh?]

Was he aware that he’s only been either repeating my words or
pronouncing the syllable [Eh] since a while ago?

1 mean — | understand there are various circumstances regarding
the lineage and the duke’s title, but they completely ignored our
feelings in this. We're only children. We don't know who we’ll meet in
the future. |

Or to be specific, once Wolf begins school at the age of twelve, he
was destined to meet with the soft golden-haired, emerald-eyed
young girl. However, they would only meet six years later —
because it will happen at the peak of our school life, this will be a
talk for a later time.

[ That’s why, | don't think we have to follow through our parent’s
arrangement to marry. But if we just turned down this engagement,
wouldn’t our families just bring forward new proposal
arrangements? |

[...]

[ Hear me out on this. All we have to do is stop pretending that we
are both satisfied with an engagement; | want you to bear in mind
that if you ever want to marry someone else, | am willing to help
you. |

‘So please don't stab me to death, okay?’, is what | didn’t say.

With utmost sincerity, | brought up the talk about coping with our
engagement and consider the conclusions.

Wolf was better than how | imagined him to be — no, he was
originally imaginary to begin with — therefore, he was an
exceptionally good human that could rationally comprehend the
conversation and understand the compromise.



[ And, how about you...? ]

That’s why, when the dark tone came out of Wolf’s voice, it was
completely unexpected.

[ Do you also have another person you want to get married to? Is
that why you don’t think anything of me? |

Wolf’'s hand stretched out, grabbing my wrist.

It wasn't like the strength of his hold caused me pain, but since it
was sudden — as if the hand had stretched out from the darkness, |
felt shocked.

[... What are you talking about?

In contrary to my attempt at shaking off his hand, the hold on my
wrist only grew stronger, pulling us closer.

Even though | was taller, Wolf’'s hands were remarkably bigger than
mine. It was natural since he practiced with a sword, but surprisingly,
even his grip was strong.

Unable to free myself from his hold, | got sucked into his deep violet
eyes and was drawn closer.

[ Saying that [We don’t know who we’ll meet in the future...
] ,from the way you're speaking, you're taking away the possibility
of me being your partner. That is why, I'd like to hear whether you've
already had that so-called fateful encounter. Is there a man you
like? |

His voice sounded as if he was questioning a lover caught cheating,
so | was taken by surprise.

Absurdly, my face became red; at any rate, | denied his claims by
shaking my head. So much so, that | could hear buzzing as | swung
my head.

And so, Wolf who had been furious until now, eased up. | was a little



startled to hear a sigh coming from him.

[ In your case... how many men do you know in your life? No, it
would only be natural for a duke’s daughter... |

[ Eh? Are there any girls around you, Wolf? U-uhm, like a beautiful
maid onee-san, perhaps? Or... |

Although he doesn’'t have any friends, he might be leading an
unknown life with a sex friend. And so, giving reign to my
imagination, | made a revolted face.

[ There’s no way that could be true. I'm innocent. But there are
some people who take in servants as their lovers, and within the
royal palace, the coming and going of these scandalous relationships
between men and women reach my ears even when | don't want
to. |

Talking about these love affairs, it was as if Wolf was pointing out
that | grew up as a sheltered princess. The feelings of both a friend
and a younger brother towards the unpredictable Wolf for some
reason, made me remember his irritation from a moment ago.

Wolf’'s hand, which was holding my wrist from the resulting chaos,
still remained.

Although it didn’t hurt, somehow, it was making that spot on my wrist
warmer. Not only that, his face is close.

Leveraging on my previous life’'s memories, | wanted to say
something that could startle him to let go. But | haven't the slightest
idea on what to say. Jokes? Information on health insurance?

In the game, Wolf was generally a bit fussy about everyone else
except the heroine, so wasn’t he someone who hated women? It’s
probably too late to say this. But how can anyone make such an
excuse when he is this close.

|. Am. Confused.



Seeing my confusion, Wolf suddenly made a grown-up smile.
Although | called it grown-up, it was somewhere closer to a nasty
smile.

[ In other words, you said those things without even having
experienced those feelings. |

| don’t want to hear that coming from a ten-year old! Ever!

[ Rather than yearning for a prince from a story, it’s better to
consider a man you can see in front of your eyes. |

| also don't want to hear that either! Whether it’s yearning for a
prince or something else, | can always think of a chapter in a book,
so this is unnecessary!!

[...] won't cancel the engagement. |

Declaring this clearly, Wolf finally unravelled his fingers from my
wrist.

But before completely letting go, he stroked my wrist with his finger,
taking care of the spot that was constrained before.

Ever since a while ago, | didn't have any resistance to Wolf’s
actions, and now my face was boiling red like an octopus. No matter
what | said, it wouldn't fit my current condition.

When Wolf stood up and said [Let’s return to our rooms] , | could
only nod my head several times. At any rate, | feel that once I'm
alone, | can calm down.

[ Good night, Fiancée-dono. Have a pleasant dream. |

That’s why, | couldn’t complain when Wolf, after sending me to guest
room, kissed me near the eye (possibly on top of the beauty mark
under my eye) just before he left. (3)

| would say that the fiancé that my parent chose for me, was a
yandere.



However, he was a person that was considerably difficult to hate.

(1) Author wrote it as: My father has been in high spirits since the
news arrived.

Since there wasn’'t any mention of other news, | assume it’s talking
about the last chapter.

(2)

Forgetful-dreamer: | don't know whether it was on purpose or not,
but in the previous paragraph, her father said that “a capable person
that could make such judgment (R %) doesn't exist”. But in this
paragraph, the wording for “his approval” (5 D HR&%": literally
father’s glasses judgement) was talking about judgment — so her
father was probably aware that he wasn't capable person to judge
and that’s why he’s betting? I’'m confused. Author-san needs to
make it easier to understand for stupid me...

Midori: | have my own interpretation of this, but it should be
somewhere near to what the author had in mind. For the ‘capable
person that could make such a judgement doesn't exist’, it refers to
the earlier part. Whether Licorice marrying into another family, or her
marrying her own relative, is a ‘safer’ option. Her father is saying
that there’s no one who'd be able to know for sure which one’s
better.

The second part of the approval would refer to the father’s
judgement of Wolf. From the father’s perspective, Wolf is a worthy
person, and is fitting to be married to Licorice(something like that),
so the children of Licorice and Wolf should be children of ability and
skill, therefore, his plan of having two grandsons to lead both
families would work with Wolf as the partner.

(3) I'll be using it interchangeably with mole under the eye.

Please give your appreciation to midoriha “Midori” for the fast PR.
The following chapters might be a bit slow, since | don’'t have any



other drafts that are completed yet.



Fiance frc - Chapter 6

The next day, my father and | departed from the dukedom of
Ranuncula.

With that, somehow or other, | became pen-pals with Wolf.

At first, letters came in early every day, but after lecturing him that
letters and diaries were different things, the frequency decreased to
only twice a week. It was worthwhile reading the thick letters he
sent, and | undauntedly sent my own letters talking about various
things back to him.

Speaking of which.
For some reason, a letter from Duke Ranuncula came.

The contents of which were all about Wolf, about how recently he’s
become more mature, and that it was all thanks to me. It looked like
he was very happy while writing the letter. A really cute prime
minister-sama.

That being the case, the meeting with my Fiancé ended, entirely and
unexpectedly, peaceful. Blades, blood, pain, or even violence, were
not brought up in my encounter.

For the time being, it was the feeling of having weathered the storm.
But. Having said that.

Did | really escape the threat of a Yandere?

Let’s think back one by one.

First, about Wolf. My fiancé, thankfully, didn’'t suffer from any mental
illness. When | first met him, he had an unyielding personality, but |



think he also has a cute side now.

Since Duke Ranuncula was a man of character as well, their blood
relationship as father and son was apparent. | think that was the
most important thing.

Anyway, | couldn't see how this would be a problem.

Next, is about me. Suddenly remembering a lot of things caused me
confusion, but in the end, I’'m still me. Meeting Wolf also didn’t
change me.

Right now, | have memories of the game’s death ending for Lycoris,
and | plan to avoid that at all cost. Becoming a yandere, will
probably not happen.

The next issue would probably be... the other game characters
aside from me and Wolf.

What | mean to say is, | wonder what life the other characters are
living at the present. It would be good if | can find out.

In truth, other than Wolf, | can't remember any details about the
other capturable characters.

After all, [Past life!?] , [Yandere Game!?] , [Engagement!?]
had me confused, since I've only been trying to remember things
about [Wolfgang Eisenhut] in the meantime, | had left the other
characters details aside and wanted to think about them later.

Now that | could pause and think about the other characters, | had
considerably little information about them.

To start with, there were four capturable characters, including Wolf.
That was for certain.

Each of their image colors, excluding Wolfgang’s black, was red,
yellow, and white.

So far, so good.



Then, when | began thinking about the characters’ faces, they were
blurred beyond recognition.

Barely making out the name, the red character was [Shade] .
Having showed up in a lot of endings with Wolfgang, | think that he
was treated as a [peerless] character, but | couldn’t remember
what kind of routes he had. His hair color was brown. But, because
of his image color being red, it was probably reddish-brown, to be
more precise.

The yellow character, was a bright blonde. The white character was
an exotic black-haired beauty....I think. Most likely.

Considering this, it’s highly probable that, in order for me to
remember the game’s content, | would probably need a trigger.

Having suffered from doubt since infancy, it was only the introduction
of Wolfgang Eisenhut that erased it. In the same way, in order to
recall the bizarre thing that is the [ memories of my previous life] , |
needed to have something to start with.

If it’s like that, as long as | don't encounter the remaining characters,
| won't recall them.

Since all the capturable characters supposedly had high social
standings, | initially thought that | could somehow make contact with
them. Although there was no way to find out about the yellow and
white characters, since | was able to recall the name [Shadel , |
wanted to investigate.

The result was — there was no one by that name.

Even if | couldn’t find out by trying to investigate now, there was one
reliable method.

It was best to wait for the time to come.

The stage would be the game’s royal magic school. The children
from the nobility who can wield magic assemble there, and it was
the oldest school in the history of the kingdom.



After about two years, when we turn twelve years of age, both Wolf
and | will be attending that school. So, if you wait one or two years,
with the exception of the heroine, all the characters will meet face-
to-face.

Speaking of which, the game heroine will only appear to me and
Wolf six years later, when she enters the school through special
admission.

(Well... in the first place, there is no guarantee that all the game
characters will be there... | do wonder what what will happen, but
it's nothing to worry about.)

Having those happy-go-lucky thoughts, | was considerably hasty, and
was simply an idiot.

At that time, | had wanted to just pass through the toughest part.
As a future warning as well, | have to etch these words to my chest.

A Yandere— will appear— when you least expect them to.

Intending to upload this on the weekend, but Midori is too fast at PR
work.



Fianceé firc - Chapter (

As luck would have it, the omen slipped into tranquility.

It had been three months of correspondence with both my Fiancé
and his father, and around that time, | became troubled about the
storage location of my received letters.

My letter had a wish for consultation from Wolf.
This is because Wolf is currently faced with a very difficult problem.
There were talks of Duke Ranuncula taking in a second wife.

The duke’s wife, that is to say, Wolf’'s mother, died four years ago.
During that time, these talks wouldn’t go through. There was one
particular audacious lady, who since four years ago, had not been
seen giving up at all.

The duke said [Having a second wife at this age is too late] and
so he never had another person, but personally, | think he
underestimated himself too much. Leaving his position as prime
minister aside, if it’s that person, it wouldn't be strange for any
woman to say [l want to look after you...] .

In any case, four years had already passed since that time, and
Wolf's engagement was officially announced. By the way, this was
just from one week ago. If it's among children, an official ceremony
for the decided engagement isn't done. | was only told to nod my
head to the duke, then to my father.

At any rate, it was then that they began sinking their teeth in for a
second time. The relatives began whispering things like [ Think, now
that your son is getting married. You'll be lonely without a second
wife in your old age | which seemed to upset the duke.



These kinds of issues, in truth, even | have it at my home. In our
house there was only my father and me, and no doubt presently,
there are these hardships. In my family’s case, since there was no
apparent heir, the fight of being the second wife was even fiercer.

There was only one single warning that came from me. Save for a
woman that my father personally introduced to me, | absolutely
won't allow those sort of women to step foot into our house.

These people existed in the aristocracy.

The methods they used to show that they could become good
mothers was something that | disliked. For example, taking their own
servants and placing them into the household. I've also heard that
they forced things like clothes, jewelry, horses, dogs, and cats, as
much as their circumstances allowed.

Although it would be over once the latter was refused and sent back,
the former was worrisome. By taking action, that means the person
was capable of doing unreasonable things.

That was what | put together in writing and sent back to Wolf, and
the response was this.

[ There was a lady who came into the house when my father wasn't
around, alone]

That even now, she doesn’'t understand the refusal for her visits, or
rather than doesn't, it was more of, she doesn't want to understand
them, was what he replied back.

It seems that woman has always liked Duke Ranuncula for a long
time. She was a woman who continued to think of the duke even
after he first married, and she insisted to Wolf that she couldn’'t bear
being away from his father.

Do you think it would go well? With that question he asked,
somehow | replied to him that it might, with great effort. It was really
sweet of him.



Hearing my friend trying his best, | also could not sit still.

[Even if she’s not related by blood, the most important thing is that
you become a good family. That’s why, good luck. I'm cheering you
on]

After composing that letter to my close friend, | sent it to him.

Later on, | would regret those irresponsible words from the bottom
of my heart.

On a clear sunny day.

A letter came in from Wolf,and it was completely different from
usual.

With an adequate envelope and stationary, there were only short
sentences.

[ Tomorrow is father’s birthday. The same lady will be preparing the
feast for dinner. Since father will be late from work, it’s
embarrassing to start the conversation. It might be a bit sudden, but
won't you come? | also want you to meet her. If you come, then we
could think of words to praise whatever cooking she makes together.
I'll come pick you up]

It was a pretty hasty request.

Based on the date, the [tomorrow] in the letter, meant that it was
referring to today. But if | depart by noon, | might still make it for
dinner.

He probably only wrote this much yesterday because he was in a
hurry.

It appears like he was so nervous that he couldn’t calm down.

Although | was not socially capable of striking a conversation on our
first meeting, it would be more comfortable for her to be with a



woman. Above all, it would be better to have two people with her
instead of one. Somehow, | wanted to try cooperating.

