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      Chapter 1: News of an Exchange Student


      Sprawled beneath a tree in the mountains that stretched far and wide behind my house, I clutched my foot in desperation.


      I had just twisted my ankle after I tried to climb the tree and fell. My ankle was throbbing and I couldn’t walk properly. As if that weren’t bad enough, as I lay there, the sun was steadily setting. This was my own fault for coming here to practice climbing trees by myself, but there was a reason I’d done so.


      I grew up with two older brothers. Partly due to the fact that my eldest brother was a lot older than me, he was always kind. The problem was my second eldest brother. This brother and I were always treated as some kind of pair, ever since we were little, but because he was born a few years earlier, he always achieved things well ahead of me.


      That was even true of climbing trees. Although my grandpa had taught me how to climb first, my brother—having started later—got really good in no time at all. Before I knew it, he was scampering up trees like a monkey.


      Wanting to be like him, I practiced climbing, but never seemed to get any better. He teased me about it too. That really irked me.


      While I reflected on all this, dusk gradually descended on the mountain, and I started to worry.


      What if nobody finds me? What should I do?


      Though this mountain was not especially big, and I had never heard anyone mention bears appearing there, my grandma had told me that when night fell, wild animals began to roam. I started to shiver.


      Thinking to myself that I needed someone to find me soon, I called out loudly for my mom, my dad, my grandpa and grandma, and then my eldest brother. But no one came. Then, though it pained me a little to do so, I finally called his name.


      “Big Brother —!”


      “Hey.”


      No sooner had I called my brother than I saw him pop his head out from the other side of a nearby bush. I froze up in shock.


      Then, with an air of aloofness, my big brother spoke.


      “You were taking so long to get home that mom told me to come look for you. Hm, what’s wrong? Did you injure your foot?”


      He asked this after looking down and seeing that I was clutching my ankle.


      “Yeah... I think I sprained it. I can’t walk properly, so go and fetch a grown-up,” I responded, without mentioning anything about the tree I’d been climbing.


      “I dunno... If I go back home to fetch someone, the sun will set in the meantime.”


      “Urgh.”


      The sun was indeed very close to setting. Seeing how worried I looked at the thought of being left alone again, my brother made a counteroffer.


      “C’mon, hop on,” he said, turning so that his back faced me.


      “Eh? But...”


      If a grown-up had offered to give me a piggyback ride, I wouldn’t have thought twice about it, but considering that my brother wasn’t much bigger than me, I hesitated.


      “Unlike you, I work out, so don’t worry about it. Hurry up, it’s nearly dark out,” my brother insisted.


      I decided to take him up on his offer and climbed onto his back.


      “All right, let’s get going,” said my brother before proceeding to smoothly descend the mountain’s slope.


      I was amazed that he was able to walk back down the mountain so smoothly while carrying me, despite the fact that we weren’t that different in size.


      My big brother really is amazing, I thought, though it pained me slightly to admit it.


      Though he really wasn’t much bigger than me, I decided to trust him and held on tight.


      When we got back home, my brother lowered me down in the entryway as soon as we were through the front door.


      “We’re home! — twisted her ankle!” my brother called out down the corridor.


      “What, really?! Are you all right?” My mother came in a hurry. After seeing us, her eyes widened and she let out a cry of dismay. “And what happened to you?! What’s with all these scratches?”


      Following my mother’s gaze, I saw that my brother’s legs had certainly sustained enough injuries to warrant her reaction.


      “It’s just one or two little scrapes. They’ll heal as long as I clean them,” said my brother, in spite of the blood oozing from the scratches that covered his legs, before hurrying deeper into the house.


      “No, there’s nothing ‘little’ about that. You need to properly disinfect those,” my mother called out to my brother as he retreated. Then she turned back to look at me. “It was a twisted ankle, wasn’t it? Can you walk on it?” she asked.


      It looked like I could walk, albeit slowly, now that I wasn’t on a precarious mountain trail.


      “I’m okay,” I answered, then recalled the sight of all the scratches on my brother’s legs.


      He must have had trouble moving as he normally would have because he was carrying me, which caused him to scrape his legs on the trees and bushes around us. He acted like it was no big deal, but I bet that his injuries actually hurt a lot. I suddenly felt quite touched.


      “Come on then, let me help you up. I’ll take a proper look at your foot once we get you situated somewhere more comfortable,” my mother urged me, so I rose to my feet.


      I felt like the pain had subsided slightly compared to earlier. At this rate, my brother’s injuries might turn out to be more severe than mine.


