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Characters

The Magic City of Dirashik

Kunon Gurion

A genius sorcerer who is blind. Possesses a peculiar sense of chivalry.

Rinko Round

Kunon’s maid. Takes after her older sister, Iko.

Reyes Saint-Lance

Saint who lacks emotion. Exceptionally fond of plants.
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Gioelion’s cousin and a new student at the magic school.

Advanced Class: Ability Faction
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Faction representative. Caring older-brother type.

Elia Hesson

A beautiful girl with a one-sided crush on Bael.

Advanced Class: Harmony Faction

Shilto Lockson

Faction representative. Powerful young woman also known as the “Lightning Bolt.”

Elva Daglight

A very pretty girl, at least until she starts an experiment…

Hank Beat

Kunon’s classmate. Currently studying bacon-making.

Advanced Class: Rationality Faction

Lulomet Gaines

Faction representative. Rare darkness magic user. Very thoughtful.

Cassis Hawk

A girl at heart. Possesses indomitable confidence in her looks.

Riyah Houghs

Kunon’s classmate. A country boy who finds cities a bit scary.

Second Level Class

Gioelion

Second imperial prince of the Arcion Empire. Also known as the “Inferno Prince.”

Magic School Teachers

Gray Rouva

The world’s greatest witch. Ageless and immortal.

Satori Glücke

A well-known water sorcerer and Kunon’s idol.

Soff Cricket

A wind sorcerer. Roughly the same age as Zeonly.

Clavis Saint-Lance

A deeply mysterious light magic sorcerer.

Jenié Kors

Kunon’s first magic teacher. Currently an associate professor.

The Kingdom of Hughlia

Mirika Hughlia

The kingdom’s ninth princess and Kunon’s fiancée.

Grand Master Londimonde

The powerful head of the Royal Sorcerers.

Zeonly Finroll

Kunon’s second magic teacher. A magical engineer whose element is earth.





[image: ]

Prologue


A breeze passed, bringing only the slightest bit of relief.

The heat was so overwhelming one could hardly step outside without starting to sweat.

According to the calendar, it was already autumn. The weather had other ideas, however, and anyone unaware of the date would have thought it was the peak of summer.

It was only when the sun began to set that it started to feel a little like fall.

“Ah.”

Serraphila suddenly returned to her senses. She was standing in the middle of a large, busy street, staring up at the red evening sky. Everyone else was hurriedly trying to get around her.

Drat, she thought. She had zoned out.

Sleep deprivation, physical exhaustion, and overuse of her magic. Fatigue from these three factors had combined to make her mind sluggish. Or perhaps the more accurate term would be “sleepy.”

In fact, make that “very sleepy.” She was close to collapsing and dozing off in the middle of the street.

But she had to get moving.

This was do or die. She would not lose again.

She would triumph over the older women in her neighborhood and her ravenous peers. And most importantly, she would triumph over herself.

She was no longer a pampered Quartz lady, afraid to go to war.



Clang, clang! A bell rang.

“Welcome, women and girls of all ages, and the few fellas here as well! We have plenty of ripe vegetables that will spoil within the day! Make sure to boil or fry them before they go bad! Cut off any parts that look unsafe! If you’re unsure, just cook it and toss it back! Today’s sale starts now!”

Spurred on by the bell and the enthusiastic voice of the market manager, a crowd of women stampeded forward.

Like starving beasts, they fixed their eyes on their prey and made a beeline straight for it. Determined not to be pushed off course, they didn’t hesitate to knock shoulders as they made their way over. Or perhaps that was their way of acknowledging their rivals, giving it all in the same hunt.

All of them seemed huge to twelve-year-old Serraphila. She stared at their massive backs as they crowded. To her, the women might as well have been twelve feet tall and five feet wide.

But she wasn’t afraid anymore.

That day, she would become one of them. She would channel her inner beast and secure one of the discounted vegetables they were all so hotly pursuing.

Serraphila, a highborn lady of the Quartz family, charged into the market’s limited-time sale, growing bolder with each step.



“I’m back, Myra.”

It was dark outside by the time Serraphila returned home.

She lived on the third floor of an apartment complex for students, and her unit comprised only a few small rooms. As a noble, she had never imagined she would live in such a cramped space. The walls were so thin she could hear her neighbors, which had come as quite a shock.

She wasn’t unsatisfied, however. Her problem had nothing to do with her place of residence. She was even starting to think it suited her better than the mansion. Aside from the thin walls, anyway.

To be honest, the mansion had been too large to make proper use of. It was kind of nice having everything she needed within arm’s reach. If only she didn’t have to hear her neighbors talking and stomping around all day long. Curse those thin walls.

“Welcome back, my lady.” Myra, her servant, stood up from the table where she had been doing embroidery.

“I did it, Myra. I finally managed to buy some vegetables.”

“How wonderful!”

This was Serraphila’s third day in the apartment. It had taken her that long to buy something at the market.

The first day, she had recoiled at the intensity of the other customers. The second day, she had frozen with fear. But this day had been different.

Serraphila had become a beast, powered by intense hunger. She had barely eaten anything in the past few days and was positively starving. Her funds were so low she couldn’t afford to buy food unless it was on sale.

Her previous residence had been too expensive to afford on her own, and she’d had no choice but to send all her servants save the elderly Myra back home. But Myra’s feeble back and legs made stairs difficult for her, so Serraphila had to do the shopping.

She was fine with that, too. This wasn’t the Arcion Empire or the Quartz family’s territory; it was the magic city of Dirashik. Noble status meant little here.

Myra had taken care of Serraphila since she was born, so having her near was a great comfort. She was practically family. Serraphila would no doubt face many difficulties, but the older woman’s presence would help minimize her stress.

“I’ll leave the cooking to you. I’m going to spend some time in my room.”

“Understood.”

Serraphila handed Myra the basket with her purchases and returned to her small bedroom.

“…Okay.”

She would eat that night, and her hunger would soon subside. That meant she could focus on studying magic without reserve.

It had been about one month since Serraphila had entered the magic school’s Advanced class. Almost immediately, she’d begun to worry about her limited abilities. Witnessing her upperclassmen’s talents had shown her just how far behind she was. If she didn’t change her ways, she’d never catch up.

And so she’d started an intense training regimen. She holed up in her room chanting spells as long as she could, until she ran out of time or stamina.

Lately, that was all she’d been doing. But…

“Urgh…”

Her stomach growled loudly. The beast inside her craved food.



There was no way around it: Serraphila needed an income, and she needed it as soon as possible.

All she wanted to do was practice her magic, but having no money was getting in the way. It was hard to do anything on an empty stomach. She had to support herself. Myra was her responsibility as well; she couldn’t let the old woman starve.

“…My priorities are all mixed up.”

She needed to put magic on the back burner and focus on finding a way to make money. And to do that, she would have to ask someone for advice.

She couldn’t be overly ambitious or insist she would only accept a job with high pay. She just needed enough to make it through the month.

The next day, she would seek advice. She already knew who she would approach: the upperclassman her cousin had introduced her to.



“Mr. Kunon, it’s nice to see you again.”

The next morning, Serraphila went to the school gate and found the person she sought—an eccentric-looking boy in an eye mask named Kunon Gurion.

At the sound of her voice, his eyes went wide. The gesture was so exaggerated it was obvious even through his eye mask.

“Miss Serraphila!”

“Y-yes.”

Kunon’s response flustered her. Truthfully, she had been a little scared to reach out to him, since he always seemed so busy.

She’d heard he was working on some project, though she didn’t know what, and she was afraid he wouldn’t have time for her. A part of her expected him to be annoyed by her greeting.

“Your cousin asked me to do what I could to look after you,” he said. “Are you okay?! …Wait, did you already choose a faction?!”

It seemed her concern was unwarranted, however. Kunon didn’t look irritated; far from it, in fact. He appeared to be worried about her.

She also got the feeling he’d completely forgotten she existed until right that moment.

“I did,” she said. “I chose the Harmony Faction.”

The decision had required no thought whatsoever. That was the group that had helped her after her enrollment, and it seemed the obvious choice to stay with them.

They had taught her about the depth of magic and what made it so fun. They were her new elder sisters, and she couldn’t bear to part with them. And though there was no need to tell Kunon, those same upperclassmen had even helped her move into her apartment the other day. It was imperative she improve her magic and cease being a burden on them.

But first, she needed to secure an income. That was why she’d approached Kunon again.

“I’m so sorry!” he exclaimed. “I’ve totally neglected you! I’ve made you feel as lonely as a small pet bird whose owner forgot to remove its night curtain! As a gentleman, I am ashamed!”



Serraphila wasn’t sure that was an accurate description of her state. But at least this upperclassman she hoped she could rely on had finally remembered her.
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Soon after the case of the missing divine flower…

“Mr. Kunon, it’s nice to see you again.”

…a girl approached Kunon at school.

It was Serraphila Quartz, a new student in the Advanced class and Kunon’s first underclassman. She wasn’t much like her cousin Gioelion, though occasionally Kunon thought he could feel the family resemblance.

“Miss Serraphila!”

The sight of her startled him. Not that he could actually see her, of course.

He had forgotten about her totally and completely. Lately he had been quite busy, and she’d shut herself up in her room to practice magic. As a result, she’d simply disappeared from his mind.

But Gioelion had specifically requested Kunon look after her, and he had neglected his duty. He would have to take a little time to catch up with her.

“I want to discuss money.”

Apparently that was Serraphila’s reason for seeking him out.



The two of them walked to a café near the school.

They knew they might end up talking for a while—much too long to keep standing.

Finding an income was the first hurdle faced by members of the Advanced class. Saint Reyes, Kunon’s classmate, had struggled with it only the year before. He had heard the more affluent a student’s background, the more likely they were to stumble while trying to find work.

Serraphila, just like the Saint, was a high-ranking member of society. She was surely having a hard time.

She had come to Kunon for help, and he needed to take the matter seriously. If he failed her, he wouldn’t be able to face Gioelion. He had already briefly neglected her; he would be in big trouble if he didn’t come to her aid this time.

First, he needed to get a grasp on her situation. Then he could help her find a way forward.

After some discussion, it became clear Serraphila didn’t have a desired income. The more money the better, but her main goal was simply to make ends meet.

Kunon thought about what an earth sorcerer could do. Serraphila had the same attribute as his instructor, Zeonly, so he had a pretty good idea what she might be capable of.

“My first suggestion is to work with jewels or metals,” he said.

When Kunon thought of the earth attribute, those were the first things to come to mind.

Earth magic was related to the land, giving earth sorcerers a natural ability to manipulate dirt and stone. Kunon had told Serraphila as much the first time they met.

Serraphila was a highborn lady. Though she was only a child, she must have seen a lot of jewelry and other such wares in her life. She probably owned some herself.

“I could design and craft jewelry,” said Serraphila. “That certainly sounds appealing.”

Earth magic could be used to make jewelry and other accessories. Serraphila had always been vaguely aware of that fact, but she had never really thought about it until speaking with Kunon.

He told her about a ring owned by a famous person in the empire and mentioned the New Kingdom’s royal family employed a skilled earth sorcerer as a designer. And his examples didn’t stop there.

Serraphila had even seen some of the accessories he mentioned. They were the kind to leave a big impression on a young mind, and she remembered them in fine detail. She’d never dreamed they were the work of earth sorcerers. It was a shock to learn magic could be used to make such beautiful pieces of art.

“But honestly,” said Kunon, “that particular field is oversaturated.”

Serraphila nodded. “Everyone must have the same idea.”

It was probably the first job most earth sorcerers thought to pursue, which made the competition fierce in Dirashik. What was more, jewels and precious metals weren’t daily necessities and couldn’t be sold cheaply, making the market small to begin with.

The same was true of metalwork, an even more competitive field than jewelry. A skilled craftsman would find success, but it would be difficult for a beginner to make money.

“There’s demand for construction work,” Kunon offered, “but I believe the pay is rather low.”

“The jobs all seem to be short-term as well,” Serraphila replied.

Work like that would only tide her over momentarily. She’d be living in Dirashik for years, so she preferred something more long-term.

Ideally, she would have liked an easy job with a high salary that didn’t take up too much time. That may have sounded like a lofty goal, but Kunon and many other Advanced class students had managed it. She knew it could be done.




Serraphila’s conversation with Kunon stretched on as the two of them sat in the café. She was rejecting one idea after another, and they had yet to reach an answer.

“My instructor made money developing magic tools,” said Kunon, “but it would take a lot of work to build a stable income.”

Serraphila didn’t know the first thing about magic tools. If she wanted to start making them, she would first have to gain the necessary knowledge and skills. It would be some time before she could make any real money.

“Finding veins of gold, silver, and other precious metals would be pointless, too,” remarked Serraphila. “The lord of the territory where I found them would simply claim ownership.”

Earth sorcerers could use magic to search for metals in the ground. Serraphila could probably manage such a task, but that didn’t mean she would necessarily make any money.

“And you can’t get a manufacturing job without the necessary skills,” Kunon added.

Serraphila agreed. “Some manufacturers are good enough to sell to nobles, right? An amateur like me would stand no chance.”

She could make simple gadgets and tools, of course. That was quick work she could start right away. It wouldn’t be a stable job, however, and she couldn’t charge much for her creations.

Her biggest problem was becoming painfully clear.

“It’s just as I feared,” she said. “My lack of skill is holding me back…”

Serraphila had just entered the Advanced class. She hadn’t had time to develop any special skills. To be blunt, all her abilities were things any other sorcerer could do just as well. Even if she came up with a revolutionary new career idea, another sorcerer would soon come along and do it better.

After all, it was everyone’s dream to find an easy job that paid well and took little time.

“How are you doing, Mr. Kunon? You offer a comfortable environment for sleeping, correct? Has anyone tried to steal your business?”

“Not yet, no.” Kunon was making a living with magic only he could perform. “I have a backup plan in case the Sleep Sanctuary falls through, though. So I’ll be fine even if that happens.”

He had yet to meet any competition. But even if he lost his customer base, he could move on to the next job he had planned.

“I see… Everyone in the Advanced class is so smart.”

Their peers were probably doing just as well, using their unique talents to make a quick and easy living.

“……”

“……”

Their lengthy discussion having borne no fruit, Kunon and Serraphila both fell silent and began to think. The tea they’d ordered sat neglected on the table, completely cold.

When it seemed there was nothing left to say, Kunon spoke up.

“…I do have one idea,” he said. “All you’ll need is the ability to keep a secret. As a noble lady, I assume you know the importance of a contract?”

He spoke casually, but his words carried great meaning.

Noble society was built on contracts. Those who failed to keep their word were sure to fall to ruin.

“Yes. No one can keep a secret better than me. I seal them in a vault even stronger than that bread they call hardtack, made to break people’s teeth.”

Then there should be nothing to worry about, Kunon thought.

He liked the way she used hardtack as a comparison. He got the feeling he’d once said something similar.

“Let’s get going, then. I’d like to introduce you to someone.”

“Oh? Could this ‘someone’ be your parents?”

“A classmate of mine, actually.”

Kunon was pretty sure his classmate had yet to start on her project. Perhaps meeting Serraphila was just what she needed to get things moving.

“I’ll introduce you to my parents another time. Their jaws will hit the floor when they see me with such a lovely lady.”

One could only imagine how they would react to Kunon casually introducing a daughter of the Arcion Empire’s famous Quartz family. To say they would be shocked would be an understatement.



“Hello, Miss Reyes.”

Kunon had brought Serraphila from the café to school, and they were in the Saint’s classroom.

“Hello, Kunon. Who is this?”

Reyes was sitting among the room’s abundant greenery, reading. It was a very picturesque scene, but Kunon was used to it.

“Nice to meet you. My name is Serraphila,” said the first-year.

“Have you made any progress on the matter we spoke about before, Miss Reyes?” Kunon asked.

“What matter?” replied the Saint. Because she lacked emotions, she often failed to pick up on subtext.

Kunon decided to cut right to the chase. “You know, about making a greenhouse.”

“I have not. Though I would like to get started as soon as possible. I just need to find an earth sorcerer who can keep a secret… Are you proposing Serraphila for that role?”

“Yes. Can you pay her?”

“I can. I propose a fee of two million necca. I can pay half a million up front and the remaining one and a half million once the job is complete. Afterward, I will pay two hundred thousand necca a month for maintenance.”

Around a year before, the Saint had been struggling financially just like Serraphila. But she had turned her situation around by striking a deal involving the sacred herb shi-shilla, and now she was living comfortably and even saving some of her earnings.

She no longer kept her struggles to herself or ate Hank’s failed bacon, teary-eyed, to stave off her hunger.

A part of Kunon missed those days.

“Umm… Are you saying you want me to make a greenhouse?” asked Serraphila, flustered.

That was a construction job. The Saint was acting like it was a simple task, but modern construction required precise calculations. Serraphila was an amateur and incapable of performing such work.

“I don’t think I can…”

She lacked confidence, and she doubted she had the required skills, either.

Serraphila didn’t have time to learn how to make a greenhouse. She would run out of funds before she finished the project. And that was assuming she could even figure out how to do it. She might not succeed no matter how much time and money she was given.

She might be able to make something resembling a greenhouse. But that wouldn’t help the Saint. She would need something with the proper specifications.

“It won’t be an ordinary greenhouse, mind you,” said Reyes. “It will be a secret underground greenhouse.”

“Huh? U-underground?” Serraphila was visibly flustered.

“Precisely. I want my own secret underground greenhouse.”



A secret underground greenhouse.

Kunon and Serraphila both tensed up. The word “secret” alone made the project seem shady and suspicious.

Reyes wanted to create a closed-off space beneath the ground.

Kunon and Serraphila felt a spark of excitement at the idea, though it was hard to believe it had come from the Saint, of all people.

They braced themselves to hear some terrible, dark secret.

“You may think I am joking, but I have a pressing need for such a space,” Reyes said, oblivious to the others’ tension. “I have run out of room for my plants.”

She looked around the classroom. It was packed with pots, their contents all standing tall and healthy. She had more than doubled her stock of the shi-shilla, her initial moneymaker. It was easy to see how she was raking in so much cash.

“All the plants in this room are quite valuable,” she continued. “Unfortunately, increasing my stock is becoming more and more difficult.”

Kunon finally understood. “I see. So that’s what this is about.”

The Saint had simply run out of space.

She had many rare herbs besides the shi-shilla plants. Selling the contents of her classroom, even at a sharp discount, would net her at least twenty million necca. The plants were far too valuable for her to cultivate in the front yard of her rental home. Thieves would surely target them.

That was why she wanted additional space. And out of the available options, she’d chosen to locate it underground. That was all there was to it.

Kunon had only heard Reyes wanted a greenhouse. Until that moment, he’d had no idea why.

If she wanted a proper greenhouse, Kunon could help Serraphila with the construction. If it proved difficult, he intended to ask some reliable upperclassmen for assistance. That would also be a good way to introduce Serraphila to more people. He even looked forward to it.

So she wants to build it underground. I see.

“Couldn’t you simply rent another classroom from the school?” he asked.

“I tried that,” replied the Saint, “but I was told there were no empty rooms nearby. I would rather not waste time commuting, so something closer would be ideal.”

Reyes took a moment to consider her situation. The garden of her house was already full of plants. Adding any more would be a challenge. The inside of her home was the same. It was practically a jungle, and her servants had made it clear they were at their limit. In response, she requested they move into a larger house, but her servants refused.

Eventually, the High Priest from her homeland—the Holy Kingdom of Saint Lance—sent her a letter warning her not to inconvenience her servants, and she had to give up on bringing in more plants or moving to a larger space.

Furthermore, she couldn’t bear to give up on her current plants to make room for new ones.

That was why she’d set her sights on a new space underground. What if she simply constructed a new room in the earth and grew plants there? She could visit it every day without difficulty and take care of her plants without burdening her servants.

“I have been asked behind closed doors to increase my cultivation of herbs and other plants,” said Reyes. “I have a duty of confidentiality toward my clients, so I would like a secret cultivation space.”

She had already gained her servants’ permission to build the underground room. She would use it both for work and for fun, but the former was more pressing. She had received an order for shi-shilla and other herbs as well as cultivation and research requests from the Holy Kingdom, and she couldn’t fulfill those tasks without more space.

All that was secret, of course. She’d wound up informing Kunon and Serraphila, but she was determined not to tell anyone else without a direct connection to her work about the greenhouse or what she intended to use it for. She swore both of them to secrecy as well. The greenhouse had to remain private.

“You will need to dig a hole, level the ground, and harden it,” she said. “I have heard all this can be accomplished with simple earth magic.”

Earth magic could be used to manipulate soil. Digging into stone was difficult, but making a hole in the ground was easy. Leveling dirt and hardening it could be performed with elementary spells as well.

“I told Kunon I needed an earth sorcerer who could be trusted to keep a secret, and that they need only possess moderate skill. I asked him to introduce me if he knew anyone who fit that description.”

The Saint hadn’t joined a faction. She was a lone wolf at the school. That meant she didn’t have any fellow faction members to ask for help and wasn’t friendly with many students. She hadn’t cut herself off completely, however; she’d promised all the factions she would lend a hand whenever her abilities were needed.

She was closest with her classmates from the year before and hadn’t made many new connections due to her unsociable personality.

By contrast, she got along quite well with the teachers. She wasn’t aware of it, but they had all taken a liking to her.

“I do not have any special functionality in mind,” the Saint continued. “Your job will only be to build a room underground.”

Serraphila wasn’t accustomed to Reyes and wasn’t sure she fully understood. But she’d heard enough to convince her this was a good job. The compensation was certainly attractive, as were the regular maintenance fees following its completion. Two hundred thousand necca a month would be enough to get by, if only barely. Either way, it would be a big help.

“Can you please tell me about the job in more detail?” she asked. “I am inexperienced, so I want to make sure I know what to do.”

“Of course,” Reyes replied.

Once the two began talking, Kunon took his leave. His role had only been to introduce them; he had no business sticking around as they discussed the job’s particulars. He was interested in knowing more, of course, but it wouldn’t be gentlemanly to overstay his welcome.

With that thought in mind, Kunon left the Saint’s classroom.



“Sanctum… What a mystery.”

As Kunon headed out, he remembered something that had been weighing on his mind.

During the recent mission to capture the divine flower, an instructor named Clavis had used a spell seemingly identical to the Saint’s Sanctum. Their group had gone into the dungeon that served as the Rationality Faction’s base in search of the flower, and once they’d captured it, Clavis had cast the spell.

Now that Kunon had paid another visit to the Saint’s classroom, his suspicions had been confirmed: Clavis’s spell felt exactly the same as the Saint’s. He hadn’t detected a single deviation.

Was it the same spell?

But Clavis was a man, and only saints were supposed to be able to use Sanctum.

The mystery had been bothering him for days, and it once again occupied his mind. He knew he wouldn’t find an answer on his own, but he couldn’t stop thinking about it. It was like a curse.

The conundrum was so compelling, he forgot all about Serraphila and the Saint as he made his way back to his own classroom.

Soon, he reached the door and found something unexpected waiting for him.

“Huh? From Miss Shilto?”

Out of habit, Kunon checked the mailbox outside his room and found a letter in it.

The mailbox had been Hank’s suggestion. He said it would allow Kunon to avoid dealing with small, non-urgent matters right away. Indeed, Kunon found it very useful. It was always hard at work, both when he was in his classroom and when he was away.

The letter had come from Shilto—Shilto Lockson, the Harmony Faction’s representative.

She’d assisted Kunon greatly the previous year. Especially when it came to keeping his classroom tidy.

Now that he thought about it, he realized he’d allowed a busy faction representative to help with his personal chores. He really needed to make up for that sooner or later.

“What’s this about?”

Curious, he opened the envelope then and there. The letter contained a single sentence: I want to talk to you.

“Interesting.”

Kunon considered the request. He could think of two possibilities: Either Shilto was inviting him on a date, or she was seeking his advice on some magic-related matter.

Both options seemed incredibly attractive.



Kunon stayed in his classroom until noon, then decided to answer Shilto’s summons. After tidying himself up, he headed for the stout tower the Harmony Faction used as its base.

The three faction leaders were almost always busy. An appointment was usually required to meet with them for any length of time. But in this case, Kunon had already received an invitation, so he was able to see Shilto right away.

“What?! You’re not asking me out on a date?!”

Perhaps unsurprisingly, that was nearly the first thing out of Kunon’s mouth.

The two of them had moved to the base’s cafeteria. After getting lunch, they settled down at a table. The cafeteria was only serving simple bread and soup, but neither of them cared; they were primarily there to talk, not eat.

Kunon had interacted with Shilto a number of times, but hadn’t had many chances to sit down and speak with her. When they were together, they were always busy with something—mainly cleaning Kunon’s room, much to his chagrin—and they had hardly ever been alone. They weren’t really alone this time, either; the cafeteria was full of Harmony Faction students.

“I went to your classroom this morning, but you weren’t there,” said Shilto. “That’s why I left a message.”

Kunon wasn’t sure why she’d left a letter rather than a simple note or memo, but Shilto was a methodical person, and it seemed she always carried around stationery and envelopes.

“I apologize for not being there after you took the trouble to visit me,” he said. “…Something came up.”

Kunon’s sleep business usually kept him in his classroom throughout the morning. Serraphila had waylaid him, and he’d wound up missing Shilto’s visit.

But the fact that a busy faction representative had taken the time to come to Kunon’s classroom in person meant this was a big deal.

“The matter you wish to discuss must be important… Are you sure you’re not asking me out on a date?”

Shilto had already denied this, but Kunon wasn’t ready to discard the possibility entirely.

“Really? I’m way too busy to be going on dates.”

Kunon’s frivolous question was met with a starkly serious response. Shilto wasn’t the type to joke around.

“Oh, are you waiting for me to ask you out, as the man? I’m more than happy to break out my gentlemanly charm.”

“I’m not sure what you mean by that, but no. I’m not going on a date with you. I have something to tell you.”

“Oh…?” Kunon cocked his head. “Are you going to tell me about all the boys you’ve had a crush on?”

“That wouldn’t take very long.”

“Really?”

“Yes. Because I’ve never had a crush.”

Kunon wasn’t surprised to hear that, but it still made him sad. It seemed Shilto had little interest in romance.

“Moving on, it appears appears we have something in common.”

She touched her upper right arm with her opposite hand and left it resting on the long sleeve.

Most people would have no idea what she meant by that gesture. Kunon, however, knew right away.

“I was born like this,” she continued. “I’ve heard your eyes are the same.”



Kunon winced. He wouldn’t have asked about her crushes if he had known what she truly wanted to discuss. Despite what most people believed, he was capable of serious conversation.

It had been clear to Kunon from the moment he first saw her, when those lovely fairies had escorted him to visit the three factions: Shilto was missing her right arm.

She always wore long sleeves and gloves to hide it. Perhaps she was even reproducing the limb somehow. At a glance, you couldn’t tell her arm was missing. But it was.

Shilto knew Kunon had noticed, but they both understood it was not a subject to bring up lightly. Kunon was well aware of what it was like to be born missing something, and so he hadn’t given the slightest sign he knew.

But Shilto could tell he’d noticed.

“I’ve heard the New Kingdom is harsh toward those with a Hero’s Scar,” Kunon said.

Hero’s Scars were celebrated in the Kingdom of Hughlia and in the Holy Kingdom of Saint Lance. However, their perception varied from country to country, and in Shilto’s homeland, they were called by a different name: the Demon Lord’s curse. People detested them and saw them as deeply inauspicious.

“Yeah,” said Shilto. “It made life hard for me when I was little, but it doesn’t bother me anymore.”

It didn’t sound like she was lying, but Kunon couldn’t know her true feelings on the matter. He decided not to pry and simply waited for her to continue.

“My magic powers manifested when I was seven. The reactions of those around me left me anxious and unhappy, so the moment my sorcerer’s crest appeared, I ran away. Eventually, I ended up in Dirashik.”

“Huh? At seven?”

“I think my family would have sold me if I’d stayed. I was a cursed child, but I was also a sorcerer. There would have been any number of prospective buyers.”

“……”

“I didn’t think you were capable of looking so glum. Sorry for dampening the mood, but I figured it’d be best to start at the beginning. Now I’m ready to tell you why I wanted to talk. Don’t worry about my past, by the way. I’m like you, I’ve mostly conquered my disability. Now I have all sorts of other things that are just as important to me. I can’t spend all my time fixated on what I lack.”