Unexpectedly, my father easily gave me his consent. In fact, Duke
Ranuncula asked my father to come, arranging his presence for
dinner as well.

It might be because of distrust, but the duke didn't want any third
party to know about the second wife candidate’s presence at the
dinner. Socially, my father was considered as part of their family
NOW.

Wolf having wrote [I'll come pick you up] with a polite demeanor
like a gentlemen in the prime of his life, sent over the Ranuncula
house’s butler. Moreover with an escort.

Departing separately from my father’s preparation to go with the
duke, | prepared as much as | could before leaving the house early.

For that reason, | expected to arrive at the duke’s house earlier.
| felt exhilarated.

After three months, it was a good opportunity to see him so | could
confirm if he really had an unexpected growth spurt like he said. If
he, who was previously shorter than me of the same age, were to
grew exceptionally, | wouldn’t be able to tease him anymore.

The day was still early, | hope I'll have time to spare before dinner.
Then just like he said, [think of words to praise whatever cooking
she makes | , we would be able to think of them together.

Of course, I've already decided the best words to describe a
heartfelt compliment about delicious food.

(In truth, it would be traumatic for the person cooking if their food
causes food poisoning...)

That was when | had the thought.



My head was filled with information.

It was the second time | felt it in my life.

| received awareness after the shock receded.
Frozen solid, | heard an unpleasant sound.

Although | thought that, it was actually the sound of my teeth
chattering.

Because of the shivering of my quivering body, no strength entered
it, when the carriage merely shook | fell down from my seat.

Not caring about it, with the sound of warning bells in my head, | was
able to regain some strength and hit the carriage door.

[What’s wrong!? My lady! |

[ W-Where is this place? No, | mean. How long until we arrive at
Duke Ranuncula’s residence?

Even with the abnormal situation | was in, sitting on the floor with a
pale face, he still responded [We'll be there shortly | .

[ Please, as much as we can, hurry. Please. Ple-.... It's okay even
if it shakes! | need to arrive as early as possible! |

Having lost his bearing, with me clinging to him with a menacing look,
he could only nod back.

As the carriage started again, | gripped the seat from my place at
the floor.

| remembered.

Wolfgang Eisenhut, from the game, was a misogynist. But it wasn't
like that when he was born.

The reason why he got messed up, was because of an incident.



The word that triggered my memories was [Food Poisoning] . No,
rather, it was the word [Poison] .

Wolf told the game heroine, that in his childhood, he was served
poison by a certain woman. On his father’s birthday, he thought that
woman would become his new mother.

After somehow escaping from the edge of death because of a young
body, what met him, by a forced double suicide, was the cold corpse
of his father.

Thanks to Technicolordiscode for helping give me a second opiniom
on this.

And same goes to midori for PR again.



Fiance frc - Chapter 8

When she — the candidate to be Duke Ranuncula’s second wife,
Robinia, heard from Wolf that the number of dinner guests would
increase, she said [Okay | . Appearing to be smiling, as she
nodded.

With the excuse of practicing her cooking, she confined herself to the
kitchen early. That was why, in the evening, she already called Wolf
over to the kitchen.

Holding out a small saucer of soup, she offered Wolf a taste.

It was at that exact moment, that | rushed into the kitchen of the
Ranuncula residence.

[ Wolf! |
Calling out as loud as | could, Wolf's head quickly turned my way.
[ Lycoris, what’s wrong? Did something happen? |

Running all the way here as fast as possible, | voiced the word
[ Doctor] to Wolf .

[l don’t feel well, would you call the doctor for me? Please. |

Because | had sprinted all the way here, my breathing was
suspicious, so Wolf panicked.

[ Robinia, this girl is Lycoris. I'll leave her in your care for a while. |

Only saying that much, hurried footsteps made their way out of the
kitchen.

And so, | faced the woman who was standing still in front of the pot
of soup.



Robinia was, from head to toe, a slender and fair-skinned woman.
She looked younger than | imagined, it was hard to believe that she
was already in her late thirties.

The aura she had looked like nothing but a fleeting innocence.
[ Nice to meet you, my name is Lycoris Radiata. |

My voice was impatient, curt. From the beginning, | had no plans to
make small talk with her. | only wanted to confirm one thing. If this
was all a mistake on my part, then | will happily try all | can to make
amends with her.

[ Pardon my rudeness, but may | know whether you've tasted the
soup? |

[...]
[ If you haven't, | would suggest you try it out first. |

Bringing out a new saucer, and innocently adding a silver spoon as |
said so... | then offered it to her. (1)

[ Even me, when | try to cook, there are times that | would
unbelievably fail at it. For example, accidentally putting sugar instead
of salt. That’'s why- |

[ How did you find out? |

| wasn't able to finish my sentence as she cut off my words with a
flat tone. My face quickly turned white.

['1 wonder how you found out. How strange. |
The woman'’s eyes certainly reflected that of a Killer.

Adding poison to her own cooking, and confidently making people
eat it. In that matter, without defending herself on her attempt at
murder by poisoning, | can't think that her behaviour would indicate
she’'d try to escape.



She stared at the poisoned soup that she had made, looking like a
child at a loss.

And then.
[ ...How mean. Now the soup has gone to waste. |
She murmured with a voice that sounded to be in deep sorrow. (2)

[... Even |, at first, thought | could be a good mother. But, you
always had a displeased face, and you never once called me
“Mother”. |

When she said [Youl , she looked in the direction of the doorway,
where Wolf stood, with all color drained from his face.

[ And then | realized, for the Duke and | to have a new life, |
couldn’'t stand having someone else in this house after all. With a
clean slate, | wanted to build a wonderful family with the Prime
Minister-sama. The second wife’s children, it's common that they'll
get bullied by the first wife’s children. If | give birth to my cute baby,
what could | do if you bullied that child? What’s more... |

She sent a resentful look towards Wolf.

Innocently muttering those blunt complaints to a child, seeing that
sent a dreadful chill down my spine.

| That's why, in order to kill the nuisance, | got this. | don't know
whether it was handy, but when | put the poison in my purse, the
feeling | had was really dreadful. |

She placed a small vial on top of the table with a clink. As expected,
she really didn’t plan on hiding what she’d done.

Robinia was a psychopath. At least, | could only think of her as
nothing but one.

At any rate, | had to pull Wolf away from this terrible woman.



Starting from the butler who looked like he was bringing in the
medicated bath for me, people started coming into the kitchen.

Facing the perplexed bystanders, [ I’'m not the one at fault, | she
continued on saying, [Because, | only did this so that | would be the
only one the Duke would love. |

Moving my two trembling feet, | approached Wolf. | tried pulling Wolf
away by the black clothes he was wearing, but he continued to
devour Robinia with his eyes, dumbfounded. So at the very least,
with my two hands, | blocked Wolf's ears.

With that, his violet eyes turned to me. A distorted crying face of a
child was reflected in his eyes. My face.

| was incredibly relieved that Wolf was okay, and dreadfully,
dreadfully angry at Robinia.

At that time, | felt a lot of conflicting feelings. | was unable to bear
the heavy feeling in my chest, and as a ten-year-old child, all | did
was gulp uncontrollably, unable to do any reasonable action.

Soon after, | let out a loud wail as | cried my heart out.

Actually, when | thought about it, the person who should be crying
right now was Wolf, but | only realized it later that night.

We left everything about the dinner to the Duke and my father after
they returned. Meanwhile, we just sat down in Wolf’'s room, cuddled
together with the lights turned on. Although both my hands held the

book open, not even once could the sound of the page being flipped
be heard.

Only for today, even if the adults ask us to sleep alone or to turn off
the lights, we won't obey.

| closed the book with a plop, then turned to face Wolf.

[Go ahead and cry] was what | said.



[ I’'m fine ] was what he returned.

Thinking that there was no way he could be fine, | pressed a wet
towel to his face so he could cool his eyes.

However, Wolf quickly took it from my hands, pushing it back to my
still swollen eyes.

[ You've already cried this much. This is more than enough. |

Saying those illogical words, his gentle voice sounded like he was
pampering me.

My eyes started to swell up once again, and the wet towel became
even wetter.

| suddenly recalled the letter that Duke Ranuncula wrote.

Wolf has become mature. It might be just as the Duke said. |
wonder if it's because he’s becoming mature that he could overcome
such a painful event. And with such an amazing speed.

[...At this rate, Wolf will surely end up becoming a woman hater. |
With my unexpected words, it seemed he thought it was a joke.

Laughing like it entertained him, he suddenly stood up and looked
down at me.

[ Because that’s all you've been thinking of, you've been sitting
inside a man’s room in the middle of the night, crying defenselessly.
You have to sense at least an ounce of danger, or else a man’s
honor might get questioned. |

After he said it, with a jerk of his arm, thinking that he was pulling me
up to my feet, Wolf instead lifted my body.

This posture is what you would call carrying a girl “princess style”.

With a blank look and my mouth wide open, looking like a fool, | was
surprised. Although | was shocked about Wolf’'s strength, but more



than that...
[ Could it be, Wolf — did you really grow taller than me? |
[... You didn’t believe me? |
[ That’s not what I... but, it's only been three months. |

[ I've been struggling to become mature. Along with my body. And
my mind, too. ]

With him laughing embarrassedly, to me, he seemed mature enough
— he looked strong.

Now it was clear to me.
He was really becoming mature.
And maybe.

He is becoming different from the one | knew in the game, a
new [Wolfgang Eisenhut] was being formed.

Note:
(1) Silver reacts to some elements of poison.

(2) I’'m guessing she tried to drink it. Crazy woman...

One more chapter to go before the end of this arc. How are you all
feeling about this story? Happy? Sad?

At this point, I'm planning to translate the next arc as well. I'm
reading through the new arc, but I'm a bit stuck... Anyone know of a
flower term that sounds like Rankuratsu? Or any German name in
particular?

At this moment, I’'m using Rankgeruste(trellis/flowering fences in
English). But it might not be the right name.






Fiancé 1irc Exira - Tycoris’ s Cooking
Class

[ Today we'll be cooking. |

Suddenly saying that and shoving a cloth at me, was my fiancée —
Lycoris Radiata. Recently, her visits were relatively frequent that
such visits didn’'t surprise me anymore.

On our first meeting, she greatly angered me; in some respects, her
only attractive features were her slanted eyes and the mole under
her eye. Although her mature appearance might be attributed to the
fact that as a ten year old girl she was fairly tall, now it was clear
that it was her mind which surpassed her height in displaying that
maturity.

When the girl in question came into my line of sight, my eyebrows
knitted together.

The reason for this was because her usual loose wavy black hair
was inelegantly tied with a string and a crooked triangular piece of
cloth covered her forehead. The rouge dress that suited her well,
was hidden from view by a thick white apron.

Her outfit was an imitation based on the maids that wore apron
dresses and white headbands to work (although, | don't know what
they’re officially called).

['You know, no one wanted to lend me an apron dress. |
[ That’s obvious. |

Noticing my dubious look, she pouted. | could just imagine the
bewilderment of the people in the house if they find out that the
duke’s daughter was running around in servant’s clothing.



[ But | was able to somehow find a clean cloth to work with. Ah,
don’t worry though. The cloth you're holding is something | properly
borrowed from mister butler. |

Right before she pointed out that fact. | was unfurling the cloth that
she passed to me. Attached to a rectangular fabric by a string was
a very simple vest. The rectangular fabric would probably be
wrapped to the lower body as an apron, but what was the need for
the vest?

[1t's exactly black. |
She, in some way, proudly declared this fact.
[I'll be standing in the kitchen wearing this? |

[ There’s nothing wrong with that. Duke Ranuncula gave us his
utmost support. And it won't hurt if a man can cook. Besides, once
we're twelve we won't be able to do this in the school dorms. |

Although my father indulged her by consenting, this was really
illogical.

[We'd probably have a cook in the dorms... |

But my complaint went in Lycoris’s one ear and out the other as she
wrapped the waist-cloth around my waist and dressing me in the
vest atop my shirt. Even though | had planned to properly scold her
about the distance being too close, | always wavered.

At least before the chances of coming into contact with other men
increased while entering the school and debuting in high society, |
had to rectify her defenselessness.

Not knowing my complex inner thoughts, Lycoris muttered [ Gargon
style~ cute~| .(1) | don’t understand the first part, but calling a man
of an impressionable age [Cutel was definitely taboo. Truly, | want
you to stop calling me that from the bottom of my heart. But | didn’t
want her to think of me as a narrow-minded man.



Being rebellious by desperately cutting down on being called cute
was not my intention, but | continued to get dragged by the arm into
the kitchen.

[ Today, the challenge is to make [porridgel] |
[ What the heck is it? |

[It’s a bit difficult to explain what it tastes like. It would be simpler
to just make it. |

And so, the sudden cooking course started.

| began by carefully washing my hands, proceeding to wash the
vegetables, and some unfamiliar grains right after, then chopping the
vegetables and adding all of the ingredients together into a pot.

When | noticed that the ingredients being chopped were very sour
and weak in substance, [ Are these also going to be added in? ] ,
was what | asked, and [ These are incredibly important ingredients
that cannot be missed out] was what she replied. Somehow, today
had me completely following her pace, | hope that | don't end up with
anything I’'m not satisfied with.

After finishing the cooking of the so called [porridgel , | cautiously
scooped a bit of the sour ingredients | hated into a small saucer.

[ Wait! |
Due to the panic in her voice, my hand stopped.

[ I'll be tasting it first. I1t’s mortifying if it has a weird taste after it
was done. |

Her point was illogical.

Although she was the one guiding, the one who did the cooking was
me. Even if the outcome of the cooking had a weird taste, there
wouldn’t be any reason for her to feel ashamed.



Finally, her intention became clear. Well, it was kind of expected
though.

After the incident of almost getting served poison, the people around
me began preparing my meals with care. The servants in charge of
the kitchen would offer to personally taste-test the meal for poison;
furthermore, soup was no longer added to the table.

| told them | was fine even if they didn’t do it, but no one listened.
The food | consumed didn’t decrease.

However, it was a pathetic to say that | felt melancholic every dinner
time. It seemed she realized this small disorder | had.

[...Ok. It's pretty good. |

She said this after taste-testing it for poison for me, after quickly
washing it, she offered the small saucer.

[ Do you... want to have a taste as well? |

(Forcing me to make the dish, then making that anxious face,
isn’t this cheating?)

Even with a small height difference, having Licorice send me an
upward glance in a helpless state stirred something within me.
Wanting to cherish her, and at the same time wanting to tease her —
it was an extremely complicated feeling.

