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    Chapter 0: Execution


Year 387 of the Old Kingdom Era. Year 1 of the New Empire Era, July 3rd.

A public execution was about to begin in the ancient city of Rahator, a city with a long history, one of the most prominent on the continent of Barnat.

Once the capital of a declining kingdom, it had now become the capital of the newly established Empire.

“From now on!! I will execute the death sentences of the deposed King Carl VII, the deposed Queen Jalomier, and 97 other traitors!!”

The executioner, standing on the scaffold, shouted with all his might. The moment that the citizens had eagerly awaited had finally arrived.

“Their crimes include disturbing the lives of the people! Disregarding the national opinion and committing tyranny! Embezzling taxes and wasting them on luxury! Collaborating with enemy nations and countless other offenses that I can’t even begin to list!!”

The executioner paused for a moment to catch his breath, then pointed at the criminals with the death warrants and declared:

“I shall behead them here, and cleanse them of their crimes!!”

“Finally! Finally, I get to see those bastards die!!!”

“Ugh, I wish my late grandmother could be here to see this…”

The reactions were all over the place. Some fainted in joy, some shed tears in emotional relief, while others sniffled quietly in a state of numbness.

Each person cheered in their own way.

Perhaps some were wondering: Why is it that people take such joy in the death of others? Isn’t there a certain respect that should be shown, even to those who are about to die?

If you were to ask the citizens, they would likely answer something like this:

“You try living under their oppression for your entire life, and then talk to me about respect!”

The anger and hatred of the citizens, who had been exploited for hundreds of years, had long since reached its limit. The only way to silence it now was with blood.

“Shut up! Shut your filthy mouths, you vermin!!”

“Repugnant traitors! When the army arrives, you will all be executed by firing squad!!”

“How dare you, commoners, lay a hand on me, a noble?! Get out of here at once!!”

However, the audacity of humans never ceased to amaze.

Amidst the cheers of the thousands in the crowd chanting for death, the criminals could not regain their senses and continued to hurl insults.

It wasn’t too late to stop this farce and free them immediately, they cried.

One of them, with his courage bolstered, even shouted toward Emperor Carolus, who was watching from a distant palace balcony.


“Carolus!! You damn betrayer!! How could you, a general raised by His Majesty’s grace, betray him?! Do you have no heart?!”

Emperor Carolus I, the one addressed, simply ignored the shout and thought to himself:

“So what? And who wants to overthrow the country anyway?”

If they didn’t like it, they should have created a nation where they wouldn’t need a coup in the first place.



 
  
    Chapter 1:  I didn’t want to do this either (1)


It all started like a cliché, with a car accident.

A truck, speeding through a red light, crushed a pedestrian on the crosswalk, and it just so happened that the pedestrian was me—an all-too-common story.

And when I opened my eyes, I found that I had reincarnated as a low-ranking noble in the kingdom.

Carolus von Royten.

The second son of a poor baron family that owned a fief in the barren and impoverished southeastern region.

That was me.

I had never read a novel with such a setting, nor had I ever played a game like it, yet here I was, thrust into this otherworldly life.

Surprisingly, though, it wasn’t that uncomfortable.

It was a bit disappointing to not have a cellphone, but my relationship with my family was good.

My parents took care of me and my older brother, and my brother always cherished me as his younger sibling. The retainers were loyal, and the people of the fief respected us, their lords.

Although we didn’t have financial luxury, we never went hungry, and I was able to have a happy childhood. However, there was one fatal issue that I faced.

That was the uncertainty of my future.

The title and fief would be inherited by my older brother, and our family, unlike other noble families, was not in a position to divide the wealth among siblings.

Though I received what little we could manage, it amounted to nothing more than a horse and a suit of armor.

If things continued like this, I would either become a wandering knight or starve to death on the streets, so I needed to find a way to survive.

The conclusion I arrived at was to attend the military academy.

If I could just graduate, I would secure a job as an officer, and the academy would provide for my tuition and living expenses for four years.

Being a commander was an honorable position in any era, so even if I was poor, I could still gain some honor.

Luckily, the military of this world suited me quite well.