“I understand,” Kunon replied.

He felt similarly. He still wanted to create eyes with magic. All his studies were ultimately for that purpose. But he had conquered his disability to a certain extent. And he’d found many other, unrelated questions he wanted to find answers to.

Clavis’s use of Sanctum was one of those. He was dying to solve that mystery, even though it had little to do with achieving his ultimate goal.

He had fallen in love with magic itself. It was no longer simply a means of achieving his dream; it had become his primary focus. Though he still wanted to create eyes with magic, the desire no longer dominated his thoughts.
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“So why am I here?” Kunon asked.

“Okay,” Shilto said, lowering her voice to a whisper. “Kunon. Are you familiar with biomancy?”

Kunon’s eyes went wide behind his mask. “You can’t mean…!”

Biomancy was a field of magic intended to create new life—and it was taboo.



Kunon was truly surprised. There was no mistaking it: Shilto had just said the word “biomancy.”

The faction representative shared a very specific trait with Kunon, so he had an idea why she might be interested in such a thing.

He thought back to his initial research into curing his blindness. Biomancy had been one of the top contenders. The taboo field of magic was meant to create new life. And in that case, he had thought, it might help him make eyes. He didn’t need to produce a living being, which sounded incredibly complicated. He simply needed to construct a few body parts. That felt more achievable.

But there was one major problem: He’d read biomancy was taboo. It had been outlawed by society.

“…My parents supported my magic studies,” explained Kunon. “I couldn’t spend any money without their permission. I doubted they would allow me to pursue the field or even purchase documents related to it.”

It was taboo, after all. Creating life was the domain of the gods. It was blasphemous for a human to attempt such a thing. Kunon doubted any amount of pleading would have convinced his family.

“Biomancy piqued my interest…but I was scared, so I quickly gave up on it.”

This had all happened when he was younger and largely ignorant about magic. It had felt dangerous to pursue a field of magic considered taboo. Even the idea frightened him, and he’d quickly put it out of his mind.

Either way, few books or documents existed on the subject, at least as far as Kunon was aware. So once he moved on, he simply forgot about it.

Kunon felt like he had read a lot of books about magic. And yet in all that reading, he only remembered biomancy coming up a handful of times. When books did reference it, they often used a roundabout euphemism, such as “magic that creates life.”

“You can’t mean…your arm is…”

“That’s right.”

Kunon was shocked. Not only had Shilto dabbled in taboo magic, but she had done so successfully. And there she was, sitting right across from him.

“Can you really do it?” he asked. “Can you make life…?”

“In theory, yes. But I don’t have the skill,” Shilto said. “I can tell from your tone you think biomancy is forbidden, but it’s not.”

“Huh?”

That was another shock. First she brought up biomancy, and then she said it wasn’t taboo. Kunon’s mind was reeling.

“Most taboo magic is forbidden because it’s dangerous. Some incident happens and everyone decides it should be avoided. Most of the time, it’s the result of someone who doesn’t know what they’re doing, and that event scares everyone else away. Honestly, I think it’s stupid. One day, the magic is perfectly acceptable. Then the next thing you know, someone has an accident and people say it should never be used again. That’s how taboos form.”

Shilto paused before continuing.

“But how is magic itself any different? We study how to use it and exercise proper caution. That’s why it’s allowed. But magic is undeniably dangerous, right?”

Kunon nodded. “That’s a good point. Magic is power, and power has to be wielded responsibly.”

Power was neither good nor evil. The problem was how it was used.

Shilto was claiming certain fields of magic were only forbidden after someone unfamiliar with proper usage messed up. But even the most common types of magic could be dangerous without study and practice. A spell everyone took for granted could easily become taboo if someone misused it and caused a terrible accident.

“Because people allow this to keep happening, a lot of magic has been lost to history. Once something is declared taboo, everyone stops using it, and it disappears.”

This sounded familiar to Kunon.

“It’s precisely because rediscovering lost magic proved so difficult that people began manipulating magical crests to give birth to original spells,” Shilto continued. “Now, instead of searching for what we no longer have, we create new spells. That approach became mainstream and gave birth to modern magic.”

There used to be a lot more magic, but little of it was still in use. According to one theory, not even half the magic practiced in the art’s golden age survived. Sorcerers with rare elements, such as light, darkness, and foul, were said to have lost the most.

Kunon, however, only knew elementary spells, so this loss of magical knowledge had yet to affect him.

“The same logic applies to biomancy,” said Shilto. “Though to be fair, there are other reasons why that particular field is forbidden.”

“I get what you mean,” Kunon said.

Biomancy seemed like a touchy subject. After all, it was used to create life. Even Kunon had been frightened of it when he was younger.

His reasons for rejecting it were probably instinctive and moral rather than logical. He’d felt like it was something beyond the reach of humans, like playing at being a god. That was why he’d hesitated to study it.

That said, he had no concrete reason to avoid the subject. He figured he ought to engage with any field that might help him achieve his goal.

“Are you saying biomancy is fine to study as long as you approach it with the proper preparation?” he asked.

“Yes, exactly,” Shilto replied. “Research and experiments in the field are being actively conducted, though information about it isn’t made public. Gray Rouva herself pursued it some time ago.”

“Gray Rouva?” Mention of the world’s greatest witch got Kunon excited. “So can biomancy actually be used to make life?”

“…Heh.” Shilto chuckled, then quickly covered it up with a cough.

“What is it?”

“Oh, nothing.”

Kunon was asking the very same question she had asked when she first began dabbling in biomancy. It was the obvious question. After all, biomancy was known as the “magic that creates life.”

“I’ll tell you what Gray Rouva told me,” she said. “‘You can, but it’s not remotely worth it. It’s way too much of a hassle. If you want a kid or a pet, just abduct or buy one. It’ll be faster and save you a hell of a lot of trouble later on. There’s no point. Out of all the fields of magic I’ve studied, it’s the single biggest waste of time.’”



Kunon had absolutely no background knowledge regarding biomancy. As a result, everything Shilto was telling him was new, and he was absolutely fascinated. He was absolutely fascinated. He was learning about taboo magic, and it was riveting.

Biomancy was totally unlike any other magic he engaged with. He was reminded of how little he knew about the larger world of magic. But his ignorance was cause for joy, because it meant he still had much more room to grow. He would never become bored or run out of questions.

He and Shilto talked for so long their neglected bowls of soup grew cold. They remained engrossed in conversation even after all the other students had left the cafeteria.

“I had a feeling this would happen,” Shilto said.

They had totally lost track of time. It was probably already evening. Now that the summer heat was finally starting to fade, the night was growing chilly.

Shilto had suspected Kunon would pelt her with questions. In fact, if he hadn’t, she wouldn’t have even told him what came next. If the subject didn’t interest him, there was no point in inviting him to take part in an experiment, after all.

“Kunon,” Shilto began. He was still scribbling down notes as she spoke—her answers to his never-ending questions. “If you’re interested, would you like to perform an experiment with me?”

“Of course!” he said at once.

Shilto had expected this, too. He answered immediately without even looking up. He could be quite predictable.

“When will you start?” he asked. “Now? Right this very moment? I don’t mind!”

“Slow down. We have to figure out our schedules first.”

“What could possibly take precedence over such an important experiment?!”

“You must still need credits, right, Kunon?”

“Credits? I don’t need… Oh.”

Shilto looked at Kunon with relief. He had finally returned to his senses.



“Credits, huh?”

The previous year, Kunon had been the one inviting others to join his experiment. He’d initially approached Bael, the leader of the Ability Faction, and together they’d invited several other upperclassmen to help develop a magic-containing box, eventually renamed the Spell Vault. To accomplish this, Kunon had worked to obtain all his credits in the first six months of the year.

This time it was the opposite. Someone else had just invited him to join their experiment.

After parting ways with Shilto, Kunon left the Harmony Faction base, thinking as he walked. Time had really gotten away from him. The sun was about to set, which meant he needed to head home.

He’d assumed his mind would be occupied by biomancy for the rest of the day…but instead, he was focused on the matter of credits. He was already a month into the new school year, but the start of the semester had kept him so busy he’d yet to accomplish anything of note.

He’d been allowed to help with the search for the divine flower, at least. Luckily, he’d been told it would earn him a credit, so he only needed nine more.

During their discussion, Shilto had told him something.

This biomancy experiment will be a little advanced. I think your precise control of magic will make your presence very helpful. But it might take months of work to earn a credit. You’ll need to set aside plenty of time.

Even if things moved quickly, it would take at least three months. It might take considerably longer. That was risky for Kunon. If he joined the experiment before earning all his credits, it could be quite a stressful experience.

Fortunately, Shilto still had to make preparations and wouldn’t be able to start right away. For the time being, Kunon could focus on earning his credits.

“…I guess this works out better for me.”

After some consideration, Kunon made up his mind. His priority would be to earn credits. After that, he would study up on biomancy. Because of its taboo status, he knew almost nothing about it, including the basics. The last thing he wanted to do was hold Shilto back. To avoid that, he would have to start by educating himself.

Both those things would take time, though he figured he’d wind up doing most of his biomancy study during the gaps in his schedule. It was really a blessing in disguise Shilto’s experiment wasn’t starting right away, even if Kunon was eager to jump right in.

There was also the matter of Serraphila to worry about. Kunon was determined not to forget about her again. He’d have to keep an eye on her, at least until she found a stable way to make ends meet.

She was apparently staying at a temporary residence due to her lack of funds, which was far from ideal. Kunon wanted to provide as much help as he could until she was established in a new home with a monthly income.

He had made a promise to the Inferno Prince. This time, he wouldn’t let it slip his mind. To be honest, Serraphila was actually his top priority.

“Ah… Of course. Now I come up with something.”

Despite their lengthy conversation that morning, Kunon had failed to come up with any good career ideas. And yet then, when casually thinking of her, an idea popped into his head.

It was a way of making money he was sure Serraphila could handle. He had never heard of anyone doing something like it, even in the magic city of Dirashik. He was positive it would turn into a new business and solve her financial woes.

The idea itself was extremely alluring, and it had plenty of room for growth. It might even give birth to a major worldwide industry. It was sure to draw the interest of countless earth sorcerers, at any rate.

“…I wonder if I can get a credit for this, too.”

There was one problem, however: Because he wasn’t familiar with the earth attribute, he had no idea how long it would take.

Would an earth sorcerer understand? Should he ask Bael? The older boy was sure to take an interest and give him advice. He would also tell Kunon if it wouldn’t work. Bael’s honesty was just what he needed, since he didn’t want to waste any time on a doomed project.

“…Okay.”

Kunon picked up his pace. He had a plan and no reason to hesitate.



The next day, Kunon visited the old castle that served as the Ability Faction’s base and was thankfully able to meet with Bael.

“Wow, how’d you come up with that?!” the boy replied. “That’s a fascinating idea!”

He had bags under his eyes, suggesting he’d recently pulled a few consecutive all-nighters. He was likely in the middle of an experiment. Kunon had caught him in the cafeteria taking a break, dozing off as he ate.

When Kunon cut straight to the chase, Bael’s eyes lit up despite his fatigue. But just as quickly, they lost their luster.

“But… Right now isn’t a great time for me.”

I can see that, Kunon thought.

“You seem busy,” he said.

It was obvious at a glance Bael hadn’t slept the night before—not that Kunon could see his face, of course. He didn’t want to pry, but he could tell the upperclassman was beyond exhausted.

“You bet I am. Speaking of, I’ve decided on my next experiment. I’m not sure I’ll have time for anything else this year. I’m gonna be swamped.”

It’s nice to be busy, Kunon thought.

For a sorcerer, it was much more satisfying to perform an experiment purely to sate one’s curiosity than for the sake of earning a credit. Having a schedule packed with tasks one was eager to start was a happy thing indeed.

“By the way,” said Kunon, “based on what I told you, how long do you think it will take?”

“About a week, I imagine,” Bael replied.

“That quickly?”

“The framework is simple. It won’t require much magical talent, either. Engineering skill will be more important. That and good sense, I suppose. It’s a bit different from typical earth sorcerer work. Rhadio is good at that kinda stuff.”



[image: ]


Rhadio was an upperclassman from Rationality who, along with Bael, had helped with the development of the Spell Vault.

“He must be busy too, though, right?” asked Kunon.

Rhadio was skilled enough as a craftsman to sell his creations to the nobility. He valued his solitude, though, and didn’t often work with others. That said, Kunon wouldn’t hesitate to reach out to him if necessary. Rhadio might turn him down, but there was no harm in asking. If he agreed, his help would be a boon.

“Yeah. He won’t join someone else’s experiment unless it really catches his interest. What about Elva?”

“I thought of her first. I’m a gentleman, after all, so I always prioritize ladies.”

“Oh, right. Glad to see you haven’t changed.”

Elva wasn’t an option this time, however. “Unfortunately, I can’t work with anyone in the Harmony Faction right now.”

“Huh. I bet it’s something to do with a girl, isn’t it?” Bael asked.

“How did you know?”

“Magic and girls are the only two things you care about.”

“Why, of course. That is the way of all gentlemen.”

“I guess so. No one knows more about being a gentleman than you.”

Kunon felt like Bael was teasing him, but he didn’t care.

He’d come to find out how long his idea would take to develop. Bael had said it could be done in a week, which Kunon interpreted to mean a month max. And in that case, he could afford to give it a shot. He was sure to receive a credit, and Serraphila would get her income. As a bonus, it might even help Kunon find a use for another of his inventions.

This is a truly great idea. I’m really impressed with myself, Kunon thought. He felt like a number of elements were coming together to push this idea forward.

The rest would be up to Serraphila. He hoped she would be interested.

“Okay, I’m gonna get going,” said Kunon. “Good luck, Bael!”

“Thanks. I’m gonna need it if I want to stay conscious,” Bael replied, waving tiredly.

Kunon exchanged greetings with Elia and Genevis, then left the Ability base.

He assumed Serraphila was busy preparing to work on the Saint’s underground greenhouse, so he decided to go check on her. It seemed he might have something to contribute to the project after all.
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“Ah, here you are.”

After a lengthy search, Kunon finally found the person he was looking for.

“Oh, Mr. Kunon. Good evening.”

It was Serraphila. She was picking out books at the library.

The book-filled space had made quite an impression on Kunon the year before, with its deafening silence, endless shelves, and overwhelming amount of knowledge. Just how many books were there? He wasn’t sure a lifetime of reading would be enough to finish them all.

At the beginning of his first year of school, Kunon had done nothing but read. But once he began helping his classmates figure out how to make money—Reyes in particular—he no longer had time. He was dying to forget everything else and immerse himself in the world of books once again, but…there were simply too many things he wanted to do. He’d have to push that desire aside a little longer.

“Greetings, my fair lady,” said Kunon. “You look so lovely I initially mistook you for a book fairy. I’m glad it was you instead, Lady Serraphila.”

“Oh my. I, too, was startled to see such a dapper gentleman with a fine walking stick headed my way. I was relieved to see it was you, Mr. Kunon.”

These eccentric, frivolous greetings meant nothing to either of them, of course.

As expected, Serraphila was in a section full of books concerning earth magic. The school’s library lacked an intricate classification system; instead, the books were only loosely organized by attribute. Kunon supposed it would take an unthinkable amount of time to organize so many volumes. As someone who hated sorting and cleaning, he didn’t even want to consider it.

“I just paid a visit to Saint Reyes. She said you planned to spend two or three days on research before starting your work.”

Kunon glanced at the books Serraphila was holding. Most of them were about magic—unsurprising at a magic school—but there were a shocking number that didn’t seem to be about magic at all. Regardless, they all seemed fascinating.

Kunon felt the urge to abandon everything and read well up within him, but he forced it back down.

He looked back up at her. “These are books on construction using earth magic, right?”

“Yes. I want to find a few more and bring them home to read.”

“I see.”

Serraphila was still lacking in both ability and experience. If she wanted to perform the job the Saint had given her, she needed to do some reading to catch up. The way she’d chosen to do her own research rather than ask others for help indicated her personality was well suited to sorcery. It was clear she was taking her job seriously.

“I feel like I’ve seen some other books on that topic,” said Kunon. “I think they were over here…”

Kunon had been to the school’s library and walked among its shelves countless times. He hadn’t ventured all that far yet, but he was pretty familiar with the shelves closer to the entrance. He’d even taken a look at sections for other attributes out of pure curiosity. Not that he could actually see them, of course.

As they searched the library, Kunon began to tell Serraphila about his recent idea—the one concerning her income.

“Hmm… You’re being rather vague, so I’m not sure what this idea of yours will entail,” said Serraphila. “But may I assume you wish to start by watching me work and ascertaining my magical ability?”

Kunon’s idea had the potential to be quite lucrative, so he kept parts of it vague. It was possible Serraphila hadn’t fully grasped the concept, but as long as she understood his goal, that was enough.

If Kunon was correct, the idea could lead to quite a big project. Even Bael had been impressed, so Kunon was confident there would be demand.

At this stage, the most important thing was to evaluate Serraphila’s skill. Could she handle this job for the Saint? What level of quality would she achieve? Kunon needed to know the answers to those questions.

He’d come up with this idea for Serraphila, but if she wasn’t skilled enough, he couldn’t trust her with it. First, he would see what she was capable of, and then he would discuss things with her. There was no reason to rush.

“Essentially, I thought of a job for you,” said Kunon. “If you can handle it, that is.”

“Huh… Will it make money?”

“I think so. Maybe not at first, but once it comes together, you should make a profit fairly quickly. It might even develop into a major new market.”

If he entrusted it to his magic teacher, Zeonly, it would be sure to succeed. That man would make something truly amazing in under a week. Kunon figured if he and Serraphila succeeded, he’d tell Zeonly about it in a letter. He was sure his teacher would develop the idea in a totally different direction anyway. Only if it interested him, of course.

Then again, Kunon knew his teacher well, and he was positive he’d like the idea. If he wasn’t interested, it would be because he’d already come up with it himself. Kunon would simply have to pray that wasn’t the case.

“Nothing would put me more at ease than having you by my side, Mr. Kunon. But I don’t know if Saint Reyes will allow your presence.”

Serraphila had been asked to make a secret underground greenhouse, after all. If too many people knew about it, it wouldn’t be very secret. The Saint might not want anyone unnecessary into the construction site.

“I’ll just have to beg, then,” Kunon declared.

“Oh, I see,” said Serraphila. “How very straightforward of you.”



“So how’s Serra doing?” asked Gioelion.

After parting ways with Serraphila, Kunon checked out a book and took care of some simple chores. He was about to head home when he ran into someone unexpected—the second prince of the Arcion Empire, Gioelion F’louvain Arcion.

Gioelion, also known as the Inferno Prince, was an older student in the Second Level class. He and Kunon had become fast friends due to their surprisingly good chemistry.

They didn’t spend as much time together as they had during Kunon’s first year, but they still met occasionally for dinner. That said, it had been a long time since they’d seen each other at school.

As always, Gioelion was accompanied by his friends and bodyguards, Garthries Gadanthus and Ilhi Bolyle.

“I can’t tell you anything yet,” Kunon replied, “but she is quite diligent. I think she’ll be just fine.”

Serraphila was Gioelion’s cousin, making her a high-ranking noble as well. That hardly mattered in Dirashik, however, where social rank was irrelevant.

“It sounds like her upperclassmen have taken a real liking to her,” Kunon added. “If she ever has a problem I can’t help her with, she has plenty of other people to rely on. It’s truly impressive, given she’s only been here for a month. She must have her natural virtue to thank. And I’m sure her wonderful ladypower makes it easy to form new friendships.”

Ladypower.

Gioelion had never heard that word before, but he got the feeling he knew what his friend meant.

“That’s good to hear,” he said. “I haven’t seen her in a while. She said she was busy.”

“Oh, I can vouch for that. She has a lot going on.”

“Has she devoted herself to magic?”

“She has, and I think that devotion will only grow stronger.”

They both smiled.

“Sounds like she’ll be keeping herself busy for the foreseeable future, then.”

“Yes. I think that’s guaranteed.”

They passed through the school gate as they talked. They were both done for the day.

“Hey, Master Gio.” Ilhi sidled over to the prince and whispered in his ear. “Aren’t you hungry for something sweet? I know I am.”

“……”

Gioelion gave her a cold glare, but Ilhi didn’t back down.

“Garth said he is, too,” she added.

“Huh?” Garth looked startled. “O-oh yeah. Sure. I’m dying for something sweet.” He sounded like he was reading from a script.

“Don’t you need to stop by the general store anyway, Lord Gio?” Ilhi asked.

“That’s right,” agreed Garth. “You’re low on ink and out of pen nibs. You also said you wanted a new ignis doll.”

An ignis doll was an item that served as a target for fire magic. They were made of mostly noncombustible material, meaning they could burn for a very long time without needing to be replaced. Gioelion used them to practice his magic. Despite how busy he was, he was always looking to improve.

“If we’re going to the store, surely we have enough time to stop for tea as well,” said Ilhi. “Why don’t you treat Kunon? He’s your junior, and you did ask him to look after your cousin.” At this point, it was pretty obvious what she was suggesting.

“…You have a point,” admitted Gioelion. “Are you free, Kunon?”

“Yeah. I was about to head home for the day.”

Neither of them had planned on going out, but it would be a shame to waste this happy chance encounter. They did a little shopping and enjoyed a tea break, mostly talking about Serraphila.



Two days later, Kunon headed to a secluded corner of the school grounds with Serraphila. She had spent time researching how to construct a room underground and wanted to practice digging holes. Kunon had already secured permission from Professor Keevan to use this out-of-the-way spot.

Keevan had given him a few warnings: “Make sure you fill in the holes you dig. And don’t you dare bury any excess magic potions, defective ingredients, mysterious liquids, useless magic materials, expired goods, or any other random thing you want to get rid of. You must promise me that.”

…He didn’t elaborate, but he’d clearly had some trouble with other students in the past. Despite the stern warning, he granted them permission.

Serraphila was using an elementary earth spell called Sa-kora. It was a simple spell that raised and lowered the ground. She had discovered from her research one could use it to make a room.

Sa-kora was a beginner spell, equivalent to the water spell A-ori. It was the very first spell she had learned.

Since meeting her upperclassmen in the Advanced class, however, Serraphila had realized she hardly knew the spell at all. She became convinced it contained hidden depths she’d never even dreamed of. All she could do was cast the spell. Her knowledge ended there.

“All right, I’m watching,” said Kunon. “You can begin.”

“Okay.”

“Well, not that I can see you, of course. Ha-ha-ha.”

Ignoring Kunon’s joke, Serraphila used Sa-kora to lower a square-shaped section of earth. Then she cast the spell again and again and again, forming not just cubes, but rectangular prisms and cylinders as well. She continued to practice until she was satisfied with all the shapes she could make.

Interesting, she thought.

Previously, she had practiced this spell atop a small table, but performing it at a larger scale felt quite different. Kunon was right; trying it outside was a good idea.

She spent a while experimenting with the spell. Eventually, she succeeded at using Sa-kora to make stairs, along with a rectangular room below ground level.

She then used another spell, Sa-guuke, to harden the dirt walls and ceiling so they wouldn’t crumble. Sa-guuke was another elementary earth spell used to harden or soften dirt.

And just like that, Serraphila produced an underground greenhouse. This simple room was exactly what the Saint had requested.

“I think it looks good,” Kunon said.

He descended into the room with Serraphila to judge her creation. The walls, ceiling, and floor were so hard, they seemed to be made of brick rather than dirt. The room was also waterproofed, so rainwater wouldn’t soften the walls. It would stand up to quite a bit of wear.

“I read underground facilities require ventilation,” Serraphila remarked, “but I do not think that will be necessary in the shallow room Miss Reyes is requesting.”

The Saint had said the greenhouse could be as simple as an underground storage room. All she needed was a place to put her plants. She didn’t require any special functionality; she just wanted the job done quickly.

“Hey, Miss Serraphila,” said Kunon.

“Yes?”

“Try adding a chair to this room.”

“A chair?”

Serraphila had spent almost all her time at school with Kunon for the past two days. Occasionally, he would make strange requests of her, but doing as he said usually led to interesting results, so she did her best to humor him.

“…Like this?” Serraphila raised a square patch of earth in the empty rectangular basement. She made sure to adjust it so it was at perfect sitting height.

“Good.” Kunon sat down on it and looked toward one corner of the room. “Along the wall there would be a nice spot for a bed.”

“O-okay…”

Serraphila was confused, but she followed his instructions and created furniture throughout the room.

A cabinet and a bookshelf. A table and chairs. A dresser (without a mirror). A door. A bathtub and a partitioning wall to enclose it.

The end result was a room full of furniture, all in the same dreary dirt-brown color.

“You have such an interesting sense for interior design, Miss Serraphila. You constructed everything using cubes.”

Serraphila had fulfilled all of Kunon’s requests using the same two elementary spells. That meant the chairs, the table, and all the rest of the furniture were constructed from cubes. It gave the room a decidedly inorganic feel.

Serraphila didn’t mind it, though. The fact she had made it all gave her a special fondness for it. This space demonstrated the potential of her magic—something she’d been unaware of. She’d constructed a fairly decent room using only the most basic of her spells.

It was now clear to her why earth magic was said to be suited for craftsmanship.

“I think I’ve begun to understand why people find you so impressive, Mr. Kunon. And the reason for your approach to magic.”

Kunon had spent years persistently studying A-ori, an extremely basic water spell. When Serraphila had first heard that, she’d been baffled. Why would anyone spend so much time fixated on a single spell? She couldn’t imagine such elementary magic was useful enough to warrant so much attention.

But she’d been wrong. After fervently practicing her basic spells over the past two days, she had realized something: True magic wasn’t just deep, it was like a bottomless abyss. You could study one spell forever and never run out of new facets to discover. Serraphila now understood how Kunon felt, and she was filled with a desire to discover her own potential.

She’d made all this furniture with a single basic spell. If all magic ran this deep, her life would surely run out before her curiosity.

“Earth magic is fascinating, isn’t it?” said Kunon. “An earth sorcerer’s handiwork lasts forever, so you can really see the idiosyncrasies and tastes of the creator. Water magic can’t be maintained for very long, so water sorcerers don’t usually put as much effort into molding their creations as earth sorcerers do. At any rate, I think it’s about time for you to start construction on Miss Reyes’s greenhouse.”

“Don’t you think I need more practice?”

“No. I think it will be easy for you. The same goes for my idea.”

“Truly?”

Serraphila assumed Kunon was talking about the job he’d mentioned to her in the library. But she didn’t ask any more. At that moment, she wanted to focus on her task for the Saint.

It would be her first job as a sorcerer and would net her two million necca. She needed to give it her all.



“This will be sufficient,” the Saint declared.

Serraphila had caught Saint Reyes at school and accompanied her back home. It was close to evening; the Saint had recently been given a strict curfew, so she had to leave school before it got dark.

She lived in a small estate in an affluent neighborhood. At first glance, her front yard looked like a jungle, but every single plant had a use. Despite appearances, she hadn’t simply let them run wild.

The two refrained from any needless conversation. The Saint didn’t even invite Serraphila to have a cup of tea first. She simply guided her silently to one corner of the yard. The spot was located next to a shed full of farming tools. This was where she wanted the greenhouse. She said she already had permission from the house’s owner for the project.

Serraphila quickly used her earth magic to construct the underground room. The result was identical to the rectangular room she had made while practicing with Kunon. The Saint had said she was fine with any shape so long as it was easy to use. Serraphila left the room empty this time, so it was truly nothing more than a rectangular space in the ground.

“This is fine,” said the Saint. “The size is just right.”

Reyes had no particular demands for the room. She felt furniture and decorations would only get in the way. A simple rectangle suited her best. That way, she would be able to make use of the whole space.

“I went ahead and used the 4:6 ratio of compacting and scraping soil,” said Serraphila. “Apparently that is a fundamental practice in underground construction.”

She had discovered during her research that when using earth magic to build facilities just below ground, it was common practice to compact 40 percent of the soil and scrape 60 percent of it. Compacting soil caused it to harden. You had to be careful, however, because compacting it too much made it brittle.

She had read large changes in temperature could cause cracks to form in compacted soil. Moisture absorption could result in the same thing.

The walls, ceiling, and floor were as hard as rock despite the low compression ratio. The room could be made into a regular cellar with the addition of stones or bricks, but the Saint just wanted a room made of hardened dirt.