['Yeah, let me have a taste. |

Having said that, | opened my mouth slightly, and sure enough, she
was put in an embarrassing situation.

But eventually, a small portion of the [porridge] in the small saucer
slowly came closer to my mouth.

With moderate amount of sourness inside my mouth, the natural
sweetness of the cereal spread through.



Not bad.
With the sound of a gulp from my throat, | remembered my hunger.

No matter how meddlesome it is, this was the deep affection of my
filancée.

[As long as it’s your hand that offers, even if it was poison I'll gladly
take it] or so the lines of a play | heard somewhere before, drifted
into my head.

If | said those words out loud though, I'll surely get scolded for
indiscretion.

(1) Gargon — actually French Waiter style

Author-san likes teaching us a lot of new words.


https://en.m.wikipedia.org/wiki/Gar%C3%A7on

Family firc - Chapter 1

A new arc, a new character. Enjoy!

For the time being, looking through a list Father obtained of people
who possessed magical qualities in this generation, had become my
daily work.

Produced by the magical association, you could say this list, as it is
now, was an estimated list of people who would be able to get into
the royal magical academy.

However, there were some exceptions. The game heroine’s name
was not in here. Her case was certainly an exception, since she was
a person that was admitted midway; At present, her magical abilities
would not have been recognized yet.

Among the group of names on the list, | would mark down some of
names with a circle. From those of the five dukedoms and its
branches, | selected the children of these notable aristocrats.

‘Wouldn't people with high social status have higher chances of being
the capturable characters?’, was my expectation as | selected these
names. For those potentially high social-class people in particular, |
marked down with a double circle.

However, this wasn't a sure hit.

(How should | say it, | wanted a group photo shot similar to how the
Japanese take it)

That time when | remembered Wolf from the game, | had the liberty
of getting his full name and portrait. However, | got this list by telling
my father that [| want to know a little bit about the other people who
will be attending the magical school with me...] , if | tell him [While
you're at it, | also want a portrait of each and every one of



them...] , it might put him off.

Or perhaps, rather than being a problem, it was impossible. Pictures
only became prevalent in modern day Japan.

By the way, the name [Shade] wasn't in this list.

It was possible that the name was a nickname derived from his real
name, as | couldn’t find even a trace of him.

Learning that falling behind on the situation was terrifying, one way
or the other, | desperately tried to do everything | could. However, |
made little progress.

Because of the inspiration | gained, after staking everything on the
list and the countless of times looking over it, | became familiar with
the names on it.

(Since it's capturable characters from the game, I'm sure the
common feature all of them have will be that they’re all good-looking)

| wonder if | there was a chance | could obtain any rumour about a
good-looking guy that could narrow down my search. The chances
of that ought to be slim. The moment | request this from my father,
my credibility with him will drop, and | won't be able to fix it without
doing something drastic. But if | can succeed with that chance, | was
willing to try it...

Interrupting my destructive thoughts half-way, my nanny called me
over after lunch preparations were completed.

[...Will my father be joining today? |
[ Yes. He is waiting together with a guest. |
[ There’s a guest? |

How disappointing.

[ Yes, it's your relative. The madame’s younger brother. Does my



lady remember him? |

[1t's Uncle Narcissus, right? | wasn't informed that he’ll be joining us
today. |

| That’s correct. The conversation was a sudden one. He wanted to
have a consultation with the Master no matter what. |

| didn't know whether this starting point was a good one or a bad
one. It was rare for me to attend lunch with numerous people.

| Good day, Uncle. It's been awhile since | last spoke with you. I'm
Lycoris. |

| said it with a ladylike manner. For a short while, my uncle had a
convincing look of surprise on his face. He was a little slow.

[ Lycoris! My, how a child could change, in just a short time of not
seeing her. You're becoming so much like my older sister. |

Telling me that | was similar to my mother, truthfully, made me a little
lost for words. After all, with only her portrait, | didn't know much
about the other person.

[ Are Aunt and Crinum also well? |

Crinum was a cousin a year older than me. Although we exchange
letters often, in truth, it's been awhile since we’ve seen each other.

[Yes. Yes. They’re both fine. But Lycoris — how old have you
become? |

[ I'm ten years old. |

[l see, | see. At any rate, you look grown up. | wonder if this is
what kids are like nowadays. Although that child is younger than you,
that kid is considerably— |

[ Narcissus. |

Father cut off Uncle’s monologue.



Hearing Father use a slightly hard tone unusual for him, | was
surprised.

[ Save that talk for later. | don't want Lycoris to be involved in that
discussion. |

| Come now. It should be fine, Kaffir. In any case, she’ll find out
sooner or later. | don’t mind. |

Kaffir is my father’s name. No one in the house calls him by that
name, so hearing it used was a bit out of the ordinary.

Nevertheless, why did father say that he didn’'t want me to
hear [that talk] ? It's been known for a long time that Uncle goes
slightly off topic.

Proceeding with a wrong guess, | wanted to try satisfying my
curiosity.

[ Uncle. Who do you mean by [that child] ? From what | know,
Crinum is a year older than me. |

[ That’s right, it's not about Crinum, I’'m talking about another cousin
of yours. That kid... is a child that | had out of wedlock... |

The instant he said something incredibly unexpected, | turned to face
my father. | wonder if Father understood the feeling | was facing. He
sent a somewhat troubled-looking smile back to me.

[ Recently, I've taken that kid home. That kid is a boy. His name is
Shade.

eh?




Family firc - Chapter 2

Lycoris learns more about her Uncle and her Father.

[ U-uncle! | want to meet that cousin of mine! |

The instant those words left my mouth, Uncle made a happy-looking
broad smile, while Father made a bitter one.

[ Lycoris, come here for a moment. |

| obeyed father and walked up to him, what met me was his slightly
rigid face.

[ Lycoris. You shouldn't thrust your neck into another person’s
circumstances too much. |

[ But Father, this is my cousin we're talking about. Aren’t you also
curious about what kind of child he is? |

[ That might be true... but, as far as your aunt is concerned, she
especially doesn't want outsiders to know about this. Do you
understand? |

[ That's... Yes. | understand. |
[ Then be a good girl and take care of the house, okay? |
Father was planning to go with Uncle, that much | gathered.

The discussion with Uncle was no doubt about the child that was
brought in. Thus, Father was coming along in order to check the
current situation.

Father’s point may be valid, but since | knew nothing more
about [Shadel] other than the child’s name, | couldn’t remain
passive.



[ Father... |

At loss without a good excuse, trying to stop him, | held on to the
cuff of my father’s shirt as he said [ This discussion is over] .

Seeing this, my father frowned.
[...You... want to meet him that much? |

['Y-yes. It’s fine even if you only bring me to greet him. | won't say
anything unnecessary, that’s why, Father, please... |

My father heaved out a sigh.

My uncle, Narcissus Rankgeruste, together with his wife and
daughter, lived thirty minutes away from the Lilia household via horse
carriage. (1)

Officially, his job was to govern the different territories in the vast
dukedom of Lilia, to ease up the dominion. My father didn’t have any
brothers or sisters, so Uncle Narcissus, his brother-in-law, took on
this responsibility.

But having said that, his post was actually upon my father’s personal
instruction — the arrangement of the multiple jobs related to the
dealing of those under my father’s jurisdiction, were taken care of by
the person appointed as the magistrate. So, the kind of work my
uncle was actually doing? That was probably something a child
should not hear about.

By the way, it looks like Uncle’s hobby was gardening. Apparently,
inside the Rankgeruste premises, lies a wonderful greenhouse.

And it also seems that due to his work, my uncle almost never opens
it when he’s at home, but he went far and wide in order to procure
the plants for cultivation. U~huh.

Although | kept nodding my head to whatever my uncle was saying,
my mind was preoccupied with the constant hope (or should | say,



worry) that | might not get to meet with [Shade] .

[ Where is that child? |

Without any pretense, Uncle Narcissus inquired the head butler as
soon as we arrived at the mansion. And in a well-informed manner,
the butler quickly returned an answer.

[ He is together with Miss Crinum. ]

| was looking forward to seeing my one-year older cousin, Crinum.
And of course, | won't leave her be if she’s distressed right now.

Even though we were generally cousins, Crinum and | aren’t so
similar. She is a beautiful lady with straight brown hair, and a neat
and tidy appearance. Her personality was what you might say quiet
and shy. When the family members met for a gathering, as the only
one younger than her, she hid behind my shoulders.

Being close relatives, as well as having our houses close to each
other, we became pretty good friends. Although | did say that we
corresponded primarily with letters, we united together as fellow
bookworms.

Shade’s origin might be an illegitimate child, but he was able to take
Uncle Narcissus’s affections, and was also getting along well with
Crinum. It’s curious what Aunt’s stance on this was, but with two
allies on his side, | think this place would not be as terrible as it
could be for him.

With that expectation in mind, | boldly stepped inside the
Rankgeruste residence.

But.

Remaining in the guest room, my father and | continued to wait.
However, none of Uncle’s family members showed up.



[ Father. Are you okay leaving work aside for today? |

[ Yeah. From the beginning, | accepted that most of my time today
will be spent here if | came along. As Narcissus'’s brother-in-law, and
especially since I'm the eldest in our family, | can’t think of it as just
someone else’s affairs. |

[ That’s true... Father, have you already met that child before? |

[No. Not yet. | had just heard that they’ve been searching all over
for that child’s mother. It was only yesterday that they found
something about her. |

[ Eh? Then, does that mean that child was only taken in just
yesterday? |

[ No. Some time has already passed since he was taken in. It's
because | wasn't concerned about my younger brother that | noticed
this too late. |

In other words, there were no reports made before my father
became aware of this situation. My uncle had decided on his own to
take in the child, and was able to keep it a secret, even from my
father. It might be rude of me to say this— but that was amazing.

[ Uncle is surprisingly a man of action, huh? |
[Well- ...yeah, he is. |
After Father said it, he hesitated a bit. How rare.

[ To tell you the truth, his way of thinking is something that cannot
quite be understood. He used to be my second cousin, so we had an
old relationship. But even in the old days, | felt that we had a
different pace. If anything, | missed those days. Although it is
inexcusable for me to say this, | didn't have to have a really friendly
relationship with him. |

Father confessed his socializing problems(?). That was even more
rare.



[l see, | guess even you, Father, have people you don't understand
and get puzzled over, huh... |

Father looked to be taken aback by my words, and subsequently
gave me a wry laugh.

[ You're right. In the first place, |— |
[ Kaffir! Sorry to have kept you waiting! |

There was one more thing | learned about Uncle. This person — had
incredibly bad timing. (2)

(1) I stuck with this name, the German word is translated as trellis or
a flower fence. The reason | had, was that it’s like saying they’re
supporting characters. And greenhouse, which is Narcissus’s
pastime, would have flower fences, right? RIGHT??? OTL

(2) I'm taking the literal approach of the Japanese translation. [&]
(TIMING) A3 (1S)& 1~ (BAD)[[d] 3 F 1 ]. Actual translation is
unlucky/unfortunate, but unless Kaffir gave him a sucker punch or
something for interrupting, it wouldn't fit.



Ffamily firc - Chapter 3

Introducing Shade.

When Uncle came in, it was my cousin, Crinum who accompanied
him. For some reason, it was only her.

[ Kaffir... Actually, my wife doesn’'t want to come out of her room.
Would you be so kind as to help me pacify her? |

Saying it rather miserably, Uncle asked Father to come along with
him.

Before leaving us behind, we both exchanged strained smiles.

[ Good day, Crinum. It's been a while. |
[ Yes, Lycoris. Thanks for always sending letters. |
After greeting each other with a smile, | was amazed by her change.

She had grown taller with a curvy, womanly figure. But | didn't mean
that she was fat, her waist and limbs were still as slender as before.
Although dark freckles might considerably cover her unusually white
skin, | dare say, it would likely fade away in a few years time. And
though she likely put on perfume in her hair, it had a fragrant smell.

| don’t know whether it was because she’s been living together with
Uncle, but since the day | met her until now, she was far more
mature than | was. Perhaps, it was because of age.

[ Crinum, during the time we didn’'t meet, you grew even prettier. |
[ Eh? |

[ You were already a beautiful girl to begin with, but now you've



gotten closer to becoming a beautiful woman. |

[ You praise me too much, Lycoris. You've grown considerably as
well. You've always been conscious of your almond-shaped eyes for
a long time, but that child-like roundness stands out from your
features. You've become an incredible beauty in my opinion. |

Since it was Crinum who was evidently saying all that, most likely,
my face turned bright red.

While that was going on, Father came in escorting Aunt. How should
| put it — as expected of Father’s sKkills, that was extremely fast.

Crinum and Aunt, when they were standing next to each other, were
really a spitting image of each other.

[ Hello, Lycoris. Thanks for worrying about Crinum and coming
today. |

Having Aunt give a slightly weak-looking smile, | could only return
a [No, it's nothing much] as | thought of how unforgivable my true
intentions were.

[ She was worried about Crinum~] was probably the explanation
Father gave to her. Although | was worried for Crinum, in truth, the
reason | came to this place was mostly so that | could
meet [Shade] .

Times like this when | rush on madly towards one matter, | might
forget to consider other people’s feelings. | shall reflect on this.

Now then, what has happened to [Shade] ?

Even at that time, when we took our seats for dinner, he has yet to
show his face .

The reason he hasn't shown for dinner, as Aunt explained, was:

[ He hasn't learned etiquette yet. That’s why he can't come out and
taken the seat. |



Well, | think that might be highly probable. Dinner etiquette was
demanded in the aristocracy; I'd say, if it wasn't obviously beaten
into my head at a young age, it would be doubtful for me to
comprehend the intricate gestures required during mealtime.

Having said that, in Aunt’'s words, were a biting sense of coldness as
expected. Even considering that Aunt was reluctant to let it out in
front of us, the thought of having a stepson should be a complicated
affair. That was only natural, though.

Directing to me, Uncle said.

[ That’s right, Lycoris. If you don’t mind, why don’t you teach
manners to that child? He's a slightly shy kid, but he might trust you
who is of the same age. |

If Uncle believed a [shy kid] would lower his guard to a female
relative who appeared out of nowhere, then that would be
considerably “positive thinking” in my opinion. Everything won'’t
suddenly work out just because we are of the same age. | didn't
voice that out though.

Crinum was very quiet throughout dinner. Honestly speaking, | had
been curious about what Crinum thought of her little brother, but
asking her directly is, as expected, not possible.

