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      Chapter 1: Hearing the Voices of the Gods


      “The tsun is coming off strong! Lieselotte’s acting as standoffish as ever, but this time, she may have taken it too far!”


      “Lieselotte’s maneuver comes from the simple desire to not be left out, but her roundabout choice of words and constantly haughty attitude seem to be causing a complete misunderstanding. I suspect all she’s done is drastically lower His Highness’s opinion of her yet again. Things are looking grim!”


      A pair of mysterious voices echoed through the tense air of the courtyard: the first belonging to an emphatic man and the second to a composed woman. These two antithetical announcers from the heavens meshed peculiarly well, and would go on to be remembered by history as the great Play-by-Play Caster Endo and Color Commentator Kobayashi.


      ————


      “My, whatever could you be doing in a place like this?” The noble daughter of Marquis Riefenstahl, and my fiancée, appeared in the courtyard. She was an elegant girl with bright-purple eyes and honey-blonde hair that ended in drills. As soon as the beautiful Lieselotte opened her mouth, I knew I was in for trouble.


      “Um, well, there was something I didn’t understand in class, so...” Meanwhile, my new friend Fiene timidly shut the notebook in her lap. She nervously stood up from the bench we’d been sharing; her rose-blonde hair quivered and her sky-blue eyes darted about as she awkwardly bowed her head.


      “I just happened to see she was having trouble and decided to lend her a hand,” I explained, backing Fiene up. “What brings you here, Lieselotte?”


      Lieselotte silently curtsied. “A kind little birdie went out of their way to inform me that my fiancé was out in the courtyard. With a girl. Alone. I came to examine the scene myself.”


      I responded to her greeting with a casual wave, but her thorny attitude only confirmed my suspicion that her arrival would bring trouble. Stifling a light sigh, I forced a smile onto my face and began to explain the situation.


      “There’s nothing for you to worry about,” I said. “This is a public courtyard and we were merely discussing Magic Theory.”


      “Though that may be the extent of Your Highness’s intent, who’s to say what your companion had in mind?”


      Seeing Fiene flinch at Lieselotte’s piercing glare was tragic. I admit that the circumstances could be misconstrued when viewed under a ludicrously twisted lens, but neither Fiene nor I had any ill intentions. No normal person would come down so harshly on us. Alas, my fiancée’s informant had probably maliciously exaggerated the truth. What to do now?


      “Well, I suppose it’s only natural that a commoner like yourself would find it difficult to keep up with the lectures at the Royal Academy of Magic. If you so wish, I would be happy to instruct you,” Lieselotte said. There was an ominous pause. “Or perhaps, Miss Fiene, could it be that you only accept lessons from handsome gentlemen?”


      In the time that I had spent trying to find something to say, Lieselotte had piled on layer after layer of verbal abuse. But just as I opened my mouth to reproach her, I was interrupted.


      “The tsun is coming off strong!” a man announced. “Lieselotte’s acting as standoffish as ever, but this time, she may have taken it too far!”


      “Lieselotte’s maneuver comes from the simple desire to not be left out, but her roundabout choice of words and constantly haughty attitude seem to be causing a complete misunderstanding,” a woman said. “I suspect all she’s done is drastically lower His Highness’s opinion of her yet again. Things are looking grim!”


      They were the Voices of the Gods.


      “Why do you do this to yourself, Lieselotte?!” the man asked, frustrated. “Why can’t you see that your sharp tongue only pushes His Highness away?!”


      I looked around reflexively, but couldn’t find a source for the sound. Despite being directly mentioned, Lieselotte seemed totally unaware of the voices. The same went for Fiene. The two of them were preoccupied with their staring contest, the former exuding open hostility and the latter cowering from it.


      “This is exactly what makes Lieselotte a tsundere,” the woman said. “She can’t bring herself to admit that she’s legitimately worried for Fiene’s reputation or that she’s so super duper in love with His Highness that even the tiniest things send her into a fit of jealousy.”


      The calmly delivered analysis sent shock waves through my mind. L-Love? Who? With whom? Jealousy? Wait...what on earth is a “tsun de rais”? While I spiraled into confusion at the incomprehensible words of the mysterious voices, I happened to make eye contact with Lieselotte.


      “Is something the matter, Your Highness?” she asked.