      “Now then, were you two playing together today? Don’t I always tell you not to play dangerous games? Be more careful.”


      “Eh? Weren’t you the one who told him to come look for me?”


      “Eh? What are you talking about?” My mother wore a perplexed expression.


      Wait, that must mean that, when my brother noticed it was getting dark outside and I still hadn’t come home, he decided to come and look for me all by himself.


      Though he was never honest about how he felt, and teased me so often that he sometimes seemed like a bully, I knew that deep down he was extremely kind.


      “Thank you, —.”




      “Wake up... Please wake up. It’s morning.”


      At the sound of this voice, I lifted my leaden eyelids to find a familiar ceiling above my head.


      I lay in my bed in a vast room filled with luxury furniture.


      Ah, that’s right. I’m no longer —. Instead, I’m...


      “Lady Katarina, are you awake?” Peering down at me as she called my name was Anne, Katarina Claes’s personal maid.


      “Morning...Anne,” I replied.


      My head was still a bit fuzzy, and my eyelids remained heavy even as I rubbed them, but Anne forced me to get out of bed.


      “You still have to go to work at the Magical Ministry today, you know. Now then, let’s get you ready.”


      I surrendered myself to Anne as she briskly dressed me for the day. In the blink of an eye, I was ready for work. I really felt grateful to have her. When I still lived an ordinary life, in my past life, I never could have imagined living like this, with my own maid to take care of getting me dressed in the morning.


      That’s right, my past life. I still possessed memories of my past life, before I was reborn as Katarina Claes, daughter of a duke. Or rather, I recalled them one day.


      This happened one day when I was eight years old, when I accompanied my father on a visit to the palace. As he was showing me the garden, I tripped and hit my head. At that moment, my memories of my former life suddenly came rushing back into my mind. I recalled that I was once an ordinary high school girl, an otaku, living in a country called Japan in a world that was different from this one.


      Perhaps because of the sudden recovery of my memories, I developed a high fever and was bedridden for some time. I was yanked back in time by recollections of life as an ordinary high school girl, undergoing a drastic character transformation as a result and turning over a new leaf. However, as I was getting used to my new life, I suddenly realized something shocking: The world I currently lived in was the setting of an otome game I had been playing just before I died in my past life—a game called Fortune Lover!


      It was certainly a surprise to find myself reborn in the world of an otome game, but that in and of itself was not such a big problem. However...it so happened that I had been cast in the role of Fortune Lover’s villainess, who was destined to torment the game’s protagonist before meeting her own doom! If the protagonist achieved a Happy End, Katarina would be exiled from the kingdom, but in the case of a Bad End, she would face death. Either way, Katarina Claes was a person who was invariably marked for doom.


      If I didn’t do anything to stop said doom, I was headed for an untimely death, just like in my previous life. Having realized this, I started to work tirelessly to evade my impending doom. I began plowing a field to grow vegetables, trained to fight with a sword, practiced making toy snakes, somehow made friends with the game’s romanceable characters and rival characters alike, and went back to plowing the field some more. With all my efforts, I was able to overcome the doom I was meant to have met during my time at the Academy of Magic.


      In spring of this year, I graduated from the academy none the worse for wear, and found employment at the Magical Ministry together with my good friend Maria, the game’s protagonist. It was the first full-time job I’d ever had, including in my past life. Unfortunately, after I’d motivated myself to do the best job that I could, I had only a fleeting moment to focus on work before learning that the sequel to Fortune Lover, Fortune Lover II: Love at the Magical Ministry, was about to begin!


      Not only that, but Katarina Claes, who was supposed to have been dealt with—by being exiled from the kingdom—was set to return as the villainess! And the Bad Ends in this game would receive an upgrade—this time she would face imprisonment or death!


      No way was I going to put up with a Bad End now, not after having managed to overcome doom at the academy! I racked my brains to find a way to overcome doom in this game’s story as well, but regardless of my intentions, I ended up obtaining items that placed me squarely in the role of a villainess—chief among these were my Dark Familiar and Dark Covenant.


      Still, thanks to the mysterious dreams I was lucky enough to have now and then, and my own superb powers of deduction, I had managed to discover that there were only six months left in the storyline of the second game. I resolved to spend each day doing everything in my power to make it through these six months.


      “Lady Katarina... You’re all ready to go.”


      “Ah! Thanks, Anne.”


      Whoops, I was totally lost in thought.