And so, after dinner.

Finally, Uncle led both Father and | to [Shadel] and met him face-
to-face .

Shade was an adorable, seemingly angelic child.

Peculiar gold-brown hair framed his soft cheeks, his eyes were a
deep brown... was what | thought, but when | looked closer, his
eyes had more of a reddish tinge than brown.

His skin looked transparently white, and his cheeks were rosy red. |
seriously didn't think a day would come that | would ever describe a



boy like him.
However, his body was considerably and delicately thin.

Thinking of a guy that was around the same age as him, Wolf came
to mind. Although since Wolf rapidly became buff recently, he
probably wouldn’t be a suitable target of comparison. But, even then
Shade was really thin. | wonder if he was malnourished as a child.

[ This child is Shade. Shade Rankgerste. |

In response to Uncle’s words, as usual, my head was filled with
information.

Shade. In the game, he had been in the same magical school as the
heroine for five years. In other words he had been sixteen years old.
The current him had no resemblance to his older self; his masculine
appearance floated in my mind. In the game, his still-pictures had
lively, or otherwise charming smiles on it.

Contrary to Wolf who had hated women, Shade had been a
character who loved them. However, there was a problem with his
love for women. He actively pursued women by happily giving out
sweet words — then blatantly leaving them afterwards. You'd think
that he just hated women, but if he only hated them, he wouldn’t try
getting close to them. In other words, he had a love-hate relationship
with them.

Being cheerfully sociable, was a well-crafted lie. He was the type of
character who had a good head on his shoulders.

His mother was a harlot. His father a nobleman. Pulled away from
his mother, and only receiving neglect from his step-mother, when he
somehow sneaked out and arrived at the nightstreet where his
mother should have been, he found his mother running away with a
new man. Such a painful pas— hold up, wait — wait just a moment.

The father in this case was Uncle Narcissus. Wouldn't this mean, he
received ill-treatment from Aunt?



[ Shade, she is your cousin. Beside her is the Duke of Lilia, my
brother-in-law. Look carefully you two. The color in this child’s eyes
are red. |

This... happy-go-lucky Uncle, at the moment, he unveiled his family.
Aah, isn't this how he conducted himself when he was searching high
and low for the many cultivated plants or purchasing them?

Although it’s horrible, I'm already completely awake.
Furthermore, this was closer than expected.
[ Your Grace. Miss Lycoris. Pleased to meet your acquaintance. |

He — Shade, was anxiously clutching his chest with small thin hands,
but still, he smiled with all his might as he bowed his head. Because
of the other party’s high social standing he didn't really know what to
do, but still, the young boy used all his might to show his thanks. This
was how it looked like to me.

| wouldn’'t know what the actual contents of his heart is by only
looking at what'’s outside.



Family firc - Chapter 4

Afterwards, | was given some time alone with Shade.

The one who forcibly brought out this development was Uncle
Narcissus. It seemed Uncle was serious when he asked me to take
charge of Shade’s training, as that was how it was explained to
Shade. Neither | nor my father remembered agreeing on this matter.

| wonder what was the cause for Uncle’s forceful actions. Was he
expecting something from me? Or was he hoping to get Father’s
support on this? | can’t discard the possibility that he didn’'t think
about anything, though.

At any rate, this was a chance for me to ask the questions | had
about this complicated situation.

[ I'd like you to call me Lycoris. There’s no need to add [Miss]
after all. Would it be alright if | called you Shade? |

[Yes. |
[ Have you already had dinner? |
[ Yes. | apologise for not coming out for dinner. |

[It’s fine, you don’t have to worry about things like that. By the way,
what did you eat? Did you have the same meal we had for dinner? |

Although internally, my heart was pounding as | asked the question,
Shade smoothly replied that he had the same menu for dinner.

| was relieved. It seems, at least for now, his meals haven’t been left
out. While it was rude, | was able to hit the nail on the head by
asking a slightly blunt question.



[ Do you have a small appetite? You seem incredibly thin. |

[ No. That’s not the case... it's only that I'm not used to the [good
food] provided here. |

It wasn’t an unnatural answer. For most people, it’s likely the things
they ate from an early age would be what they would consider as
delicious.

[l see. Well, even if you get used to the meals here... you'd still
yearn for your honored mother’s cooking, right? |

At the mention of his mother, his red eyes seemed to wobble and
tremble.

And then those eyes, towards me— towards the girl in front of him
who had asked the rude question, sent just a small glare.

[ Even if | yearned for it, | can’t go back. After all, it was my
mother’s own volition to send me away. |

Finally able to take a glance at him after he shared his sentiments, |
was overcome by a strange sense of relief. That’s because, while
being this small, having a person with complete control of himself as
an opponent, somehow, | felt like | wouldn’t stand a chance.

[ That was careless of me to say, I'm sorry. |
[...it"s alright. |

[ From tomorrow onwards, I'll be teaching you a little bit about
manners. It would truthfully be better if you learned this from a man,
but for the time being, I'll try to teach you what | can. |

[ Yes. Thank you very much. |
Shade smiled and laughed delightfully.

This one-year younger cousin of mine, the aspect of him that was
very innocent seemed unnatural no matter what. Of course, this was



because his personality had a gap with the game character Shade;
but some might say that my opinion was biased.

That's why when | saw this kind of smile, | instead ended up thinking
that perhaps he used it when he wasn’t being honest.

[ Studying about manners is very important. If firmly disciplined, it’s
an armor that can be used to protect yourself in the aristocracy.
Because it would become your strength. |

[...strength... is it? | (2)

[ Yes, that’s right. It’s strength in a broader sense. Did it pique your
interest? |

Shade merely tilted his head, but | think it got a little of his attention.
Even if this role of mine as a teacher was only for a short time, |
wanted my student to have the desire to learn.

[ Then, let’s continue tomorrow. |
[Yes. |

[ Good night. |

[Yes. |

[ Good night. |

[...good night. |

For boys of this age, it might be a bit embarrassing to have this
exchange. But greetings are important. From tomorrow onwards, |
will have to thoroughly train him on it.

When | realized it, | completely became serious in taking up my role.

After that awkward farewell, | parted with Shade and began walking
towards the guest room.

Because | had visited this place countless times since | was still



small, there was no need for someone to guide me there.
For the first time, | thought about Shade.

| wanted to know his situation and his thoughts. For example, was
Aunt really maltreating him? What were his thoughts about Uncle and
Crinum? If | was able to obtained Shade’s trust, | wonder whether
he would talk to me about them. Or, should it be with an adult he
could trust— should | leave it to Father, then?

Uncle adores Shade, and Aunt most likely neglects him, at worse,
he’s probably detested. In Crinum’s case, | wonder what she thinks
of him?

When she first learned about his existence, she must have been
shocked. She probably despised her own father’s actions. And she
might have even been angry about it. But, at present, | think she is
taking care of Shade. Crinum is a nice girl.

My thoughts flew to the time | was playing with Crinum in this
mansion.

When | was young, | was holed up inside my room and was branded
as a child that was only into books and nothing else; but, when
father took me to come to this mansion, | didn’t have the free time to
read those books. That’s because | was too busy playing with my
gentle cousin who was close to my age.

Since Aunt’s educational policy did not allowed us to play outside,
the young Crinum and | entertained ourselves by exploring every
nook and cranny of the house, with dolls in one hand. As small
children, the usually never visited closet or storage room was a
world of unknown adventure to us; the strange appearance of the
attic was what we were especially pleased with.

Taking along our dolls to the attic, we chose to play pretend in the
house. The little bit of sweets we hid in our pockets were all
gathered there. | wonder if that attic still remains even now

Suddenly wanting to talk with Crinum, | tried to turn back.



So there was no way with such a timing, could | have expected that
| would be accosted by the person herself.

[ Lycoris. |
[Eeeh!? ...Crinum? |

| likely jumped in surprised. Crinum’s thin body stood leaning on the
wall, exactly in between the corridor’s lamps and lights.

The corridor’s lamps were in equal intervals; the parts that were
bright and the parts that were dark were intensely different.
Naturally, since | only concentrated on the parts that my eyes could
see, it was only when | was this close that | noticed the other
person.

[ S-sorry. | was lost in my thoughts while walking. For me to do
such a thing, my attentiveness was half-hearted. What’s wrong?
Were you waiting for me? |

Crinum didn't answer my question.

When | tried to approach Crinum, she backed away several steps
from me.

[...Crinum? |

[ Lycoris, | have a favor to ask from you, so | was waiting for
you. |

Finally, Crinum gave me an answer and | was relieved, her words
rousing me.

[ What is it? Tell me whatever it is. |

| answered, puffing with pride. For example, if she wanted to speak
out against Uncle, I'd happily do a suicidal attack on Uncle’s room.

However, Crinum’s words were different from what | had expected.

[ Please, to that child— to Shade, don’t get too close... I’'m begging



you] (1)

Facing down as she said it, | could not see her facial expression
under the cover of the darkness.

[ Crinum? What do you... |

My question was drowned out, as she repeated [ Please | once
again.

[ That’s... is it by any chance, because Aunt doesn’'t want anyone to
see that Shade is being maltreated, is it like that? |

Mentioning the likeliest possibility that I'd realized, Crinum hanged
her head in shame.

[ You knew about it then. What Mother thinks of that child? Is the
Duke also aware of this? Did you guys... come to this house for the
sake of helping that child out? |

Suddenly lifting up her head, her expression was brimming with
hostility aimed towards me. | was shocked about various things, and
yet confused.

[No... I'd say it was only me who had thought of it. Most likely,
Father has yet to notice it, and even if he did, if there was any way
to settle it in this house, then he should have already gone and tried
thinking of it. |

[l see... that’'s good. Please, Lycoris. Don't tell the Duke that
Mother is treating that child badly. |

[ That’s... If you're the one that asks this of me, then | would grant
the request, but... why? If you ask Father, then wouldn’t he be able
to help Shade out? At this rate, | don’t think that Aunt will be okay at
all. And if you left it to Father, then | doubt he would ever cause Aunt
harm blindly. Let’s consider the best option for all of you. |

Crinum kept silent. After a long, long time, she finally opened her
mouth.



['You know, Lycoris. The first time | met that child, | thought what a
beautiful child he was. |

The vigorously unstoppable torrent of words that Crinum spoke out
about, was not about Aunt.

[ But at the critical point of introduction, Father introduced me as
that child’s older sister, and he said all of a sudden: [Crinum, if you
didn’'t have freckles, you would have looked a little similar to
Shade] . I... was so ashamed. Somehow, | felt | couldn’t compare
with that child’s face and | thought there was no way | could address
myself as such. That child wasn't just beautiful, he was also smart.
At the start, he had a strange accent, but soon after, he began
mimicking people’s pronunciations, and his way of talking became
beautiful as well. When he first hears the words, most likely he hears
the person’s pronunciations even before it leaves their mouths.
Repeating those, it’s like he never had an accent when he talked.
Isn’t that amazing? That child, on his own, spoke to me. He said that
my freckles will vanish when | became an adult so it was okay, and
that I... was really beautiful. But, as expected, standing before that
child, | was perpetually terrified. But you know, a turning point came.
For some time now, Father had wanted to obtain a particular rose,
and he went far away for it. When Father left the house, Mother
locked up that child. Telling us that we absolutely cannot bring out
any food or water to him. | thought, that was something that cannot
happen; so that night, | secretly came and brought some food and
water to that child. That was the first time. That child spoke to me
on his own. That child needed me. I...]| (3)

Speaking in one breath until that point, Crinum seemed to return to
me.

When Crinum was engrossed with a book, she would discuss the
hero or heroine’s sentiments, and became talkative. Right now, she
stared dreamily like she did at those times.

However, | wonder whether she realizes it. That is, the kinds of
things that are coming out of her own mouth.



(T...this is...)

From her hands and also her pale lips, it was evident she was
quivering, even in the dark. However, her words did not stop.

[ Lycoris, you've really become beautiful. And even long ago, you've
always been smarter than | was. I... absolutely don't want you to
get close to that child! |

Saying it over her shoulder with a strained-sounding voice, she ran
away.

(1) She actually says “please” twice in this sentence. First, as & 9
7> and then as AL, The latter sounds more desperate.

(2) Initially he was saying, “Strength?” But quickly added T 3 %>,
which is a polite way of asking. Scary kid.

(3) When Lycoris said it was a torrent, it really was... when Crinum
was speaking, there were no spaces/different paragraph. It just
continued on.



Ffamily firc - Chapter 5

The next morning.
| started my special attack on Shade.
[ Good morning. |
[Ha...? Eh...?]
[ Good morning. |
[....good... morning] (1)

Even though it was morning, my goal is to make sure that there
won't be a time he’d be impolite.

It looks like Shade is weak in the morning. With a sleepy look, he
was bewildered in the face of an uninvited guest.

[ | apologize for the abrupt visit. But a lot of things are tangled up,
and | already don’'t know what — or perhaps | should say, | already
don’t know whose feelings would be the correct one to prioritize.
That’s why for the time being, let me hear about your sentiments.
You.... In this house... you were locked in a room by Aunt, and your
meals were stopped, right? |

Momentarily dumbfounded by my non-stop chattering, he was then
plainly suspicious; Giving me a look as if he was searching for my
intentions, he stared at my face.

[ That is... who did you hear it from? |

[ From Crinum. And in truth, | did slightly doubt that possibility. |



[It’s not like I’'m asking you to trust me, whether it be me or my
father, we are on Aunt’s side; | don’t have any means to dispel your
suspicion on whether I’'m really deceiving you or whether your
distrust is unjust. But, | want you to answer me one thing no matter
what. Why didn’t you tell Uncle that you were receiving terrible
treatment from Aunt? Or for instance me or Father — you could have
searched for someone reliable who could take care of you and get
you out of this house. Was it that troublesome for you? |

...1 ()

Because | was surprised at the first spoken word he said, he
immediately gave out an apology.

[ That was rude of me. Since | was poorly brought up, | lost my
focus for a second. |

[No, | don't mind. In particular, if you're able to converse with it,
then it’s fine no matter what form of speech you use. But if you want
to get used to polite speech, I'll go along with you. |

[ Well then, | do hope you forgive me even if | mix in inappropriate
words. Personally, | do think you are a person | can trust| (3)

[...even when you've only just met me yesterday? As you know, |
am related to Aunt, the person who neglected you. |

[ But... you're related to me too. You're my cousin, right? |
[ That — might be true, but... |

[ At least, no one in this house greets me with the common [ Good
night] or [Good morning] courtesy. Compared to them, |

consider you as someone who | can speak frankly with. |

[ Then, would you let me hear the reason? Why didn’t you say
anything to Uncle? |

| There was no major reason for why | didn’t do it. It was simply



because it would be useless even if | did tell him. |
Shade said indifferently, with something akin to coldness in his voice.