      “No, uh, I heard the Voices of the Gods,” I answered meekly. I wasn’t completely sure, but these were most likely the words of gods that the royal family were able to hear. What we called the Voices of the Gods belonged to deities from foreign realms, and they were the reason my bloodline had risen to the throne. My forefathers had led the people according to their teachings and had been glorified because of it.


      These heavenly voices told us many things; at times they offered knowledge, at others they prophesied the future. However, according to my father, his father, and all the tales I could find in the royal records, our correspondence with the gods was supposedly fleeting—so much so that our power was considered but a divine whim.


      It was often said they offered some word or two of wisdom before a great disaster or in response to fervent prayer. I wasn’t supposed to receive an endless stream of information like this. What was more, no one in the history of the royal family had ever been blessed by the presence of two deities.


      These unexpected developments combined with the gods’ unbelievable statements left me perplexed. The adverbs I would use to describe the likelihood of these voices belonging to divine beings included “probably,” “most likely,” and “almost certainly,” but I had trouble reconciling my doubt in their claims and authenticity with my faith in the gods.


      “You don’t even know the power of the royal lineage?” While I was lost in thought, Lieselotte began to carefully explain all of the minute details of my family history to Fiene. I blankly stared at her as she prattled on about our national legend and the gears in my mind slowly turned.


      The voices I had heard were probably Voices of the Gods—and according to them, Lieselotte was in love with me. But despite our betrothal, she had never once acted sweetly toward me. That’s not to say that she wasn’t appropriately respectful when interacting with a member of the royal family, of course, but there was something about her politeness that felt cold and distant. Her stern expression never faltered and when she spoke, she often admonished me, just like moments ago.


      In fact, I had always thought she hated me. Was it really a matter of not being able to admit affection?


      “Why did Lieselotte suddenly start talking about Prince Siegwald?!” the god asked.


      “I’m not sure myself,” the goddess replied. Her voice had been stripped of all theatrics and I would go so far as to say it sounded conversational. “‘His Highness heard a Heavenly Voice’...? Wait, Fiene and His Highness shouldn’t be awakened at this stage, so he shouldn’t be able to yet. Plus, the courtyard scene doesn’t go like this, and it’s way too early for the Hidden God Route... Is this another hidden route that I didn’t know about? Endo, did you press any weird buttons?”


      It was true that I was young and inexperienced. This was my first time hearing a Voice of the Gods, but some part of me was absolutely convinced that the words that had descended upon me and me alone were none other than the power of my bloodline.


      “I didn’t do jack,” the male deity named Endoh said in a similarly conversational tone. “I put it on autoplay just like you told me to, Kobayashi. I haven’t even touched the controller since I picked the ‘I think I’ll study in the courtyard’ option...”


      “Uh, um,” I stammered. As the gods discussed amongst themselves, seemingly puzzled, I asked to the skies, “Are your names Lord Endoh and Lady Kobayashee?”


      And then, the heavens fell quiet. Perhaps to not impede my divine exchange, Lieselotte and Fiene had ended their conversation as well. I cut through the total silence and continued on.


      “I sincerely apologize for addressing you so suddenly. I am His Majesty King Fitzenhagen’s first son, Crown Prince Siegwald. Though you have been referring to me as ‘His Highness’ for some time now, I pray that you might call me Siegwald or Sieg.”


      After offering a formal greeting, I bowed down to the gods. Lieselotte gracefully followed suit, and Fiene hurried to mimic us as we knelt and prostrated ourselves. No title, whether royal, marquis, or commoner, was worth mentioning in the face of a god; to be addressed as “His Highness” felt out of place.


      “Ever since Lord Endoh announced...um, ‘the tsun is coming off strong,’ I’ve been able to hear the two of you speak.” I couldn’t see them, but I sensed that they wavered at my statement. I added, “My family and I have the power to receive messages from deities in other realms.”


      “Uhh,” Lady Kobayashee started, “I mean, sure, that was a thing, but...are we in this ‘other realm’? Like, you can actually hear us? In that case, Your Highness—er, Sieg, if you can hear my voice, give Liese-tan—er, I mean, Lieselotte—a big ol’ smooch!”


      ...Smooch?! Lady Kobayashee sent me into shock once again. Did...Did she just tell me to k-kiss Lieselotte?!


      Unbelievable as it was, it was a command from the goddess. As a member of the royal family—no, as a denizen of this world—I had no choice but to obey. Besides, Lieselotte was my fiancée. A mere exchange of lips isn’t a big—ah, but we’re in public. No, but the gods...


