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      Prologue: Once Again


      “Hm? ...Eeeeeeeeek!” The first sound that escaped Lieselotte’s lips when she awoke was a deafening scream. The palace was ten minutes away from this Riefenstahl holding, yet I would not have been surprised if those in the royal court had heard her.


      “I guess this was bound to happen. How else is a sheltered noble supposed to react when she finds herself being princess carried by a man—who happens to be her beloved fiancé, no less?”


      “Plus, out of every possible point in time she could have woken up, Liese-tan just had to open her eyes when Sieg was in the middle of laying her in bed. She probably doesn’t have a clue how she ended up here, especially since she’s still drowsy. I say her state of confusion is natural.”


      In contrast to the playful tones of Lord Endoh and Lady Kobayashee, I was panicking in a cold sweat. This situation could only be described as awful. Uh, oh, where do I start?


      “How? Why? Your Highness? What did I do? Where, what, why?!”


      I went ahead and finished placing her on her bed but then froze in place; her animated expression wildly swung back and forth as she muttered in confusion. Her father, Marquis Riefenstahl, looked at us with pity and sighed.


      “You lost consciousness at the academy and His Highness carried you all the way here,” he said to his daughter. “I was the one to let him into your room. They say you collapsed due to general fatigue and lack of sleep, so please calm down, Liese. I don’t want you fainting again because of unnecessary excitement.”


      “Oh...” Finally recovering some sense of calm, Lieselotte bowed her head to me. Still, her complexion didn’t look too much better as she spoke. “M-My sincerest apologies.”


      The reason Lieselotte had passed out was because the Witch of Yore had tormented her with nightmares, weakening her. This villain’s final objective was to exhaust her psyche and take over my fiancée’s body.


      While I didn’t know if the gods’ prayer or Lieselotte’s love for me was the cause, she’d stopped writhing in her sleep all at once while in my arms. The pair of deities then told me she was going to be okay as long as I loved her properly; still, this was no time to let my guard down.


      “Liese-tan still doesn’t look too good,” Lady Kobayashee said in a sympathetic tone. “Hopefully, it’s just because she hasn’t fully caught up on her sleep yet. Whatever the case, I think it’d be best not to bring up what happened earlier. I don’t think fanning the flames of her fears is a good idea.”


      For the moment, I decided to keep the knowledge I’d been given a secret from both Lieselotte and her father. Instead, I flashed her the softest smile I could muster.


      “There’s no need to apologize, Lieselotte—I’m your fiancé. In fact, I should be the one apologizing for frightening you like this. You still seem under the weather, so I suggest you take this opportunity to rest.”


      “Th-Thank you, Your Highness,” she said, bashfully looking down.


      “Liese,” the marquis said, “I’ll go summon an attendant to undress you; I’m sure you won’t be able to relax like this. Your Highness, would you please stay by her side in the meantime? I think my daughter would be horribly lonely otherwise.”


      With an awkward smile, he beckoned to Lieselotte, who was still clad in a dress. Following his meaningful gaze, I saw that her fingers were pinching my sleeve.


      “N-No!” With a brief shout, she unhanded me. Seeing this, her father left the room with a grin. Left behind with me, Lieselotte violently shook her head and began piling on excuses. “Your Highness, please, this is a misunderstanding! This is, well... A dream! I saw a dream—a terrible one—that caused me to grow anxious, and... Of course, not to say that I’d ever balk when faced with a mere dream! In fact, there is nothing at all which can scare me, other than the thought of you leaving my—”


      Deep into her stream of consciousness, Lieselotte rushed to cover her mouth.


      “It’s literally not a misunderstanding at all,” Lord Endoh whispered.


      “As expected, the only thing Liese-tan fears is the thought of being apart from Sieg,” Lady Kobayashee said. “Remember this fact, Sieg: as long as you’re by her side, Liese-tan won’t lose to that stupid Witch of Yore.”


      I had no idea what “misunderstanding” Lieselotte was trying to refer to, but her love and cuteness were coming through in spades. As I sat there, trembling in awe at her adorable nature, Lady Kobayashee’s voice suddenly picked up.