[ Aside from flowers, the only thing that person is interested in is my
eye color. That's it. |

[ Eye color? Well, your eyes certainly are unique in color, did you
happen to inherit it from your honored mother? |

[ When you say [honored mother] , | had to think about who you
were referring to. Mother was normal, she had brown-colored eyes.
According to Father, the gene was from his grandmother passed
through my father. In other words, | inherited this color from my
great-grandmother. |

[ Great-grandmother...? Oh, her... |
[ Were you acquainted with her? ]

[ Since it’'s regarding your father’s grandmother, it’s also related to
me. She died long before | was aware of my surroundings so |
personally didn't know her. But, there were a lot of tales about her.
Like, she completely ignored the marriage proposal from the royal
king of that time. Now that you mention it, | feel like I've heard
something about her unique eye color before. |

[ In the Duke Lilia’s family, | heard that a lot of people had
possessed hair and eyes of the color red. |

Indeed. My closet was filled up exhaustively with a puzzling rouge
color. Could this literally be the clan’s image color?

Looking at Shade’s dark red pupils under the morning sun, it was
definitely a color closer to rogue.

[ Uncle was really fixated over this color, huh? Once in a while,
there are those in the aristocracy who love their [Family lineage ]
to death, but was Uncle also of that sort? |



[ That’s nearly a disease, isn't it? ]

[ Even with his abnormality, | don’t think it's a reason to overlook the
problem that’s happening in this family. For the time being, why don’t
you try telling Uncle? But then again, wouldn’t this provoke Aunt... |

[ I've already told him. And he said, [bear with it for a while] |
[...eh?]

[ Right now, my wife hasn't seen what’s around her. But, she’ll
realize your merit soon. Until then, bear with it for a while] |

[ That’s... what he told you? Bear with it? Is that... a line a father
should be giving his child who'’s being abused by his wife? |

[ At least, in Narcissus RankgerUste’s case, it is. |
| was at my wit’s end.

For countless times since reuniting with Uncle yesterday, his
favorability graph with me continued to decreasingly swoop, and |
don’t know if it would stop at this point.

[ Okay, fine then. Let’s quit trying to rely on Uncle. You won't be
troubled if | told Father about it, right? Then, I'll immediately inform
him. |

With this action, I'm probably betraying Crinum. When | begin
thinking that she had confided in me because of our friendship, it
frankly starts feeling painful in my chest. That said, seeing that there
was a victim of child abuse, there was no way | could just remain
watching in silence.

Shaking off last night’s events with Crinum which floated in my mind,
| headed to Father in high spirits.

However, this should have been called a trick of fate, since things
didn't go so smoothly.



[ Eh? He departed from the house this morning? |

[ Yes. It was before dawn. A messenger from the capital came by,
it seemed there was a sudden job that arrived. Although he was
worried about you, my lady, he couldn’t bring himself to wake you
up, so he departed alone. |

When the butler explained the regrettable situation to me, | wound
up placing a hand on my forehead.

A messenger from the capital delivering urgent work to Father
wasn't rare. However, for this to happen so early in the morning, it
was extremely unlucky.

| ended up returning to Shade’s room dejectedly.

[I’'m sorry... it seems like | can only tell him as soon as he comes
back here, after his work is over. In the meantime, I'll do all | can to
prevent Aunt from doing anything to you. That’s why, could you wait
just a little bit more? |

Although saying [wait just a little bit more] , was like repeating the
hated words Uncle said, | was saved since Shade energetically
nodded his head in my way direction.

That was the only thing | informed Shade about, before fleeing his
room. Naturally, if Crinum found out that | carelessly went in and out
of Shade’s room, | would never be able to look her in the eyes.

Fortunately, according to the maid, she was still in her room.

Since it was awkward meeting Crinum at the breakfast table, |
complained that | was hungry in order to quickly eat breakfast alone.

(4)

Doing this selfish thing in someone else’s house, who knows what
others might think of it, but | wouldn’t be able to escape that
problematic situation without making some sacrifices.

However, once again, fate wasn't treating me kindly.



Since morning, with a daily lesson on how to take care of flowers, |
ended up sharing the breakfast table with Uncle Narcissus.

The freshly-baked bread lined up on the dining table were attractive;
even with the soup having a different flavor from what | had at home,
it didn’t taste bad.

It would have been awesome if Father or Wolf & Duke Ranunculus
sat in front of me, oh — just thinking of it shouldn’t be a sin.

In some respects, Uncle could make pleasant conversations, but my
responses became unconsciously unenthusiastic.

| had been trying to get Uncle to give a hand in investigating, but
now, I've already completely given up on relying on him. Relying on
Father would absolutely be better. That was how | felt.

[ Lycoris, do you always wake up this early in the morning? |

[ No, it's because | slept a little early yesterday... Aren't you also
up early, Uncle? |

[ Watering the flowers is, in the long run, better to do in the
morning. I'll take a nap momentarily after eating a light breakfast. |

Really, Uncle’s life does seem to revolve around and focus on
flowers.

| inclined an ear to Uncle’s gardening lectures for the moment.

Although my heart wasn’t dancing, a peaceful time passed by as it is
— it was at the moment as | was reaching out for desserts. Uncle
started dropping an exceptionally large-scale bomb on me.

[ By the way, Lycoris. Why don’t you, with our boy— Shade, get
married? |

Right here, Uncle somehow started speaking an alien language.




(1) Again, he’s adding a polite term. There’s no English translation to
properly deal with this, but this is how | cut it “...Good(ohayou)...
morning(gozaimasu)” . “Ohayou gozaimasu” is basically good
morning. Leaving out gozaimasu is just “Morning”.

(2) He use “Ore”... the little boy used “Ore”. Go back to Family-hen
notes, if you didn’t understand why Lycoris was surprised...

(3) he continues using “Ore”

(4) FAE O JiE is actually breakfast seat, or the location you gather at
breakfast. | don't think anyone uses breakfast place/ breakfast seat
in English though



Family {irc - Chapter 6

[Haah?] even as | returned that, | was being mature.
After all, what left my mouth was a very realistic objection.
[ But Uncle, | already have a splendid... fiancé... |

My engagement with Wolf had already been made public. There’s no
way Uncle didn't know about this.

By the way, the face | currently had on — was already magnificently
cramped from twitching. But, it’s not as if Uncle notices anyway,
right? Thus, | had sulked internally.

Whether or not he was aware of the voice of my heart (No, he
absolutely isn't aware, I’'m sure of it), he developed his own pet
theory with eyes that gazed into the distance.

[ However, the rumour of why Kaffir was trying to marry you off to
another family, was that it was because there was no one who could
be your partner in this family. If that’s the case, there is a potential
with Shade. After all, at that time when Kaffir was worrying about
your engagement partner, he had yet to know about Shade. |

| wonder why | felt obliged to pursue this conversation even though
there was such a gap in our communication.

Whatever conjectures he might have, the engagement has already
been decided. Even though | already told him about this, was it that
difficult to understand?

[ ... but, Uncle. That wasn't what | meant at all... it's not like | fell in
love with Shade, and neither did he with me. And, | think the blood
relations are too close to marry my cousin. |



[No, | don't agree. |
Uncle adamantly insisted.

[ Marrying a cousin should be the obvious thing to do. Rather, it’s
precisely because the effort of inbreeding is being stopped that we
are losing the [ Red of the Duke Family Lilia] | (1)

[ Red of the Duke Family LiliaJ

Though the words were unfamiliar, | somehow understood the
meaning. It was as Shade said, former members of the Duke Family
Lilia tended to have hair or eyes of the color red.

[ Uncle. Neither my eyes nor my hair are red. They’re pitch black. |

That’s why I'll be troubled if | were expected to revive the [Red of
the Duke Family Lilia] or whatever it was, was what | was about to
say, but Uncle cut me off.

[ But, that black hair and bright red lips are exactly like
Grandmother’s. It’'s definitely Elder Sister’s blood. You know, even
among our clan, it was said that Elder Sister was especially similar
to Grandmother. So for certain, Grandmother’s blood flows deep
inside of you. |

[ Well, I'm often told | look like Mother. But | don’t really know about
Great-grandmother. |

[ It appears you don’'t understand the value of the [Red of the Duke
Lilia Family] . Inthe old days, the people in our Duke Family, who
were born having that red color, possessed strong magical ability
with almost no exception. Even if | were to say that it was due to the
power of the color red which led the Duke Family Lilia to prosper in
the past, it is by no means an exaggeration! |

Uncle’s fervent speech, | felt, gradually grew eerie.

| had already had enough, | need not use logic when arguing with
Uncle. Generally speaking, | really want this conversation to end.



[ I’'m... getting along well with my fiance. | like him. ]

| didn’t use the word [Like] because it was convenient. | certainly
do like Wolf. Those feelings went back and forth between friendship
and love, though its standing position was something which was
ambiguous.

Although it wasn’'t expedient, if | plainly refused his idea with just this,
| certainly thought that Uncle might give up.(2)

[ No, if you have a person you love, it’s better if you aren’t bound to
them. |

Uncle’s words became more and more incomprehensible.

And yet, Uncle rebuked me with a tone as if he was using some
universal logic.

[1 heard Grandmother was this way, but my older sister had
already been a person damaged in some aspect. Rather, by only
looking at one person, it was a deep terrifying jealousy. Kaffir, in
some way, suffered too. However, my older sister, who looked so
much like Grandmother, had to be married off to a man inside the
family. This was in the hope of getting a child with thicker blood.
Even among those of the same generation, the voice of influential
was strong. By an overpowering figure, Kaffir became the
scapegoat... and when it was decided, everyone around him pitied
him] (1)

What was this? What was it with this man?
It was no good to believe anything this person says.

[ You're very similar to Grandmother, as well as Elder Sister. Don’t
you think that your disposition would be similar to theirs as well? |

It was as if those were, words of a curse.

If | continue to listen to Uncle’s words any further, I'll likely become
weird.



| rushed out of the dining room.
Out of the dining room, | had rushed.
| couldn’t bring myself to return to my room alone.

If yesterday didn't happen, | would have asked Crinum for help.
However, even that was impossible right now.

Wanting to be healed by the trees for the time being, | headed to the
unvisited garden of the RankgerUste house.

Today, because of Uncle, no matter how beautiful the flowers were, |
didn't want to see them. | don’t even want to be near the flowers
that Uncle took care of.

Whenever | caught a glimpse of the vivid colors of the flowers, |
would continue to walk by changing my route. Occasionally, when |
saw a bench that had the comfort of shade underneath the trees, |
would remain sitting there, viewing the scenery and searching for a
good leaf to make as a reed pipe. Then when | grew tired of it, |
would get up to walk once again.

Before | knew it, the sun was already high up; but at that time, it
wasn’t that | was lost in my contemplation. Instead, | believe that for
the entire time, my exhausted mind completely blanked out.

And so, around the time that | kept on walking unsteadily on my feet,
| encountered Shade.

Somehow, | didn’t think | would meet him outside.

It was probably because the impression that he had been locked up
by Aunt was intense in my mind, that | thought so. In addition to that,
was probably because his skin was almost transparent in its
whiteness.

But, in any case, his appearance was that of an ordinary boy. There
was nothing strange about him coming outside to play.



Instantly after his face came to view, I'd perhaps put on an awfully
unpleasant face. It was because | had remembered Uncle’s
ridiculous proposal.

However, just by lightly shrugging his shoulders, Shade instead
showed his concern for me.

[ You're terribly pale. I'd have thought you'd seen a ghost. |

A fair amount of time had already passed, yet any stranger who
looked at my face could still tell that | seemed pale.

... there might be some in this house for all we know.
[Who did you get bullied by? |
[ 1t was Uncle. Your honourable father. |
My voice was heavy with resentment.
[Sorry. |
[Why do you need to apologize for? |

[ For the time being, it's because he’s my father. Since we're on
that topic, would you like to accompany me in making idle complaints
about him? |

[ ...thanks. |

When | considered that he was another victim that Uncle took
advantage of, | relaxed.

Upon deliberation, | told him about the conversation | had with Uncle.

Spilling all my complaints to [Shadel] was something that | would
never have imagined I'd do when coming to this mansion.

But now, to Uncle’s ideas— to the ridiculous idea of Shade and |
getting married to each other or whatever else, the fact that the
other party was here laughing together with me at the [nonsense ]



. was a lifesaver.

It was fun having him listen to my stories about Wolf. By now, just
mentioning [Wolf] made my heart feel at ease. | am...
considerably tired.

All the same, | didn’t intend to tell him about the conversation about
Mother. In the conversation | had with Uncle some time ago, this
was the topic that damaged my feelings the most, but even inside, |
wasn't able to sort it out.

[ And after that, Uncle said something about my mother. |
Eh?

[ He said Mother was similar to Great-Grandmother, and that both
of them had been horrifyingly jealous people. On the contrary, in
what aspect was the damage that he would say such a thing? For
Father to have had no intention of marrying Mother... then, wouldn't
that be like saying that I... was- | didn’t intend to tell you these sort
of things. |

Shade smiled sweetly, and my, what a lovely smile it was.

[ It doesn’t matter what the story might be. I'll happily hear it.
Surely, it would be better to talk about it and become at ease. Once
all the talking is over, it’ll be fine to leave the rest to me. You want to
rest, right? Your face looks incredibly tired. |

Shade’s thin fingers trailed my cheeks.
[ N-no! |
With a do or die spirit, | broke free from his hand.

His voice was sweet. | knew following his voice would’ve been much
more pleasant. Just thinking about going against it had been
discomforting.

But somewhere in my mind, alarm bells were sounding. These were



the kind of alarm bells that must never ever be ignored.

[ I'd thought if it was a case of a steel-hearted woman, but was it
more of the case of a strong will? No, that isn’t it — Or, maybe it's a
problem of a magical disposition. Whatever the case, this is
troublesome. |

Holding my jaw with a jerk, | began to look into his eyes.

| ended up once again, peering deeper, and deeper into those
rouge-colored eyes. | couldn't look away.