      Right, today’s a new day! Time to give it my all at work!


      To shake the memory of the nostalgic, wistful dream I’d had that morning from my mind, I psyched myself up for the day ahead.




      A little more than six months had passed since I joined the Magical Ministry and found myself assigned to the department that was rumored to be the last place you’d want to end up—the Magical Tool Laboratory—since it was apparently filled with weirdos. In that time, I had more or less grown used to my work in the department and my somewhat peculiar senior colleagues.


      Because the workers in the Magical Tool Laboratory were quite capable, the Ministry had a tendency to give them all sorts of miscellaneous tasks. There was even a lot of physical labor involved, so considering that I found myself getting sleepy whenever I had to sit at a desk and read documents, perhaps it suited me well.


      However, following my discovery of a suspicious tome known as the Dark Covenant, I had been forced to spend my afternoons working on deciphering its contents. I had to look up all the characters I couldn’t read (from an ancient script) in a dictionary as I read the covenant. This work also made me really sleepy.


      More recently, I had even started training in Dark Magic, in order to apply what I was learning from the Dark Covenant. This new project occupied my mornings. That I was now unable to perform my regular duties for the Magical Tool Laboratory—duties I had gone to such great pains to learn from my mentors—made me feel quite sad.


      That wasn’t all. In order to train me in Dark Magic, I’d had to ask Raphael to teach me. Some called him the “real head of the department” since he often had to assume the duties of Larna, its official head, whenever she got too obsessed with her own pet projects and ditched work. I felt guilty about adding to Raphael’s workload when he was already so busy.


      I wanted to learn all I could about Dark Magic as quickly as possible, so that I could stop being a burden on him. Afterward, I’d still have the Dark Covenant to tackle, but I could do that on my own, relieving him of his teaching duty.


      “You did a good job of absorbing that,” Raphael—the “true head” of my department and my instructor in Dark Magic—said with a smile. But I got the feeling that he was actually a bit frustrated.


      Just as Raphael said, I’d managed to absorb my own Dark Magic today, as I did every day. I’d gotten really good at absorbing it. I’d learned to do it very quickly, in one smooth motion. But I hadn’t made progress in any other areas.


      I still couldn’t generate a cloud of darkness any bigger than a tangerine, and all my training in reshaping the darkness had yielded only hazy results, with no further progress as the days rolled by. I felt extremely guilty.


      “Maybe... Maybe I don’t have any talent when it comes to Dark Magic,” I murmured. Of course, my attempts at Earth Magic were just as pitiful, so I got the feeling that actually I had no talent for magic at all.


      “That just isn’t so. Haven’t you already improved so much when it comes to absorbing darkness?” Raphael asked, seeing how dejected I looked.


      My teacher is really too kind.


      “Thank you so much. But I really can’t do anything except absorb it...”


      Sometimes I wondered if you could even call the mere act of absorbing darkness “Dark Magic.” The part of Dark Magic that dealt with controlling people’s minds was dangerous, and immoral. I wouldn’t ever use it, so that part didn’t matter, but the Dark Magic I had seen other people using could shroud an entire room in darkness, or even create a whole dark dimension. They used darkness on a much bigger scale, and it seemed to just burst out of them. Despite that, my limit was a tangerine-size lump of darkness. Creating another dimension seemed like a pipe dream for me.


      Besides, even if I was getting good at absorbing the darkness, I couldn’t actually use that skill if I couldn’t create darkness in the first place. If I could only produce a tangerine’s worth, I would have almost no use for my absorption skill. It didn’t look like I was going to be able to live up to the expectations that the Ministry’s higher-ups had for me—to discover new forms of Dark Magic. I let my shoulders slump, feeling utterly dejected.


      But Raphael just smiled kindly.


      “I still think it’s amazing that you’re able to absorb it so quickly,” he said. “You surely have a knack for that, Miss Katarina.”


      “A knack?” I repeated, looking back at his kind, gray eyes.


      “That’s right. It simply isn’t that case that any two people using the same type of magic, and possessing the same amount of it, will be able to use it in the same way. They will each have techniques they’re good at and those they’re not so good at. This just means you’re good at absorbing darkness, but not so good at creating it. So don’t let it get you down so much.” These were the kind words he gave me.


      I did also possess Earth Magic, but only a meager amount—all I could do with it was create a Dirt Bump. So I hadn’t learned these facts about magic before.


      I guess everyone really is different, even if they use the same type of magic. With this thought, the uneasy feeling that had been building up in my chest began to fade away.