So long as the room wasn’t located in an environment with huge variations in temperature, such as the desert, and so long as there wasn’t a long streak of very bad weather, the room would last about three months before it started to crumble. Since regular maintenance was part of Serraphila’s job, that shouldn’t be a problem.

Serraphila had also crafted the room so it wouldn’t flood, but to explain that, she would have to go into technical details she doubted her client wanted to hear.

“I haven’t done anything to make it a greenhouse, though,” she admitted.

The Saint had requested an underground greenhouse, and Serraphila was fairly certain that unless a room could regulate temperature and humidity, it didn’t qualify as a greenhouse. But her client hadn’t asked for anything like that.

“That will not be an issue,” Reyes said as a faint light began to fill the brown room.

“Oh. Is that…?”

Serraphila had an idea of what the light was. She’d seen it in the Saint’s classroom, too.

“This is Sanctum. I have enveloped the room with the spell. It will now function as a greenhouse.”

Sure enough, the Saint was using her light magic.

“Miss Reyes.”

“Yes?”

“I’m jealous. I wish I could use Sanctum, too.”

Sanctum was a spell unique to saints. It produced the strongest barrier in the world for warding off magic. And apparently it could also protect plants and help them grow.

“I’m not sure what to say. After all, I was born with this power.”

Serraphila supposed that made sense.

“However…” Reyes looked around. Her expression didn’t change, but she seemed to be carefully considering her words. “This is just my personal opinion, but I do not feel Sanctum is all that different from other spells.”

“Huh?”

“I mean that it is not as special as people think. The more I learn about it, the more convinced I become. Before arriving at this school, I only knew the standard way to use the spell. All I could do was vary the size of the barrier. But the truth is…” Reyes raised her hands. Magic gathered between them and formed a small golden cube. “…Sanctum can make this kind of barrier as well.”

“Huh…?”

“This is a cubic Sanctum. Here you go.”

Reyes passed the cube to Serraphila, who took it without thinking.

It was warm and hard. Did it have mass? She couldn’t be sure. It was an exceedingly strange object.

So this was Sanctum. Serraphila was fascinated.

“I discovered this type of Sanctum after testing a variety of ways of using the spell,” continued the Saint. “It can clearly be shaped into forms other than a sphere or a dome. This makes me wonder if I can alter not only its shape but its effect as well.”
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Serraphila was speechless. She felt like she was learning information very few people would ever hear.

“But that makes it the same as other spells,” Reyes explained. “It is perfectly normal for a spell to manifest in multiple ways.”

“Ah… Yes, that’s true,” Serraphila agreed.

She was shocked to learn Sanctum could be altered, but it was standard for a sorcerer to be able to change the shape or effect of a spell.

“Still, it seems quite awe-inspiring…,” she added.

A long time ago, a saint had joined the party of heroes that fought and defeated the Demon Lord. During that battle, she had used Sanctum to defend against her foe’s fearsome magic. To many, this spell was the stuff of legends and fairy tales.

Serraphila was holding that legendary spell in her hands in the form of a cube.

“This power was a gift from the gods,” declared Serraphila.

“Yes,” Reyes agreed.

That was undoubtedly true.

“However, times have changed.” The Saint’s face remained expressionless despite her bold words. “We are living in an entirely different era. I believe the gods are telling us not to hesitate, but to use this spell to do more, to help greater numbers of people, even if it feels wasteful. It is only another type of magic, after all. The gods understand we now live in a different world. I am positive they are urging me to find new uses for Sanctum that better suit this era. The gods are mighty, wise, and compassionate.”

I can tell the Saint is Mr. Kunon’s friend, thought Serraphila.

It was easy to be fooled by her lack of expression, but Serraphila thought Reyes must have been moved by an irrepressible desire to improve her magic and her use of Sanctum.

She might have been distorting the holy teachings and the will of the gods—or to put it more kindly, interpreting them in her own unique way. But she had given proper thought to justifying her beliefs. She was comfortable with everything she said, and she spoke in a firm voice.

Reyes was all the things a sorcerer was meant to be. She was totally focused on mastering her magic. Though Serraphila wasn’t sure if she was behaving like a proper saint.

She decided to simply nod and agree. “You must be right.”

Serraphila got the feeling if she said anything more, she’d be stuck there for quite a while.



Saint Reyes Saint-Lance.

Years ago, Serraphila had once seen the Saint at an event in the Arcion Empire. Though they were both only young children, Reyes had been revered as a saint by the masses. She had displayed a grace and maturity in public unbelievable for one her age. Serraphila had hardly been able to believe she was a child.

She remembered vaguely wondering what kind of person Reyes was, what kinds of things she liked, and what she did with her time. She’d wondered the same things when they met again at school.

…No, that was a lie. Serraphila could tell the Saint was the same as any other sorcerer. She marched to the beat of her own drum. She was impulsive and relentlessly curious.

And that was a description that could fit any true sorcerer.



Everything about Serraphila’s new home was different.

First of all, she didn’t have a yard. There was no outer wall and thus no gate, which meant there was no gatekeeper. Anyone could approach the building and march right in, just as she was doing.

She swung open the door, climbed a narrow staircase without so much as a handrail, and walked all the way to her room on the third floor. The door had a plate with the number 303 on it. She inserted her key and turned it in the lock.

“I’m home,” she called out.

This was Serraphila’s residence. It was a single unit in a cheap apartment complex that primarily served as student housing. Most of the other tenants were from the First and Second Level, there because of the low rent.

The school paid rent for Advanced class students, no matter the cost. So there was little reason for someone in Serraphila’s position to choose such a cheap option. However…

“Ah-ha-ha— Oh, hello, Miss Serraphila,” said Kunon.

“Ah, mistress. I apologize for not meeting you at the door.”

The front door opened into the living room, which took up nearly the entire apartment. Kunon was sitting at the table.

“It’s okay,” said Serraphila, turning to her servant Myra. “You don’t have to get up.”

She then put her bag in her room and returned.

“I’m sorry for making you wait, Mr. Kunon,” she said.

She’d left him waiting at her apartment while she visited the Saint. He’d told her his idea for her might be quite lucrative, so she’d decided it would be best to speak about it in private.

Serraphila was a highborn girl, and she knew well it was dangerous to conduct important conversations in public. It wouldn’t do to chat about big sums of money on the side of the road or at a café. She was embarrassed to invite him into such a modest dwelling, but she wanted to at least treat him as a proper guest.

“No need to apologize,” Kunon assured her. “The time passed by in a flash thanks to my exhilarating conversation with Myra here.”

Myra was an elderly woman with a bad back who had cared for Serraphila since she was born, and she was like a grandmother to her. She was seated across the table from Kunon.

With Serraphila’s meager income the previous month, it had been a struggle just to pay her salary. Myra had insisted she didn’t need any money and was content just to stay by her lady’s side, but Serraphila wouldn’t allow it. She’d somehow managed to pay her, though the amount had been rather low.

She’d chosen such a small apartment to make it easier for Myra to clean. At the moment, Serraphila’s primary focus was studying magic, so it didn’t really matter where she lived. The apartment was a novel experience, and she had few real complaints. Other than the thin walls, of course.

“Thank you for letting Myra sit with you, Mr. Kunon. Her back and leg pain can make it hard for her to stand for long periods.”

It was just like Kunon to happily sit down with a servant. She had been sure he would treat Myra with kindness, and it seemed she’d been correct. She was relieved to see both of them smiling.

“Oh? I advise you to be a little more careful next time, though,” Kunon chided. “This was very unseemly of you.”

“O-okay. Sorry. I’ll be more careful,” Serraphila replied.

There was a hint of blame in the boy’s tone. Serraphila wasn’t sure what he was talking about, but it seemed she’d made some kind of serious blunder.

“I can’t believe you left me alone for so long with such a charming lady. If I’d proven unworthy of your trust, it might have caused a huge disaster. You’re lucky I’m such a gentleman and we simply enjoyed a lovely chat.”

“Oh. Sure. I’ll keep that in mind,” Serraphila replied, her tone flat. She decided to ignore everything Kunon had just said.

After that, Serraphila sent Myra out of the room so she and Kunon could get down to business. She took her servant’s place at the table, facing Kunon.

It was time to hear the boy’s plan.

Serraphila’s reward for her work with the Saint would help her live comfortably for the time being, but she needed to find something else before that money ran out. Her situation could not continue. If she didn’t make enough money, her father would step in. No matter where she chose to live, he would insist she employ guards, at least. She needed to maintain her dignity as a member of the Quartz family and make sure she was properly defended.

“The first thing I want to talk about is patent rights,” Kunon said.

“Umm… Patent rights?” Serraphila repeated, clearly surprised.

“Yep. I wrote home… Ah, I mean to the Kingdom of Hughlia. What we’re about to invent is going to be worth a fortune. I asked a connection of mine to handle the more tedious aspects.”

If the financial calculations got too complicated, Kunon wouldn’t be able to handle them. So he decided to save himself the headaches and leave all that to Zeonly.

“The patent rights are just insurance, so don’t worry about any of that,” Kunon assured her.

He was expecting this venture to be very lucrative. He thought it might even be the start of a major business. Whether that happened or not, they had to be ready. If they weren’t, someone else might steal their idea or development method, which would be a disaster.

That was why he’d decided to entrust matters such as patent fees, applications, and technical management to his teacher. Zeonly would know exactly what to do. Kunon had an idea of how much the contract would cost to execute, but he wanted an expert to handle any subsequent adjustments that might come up.

This would be a new technology of undetermined value. Their clients might have additional requests even after the contract was signed, and Kunon had little experience with such discussions.

Of course, there was always a chance they wouldn’t succeed, and the venture would flop. Kunon didn’t mind that; failure was an essential part of magic. If things fizzled out, he would simply move on to the next project.

In that case, he could write to his instructor and say, “Sorry, it didn’t work out.” Zeonly would no doubt scowl and forgive him.

“I haven’t decided anything yet,” said Kunon. “This project is basically a blank slate. The first thing I’d like to do is agree to split the patent rights with you fifty-fifty. We’d each receive an equal share of the profits.”

“An equal share…? Are you sure about that?”

Kunon wasn’t an earth sorcerer. That meant he’d be unable to pursue this venture on his own. But there was no reason his partner had to be Serraphila. There were plenty of other people who might agree to work with him for a lower share. Seventy-thirty, perhaps, or even eighty-twenty. If the profits were large enough, 20 percent could still be worth quite a lot. Fifty-fifty couldn’t possibly be Kunon’s best option.

“Yeah, I’m sure. I probably never would have thought of this idea if not for our conversation.” Kunon had made up his mind. “I’m sure someone would have come up with it eventually. I just want to be the first one to do this. Don’t overthink things. This is just an experiment to me.”

It sounded like money wasn’t Kunon’s primary motivation.

“…Understood. As long as you’re sure.”

Kunon had one more question to ask before he moved on to the main topic. “Did you finish the underground greenhouse?”

“Yes. I only intended to inspect the site, but I ended up finishing the job without any difficulty.”

The Saint hadn’t paid her yet, but the job was done. Serraphila would have enough to stay afloat for another two or three months. Though she had a feeling her family might try to intervene before that time was up.

“Imagine…,” Kunon began.

“Yes?”

“…Imagine a magic tool that can build a house for you and requires only a supply of mana.”

“…That sounds amaz— Wait. No way. Is that what we’re making?!”

“Yeah. That’s the plan.”

A mana-powered magic tool that could build a whole house.

Serraphila could already smell the waves of necca rolling in.

She was sure the nouveau riche and upstart merchants would all want in on something like this.
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“…That’s enough.”

“My apologies.”

The Arcion Empire was a strict nation. The very air was stifling, and that was doubly true for high-ranking nobles and their estates.

The head of the Quartz family, who ruled over a large dukedom in the empire, was in his office with an elderly butler, freshly returned from the magic city of Dirashik.

Yes, the air in the empire was stifling, even at the best of times. And at that moment, in the duke’s office, the tension was thick enough to cut with a knife.

“Rudin, this hideous blunder isn’t like you at all.”

The duke, Bizetar Quartz, was a dignified man in his fifties. His appearance and demeanor never betrayed a hint of weakness, his eyes were sharp, and he projected a ruthless aura.

His eyes were frigid as he glared at the elderly butler.

“Yes, my Lord. I am deeply ashamed.”

Rudin, who hadn’t had a chance to change out of his traveling clothes, bowed deeply.

He had just given his lord a report on the events in Dirashik. Before returning to the empire, Rudin had been attending to Lady Serraphila. The girl had successfully enrolled in magic school and been admitted to the top class.

He had told his lord all this in a letter. His words were imbued with the same pride as if he were talking about his own daughter or granddaughter. That news was indeed cause for celebration. Rudin had been thrilled the adorable Serraphila had been recognized in such a manner.

Everything had been going so well. And then the following month, Rudin had the worst month of his entire life. All sorts of things had gone wrong, but the biggest disaster of all had been when he lost track of Serraphila for two entire weeks. No matter the reason behind her disappearance, it was an unthinkable slipup for someone charged with her care. He could see why the duke had called it a “hideous blunder.”

Rudin had considered mentioning all this in a letter, but decided it would be better to inform the duke in person.

“Well, I suppose your punishment can wait,” said Bizetar. “So why did you return?”

Though it didn’t show on his face, the duke was baffled. The elderly butler, who also served as Serraphila’s personal guard, had returned with the rest of her servants. Why had he left his charge behind? Before any other emotions, such as disappointment or anger, the duke felt surprised.

This was far too big a blunder to chalk up to a simple lapse in judgment. It was an act of folly unthinkable for an elite butler with such a long record of service.

Rudin must have had an appropriate reason for his actions. Bizetar trusted the elderly butler. He prayed in his heart the old man hadn’t made some irreversible error. Despite his churning emotions, however, the duke’s expression remained placid.

“Circumstances arose that forced me to leave her side,” Rudin admitted before explaining the rules governing members of the Advanced class.

“I see,” said Bizetar. “You did mention that in your letter… Is all that true?”

According to Rudin, Advanced class students had to earn their own living expenses. But the Quartz family was a high-ranking noble house. They had always been exceptions to the rules of the world around them. Surely something could be done using their wealth and influence.

In fact, Rudin had already done some probing to see if such a thing was possible.

“Master Quartz, Dirashik is a special case,” he insisted. “Royals and high-ranking nobles walk among commoners as equals. There is no social hierarchy. It is often said Dirashik has no royalty or nobility. I found that to be entirely true. We cannot demand special treatment when other noble families and even royals from other countries are abiding by the school’s rules…”

It was possible they could find some way to help Serraphila, such as sneaking her an allowance. But if they were caught, it would be a major blow to their family’s reputation. If it were a purely domestic matter, they might still have been able to weather the storm. But in an international context, it would be difficult to make excuses. The disgrace would fall not only on the Quartz family, but on the entire Arcion Empire.

“I left some guards to watch her from the shadows,” added Rudin, “but I determined it would be too conspicuous for me to stay with them.”

Painful memories resurfaced in his mind as he spoke. He would never forget the shame and panic he felt as he desperately flew about the city searching for Serraphila.

“You said you and the other servants returned because Serra couldn’t afford to pay your salaries, correct?”

“Precisely so. I also decided it would be best to deliver my report in person due to the sensitive nature of this matter. I needed to inform you the Quartz family’s authority does not apply in Dirashik, and Miss Serraphila will have to get by there as an ordinary student. I believe there is little we can do for her.”

“…I see.”

Bizetar understood why Rudin had returned. For his daughter to pay all the servants he had sent with her, she would need three million necca per month. That simply wasn’t feasible.

Her status aside, Serraphila was an ordinary twelve-year-old girl. She had just started at the magic school and was only a novice earth sorcerer. There was no way she could earn such a sum every month, no matter how hard she worked.

“How is Serra taking this?” he asked. “Is she okay with it? Is she lonely?”

“The young miss has accepted the situation.” Rudin handed his master a letter. “She instructed me to give this to you. She is currently living in an apartment for students. Myra alone remained to take care of her.”

“So Myra is with her? I suppose she’ll be fine for the time being, then.”

Bizetar had known Myra for about as long as he’d had Rudin. She was an excellent servant and instructor to Serraphila. He knew he could trust her.

He had some concerns, however.

How would Serraphila find an income? She might not need three million necca per month, but she would require at least a third of that if she wanted to employ any additional servants. Myra was old. She would have a hard time taking care of Serraphila by herself.

He was also worried about his daughter’s emotional state. She was accustomed to a large estate, expansive grounds, a team of servants, and the presence of her strict yet loving father. She had never lacked for anything.

Now she was suddenly living apart from her family in another country, without any of those conveniences. She had been forced into a small apartment and would have to earn a living on her own. Could she endure such a lifestyle?

Rudin said she’d accepted it, but was that really true?

“Okay,” said Bizetar. “Get some rest for now. I’ll ask for more details later.”

“Yes, master. Excuse me.”

The butler showed no sign of fatigue, but Bizetar knew he had to be exhausted from his days-long journey. The duke had heard enough for now. He certainly hadn’t dismissed the man because he couldn’t wait a moment longer to read his daughter’s letter…



To my dear father,

It seems the cheerful air of summer is finally giving way to the hidden melancholy of autumn.

How are you faring as the seasons change around us?

Knowing you, I imagine you are reading this letter alone after listening to Rudin’s report.

I am writing this with that assumption in mind.

You may not look like an overprotective father, but I know you are. You have always spoiled me despite your strict words.

That is why I asked Rudin to give you this letter after finishing his report.

I guessed you would immediately clear the room once you received it.

Was I right?



I am in the midst of a transitional period you might consider my initiation into magic school. It is something of a trial by fire.

My biggest challenge will be figuring out how to make enough money to pay for my living expenses. My magic school seniors have told me that is a requirement for remaining in the Advanced class.

In other words, students incapable of supporting themselves are unworthy of this level. I am working as hard as I can to show I belong.

To my great vexation, I have found I do not yet have the skills to match my placement.



Noble status means nothing here. No one gives me preferential treatment because I am a daughter of the Quartz family.

The only thing that matters in this city is ability.



I feel so fulfilled already.

I had no idea magic hid such tantalizing depths.

I will become a sorcerer worthy of the Quartz family name.

I want so badly to catch up to my seniors as fast as possible.



The leader of my faction is so beautiful and dignified, and I have been blessed with so many lovely elder sisters. I cannot wait until I have improved enough to perform heart-racing experiments with them.

Oh yes, I met with Radia. Her curly hair is just as magnificent as ever. I want to twirl those curls around my fingers like a lover. There’s also a very pretty girl who lives in my apartment complex named Lim. I am finding myself constantly breathless at the abundance of lovely ladies at this school.

I met with Gio, too. I was glad to see Ilhi is doing well.



I fear this letter has gotten rather long.

I don’t really feel it yet, but I might be a little homesick.

I promise to write again.

Please be careful as the nights grow colder.



All my love,

Serraphila

PS

It seems a wonderful gentleman friend of Gio’s who is one year my senior will be looking after me. Please rest assured, for you have nothing to worry about.



“…Rudin!” Bizetar shouted. “Someone get Rudin!”

He continued to yell as he reread the letter over and over.

He needed to know every detail about his daughter’s situation, and he needed to know right away.
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“Good day, Myra,” said the small gentleman standing at the door. “You look as beautiful as rays of sunlight poking through a cloudy sky. But that’s nothing new, is it?” He was holding out a basket of food and sweets as a present.

“Welcome, Master Kunon,” responded the elderly servant with a smile. “Thank you for everything.” Then she turned toward her mistress. “Young miss, Master Kunon is… Ah.”

Serraphila didn’t respond. She had fallen asleep at the kitchen table.

“It’s fine. I’ll wake her up,” Kunon said before asking Myra to brew some tea and making his way toward the table. Kunon had been coming to Serraphila’s apartment for five days in a row at that point.

When he reached the dozing girl, he noticed an array of documents, scraps of paper, and open books spread out around her. He picked up a page of hastily scribbled notes and was impressed. Not that he could actually see it, of course.

“Wow… I can’t believe she’s gotten so far in such a short time.”

Serraphila was learning at an incredibly fast pace. She’d once told him she was the type to quickly master anything she picked up. It was clear she’d been telling the truth. It seemed she’d mastered the basics of magic tool creation in a matter of days.

“…Oh-ho, I see. Fascinating.” Kunon read page after page of her writing.

“Ngh…” Perhaps feeling the gentle breeze created by her papers as Kunon flipped through them, Serraphila stirred. “Oh, Mr. Kunon…”

“Don’t mind me,” said the boy. “This is your apartment, after all.”

Kunon was engrossed. He didn’t even turn her way; all his attention was focused on her writing.



Kunon had visited Serraphila’s apartment without fail for the past five days. He had spent the first four teaching her the fundamentals of magic tool creation.

Serraphila herself had requested they use her apartment. She could tell right away that Kunon’s idea would be extremely lucrative and that it was imperative they keep all information surrounding it absolutely confidential. Kunon had no objections to her choice of location; he would have been fine doing things anywhere.

At the same time Kunon was putting Serraphila through a crash course on magic tools, they carefully refined their vision for the new invention. Serraphila insisted on doing both simultaneously to avoid any delays. To her, it was a matter of pride. She was already taking half the profits; she couldn’t inconvenience Kunon by wasting his time. For that reason, she cut sleep and took away time from her regular studies to immerse herself in the project.

By the fifth day, her hard work was already paying off.

“You learned how to draw blueprints,” Kunon said.

“Yes,” she replied. “…Does anything look off?”

“No, it all makes sense. I think we can omit a few things here and there…but I guess that’s not too important right now. This will do for the time being.”

One of the fundamental skills required for making magic tools was packing a lot of formulas into a predetermined space. It was a lot like stuffing food into a lunch box.

At that point, they had a lot of space to work with. But that might change later. Kunon was sure they’d need plenty of revisions. But for now, this was enough.

“Shall we get started?” Kunon asked.

Serraphila’s understanding of magic tools had already progressed to the point she could contribute significantly to the project.

“I suppose this is the moment of truth,” Serraphila said, gulping audibly.

She’d spent the last four days working harder than she ever had before. She was a fast learner, and until recently, she had never felt the need to seriously apply herself. Now that it was time for her to demonstrate the results of her studies, she felt butterflies in her stomach. She was even more nervous than she’d been during her entrance exam.

Kunon had done so much to help her. If she disappointed him, she’d feel miserable.

“Haven’t you already succeeded, though?” Kunon asked.

“Huh?”

“I doubt you wrote out all these formulas without testing them. If I were you, I would have tried them out repeatedly on my own to make sure I had written them correctly. Testing is the quickest way to check.”

Serraphila couldn’t deny it. Just as Kunon had said, she had already tested everything multiple times.

“I can’t yet manage the size we envisioned, though…”

“That’s fine. We’ll have plenty of use for a model as well.” Kunon held out a hand. “Try the formula you have the most confidence in. There’s no reason to wait. Show me what you’ve got.”



The first prototype of their magic tool consisted only of formulas written down on a piece of paper. In the future, they would probably use a more durable material. Cloth, wooden boards, or iron plates would result in a nicer product. For the testing phase, however, paper would be sufficient.

Magic tools were designed using magic formulas. Put simply, formulas designated the path magic infused in the tool would take. Those formulas contained commands that manipulated the magic, resulting in complex effects.

One could include various complex functions, such as a “basic gate” that caused magic passing through to perform a specific action, or a “bifurcated conversion gate” that both split a stream of magic in two and converted each new flow into a different attribute.

The magic tool they were developing, however, would be exceedingly simple. That was why Serraphila was able to write the formulas after only a few days of studying the basics.

“I had a feeling you would go with squares,” Kunon remarked.

“Squares are easiest for me… I will learn how to write more complex formulas in the future.”

After clearing the table, they sat across from each other with a single piece of paper placed between them. Serraphila had written formulas on the paper. As was her style, they involved many squares.

“Here we go.”

Serraphila faced the paper and infused it with magic energy. Following the formulas, that energy caused dirt walls to rise from the paper.

Myra, who was sitting in a corner of the room, looked up from her embroidery and watched in amazement. She had never seen such a thing before.

“…Phew.” Serraphila sighed.

It was over in an instant. Atop the paper stood a miniature dirt house.

“Nice. I like it,” Kunon said.

It was a good start. The dirt structure was so plain it looked more like a simple cube than a house. There were holes where the windows and door were meant to be. The inside was furnished, but everything was constructed from cubes, so it was hard to tell what each item was meant to be.

That was all fine, however. This was just a prototype. Over time, they would improve it. They could change the color, refine the furniture and decorations, and try different varieties of dirt and stone. The possibilities for customization were endless.

Their next big focus would be making a house large enough for people to enter. This miniature structure was just a test—a dry run for the real thing.

“I’ll give it a try, too. Can you dispel it?” Kunon asked.

“Yes.”

Serraphila manipulated the paper and dispelled the little house. The dirt structure disappeared without a trace.

This was the nature of magic tools. They were designed to manifest spells in a predetermined manner when activated with magic.

Serraphila had worked two spells into the formulas used in this tool: the elementary earth spells Sa-kora and Sa-guuke. The magic tool activated those spells and guided the user’s magic to create a dirt structure of the specified shape. Thus a house was born.

The magic tool’s mechanism was so simple even a beginner earth sorcerer like Serraphila was capable of designing it.

Kunon tried using the magic tool and succeeded in creating the same dirt structure.

“Hey, it worked,” he said. “I love it! We could sell small houses like these as toys!”

“……”

Despite the boy’s supposed blindness, he appeared to study the structure from multiple angles.

As she watched him, Serraphila thought about what they’d just accomplished. She’d had no idea elementary spells could be used to pull off such a feat.

Kunon had many extraordinary qualities, but his creativity might well outshine all the rest.



“What do you think, Myra? Would you like to live in a house like this?” asked Kunon. “Personally, I’d be fine anywhere with you by my side.”

“I believe this house would be a little cramped for two people, Master Kunon,” Myra replied.

“Honestly, I was thinking the same thing.”

The two of them laughed, Kunon’s “ha-ha-ha” harmonizing with Myra’s “ho-ho-ho.”

Serraphila found herself unable to join them, however. Now that she’d gotten to know Kunon a little better, she could see why her cousin liked him.

At first glance, he appeared to be humorous and quirky. But the truth was, he was much more than that. It was strange he could only use four elementary spells. And yet the fact he’d entered the Advanced class with such a limited range spoke volumes. In fact, it was said he’d only known two spells when he enrolled.

The Advanced class was full of talented people like Kunon.

Serraphila felt a tinge of regret. If only she’d taken her studies more seriously in the past. She had no one to blame but herself. She’d thoughtlessly belittled earth magic for so long, calling it “playing with mud.”

“What about you, Miss Serraphila?” asked Kunon. “Would you want to live in this kind of house? I think it would be a ball with you for company.”

“I feel the same about living with a smart gentleman like yourself, but I believe this house is small even for one person.”

Kunon, Serraphila, and Myra spent a little while talking about their dream dwellings and then disbanded for the evening.

The two students intended to produce their first large house the following day.



“This is going to be quite complex,” said Serraphila.

“It’ll be big, but I wouldn’t call it complex,” argued Kunon. “It’s still the same simple mechanism.”

“A magic tool that made a house if you filled it with mana” was a bit long for a name, so they’d taken to calling their invention simply the “Magic Builder.”

Kunon and Serraphila were in an empty classroom they’d rented at the magic school.

“We’re going to use proper tools this time,” said Kunon.

They spent the morning busily gathering what they needed, and by the afternoon, they were ready to start working.

First, they prepared nine thin square wooden boards. These would serve as the magic tool’s foundation, replacing the paper from their early test runs.

Next, they readied pens and ink with which to write the magic formulas. Magic ink sufficed when writing on paper, but this time they would need more specific tools.

They would imbue the wooden boards with Serraphila’s earth magic and write the formulas on them with special ink. That was it, essentially.

Once Serraphila was done with her part, they would connect the nine boards to form a single surface. They’d divided the foundation into nine parts because it would have been too difficult to carry otherwise.

“This part might be a little challenging,” said Kunon. “I’m sorry I can’t help directly, but I’ll do my best to provide support.”

The formulas had to be written with earth magic. There was technically a way Kunon could write the formulas himself, but it would require expensive magic materials and catalysts.

“Please don’t worry about it,” Serraphila insisted, preparing herself. “This is my job.”