My whole body was rigid, my heart was thumping as my pulse
raised. Not able to control the strength of my clenched fist, my nails
were biting into my skin.

['You're a good girl, after all. Just listen to what | say, and I'll be
sure not to do anything naughty. |

When he whispered so closely in my ear like that, |-
Punched the side of Shade’s face with all the strength in my fist.
And from there, | enacted my suicidal escape.

Since Shade was momentarily taken aback from being hit in the
face, | ran towards the house. After noticing this, he gave chase.

Having someone seriously chasing me was a truly frightening affair.
Moreover, | was wearing a dress. Why were skirts made to be
difficult to run with?

But thankfully, Shade was not quick on his feet. By dashing with all |
had, the distance between us did not shorten.

(But, who in the world would | get help from?)

There was no way | can keep running all the way to my house.
However, if | escaped into a place inside this building, would there
be anyone who would lend me a hand?



As my bearish sentiments reared its ugly head, my feet's movement
slowed down.(3)

You could say that, in the nick of time, | was yanked to the side by a
pull on my hand.

With a determined look ahead, he stepped forward, passing me
from the side, revealing himself, somehow catching my feet from
falling over as it got tangled up.

This person... who protected me by yanking me behind his back,
without even making a sound, hit Shade who was running from
behind!

[ Wolf! |

There was no way | could have been mistaken at that moment. This
person, was Wolfgang Eisenhut.

After Wolf hit Shade, his arms quickly twisted around Shade, locking
him in place.

[ My hand acted out instinctively... but is this okay? |

[ Right on! Ah... what | mean is — that’s... in this case, at the very
least, Wolf isn’t in the wrong! |

| corrected my statement, because right behind Wolf was the
Rankgeruste house butler, who was looking at our direction with
perfectly round eyes.

[ When Duke Lilia told me [I'll entrust my role as Lycoris’s knight to
youl , | thought the duke was joking around, but.... what on earth is
going on? |

[ really love Father and Wolf! |
[L-love...? Ah —no — I'm not unsatisfied, though... |

Wolf’s face turned visibly red.




(1) Basically I think when he meant by thicker blood, is that the
bloodline is kept within the family, so that the descendents will inherit
the powers of Narcissus’s grandmother.

(2) This is an unknown word to me, so I'm not sure if | used it right...

expedient is an adjective which means useful for effecting a desired
result; suited to the circumstances or the occasion; advantageous;
convenient

(3) bearish: the thought that things will fail. That is, pessimistic.



Ffamily firc - Chapter (

[ Just a few moments ago, it was magic being casted on me,
wasn't it? |

Upon my interrogation, Shade replied with a face feigning ignorance.
[ What might this be about?

Shade’s hands were bound behind him, and a blindfold covered his
eyes.

Of course, the one who did all those was me.

Although Wolf’s single blow to Shade’s stomach was not visible from
the clothes he wore, my punch wedged a painful cut on his lip.
Nevertheless, | won’t show him any sympathy.

Even though the cheek | striked using all my strength had swollen up,
reaching up to this point had been on the verge of vexing.

Shade did not have any indication of confessing, but alternatively,
after receiving my explanation and pondering over the situation, Wolf
began speaking.

[ From what | heard so far, he possesses magical attributes by
[ escaping the sealing] |

[ Escaping the sealing? |

[ You also received a [sealing] from the magical association when
you were five, right? |

['Yes. So that our magic doesn'’t run wild. It was for that purpose,
wasn't it? ]

It was in accordance to Wolf’s explanation.



All children of the nobility who possessed magical attributes were
subjected by the association to a magical [sealingl in their early
childhood. And then, that magical ability will be plainly manifested
once they hit puberty, passing over the state wherein magic could
not be used, they would enter the magical academy at twelve years
old. From there, by learning the control of magic, the sealing would
gradually be released.

In other words, a [sealing] was for when the awaken magical
ability, with a naive state of control, rampaged; for such scenarios,
this was a preventive measure.

Incidentally, this was only limited to the children [of the nobility] .
After all, currently almost all the magical attribute holders were of
noble blood. Whether the special abilities have always solely
manifested in the nobility, or whether the increased possession of
the power in the nobility was just recently attained, there were
varying theories on that topic.

[ Even if one receives magical powers at birth, there were two
general exceptions where one would not receive a seal. One, is a
child born out of wedlock. Another case would be when a child is
born into a family of non-nobles and obtained the magical power
through a mutation. Meaning whichever of the two, since the
association would not be aware of those kinds of existence, it would
result in an exception. |

Although | was gaping with my mouth open like an idiot while
listening to Wolf's explanation, | finally came to my senses.

[ H-hey, aren’'t you somehow well-informed? Concerning the
information on magic, except for casual matters, they’re not granted
to children, right? I'd been told that until we enter the academy,
self-study, including theoretical study, were banned without
exception. In fact, | couldn’t get my home-tutor to teach me anything
about it. Furthermore, whether it be children or even adults, didn’t
they make a darling trick so that any books related to magic were
unreadable so long as they weren't graduates of the school? |



[ Yeah, that’s true... but, actually, there’s a loophole. Not only can
you acquire a certain amount of knowledge from the adults’
conversations, but as a matter of fact, if you go to the capital, with a
small amount of cash you can get that trick temporarily removed
from the books... |

Very sulkily, | gave Wolf a glare.

My curiosity long ago motivated me to stealthily go into my Father’s
study, the bitter memory of how | felt unwell, not able to leave my
bed for half a day right after taking a peek at the book related to the
magic’s principles that | secretly borrowed, resurfaced.

[ That's typical for men, isn't it? For women in the family restricted
by the conduct built by seemingly obvious unwritten rules, going
outside on their own would be a self-indulgence, don’t you think? |

[ W-well... this probably isn’t the time for that kind of conversation,
isn't it?... right now, this conversation is about him. |

Having blatantly been diverted from the topic, | turned around to face
Shade. Of course, it wasn’t because | had been fooled. | vowed to
myself that once this matter was over | would press him on that no
matter what.

With Wolf’s earlier explanation, an example of magic obtained
through mutation by birth, was the heroine.

And then, the child born out of wedlock— in other words, a child born
from a moment aside that of the binding of a married couple in
accordance to marriage, such scenario where escaping the
association’s eyes was a possibility — that was most likely a matter
about Shade.

[ [Escaping the sealing] was it... but, once it's found out that he
has noble blood, wouldn't the association say or do something about
it? ]

[ Of course, they ought to speak out. However in that scenario, the
child would already be proficient at the manifestation of his abilities,



so the association’s sealing becoming incomplete is possible. |

[l see... so then, for example if the association gets notified that a
child with magic was using it — what would happen if that was leaked
out to them? |

[ There’s nothing that can be done if it's not in the scope of a
criminal act. A more robust seal known in the association would only
be applied to that person. |

[ Then what if it was a criminal act? |

[ Besides putting that person on trial, a semi-permanent magical
seal will be placed on him. |

| turned back to look at Shade, however the colour on his face did
not change appearance.

[ s there something like a mind-controlling magic? |

[ That would be fascination magic. The effect is stronger on the
opposite sex, if the other party has their mind in a weakened
condition, then the effect would become even stronger. In a manner
of speaking, although the magic is only displaying the most attractive
part of the person, it’s troublesome depending on the level of
magical power used. |

With that, | had expected by such a lack of skill that | was just about
to obtain knowledge.

[ Shade, did you use that kind of magic on Crinum? |
[Well, | honestly don't know what this is abodit... |
Shade showed a laudable face.
Ah, geez, this is troublesome.
[l guess, there’s no other choice but torture... |

[ Please don't tell jokes with such a serious-looking face — ...you



were joking, right? |
Who knows. |
Huh? Wasn’'t Wolf a little troublesome as well?

No, rather, for the time being, let’s leave the matter regarding Wolf
aside. This is about Shade right now.

To start with, he has no doubt [escaped the sealing) .

However in that case, it would become a matter that would overturn
my one prejudice with Shade.

The game’s Shade, of all things, had lied even to the game’s
heroine.

No, maybe he was lying, or maybe in fact, he just purposely omitted
things from his statements. There should be a considerable
difference with those, but if it was the latter, | feel that it can either
be forgivable or unnecessarily vicious.

At any rate, when Shade told the heroine about the contents of his
past, there was no indications of matters relating to him
having [escaped the sealing] and the likes.

Speaking of which, he didn’t even allude to Crinum.

If | remember correctly, the [Shade talks about the past] event
was an event that happened pretty early on. Inside the game, for the
purpose of attracting the heroine to him, he probably cleverly
concealed the bad parts of his circumstances when he spoke about
the past.

That is to say, the current reality.

[ When you were casting magic to make your older sister an ally,
did you make it more effective than what you'd planned? |

Twitch, Shade’s body moved.



| guess | got it right.

Some gaps remained, but something like this was, as expected, a
little abnormal.

If he wanted to make Crinum his ally, | dare say, he only had to
behave courageously then it would have been okay, wouldn't it?
Crinum is, by nature, a gentle girl.

Most likely, the action of bringing Shade food and water was not
because of the involvement of Shade’s magic. It was an action made
entirely on her own, that’'s what | believe.

And yet, Shade used his own magic to control such a girl like
Crinum. Maybe it was that he didn’t trust her, or maybe it was that
he couldn’t trust her.

Having no faith in women— no, it’s not as if he relaxes his guard
around men, so maybe he has no faith in anyone. He did not trust
people, because distrust was an important point constructed for
Shade’s character in the game.

Which reminds me, Shade’s bad ending basically developed from a
strong jealousy for not believing the heroine and fear since he didn't
want to lose the heroine. It might be the template behavior of a
yandere though.

| Wolf, what is the method to cancel out fascination magic? |

[ Since it's not permanent, as long as it isn't reapplied, it should
eventually cancel out on its own. |

[ Then, once Crinum returns to her true character, she’d be a living
witness to Shade’s magic, right? |

[ That would be a little doubtful. The difficulty with fascination magic
is that it's hard to know if the effect is due to the result of the magic
or the natural charm of the user. |

[ Wolf! Why are you saying that in front of Shade! |



[ Well. He probably knows his own powers the best. That’s why, if
we’re talking about a reliable method, | believe a few violent threats
would prompt a confession from him... |

[ Rejected! |

[ Then, it would be better to leave this to an adult. Thankfully, Duke
Lilia is scheduled to arrive here tomorrow. |

That was really pleasant news.

Since Uncle came into the room with the butler, we explained
Shade’s magic briefly and left the room.

If it were only possible, | would not have wanted Uncle and Wolf to
be in each other’s presence, and neither did | want to show my face
to Uncle as much as | can.

Afterwards, | was glued to Wolf throughout the day, not leaving his
side. Well, of course, it was only a metaphor, though.

There isn't only one person, but two people here, | was deeply
moved for it to have reassured me this much.

Just now at the dinner table at the Rankgeruste house, it was only
me present, but in this case, | felt at ease.

Although Uncle prepared a room for Wolf far from the guest room |
was using, | was satisfied that | won't somehow be receiving Uncle’s
indirect harassment. Anyhow, if | do receive it, it was a distance |
can immediately run. No, if there was any disturbances, | should tell
him to stop.

At any rate, | was lying on the bed thinking about the degree of
unexpected and unpleasant events that happened today with a
peace of mind.

Proving it was Shade’s power that was to blame, meant Crinum’s
sudden change wasn’t because of the actual person herself (or — |
don’t know whether or not it’s right to declare this, but at the very



least it wasn’t only because of her) and knowing this was a big deal.
The hope that | might be able to reconcile with my precious cousin if
given time filled my chest.

Above all, | was assured that once tomorrow morning come, Father
will turn up and solve everything.

Everything.

However, there was only one thing for me that if nothing was done,
wouldn't get resolved.

In the end, | didn'’t tell the comments about Mother that my Uncle
said even to Wolf.

Wolf would probably tell me that | would understand if | heard the
real situation from my father. If | were on the opposite end, that
would have been my advice.

However, | wanted to clearly delay thinking about that.
Several excuses floated to mind.

In the first place, it was about a dead person. Consequently, if it was
about slandering a dead person, I'm sure Father too, would dislike
the idea.

Although Father was a person who liked talking, even so, topics
about Mother rarely ever come up, of course, since he doesn't want
to talk about it, he probably wouldn't talk about it.

If | ask him [ Did you love Mother? | and listened, | wonder how
Father would respond.

It was a matter of the past.

But, if there was one thing | was curious about, it would be about
this.

Thankfully, my eyes were closing and drowsiness was overwhelming



me. The fact that it wasn't only because of my heart, but also
because of my tired body after walking profusely, was a blessing.

Once my eyes closed, it would stay like that till morning.

...though | said that, it didn't go as planned.



Ffamily firc - Chapter 8

With a trembling body after being shaken, | was pulled from the
edge of sleep.

Judging from the sensation | had, shutting my eyes and sinking into
the sea which was the futon as my awareness was nearly on the
brink of slipping away, | was then pulled out with a net, that was how
it felt like.

The owner of the hand that rudely shook a person’s shoulder — was
Shade’s.

[...?27]

Surprised by the invasion of an unwanted visitor while getting up
from bed, it was considerably clear that | awakened in an instant.

[ W-what on earth? |

Shade was standing next to the bed | slept on, adjusting his heavy
breathing.

The reason that | did not poke fun at him by saying things like “Are
you a pervert?!”, was because no matter how | looked at it, that
situation was not natural. The white face that the faint light on my
bedside illuminated was, to an extent, ghostly pale.

[ Did something happen? |
[ F-father, he... ]
[What about Uncle Narcissus? |

Shade, who had an unprecedented frantic look on his face, caught
my attention.



[ My eyes, he told me to hand it over. |
These were Shade’s excessively outlandish words.
But | felt like I've heard it somewhere before.
Inside the game.

[When | was a child, my father said “hand over your eyes”, and
chased after me]

This matter was never further explained; whether it was a joke or it
wasn't, it was depicted in such a way that even the user and even
the heroine really didn't grasp it.

However, I've already experienced a glimpse of it in this reality.
Through Uncle’s obsession with regards to the [Red of the Duke
Lilia Family |

[ Don't tell me... right now — you're being chased by Uncle? |

| only managed to ask that, when Shade nodded his head several
times.

Just then.
A knock resounded across the room.
| dragged Shade under the futon, just finishing to haul up the quilt.

My personal cloth covered the bedside’s magical lamp to turn the
light off.