      “But, if we just stand here talking about it, we won’t make any progress, so let’s focus on training,” Raphael continued. “Even if you don’t have a knack for something, if you keep trying hard, you should improve, even if only little by little.”


      When it comes to magic, there are individual differences between people, so even if I can’t do something, I shouldn’t let it get me down. And if I apply myself, I can still improve, even if only marginally.


      These were lovely words, and were exactly what I needed to hear at that moment. Raphael really was a wonderful teacher. He truly understood how his students felt.


      “Okay. I’ll keep trying. Let’s get back to training,” I responded, raising my head confidently.


      This was met with a chuckle from Raphael.


      “Hm?” I cocked my head in puzzlement, prompting another chuckle from Raphael.


      “Oh, nothing. I was just thinking, ‘That’s our Katarina,’” he said with a smile.


      “Huh?”


      What does that mean?


      To dispel my confusion, Raphael explained himself.


      “I think the ability to absorb darkness really suits you, Miss Katarina.”


      “Suits me?” I cocked my head yet again.


      “Yes. You shine like the sun, banishing the darkness,” Raphael replied, still wearing an amused smile. This was the kind of dialogue I’d expect from a romanceable character—almost like a pickup line.


      “The... The sun?” Seeing me freeze up in spite of myself, Raphael grinned broadly.


      He praised me so naturally, and smiled so brilliantly. The force of his smile made me blush, just a little. It was at that moment I remembered that Raphael actually was a romanceable character in the first game. A hidden character, and a sort of final boss at that.


      In terms of appearance, he was a beautiful young man with red hair and gray eyes. Not only that, but he was kind, and good at listening to other people’s problems.


      Throwing out lines like that, with such a sweet smile—I bet that, if he put his mind to it, there’s no woman Raphael couldn’t romance.


      “Now then, shall we try once more?” Raphael invited with a grin.


      While still reeling from this reminder of just how formidable he was as a romanceable character, I knew I had to respond.


      “Okay,” I replied. With a newfound resolve, I returned to my training in Dark Magic.




      When I finished my Dark Magic training with Raphael for the day, it was time for lunch. After checking if any work had arrived for me at the department that morning, I told Raphael I’d be taking my lunch break. We parted there and I headed to the cafeteria by myself.


      There were several places around the Ministry where one could enjoy a meal, including some spots that looked like trendy cafés. But I went to the cafeteria, which had the biggest dining area and the most generous portions, almost every day. There, I would enjoy a tasty meal and fortify myself for the afternoon of work that lay ahead of me.


      Hmmm... I wonder what the specials are today. As I went to check, someone called out from behind me.


      “Oh? Is your training for today over already?” said a very familiar voice.


      I turned around to see a beautiful, seductive young man with blue hair and eyes—Sora—standing there. Until I was reassigned to Dark Magic training and deciphering the Dark Covenant, I’d worked with Sora—my colleague at the Magical Tool Laboratory who was hired at the same time as me—almost constantly, so we were close. Only, since he was a romanceable character in Fortune Lover II, there was always a chance he would bring doom upon me if he ever developed a bond with Maria, the protagonist. So I also considered him somewhat dangerous.


      Besides Sora, Maria’s boss Cyrus—head of the Magic and Magical Powers Research Department, the Ministry’s most prestigious department—and Maria’s colleague Dewey, a boy prodigy, were also romanceable characters in Fortune Lover II. If Maria, the protagonist, formed a bond with either of them, I would again face the possibility of my own doom.


      With that in mind, there were times I thought it would be better for me to keep my distance from all of the romanceable characters, but Sora and I were already good friends. I had also taken to helping Cyrus with his vegetable patch (which he had set up on Ministry grounds in secret). And since Dewey and I were hired at the same time, we also enjoyed a friendly chat whenever we happened to meet. It would have been odd to avoid them entirely at that point, so I decided to maintain my friendships with all of them and closely observe their movements (particularly anything in the direction of romance with Maria). After all, keeping a closer eye on them could make it easier to tell if there was any chance of them developing a bond with her.


      Finally, there were two more romanceable characters in Fortune Lover II, but they were both hidden characters, one of whom remained unidentified for now.


      As for the other one...


      “What’s the matter? Is it really that difficult to choose?” said Sora, his voice snapping me back to reality.


      Shoot, I got lost in my own thoughts again.


      Obviously I couldn’t talk to Sora about otome games and romanceable characters, so I decided it would be best to pretend he was right and I had simply been agonizing over what to order for lunch.