Kunon was right, this would be challenging. She needed to write the formulas on a very large surface, replicating what she’d done on the kitchen table on a much bigger scale. The task before her was daunting, but she refused to back down. She couldn’t be afraid. It was time to put the hungry beast inside her to work.

“To start,” said Kunon, “let’s just make a larger version of the house you tested out yesterday.”

There was a proper order to things like this. It was best to begin with something simple.

The single-story house Serraphila had completed the day before had been about sixty-five square feet in size. This time, their goal was to make a version big enough for a person to enter.

“Understood. By the way, per my calculations…”

“Yeah, that’s right. The formulas need to be adjusted to support the increased weight of the structure, so…”

They would have to increase the strength of the foundation and the thickness of the walls and ceiling. Their initial measurements had worked for the model, but the full-size house would weigh significantly more and needed a framework capable of supporting that weight.

Serraphila and Kunon had a brief discussion about the necessary adjustments, then got to work.

They placed the boards on the floor, and Serraphila began writing formulas on each one in turn.

The Magic Builder had a simple basic structure, and its formulas were similarly straightforward.

“Oh, how I would love a two-story house with an attic,” mused Serraphila. “Every girl in the world dreams of having an attic in which to while away her time.”
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“Huh. As a gentleman, I’ll have to remember that,” Kunon replied.

Serraphila spent the whole time chatting about her ideal house, continuing their pleasant conversation from the day before. It sounded like small talk, but in reality, she was making plans for the future.

One day, she would use their invention to build her dream home. She could only make simple structures now, but she would make it her mission to improve. Even if she wasn’t yet capable, thinking about it was far from pointless.

They both kept busy as they talked.

In no time at all, Serraphila finished writing the formulas, and she and Kunon decided to test out the new tool right away.



“It smells like dirt,” Kunon said.

“It sure does,” Serraphila agreed.

They had left the classroom for an empty area on the school grounds, pushed the nine boards together, and activated them.

The dirt house sprang up just as they’d hoped. The structure was flawless from their first attempt, and they happily rushed inside.

“Wow. Neither of us considered the smell,” said Kunon. “That was a blind spot.”

…However, they weren’t able to stay in the house for very long. It stank of dirt, and quite pungently.

They should have expected it. Had they completely forgotten what it was made of?

“I usually find earth magic to have a faint, pleasant scent,” said Serraphila. “But it is rather overpowering when you’re inside a large structure like that.”

Neither of them had foreseen this problem. But that was precisely what these tests were for.

“Do you know any formulas that can erase the scent or replace it with something else?” asked Kunon.

“I do,” replied Serraphila.

“Then I’ll let you fix it. I’m concerned about the foundation, too.”

“I am as well. The ground here looks level, but the house is slanting a little.”

“It might be best to raise the floor off the ground.”

“Are you suggesting stilts?”

“Yeah. If we add stilts that automatically adjust to ensure the floor is always flat, it should fix the whole issue. It will be a little complicated, though, so I’ll take care of that.”

“I appreciate it.”

They both got to work making the necessary adjustments. By evening, they were done.



“All right. This seems just about habitable,” Kunon said.

The house’s floor, walls, and ceiling were all hard as stone. Given that they were only made of hardened dirt, it was an impressive feat. The furniture inside was made of the same material, however, which meant the bed wasn’t very comfortable. Sleeping on it would be a challenge.

Still, the structure was habitable. It was extremely stable and no longer smelled like dirt.

The exterior looked a little different than before. It featured six stilts, which Kunon had designed to automatically adjust in length so the house’s weight was spread evenly across them. That had solved the slanting problem; the floor would remain perfectly horizontal regardless of the ground below.

“We should add the windows and door next,” suggested Kunon.

Just like yesterday, there were empty holes where the windows and door were meant to be. The structure offered no privacy and thus couldn’t be used as a home. It was merely a box large enough for people to go inside.

“Don’t worry, Mr. Kunon,” said Serraphila. “I have already learned the formulas needed to add the window glass and the door.”

“Oh, you have?”

“Yes. I left them out this time because I wanted to perfect the other formulas first.”

Serraphila had built this entire structure using only two spells: Sa-kora and Sa-guuke. She’d been focusing all her efforts on getting those two right.

“Good,” said Kunon. “Once you add in the windows and door, we’ll be done.”

Serraphila was taken aback. “Truly? You think it’s really finished?”

“Yep.” He nodded. “This should be good enough.”

Serraphila had completed her first development project.

She was done. Finished.

She’d thought she would be elated, but strangely, she wasn’t.

Making it this far had been truly difficult. Over the last month, she’d gone on an expedition, been made painfully aware of her own inadequacy, moved, struggled with poverty, and crammed her head full of information on magic tools. She’d never worked or studied so hard in her life. She’d even cut into her sleep.

She finally had something to show for all her effort. So why wasn’t she happier?

She was pleased with what she’d accomplished, but she wasn’t jumping for joy like she’d expected. Her heart was a tangled web of confused emotions.

“What’s wrong? Aren’t you happy?” Kunon watched Serraphila with concern.

She looked troubled. “I am happy. I think. It’s just…”

Unsure of what to say, she decided to be honest. Kunon was her senior as a sorcerer. Maybe he would understand.

“My mind is already occupied by the urge to make improvements,” she admitted. “I’ve already thought of so many things I want to try. When you said we were done, I immediately started thinking about what I could do next…”

There were so many different houses and formulas she had yet to try.

With her mind still spinning, she found it difficult to celebrate with Kunon, even after all their hard work. It made her feel guilty. But she quickly realized her concern was unwarranted.

“I’m the exact same way!” Kunon exclaimed. “I’m already dying to find other applications for this technology! My mind is racing! My apologies. I’m far too distracted to contemplate moving into this house with you!”

So Kunon was the same. In fact, he was thinking much further ahead than she was. His mind was already somewhere else.

“I should have known,” she said. “You’re always five steps ahead of me, Mr. Kunon.”

Serraphila’s seniors in the Harmony Faction were all amazing, and it seemed this boy was just as impressive. Was the Advanced class all people like this?

The thought filled Serraphila with excitement.



A month and a half into her first year at magic school, Serraphila Quartz was a changed girl.

Magic was no longer simply a subject she had come to study. It now colored every facet of her life.

Magic was fascinating. It was full of so much potential. She was overcome with a desire to test and try out every aspect of it she could think of.

It was the only thing on her mind.



“Okay,” said Kunon. “Next, we need to figure out how to sell this.”

His words snapped Serraphila back to the present. She had been lost in thought, excitedly mulling over what to try next.

He’s right, she realized.

The Magic Builder was finished. They had only built the foundation, but that was the most important part. The rest would surely continue to evolve.

Plenty of sorcerers would be captivated by the technology and dream up all kinds of new construction formulas. She couldn’t wait to see what the future held for this magic tool, and she intended to work hard to keep up.

But all that could wait.

“I was confident this would make us a lot of money.” Serraphila studied the completed dirt house as she spoke. “But I didn’t think about how.”

Between studying magic tools and testing her formulas, Serraphila’s mind had been totally occupied by her work. She hadn’t had the space to consider anything else. Aside from the market’s sale schedule, of course. For some reason, that was the one other thing she couldn’t forget, and she went every evening without fail. Maybe it was because shopping at the market was the first challenge she had ever faced—not as a daughter of the Quartz family, but as an individual. Or maybe it was just the voracious beast in her stomach commanding her to hunt.

Not that any of that mattered right now.

The Magic Builder was sure to be a profitable venture. But how exactly were they going to make money from it?

“We’ve got to secure a partnership,” said Kunon. “We’ll enter what’s called an exclusivity agreement.”

“A partnership?” Serraphila repeated.

“I think the Trade Guild is a good option, personally. We should consider other guilds, too, of course… Anyway, we’ll sign an exclusive contract with one guild or another. The contract money and the usage fee will be your income.”

I see, Serraphila thought. “So we’re not selling the house itself.”

“That’s a possibility, too,” Kunon said.

“Huh? But…”

Serraphila furrowed her brow at the unexpected answer. She’d made the house herself, but she wasn’t sure she’d want to live in it. In fact, she knew she wouldn’t. It was just a structure made of hardened dirt.

Her apartment was small, but it had everything she needed. By comparison, this dirt house seemed incredibly inconvenient. Would anyone actually want to buy it?

“I understand your concern. I don’t think you’re ready for that just yet.”

Serraphila was relieved to hear that. So Kunon did realize the house wasn’t very appealing.

“This is essentially a prototype. It’s novel, but that’s about all it has going for it. No one will want to buy a house if they can’t customize it. I don’t think it has much value as is.”

That makes sense, Serraphila thought.

Anyone buying a house would be particular about the design. Houses were expensive, and a buyer probably wouldn’t want to compromise. They’d want a house as close to their ideal as possible, even if it cost them extra.

“That’s why I think order-made houses is the way to go,” said Kunon. “You’d ask the customer what they want, then design a house specifically for them and give them a Magic Builder to create it. I’m sure that would be a success.”

That’s perfect, Serraphila thought.

Why hadn’t she thought of that? It was obviously the best way to sell their new magic tool. Anything else would be silly.

“You haven’t forgotten the characteristics of this magic tool, right?” Kunon asked.

Serraphila shook her head. Of course she hadn’t. She’d made it herself.

“First, the houses only last for three days,” she said. “Depending on the environment, the timeframe could be even shorter. Second, spawning a house places a burden on the magic tool, and it can only be used five or six times a day. Third, if you destroy a house created with the tool, the dirt and rubble will remain. If you don’t, it will disappear completely… Is that right?”

The magic tool’s first major characteristic was that the houses it created only stood for three days. That general lifespan could be increased or decreased slightly, but they were short-term structures. Heavy rain or wind could bring them down even sooner.

The second characteristic was that it could only be used five or six times in one day. It was better not to overburden the tool. Using it only once or twice and then carefully storing it would ensure it remained functional practically forever. That was the idea, at least. The ink used to write the magic formulas and the boards used as a foundation could deteriorate over the course of a decade or two, causing the tool to stop working.

The third and final characteristic was that if you destroyed the house, the dirt and rubble would remain. The houses were made with dirt magic, so it only made sense destroying it would leave behind dirt. Or if you let the time limit run out, the house would simply disappear and the magic tool would return to its original state.

Listed out like this, it sounded as though the invention was full of flaws.

But Kunon had other ideas. “The Magic Builder’s greatest advantages are its ease of use and its portability.”

A decently skilled earth sorcerer could use the Magic Builder to design a house in only a few days. That was considerably easier than building a house the old-fashioned way. Houses created using the tool would be significantly cheaper than ordinary houses, providing a more affordable option for commoners.

Next, the houses would be portable. It was easy to imagine how convenient that would be.

“That’s true,” Serraphila said. Considering the product’s advantages, she was beginning to get an idea of who might be interested. “It would be a good option for traveling royals and nobles. The same could be said for peddlers who sleep outdoors. It could also ease the worries of a butler who catches his master’s daughter running away from home and gets forcibly dragged along. Yes, I can think of many uses for it.”

She’s absolutely right, Kunon thought.

Essentially, they needed to think of what they were selling as a house-shaped tent. Setting it up and dismantling it would be even easier than a traditional tent. It was a guaranteed success. In the end, it might be too expensive for commoners, but rich people would definitely buy it. It was unfortunate only sorcerers would be able to use it, but that was true of all magic tools.

“…On that note,” Kunon continued, “I do think the Trade Guild is our best option.”

He had connections at the Adventurers Guild, but the Trade Guild seemed like a more natural fit. Adventurers could use the tool in place of tents, but he doubted they’d be particularly excited about it.

“Okay then,” he said. “It’s late, so we’ll go tomorrow. I’ll accompany you for the negotiations.”

“You mean to help me even more, Mr. Kunon?”

He’d already done so much. Serraphila was genuinely moved. Gentlemen of his caliber were rare even in noble society.

“It’s nothing. We’re splitting the profits, so this is as much my venture as it is yours.”

His words must have been purely to put her mind at ease.

He really is the perfect gentleman, she thought.

Little did she know, his motives weren’t as benevolent as she believed.

If you get cheated and sign a bad contract, it’ll hurt me, too. I’m worried about you going alone. A lot of money is at stake here. You’re not the most worldly person after all—though I do find that cute.

Those were Kunon’s real thoughts.

He also had negotiations of his own to make, so everything worked out perfectly.



Kunon met up with Serraphila the next day at a café near the Trade Guild. When he arrived, her servant Myra approached him, looking like she wanted to thank him, apologize, or both. Whatever it was, she seemed flustered. She clearly knew how important these talks were.

“Master Kunon, I—”

“It’s okay,” Kunon said, gently interrupting her. “Serraphila and I formed an equal partnership. This is not a one-sided relationship.”

It was time for them to visit the Trade Guild to sell the Magic Builder. Because they were both children, Myra had accompanied them to ensure they were taken seriously.

Myra had been born a high-ranking noble of the Arcion Empire. She was a gifted woman with training in proper etiquette who had received an education fit for a noble. Such a background was only to be expected of someone hired to serve one of the most powerful families in the empire. Serraphila’s parents would never have given such a role to a coarse commoner. In the past, Myra had even assisted with her own family’s business, so she had experience with negotiations like these. Her family had since fallen to ruin, however.

For that reason, she was well aware of the importance of these talks. Perhaps even more keenly than Kunon or Serraphila.

Myra knew nothing about magic, but she had a sense for business. Once she understood the value of the technology the two children were trying to sell, she had determined no one less than a high-ranking noble could handle the negotiations. She couldn’t simply stay at the apartment and wait to hear the results. One mistake could result in someone stealing their product and saddling them with a large debt.

Myra’s old body only had so much stamina. Her presence might end up hindering the others. But she had a duty to protect Serraphila, so she’d insisted on coming along.

“Forgive my presumption, Master Kunon,” said Myra, “but have you run the numbers? Do you have a rough estimate of the expected sale price?”

She addressed Kunon directly rather than going through Serraphila. This was crossing a line as a servant, but she didn’t care. She had to know if the two of them were prepared, even if it meant being rude.

“Oh? Good question… We’re just selling the rights to use the technology, so I was thinking about five million.”

That was a lot of money.

But it’s reasonable, Myra thought. They could probably squeeze a little more out of the guild, but as long as the price was in the right range, she figured she could simply sit back and watch…

“We’ll form an annual contract for that amount, and then—”

“Hold on! Annual?!” Myra shouted. It was in stark contrast with her usual calm demeanor. Her voice was still soft enough not to draw too much attention, but Serraphila was shocked. “Please tell me you mean monthly!”

“Huh? Wouldn’t that be asking for way too much?”

Kunon had negotiated a high price for the shi-shilla because he and Reyes had sold it directly as a product. This time, however, he and Serraphila were only selling the right to use their technology. The contract would set terms for use and purchase.

Kunon thought five million necca per year was a fair price. He envisioned making the rest of their money by selling made-to-order Magic Builders.

“Master Kunon, would you please allow me to handle the negotiations?”

“Huh? Oh, uh… Sure.”

If Myra was asserting herself this strongly, Kunon figured his estimate must have been naive. A fine lady like her wouldn’t lie. But a lot of money was at stake. He didn’t like the idea of leaving it all up to someone else.

“You can trust Myra, Mr. Kunon,” insisted Serraphila. “Be a gentleman and let her handle this. I intend to do the same, as a lady.”

Kunon knew nothing about Myra’s background, but Serraphila did. And she had spoken up on her behalf.

“…Okay. Then that’s what we’ll do.”

The word of two wonderful ladies was enough to convince Kunon, and he decided to leave everything to Myra.



Two children and an old woman walked into the Trade Guild.

The shrewd merchants turned and studied them calmly. The children were clearly sorcerers with a good upbringing.

This was the magic city of Dirashik. Child magic users were not uncommon, and people knew to take them seriously. These merchants were no exception. They watched the children carefully, ever on the lookout for a good deal. Just like at the Adventurers Guild, no one was foolish enough to underestimate the pair.

“Are you Miss Serraphila?” asked a clerk.

“Yes.”

Serraphila had made an appointment ahead of time. The members of the guild welcomed them efficiently and politely, then led them to an inner room.

Kunon, Serraphila, and Myra waited in a richly furnished reception room for honored guests until a broad-shouldered man appeared to greet them.

“My apologies for the wait,” he said. “I’m Sagg Rickson, the vice director of the Trade Guild’s Dirashik branch.”

The man had the look of a shrewd merchant. He was slightly chubby, but his well-groomed hair and beard and simple yet unwrinkled clothes gave him a tidy appearance. Kunon guessed he was moderately wealthy. He appeared to be in his mid-forties, which was young for a vice director. He must have been a capable man.

“Did you say vice director?” Serraphila asked, surprised. She hadn’t expected someone so important to show up for a pitch from a couple children.

“Yes. Everyone else was busy, you see.”

That was a lie. Sagg knew Serraphila was from the Arcion Empire’s Quartz family. He couldn’t afford to ignore someone of her status. Treating her impolitely was out of the question, and he had zero intention of ripping her off.

He also recognized the boy with the eye mask; this was Kunon, Zeonly’s apprentice. He was already famous in this city, and his accomplishments so far were ample proof of his connection to the renowned magic tool developer. He was even involved in the production of the shi-shilla capsules the Adventurers Guild was circulating. This boy, too, could not be ignored.

As much as Serraphila intrigued Sagg, he was even more interested to see what the boy would bring to the table. With him there, the talks were sure to be lucrative indeed.

Sagg’s status in the guild meant he could move more money than the average employee. He should be able to handle whatever they had in mind.

He’d approached this meeting with true enthusiasm.

“Huh,” said Kunon. “You call yourself the vice director, not the vice guild master?”

“Oh, titles like that depend on the guild. I believe the Adventurers Guild uses the vice guild master title. You’ll find such things differ from city to city and country to country as well.”

After exchanging simple self-introductions and a little small talk, they got down to business.



“Ten million necca is surely reasonable,” Myra said, wasting no time before going on the attack.

“Miss Myra, that’s a little much,” Sagg said, faltering.

Myra’s demeanor remained calm, but her words were forceful. She pushed relentlessly, showing no sign whatsoever that she would consider a compromise.

“Are you telling me the vice director of the Trade Guild can’t determine something’s worth? Truth be told, I should be asking for more. I’m offering you an exceptionally good deal.”

“But this is new technology without a proven track record. There’s no confirmed demand, either. I don’t even have a full grasp of its functionality… Ten million necca per month is a lot to invest in something so risky.”

“Oh dear. You’re quite timid for a man in such a high position. I do believe the Quartz family cat has more backbone than you. I’ve seen her curl up and take a nap in the emperor’s lap.”

“Y-you don’t say…”

Myra was an intense negotiator. Serraphila and Kunon couldn’t get a word in edgewise. All they managed were a few low whispers as they enjoyed their tea and sweets.

“This is delicious, isn’t it?”

“Yes, quite.”



“Hmm, I see… That is very interesting…”

Sagg Rickson had risen high in the Trade Guild, even if he was only vice director of a regional branch. He was an experienced merchant and more than used to aggressive negotiations. He had no problem keeping his composure as he dodged Myra’s powerful attacks and peppered Kunon and Serraphila with questions about their product.

Before long, he found himself convinced.

“Ten million, hm? Ten million…”

He weighed the value of this new technology against the hefty asking price in his mind.

It’s reasonable, he thought. In fact, it might be a little too low. Myra had been right about that. But if they were asking for so much, then it could only mean one thing.

“Am I to understand I will be able to sell or lend this technology to earth sorcerers for the purpose of designing their own original buildings with these Magic Builders of yours? Would such a business model be possible?”

I can see how he became vice director, Serraphila thought. They had only given him a basic explanation of the product’s capabilities, and yet he was already thinking up marketing plans.

Kunon and Serraphila had developed the magic tool and were thus aware of its potential applications, as well as the ins and outs of its magic formulas. But Sagg had none of that knowledge. He was simply thinking of how to sell it as a product.

Merchants, too, could be quite creative. Sagg might not be a sorcerer, but he was clearly a good judge of a magic item’s worth.

Myra had come to the same conclusion as Sagg. That was why she’d been so confident in her asking price.

“Yes. The contract accounts for such uses,” Myra said.

“Then we have a deal,” Sagg responded immediately.

Their eyes met. The vice director’s shone with greed, while the old servant’s remained calm but unwavering.

They were thinking the same thing. There was no need for words.

“This is highly intriguing technology,” said Sagg. “I am sure it will birth a whole new industry. I consider it my great fortune to have secured the rights here today.”

In Sagg’s mind, he had already invented the profession of magic builder. The earth sorcerers—or carpenters, so to speak—who used these Magic Builders would become architects.

Constructing a building normally required precise calculations. One had to take into account the materials, the weight, and the nature of the land. It was a large-scale project that required manpower, resources, and time.

This technology, on the other hand, required only magic to use. It would enable the construction of houses impossible to realize through normal means. That was the nature of magic. And there was no need to think so fantastically. Such a product would appeal to clients who wanted ordinary houses, too.

The tool would enable an easier, faster, cheaper method of construction. This casual method of buying a house would pique the interest of curious nobles as well. And the tool’s convenience would open up all sorts of new possibilities.

Clients could design their own model house and use it as specifications for the real thing. Architects could use the product to test buildings that were still in the design phase. And that was just the tip of the iceberg.

There were many unemployed earth sorcerers in Dirashik. Skilled engineers could find proper work, but most others struggled. This Magic Builder would help fill that gap.

And most importantly…

“It’s a romantic idea,” he said.

Sagg was something of a romanticist.

There were famous architects whose names were known all around the world. One day, perhaps there would be equally famous magic builders. An uncharted world of design was starting right in that room. Eventually, elite magic builders would spark global demand. And when that happened, they’d all say one thing: I’m only here today thanks to Sagg from the Trade Guild.

How incredible would that be? He imagined a magic builder sought after by monarchs the world over heaping praise and gratitude on a lowly guild employee like him. What could be better?

Sagg was wealthy and already held a decently high position. If only he could achieve this new, humble ambition, he would want for nothing more in life.

The Magic Builder.

It was a romantic idea, and that was what Sagg liked most about it.

Even Sagg knew it wasn’t a very fitting thought for merchant. But that was just the kind of man he was.



Kunon had left the details of the patent to his connections in the Kingdom of Hughlia, and he told Sagg to reach out to them for further information.

With that, Serraphila and Kunon’s contract was complete. The Trade Guild would have exclusive rights to handle the Magic Builder in Dirashik and would decide how and when to sell it. First, they would finalize the agreement with the Kingdom of Hughlia. Then the product would make its way throughout the world.

After promising Sagg she would respond to any technical questions going forward, Serraphila stood up.

Kunon, however, remained seated. He showed no sign of getting up.

“May I have a moment, sir?” he asked.

The vice director, relieved to have secured the deal, had begun to let his mind wander. He’d already begun thinking about how best to handle the new technology. He was considering calling a guild meeting to gather suggestions when Kunon addressed him. That was why he was a little late to respond.

“…What is it?”

Myra, who was attending to her mistress as she stood up, also had a delayed reaction.

“I have one more related piece of technology I would like to sell,” Kunon continued. “May I please seek your advice?”

“Oh? Is it related to the Magic Builder?” Sagg asked.

“Yes. Oh, Miss Serraphila.” Kunon turned to the girl. “This contract concerns only me, so can you please wait outside? Let’s get lunch when I’m done. Just thinking of dining out with you two lovely ladies… I can already see every man in the world gnashing his teeth in jealousy. Not that I can actually see, of course.”

“Huh?” Serraphila was surprised. She had no idea what he was talking about. She was fine with having lunch, but she wasn’t sure what to make of the rest. Nevertheless…

“Understood. Let’s go, Myra. Let’s think about where we want to eat.”

She and Kunon were evenly splitting the monthly fee of ten million necca. That would be a massive income for her, which she would never have obtained without his kindness. For that reason, she decided to do as he said and withdraw.

Serraphila couldn’t keep relying on Kunon. She would have to get by on her own. It was time she proved she was worthy of the Advanced class.

She would be lying if she said she wasn’t interested in what Kunon wanted to discuss, but she probably wasn’t skilled enough to join that conversation. That was the sense she got anyway.

Though she was frustrated as she made her way out with Myra, she swore to herself that one day, she would surpass the boy staying behind.



Once they were alone, Sagg turned to Kunon.

“So what do you want to ask me about?”

He was a little nervous. He’d handled countless negotiations in his life and had seen his fair share of successes and failures. It was rare for him to feel this way around a client.

But Kunon had said very little so far. Serraphila had given most of the technical explanations. Yet he was the only one who had stayed behind.

Sagg couldn’t help but feel a bit anxious. Just what did the boy want from him?

There was no reason to feel nervous around a child. Aside from the eye mask, Kunon looked like a perfectly ordinary boy.

“I’ll get straight to the point,” Kunon said. “What would you think if I told you non-sorcerers could also use the Magic Builder?”

“…What?!”

Magic tools required magic to be activated. That meant only sorcerers could use them. There were some exceptions, but for the most part, that limitation was seen as a fact of life. Naturally, that would also apply to the Magic Builder. Throughout their negotiations, Sagg had been under the impression only sorcerers would be able to use it.

Kunon was suggesting such a limitation might not apply. It was unbelievable.

“No way! Is that possible?!”

The suggestion was so shocking Sagg completely forgot himself.

Kunon nodded calmly. “Yes. I think so.”



Kunon had kept the Magic Builder simple on purpose. It was made with only two elementary earth magic spells.

This simplicity would enable something rather exciting: The Magic Builder could be put into the Spell Vault. Kunon was positive it could be done.

The Spell Vault was a magic tool he had recently finished developing. It had taken a lot of hard work, and Kunon was happy he’d managed to create it. But it could only contain weak spells and still had a lot of room for improvement. Essentially, it was still a prototype.

He hadn’t been able to think of a single use for it—until this. With the Magic Builder, Kunon had finally found something sensible to store in the Spell Vault.

A magic tool even a regular person could use.

That had been Zeonly’s goal, and Kunon had made it one of his own as well.

Soon, he might well realize it.



The day after their contract was signed, Serraphila headed back to the Trade Guild. She was responding to a letter she’d received from Sagg Rickson, the vice director.

The previous day, she’d gotten lunch and parfaits with Kunon, then taken a stroll with Myra, considerately matching her slow pace. They’d visited some stores selling materials for magic tools, but Serraphila had been disappointed to see they were all very expensive.

When evening arrived, she’d returned home with her servant and found a letter waiting for her. It was a request to visit the Trade Guild the following day, preferably in the morning.

“Hello,” she said. “Oh, Mr. Sagg. Is there an error in the documenta—?”

“Serraphila!” Sagg exclaimed, interrupting her. “I’ve been waiting for you! Please follow me!”

The Trade Guild employees had summoned Sagg the moment she arrived. The middle-aged man strode up to her and, without so much as a hello, grabbed her hand and dragged her to the back of the building. It almost looked like a criminal kidnapping a child; anyone who didn’t know what was going on would have been quite alarmed.

Serraphila was led helplessly to the reception room where they’d discussed the contract the previous day.

“Please sit.” Sagg motioned toward the same seat she’d used the last time.

A woman walked into the room, said, “Pardon me,” and set tea and snacks on the table.

It was nearly the same as the day before. The biggest difference was Serraphila was there by herself.

“Greetings.”

The woman who’d brought the refreshments sat down next to Sagg. She wore silver-rimmed glasses and had an intellectual air. Her almond-shaped blue eyes shone keenly. Her long brown hair—which was so dark it was almost black—was done up neatly. Her black suit was tidy and perfectly tailored. It was very conservative, too. And yet…the woman was incredibly sensual. Her figure was as beautiful as if it were carved from marble.

Serraphila’s heart thumped in her chest.

“Thank you for taking the time to come here today, Serraphila,” said the woman. “It’s nice to meet you. My name is Acryl Serge. I’m in charge of real estate for this branch.”

That meant she managed the land and buildings.

“I’d assumed I was summoned because of an error in the documentation.” replied Serraphila. “But it seems I was mistaken.”

They’d signed the contract only the previous day. Based on the speed at which she was summoned, she had assumed there was some problem with the agreement. Perhaps there were some additional documents she needed to sign. But given the presence of this beautiful woman, it seemed this meeting was not about the contract.