      “So it’s up to you to pamper her! Make sure she never feels lonely, so we can prevent her fated ruin! And while we’re at it, let’s take that personification of the root of all evil and beat her to a pulp!”


      I swear it, I thought. Although I didn’t put it to words, my oath was sincere: I would not let Lieselotte be hurt. During the time I’d spent listening to the goddess, Lieselotte had come to her own interpretation of my silence and called to me meekly.


      “You... You don’t understand, I...”


      While tearful blushing still suited her adorable visage, I didn’t want to let her worry. I gently patted her on the head.


      “It looks like you’re still a bit confused. Don’t worry, I’ll always be by your side. Well, today, I’ll leave as soon as the marquis comes back, so you can rest, but...we’re engaged, remember? Even if we’re apart for some time, we’ll never truly be separated. Isn’t that so?”


      “Your Highness,” she muttered. All of the tension in her shoulders dissipated. “You... You’re absolutely right. I am your fiancée, after all.”


      “Look at that reserved smile and those rosy cheeks, all from getting a head pat! Oh my gosh, this is the dictionary definition of cute! Ugh, they’re so precious!”


      Strangely, Lady Kobayashee seemed to be in great pain. But as the goddess pointed out, Lieselotte was slowly regaining her usual pride. The conservative happiness that bled through was remarkably adorable; I could feel the atmosphere of the room lighten up alongside her.


      As we exchanged smiles, I once again made my vow: I would never let Lieselotte’s terrible fate come to pass.

    

  

  
    
      ◆◆◆ Divine Conference on the Fate of Another World


      On the first day back from summer vacation, Endo Aoto and Kobayashi Shihono were sitting across from one another. They’d taken their seats at a dining table placed in the Kobayashi living room.


      “Ahem,” Shihono said. Her tone and expression were both the pinnacle of sobriety. “I hereby convene this divine conference on the fate of another world.”


      Aoto nodded with equal amounts of intensity. The two of them locked eyes, looking as serious as they could. The gravitas of their actions was reflected in the mood. Out of the two of them, the boy was the first to crack.


      “...Pft! Ha, pfaha!”


      “...Hfffff—hng! Jeez! Endo, you were the one that said this meeting had to be as serious for us as it is for them!”


      In truth, these gods were just a couple of high schoolers. They exchanged laughs and picked at their unfinished food. After a half day at school, they’d bought food at a convenience store and had then gathered at Shihono’s house. Their divine conference was actually just them chatting over a meal.


      “Well, Sieg and Liese-tan look like they’re doing great, so I feel like the Happy End to End All Happy Ends is close! Let’s relax and have some fun!”


      Shihono’s heartfelt joy was mirrored in Aoto’s genuine smile. He nodded, this time without a hint of tension.


      “Yep. Boy, that princess carry was perfect. It let us fill in Sieg and calmed down Lieselotte, while you were having a heck of a time.”


      “S-Sorry about that...” Shihono bowed her head awkwardly. She remembered how vigorously she’d smacked Aoto’s back the other day when she’d gotten excited.


      Yet Aoto merely shook away her concerns. Truth be told, her slapping had hurt quite a bit, but the only thing that stuck with him was how happy she’d seemed.


      “Don’t sweat it, not like you hit that hard. Anyway, with Lieselotte’s mental state taken care of, now we need to worry about how we’ll deal with the witch after she fails to possess Lieselotte’s body.”


      “That’s right. It’s almost fall over there, which means they’re only a season away from the witch’s resurrection. I don’t think Fiene and Friends are strong enough right now. The main goal is to keep everyone alive, but I don’t want them to get hurt either. We need to pull out every safety precaution we can,” Shihono said, listless.


      “But isn’t Fiene stronger than her game version?” Aoto asked. He’d been listening to Shihono gradually dip into sadness, but found this point very strange. “Plus, everyone else is too. Shouldn’t we be fine if we go grab the last two romance targets? Not only that, but we have Sieg on our side. I bet the crown prince can just order them to come help.”


      “If we manage to get them, we’ll have the same amount of punching power as the Reverse Harem Route, which should give us an easy win, but... Ugh. I have this feeling they won’t be able to give it their all like in that route. The last two are a bit, well, difficult.”


      “What does that mean?”