      Even as my mind swirled into mush, I made my way over to Lieselotte and placed my right hand gently on her cheek.


      “Y-Your Highness?” she asked, looking up at me, petrified by confusion.


      The anxiety I felt over what I was about to do nearly drove me mad. This is the gods’ will. But we’re in the courtyard. There are people about. But the divine must be obeyed. Wow, her cheek is soft. Her fair skin is springy too. Her lips are glimmering pink and... As my thoughts swirled, sloshed, and tumbled about, I finally reached my tipping point and left the rest to fate.


      “Wh-What are you—”


      Ignoring Lieselotte as she panicked, I leaned closer as if I were being drawn in. Finally, I placed my lips onto her...cheek.


      “Will this suffice? Lady Kobayashee?”


      A kiss on the lips had been too much to ask. Actually, the peck I’d given her cheek was already unbearably embarrassing. I hadn’t been given any instruction on where I had to kiss her—though that was just me making excuses. This was the best I could do.


      “Ffff—” A short outburst from Lady Kobayashee gave way to an oppressive silence. I fretted over the shame of my public indecency and recalled the sensation of Lieselotte’s smooth, supple skin. A burning heat lingered on my still-outstretched hand. When I looked over to Lieselotte, she was beet red. There was a tear in her eye, her lips were quivering, and she was trembling all over.
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      Dear gods, she’s cute. Wait, crap! I’d been so charmed that my train of thought had completely derailed.


      “Finallyyyyyyyyyyyyyyy!!!” Lady Kobayashee screamed so loudly that she blasted away my confusion and left my ears ringing.


      “C-Calm down, Kobayashi!”


      “I can’t, I can’t, I caaan’t!!! Did you see that?! Sieg and Liese-tan...kissed! I know it was on the cheek, but still. That’s a kiss! That counts! That’s a fat smooch right on her cheek. Plus, Liese-tan is so cute! You know what? Getting to see that was enough for me. I couldn’t care less about the small stuff!”


      “Care a little! Look, I don’t know how, but he can actually hear our voices. So if we have Sieg do his best, don’t you think we can avoid all this final boss, witch stuff? C’mon, get your head in the game so we can try to help them!” After attempting to calm down his fellow deity, Lord Endoh paused briefly and added, “Would you stop hitting me?!”


      “You’re right!” Lady Kobayashee cried, excited. Then, the two of them began to whisper to one another in hushed voices.


      I gingerly pulled my hand away from Lieselotte’s cheek. Not wanting to bother my heavenly advisors, I had no choice but to wait. Still, I’d like to make it clear that I wholeheartedly agreed with their assessment that “Liesettan” (who I assumed to be Lieselotte) was cute.


      Usually, she was prideful and strict when it came to etiquette. No matter how many men charmed by her beauty appeared before her, she always coldly turned them away without so much as blinking.


      “I am His Highness’s fiancée,” she’d say.


      I would have never thought I’d see the day when she would be rendered speechless, flushed and trembling before me.


      Well, in fairness, I’d done something brazen enough to make her that way. I was prepared to have my bad manners criticized, to receive an icy glare that’d reduce me to roadside filth, or even to get slapped for my troubles.


      Yet when I looked at Lieselotte, her face was completely red—in fact, so were her ears and neck. How far does her blushing extend?


      “Um... Ahem.”


      The goddess suddenly cleared her throat as I lost myself looking at my fiancée. It seemed the divines had reached a conclusion, so I stood up straight to bear witness to their word.


      “Uhhh, first of all, we’re not really sure why you’re calling us gods. Since we can’t play the part or anything, we’re gonna keep talking like this,” the esteemed goddess said.


      I nodded up toward the heavens. As the gods will.


      “I know the plot—er, I know the details of an upcoming incident that will take place in your country, revolving around this very academy.”


      As expected of the goddess. I was in awe at Lady Kobayashee’s wisdom, but the word “incident” left a sinking pit in my stomach.


      “Please wait a moment. Do you mean to say that something is going to happen at the Royal Academy?”


      Every potential magician in the kingdom was obligated to attend this school. In practice, this meant the institution was filled with the sons and daughters of influential nobles, including those from the royal family. The faculty, staff, and security here were the best the crown could afford. I could hardly imagine anything going awry here, of all places.


      “It’s less that it’s gonna happen and more, uh, we want to prevent it from happening? But, uhhh...”