“That’s right,” said Sagg. “After we spoke yesterday, the Trade Guild held an emergency meeting. I’m sure I don’t need to tell you what it was about.”

Serraphila nodded. She could only have been summoned for one reason—something to do with the Magic Builder.

“A number of questions and ideas were raised regarding your product,” said Acryl. “Frankly, most of the discussion concerned the complexity it is possible to achieve with the tool. We took a look at the sample you left us and realized we still had several things to ask you. First, how much bigger can we make the houses? How many rooms can be added? How much sturdier can we make the materials? Can the decorations and color be changed? Could a second or third floor be added? Is it possible to copy the design of an existing house? We were hoping you could verify the particulars for us.”

Acryl laid some documents on the table. They were all blueprints for houses. They ranged from cheap dwellings just big enough to accommodate one person to massive estates fit for a noble family.

“Is it possible to make any of these using the Magic Builder?” she asked. “The range of structures we can make will determine the tool’s present value. We cannot attach a price to it until we know what it can do.”

“Yes, all of these should be possible,” Serraphila answered. “The tool can be used to build anything you’d like as long as there are no complicated features.”

That was the Magic Builder’s greatest advantage, from an earth sorcerer’s perspective. It could be easily used to construct any building, no matter how large or intricate. All you had to do was make a model and enlarge it. You simply needed to extend the walls, add partitions, change the shape, and alter the hardness. With only those changes, just about any type of building could be constructed.

To be blunt, making houses with the Magic Builder was so easy even Serraphila, who was still lacking as an Advanced class student, could use it to build just about anything. She could reproduce the blueprints before her perfectly. It might take time and effort due to the size of the magic formulas, but she was sure she could manage it.

“Then could you please prepare us Magic Builders based on all these plans? We’ll pay you two million necca for each one. Five million for the larger ones.”

Serraphila’s mind was filled with the clinking of coins.

Only the day before, she’d signed a contract worth ten million necca a month. And not even a day later, she had a chance to make even more. All told, she was set to make over twenty million necca.

It really paid to be a sorcerer. Serraphila had heard people say that countless times, but she’d never realized just how literal it was.

“Understood,” she said. “I will take the job.”

She’d expected to receive orders for dirt houses eventually, but she’d never dreamed it would be so soon. It felt a little sudden, but she knew she could do it.

There were many things she wanted to try with this technology. She had so many ideas. She also wanted to learn more about houses now that she was going to be making them. She’d developed a strong interest in architecture.

With all that in mind, she was sure this job would be a good experience.

“What kind of foundations would you like?” she asked.

A Magic Builder consisted of a platform made of paper, boards, or some other material upon which the house would sit. When activated, a dirt house would appear on top of it.

“The larger the house, the larger the platform,” she added. “So the material must be as big as the house.”

“We will provide wooden boards for the small houses and iron boards for the large houses,” said Acryl. “I will introduce you to a construction company we often work with. You may order whatever you need from them. The guild will cover the costs.”

Serraphila grew concerned when she heard the words “iron boards.” Wooden ones were already quite bulky. Just how many would she need? It sounded like a nightmare to carry.

But why should she have to carry them? She had already learned enough to construct a wagon out of dirt. If she could only make it push itself, then…

“Serraphila?” said Acryl. “Are you all right?”

“Oh, yes. I’m fine.”

She had gotten lost in thought. Ideas were forming in her head one after another; she had too many things she wanted to do.

But she was happy. She hadn’t even meant to start thinking about magic; her mind got there all on its own. No doubt that was due to the influence of her seniors in the Harmony Faction and of Kunon.

She finally felt like she’d made it to the starting line as a sorcerer.



“What should I do next?”

Kunon considered his plans as he ate dinner.

He and Serraphila had signed their contract with the Trade Guild earlier that day. After leaving the guild, Kunon had gone on a date with the lovely Serraphila and the equally lovely Myra before returning home. He’d opened a book, intending only to flip through it, then wound up totally immersed. Before he knew it, it was time for dinner.

“Did you finish helping your underclassman?” asked Rinko, his maid. She was standing by his side, waiting on him.

Kunon had told her a little about what he and Serraphila were up to as small talk, so Rinko had some idea of what was going on in his life. Of course, while such conversations were just small talk to Kunon, his maid felt differently. She was keeping a sharp eye on Kunon’s interactions with girls.

Kunon might be a marquess’s son, but his fiancée was royalty. If something were to happen—say, with another girl—the royal family would likely be angry. No, they’d be furious.

The thought terrified Rinko. Noble lords were more than willing to behead a servant or two if it meant getting out of trouble. She had heard many such horrifying tales and had reason to be afraid. She believed Kunon would try to protect her. But what if she was executed without his knowledge?

It had been a year since Kunon entered magic school. He was now thirteen and in his second year. He was already taller than when he’d arrived. Soon, he would be too old to use his youth as an excuse.

Lately, Rinko had been thinking it was time to do something about her charge’s frivolous, fawning attitude toward women. If things continued like this, there could be serious consequences. For her, that is.

She was especially concerned about this new girl a year Kunon’s junior. Rinko was too old to see Kunon as a suitor, but what about girls closer to his age? No doubt they would view him as their peer. After all, that was exactly what he was.

Kunon made a lot of money, he was cute, and he had a decent personality. Most importantly, he made a lot of money. Enough to make one forget he was only thirteen. If Rinko were a girl of his age and status, she would have pursued him without a second thought.

Was there any chance the girls around him would leave him alone?

No. Not in a million years.

He was filthy rich, after all.

Unaware of the thoughts racing around in his maid’s head, Kunon gave a carefree reply.

“Yeah, I think we did all right. She and I just signed a contract for ten million necca. We’re splitting the earnings.”

Rinko looked at Kunon in amazement. Hot damn! He’s really raking it in. Is there anything this boy can’t do?

Kunon was positively swimming in necca. He’d just said the words ten million like it was nothing. To a commoner, that was an unimaginable sum. It was enough to build a house. With an income like that, he could easily juggle several mistresses.
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No, that’s off the table, she reminded herself. His fiancée is royalty. Her pride would never allow it.

“That’s incredible,” she said. “In that case, let’s have a grand feast tomorrow.”

“Oh? That sounds exciting.”

“Indeed. I’ll pull out all the stops and cut you some thick slices of bacon.”

“Really?! How thick?! As thick as my thumb?!”

“Naturally. I’ll cut them even thicker. I won’t hold back!”

“I truly treasure you sometimes, Rinko. Please remain mine, even if it’s just for today.”

Isn’t that a bit much? Rinko thought. We’re only talking about a few slices of bacon.

She didn’t mind the praise, of course.

“Oh, actually…,” Kunon began. “It won’t be right away, but I think I’ll be able to sign an even bigger contract.”

The maid stared at him, wide-eyed. How could a kid his age be so dependable?

He made so much money. A truly absurd amount of it.

Maybe he really could have two or three mistresses.

No, that simply can’t happen, she reminded herself again. His fiancée is a princess!

Anyway, that was hardly important at the moment.

“All the things I want to do are large, time-consuming projects,” said Kunon. “So I decided to focus on getting credits first.”

“That makes sense,” Rinko said.

“But I want to follow my heart while getting credits, too. I don’t want to do something just for the sake of a credit, you know?”

“Oh, I think I can relate.”

It was harder to get motivated when you were working on something that was an obligation, rather than something you genuinely wanted to do. In the end, that was sure to affect the quality of the work.

Rinko found cleaning and laundry boring. She did them because she had to. To be honest, she only put in the minimum amount of effort required to do a good job. But she loved cooking. When it came to meals, she could spend all day thinking about how to improve a dish or enhance its flavor. Thankfully, Kunon’s massive income allowed her to use all the high-quality ingredients she could ask for. He really was making a fortune.

“What if you helped Professor What’s-Her-Name who you like so much?”

“Professor Satori?” asked Kunon. “…That might be a good idea.”

…Two weeks later, Kunon received a letter.

“What?!”

When he opened it, he was shocked. It was from Zeonly. The man rarely sent letters. Kunon wrote him often, but he almost never got a response.

“Does it say anything interesting?” Rinko asked.

Rinko, who had handed Kunon the mail, was just as surprised as he was. Kunon was very expressive, so if he looked shocked, the letter’s contents had to indeed be shocking.

She didn’t understand magic at all, however, so she secretly hoped it was something else. In a way, she got her wish.

“My instructor said he’s coming to Dirashik!” Kunon exclaimed.

That was related to magic, but only indirectly.

“Oh, um. I see…”

Unfortunately, Rinko didn’t know the man and wasn’t sure how to react.



“Hmm…”

The following day, Kunon was still thinking about Zeonly’s letter, which had said simply, “I’m on my way.” It occupied his mind all the way to school.

Why was Zeonly coming to Dirashik? He hadn’t mentioned the reason.

Kunon also wondered when he was coming, but that didn’t interest him as much as why. What would bring his teacher to Dirashik? At first, he assumed Zeonly had business with him, but… This was the magic city, and Zeonly had once lived here and been part of the Advanced class. He surely had acquaintances throughout the city and connections at the school. There was a chance he was coming to meet someone else.

“……”

Come to think of it, this was probably about the Magic Builder. Considering the timing of Kunon’s letter to Hughlia, it would make sense for the response to arrive around this time.

Zeonly had probably entrusted the letter to a wind sorcerer for delivery; such people were known for their swiftness and reliability. It was an expensive service, but quick and worth the price.

“…Wait,” said Kunon, reconsidering.

Zeonly marched to the beat of his own drum. The man acted like the world revolved around him. He clearly believed it did. Kunon couldn’t assume his actions would follow typical logic.

Maybe the question of when he was coming was actually more important than why.

This was Zeonly. It was impossible to imagine him wasting weeks traveling on foot or by carriage. He didn’t do things like a normal person. He’d probably use some special means to arrive much faster. He might well be following the wind sorcerer to whom he’d entrusted his letter.

Wind sorcerers flew with incredible speed. They could reach Dirashik from Hughlia more than a week earlier than an average traveler. But there was nothing average about Zeonly. Though his attribute was earth, he had to have devised some similarly speedy method of travel. As his pupil, Kunon was positive of it. He knew well Zeonly was a special case—especially when it came to magic.

It was also possible he was traveling with a wind sorcerer. Kunon needed to be ready for his instructor to arrive much earlier than he’d expected.

“I have to prepare…”

He might even show up that very day, or the following one. That meant Kunon had to be careful making plans.

This was Zeonly. Whatever he was coming here to do, he wouldn’t give a second thought to Kunon’s schedule. If he needed the boy for something, he’d drag him along no matter what.

If Kunon made a promise to meet someone, he could easily wind up inconveniencing them. For the time being, he’d have to play it safe.

As it turned out, that was exactly the right decision…

“Yo, Kunon. It’s been a while.”

…because his instructor had already found him.

“Still taking things way too seriously, I see. Who goes to school this early?”

He was standing in front of the magic school’s gate.

“M-Master Zeonly?!” Kunon said, taken aback.

The person before him was undoubtedly Zeonly Finroll, his instructor. It was a reunion more than a year in the making. Kunon was happy to see him, but more than anything else, he was shocked.

The magic he felt emanating from Zeonly certainly took him back.

He had been observing his surroundings with his Glass Eye when he noticed a brightly shining person. Wow, that person’s a lot like my teacher, he’d thought. So there are other people who shine like that, huh? But once the person called out to him in a familiar voice and addressed him by name, there could be no denying it.

Yet this turn of events made no sense at all.
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“How are you here?!” Kunon exclaimed. “I only received your letter last night!”

How could an earth sorcerer have surpassed or even matched the speed of a wind sorcerer? It wasn’t just abnormal. It was unthinkable. He must have had another wind sorcerer accompany him after all…

“Why are you so surprised?” asked Zeonly. “I would’ve thought that mind of yours was more flexible by now. Did you really think I’d lose to some run-of-the-mill wind sorcerer?”

It seemed Kunon was wrong. Zeonly had traveled there using his own magic.

“A sorcerer’s creativity can overcome anything. Surely you’ve learned that much over the last year?”

That was a good point. Surpassing a wind sorcerer in speed might be impossible for others, but this was Zeonly. There was no reason to believe he couldn’t pull it off.

The man hadn’t changed at all.

“How did you do it?” Kunon asked.

“The truth is… Heh. This is just like us, isn’t it?” said Zeonly, smiling wryly. “I thought our reunion would be a little more, you know…emotional.”

The moment they’d seen each other, they’d started talking about magic. It had been a year and a half since they last met. Did they really have nothing else to talk about?

Zeonly could have remarked on Kunon’s growth—both physically and in terms of skill. It would have been unlike him, but surely now was the time. If only he hadn’t appeared out of the blue.

The man was right, though. This sort of meeting was very like them.

“If we keep talking about magic, we’ll never stop,” said Zeonly. “So let’s save all that for later. We arrived in Dirashik last night, but I was tired from my trip, so I stayed at a hotel. Sounds like I got here at about the same time as my letter. Anyway, I’ve got some business at the school. I’d planned to visit some acquaintances while I was here and ask them where to find you. I came early specifically to avoid bumping into you like this. You really shouldn’t take school so seriously. Kids ought to have fun, you know?”

Kunon wasn’t sure how to respond to that. “So… What should we do?”

His instructor had come all the way from Hughlia for an errand. Surely he wanted to take care of that business as soon as possible. Kunon braced himself.

“Nothing right now,” Zeonly replied. “I’ve got things to do, and I’m sure you do, too. Let’s talk tonight.”

Kunon sighed in relief. Whatever Zeonly was up to, it had been important enough for him to come all this way. Kunon wanted some time to prepare himself before getting roped into it.

“Understood. I’ll see you tonight, then.”

He hadn’t expected to run into Zeonly like this. Though their conversation had been casual and hardly indicative of their long time apart, Kunon was secretly very excited. He’d spent a lot of time with his instructor, and while they were not technically friends or relations, they were so close Kunon practically considered him family. And they hadn’t seen each other in over a year. How could he not be moved?

Before, Kunon had sometimes struggled to follow what his teacher was saying. Perhaps now he’d be able to keep up.

Kunon parted ways with Zeonly and headed to his classroom. He figured he ought to take care of any chores so he’d have plenty of time to spend with his teacher later.

As soon as he reached his room, he got to work. Normally he’d get his brain going in the morning by doing some reading or looking over notes he didn’t remember writing. But now that Zeonly was there, he had no time to waste. He shuddered to think of what his instructor would say if he caught him lazing around.

First, he prepared to open his business in the neighboring classroom. Then he gathered his sloppily written notes and made slightly more legible copies. He planned on taking them home; Zeonly might want to read them.

“…How does this happen?”

Kunon had no idea why he kept finding notes he didn’t remember writing. The handwriting was undoubtedly his. It sure seemed like he’d written them. The only thing was, he had absolutely no memory of doing so.

Eh, whatever, he thought.

He glanced at various books scattered across the room. He’d already read those, so he needed to return them later.

After working until noon, he dropped in on the Saint, then headed for Professor Satori’s office.

“I see. Well, I suppose that makes sense,” the professor said.

Kunon had been visiting her now and then to work as her assistant and earn some credits. He’d just informed her he would be tied up for a few days.

Satori’s assistant Jenié, who was also Kunon’s first teacher, looked up at him. “You seem busy lately.”

“It’s all thanks to your teaching, Miss Jenié,” Kunon replied. “You’re as talented as you are beautiful. You trained me, guided me, and helped me to shine as the gentleman I am today. When I really think about it, you’re quite a sinful woman. As punishment, I’ll cast a hex on you that forces you to live a happy life.”

“Gee, thanks,” Jenié said, deliberating refusing to engage. “Good luck.”



With that, Kunon freed up a few days for himself. He still wasn’t sure what Zeonly’s business was, but he got the feeling he’d wind up working closely with him for a little while.

“Maybe I should write a letter.”

Sometime later that day, Kunon got the idea to give Zeonly a letter for Princess Mirika. Zeonly was a Royal Sorcerer and couldn’t stay outside Hughlia for long. Truth be told, he wasn’t even supposed to leave the capital.

Just one letter. That shouldn’t be a burden for Zeonly to transport or deliver. After all, he and Mirika both lived in the royal castle.
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To my beloved fiancée,

It seems cooler days are becoming more frequent.

How are you faring as the leaves turn red?

I completed my first year at school and moved on to my second. That means I have underclassmen now.

One of them is an adorable girl. I’ve been looking after her. We’ve done much together, including working on a development project at her home. It’s made for a busy start to the semester.

I’d like to go into more detail, but I’m too distracted right now.

Something shocking happened today. My magic instructor arrived in Dirashik.

That’s right—that magic instructor.

Now that I think about it, you must already be aware of his visit. I’m withholding his name in consideration of his position, but I’m sure you know who I mean.

I was so surprised.

It’s been about a year and a half since I left Hughlia, and I believe he’s the first person close to me to come visit.

It feels a little different from when I was reunited with Miss Jenié. Perhaps that’s because she was already here.



I suspect he will soon visit to tell me why he is here. As I write this letter, I don’t yet know the reason for his visit.

His business will probably be done by the time you read this. If I can share, I’ll tell you about it in my next let



“…?!”

Kunon had been writing at a table in his yard. All of a sudden, he stopped, put down his pen, and jumped to his feet.

“M-Master Kunon?!”

He ran off without his cane, shocking his maid, who had been waiting on him.



Though Kunon’s words were often frivolous, his conduct was always that of a gentleman. Rinko had always been impressed by his manners and carriage.

And so it was especially shocking to see him suddenly take off in a sprint. What in the world was he up to?

He almost fell multiple times, yet he kept running, unfazed. He cut through the grass and grabbed hold of the flimsy wooden gate. Then, after hurriedly lifting the latch, he threw it open.

Waiting beyond was…



“Kunon!”

“Princess Mirika!”

…a girl.

She threw her arms around Kunon as soon as she saw him.

Kunon accepted her touch without a moment’s hesitation as a gust of wind ruffled the children’s hair and carried Kunon’s unfinished letter into the autumn sky.
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There was a scent in the air.

Back when the summer heat was still strong, the smoky-sweet smell of dissolved fat tickled the nostrils of those nearby.

“I smell meat,” Shilto muttered.

Those words were mostly subconscious, a mindless reaction to her slight hunger.

“Oh, sorry,” said a boy standing nearby. “I was just making some bacon… Do you smell it?” The boy, Hank Beat, backed up a little.

Shilto Lockson was a wind sorcerer and the Harmony Faction’s representative. An earnest, straitlaced girl, she cared about nothing but magic. She was a third-year student in the Advanced class.

Shilto had spent some time working at the school in a low-level position before enrolling. That had enabled her to become a faction representative at the beginning of her second year.

She’d just left the girls’ dorm when she encountered Hank, who lived in the nearby boys’ dorm. He’d worked at the school before enrolling, just like her, so they’d known each other for quite a while.

“I see you’re smoking meat again,” said Shilto. “Is business going well?”

Hank had started smoking and processing meat to earn money, and he’d since taken a real liking to it. Now it was something of a hobby for him. His products were gradually gaining recognition, and they were even being sold at the market. Shilto didn’t know much about his business, but she got the sense he was making a name for himself.

“I guess so. I’m happy to say the orders keep rolling in.”

It sounded like his bacon was selling pretty well.

Eventually, the two of them set off for the tower that served as their faction’s base.

“I’m sorry,” said Shilto, “but I have a bit of a rude question.”

“What?”

“How much money are you making?”

Though he wasn’t sure if it counted as rude, Hank was surprised Shilto would ask him such a direct question. He’d known her for years and always found her very reserved.

“Where’s this coming from?” he asked. “Are you struggling financially?”

“It’s not me,” she said. “It’s Serraphila.”

“Serra… Oh, the new student who went along on the expedition.”

Back then, it had been too early to discuss factions around her. The magic school forbade recruiting new students during the first month of their enrollment. The rule was meant to help first-years still getting used to their new environment.

The other members of Harmony had been walking on eggshells around the girl throughout the expedition. It had been a little awkward, but Hank was still glad she’d come.

“She chose Harmony,” Shilto said.

“Really?! I had no idea!”

That was wonderful news. Hank and the other members of Harmony had been hoping she would join them. She’d fit in so naturally during their trip that he doubted anyone would be opposed.

At first, he got the impression she was a pampered rich girl and found her difficult to approach. But once he spent more time around her, he realized she was friendly, brave, cooperative, and dedicated. She was also smart and had a strong desire to learn. To tell the truth, he thought her personality and disposition were perfectly suited to Harmony.

“Don’t tell anyone. Elva is the only other person who knows.”

“Um, but… Why are you hiding it?”

“Serraphila sent me a letter. She shared her intention to join and detailed what she would be doing for the foreseeable future. She seems to think she’s not skilled enough to work with us just yet. She wants to train alone for a while and join up once she’s confident she won’t embarrass herself. She asked us to wait for her.”

“…I know exactly how she feels.”

“Me too.”

That was exactly why the two of them had spent so long working in menial positions before their enrollment. At various points in their lives, both Shilto and Hank had been forced to acknowledge their own inadequacy.

They’d never considered giving up on magic, but they’d both had moments when they got so frustrated, they couldn’t help crying or whining, or even punching the wall or throwing a pillow. And they’d both had times in their lives when they just wanted to be alone.

Serraphila must have been feeling the same way.

“Anyway,” said Shilto, “I’m worried about her income.”

“Oh. So that’s why. I bet living expenses for highborn nobles like her are on another level.”

As they spoke, they continued walking to the tower.



“Representative! Do you have a moment?”

The moment Shilto entered the base, she was swarmed by faction members.

“What’s wrong?” she asked. “Did something happen?”

“Yes! It’s an emergency!”

It sounded like there had been an incident. Such things were common at the magic school.

“What’s going on with Serra?! Why aren’t we allowed to recruit her?!”

…Well, thought Shilto, I guess that might seem like an incident if you didn’t know what was really going on.

“What did Elva say?” she asked.

Elva Daglight was the person closest to Serraphila in the faction. Because of that, everyone went straight to her when they wanted to ask about the girl.

Serraphila had even mentioned Elva in her letter to Shilto. Apparently, she’d sent a letter to the other girl as well, saying more or less the same thing. That meant Elva also knew her intentions.

“She said to wait for Serra to come to us…”

“Then let’s do just that,” said Shilto.

She had placed Elva in charge of the matter, which meant Elva’s stance was the faction’s stance. No one else had permission to act.

“I can’t accept that! I want Serra, too! I don’t want to give her to Elva!”

“Yeah! Elva’s already got every guy in the school wrapped around her finger. Is she going to start taking the girls, too?!”

“Don’t forget me! We have totally different attributes, but I don’t care!”

“I’m gonna declare my love for her in two years’ time!”

Shilto found that last comment a little irrelevant.

“There’s no need for concern,” she said. “That’s why Elva’s asking us to wait. I agree with her decision. Let’s all calm down.”

The others were almost hysterical. It was good they liked Serraphila, but she was starting to think they liked her too much. That could lead to a whole different kind of problem.

It would be nice if Serraphila hurried up and joined, but…

“……”

Just then, Shilto had a thought.

What was Serraphila up to?

In her letter, she said she was training. But what was she actually doing?

Shilto was concerned about the girl’s financial situation; highborn nobles typically had a hard time earning an income high enough to support their lifestyle. Had Serraphila managed it?

“Just wait for now, okay?” she said. “And if you see Elva, tell her to come to my room.”

Shilto parted with Hank and the others. When she reached her room, she grabbed the contents of her mailbox and began reading the senders’ names as she opened the door.

“Oh, it’s here.”

One of the six envelopes bore a teacher’s seal. Shilto had been waiting for this. The sender was Roji Lockson—her adoptive father and a teacher at the school.

Once inside, she opened the letter and read it right away.

“…Yes!”

She finally had official permission to use the divine flower. That was the first hurdle.

She’d waited many years for this. She’d spent that time improving her magic, building her knowledge, and growing as a sorcerer. Now she could finally start preparing.

She sat at her desk and took off her right glove, revealing darkly tanned, reddish-brown skin. Her arm appeared perfectly normal under her sleeve, but it wasn’t her real arm at all; she’d created it using biomancy. It functioned just as well as if she’d been born with it, and she considered it a long-time friend, though she had to remake and reattach it two or three times in a year.

She had—to an extent—conquered the problem of her missing right arm. But now she finally had a chance to create a replacement that would last forever. She could begin work creating a daemon arm.

Developing it would be extremely difficult, of course. Shilto wasn’t sure if she was capable of it yet. If Roji had granted her permission, that probably meant she had what it took, but…

“Representative, are you here?”

A knock at the door pulled Shilto out of her thoughts.

“Yes. Just a moment.”

She put on her glove and got up to let in the visitor.



“Hey. Sorry for calling you here.”

Shilto opened the door and found Elva Daglight standing outside. She must have come right after receiving Shilto’s message.

“It’s okay,” Elva replied. “You want to talk about Serra, right?”

“Yeah. I don’t think it will take long, but… Would you like some tea?”

“Hmm… It’s been a while since we’ve had tea together. Let’s do it.”

Shilto invited Elva into the room and gestured for her to sit down at the table. She then poured some shii tea and water into a beaker and lit a fire beneath it. Once the tea began to boil, it would be ready.

“Your room’s always so clean,” Elva remarked.

“Is yours messy?”

“No. But I haven’t cleaned it recently, so it’s a little dusty.”

“I get the sense sixty percent of sorcerers don’t clean.”

That was more than half. If she was right, a majority of sorcerers hated tidying up.

Shilto was proud of her orderly nature and found this practically unthinkable. If she had permission and was able to find the time, she’d reorganize the whole school library.

“Thanks,” Elva said as Shilto poured the finished tea into two beakers and set them on the table. There were no cups in the room. “So what do you want to ask about Serra?”

“How is she doing right now?”

“Right now?” Elva considered this. “I haven’t seen her recently, so I might be wrong, but… I think she’s trying to figure out her income.”

“So she’s already working on it?”

“Yeah, I think she’s in kind of a hurry. She’s a high-ranking noble from the empire, so she needs to have servants. Their monthly salaries have got to be pretty high.”

Her servants doubled as guards. Dirashik might have been a land of sorcerers, but that didn’t mean there weren’t bad people around. No city was devoid of danger.

High-ranking nobles like Serraphila had to worry about their family’s political rivals plotting and scheming. Considering her background, there was no telling what she might wind up getting involved in. Guards were nonnegotiable.

Shilto had also heard high-ranking nobles had to maintain guards just to keep up appearances. It would harm her family’s prestige if she was seen without anyone attending her.

Being a noble sounded like a real pain.

“But I think she’ll be fine,” Elva said.

“Do you have proof? Did she tell you how she intends to make money?”

“Nope, not at all. But she has Kunon to help her.”

“Kunon?”

Shilto was surprised to hear his name come up…or maybe she wasn’t. Kunon was the one who had brought her to their faction in the first place, so it made sense he was looking after her.

“…Then she’ll be fine.” At last, Shilto was convinced. If it was Kunon who had convinced Elva things would work out, then she was probably right.

Kunon Gurion was doing quite well for himself. Circumstance had brought her and Kunon together multiple times the previous year, and she had witnessed herself how quickly he found his footing. He’d rapidly achieved stability and had managed to maintain it ever since.

No first-year was supposed to figure things out that easily. It was clear the boy had talent. He hadn’t done the bare minimum to earn his credits, either. He’d gotten them through genuine accomplishments.

With Kunon to back her up, there was no way Serraphila would fail.

“Do you know what they’re doing?” Shilto asked.

“I don’t,” Elva said meekly. “Actually, something else has me worried. What if Kunon goes too far? You know what he did last year.”

“You’ll have to be more specific.”

That kid was always up to something. He’d gotten involved in so much the previous year, each feat more eye-catching than the last, Shilto wasn’t sure what Elva was talking about.

“You know, helping with the Saint’s shi-shilla, among other things. That venture has to be worth something like ten to a hundred million necca.”

Shilto sighed in relief. “Since no one said anything, I wasn’t sure. But I think you’re right. The shi-shilla cultivation must be worth at least that much.”

Kunon seemed to perceive the herb mainly as something to use in magic tools, but the true worth of his project with the Saint wasn’t the plants themselves, but the cultivation method. That was worth an unfathomable amount of money.

“Yeah. Kunon and Reyes must be the only people who haven’t realized it.”