The sound of a knock — continued on.
[Y-yes. Who is it? |

While praying from the bottom of my heart wishing | was with Wolf, |
clasped my two trembling hands together.

[ Lycoris. It's me. It's Narcissus. I'm sorry since it’s late, but did



Shade happen to come in? |
[ He didn’t come in. |

| regretted it right after it was said. It was way too unnatural for a
person who had just awoken to respond with an answer. ‘What’s
wrong?’, or something of the likes should have been what | asked in
returned.

[ I’'m coming in. ]

Without waiting for even an acknowledgement, Uncle entered the
room as if he owned the place.

Inside the room, was pitch dark.

As Uncle continued his approach, | waited while suppressing my
nerves until he was at the side of the bed, then — | hurled the pillow
I’d been gripping towards him.

Having thrown it with the force of my whole body, it was very
fortunate that it hit him on the face, breaking my bewildered Uncle’s
stance. | took Shade’s hand and ran towards the door.

Although escaping to Wolf’'s room had also crossed my mind, his
room was on the opposite direction from the stairs. Rather than
involving Wolf, | deemed the matter of letting Shade escape be
settled first. (1)

[ Let’s escape outside! |

Shade and | ran down the stairs, towards the door that was
connected to the outside.

But, the locking of the big door was, even from the inside, something
that us children couldn’t do anything about. Naturally, there was no
time to look for the key.

| asked Shade if he happened to know a place that led outside, but
he shook his head while taking in a painful-looking breath. Even for



me, though I'd played around this mansion before, a way to go out
from this place, with the exception of the door, was a matter that I'd
never considered.

For instance, there was such a method of leaping out of a raised
window in a room somewhere in order to escape. But right now, we
didn’'t have the courage to leap into any of the lined up rooms at the
side of the hallway. That is, our group of shorties was in a situation
where a window would be an unusable form to move in or out,
possibly, owing to the form of the key, we’d be in a state where we’d
be imprisoned at a dead-end.

While we didn't find the best plan, the sound of footsteps coming
closer as it continued to descend, urged us to run towards a
different staircase. Then, through the direction of the upper floors,
we headed to the attic room. In there was the only place | knew in
this Rankgeruste mansion where holing ourselves was possible.

We rushed up the stairs as fast as we could, and leaped into the
attic room. Collaborating with Shade, we piled up absolutely every
bit of items within the vicinity in front of the door to use as a
barricade. Then, | gave the instruction to Shade in order to climb up
the ladder at the corner of the room.

This attic room’s structure was two stories. Generally, the room
entered from the door was the first story. From there, climbing
ahead through a simple ladder was the second story.

After Shade had ascended, | followed as well, if we pulled in the
ladder from the top, it’s expected that no one else would think of
climbing up. Sitting in that place, our heavy pants were cut off by
violent coughing induced by the increasingly bad atmosphere.

Although we quickly opened the window, there was no wind so it
didn't offer much ventilation; at the side of the window with Shade,
our two sitting forms settled down.

[ That guy — do you think he’ll go as far as to come here? |

[ ...most likely. The other party has the territorial advantage. And



our whereabouts will probably be exposed. Even with the barricade,
since it’s only made on the spot, | think something like that wouldn’t
hold him off. For the time being, once he breaks through the
barricade, let’s just throw any of the stuff here at him. |

Indeed, since this place is used as the usual storage room, there are
a lot of items placed here.

For example, apart from Uncle preparing a ladder in order to climb
up, it will probably buy us some time while causing hindrances.

[ What on earth happened for it to turn out like this? |

Once the front of his face came into view again, Shade’s complexion
seemed even more terrible. | just realized it now, but under the
illumination of the moonlight, his pale skin had a small injury that
appeared to be a scratch. It was a different injury than what | had
caused during the day.

Although my wariness towards Shade hadn’t disappeared, all the
same, in this situation his overall acting probably deserved praise
NOW.

[ After | was handed over to that man from your hands, | was
imprisoned in my room alone. But, once night fell, that guy came to
my room. He said he wanted to properly talk with me. |

“At long last” probably, and it seems like | wasn't the only one who
had that thought.

[l thought why was it only now, you know. | had already had my
feigned friendliness almost peeled off anyway, so since | considered
it was finally the right opportunity, | spat out the resentments I'd
been bottling up. |

[ Such as?

[ You've been spoken ill of for your incompetency. You're simply not
someone | can respect as a father. Do you truly believe that I'm your
son? If | inherited your blood then | should be more of a moron.... of



course, in truth, the words | said were even more vulgar than that
though. |

[ Eh? You... were you not related to Uncle by blood? |
[ No. While it's unfortunate, | probably am that man’s son. |

In other words, his depression piled up to the extent that if he didn’t
say “you’re not my father”, he wouldn't be able to calm down.
Somehow | understood.

[ And then... he said [hand over your eyes] ? |

[ Yeah. He said “hand over your eyes, then leave this house”. That
was the first time | heard that guy’s angry voice straight up. |

An unpleasant sweat ran down my spine. The sweat might probably
be partly because it was getting colder, but it felt like nothing could
be done about the unpleasant coldness.

Then in that timing, the door connected to the corridor made a
clattering sound.

Ga-tan, ga-tan, a dreadful sound continued to reverberate.

[ Lycoris. You're in there, aren’t you? Come out. I’'m not angry with
you. You've done nothing bad, right? |

Of course, | absolutely didn't come out and just remained silent.

| desperately removed my presence and even went as far as to
shorten my breathing. Nevertheless, the barricade was not as strong
as my determination.

Ga-tan. Ga-tan. Ga-tan. Ga-tan.

Just a little bit each time, it carried along the door, after the gap of
the door and the barricade was approximately ten centimeters from
opening up, it became insubstantial.

Uncle placed his foot into the attic room.



At the moment, Uncle was searching around the attic leaving a huge
shadow of a luggage while calling out in a soft, coaxing voice.

[ Shade, if you've reflected, come out right now and I'll forgive you.
Then, you and Lycoris can be married and make children. Children
having red eyes. No doubt they’ll be born possessing magnificent
abilities. Grandmother, the one who'll grant your dearest wish, is not
your precious Kaffir! It's the one you looked down on, the one you
shunned — ME ! |

His voice had become louder in his excitement, after that, it suddenly
became silent.

[ Aah, | see. Didn't | tell you it's dangerous for children to climb up
to such a place. |

In the past, | wonder whether Uncle said such a thing.

Rather, in more detail, matters like that were things that left Aunt’s
mouth, Uncle should’'ve been completely uninterested with how much
we played around or anything of the like.

That’s right. Since long ago, Uncle, didn’t have any interest in us.
Be it Crinum, or Aunt, they were never a target of Uncle’s interest.

Even Shade, his existence was not what pulled Uncle’s interest in the
truest sense.

From above, we were supposed to throw things at Uncle or
something and gloat about it, but | wasn’t able to move from the side
of the window. Just like me, no — even more than me, curling up his
frightened body was Shade. No matter how arrogant an aspect of
him was, he was still a younger kid than me.

The two of us, possessing no courage to peek from the gaping wide
open square hole to the room below out of the reaches of the
moonlight, merely nestled close to each other quivering. If | peered
below, “wouldn't a monster having a completely different appearance
from Uncle be there?”, was what | truly thought.



Whatever was happening down below, it was making a clattering
sound.

| was increasingly petrified. Even without preparing a ladder, if it was
an adult, they’d be able to come here by climbing up if there was a
slightly tall stool, was what dawned on me.

A long time ago, when the young Crinum and | took refuge here, |
realized now that the reason we were left alone was because of
Aunt and Uncle’s compassion.

| shut my eyes tightly and continued to block my ears, huddling up
my body in order to cover Shade. Most likely, with a squeezed out
voice, | called out for someone to save us.

Gan. Ba-tan. A loud thud sounded from below.
It was a sound that reached even my blocked ears.
Then a voice.

[ Don’t treat the children as your toys! Especially not my
daughter!! |

With my father’s strong words, tears spilled over from my eyes.

(1) At first, | considered using “top priority”, but the meaning |
understood is that, as long as Shade escapes, Lycoris and Wolf
won't be harmed. So she wants to let Shade escape, before she
gets Wolf involved to settle the matter. It kinda sounded like she
wanted to involve Wolf in the mess, which | don’t think so...



Family {irc - Chapter 9

Following that, Wolf leapt in and, with his help, Father immediately
tied Uncle up.

In the aftermath, starting with Aunt, Crinum and Mr. Butler, each and
every member of the Rankgeruste family assembled. Several people
within were completely ignorant of what just occured, thus had on
confused faces.

With the relevant people assemebled in the living room (of course,
excluding Uncle), the details of the matter, after we settled down,
had been explained like this.

First, why had Father been in the Rankgeruste mansion at this hour?

Frankly, after he’d finished work at the capital (the work’s detail was
to escort a guest of honor to a night party) Father had already
decided that he was going to return here by this evening from the
start. The reason why I'd been informed that it was tomorrow
morning or so was because to complete one more errand of his, it
didn’t look like he’d be able to return before | went to bed.

The one more errand referred here was, an anticipated private
conversation with Aunt in the Lilia mansion.

Even though | said that, it wasn'’t for a tryst.

It seemed Aunt had to say it at all cost, the contents of the
conversation was a confession of sins. Aunt started from what she
did to Shade and continued as far as Uncle’s plans on wanting to
hasten my marriage with Shade at any cost.

That idea of Uncle’s looked like it made Father raging mad, while
absolutely thinking of knocking Uncle out, it seemed he rushed to the
Rankgeruste mansion in the middle of the night.



As for why Wolf was here, somehow, after parting with me at night,
it looked like Uncle expelled him out of the house. He had been
confused. A ten year old child, moreover, with the title of the prime
minister’s son that Wolf possessed, to be driven out in the middle of
the night from a house — in various senses, the absurdity was in a
level of its own.

But you could say Wolf had considerable guts. After pretending to
return to the inn by the abandoned road, it looked like he tried and
succeeded to sneak into the house.

First, he headed to my room, but found it completely empty.
Thereupon, he met up with Father and Aunt.

Wolf: [Lycoris isn't inside! |

Father: [What did you say? | also can’t find a trace of
Narcissus. |

Aunt: [ Shade isn't around either! Don'’t tell me — did that man force
the two of them to get married!? |

The conversation sounded like it went something like that.
Aunt’s thoughts lacked common sense.

Though, | think that was within the bounds of the situation that led to
being told in the middle of the night to [hand over your eyes
among other things and chased around.

Right then, Crinum came into sight, testifying that the sound of
clattering was coming from the direction of the attic for some
reason. Even the servants, who slept in a separate building,
gradually gathered straight to the attic room, that was how it
seemed.

To sum it all up.

The reason why Father punched Uncle without any time to argue
sounded like it was because a misunderstanding played a part in it.



Geez, my father was too magnificent. His figure as he snappily
instructed the Rankgeruste servants within the intervals of the
conversation was awfully cool.

Incidentally, as we listened to the story, Shade was wrapped in a
blanket with a warm drink in hand and, it goes without saying, | was
clad in a blanket on top of Father’s lap the entire time .

Wolf stared in this direction with an envious look, but just for today,
even if Wolf was the one who wanted this seat, | wasn't willing to
give it up. Sorry, Wolf.

[ Father, your help was honestly appreciated. |
When | once again voiced my gratitude, Father smiled shyly.

[ No, actually, | couldn’t have imagined that you'd call me in that
setting... | was really happy. |

[ That setting? |

[ Just before | jumped into the attic. |
Now that he mentioned it, | might have said something then.
| mean, well, | probably did. [Father, help!] or something.

Embarrassed by my own childish behavior, | pressed my face
against the bottom of Father’s neck.

[ You don’t have to make that face. After all, I'm more or less an
adult man and a father. | had only a slight superiority in terms of
abilities. |

Whatever it was that he’d considered, Father’s words had been
directed at Wolf.

[ Thanks for your concern. But this happened because | wasn't by
her side then.

Speaking of Wolf, really.



Him saving me from Shade was a story of just half a day ago, had
he already forgotten about it?

For the sake of passing what I'd also recalled of the events, |
explained how Wolf played the role of a cool knight to Father.

Thus, while talking with Father and Wolf, | truly felt like we'd passed
over a terrible storm at last.

Eventually, Crinum left the room so as to support Aunt. Just before
then, she bowed her head apologetically towards me and my heart
was exhilarated. Supposing that my friendship with her really
returned to the way it was, then it would be a completely joyous
affair.

Even after Crinum settled down in this room, it didn’t seem like she’d
try talking to Shade to get closer to him. ‘Was this because of the
rejection or was it because of the confusion?’, the conclusion was
difficult to say. (1)

In Aunt’s case, | knew that it was the fault of that uncle that she
faced a lot of hardships. Still, the things she did to Shade ought to
be her wrong.

What will happen to Crinum and Aunt? That was probably a matter
the ladies would have to decide themselves, though Father wouldn’t
be unwilling to lend his help, and there might be something | can do
to help as well.

Then, when the butler was about to urge Shade in the same way to
leave the room, he suddenly began trudging his way here.

Thanks to the blanket wrapped up around his body, the flush on his
lips and cheeks returned.

| greeted him by going down from the top of Father’s lap.

The first thing Shade did was to turn about and politely lower his
head towards Father.



[ Duke Lilia, thank you very much for your help earlier. |

[ No, you've suffered through a lot, didn’t you? | hope you'll be able
to sleep well even if it's just by a little bit more from now on. |

Shade gave a troubled-looking smile. The thin fingers that were
tightly grasping the blanket were, in some respect, pitiful.

(Nh?)

[ Lycoris. | truly regret involving you in all this. At that time, you
were the only one | could count on... |

[...no. It’s not like you were the one at fault.

[ Thank you. If you weren’t around at that time. | shiver at the
thought. If I'd been alone, around this time... | (2)

Shade, who was looking frightened by his wild imagination, took out
his hands from under the blanket and reached out to mine.
Perplexed by having my hands held, | call out to him saying “it’s
going to be alright now”.

Speaking as a person who equally tasted that fear, | knew that it
was truly a terrifying feeling. | knew that, but...

At that moment, hearing our conversation, Father spoke up in a
somewhat high-spirited voice.

[ In front of a boy younger than her, Lycoris-chan properly acts as
an older sister, doesn’t she? Having similar outfits on, the both of you
are adorable. It’'s like the two kids standing next to each other are
angels, you know. |

It was impossible.
An impossibly spontaneous remark.