      “You have the power to prevent the incident, Sieg. The thing is, though, we don’t really wanna tell you—or I guess it wouldn’t work out if we explained it, so...”


      Lady Kobayashee hesitated as she spoke, and Lord Endoh did the same as he jumped in to help. I tilted my head. Is this about the “final boss witch stuff” that they mentioned earlier? What do I have to “do my best” in, and how?


      “Lemme see,” Lady Kobayashee said. “Basically, at this rate, the super duper cute tsundere Liese-tan—a.k.a. Lieselotte Riefenstahl—is going to be doomed to ruin.”


      I felt my soul abandon me as I listened to Lady Kobayashee carefully pick her words. Lieselotte is...“doomed to ruin”? What does that even mean?


      “But we still can’t say why. We’re not allowed to tell you right now, Sieg.”


      Her outright refusal to fill me in left me incredibly frustrated. Lieselotte was my fiancée, and yet I was still deemed unworthy of knowing how to save her.


      “Hey, don’t worry about it! C’mon, it’s no fun to spoil everything in the opening act, right?” Lord Endoh said in an attempt to cheer me up.


      “That’s right! Besides, if we tried to explain everything all at once, it’d get really messy and waaay too long! So we’re gonna wait for the perfect moment, then bam! We’ll give you the best advice we can through our play-by-play and color commentary!”


      I tilted my head once again at the goddess’s peculiar divination. Play-by-play and color commentary? Although I remained puzzled, the gods excitedly continued on.


      “Er, so, I’m—ahem. I’ll be your play-by-play caster, Endo!”


      “Joined by your color commentator, Kobayashi!”


      I chiseled their introductions into my brain: the god was the great “Play-by-Play Caster Endoh” and the goddess was the venerable “Color Commentator Kobayashee.”


      “Going forward,” the goddess said, “we’ll give you real-time analysis of Liese-tan’s emotions, so we want you to use our advice to confront her with an open heart. No guarantees that we’ll be able to explain everything even if you do, but the incident and Liese-tan’s ruin and the totally stupid bad end won’t happen! We won’t let it!” A wave of relief washed over me with her emphatic conclusion.


      “We’ll keep talking,” he said, “and all you have to do is listen, think, and do your best. Can I add that these past few minutes of you talking to us have been really awkward? You look super cringe, so think of our commentary as a third-party thing. There’s no need to reply to us; just listen, and then brush us aside.”


      I’m...super cringe? I reflexively snuck a glance at Lieselotte and Fiene to see they were both horribly perplexed. Oh, right. They know I’m talking to the gods, but they can only hear my side. Nothing I’m saying makes any sense to them.


      I had become a total lunatic in their eyes, and it wouldn’t be limited to the two of them. Only those who shared my blood could hear the Voices of the Gods, meaning that a two-way conversation was far from ideal. The thought of “brushing aside” real deities troubled me, but I was grateful for their suggestion all the same.


      “Thank you kindly for your concern,” I said with a deep bow. “Um, but, well, I still have several things I’d like to ask you.”


      “Hmm, then...just one for the road, okay?” Lord Endoh said.


      The heavens permitted me but one question to quell the endless sources of my confusion. Yet I had countless questions about the incident, the gods themselves, and above all, Lieselotte.


      A moment’s hesitation swirled together with the fear that there had been things purposefully left unsaid due to my incompetence, spurring me on to make a decision...


      “Um, what exactly is a tsun de rais?”


      ...And I chose the wrong question. I ended up totally blundering my one chance at more information.


      That is what I chose to ask?! Literally anything else would have been better! I mean, it’s been on my mind since they keep using this mystery word, but still!


      “Oh, a tsundere is...huh. What is a tsundere?” Lord Endoh said. “It’s kinda like they’re all tsun-tsun and thorny on the outside, but they really wanna cuddle up to you on the inside. Or maybe that they look mean at first glance but are actually a misunderstood sweetheart?”


      “It’s basically just Liese-tan,” Lady Kobayashee said. “Liese-tan is all tsun because she can’t express her love very clearly, but she’s secretly head over heels for you. You should be able to figure it out if you keep watching her closely. Okay, now get to it!”


      “...Thank you very much,” I said, thanking the gods for their benevolent answer to my ridiculous question with another bow.


      I turned back toward Lieselotte and Fiene. After all, there was no use crying over spilt milk. Besides, I’d been in the middle of my conversation with these two ladies, and it’d been quite tense from what I remembered. Just as Lady Kobayashee said, I needed to confront them as sincerely as I could.