      “Ah... Umm... Well then, perhaps I’ll go with the steak lunch for today. A large portion,” I answered.


      Sora furrowed his brow.


      “Didn’t you have a large portion the other day, only to complain that you felt sick and your stomach hurt later? Don’t make the same mistake,” he warned.


      “Eh? Did I? But I really am hungry today, so I feel like I’ll be okay.”


      “No. Why won’t you learn? I’m sure the same thing will end up happening.”


      After receiving this lecture from Sora, in the end I caved and only ordered a regular portion for my steak lunch. I took my tray from the lady who worked in the cafeteria, sat next to Sora, and wasted no time in eating that meat.


      The sensation of the juice gushing out of the meat into my mouth, the way it seemed to melt on my tongue, told me that this cafeteria was still using excellent meat. And it was seared so perfectly too—their steak really was to die for.


      Yum... This is heaven...


      Just as I was taking another bite, someone else spoke up.


      “Lady Katarina.”


      Raising my gaze from the steak to the person who had addressed me, I saw a gorgeous woman with blonde hair, blue eyes, and a smile that stretched from ear to ear approaching our table with a tray in hand. She was Maria Campbell—the true protagonist in the world of this otome game.


      “May I sit with you?” she asked, now standing in front of me. In stark contrast to my meat-heavy meal, her lunch was centered around fruits and vegetables and looked much prettier than my steak.


      I guess this is just one more way in which the protagonist and the villainess are different, I thought.


      “Please, sit,” I said, gesturing to the empty seat across from me.


      “Thank you very much.” Looking delighted, Maria sat down opposite me.


      Before the plot of the otome game began, I had been quite wary of her, given she was both the protagonist and the villainess’s rival, but once I entered the Academy of Magic—the setting of the first game—and actually interacted with Maria, I’d found that she was an absolutely lovely girl. As a bonus, she was also a natural at baking sweets, so she had completely captured my heart (and stomach). Then, once we graduated, we both came to work at the Magical Ministry and had only grown closer since.


      “Will you be spending this afternoon in the usual fashion?” asked Maria in between elegant mouthfuls of her salad, as I chewed on my steak.


      “Yep. Business as usual. What about you?”


      “Business as usual for me as well.”


      “Let’s both do our best, then.”


      “Yes.”


      Generally speaking, unless some other more pressing work came up, we each spent our afternoons working on deciphering our respective covenants: Maria with her Light Covenant and me with my Dark Covenant. Both were written using an ancient script. Moreover, only the person who had been accepted by a tome could read it, making it impossible for anyone else to help us with this difficult task. We constantly referred to dictionaries as we sat in the same room, each of us working on deciphering our own covenant.


      However, compared to Maria, who even after graduating still remembered the ancient script we’d learned at the academy—though the covenants were written in an even older script, there were many similarities to what we’d studied—I had only ever learned enough to just barely make a passing grade, and had completely forgotten everything as soon as each test was over. So there was a huge discrepancy in speed between us when it came to deciphering the text. The gap was so great that, while I was still working desperately just to decipher the many warnings included at the front of my covenant, Maria had already learned to use spells she had found in her covenant.


      And anyway, I simply wasn’t remotely suited to working on deciphering texts—or doing any other desk work—in the afternoon. With a full stomach, I often found myself getting sleepy. Every day brought another battle with my own drowsiness.


      All of this meant that my work deciphering the covenant proceeded at a snail’s pace, though the fact that a text on Dark Magic came with so many warnings just spoke to how dangerous it was, so I told myself that this, too, was important work as I toiled away.


      Also, a while ago one of my senior colleagues in my department had said something that helped me to rid myself of some of my worries about Dark Magic and approach it with a more positive attitude. Until that conversation, I had simply thought of Dark Magic as something evil. Anything that could be used to control people’s minds must have been made by evil people to do evil things, I thought.


      But then that senior colleagues told me Dark Magic could also be used to rid someone of painful memories that caused them to suffer. If used for that purpose, from that person’s perspective, Dark Magic would be a good thing. The world is filled with all manner of things, and people all look at them only in one way—the way they want to look at them. If, instead of thinking of Dark Magic as inherently evil, I thought of how it might be used to help others, that might help me feel a bit more motivated.


      After my colleague said that, I found I was able to change the concept of Dark Magic that I held in my mind. I felt so grateful to him for giving me that advice. Thanks to him, I found I was able to approach my work deciphering the covenant more intentionally than I had been able to before.