      “The last two are the ‘older guy’ and ‘younger boy’ trope slots for the game: one is Professor Leon and the other is Fabian, son of Viscount Oltenberg—aka Fabby-boo. Both of their routes require the player to actively pursue them, since they don’t show much initial interest in Fiene. Fabby-boo is a really good boy who’ll help regardless of love, so I think we can leave him to Sieg. But Professor Leon is, well...” Shihono’s face scrunched up as she lost herself in thought.


      “Is Leon really that tricky? I mean, I’ve only seen these guys in the Reverse Harem Route, so I dunno any details about them.”


      Aoto paused to sift through his memories.


      “But I do remember that Fabian seemed like a good kid. He had a cute innocence to him. Oh, and his defense was super low, but if you managed to charge up his long spells, he had a super strong AoE attack. On the other hand, Leon seemed kinda shady—now that I think of it, he never opened his eyes and went around saying terrible stuff with a smile, so he’s definitely shady. But he still didn’t seem evil enough to leave his students for dead. Wasn’t he also the only one with debuff skills in the whole game? Going into a fight, I don’t want to give up on him or Fabian’s crazy firepower.”


      “That unique debuff magic is the problem,” Shihono said, planting her face onto the table.


      Aoto tilted his head, unable to comprehend why that was a problem. He waited for Shihono to share the knowledge she’d gained from completing all the game’s endings—particularly, the info that came from Leon’s routes.


      “Remember how Professor Leon had spells that could apply poison and paralysis to enemies, or sap them of their strength? Basically, he was using curses—forbidden curses! I think they glossed over it in the Reverse Harem Route because of time constraints, but in his personal endings, he refuses to use his powers until the finale. He doesn’t even show a glimpse of his magic in any other route; that’s how big of a deal this is.”


      “Ohhh, shoot. As a player, I just felt like it was mildly helpful, but it makes sense that the people of their universe would see it as a terrible means of assassination or something.”


      Now that Aoto understood why Leon could not lend an overt hand, his face scrunched up too. Still troubled, Shihono nodded and explained further.


      “Not only that, but Professor Leon’s history with his family means he can’t let his secret get out. Despite being born an illegitimate child, he was pulled away from his mom because his dad didn’t have any other sons. But right before he came of age, the official wife of his family gave birth to a boy, so he lost his inheritance. Finally, he decided to become a teacher instead of a mage, in an attempt to show how socially powerless and uninterested in politics he was.”


      “Why is everyone’s backstory so dark?! What the heck, Magikoi?!”


      Seeing Aoto shout without reserve put a pained smile on Shihono’s face. “Right? In Professor Leon’s Bad End, his family murders him. Gosh, the devs sure are out to break girls’ hearts... Anyway, the point is that he can’t let anyone, especially his family, find out about his magic. The only thing that might drag him into combat is if he fell in love with Fiene.” Shihono sighed, dejected.


      “So that’s why we have to give up on him,” Aoto said. “Now that Baldur and Fiene are a thing, I can’t see anyone else standing a chance. I doubt Leon wants to go out of his way to fall for a girl that has a lover—especially since it looks like their engagement has the blessing of House Riefenstahl.”


      “To sum everything up, we’re not going to get the full roster,” Shihono said. She’d slumped into a sad sack on top of the table. “I wonder if training everyone else up will be enough?”


      “Hrm,” Aoto said. After a moment of contemplation, he had an epiphany. “Hey, wait. Isn’t the Witch of Yore basically like a Demon King type of character?”


      “Yup.”


      “And if she’s left alone, she could destroy the kingdom or even the world, right?”


      “She kinda did in some of the worse endings.”


      “Why can’t we ask for help from people outside the academy, again?”


      “Hold on.” Shihono had been lazily stringing along her answers up until this point, but now her head shot up. She slowly eased back into an upright position. “Now that you mention it, the thought of confronting a world-ending calamity with a bunch of literal children is, uh, kinda weird, huh?”


      “That’s what I’m saying.” Aoto nodded emphatically. “You could just say that it’s a game and leave it at that, but this is a threat to national security. The adults better pull their weight. I guess Leon’s technically an adult, but he’s still, what, twenty-four? It’s wack to ask a band of kids to go fight the Demon King. If we’re gods, I don’t wanna be the type to order stuff like that—I wanna be the type to tell them to stop. Ever since I read Lieselotte’s memoir, I’ve been wondering why the crown doesn’t do anything.”