      “Good luck, Sieg! Give it your all!” Lord Endoh said, and then shifted tones as he continued, “Will he be able to reclaim the lost tension and see this scene through to its proper end?!”


      “Liese-tan’s already mushier than a soft-boiled egg, so I think that may be asking for too much. I suggest the three of them give up and have a nice, friendly study session together.”


      I figured as much.


      The instant I turned around, Lieselotte began anxiously twirling the drill in her hair, still beet red from the earlier kiss. The tense atmosphere from when she had first entered the courtyard had vanished. I wasn’t sure what Lord Endoh meant by “scene,” but I could say for certain that the situation had been radically altered by the gods’ meddling.


      “My discussion with the gods has ended,” I said. “Let us study together—all three of us. Here, Lieselotte, this way.”


      With a smile that prevented either of them from raising an objection, I took Lieselotte by the hand and led her over to the bench Fiene and I had been resting on. In order from left to right, Fiene, Lieselotte, and I each took our seats.


      Lieselotte didn’t have the energy to pick a fight, and as Fiene watched my fiancée awkwardly lower herself on the bench in contrast to her usual absolute grace, her gaze was nothing but tender. I figured it was safe to let them sit by one another; in fact, I felt like any other seating arrangement would only fuel another unscrupulous gossiper.


      “So, Fiene, what is it that you don’t understand?” I asked.


      My divine conversation had left me in high spirits, and my grin was even wider than usual. Perhaps because she felt pressured by my smile, Fiene pulled out her notebook despite her reluctance.


      Lieselotte peeked in to see that Fiene was struggling with the basics of the basics—things that were considered common sense. Any other student would have learned these topics years before their admittance, but Fiene had lived her life among commoners with no education in magic.


      “M-My,” Lieselotte said, “you don’t even understand something of this caliber?” She snatched away Fiene’s pen with a mocking tone and began scribbling explanations onto the page. Despite her tough front, she seemed eager to teach.


      “Fiene’s never had a chance to learn any of this. Don’t be so hard on her.” I told myself there was only one way to help tutor Fiene from where I was sitting. It was really just a thinly veiled attempt to justify what I was about to do. I turned to my left and leaned over until I was a hair’s breadth away from completely sticking to Lieselotte, and opened my mouth to start teaching. “See...”


      As I did, Lieselotte instantly and obviously turned to stone, her mouth zipped shut and her hands frozen midair. Her ears and neck glowed red, and I was sure I’d see the same color all over her face if only her face were visible. She really is adorable.


      Judging from her response, the prophecy that she was in love with me may not have been a lie—and nothing could have filled me with more delight.


      I merrily continued on, leaving Lieselotte bewildered at my sudden shift in behavior and Fiene grinning at her precious reactions. Meanwhile, Lady Kobayashee sporadically abandoned her analysis in favor of girlish shrieking while Lord Endoh shouted, “Ow, ow! Wai— Would you quit that?!”


      ...What in the world is going on in their realm?

    

  

  
    
      ◆◆◆ The Young Duo on the Other Side of the Mic


      “Wow, that was crazy,” the boy and girl said in unison. They glanced at one another and chuckled at their jinx, still in sync.


      “No matter how this ends up, I look forward to working with you, Play-by-Play Caster Endo,” the girl said with a smile.


      Her expression caused the boy’s heart to pound, but he did his utmost to keep a cool poker face while shaking her hand.


      The boy’s name was Endo Aoto. He was in his second year of high school, was currently a member of his school’s broadcasting club, and he had a one-sided crush on the classmate-slash-clubmate grinning from ear to ear before him: Kobayashi Shihono.


      ————


      The tale began when Shihono brought a certain otome game to their club. The Broadcasting Club wasn’t very strict—in fact, it was infamous for being incredibly lax. Unless they had a competition coming up, the members only got together to practice on Wednesdays.


      However, their club had a responsibility to deliver a broadcast at morning, noon, and the end of school hours every day, regardless of whether or not they had practice. As a result, on every other weekday, the two regular announcers were left all alone with little to do. To kill the time, the tight space of their soundproofed clubroom had been lined with manga volumes, a TV, and a game console someone had brought.