      All right, time to fill up on meat, then work hard! I thought as I stuffed my face with meat again.




      After we finished lunch and arrived at the room where Maria and I worked on deciphering the covenants, I suddenly clutched my stomach.


      “I ate too much... It hurts. Maybe I shouldn’t have ordered dessert on top of lunch.”


      Sora gave me a disapproving look and sighed.


      “You can’t say I didn’t warn you. But you insisted you’d be all right, and ended up making the same mistake you always do.”


      I had no words with which to refute his claim. At the time, since I had only ordered a regular portion of steak, and I have a separate stomach for dessert anyway, I was sure I’d be okay with a helping of dessert. In my case, I really am always fine as long as I’m still eating, and it seems like I can always eat more. It’s only a while after I’m finished that the suffering begins. In other words, there’s a time delay. Due to these factors, I never realize that I’ve overeaten until the pain arrives. I tried making these excuses, but the truth was I knew I was in the wrong, and these were my just deserts.


      “You’re completely right. Sorry for always causing trouble,” I said, apologizing to Sora and Maria who were, after all, showing concern for my well-being.


      “Please, you needn’t worry about it, Lady Katarina,” said Maria sweetly.


      “If you really feel that way, have a little more sense next time,” added Sora, much more sharply.
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      But although their choice of words seemed to indicate attitudes that were polar opposites, they were both just worried about me. I couldn’t thank them enough. A little while later, around the time our lunch break ended, my stomach had settled down a bit.


      “Miss Campbell, please don’t give her any more sweets today. I expect it will upset her stomach again,” Sora said to Maria after seeing that I was all right. After forbidding me any more sweets that day, Sora took his leave.


      No, my sweets!


      I felt a little bit sad.


      Since our break was over, Maria and I immediately got to work deciphering our respective covenants. Unless they were activated by magic, no text would appear on either covenant, and when that text did appear, only the covenantee could read it. In the past, before I could use any Dark Magic, I had needed to summon Pochi—my Dark Familiar—in order to activate the covenant, but since Raphael had started teaching me Dark Magic, I could do it myself. Even though my darkness was only the size of a tangerine, that was apparently enough.


      First of all, I took out my wand, topped with a skull, and used it to produce a small ball of darkness. Once I did that, letters began to appear on the page. That being said, I couldn’t read them at all, so it was more like a mysterious design had emerged.


      Maria had already managed to learn a few things about Light Magic from her covenant, but I was still stuck at the first hurdle—reading the warnings and most basic concepts for those who intended to use Dark Magic.
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collected.
| —

* Anne Shelley

A Dark Familiar who usually lives inside Katarina’'s ~ Katarina’s maid. Has been serving her since Katarina
shadow. was eight years old.
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Katarina, the leveled-up villainess, will:
= Avoid the prince at all costs /
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= Decide to M B W with the prince )i
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'My Next Life

aVILLAINESS

The only dau/'ghter of{Duke @325y Hass|ight]~mznacing |:n;':\o|<
(injherwords: “villainess face@).-RegTa‘ined the memories) of-her
past/ifefand changed fremYakspoiledjnoble child int\o\a wild,
ghﬂy Broblematic one®Simplesminded, forgetfu|, and easily
earrle/ away, but honest¥and Be‘|ow average in both
—acadel cs and magic. Earth Mb;ﬁ@ user.
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* Ceza:Dar

XJ k. pa

Aprince of the KingdemGHEhengll
Worked a5 a merc AN 220N
handsome‘youngfmanwith tanned skin¥

% Larna Smith

—a
% Janne
BlGZ.r s servant and thvson of the King of

Ethenell’s former wet nurse. Best friends
with Cezar since, they were‘children.,
o w

% Cyrus Lanchester

PaXchild] Who! skipédggdes [t}

fendfuptworkinglat t#e\vr\gagical Minist

[RIe) Yol omantcable character/in| FL2: >

AlworkerlatithelViagical[Winistry3
heyr‘acho, [musculadphysiquedshelistal

maidgat
% Susanna Randall

Beentinvolved in several Dark Magi
Qv
relatedfincidents. 5
Q! ()
a0 V.0 \WaV,

Son of Count Ascart,
counselor to the King. Beautiful

like a doll. Very loving brother.
Wind Magic user. |

A young man who can use Fire
and Dark Magic. Works at the
Magical Ministry, where he
uses the surname of Smith.
One of the game's love
interests, and likes Katarina.
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