If they played their cards right, they could make enough money long-term to carry an entire country’s economy. For the time being, only the Saint was able to cultivate the shi-shilla plants. But if they could find a way to keep the process going after her death, it would only increase in value.

“Kunon has a way of offering outrageously lucrative projects like that to people without a second thought. It’s nice of him and all, but doesn’t it worry you a little?”

“I know what you mean,” Shilto said.

Kunon could be extremely shortsighted when it came to judging the value of his own ideas. He tended to underestimate his achievements. Often, they were worth one or two more digits than he realized.

“He’s too successful,” said Shilto. “I just hope it doesn’t happen again this time.”

There was no need for him to bring a first-year like Serraphila into something like that just to help her out.

“I hope he manages to rein himself in,” said Elva.

“Yeah. But this is Kunon we’re talking about.”

“You’re right. It may be impossible for him.”

The two continued to chat over tea for some time.



“Kunon, huh…?”

When Elva left the room, Shilto picked up the letter from Roji again.

The project to create a daemon arm would be extremely difficult—likely too advanced for a second-year like her.

But…if Kunon wanted to make eyes, he’d eventually have to consider biomancy.

Perhaps she could invite him to take part in her project? Because he’d been born with the Demon Lord’s curse just like her, she found herself wanting to support him.

The more difficult a project, the more one stood to gain from it. That was true both for her and for Kunon.

“……”

She decided to think it over.

First, she would watch to see how Kunon solved Serraphila’s problem. Then she would make her decision.



A short time later, Serraphila and Kunon would work together to develop the Magic Builder, though news of it wouldn’t become public in Dirashik until the following year.
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“What did you just say?”

Mirika turned around to face her visitor.

She was working in a shed. Light glinted off the large meat cleaver in her hands, which was wet with blood.

The blade appeared quite menacing, but she wasn’t actively threatening the man with it. Or so he hoped.

“I said, ‘What the hell is a little princess like you doing carving up game in the sticks? I’m gonna start calling you Bloody Mirika.’”

“I meant after that.”

Mirika had ignored that part.

It had been more than six months since she came to this undeveloped land. It had none of the conveniences she was used to, so she couldn’t afford to be a prim and proper princess all the time. She didn’t have time to respond to every frivolous comment or joke, either.

Every day brought new jobs to perform, and Mirika needed to show initiative and set a good example for her people—the ones developing this land with her.

“After that? Oh…” Zeonly Finroll, the Royal Sorcerer, was standing at the entrance of the shed. “I asked if you wanna go to the magic city of Dirashik with me— Hey, what’re you doing?!” he said.

Mirika had charged, approaching him with shocking speed—a product of her training as a knight. She was still holding the cleaver, with the blade pointing vaguely in Zeonly’s direction.

It was a terrifying sight. Zeonly, who had been through more than his fair share of fights, actually thought for a moment she would stab him.

Had he really done anything to deserve such hostility? He didn’t think he had, at any rate.

“Why are you going to Dirashik?!” Mirika demanded.

Unsurprisingly, she stopped and didn’t stab him. He was sure she’d simply been shocked by what he said and run over without thinking. She’d been so surprised she’d completely forgotten to put down the cleaver. That was all there was to it.

The blade was still pointed at Zeonly. Surely she wasn’t purposely threatening him. But it was hard to be sure…

“Geez… You scared me to death,” Zeonly said.

A small part of him was terrified Mirika had finally snapped in response to all his teasing. Her movements were sharp, and she’d caught him completely off guard. If she’d wanted to, she could have easily jammed the cleaver right into his gut.

Ever since coming to this remote region, Mirika had become even tougher. If the way she’d just charged Zeonly was anything to go by, she was already a capable swordswoman.

I should ease off the teasing, just in case, he thought. He’d nearly been stabbed. How terrifying. He didn’t think he’d done anything to warrant such a reaction, but he wasn’t completely blameless, either… He would have to be more careful.

“It’s a bit of a long story,” he continued. “Do you have time to talk?”

“…Not right now.”

Mirika was busy butchering an animal carcass, hence the cleaver in her hand. Such an activity was hardly conducive to an involved conversation. She probably couldn’t handle much more than small talk. But there was something she had to know immediately.

“Does it have anything to do with Kunon?” she asked.

“It sure does.”

In that case, it definitely wouldn’t be small talk. It would be best to wait until she could give the matter her undivided attention.



Mirika and Zeonly were in a region near Hughlia’s border that didn’t yet have a name. The land had been designated as Kunon’s future domain. Mirika had come in advance as his fiancée and future spouse to help develop the area.

As it happened, there were other circumstances at play that had forced her to flee the royal castle. But none of that was relevant at the moment.

“Did you finish exploring that area?”

“Sorry, not yet. Can you wait a little longer? There’s a hisai nest.”

“Hisai? That’s a kind of bird, right? Cool. Let’s go catch them and eat them.”

“I meant we should wait until they leave the nest! I want to study them in their natural habitat!”

“Oh, really? Then we’ll eat them after you study them.”

“We’re not eating them!”

Two Royal Sorcerers were fighting nearby. Members of their group visited frequently and seemed to treat their trips as little vacations. Regardless, they’d helped a lot—while spending half their time messing around, of course.

Thanks to them, a proper village had sprung up from nothing in only six months.

Mirika had to blame—er, praise the Royal Sorcerers for this amazing progress.

Finally free from the strict rules imposed on them in the royal castle, the sorcerers spent their time relaxing and acting as they pleased. Sometimes they would help with development; other times they would explore the surrounding area or craft some confusing structure, then leave without explaining what it was for.

They really were a huge help. They were, but… Mirika was a little stressed by just how quickly things were progressing.

“Please don’t overdo it,” she said to the two sorcerers arguing over eating the birds.

Glancing at them, she thought, Those two are back again? They were practically regulars at this point. One of them, a wind sorcerer, had probably accompanied Zeonly.

“Hey there, Princess Mirika.”

“Don’t worry. The last thing we want is to get banned.”

If they did anything excessive, she would ban them.

If they offended her, she would ban them.

If they caused trouble for the workers, she would ban them.

Though Mirika’s rules weren’t strict, she did enforce them, and she hoped they would keep the sorcerers under control.

“This place sure is peaceful, isn’t it?” said one sorcerer to the other.

“You’ve got that right. I’d love to spend the rest of my life taking it easy in a village like this.”

The developing domain was truly in the middle of nowhere. Mirika couldn’t see what her guests liked about it so much… Though she supposed the emptiness might appeal to people usually cooped up in the castle.

It would certainly be a pleasant place to visit. Living there, however, was a different story. It was way too inconvenient.

“I mean it, okay?” said Mirika. “Please… I know there’s a lot you haven’t reported to me.”

“……”

“……”

The sorcerers both averted their eyes.

After issuing that final warning, Mirika made her way back to the mansion. It was a grand estate that looked quite out of place in such an undeveloped area.

“There you are, Princess.”

When she entered, she found Zeonly drinking tea in the dining room.

“Tell me what’s going on,” Mirika said, pestering him to continue their conversation from earlier.

Laura, Mirika’s servant, began pouring the princess some tea.

Zeonly glanced at her and said, “Can you leave us?”

“This is about Kunon, right?” said Mirika.

“Yeah. I don’t want anything getting out.”

That was unsurprising. Zeonly had said he was going to Dirashik, and a Royal Sorcerer leaving the country was a big deal.

“In that case, she has a right to hear.”

“What?”

“She’s my personal servant. She is also my guard, and she goes wherever I do.”

“…Ah, so she’s also your monitor.”

Mirika was a bona fide royal. You might not have known it from the way she’d been carving up dead animals out in the wilderness, but she was a princess. Someone had to stay by her side at all times, watching and protecting her, making sure she didn’t cross the border in secret.

Laura had been assigned this task. Essentially, she was Mirika’s retainer and trusted confidant. So long as the princess remained loyal to her father, anyway.

“Fine,” Zeonly said. “Kunon just developed something absolutely insane. I’ve got orders from above to go handle it.”

Absolutely insane?

“Kunon…” Mirika sighed.

He’s done it again. He’s gotten involved in something our country can’t ignore.

She wondered if it was a new invention or some kind of magic tool. Whatever it was, he had made something important enough for the kingdom to send a Royal Sorcerer to meet with him.

“He never changes,” she said.

Kunon had just started his second year at magic school. And yet he was already forcing the country to act once again.

Her fiancé truly was special—occasionally to a bothersome degree.

“What do you expect?” asked Zeonly. “He’s my pupil. I was even more incredible as a student.”

“How nice. But…” Mirika tried to move the conversation along before the man could start bragging. “…is it really all right for me to go to Dirashik with you?”

“I got permission from the top. Your old man himself okayed it.”

That made sense. Mirika couldn’t leave the country without permission. Zeonly wouldn’t have offered to take her unless her father had given his approval.

“If you don’t want to, you don’t have—,” Zeonly said.

I don’t have to go? How ridiculous.

“I’m going,” she said immediately, not even letting him finish.

“That’s what I thought. I’ll fill you in.”

Zeonly explained the situation.

They didn’t have much time before they had to leave. They would depart within the next two days. As a Royal Sorcerer and a princess traveling incognito, they had to be quick. No one could find out they’d left the country.

That said, they could get away with causing a little trouble. They just had to get home before anything came out.

The problem was the duration of the trip. Zeonly had only been granted enough time to remain in Dirashik for a few days. And that was only if he got there as quickly as possible. They’d have barely any time before they’d have to leave again.

“That’s fine,” Mirika said.

After all, she would be able to see Kunon. It had been over a year since her fiancé had left for school. The self-proclaimed gentleman was always sending her unsettling letters full of anecdotes about all the girls and women he’d befriended.

She had to see him. There was no way she could pass up this opportunity.

It was about time she investigated all these female friends. In person. She was particularly interested in the so-called Saint. She didn’t know if the girl was his classmate or what, but it sounded like they got along very well. Too well. Perhaps she thought her status would let her get away with anything.

So what if she’s an important person in Saint Lance? I’m a princess.

…Actually, the Saint likely outranked Mirika.

Damn. I bet she’s really cocky, too.

Mirika wanted to at least introduce herself. The meeting might devolve into a fistfight, depending on the Saint’s attitude, but Mirika could just claim that was a perfectly normal friendship ritual for girls. Yeah, she’d show that interloper the consequences of messing around with another girl’s man. And she’d use her martial prowess to do it.

Although…

She didn’t want to think about it, but…

If Kunon had fallen for another girl, and he liked her more than Mirika…then she…

No. She wasn’t going to consider that.

She’d go to Dirashik and finally see Kunon again. And there were things she’d like to do in the city as well.

Declining the trip was simply not an option.



“I didn’t know you were here, Zeon.”

After Mirika left the room, Dario Sanz—a knight of the Third Order—and his colleague Ravielt Huus took her place. They had both come to this region from the capital on a special mission to protect Mirika. Ravielt, a woman, had been allowed to come along after pointing out that Mirika might have need of a female guard. They wore light equipment with a layer of dirt that made them look more like adventurers than knights.

“Yo, Dario,” said Zeonly. “I have a letter for you.”

“A letter?” Dario repeated.

Zeonly pulled an envelope out of his pocket and gave it to Dario. The knight immediately opened it and read it.

“Dirashik, huh…?” he said.

The letter was a royal decree. Zeonly could guess what it said without even looking at it. “You’re to accompany the princess if she decides to go, right?”

“Hm? Yeah… Pretty close. Have you told Princess Mirika?”

“Just now. She’s packing as we speak. It’s not like we’re going to sleep outdoors, though, so she shouldn’t need much. You should get ready, too. We’ll leave tomorrow unless something comes up.”

Ravielt spoke up for the first time. “Are you going somewhere, Dario?”

“I have new orders,” Dario replied. “I’m to go with Princess Mirika on her trip and keep an eye on Zeon.”

“A trip?”

“To Dirashik. We won’t be gone for long.”

“What about me?”

“You weren’t mentioned, so you’ll be staying here. Look after the land while I’m away.”

“Aww, man… You’d better bring me back some souvenirs, Dario.”

“Will do. Anyway…” Dario read the decree one more time, then looked at Zeonly. “It sounds like monitoring you is my main duty. I’m to prioritize that over guarding the princess.”

Zeonly wasn’t surprised. Mirika already had a personal servant to keep an eye on her and make sure she was safe.

“I’m supposed to pay special attention to your circle of friends,” Dario continued.

“My friends?” asked Zeonly. “Why the heck would you need to do that?”

“It says to ask you for clarification if necessary.”

Zeonly was at a loss. “I’m not sure what they want me to say. I went to magic school in Dirashik, so I have a ton of acquaintances there. I plan to visit a bunch of old friends and teachers. I haven’t been back in forever, so I’m really looking forward to it. Are you seriously gonna keep an eye on all of them? That’s a lot of people.”

Dario silently nodded. I’m well aware, he thought. Zeonly used to live in Dirashik, so it made sense he would want to see his old acquaintances and people who’d helped him out.

“Plus, my colleagues from the castle asked me to do all this shopping for them,” Zeonly continued. “Don’t they realize who I am? The great Zeonly, reduced to a lowly gofer.”

Dario silently nodded. Serves you right, he thought. Any man with a head as big as Zeonly’s needed to be humbled now and again. He was always causing trouble for the people around him.

“Can you think of any friends you particularly want to see?” Dario asked.

“Kunon. Duh,” Zeonly replied.

Kunon was the whole reason he was going to Dirashik. Obviously, he was interested in seeing how his pupil was doing. The boy was essentially family, but Zeonly supposed he counted as part of this so-called “circle of friends.”

“I wouldn’t even be going if not for him,” he added.

“Good to know. But I doubt Kunon is who I’m supposed to watch. Is there anyone else?”

Zeonly considered the matter. “…Not really. I have no clue who else the Hughlian leaders would be concerned about.”

They were the ones who’d sent him on this trip. It was their fault he was going out of his way to meet his pupil rather than the other way around.

Who else could they be interested in? …Wait.

Maybe there was someone. Someone very important.

“What about Gray Rouva?” Zeonly asked.

Gray Rouva, the world’s greatest witch, was known far and wide. Every sorcerer looked up to her. She appeared in countless lullabies, plays, and tall tales. Over 90 percent of sorcerers had read her book, Foundational Magic: Starting from Scratch. Zeonly himself had read it multiple times. It did a perfect job of explaining the fundamentals in a single volume and was essentially required reading for anyone who practiced magic.

It wouldn’t be surprising if the Hughlian government wanted to know what she was up to. Every leader in the world probably did.

“Uh… Y-you think so?” asked Dario, flustered. “Isn’t she way too big a deal?”

He wanted to deny it, but he had to admit she was a person of great interest. He didn’t have a magical bone in his body, and even he was curious about her.

“But you can see why they’d want info on her, right?”

“Yeah, but…do you plan on meeting with her? Can you meet with her?”

“I’m not planning on it, but anything could happen. There’s a chance she’ll want to see me. We do know each other.”

Once, during his time at school, Zeonly had even incurred her wrath. He’d been something of a troublemaker back then.

“…On second thought,” said Zeonly, “maybe you’re right. I doubt it’s her.”

Zeonly had met Gray Rouva, but not since he’d graduated. They hadn’t exchanged letters, either. It had been years since he left school. She might remember his name, but it was possible she’d already forgotten what he looked like. Gray Rouva was one of the most important people in the world. Compared to her, Zeonly was nothing. Could he consider such a figure a “friend”? He wasn’t sure.

“…Men can be so dense,” Ravielt said, glaring at the other two.

At first, she’d thought they were playing dumb. But soon, it became clear they were truly at a loss. Unable to take it anymore, she continued.

“When it comes to grown men, there’s only one kind of ‘friendship’ anyone cares about, and that’s the romantic kind. I’m sure they mean a woman.”

The two men looked at Ravielt, utterly dumbfounded. Clearly, the thought had never occurred to them.

“I bet they’re worried about an old girlfriend, or a woman he was close with or who he played around with and tossed aside,” she said. “Or perhaps a woman he considered a best friend but was never romantically involved with. They probably want to keep Master Zeonly away from anyone who might have some sway over his heart. If he reignites a past love, he might decide to stay in Dirashik indefinitely or run away with the object of his affections. Get it together, Dario. For someone so popular with women, you sure are thickheaded. It’s only a matter of time before you make another city girl cry.” Ravielt punched her colleague in the shoulder.

“S-sorry,” he said.

Normally, Zeonly would have made fun of Dario, but Ravielt’s words had distracted him.

“…A woman from my past, huh? I didn’t even think about that.”

She’s probably right. And if they’re worried about a woman, then… Yeah, I might have an idea who’s on their mind.

“Th-that reminds me, Zeon,” said Dario, actively avoiding Ravielt’s glare. “I heard a rumor you were close with a famous sorcerer called the Hexer of Doom.”

Zeonly clicked his tongue. “Damn it, man. Why’d I have to get so famous?”

Zeonly Finroll was known all around the world—not just for his skill and accomplishments, but also for being single and handsome. And as an enticing bachelor, he was a natural target for high society rumors. As a result, an obscene number of stories were always circulating, and they tended to be a mix of fact and fiction.

Fortunately, he was a Royal Sorcerer and had nothing to do with those gossiping about him, so he didn’t really care. But there’s a saying about rumors—even false ones contain a kernel of truth.

“I’ve heard that, too,” said Ravielt. “Her name is Aion, right? Your ex-girlfriend.”

“She was never my girlfriend,” Zeonly insisted. “But…you’re right. It’s probably her.”

After all, Aion, often known by her rather imposing title, the “Hexer of Doom,” lived in Dirashik and still spent her time in the magic school there. She was an excellent sorcerer and famous among those in the know. And any discussion of Zeonly’s past would be incomplete without mentioning her.

She was most likely the person Dario was supposed to keep an eye on.

“What’s your relationship with Aion?” he asked. “You can keep it brief.”

“Don’t ask,” said Zeonly. “I don’t wanna talk about women with you.”

“I feel the same way, but I have a job to do. I’ll have to stick to you like glue in the city, so I need to know what to look out for. If I’m ill-informed, I won’t know how to act.”

Zeonly couldn’t argue with that. Royal Sorcerers might have a grand-sounding title, but they had to follow their government’s orders. In reality, they were little more than public servants.

“…I don’t plan on seeing her, so I doubt we’ll meet.”

Visiting her sounded exhausting, and besides, she’d been very clear with him.

The next time we see each other, I will be the one to visit you.

She hadn’t yet fulfilled that promise, so Zeonly was still waiting.

“I want to hear, too,” said Ravielt. “Who wouldn’t want to know about the famous Zeonly’s love life?”

Oh brother, thought Zeonly. The female knight was way too excited.

“…Fine,” he said. “I’ll talk. But only a little.”

He was reluctant to go into it, but Dario was determined to do his job. The man had always been the serious type, so Zeonly doubted he’d be able to weasel out of this. He had no obligation to tell Ravielt, of course, but forcing her out of the room would be asking for trouble. She might snitch on him to Mirika, and then she would start pestering him. Just the thought was unbearable.

“I don’t wanna talk here. Let’s meet tonight in my room, where I can relax. With booze.”

He was going to need alcohol for this. He really didn’t want to discuss those days, but it seemed he didn’t have a choice.



The three of them split up. Then, later that night, the knights stopped by Zeonly’s room with booze and snacks.



Zeonly dimmed the lights and took a swig. He finally felt ready to talk.

“We moved in together the day we met,” he said.

“Huh?” Dario seemed surprised.

Ravielt did, too. “Wow, you started living together that quickly? You really were a player.”

Zeonly knew how it sounded. “Oh, come on, we had a good reason for it. Shut up and listen.”

And with that, Zeonly began his story.



He and Aion first met at the magic school’s reception desk.

Zeonly was entering the Advanced class, while Aion was about to graduate and go back home. It was just as their lives were set to move in opposite directions that their paths happened to converge.



“Wh-what did you…?”

The tall girl—Aion—was baffled by Zeonly’s words.

What did this boy just say? He wants me to live with him?

No, there was something even more important right now.

“…Umm… I-I can’t do magic…”

“…Huh?”

Aion told Zeonly exactly why she was leaving magic school—why she didn’t belong there. She didn’t intend to hide it.

“Why?” Zeonly asked on reflex. Then he shook his head. “No. You wouldn’t be quitting school if you knew the answer to that. Something must be preventing you from using your magic. That means you can’t cast curses, either, huh? Okay, we’ll start there. Our first task is to activate your magical abilities.”

“Huh? B-but…”

“I know it won’t be easy. From the way you’re acting, I’m guessing you’ve already tried pretty hard. But don’t worry.”

Aion’s gaze wavered with uncertainty. Zeonly met her eyes and stared into the curse crest in her left pupil. Then he spoke with complete confidence.

“I’m a genius. You can trust me.”

Overwhelmed by the intensity in his look, Aion gulped.

Time seemed to freeze, along with her very heart.



“Heeey.” The receptionist was calling out to him, sounding bored. “Hey, kid. Zeonly.”

“Yeah?”

“I take it you don’t want that dorm room anymore?”

Zeonly had come to the receptionist to fill out paperwork so he could move into a dorm. And yet, he’d just decided on the spot to live with Aion. But he didn’t regret that decision one bit.

“Yeah. Can you introduce me to a real estate agent instead?” he asked.

The dorm was on school grounds, conveniently close to all the school’s facilities. Living there would have ensured he had everything he needed as a student.

Members of the Advanced class were free to use those facilities however they wished, so technically speaking, Zeonly could live in the library if he wanted. Then he could read to his heart’s content.

He could picture it perfectly: reading all day long until he fell asleep, a book in his hands, then waking up and reading some more. Never again would he dread finishing the last page. When he was done, there would always be a plethora of new volumes in easy reach. Wouldn’t that be the life? The school’s administration probably wouldn’t appreciate that very much, however.

But none of that mattered now. He had just met a girl with a curse crest in her left eye—proof she was a hexer. And it sounded like she had a complicated magical problem. How could he possibly pass up this opportunity?

He could stay in the library overnight any time he wanted, but if he missed this chance with Aion, he would lose her. He had to prioritize.

“Uhh… Are you two really going to live together?” the receptionist asked.

“Yep,” replied Zeonly.

The dorm’s only advantage was its location. The school paid rent (though not living expenses) for Advanced class students, so finding another place to live would be trivial. He could simply choose a house near the school.

The receptionist turned to the girl. “What about you, Aion? Are you okay with that? …Oh, I guess I can let you figure that out.”

Aion wasn’t a student at the magic school anymore. Her place of residence was none of the school’s business, even if she was moving in with a boy she’d literally just met.

“Do you have your Advanced class student ID?” she asked Zeonly. “It should have been delivered with your results certificate.”

“Yeah, I do,” he said.

He had both his ID and the certificate. He’d come straight to the school after receiving them.

“Then take it to the real estate agency on the main street. You’ll be welcomed anywhere as long as you have your ID.”

“Got it! Thanks!” Zeonly said. After bidding farewell to the receptionist, he looked back up at Aion. “I’m Zeonly. One day, I’ll be known as a genius sorcerer. Nice to meet you.”

“O-okay…,” she mumbled, a gloomy look on her face. “I’m Aion, a dropout who can’t use magic…”

Zeonly grabbed her hand. “Call me Zeon! We’re friends, okay?”

“S-sure…”

It was just a handshake. Aion knew that. But something about the gesture unnerved her.



The pair headed to the real estate agency and began looking for a relatively large house to rent. All the while, Aion whispered helpful comments to Zeonly.

“That one’s close to the school, but far from the market…”

“The more rooms, the better… Sorcerers accumulate piles of magic ingredients and notes quicker than you would believe…”

“You’ll want a relatively large yard… That way, you can use it to practice…”

Zeonly had no experience living on his own and was honestly quite impressed.

“Hmm.”

He had thought he’d be fine with living anywhere. But now that he considered it, there were a lot of important factors to consider. The cheap inn he’d been staying at had come with its fair share of difficulties. He needed to choose his new place of residence carefully.

Still, he was grateful to the old proprietress, despite all the grief she’d given him. He hated owing people and would have to repay her eventually. That could wait until he found a source of income, though. He also needed to collect his belongings.

After consulting with an agent, Zeonly decided on a single-story house. It was a little big for two people, but he supposed that was better than it being too cramped.



Once everything was settled, Zeonly and Aion went straight to their new home. They inspected every inch of it, then met up in the living room.

The house had been recently cleaned, and its owners had clearly expected the renters to be students. It was fully furnished, with bedding provided.

There were four bedrooms in total. Zeonly had thought it was a bit big for two people, but again, that was better than the opposite.

“Umm, Zeon.”

Until now, Aion had mostly let Zeonly lead her around by the nose. Finally, she decided to speak her mind. After all, it seemed this boy was genuinely determined to live with her.

“Let’s…set a deadline,” she said.

“A deadline?”

“Yeah, umm…for my curses and my magic…”

Zeonly’s goal was to learn about Execration, the spell unique to hexers. Unfortunately, Aion couldn’t use magic. She didn’t know why herself. It made absolutely no sense. She had a curse crest in her left eye and a sorcerer’s crest on her body. And yet she couldn’t activate her magic.

Execration, a curse spell, was unique to hexers. Aion didn’t think Zeonly could learn to use it, no matter what he did. But they couldn’t even try unless they solved her problem first.

“I don’t want to waste your time… So let’s set a deadline. If you can’t solve my problem within the specified time frame, I’ll leave…”

Aion would work with Zeonly until then. She’d already decided as much on the way here. She had no reason to rush back home. It wasn’t like she wanted to return. She’d failed, so it would only be a painful experience.

Still, she couldn’t keep Zeonly too long. Time was finite. She didn’t want to decide in advance that any effort spent on her was worthless, but this was a promising new Advanced class student—his time was inconceivably valuable.

“Huh… That’s a good idea,” said Zeonly. “Let’s go with two months.”

“Two months?” Aion repeated.

“Yeah. I need time to get accustomed to school life and to investigate your condition. I’ll focus on that for the first month. Then I’ll spend the second month seriously tackling your problem. If we make no progress after two months, I’ll give up.” Zeonly turned toward Aion and bowed. “Give me two months of your life. I swear you won’t regret it.”

“…Okay.”

And so Aion and Zeonly began their life together. Incidentally, in two months, the house they’d chosen would be utterly destroyed.



“Oh hey. You’re Zeonly, right?”

A familiar voice reached Zeonly as he searched for books in the library. He studied the boy’s face for a moment and finally recognized him.

“…Oh, we took the test together.”

The magic school had started classes that very day. Zeonly had risen early in the morning and trekked straight to the library. He’d long dreamed of reading its books. In fact, his excitement was so great he’d barely slept. And now that he was finally there, he was overwhelmed by the sheer number of volumes available. The library’s scale surpassed his wildest imagination. But once he got over the initial shock, his excitement only multiplied.

He had to take a moment to calm himself. He wouldn’t get anything done if he let his enthusiasm get out of hand. He had a task to accomplish.

He was calmly searching for books when the boy approached him.

“It’s Soff, right?” he asked. “The wind sorcerer.”

They had met during the Advanced class exam. Only three students had attempted it, so it wasn’t hard to remember them.

“Yeah. We’re classmates now. I hope we can be friends.”

His looks and clothing suggested a good upbringing. Zeonly guessed he was a rich kid, possibly from a noble family. Status, however, didn’t matter in Dirashik.

“Yeah, back at you! Why don’t you kick off our friendship by helping me look for some books?”

“Huh?”

“I want all the technical books on magic ingredients in this section! Let’s see… I think around thirty of them should be enough. I’m not leaving with any less!”

“…Uh, are you serious?” Soff muttered.

Zeonly didn’t hear him; he had already wandered off to search for more books.

In only seconds, Zeonly had set Soff to work. Did the man have no shame? Soff already regretted speaking to him.

“You use intermediate magic?!” Zeonly exclaimed. “Aren’t you kinda young for that?!”

“Yeah, maybe a little,” said Soff. “What about you?”

“Not yet. I’ve only used elementary spells.”

“Huh. But I was impressed during the exam when…”

They were the same age, however, and shared a common interest in magic. Soon, they’d begun talking as friends.



“Th-thanks… Next time I’ll— Oof! I’ll help you.”

Books spilling out of his arms, Zeonly headed out of the library with Soff.

“…Do you want some more assistance?” Soff asked.