By the way, the [similar outfits] he was referring to, was this sort
of appearance where we were awkwardly clad in blankets.



Before | could even say a word, Wolf plainly reminded Father.
[ Duke Lilia. He’s using fascination magic. Please take note. |

| nodded my head while sounding my agreement. No matter how
scary the future he’'d have suffered was, Father had considered
Shade’s behavior too admirably.

[It’s alright. Fascination magic doesn’t work on me. |

To have Father clearly assert with a denial — |, Wolf, and even
Shade widened our eyes with shock.

[Even if | look like this, | was an honor student in the magical
academy. Since | had a good conduct and the aptitude, | was even
allowed to use fascination magic. However, to be pushing your luck
with opponents who hold suspicions, you're still quite green. This...
magic, you see, if you were to say, use it here, you have to
absolutely let no one know you're using it in order to display its true
value. |

Having said that, Father showed Shade an awfully gentle smile.
Shade’s expression was dyed in bewilderment.

[ Ah, don’'t misunderstand, Lycoris. I've never used unnecessary
magic in my life, and even after this, | definitely won't. You see, in
the case of magic that works on the mind, it’s an act that twists
human relationship after all. If all of you study earnestly in that
school as well, I'm sure you'll learn to use magic with a purpose and
a reason. |

Isn’t that like saying he’s using it moderately at work? Of course,
Father is only engaging in diplomacy though.

Since it’s kind of scary, it’s probably better to leave it unasked.
While shelving it away in my mind, | nodded at Father’s words.

Now then, as for Shade.



He drew back a short distance away from Father.

Maybe for him, this could be the first time he met an opponent whom
his own magic truly couldn’t pass through.

Yet, instead of turning his heels and escaping, he remained.
[ What will become of me? | (3)

|| also feel responsible for what was done to you by your father
and mother at this house. | deeply apologize. What’s more, I'd
wanted to introduce you to a reliable caretaker, but... |

[ls it difficult? ]
| cut into the conversation, and Father gave a troubled-looking smile.

[ To tell you the truth, if | left him under the poor care of a relative
unintentionally, I'm afraid a second or a third Narcissus might
surface. |

My face cramped from twitching.
[ F-Father, please stop joking. |
[1t's not a joke... ]
While saying that, Father gazed at Shade’s red eyes.

As for me, | despaired at the muddled ways of the relatives of our
house.

[ Of course, even so, there are still family members who can be
trusted. Unfortunately, in this case, by leaving you in their care, you
might end up standing in a maelstorm. |

[ Then wouldn't it be better to find a completely unrelated family
with no blood relation? |

[In that case, it would probably become a tremendous blow for us.
After all, it would mean revealing the [Red of the Duke Family



Lilia] to the outside. |
With those words, a little bit of cynicism left Father’s mouth.
[ But Father, if that’s done... |

[ The choices are roughly the same. In other words... our family will
take charge of him or something of the like. |

With Father’s words, | thought about the game character called
[Shade] .

Huh? Had [Shadel] been [Lycoris] ’s step brother? No, no matter
what, | think I'd remember if there was that sort of setup. So, this
might be a development that became different from the game.

Though, now that | think of it, | couldn’t remember [Shadel ’s last
name in the game entirely. That was not a problem of my memories
or anything of that sort; in the game, he might not have used his own
last name. Even in the character introduction, he was only introduced
as [Shade] ... was how it felt like.

| was hoping this was a development different from the game, yet, |
didn't have that conviction.

Once again, [Shadel , was someone | fully realized was a
character who spoke little about himself. Secretive characters were
a pain!

Indifferent to my confusion and raising his voice in loud repulsion,
was Wolf.

[ You must be kidding! Lycoris got manipulated by him, you
know!? |

Because that vigour was excessively strong, | thought to the extent
that [Huh? If this conversation was setback because of Wolf’s
objection, wouldn’t the aguish | suffered today be of waste?]

[ Of course. It would be different if Lycoris objects. And there’s also



a problem that has to do with the court rank; frankly, as it is now,
there are also other bothersome alternatives. |

Father’s, Wolf’s, then Shade’s glances collected towards me.

Somehow, the matter on whether Shade will be welcomed to our
house, seemed to rely on me. Give me a break.

[ ... what does Shade want? |

| was swayed by the adults who had their own various
circumstances, however, comparatively, | swayed the surroundings
from myself, the relative villain, to turn it around to my bothersome
cousin.

[l... don’t need the court rank. However... |

Shade hesitated to say it then refused to talk. But, at the very least,
| knew he wasn’t opposed to this idea.

Even if it was by a process of elimination, there probably wasn’t any
other option for Shade but this.

[ How about your mother’s place...? ]

[ Mother no longer has a place for me by her side. |
Aah.
So it was like that. He already knew about it.

That the mother who handed him over to his father had already run
away with another man.

He had already come to the point where he was unable to rely on
either of his parents.

Shade was still considerably shorter than me, so when he lowered
his head, the whorl of his head was the only thing | could see.

In connection to him having done so, | ended up recalling him



quivering as he curled his body up in that attic room...

After I'd been on the receiving end of his fascination magic, I'd
thought that I'd absolutely never approach this guy again. Yet, in that
escape drama, I'd come into contact with the weakness that Shade
had been hiding away.

| gave Wolf a side-long glance. He had on a sulky expression, he
must’ve probably known what | was thinking. Moving just my lips, |
conveyed the words [sorry about this] to him.

[ Oh yeah, which reminds me, Shade. First, as a condition, you've
got to ask to have your magic sealed by the association. |

To my words, Shade clicked his tongue with a “tsk” and promptly
scowled at me.

[ What’s with that face? Isn’t that obvious? After all, even if Father
was fine with it, I'm not. |

[... for me, this power is my lifeline. |

[ But, you can’t even control that magic, can you? |

[ Well, | understand your anxiety, but if you come with me and
Father, you'll be given a new power. |

Shade resolutely pulled a suspicious look.

[ A new power... was it?

[Right. That is, you see... knowledge and... skill! |
*Do~n*.

| had planned to say some good things, but, Shade’s objection had
little hope for it.

[ Are you actually saying that mundane thing is equivalent to the



power ['ll lose? |
Making it sound like | was a fool, | huffed indignantly.

[ Far from being equivalent, you'll be hiding away an even more
magnificent potential. Let’'s say you escape from here today and
used that magic as much as you like from now on, who's to say you
won't make another disaster like what you did to Crinum? If you run
away from the association, you won't be able to study in that magic
academy, you know? |

Shade kept silent on the matter without objection, however, he did
whisper in retaliation.

[... quarrelsome woman. |

[ What was that!? I've got to say this to you, you've been
underestimating women way too much for a while now. You've been
thinking something like [once | show a slightly sorrowful face or a
smiling one, it’s a cinch] , haven't you? It's extremely irritating! |

[ That’s false accusation, you know. |

[ As if. You're definitely faking it. Thinking something like [The
Great Angelic Me is the best~] ! (4) With that, since there’s no
proper opponent to be faced, if anyone was going to be the favorite
to win, it would be this effeminate man who can’t even flat-out
express love! |

[...honestly, isn't this false accusation? |

[ Huh, getting angry? | hit the mark, didn’t 1? |
It was at this moment that we glared each other at close range.
*pan**pan®

Facing the sound of clapping, we saw Father with a wide grin on his
face.



[ The two of you seem to get along exceedingly well. |

Wolf approached us in silence and, continuing without a word, pulled
my hand, distancing me far away from Shade.

Thus, having been alone in my family, this became a matter in which
the members of family increased.

(1) It isn’t directly implied, but | guess it's the rejection from Shade’s
magic and the confusion of the current situation...

(2) He said “boku” when he referred to himself here... he’s trying to
act like a cute kid...

(3) He reverted to his normal way of speaking...

(4) One more translation would be “The Magnificent Angelic Ore-
sama is the best~", how do you translate Ore-sama?



Family 1irc Extra - Tycoris and the
Voluntary Service

I’'ve made the blunder of a lifetime.
What was it about?

It was about the time when | was clinging to that girl, shivering and
shaking like a leaf.

After hearing about my real father through my mother, my life has
been filled with troubles to the extent that it could be called a drama.

But no matter what kind of cheap drama this was, having the Duke’s
Family take charge of the main character and having them all live
happily ever after as the story’s conclusion might not be how the plot
would go about being written. At the very least, the word [Duke]
should not have been used.

What’'s more, of the five Duke families.

In this country, it was only those five families and no other family,
whose influence shined radiantly if seen from the viewpoint of the
masses.

The Duke of Lilia, Kaffir Radiata, was in fact, a person worthy of
respect.

To be upfront, my real father, Narcissus Rankgeruste, in comparison,
was not.

Initially, for sure, I'd been vigilant against the impression of a crafty
adult, however, he didn't even have one unreasonable bone in him,
he treated me the same way as he would his beloved daughter,
Lycoris.



| definitely have no intention of saying this out loud, but at the time
that my mother told me [you know, your father is an aristocrat] |,
his conduct was what I'd imagined my father to be.

No, more than imagination, it exceeded that of being considerably
indulgent.

And, supposed to be shining in the same influence was the duke’s
daughter, Lycoris Radiata.

Although even to me, her demeanor and conduct were as one would
expect from the duke’s daughter, the things she says when she
opens her mouth are all considerably frank. Having observed my real
sister, Crinum, | had been under the impression that this was what
an aristocrat’s sheltered daughter was supposed to be like. For that
to be the exact opposite of her disposition astounds me even until
this day.

Lycoris had reluctantly accepted the fact that | became her step
brother, but now that | was attempting to start a new life, she
already seemed just like a mother bird building a nest since she
tirelessly tended to my affairs.

[ This is your room, right? |

[ This is yours. Including me and Father too, if someone comes in
without permission, it’s fine to get angry at them. |

She had gone out of her way to do this task of explaining it to me.

That is to say, she was trying to make it clear what my so called
privileges are with regards to this family. | won'’t say that it was her
endeavor, in particular, that had borne the fruit, but, while not very
much time had gone by, | felt like my own room in the duke’s house
became a [place where | belonged) . At the very least, the room
was much more than what was given in the Rankgerutste mansion.

But, having said that.

There’s no way I'd say that with this I'd reconcile with her — no, with



that woman.

The first of that woman’s unforgivable acts was, for sure, coming to
wake me up early in the morning.

For me, who had been accustomed to the night street’s life since |
had been aware of my surroundings, a life sleeping from the rising
sun had been the norm. Though if that time was compared to the life
sleeping at night that one gets accustomed to, | was weak in the
morning.

That woman did it — roaring mercilessly close to my ear, tearing off
my futon without exception; one time, | ended up dropping from the
bed along with my futon. An apology immediately followed, but since
there was laughter in her voice, | won't let her off for this.

In addition, she’s been forcing me to eat breakfast without fail.
When | refused to eat, she’d have a smug look on her face, saying:

[ That’s the reason why even though so much time has passed,
you're still skinny, you know. Although your arm is much more
slender than mine, what’s with that — are you proud of it?]

Do you think there would be a possibility that | would be?

The second of that woman’s unforgivable acts was, the fact that she
keeps tricking me into doing things using that eloquent mouth of
hers.

That woman — she kept bringing up the time she helped me after my
father got mad that one time in the Rankgeruste mansion, saying
things like, [even though you were really cute then] or [if you
can't sleep at night, | can read you a book] , as she had come to
tease me with. | already feel like | had no chance of winning with
words against this fellow. Honestly, the fact that | requested aid from
this girl, earning me a blunder at that time, had been regrettable.

Even now, this was still the case.



[ Voluntary service — how about it? |

Having personally heard the completely out-of-character words, I'd
attempted resistance just in case.

[Well, | don’t have any interest in it. If you ask me, who is of
commoner origin, I'd say things like these are a nobles’ deceits. |

[ Yeah yeah. But among the group of children invited today, I'd
imagine they wouldn’t know such a word as [deceit] . Just with a
candy or a meal, they’'d be happy, you know. Well — they are pure.
Unlike you. |

[1 dislike children. |
[ Because you're a child yourself? |
This was exactly what | mean.

In the end, somehow or the other, having been tricked into this, |
ended up being the attendant assigned to handle those misbehaving
brats.

As for that woman, she was attempting to get a group of children to
learn manners even just a little through an absoluteee~ly useless
endeavor. Although it was only to train them how to properly use a
napkin, as far as the children were concerned, the likes of using the
beautiful napkins was probably more inconceivable than using their
own clothes. Even as they were told that it was okay to dirty the
napkins, they were all but bewildered.

From the beginning, a birthplace and even an upbringing would make
a difference as heaven and earth for humans, for them to try to
surround the only dining table was itself a mistake.

Having these sardonic thoughts, | gazed in that direction; whatever
Lycoris was thinking, with a pure, spotless white napkin, she straight
out wiped the face of a child who had dirtied the corner of his mouth
the most.



Although the white napkin had tragically turned dirty, she reassured
them and smiled, this was how it was to be used, she directed.

Thereafter the children mimicked her actions, instead of their
clothes, they used a napkin to wipe their mouths and hands.

For some reason or another, as | watched, | carried an unsatisfied
feeling within me.

—to tell you the truth.

For my body, the habit of waking up early in the morning, had
already been indelibly ingrained.

In the morning, | feel slightly awake from hearing the noisy chirps of
the birds and, though my eyes still did not open, due to the aroma of
the freshly-baked bread, my stomach will grumble in hunger. A little
bit more after that and she’d probably come, | think at the back of
my head.

Whether it was somehow my body’s calculating way. Or whether the
surrender to the duke family’s tranquil life quickened this much, it
was to the extent that | felt tamed.

All of a sudden, with my eyebrows narrowing my field of vision, was
a child, who had consumed more than enough portions of the meal
for a small body, running up to Lycoris. It was the child whose face
she’d wiped earlier on.

The small child, who was difficult to identify as a girl or a boy even
by looking, also had the audacity to blush while looking up at Lycoris.
With Lycoris bending down to match the child, it frantically made
some kind of conversation with her.

[ ————Big sister Lycoris~~~~|

The brat probably didn’t properly understand the difference in social
position, calling Lycoris, “big sister”, without a care.

[ Rather, she’s not your big sister, right? |



The words that were only murmured surprisingly reverberated
across the large dining hall; After she’d looked in my direction with
surprise, whether it was a look of happiness or of craftiness, she
grinned broadly.

I’'ve made the blunder of a lifetime.
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