      “Thinking about this normally, wouldn’t you call the police? Er, I mean, the knights? No, maybe it’s the army... Anyway, yeah, I don’t see why we shouldn’t just ask the grown-ups for help.”


      “I get that seeing a bunch of kids fight off great evil makes for a nice story and all. But we’re literal gods over there, and our prophet is Sieg, who practically runs the show in the kingdom. I feel like we should be using everything that the adults of this country have to offer.”


      “That’s right. You’re right!” Shihono said, nodding over and over again. “Lieselotte and Fiene are the ones in trouble, so forget Professor Leon! We should’ve been asking their dad, General Riefenstahl, for help to begin with!”


      “And the general comes with his own militia. If we round up all of his forces, I’m sure they’ll be stronger than the one debuffer we’re giving up. Plus, Fiene and Friends are a lot stronger than they were in-game—both physically and mentally. I think we’ll manage with all of this.”


      Shihono clapped her hands in joy. Her eyes were positively sparkling.


      “We don’t even have to mention what a gorilla Fiene is,” she added, “and Bal’s been training like nuts, probably to catch up to her. Liese-tan’s been happily training away with Fiene since she moved in, and Sieg shows up to the Riefenstahl estate to join them sometimes! And the cherry on top is that Art’s been studying the ways of DPS healing ever since Liese-tan beat him to a pulp! We can win this!”


      As the girl excitedly listed off the main cast, she came to realize that each and every one was stronger than their counterparts in-game.


      “All right!” Shihono exclaimed. “Let’s give up on Professor Leon! Our next goal is to convince Liese-dad and Fabby-boo to join us on our witch hunt!” She waited for Aoto to give a solid nod, then nodded right back at him. Shihono paused when a thought struck her. “Oh, but how exactly should we do that? Should we leave it to Fiene and Sieg, since they can hear us?”


      “How about we leave the general to Fiene? I feel like that guy’s been dying for a chance to talk to his new daughter—or rather, his beloved brother’s daughter. I feel like he’d get more fired up to get a request from his cute kid than a royal mandate.” Aoto’s calm breakdown was met with resounding approval from across the table.


      “That makes a lot of sense. I guess that leaves Sieg to talk to Fabby-boo?”


      “That checks out. I think it’ll be easiest to send the crown prince at him. He’s only eleven, right? He’s still at the age where his parents make decisions for him, so I think we’ll need someone that has a real shot at convincing his family.”


      “Wow, Endo! Awesome job keeping a clear head until the very end! Okay, this’ll be our plan going forward. Let’s do this!”


      Shihono punched her fist enthusiastically into the air. Being showered with praise had made Aoto a bit shy, and he raised his fist a bit lower than hers. In this moment, the two of them were certainly divine beings that would shape the fate of another world.

    

  

  
    
      Chapter 1: He May Be a Child...


      I’m surrounded on all fronts!


      The breeze today had the definite cool of fall, and I was here on a heavenly order to speak with Fabian Oltenberg. With the young son of a viscount before me, I was panicking more than I ever had before. Here, too, stood an enemy.


      “Then, Miss Liese, what do I do if they attack me with ice?”


      “Well, let us think. Ice magic has to do with more than just temperature. It includes physical attacks that...”


      At the end of my gaze, Fabian and Lieselotte were having a grand old time. The two of them had been excitedly talking about magic and its applications in combat for some time. The boy genius had never had to put much thought into his spells; Lieselotte’s perspective—honed through years of diligent effort—struck his fancy.


      “Huuuh?! I didn’t think these two would get along this well!”


      “Now that I think about it more carefully, Liese-tan is the big sister to end all big sisters. Maybe that part of her meshes well with little Fabby-boo, who’s the youngest in his entire family.”


      Watching them get along so well that it even surprised the gods made me feel pitifully left out. The two of them had opened up to a degree far beyond coincidental alignment of interests. The aloof prodigy looked just like any other innocent boy his age; my strict fiancée was smiling so tenderly. Why?!