      One day, Aoto’s beloved Shihono added yet another game to their pile: Love Me Magically!, also known as Magikoi. Set in a fantasy world styled after early-modern Europe, the main character Fiene finds her fifteen years of life as a commoner coming to an end as she is suddenly thrust into the world of nobility. All of it is thanks to her ability to use a noble’s greatest privilege: magic.


      The romantic simulation game begins when Fiene finds herself admitted into the Royal Academy of Magic, surrounded by a prince here, a knight there, and a teacher over yonder. In total, there are five potential suitors to pursue (plus one hidden route where she woos a god). From there, she loves, swoons, loves again, and even goes on an adventure or two.


      Although students enter the academy at fifteen and graduate three years later at eighteen, the game only covers the first year of her time at the school.




      “But the best character is definitely the tsundere villainess, Lieselotte! I’m sure her dignified cuteness will make even a guy’s heart seize up, so try it out, Endo! And once you do, cry with me!”


      After fully clearing the game herself, Kobayashi Shihono had given in to the primal urge to share the story she loved with as many people as she could. She didn’t skip a beat as she passionately made her appeal to the young man she always delivered the morning, noon, and after-school announcements with.


      Aoto was so plainly infatuated with her that the rest of his clubmates secretly conspired to give the two of them as much alone time as possible. Thus, although he wasn’t too keen on Shihono’s suggestion, he was so overjoyed that she’d chosen to share this with him of all people that he had ended up agreeing to play an otome game near the beginning of June. That was around a month and a half prior to their peculiar episode.


      At first, Aoto had no interest in Lieselotte, and even less understanding of why someone would appreciate a tsundere. However, he was curious to see the game that had caused Shihono to squirm in excitement, empty whole boxes of tissues, and dance a cute (according to Aoto and Aoto alone) little jig of joy in the clubroom.


      Furthermore, he had the ulterior motive of finding more common interests to talk about so that the two of them could grow closer. With all this in mind, he swallowed his pride as a high school boy and began playing a dating sim for women under Shihono’s instruction.




      “So, where do I start?” Aoto asked.


      “I think you should go with the fan disc! The game is way deeper when you have an understanding of Liese-tan’s charm, after all! Oh, and, Liese-tan’s this ultra-high-spec marquis villainess who pops up in the main story and butts into the main character’s business all the time. And she’s always saying hurtful things and crossing a bunch of lines and gets possessed by this Witch of Yore demon-thing to turn into the final boss, but the truth is...she’s a huge tsundere!”


      Aoto felt slightly disturbed at how his simple question had been met with an unyielding onslaught of an answer, but Shihono only grew more fervent, wildly swinging her hands as she continued.


      “You’ll figure out that Liese-tan’s just a big ol’ tsundere if you play through the fan disc! Oh, and, you see, this disc has a bunch of visual novels that talk about the after story or expand on behind-the-scenes stuff during the main scenario, right? And there’s one called Lieselotte’s Memoir—which, since she’s the last boss and all, ends right before she gets killed. It’s really sad, and honestly kinda heavy all around...”


      Recalling the sadness of Lieselotte’s story toned down Shihono’s vigor. Aoto grinned at her boisterous emotions and enthusiastically nodded to signal that she could keep going.


      “First, you have this romance option in the main game, His Highness Siegwald, who’s the crown prince and Liese-tan’s fiancé. In her memoir, she confesses her secret love for him and her hidden admiration for Fiene’s innocence. You can see her slowly break down as the Witch of Yore eats away at her psyche, all while she struggles with her inability to be honest and her terrible relationship with Sieg. Her misery and bravery in this part already bring me to tears, but playing through the main story when you know Liese-tan’s true feelings makes her giga-cute! She’s! So! Cute! So start with this!”


      Shihono’s eyes were shimmering as she looked up at Aoto. Taken by her excitement, he conceded and began working his way through the aforementioned story in the fan disc.




      The conclusion? Aoto bawled. A mere otome game turned this high school boy into a sobbing wreck. It was a testament to just how miserable, brave, and prone to misunderstanding Lieselotte was in spite of her young, purehearted love for Siegwald.


      Lieselotte bore some of the blame, what with how she’d let the Witch of Yore manipulate her jealousy, but she was only sixteen at her time of death; at her age, she was expected to be immature. The heavy sense of duty that came with her status had instilled her with a respectable work ethic, and her diary was full of self-admonishment. In the end, her lovestruck heart cracked to the evil witch and she perished. The tragedy of her suffering had caused Aoto’s floodgates to swing wide open.
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