“Oh man, thanks, that’d be great. I’m about to drop these. I can barely move.”

Zeonly had gotten all the books he came for, but they proved far too numerous to carry. The stack in his hands was so tall that he couldn’t see in front of him. His arms shook from the weight, and he could feel the strain in his back. Why hadn’t he thought to bring a bag?

Then, all of a sudden, the weight disappeared from his arms.

“Huh? Oh, cool.”

The books had taken to the air and now floated around them. Soff was using his wind magic—an invaluable trick for carrying heavy loads. This should hardly have come as a surprise; the boy had qualified for the Advanced class. Spells like this were probably nothing for him.

“Thanks a bunch,” said Zeonly. “To show my gratitude, I’ll grant you the privilege of calling me Zeon.”

“Really? Well then, Zeon. Where are we taking these books?”

Soff was fine with helping, but he didn’t know where they were going. After coming this far, he figured he might as well accompany Zeonly to his destination. He could already fly, so long distances were no problem.

“I was thinking about exploring campus after visiting the library, but then I ended up with way too many books, as you can see. So I think I’m gonna go home for the day.”

“Huh? Already?”

It was the first day of school, and still early in the morning.

“I’ve got things to do. Plus, I wanna engross myself in these books. You saw that library, right? It’s wild. I’ll never run out of things to read.”
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“Yeah, I know how you feel.” Soff was equally excited. That was why he’d gone to the library so early, just like Zeonly. “Are we taking these back to your house, then?”

“No, wait a sec.” Zeonly held out his right hand and angled it toward the ground. Dirt rose up and formed a box with wheels—essentially a small wagon. “This should work. Go ahead and load the books.”

“Okay.”

Zeonly was an Advanced class student himself, with his own impressive spells.

“You were a big help, man,” said Zeonly. “Thanks. See you later!” He took off in a run, and the dirt wagon followed behind.

“…I had a feeling…” Soff smiled as he watched the other boy run off into the distance.

The wagon’s wheels were nearly silent. That was proof that, despite its crude appearance and the fact it was made of dirt, the wagon was intricately crafted. It was unbelievable that Zeonly had created it in only a few seconds.

Advanced class students are truly special, thought Soff. He’d expected as much, and now he’d seen it for himself. He felt both competitiveness and a desire for friendship well up inside him. As classmates, he and Zeonly would be seeing a lot of each other. He just knew they would push each other to greater heights.

But wasn’t he forgetting something?

“Ah.”

Soff thought back to what the receptionist had told him that morning.

There’s a tour for the Advanced class students today. You’re to meet up in front of the building where you took the written test.

Zeonly had already left. Would the receptionist stop him? In fact, hadn’t she told him already? It would be weird if she hadn’t.

In the end, there was nothing Soff could do. The tour was starting soon, so he decided to make his way to the meeting point.

Zeonly never showed up. He must have really gone home. Considering how excited he’d been, he’d probably rushed right past the receptionist, ignoring her attempts to stop him.



Zeonly headed to school early that morning and returned in no time at all.

“Well, then! Down to business!” he said, walking back through the door.

“W-welcome back…,” said Aion, perplexed. She’d just seen him off a couple hours prior, and he was already back.

“I checked out some books. I’m gonna be reading for a while, so don’t mind me.”

“Okay…”

Despite his speedy return, it seemed like he’d accomplished what he set out to do. Zeonly had been looking forward to using the library for so long, and his first trip had been quite successful. He’d brought back a ton of books. There were probably thirty of them.

“……”

Wasting no time, he sat down at the living room table and cracked open one of the volumes, a serious look on his face.

According to Zeonly, he didn’t have a teacher. Aion had only known him for a few days, but living together had given them plenty of opportunities to talk, and she’d learned a lot about him already.

Zeonly was born in a rural village in Hughlia, where he’d lived alone with his mother. He didn’t have a father. As a child, he’d been a perfectly ordinary village boy, until he suddenly awakened as a sorcerer—an event that dramatically changed the course of his life.

After that, the desire to pursue magic consumed him. Once he’d decided on his future path, he took every step he could to become a proper sorcerer.

Unfortunately, living in the countryside meant he had no one to teach him magic. A handful of technical books he found in the village’s small church were his only source of information on the subject. He deciphered the texts himself while learning how to read and did his best to improve his magical ability.

The church’s priest had been a sorcerer, but he was elderly and had a faulty memory. His attribute was also different from Zeonly’s, so there wasn’t much he could teach the boy.

Occasionally, a sorcerer would pass through Zeonly’s village, and he would use his paltry spending money to buy them a drink in exchange for a lesson or two.

Even as a child, he’d possessed an iron will and a bold attitude. And eventually, his efforts had led him here.

He claimed that instead of teachers, he’d had books. That was why he was so interested in the library, and why he’d rushed there as soon as he could.

Aion could see what set him apart from First and Second Level students. His appetite for learning was on another level. He was fundamentally different from her—a sorcerer who couldn’t use magic. He was truly worthy of the Advanced class.

“…Haah.”

But there was no use dwelling on such matters, so Aion decided to pass the time cleaning instead.

She and Zeonly had already decided on their roles as roommates. Aion’s job was to do all the chores. She didn’t mind; it wasn’t like she had anything else to do. Meanwhile, Zeonly would look for ways to activate Aion’s magic…particularly Execration.

She wasn’t getting her hopes up, but she would be happy if he succeeded. She had spent the previous year attempting the same thing on her own. She had worked tirelessly and consulted her teachers countless times. Yet all her efforts had been fruitless, and she’d eventually given up.

It was a terrible disgrace to possess a sorcerer’s crest and yet be unable to use magic. She even had a curse crest in her left eye, which made it obvious that she was a sorcerer. She’d begun to consider withdrawing to some sparsely populated village and becoming a hermit.

People always gazed at her with wonder and assumed she could perform rare magic, but when they found out she couldn’t, their looks turned to scorn. Didn’t they realize how hurtful that was to a sensitive child? Back then, she’d only been twelve years old.

And her striking height only made everything worse. Zeonly had assumed she was older than she was and was shocked to find she was only one year his senior. Apparently, he’d thought she was already eighteen. She was sick of everyone thinking she was ready to marry. She was only thirteen. Why had she grown so ridiculously tall? She didn’t even eat that much. It was like all the growth that should have gone to her magic had gone to her body instead.

She struggled with both her height and her lack of magic, and that had made her resentful. She’d begun to think of her curse crest as a literal curse.

And that was exactly why Zeonly’s words had pierced straight through to her heart.

Think of it as your final job as a sorcerer.

He’d said those words to convince Aion to stay and give him a chance.

She’d never had a job as a sorcerer. She couldn’t have found one if she wanted to. She’d put in so much effort to come to Dirashik and become a proper sorcerer, and yet she’d been about to leave with nothing to show for it but hurt and disappointment.

She’d felt worthless. And Zeonly had offered her another chance.

She didn’t care if he failed. Perhaps the experience would benefit him somehow. Even failure could lead to positive results somewhere down the line. Those results might be worth only a single necca, but they would give some value—some purpose to her time in Dirashik. That was all she wanted. If Zeonly could give her that, she didn’t mind spending two months with him.

Aion began cleaning as she thought.

She would not get her hopes up. She was only staying because Zeonly had asked her to.



“Anyway, that’s how Aion and I started working together. The end.”

““Huh?””

Abruptly, Zeonly ended his story, and he and his listeners were ripped from the Dirashik of the past and returned to the outskirts of Hughlia.

The two knights had been engrossed in the tale and were now thoroughly disappointed.

“Come on, Zeon,” said Dario. “What happened next?”

“What became of Aion?!” exclaimed Ravielt. “Was she able to activate her magic?”

“Obviously,” replied Zeonly.

When he’d met Aion, she couldn’t use magic. But now she was the famous “Hexer of Doom.” The curse crest in her left eye wasn’t just for show. It was a genuine indicator of her ability.

“Why are you so interested, Dario? All you need to know is what relationship I have with her, right?” That was exactly what he’d just described. “Well, that’s how we met. And I still know her today. We moved into that house right away and tackled her problems together. We’re friends…or maybe a little closer. But she is definitely not my girlfriend. That’s the extent of our relationship. Don’t assume anything else.”

Zeonly had already shared all he needed to.

“Nooooo. I wanna hear the rest,” wailed Ravielt. “If you stop there, I won’t be able to sleep tonight!” She might have been a little drunk.

“Then take a nap tomorrow,” Zeonly snapped. “Gimme a break, guys. If I went any further, I’d have to tell you all about Aion’s magic, our experiments, and other personal information I’m not supposed to share. What kind of friend would that make me?”

There was nothing Ravielt could say to that.

“Just so you know, I don’t have many friends,” Zeonly continued. “I want to treasure the few I have. I know what a pain in the ass I can be, so I’m eternally grateful to anyone willing to be my friend. I felt that way back at school, and the sentiment has only gotten stronger. Don’t make me betray her.”



The two knights left, and Zeonly continued drinking on his own.

“…Well, now I’m stuck on memory lane.”

After sharing the story of his meeting with Aion, he couldn’t help continuing in his mind.

He recalled the beginning of his first semester at magic school—the faces of his classmates, that girl who was so timid and quiet and tall. Though it had all happened over a decade ago, it was as clear in his mind as if it were yesterday.

Back then, he’d been a kid with a lot to learn. Now, that image of his younger self overlapped with that of his pupil, who was currently attending his alma mater.

…Truth be told, their images didn’t quite line up. Zeonly had been a terrible troublemaker. He was foul-mouthed and overconfident, and he’d made a lot of enemies. He was smart, but also incredibly stupid. His brash attitude had gained him a lot, but now he could see how much it had cost him, too. His pupil wasn’t so stupid. Though he was also a troublemaker, he wasn’t likely to draw as much ire as Zeonly had.

Alcohol dulled Zeonly’s mind, but it did nothing to stem the tide of memories flowing unbidden into his mind.

Oh, whatever, he thought.

So what if he drank some booze and reminisced now and then? Maybe it wasn’t such a bad thing to get sentimental under the stars.




It had been two weeks since Zeonly started his first semester at magic school, and every day, he followed the same routine.

“Welcome back… That was fast,” Aion said as Zeonly returned home.

No matter the weather, Zeonly would leave early in the morning, check out a wagon’s worth of books, return home well before noon, and read like mad. Now and then, he would stop to take notes or scribble out some thought or conjecture, then quickly resume reading.

That was all he did every single day. Soon, the table was buried in documents. After that, the papers were steadily transferred into a vacant room.

Aion was constantly struck by how different Advanced class students were. The books Zeonly read went way over her head, his concentration never broke no matter what she did around him, and he flew through books with amazing speed. There hadn’t been any kids as diligent as he was in First Level. She couldn’t even begin to guess how many books he had read in the last two weeks. It had to be a crazy number.

That day, he was sitting in his favorite reading chair, occasionally calling out to her.

“Hey, Aion. Your attribute is foul, right?”

“Y-yeah.”

Her inability to use magic meant she couldn’t be sure what her attribute was, but her crest was undoubtedly of the foul variety. Plus, all hexers had the foul attribute, so it was more or less certain.

“Obviously, you weren’t able to use foul magic. I assume you tried and failed to use elementary spells from all the other attributes, too, right?”

“Yeah…”

It had occurred to her that she might have a different attribute. She’d tried them all to no avail.

“Have you ever heard of anyone with a similar problem?”

“No… I talked to the teachers, and none of them had ever heard of a case like mine…”

“That’s what I expected…”

Sorcerers gained access to magic the moment a crest appeared on their body. After that, all they had to do to manifest a spell was say the words of the corresponding incantation. That was true for every sorcerer, regardless of the size and shape of their crest.

Aion’s case was truly bizarre. She didn’t just have a sorcerer’s crest; she also had a curse crest in her left eye. She was undoubtedly a sorcerer. And yet she couldn’t use magic.

“I can definitely feel your magic,” said Zeonly.

Aion was a sorcerer. That much was clear. The teachers had spent a good deal of time trying to determine what was wrong with her, but they’d never found any answers.

“You even spoke to Gray Rouva directly, right?”

“Yeah. She told me, ‘If you can’t, you can’t.’”

Gray Rouva was the world’s greatest witch. Aion had applied for an appointment with her, hoping she could solve her problem. When she didn’t hear back, she’d applied again. And again and again and again.

After half a year, she was finally granted a meeting. She’d gone to the witch and laid her heart bare. In response, Gray Rouva had uttered one sentence.

If you can’t, you can’t.

Those words had broken Aion’s heart.

If she couldn’t use magic, she couldn’t use magic. It was that simple.

Not even Gray Rouva had a solution for her. That must mean one didn’t exist. She had no choice but to give up, and so she did.

Her meeting with the witch had occurred near the end of the school year. Everyone else in her class had already passed their exams and were ready to advance to their second year. She had barely interacted with them; she always sat in the corner of the classroom. The others had probably thought she was the teacher’s assistant or something.

Aion had made no progress whatsoever in her first year of magic school. She was at a dead end and had no idea what else to try. That was when she’d decided to quit and leave Dirashik.

“…Something’s not right.” Zeonly screwed up his face and crossed his arms. “‘If you can’t, you can’t,’ huh?”

He recalled the interview he’d taken after his written exam. He’d passed through a classroom door into the darkness of night. What magic had that been? Teleportation? A spell to produce night? Zeonly couldn’t explain it, and that had excited his curiosity.

His interviewer ended up being none other than Gray Rouva herself—the world’s greatest witch, and a sorcerer who knew everything there was to know about magic. She was an immortal being feared by angels and demons alike, a living legend. When he’d realized who he would be talking to, he’d been ecstatic. But that didn’t matter right now.

“‘If you can’t, you can’t’…” Zeonly was stuck on the witch’s words. As he repeated them over and over, something tugged at his mind. “Hmm. I keep thinking…”

“What?”

“…Isn’t there something weird about what Gray Rouva said?”

“Sorry, I’m not following.” Those words had caused Aion a lot of pain. She wasn’t sure what else to say about them. “What do you find weird, Zeon?”

“I’m not sure what she meant.” Zeonly closed his book and looked at Aion. “What do you think she was trying to say?”

“I think she meant, ‘You can’t use magic, so give up’…” That was certainly what it had sounded like.

“Yeah,” Zeonly agreed with a smile. “But that means she knows, doesn’t it?”

“Huh…?” Knows what? What did he think Gray Rouva knew?

“‘If you can’t, you can’t.’ That’s what she said, right? But that doesn’t make sense.”

Aion was lost, but it sounded like Zeonly had come to some realization.

“Why did Gray Rouva do nothing after hearing about your unprecedented case?” he asked. “Don’t you think any passionate sorcerer would want to get to the bottom of your problem and solve it for you, like I’m doing right now? Why would a person more devoted to magic than anyone else in the world show no interest in you?”

Why? It made no sense.

Aion didn’t know how to respond, but Zeonly seemed to be on the verge of a major discovery, and the thought set her heart racing.

“Maybe she felt there was no need to solve your problem. That would explain her lack of interest. In other words, Gray Rouva already knows what’s keeping you from using magic.”

Aion had been trying for a whole year to find out why she couldn’t use magic—to determine the cause of her problem.

Could Gray Rouva already know? It seemed unbelievable.

“What do you mean?” Aion pressed. “How? Why wouldn’t she tell me?” She looked down at Zeonly in his chair, and he looked up at her.

“I might know why,” he said. “It’s too dangerous. You’re still a beginner without sufficient skill or knowledge, so telling you would have been risky. This is Execration we’re talking about. One mistake could lead to catastrophic results. In short, you’re not ready.”

Not ready? But then…

“If I can’t use magic at all, how can I ever be ready?”

Tears welled in her eyes. She was on the verge of breaking down. She had just spent a year at magic school in disgrace—the only sorcerer who couldn’t use magic. She’d made no progress whatsoever since the moment she awakened as a sorcerer.

Not ready? That was ridiculous. If anything, she was overdue.

“How can I improve my magic if I can’t use it in the first place?” she asked. “No amount of knowledge will matter if I can’t fix that…”

“You’re right,” replied Zeonly.

That was the heart of Aion’s dilemma.

How could she progress if she couldn’t even practice? No amount of study would benefit her if she couldn’t put what she learned to use.

“Give me a little more time,” Zeonly said, before returning to the world of books.

Aion, for her part, wiped her tears and went to buy groceries.



Three weeks into the new semester, a classmate barged into Soff’s room without knocking.

“Soff! I need some more money!”

It was Zeonly, and this was his fifth such request.

Soff was more than a little irritated. In only a few weeks, he had borrowed a classroom and started living the life of a sorcerer. He read books, performed whatever experiments tickled his fancy, and practiced his magic. His days were incredibly fulfilling, and his favorite part of his new life was the school library. Just the thought that there was as much magic in the world as there were books in that facility thrilled him.

But right now wasn’t the time to think about all that.

“I’d love to lend you more money,” said Soff, “but don’t you think you ought to repay me for the previous loans first?”

He had seen Zeonly a number of times since their initial meeting in the library. But usually when the other boy approached him, it was to ask for money.

“I’ll pay it all back once I get rich!” Zeonly bowed. “Please, I’m begging you!”

At least he was gracious. Soff was tempted to grant his request, but…

“I don’t know… I guess I don’t mind…”

Soff considered the matter. He was fairly confident his classmate would repay him eventually. Zeonly was already a superb sorcerer. Once he set his mind to it, making money would be trivial for him. Soon, the amount he’d borrowed would seem like nothing. He didn’t appear to enjoy owing people, either.

He’d said there was something he wanted to prioritize over working for the time being. Soff didn’t know what that was, but he did know that Zeonly was checking out loads of books every day and reading them all. To that end, he’d even skipped the new student tour. Surely he had some important goal he was working toward.

Soff felt certain that, as soon as his project was finished, Zeonly would replay him. Besides, even if he didn’t, Soff would be fine. He’d already secured an income.

“Come on, help me out!” Zeonly pleaded. “I need one million necca this time!”

“O-one million?! Why?! …Is this for food?”

“I need to buy raw materials and equipment! That stuff is super expensive, right? Well, I found a bundle for a huge discount! But I have to buy it now!”

Soff understood why Zeonly was asking for so much. Materials used for magic were expensive. A general set of basic items would indeed set one back around one million necca. What’s more, it wasn’t hard to find used magic equipment in Dirashik. Soff figured the bundle Zeonly had mentioned included both materials and equipment. The price seemed reasonable. It might even be half the market value. If true, it was a great deal. Soff was beginning to wish he’d found it himself.

“I really do want to lend you the money, but…”

He had the money. It was no big deal, really. But should he just keep lending sums like this to Zeonly?

“Please, man! I’ll repay you once I’m rich! I’ll help with any experiments you want as long as I have time! Putting me in your debt is the quickest way to a bright future!”

Soff was shocked the other boy could say a line like that with a straight face. He almost laughed.

“This is painful to listen to,” came a voice from the doorway.

Zeonly had left the door open, and another of their classmates had just strolled in.

“Hey, Ranciel,” said Soff.

Ranciel… Oh yeah, Zeonly thought. “You’re the girl from the test.”

Ranciel had taken the Advanced class entrance exam with them. Zeonly hadn’t seen her since, so it took him a moment to remember her.

She fixed him with a cold glare. “I think you mean the beautiful girl from the test,” she said. “A pleasure to meet you, Zeonly.”

Her correction threw Zeonly off, but he decided to ignore it. “You passed, too, I see. Nice.”

“I believe that’s my line. I initially thought you had failed. You skipped the tour, after all.”

“Tour? What are you talking about?”

“Huh? How could you possibly not know?”

“Oh, whatever!” said Zeonly, turning back to his other classmate. “Soff! Come on, gimme the money!”

That was the moment that year’s Advanced class students first came together.



Soff motioned toward chairs at a table and they all sat down. There was no reason to be so formal, but since both Zeonly and Ranciel had come to see him, Soff thought he might as well be nice.

Ranciel was from a country called Aumeule, far to the west of Dirashik. It was located across the sea on a whole other continent.

“Aumeule? That’s the Land of Scholars, right?” Zeonly had heard of it.

There were many countries beyond this continent, including ones Zeonly was unaware of. Either way, Ranciel had come quite far to attend this school.

“Yes. The Kingdom of Aumeule invests more into education than any other country in the world. It’s no surprise you’ve heard of it. It’s famous for a reason. I’m from a wealthy merchant family, and we’re quite well off.”

“Oh, I see. You’re an upstart.”

“And proud of it, too!” Ranciel said boastfully. “It took blood, sweat, and tears for my parents to climb the social ladder! They studied and worked harder than anyone and were rewarded with vast riches! The word ‘upstart’ is meant to be insulting, but I think there is no higher praise! Mom and Dad became exactly who they always wanted to be! They achieved their dreams! I am proud to be their daughter and to resemble my beautiful mother!”

That gave Zeonly an idea. “Then you’re perfect. Lend me some money. I need one million necca.”

“I can’t,” Ranciel replied.

“But you just said you’re rich.”

“My parents are rich. I don’t have any money. Without their backing, all I have is my beauty.”

Zeonly decided not to comment on that last part.

“Besides, you should really quit borrowing money so recklessly,” Ranciel continued. “Making money is hard work. And one million necca is a lot of money. That is far too much for a twelve-year-old to handle.”

Soff sighed. He’d had a feeling this would happen. Ranciel and he were friends, and he’d spent a lot more time with her than with Zeonly, who only ever showed up to borrow money.

Once, the two of them had discussed their other classmate. Ranciel had said, I haven’t met Zeonly yet. Have you seen him recently? And Soff had responded, I just saw him the other day. He comes to ask me for money sometimes. And then Ranciel had told him something very similar to what she’d said just now. To that, she always gave the same response: Quit lending people money so hastily.

She was quite strict when it came to financial matters; you could tell she’d come from a merchant family. Soff was impressed by her maturity.

“I’m short on time,” said Zeonly. “I’d work if I could. But I need to focus on something else, at least until the end of next month.”

“That’s your problem,” replied Ranciel. “Soff has no reason to support you.”

“And you’ve got no reason to interfere.”

“Oh, yes I do! I’m your classmate! People who are careless with money are careless in all aspects of life. Slobs like that wind up causing trouble for others! If this continues, it will only be a matter of time before I’m roped into it! As your classmate, I’m already associated with you. And I will not have your actions harming my reputation!”

She really had her life together. Soff wasn’t so sure people viewed classmates as a cohesive group, but he thought she’d made some good points.

“People will think less of Soff because of your slovenly behavior! Fortunately, my beauty will protect me!”

She was mature and shrewd. And apparently, she was also self-confident enough to feel safe from criticism.

“Calm down, you two,” Soff interrupted. “Zeon, I think Ranciel is right.”

“I know that,” Zeonly replied. “I don’t need Ms. Snootypants over here to tell me I shouldn’t be asking for money.”

Zeonly was self-aware, and it was that quality which made Soff feel relatively safe lending him money. He was probably telling the truth about having no time to work. He would have raised the money himself if he could have.

But ultimately, Soff had to agree with Ranciel. So he offered Zeonly an alternative. “I’m not lending you any more money, Zeon. Work as my assistant instead.”

“Your assistant?” Zeonly repeated.

“If you work with me from now until evening, I’ll pay you five hundred thousand necca.”

“…I know I’m asking a lot, but five hundred thousand isn’t gonna cut it.”

“I figured. So what if you gathered the other half of the materials yourself?”

“Huh? Myself?”

Soff turned to Ranciel. “You’ll come, too, won’t you? I’m guessing that’s the reason for your visit.”

“That would be wonderful,” she said, bowing.

She really was a mature girl.



Soff was supporting himself by gathering materials, hunting, and transporting cargo.

He had already learned how to fly and could travel quickly. That allowed him to make quick trips to distant locations that would take days to reach on foot.

He had decided to put that mobility to work and earn money by searching for valuable herbs and moving things from place to place.

At first he’d only been hunting and running a courier service, but then Ranciel joined him with a proposal: “If you take me to places where we can collect materials, I will split the profits with you fifty-fifty.”

She was knowledgeable about medicinal herbs and minerals and intended to support herself by collecting and selling them.

Ranciel had been thrilled to discover one of her classmates could fly and had decided to take advantage of that. She and Soff had negotiated, discovered that their interests aligned, and formed a cooperative relationship. She intended to work with him for the time being, with the goal of becoming independent in the future.

And now…

“All right, let’s get searching!”

…Zeonly had been added to the team.

Soff had flown them to a mountain peak far from Dirashik blanketed by a thick forest. Autumn had arrived, but the lingering heat meant the trees still had full, lush leaves. There was an abundance of healthy plants ripe for picking, and much wildlife as well.

“Can you tell which plants are valuable, Zeonly?” Ranciel asked.

“I only know common types! Help me out, Ms. Snootypants!”

“I’ll teach you if you stop using that silly nickname and call me Ranciel.”

“Please help me, Ranciel! And you can call me Zeon!”

“That’s more like it. Listen closely, Zeon…”

They were both strong-willed but openminded, and it looked like they would get along just fine. Soff was relieved; he really didn’t want to deal with them fighting.

“I’ll leave that to you two,” he said and left them.

Casually taking flight, he landed on the branch of a large tree.

“Fu-arari.”

The spell emitted a sound, creating reverberations in all directions and blowing through the trees like wind. It was meant to detect objects and creatures in one’s vicinity.

“Okay.”

Thanks to the spell, Soff now had a good grasp of the types of animals and monsters around them, as well as their locations.

“Where to start?” he muttered.

It was time to hunt.



Soff successfully killed a large deer and a boar, then returned to where he’d left his classmates.

“Back off, you uppity little brat!” Zeonly yelled. “I found this weed first!”

“No, I did!” Ranciel shouted back. “How dare you oppose a beautiful girl like me!”

“You’re not as beautiful as you think you are!”

“I am, too! My beauty shines brighter than all the jewels in the world! Did someone cast a brainwashing spell on you to alter your perception of reality?!”

“……”

They were fighting. Was a distant mountaintop really the place for this? Soff considered leaving them and going back to Dirashik alone, but he knew he couldn’t go through with it.

“All right, you two, settle down,” he said.

He stepped between them and pulled their hands off each other’s collars.

“Hey, Soff!” said Zeonly. “You won’t believe how greedy this girl is!”

Soff was well aware. Ranciel was mature, calculating, and greedy. That was her in a nutshell.

“Don’t listen to him, Soff!” Ranciel shot back. “This boy is a cocky brat who won’t acknowledge my beauty!”

Soff knew that, too. Zeonly was nothing if not cocky. Though he chose not to comment on Ranciel’s appearance.

“You can tell me the rest when we get back,” he said. “Then you can keep going to your heart’s content. So? How’d the material gathering go?”

Soff had spent the whole time hunting. He expected the game he’d caught to net him around seven hundred thousand necca.

“Check this out,” Zeonly said, opening a burlap sack to show off its contents. Soff had lent him the bag. It was now filled with herbs and rocks. “Unless greedy Ranciel here is lying to me, this is more than half a million necca’s worth of materials.”

“Very nice.”

It looked like Zeonly had done his job. Soff was going to keep all these materials for himself, though, so he intended to ask for a little more.

“What about you, Ranciel?” he asked.

“It went splendidly,” she replied. “Thank you as always, Soff. This was another wonderful day of foraging. Or it would have been if I hadn’t had to spend it with this rotten, blind brat!”

“Who’re you calling a brat?!” Zeonly shouted.

“I’m beautiful! Admit it!”

“What does that have to do with anything?!”

“Admit it!”

Soff watched as the two started arguing again. Maybe they weren’t so compatible after all. Though, truth be told, they didn’t seem completely at odds, yelling aside. He got the feeling they could learn to work together. Their differing personalities just meant they would clash a lot.

All that mattered to Soff, however, was wrapping up and getting back home.

The three of them continued gathering materials until evening, then returned to Dirashik.



“Oh, hello. You’re back late today.”

The sky was crimson when Zeonly finally got home. He usually left early and returned before the morning was over. It wasn’t that late, but this was unusual behavior for Zeonly. Aion had been anxious as she waited alone for him.

“Yeah, I went out material-gathering with my classmates. The trip was spur of the moment, so I was surprised, too. At any rate…” Zeonly dropped a big burlap sack onto the floor. “…I got everything we need. Let’s get started, Aion.”

“Huh…? Get started with what?”

“Solving your mystery. I’m gonna investigate your every nook and cranny.”