      Perhaps in part due to her free-spirited mother, Lieselotte’s senses of justice and responsibility were rooted deep within. That may have caused her to want to spoil young Fabian, who shouldered burdens unbefitting of his age.


      Actually, on second thought, she did the same to Fiene. Maybe she was just sweeter toward those younger than her. While Lieselotte and Fiene were only separated by a few months (they were in the same school year, after all), Fiene did look young for her age.


      “So cute,” Lieselotte mumbled.


      Oh... Lieselotte simply had a soft spot for cuteness. The wide-eyed boy was indeed very cute. I could try for the rest of eternity and I would fail to imitate what made him so adorable. But if nothing else, surely I must have had equal charm when I’d first met Lieselotte...


      Wait, no. I’m clearly confused. What even is this line of reasoning?
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      As I battled my own train of thought, the two of them continued merrily chatting. My plan to have Lieselotte open up the boy’s heart was a resounding success, but it was so successful that I felt like I’d failed.


      I rewound my mind to try and think of how this came to be.


      ────


      Fabian Oltenberg was a genius. This was a verifiable fact that anyone who knew of his existence could attest to.


      At eleven years old, he ordinarily would not be allowed into the royal academy. Commoner children of his age went to state or Church-sponsored elementary schools, and most aristocrats would be receiving lessons from private tutors. Some noble houses, like the Riefenstahls, would hire combat instructors around this point and have their children begin training.


      However, Fabian was so gifted that he’d received permission to attend this academy early—or so it seemed on the surface. Truthfully, the crown had ordered him to enroll so that he could learn how to control the terrifyingly huge pool of mana unbefitting for someone of his age. Despite not being fully grown, he was already strong enough to burn a whole town to ashes.


      Fabian himself was still a weak little boy. Balancing his physical capabilities with his astronomical magical talent was a daunting task. Bluntly put, a mere viscountcy could not hope to protect him.


      As a result, his father was sworn in as a court mage. From there, the academy, the state, and his family all worked in tandem to carefully cultivate Fabian Oltenberg’s natural endowments.


      “...So that’s why we want you to go ask Fabby-boo for help against the Witch of Yore!”


      When Lady Kobayashee had explained her request to me, I’d been in the middle of talking to Lieselotte. The first thought I had was about the nickname “Fabby-boo.” I’d been thinking this ever since first hearing her call my fiancée “Liese-tan,” but Lady Kobayashee had a very unique naming sense. I suppose it was only fitting for a goddess to reduce this prodigal bundle of raw talent to a mere eleven-year-old.


      Not to say he didn’t look the part, of course. His shoulder-length glossy black hair and sapphire eyes gave him a childish androgyny. He was cute—enough to mistake him for a girl at first glance. In fact, an eccentric aristocrat from abroad had once attempted to kidnap him for his looks instead of his unfathomable power.


      Of course, that didn’t mean I could discount the numerous occasions when he had to be rescued from deranged people trying to use his talents for their own gain. There were countless villains trying to kidnap the young boy so they could brainwash him into a weapon of mass destruction.


      “...Ah.” At this point, I realized that there was a problem with the goddess’s request. I’d heard that Fabian Oltenberg’s many run-ins with attempted (and realized) kidnappings had left him with a fear of tall men. There was a decent chance he wouldn’t even hear me out.


      “Is there something wrong?” Lieselotte asked. She seemed puzzled by my sudden moment of realization.


      “Ah, you see, I have to speak with young Fabian of the Oltenberg Viscounty. Unfortunately, I recall that he has a fear of tall men.”


      My short and simple explanation made Lieselotte fall into quiet contemplation for a moment. Eventually, she looked up at me with a cheerful smile.


      “Your Highness, allow me to speak to him on your behalf,” she offered with pride.


      While being my fiancée was credential enough to speak for me, Lieselotte was prone to causing all sorts of misunderstandings. I hope Fabian won’t be scared of her. Perhaps my rude thoughts were leaking out in my expression, because Lieselotte huffed at me, upset.


      “I will have you know that I have four whole sisters, all of them younger. Of them, I practically raised three on my own—handling young children is my forte.”