My…every nook and cranny?

Aion didn’t know how to respond to that. The…sensual phrasing made her blush furiously. She didn’t think Zeonly meant it that way, of course.

“Go ahead and strip for me,” he said.

“Huh?!” Aion gasped.

She might have misread him. Maybe he did mean it that way. He was only twelve, but he was still a boy. Maybe all boys were brutes.

…No, I’m overthinking this. Aion calmed herself.

From the day they’d met, Zeonly had only ever seen her as a research subject. She had been living with him for a few weeks now and could tell as much from his behavior and the way he looked at her. It was possible he didn’t even view her as a person. That was the degree to which he was obsessed with magic. Magic was his only concern.

“Umm… Where should I start?” asked Aion. “Above the waist? Below?”

“Eh?” Zeonly, who had been arranging an assortment of unfamiliar herbs and equipment on the table, glanced up at her. “Where’s your sorcerer’s crest? Show me that.”

“Oh, okay.”

So that was the reason he’d wanted her to strip. She had been overthinking things.

Her sorcerer’s crest was on her back.

She faced away from Zeonly and began unfastening her dress, her fingers trembling. She had never shown so much skin to a boy before.

“Hmm.” Zeonly looked her over. “You have a three-star foul crest.”

Aion’s heart was hammering so fast it hurt. Zeonly, however, sounded utterly devoid of emotion.

“That’s enough,” he said.

That was it? Wasn’t that a little…uneventful?
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They might have been children, but he was a boy and she was a girl. And here they were, all alone, and she was half-naked. It was inevitable something would happen…right? Or maybe not.

“Now face me,” Zeonly said.

“Huh?”

“I want a good look at your curse crest.”

“…O-okay.”

After observing the sorcerer’s crest on her back, Zeonly moved on to the curse crest in her left eye.

He was uncomfortably close to her. He’d said he wanted a good look, and he hadn’t been kidding. He stared intently into her eye at point-blank range. His gaze was intense; he was peering deep into its depths.

Aion found herself extremely flustered. But Zeonly showed no emotion at all. He carefully observed her, as serious as could be. It felt as though she were the weird one for being flustered.

“That’s definitely a curse crest in your eye,” Zeonly said, stepping away. “It appears to be floating slightly above your iris… I wonder if that’s an illusion produced by the crest inside you? The more I look at it, the more questions I have. Well, that’s enough.”

The way he dismissed her felt like a selfish boyfriend who invited her to his home only to quickly kick her out her as soon as he was done.

“You’re a hexer,” he continued. “There’s no doubt about that. Your three-star crest is legitimate, too.”

He seemed to have made up his mind about something. He paid no attention to Aion as she fixed her dress, head full of complicated feelings.

“I’m more convinced than ever,” he declared. “It’s weird that you can’t use magic.”

Aion agreed completely. Yet her mind was still filled with a strange sense of disappointment.

It wasn’t like she’d wanted something to happen, of course… There were steps a couple had to take first. She didn’t want Zeonly to make a move on her now. She would rather he spend two or three years building up to it, leaving their relationship in a constant state of will-they-won’t-they. For the time being, it would be better for them to maintain a proper distance.

“Okay, I’m ready,” Zeonly said.

He’d set mixing equipment and medicine made from herbs on the table. He’d finished so quickly that Aion hadn’t even had a chance to help. It wasn’t that she’d been distracted by her thoughts, mind you. Zeonly was simply that fast.

“What are you doing?” she asked. She recognized some of the ingredients and pieces of equipment, but not all of them.

“You’ve done a bunch of experiments over the last year, right?” Zeonly asked.

“Yeah.”

She’d done exhaustive research on her own and tried everything the teachers could think of. She had already told Zeonly all she could remember about her efforts.

“Over these past three weeks, I’ve really started to appreciate how brilliant the teachers here are. I had to read a ton of books to find even a few experiments they hadn’t tried… Most of them are really old or require dubious new technology, so it’s possible they’re aware of these techniques and simply dismissed them.”

Zeonly had spent the past three weeks preparing for this. He had made awakening Aion’s magic his mission.

“Okay,” she said, bracing herself.

She felt a little on edge after showing Zeonly her sorcerer’s crest. But she had witnessed his hard work firsthand and seen how diligently and earnestly he approached his research. She couldn’t repay his efforts with insincerity.

Aion wasn’t conceited enough to think he was doing all this for her, of course. His goal was simply to learn about her magic. And she was fine with that.

“What do you want me to do?” she asked.

Aion had one task: cooperate with Zeonly’s experiments.

She would do whatever it took until he was satisfied.



“We’ll start with this,” said Zeonly.

He had set a large piece of paper on the table with a complex magic circle drawn on it.

“This approach adapts an old ritual involving astrology. Apparently, it was originally used to pray for rain. It allowed non-water sorcerers to use water magic.

“From our perspective, it’s a primitive conversion ritual for the four major magical attributes. It’s really old. It’s also extremely inefficient compared to more modern equivalents designed with our current understanding of magic. To be honest, the effect is pretty underwhelming for the amount of valuable materials it consumes.”

Zeonly sprinkled red powder onto the center of the magic circle as he excitedly explained the experiment.

“We’ll perform the first part of the ritual now. I want you to draw a magic circle with the rubid powder I just put on the paper.”

“Huh?”

He wanted her to draw a magic circle? Even though she couldn’t use magic?

“Don’t think too hard about it. All you have to do is dip your finger in the powder and trace the circle already drawn on the paper.”

“Okay… What will happen?”

“Just try it. You’ll see.”

“…A-all right.”

Don’t use spells or touch magic materials you don’t fully understand.

That was an ironclad rule taught to every sorcerer early in their studies. Aion had learned it in her First Level classes.

Without proper knowledge, you couldn’t anticipate when magic would cause something to combust, explode, or spawn a gust of freezing-cold air. Magical accidents were extremely dangerous. Instant death was common. You could be ripped to shreds, beheaded, or splashed with chemicals and liquified…

“Any day now,” said Zeonly.

“O-oh, right.”

Aion’s teachers had all urged caution. In order to protect their inexperienced students from doing anything rash, they’d told them about all sorts of horrible accidents. Those memories made Aion hesitate, but Zeonly was insistent.

Well, this was originally just an application of astrology. I doubt it’s all that risky.

“Okay, I’m ready,” said Aion, firing herself up. “Here we go.” She pressed her right index finger into the red powder.

“……”

It was kind of hot. Though not enough to burn her, it was warm to the touch.

“Do you feel something?” Zeonly asked.

“Yeah… It’s hot.”

“For real?”

“What does that mean?”

“Go ahead and trace the magic circle.”

Aion dragged her finger along the paper as instructed.

“…!”

Then, something unexpected happened: The powder turned gray, a stark contrast to its former deep red. The remnants on her finger were still the original color. What’s more, the gray powder appeared to be glowing.

…Hold on, she thought. “Wh-what… Why?! How?!”

Aion was baffled. This was clearly a magical reaction.

Magic had always been completely inaccessible to her, always out of reach. And yet…there, on that paper, something had reacted to her magic for the very first time.

She’d anticipated a burst of joy, but instead, she only felt shaken.

“That’s what I thought.” Oblivious to her feelings, Zeonly began scribbling notes. “You’re definitely producing magic. That much is clear. By the way, that powder changes color depending on the attribute of the sorcerer drawing the circle. Gray powder means foul, which means your attribute is what we thought it was.”

Aion was undoubtedly a sorcerer.

So many people had doubted that fact, suggesting her curse crest and sorcerer’s crest were some kind of mistake. Some had even accused her of faking the one on her back with a tattoo and exaggerating a simple pattern in her eye. Even she’d had her doubts.

But right here, right now, she’d finally established proof of her magic and found someone who acknowledged her as a sorcerer.

Oh no. I feel like I’m going to cry.

“H-hey, what’s wrong?” asked Zeonly. “Did something happen?”

In fact, the tears were already rolling down her cheeks.



Guess we need to take a break, thought Zeonly.

He wasn’t sure why, but Aion had suddenly started crying. He was itching to try some other things, but it seemed better to wait for now.

…This isn’t my fault, is it? Did I offend her somehow?

With nothing else to do, he decided to start preparing the next experiment.

“…Hmm?”

He was about to clean up the astrology paper when he froze.

It was flickering.

It was hard to see, but the rubid powder Aion had touched was slowly pulsing. It was so faint that you could hardly tell.

What did that mean?

Zeonly knew from his research that rubid powder changed color depending on the attribute of the caster touching it. It was a magical reaction observed during the old ritual used to pray for rain when a sorcerer converted their attribute to water.

The powder turned purple for fire magic and dark brown for earth magic. It reacted to each attribute with one specific color. If the caster’s attribute was foul, it would turn gray. That had occurred when Aion touched it, just as he’d expected.

Aion couldn’t cast spells, but she had magical ability. The rubid powder’s reaction was proof of that.

Zeonly’s first goal had been to establish without a doubt there was nothing wrong with Aion’s magic. He had set up this experiment for that purpose and achieved the expected result. He’d assumed his next step would be helping her figure out how to use her magic… But then this happened. He’d never heard of rubid powder reacting this way.

It was flickering between two different colors. But what did that mean? Did she possess a second attribute—one other than foul? Was the flickering a reaction to that?

“No,” he muttered.

That was wrong. A sorcerer could only have one magical attribute. Mixtures didn’t exist. Such things were impossible.

“…But she’s a hexer.”

…Or at least, they weren’t supposed to.

But Aion was no ordinary sorcerer; she was a hexer. Hexers had access to special magic no other sorcerers could use. Could that be the reason for the powder’s reaction?

But even supposing Aion did have two magical attributes, why would that prevent her from using magic?

“…Are the attributes reacting to each other?” he muttered. “Could they be in conflict?”

It was true that magical attributes could be compatible or in conflict with one another. Fire was strong against water, for example.

But these days, such things had ceased to be of much concern. In modern magic, a sorcerer could easily win a fight regardless of disadvantage simply by employing a good strategy. That was a result of standard magic waning and so-called “distorted magic” coming to the fore. Now, method was everything.

That said, attributes still had relative compatibility. The quality of each attribute’s magic made it strong or weak against others. Even if one could mostly ignore these rules, that didn’t make them disappear.

And if Zeonly took this compatibility question into account, it was possible Aion’s foul attribute was clashing with a second one, thus preventing her from using magic. In short, when she tried to cast a spell, her other attribute got in the way.

It was certainly a possibility.

“I can’t believe this…”

He was aware the theory was unconventional, but he felt it made sense. He’d spent the past few weeks doing exhaustive research on the laws of magic, and this line of thought was perfectly consistent with them.

This just got very interesting, Zeonly mused with a smile.

This was why he always trusted his gut. Latching on to Aion the moment he saw her had been the right call.

He was now convinced Aion had two attributes. If he could prove it, he’d have made a major discovery that would uproot the foundations of the magical world.

Further study of Aion’s condition might even help Zeonly acquire a second attribute for himself. Even if he didn’t, it hardly mattered. So long as he could make some small contribution toward understanding the mysterious power that was magic, that would be enough for him.

“Oh.”

Then, all of a sudden, Zeonly realized something, and his heart plummeted.

“…This isn’t a new discovery, is it?”

If you can’t, you can’t.

…Gray Rouva already knew.



“…Zeon?”

Aion had finally stopped crying. Now she was watching Zeonly as his expression cycled between solemn and elated. He must have been deep in thought.

Now he looked dejected. “…This isn’t a new discovery, is it?”

Aion didn’t know what he meant, but right now, that didn’t matter.

“Hey, Zeon,” she said. “What are we doing next?”

Zeonly had just helped Aion feel like a sorcerer for the first time in her life. Before, she’d refused to get her hopes up. But now things were different.

If she stuck with him, she would become a sorcerer. It was no longer just a possibility—now, she was sure. She would definitely become a sorcerer!

This boy was a genius. He would figure it out. She trusted him completely.

“Huh?” he asked. “Oh yeah… Good question.”

Aion was perplexed. Zeonly actually looked discouraged.

“Wh-what’s wrong? Why do you sound so uncertain?”

What had happened to his unshakeable confidence?

“Well, this isn’t a new discovery, so…”

“What isn’t?”

“My theory that you have two magical attributes.”

“…!”

What?

Did I hear that right? Did he really just say something absolutely crazy like it was nothing? And why does he sound so depressed?

If true, a discovery like that could tear apart the world’s understanding of magic.

“I think Gray Rouva already knows why you can’t use magic,” Zeonly said.

“Who cares about Gray Rouva right now? How did you arrive at that conclusion?! Tell me! My future is at stake here! Don’t you see?!”

“O-okay, I get it. I swear. Just stop shaking me. You’re hurting my neck.”

Aion had grabbed Zeonly’s shoulders and started shaking him. She’d done it all on reflex, but it seemed to have snapped him out of it.

“You don’t have get so rough. You’re gonna hurt— Hey, I’m sorry, okay? Just stay over there for now.” Zeonly pushed Aion away as she reached out to shake him again. Then he continued, chin resting on his hands. “I think you have two attributes, and they’re clashing with each other, preventing you from using your magic… That’s my hypothesis, anyway.”

How in the world had he arrived at that conclusion?

“I have two attributes?”

“Look at the powder.” Zeonly pointed at the paper. “It turned gray, right? That’s a reaction to foul magic. But… if you look closely, you’ll see it’s slowly flickering.”

“Oh… It is.”

It was hard to tell, but the powder was definitely flashing in a steady pulse.

“I think that might be a reaction to an attribute other than foul.”

“Do you mean…? Can I cast spells from two different attributes? Like foul and fire or foul and water?”

“If the powder flickers, it indicates light magic, making your combination foul and light.”

Light? Foul was already a rare attribute. And now it seemed Aion had two. Her knees wobbled, causing her to slump.

“Ha…ha-ha…”

Just one month prior, she had been so depressed. Her inability to perform magic had broken her heart and driven her to leave school. Little did she know, not only was her foul crest the real deal, but she had an additional rare attribute on top of it.

Two attributes. Was this some kind of bad joke?

Actually, the fact that it wasn’t a joke was somehow worse. She might have gone her entire life without knowing the truth. How was she supposed to find out when she couldn’t even activate her magic?

“I know! It’s so depressing,” said Zeonly. “This big revelation isn’t even new. Gray Rouva already knows about it.”

But that was the last thing on Aion’s mind.

“…So?” she said.

“What?”

“How do I activate my magic?”

“I dunno.”

So he still doesn’t know?

Well, I guess discovering the shocking truth is enough for now.

There was light at the end of the tunnel. Aion had received definitive proof she was a sorcerer. She should be able to manage the rest on her ow—

“But I do have a few ideas,” said Zeonly.

“I knew it.”

“Huh?”

“I knew you’d say that.”

This boy was a genius. He’d said as much himself, and he had the talent to back it up.

Aion trusted him. She didn’t care what anyone else said; she had total faith in Zeonly.



“Hmm-hmm-hmm. ♪”

A few days after learning for certain she was a sorcerer, Aion found herself humming. She was in a great mood. Cleaning, laundry, and even shopping now felt fun. How could she not enjoy making food for her treasured roommate?

She was a sorcerer. A sorcerer.

That thought alone filled her heart with joy.

She still couldn’t cast spells, but she was clearly making progress. After all, she had Zeonly. As long as he was helping her, she would eventually learn to use magic. She was certain of it.

Zeonly’s routine had changed since he’d formed his hypothesis about Aion’s condition. Rather than spending the morning at the library and returning before noon to read, he now left early and stayed out until the afternoon or evening. Aion was sad to be spending less time with him, but she didn’t want to get in his way.

They had only been living together for around a month, but she had already grown accustomed to being with him. She wouldn’t mind if these fulfilling days lasted forev—

“Hello? Is someone there?”

A knock at the door sent her joyful mood crashing back down.

“Coming!”

Other than solicitors, this was the first guest she and Zeonly had received since moving in together. Had they come for him? She had to be careful not to offend them.

“Ah, greetings,” said a petite girl. “Are you Ms. Aion?” Actually, she was probably a typical height for her age. Aion was just so tall that the other girl appeared tiny.

“Yes, I am…,” Aion replied.

“Good, good. This is Zeon’s house, then?”

Zeon’s house?

“It’s not.”

“Huh? But you’re Aion, right? Zeon lives with you. Wouldn’t that make this his house?”

“It’s not Zeon’s house. It’s our house. Mine and Zeon’s.”

“Ah… Right. My mistake…”

“……”

“……”

An awkward silence settled between them. Neither knew what to say. Or perhaps that wasn’t true for Aion. After all, she had made the atmosphere uncomfortable on purpose.

The shorter girl was clearly Zeonly’s age and seemed overly familiar with him, judging by her use of the nickname “Zeon.” Aion didn’t like her. She didn’t know what kind of relationship the two of them had, but only she got to call him Zeon. Her, and her alone.

This girl’s very existence offended her.

“Ranciel, did you find the house?”

Another visitor approached—a well-mannered boy around Zeonly’s age.

“Oh, Soff,” replied the girl. “You’re here. Yes, I think so.”

“Have you met Aion? Oh, that must be you,” said the boy, looking up at Aion. “We’re Zeon’s classmates. We agreed to meet him here. He said he had some shopping to do, so we went ahead.”

So these were Zeonly’s classmates, his friends from the Advanced class. In that case, she had to greet them.

“Thank you for always taking care of Zeon,” she said. She was hoping to emphasize her status as his dear roommate—someone close to him.

“It’s a pleasure to meet you,” Soff replied.

“Huh? You guys are already here?” said Zeonly, approaching from behind. “Go on in.” He turned to Aion. “Hey, Aion. We’re gonna be talking for a while, so can you make tea for us?”

“Sure,” she replied.

Aion was happy to make as much tea for Zeonly as he wished. She would rather not make any for the girl, but if she was Zeonly’s guest, then so be it. Still, she didn’t have to like it.



Aion imagined she would be seeing more of Soff and Ranciel, so she made an effort to remember their names and faces.

She introduced herself properly, shocking Zeonly’s classmates when she admitted she was only a year older than him. They’d assumed she was much older because of her height. It was a reaction she was more than used to by now.

Later on, the three Advanced class students sat down at the table to talk.

“You’re saying my debt is one million and three hundred thousand necca?” said Zeonly. “…Holy moly, that’s a lotta money.”

Aion listened in while cleaning nearby.

“Yeah. That’s why we’re here,” said Soff.

They were talking about how much Zeonly had borrowed. The total was absurd.

“Are you sure it was that much?” Zeonly asked.

“I am. I gave you money six separate times. Maybe seven. I didn’t write any contracts, but I remember the amount.”

Multiple occasions? One million and three hundred thousand necca? Aion assumed the money had gone into magic ingredients, mixing equipment, and living expenses. She hadn’t really thought about where he was getting his funds. It seemed the source was his classmate’s wallet.

“Why didn’t you make him sign any contracts?” Ranciel demanded, glaring at Soff.

Soff merely shrugged. “I guess I’m just not worried he’ll stiff me. Part of becoming an elite sorcerer is learning how to make money, after all.”

“I know that,” replied Zeonly. “I’ll be sure to repay you with interest.”

“You do not need to pay him interest,” said Ranciel, now glaring at Zeonly. “Did you promise Soff that when you borrowed the money? If not, don’t do it.”

This girl seemed incredibly responsible with money.

“Yeah, I don’t need interest,” agreed Soff. “You can take your time paying me back, too. But I want you to prove to me you’re making an effort. I don’t care about the money. I just don’t like having someone in my debt. Especially a classmate.”

“Got it,” Zeonly said, nodding deeply. “I should be spending less time on my project from here on out, so I’m considering finding work. I can’t keep borrowing money every time something comes up, after all. I’ll start paying you back soon. I doubt I’ll be able to do it all at once, but you’ll get your money.”

Zeonly gave his word without arguing. It sounded like he’d always intended to pay Soff back.

“One million and three hundred thousand necca is a lot, though.” He sighed. “I didn’t realize I’d borrowed that much.”

The “project” Zeonly had mentioned was probably his work with Aion. She felt guilty and touched at the same time.

“I feel bad adding it all up like that,” said Soff, “but we’re about to go through a big life change. I was hoping to clear up any lingering concerns.”

“Oh, you’re talking about factions, aren’t you? Which one are you joining?”

“I’m staying openminded, but probably Ability.”

“Interesting. What about you, Ranciel?”

“I’m thinking Rationality,” she replied.

“Wow. You’re both close to a decision,” muttered Zeonly. “I wonder which one I should join.”

When the topic shifted from financial matters to less serious business, Aion quietly moved away. Zeonly was talking about school with his classmates. Despite spending a year in First Level, that was something Aion had never experienced.

She had wanted so badly to make friends and talk about magic with them, but she’d never managed it. And now that she’d quit magic school, she never would.



Aion returned to her room and spent some time reading one of Zeonly’s library books.

“Hey, Aion! Come here!”

When she heard Zeonly call for her, she got up and went to the living room.

“What happened?” she asked.

She was surprised to see Soff and Ranciel had left. More time had passed than she’d realized.

“Sit down,” said Zeonly.

“Okay… By the way, what is your relationship with Ranciel?”

“Huh? Where the heck did that come from? Did I not tell you we’re classmates?”

Given his response, it didn’t seem like he had any personal feelings for her.

Thank goodness!

“Anyway, I have something important to tell you. I’ve finally made preparations to help you use your magic.”

“You have?”

“I’m confident this will work.”

I knew he was a genius.

“It won’t work right away, though,” he added. “I want you to take it slow.”

“I’m okay with that.”

The idea of “taking it slow” was music to Aion’s ears. She hoped it would keep them living together for as long as possible.

“Here’s what I’m thinking. Right now your two attributes are in conflict, thus preventing you from casting spells. We need to do something about that. I might be wrong, but for now, let’s assume I’m not.”

Aion nodded.

“I want you to transmute your magic power.”

“…Transmute?”

Aion had learned about transmutation early in First Level. According to theory, when a sorcerer used magic, their inherent power transformed to better meet their intentions.

But if Aion couldn’t use magic, how could she even start?

“I know what you’re thinking,” said Zeonly. “You can’t transmute if you can’t use magic. But that’s where you’re wrong.”

“What do you mean?”

“You can’t cast spells, but you can produce magic. We just proved that with our last experiment. What do you think will happen if you keep using your power like that?”

“…I don’t know, what?”

Aion couldn’t even guess… She felt like Zeonly had a much better understanding of her condition than she did, even though she was the one living with it.

“You’ll transmute your magic, upsetting the balance between your two attributes. Either that, or you’ll cause them to assimilate… But I seriously doubt that’ll happen. I predict that instead, they’ll learn to coexist. Either way, your power should gradually become more suitable to casting spells. And when that happens…”

“I’ll be able to use magic?”

“Yeah.” Zeonly nodded confidently.

Aion had long since decided to place her faith in him. Her choice was already made.

“What do I need to do?” she asked.

Would she have to keep using powder to draw magic circles? Apparently that made use of her magic.

“Alchemy,” said Zeonly.

“…You mean like making gold?”

“That’s the ancient version of alchemy. A friend of mine—well, you’ve met her; it’s Ranciel—says alchemy is really advanced in her homeland. Modern alchemy is more applicable to everyday life.”

Aion did not appreciate hearing Ranciel’s name, but this talk of alchemy interested her.

“It’s mainly used to strengthen medicinal herbs, imbue materials with magical properties, and so on,” Zeonly continued. “The effects can be big or small. I’m thinking it might be quite profitable. Ranciel’s already using it to support herself, so I thought I’d give it a go while I study. I’d like you to help me.”

“I’m in.”

“It’s not an ordinary field of magic, and it will use up a fair bit of your powers… Wait, did you just say you’d do it?”

“Yep. That sounds good to me. Let’s do alchemy together.”

Aion would do anything Zeonly recommended. She didn’t care if it was profitable or not.



A few days later, their house blew up.

As it turned out, alchemy was a little more complicated than they’d thought.
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Afterword


Good evening. I’m Umikaze Minamino.

Volume 6 of Kunon the Sorcerer Can See has been released with the refreshing late summer wind at its back. As I write this, however, the horrible summer humidity has yet to set in.

We’ve finally reached Volume 6. You can’t get to Volume 6 without writing five other volumes first. It’s important to let things build. Even famous series that have over one hundred volumes like KochiKame, One Piece, and Case Closed were once on Volume 6. Each one of them, without exception, passed through that benchmark. Now this series is at the same spot. What do you think of that? You might say that this series is the same as KochiKame, One Piece, and Case Closed were when they were on Volume 6. I’ll let you decide that for yourself, but I’ll say it again: I’ve reached Volume 6, just like all those famous series did. That’s good, right? Right?



It’s the end of May 2024 as I write this.

I’ve actually been working on a different manuscript almost simultaneously with this one. The schedules overlapped perfectly. It was kind of astonishing.

I had to write a lot of extra material for both projects. Though the two stories are based on web novels, about half the material for the published versions is new.

As a result, my April was extremely busy. I almost cried when I learned what my schedule would be like. While I was writing the manuscripts, I really did cry. I was also working on the web version of Kunon at the same time. I was bawling, I tell you.

I had hardly any time for video games. I was only able to manage keeping up with my dailies in the mobile games I’m playing.

I’m really sad I didn’t finish Unicorn Overlord. I stopped after the girl got abducted in the prologue.

I haven’t been keeping up with new releases, so I haven’t bought anything recently. I wonder what’s come out. I’m really curious.

But it was during this busy period that I finally bought a PS5! It’s still in the box, though! I think I bought it as a kind of escape! But I didn’t open it!

Anyway, I really suffered for this sixth volume. I hope you enjoyed it.

By the way, I didn’t buy the scallops. I said in the last afterword I might buy some in the winter, but I didn’t. I got frozen shrimp instead. They’re really easy to cook. I was more than satisfied. They’re a great topping for just about anything. I think this might be the era of shrimp. I made Naporitan with them as well, of course!



As always, I’d like to thank Laruha for all the wonderful illustrations.

Were you all looking forward to them? I certainly was. I was really curious how they would turn out.

There’s finally a picture of Aion. She looks fantastic. I really mean it.

After letting Zeonly lead her by the nose and having all sorts of experiences, Aion is still around during Kunon’s time. In this volume, she appears in the past, but I’m sure you’re all wondering what she’s doing in the present. Me too! In fact, I bet no one’s as curious as I am.



To La-na, who is responsible for the manga version of this story serialized in Monthly Comic Alive, thank you for always making that take on the story so enjoyable.

In fact, Volume 4 of the manga was released right around the time I’m writing this afterword. Huh? You didn’t know there was a manga? Well, go check Amazon!

When I saw La-na’s tastes exploding onto the page in the manga’s afterword, I have to admit it caught me off guard. I’d been curious who his favorite character was, but his choice really surprised me.

Well, he—or she—is certainly cute. I can’t blame him. There really are people who just draw others in, whether they wish to or not. Cuteness is like an evil power that entices people.

Cuteness is justice.

Cuteness is justice!

He also drew the cover illustration for the 2024 June edition of Monthly Comic Alive. Check it out if you haven’t seen it!



To O, my lead editor, thank you again for all your revisions.

This volume needed more new material than ever, so I’m sure you were anxious.

I’m always stressed out, worrying I’ll get writer’s block. But as the editor, I’m sure your stress levels are much higher. I’m glad it worked out for both our sakes. It would have been a disaster if I’d failed to complete this manuscript. I’m sighing in relief as I write the afterword.

I’m gonna enjoy this time—the brief interval when I don’t have to worry about any deadlines…

I think I’ll start by rescuing that girl who was abducted in Unicorn Overlord…




Lastly, to my readers.

It’s thanks to you all that I’ve reached Volume 6.

There’s an English version now, which I’m grateful for. I know it’s unlikely, but it’s possible a Hollywood actor is reading this book. That’s amazing to think about.

The web novel readers will know this already, but there’s still a lot to come! This and that thrilling scene, more about the Saint, and all sorts of characters novel readers have yet to meet! I hope we can get there and you all will stick around.



Until Volume 7, which is sure to be released!




Thank you for buying this ebook, published by Yen On.

To get news about the latest manga, graphic novels, and light novels from Yen Press, along with special offers and exclusive content, sign up for the Yen Press newsletter.

Sign Up

Or visit us at yenpress.com/newsletter-signup
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