      She was right, I supposed.


      “Hmm... Okay, I’ll leave it to you.” My approval was met with a smug grin. “With how kind you are at heart, I’m sure you’ll be a good mother one day.”


      “Holy moly, the prince is going full throttle!”


      “In my opinion, pointing that out to your fiancée skips straight past declaring the obvious and lands in the realm of minor sexual harassment.”


      I could practically hear the fumes puff out of Lieselotte’s head as she turned bright red. Hearing the gods’ explanation, I could only think one thing: drat.


      I had only meant to give an honest opinion.


      “Wh-What in the world are you on about?! O-Of course, I have every intention of treating our own children with the utmost love and care, but I fear the time is not yet... I know full well that there are all manner of circumstances that could see a couple wed in their time as students, and I know that I am of legal age as per royal law, but, Your Highness, you haven’t even graduated yet... I couldn’t!”


      “Never mind, I take it back. If anything, Liese-tan looks like she appreciated the comment, so we’ll call it fair play.”


      Lieselotte’s rapid-fire speech paired with Lady Kobayashee’s remark had me smirking so much that I had to cover my mouth.


      Gods, she’s cute.


      Truthfully, there were plenty of couples that married before leaving the nest, primarily due to gaps in age. After graduating from the academy and entering high society, the presence of a legal wife would certainly smooth over quite a few social situations—though, honestly, I just wanted an excuse to marry her sooner.


      “Oh! Enough of this!” Lieselotte shouted, cutting off my train of thought. “Let us put this to rest and hurry forward!”


      She sprang to her feet and marched off in search of Fabian. Just when I rose to hurry after her, she stopped dead in her tracks. I wondered what had happened. Glancing back at me, she hesitated for a few moments and averted her gaze before mumbling in a tiny voice.


      “...I swear to live up to your expectations, Your Highness.”


      With that said, Lieselotte turned away with her usual straight spine and marched off. I couldn’t tell if she was referring to negotiations with Fabian Oltenberg or our future child, but even I had enough sense to know that was not something I could ask. Silently, I followed after her.


      ────


      ...And so, we return to the scene of Lieselotte and Fabian opening up to one another. They were growing so close that I seriously began to worry. In their short time chatting away at this and that, he’d already begun calling her “Miss Liese,” and their usage of formal language was disappearing by the second. What in the world is happening?!


      “Oh man, I’ve never seen Sieg make a face like that!” Lord Endoh’s voice was trembling. With laughter.


      Fair enough, I suppose—I could tell that my expression was not very pleasant. At least Fiene was a girl, legally her sister, and (although cousins were somewhat removed) a blood relation. On the other hand, Fabian Oltenberg held exactly none of those qualities. The level of danger was radically different.


      He may have been a child, but this was no laughing matter. Who could blame me for making a face like never before?


      “No, no, I’m sure it’s fine...for now. But who knows what’ll happen in five years?” I could hear the smirk on Lady Kobayashee’s face.


      In five years, Lieselotte would be twenty-one, and Fabian sixteen. Oh, I can’t do this.


      “Lieselotte,” I said, losing to my sense of urgency.


      “Is something the matter, Your Highness?” she asked, totally unaware of my state of panic. Beside her, Fabian innocently peered up at me with similar confusion, causing me to feel rather awkward.


      “Nothing at all,” I said, with an excessively gentle smile. I pushed through my discomfort and went on, “Your enthusiastic conversation piqued my interest. What were you two speaking about?”


      “My sisters,” Lieselotte answered, beaming. “The twins are only a year older than Fabian, and my youngest is two years below him. Don’t you think they’d be perfect to marry?”


      “I couldn’t,” Fabian said. “I don’t think I’d be a good fit for a marquis princess.”


      “No need to worry. My sisters aren’t very princess-like at all—in fact, they’re so knightly that you can hardly call them ladies.”


      There is a definite cause for worry in that statement. Still, it seemed like Lieselotte had managed to alleviate some of Fabian’s fears, as he was sighing in relief. Then, my fiancée leaned to my ear.


      “I’m sure my sisters can serve as both sword and shield to protect him; in fact, I doubt anyone else would be up to the task of staying by his side. Don’t you agree?”
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