In my previous life, I had served in the ROTC, and it wasn’t all that different from my time there. The weapons and tactics were a bit more outdated, but that was about it.

I used my social skills to give the top spots to high-ranking nobles, and I graduated with a decent but not extraordinary grade.

The region where I, a newly minted lieutenant, was assigned was the North. It was a border area adjacent to the Northern Allied Empire.

For most of the year, it was covered in snow, and since the kingdom’s relationship with the Northern Empire was generally good, it was a peaceful area.

I had planned to quietly build my experience as a platoon leader here and then move to another region, becoming an elite officer and gradually rising in rank. Well, that was the plan, at least.

If only war with the Northern Empire hadn’t broken out suddenly.



The Empire, which invaded our kingdom on the grounds that we had committed a diplomatic blunder—whether that was true or not—launched fierce offensives from all directions.

From the flat and hilly West to the narrow mountainous Eastern region. Even into the northern part where I was stationed.

Due to the snowfields on the border between the two countries, it was a region so difficult for warfare that even marching was nearly impossible. Despite that, the Empire sent a massive army.

At the very least, tens of thousands of troops, along with supplies and various weapons.

They sent their army with the full intent to crush us mercilessly.

In contrast, we had a meager force of only five thousand. Our entire northern army was so outnumbered that it was even smaller than their vanguard.

So, what should my decision have been here? Surrender?

Even if I had been reincarnated, this kingdom was still my homeland. I couldn’t abandon it.

So, I fought.

With a severely underpowered force, I grit my teeth and fought like a desperate animal. I set up ambushes at key locations and dug traps, fighting viciously.

As a platoon leader, I personally grabbed a sword and musket, charging at the enemy and engaging in hand-to-hand combat.

With so many riflemen dead, I had to camouflage myself and infiltrate the enemy lines to snipe their commanders on several occasions.

The number of scars on my body surpassed double digits, and I had participated in so many battles that I could barely remember them, enduring them all with a fierce will to survive.

Even as comrades who had come in with me were dying, and my subordinates were all replaced, I stubbornly stayed alive and kept fighting.

After struggling and fighting for over a decade, I ended up being promoted to the deputy commander of the northern army. Before I knew it, I had earned a reputation as a general, known to both the enemy and my own troops.

Well, it wasn’t that bad. Having fame meant having honor and authority.

It was also nice to be able to oversee the entire front and engage in strategic command on a national scale.

The war that had continued endlessly while I spent 10 years stuck in a single unit, unable to be reassigned, persisted even after I became the deputy commander.

New recruits were constantly being brought in, and every month, the skirmishes consumed hundreds and thousands of lives in a relentless cycle.

No one was able to land a decisive blow on the enemy, but still, we managed to gradually inflict damage on the Empire while holding our territory.

If we could hold out for another three years—no, just two—we might be able to prevent any openings for the Allied Empire and successfully defend our land.

It could have even led to peace talks. We were tired, but the enemy was even more exhausted, so there was real hope.

I truly believed it. I shouted words of hope to my soldiers, urging them to hold on just a little longer.

Unfortunately, my country did not have the patience left to endure that long.



“You said ‘retreat’?”

“Yeah. The whole army is retreating.”

The order came suddenly after I was called to the command post.

I couldn’t believe my ears when I was told to abandon the land we had defended with so much blood and sweat for the past 10 years.

“Why? Our army is still fighting evenly.”

“I don’t know. It’s an order from above, so we’re just following it.”

The Northern Commander replied lazily, as if he didn’t want to discuss it further.

His words—like a pig stuffed with fat telling me what was obvious—made my blood boil, but I held it in. After all, he had connections in the central government.

If I opposed someone like him, who had gained his position purely through flattery and without any real achievements, it could lead to not only my downfall but also harm my entire unit and even the Northern Army.

“Surely there’s a reason, right? Commander. Didn’t the central command at least send a detailed explanation along with the retreat order?”

“Hey, Carolus. Why are you so rebellious today? Don’t you hear what I’m saying? Get the retreat preparations done!”

I couldn’t understand. Why was this order so incomprehensible to me? For all these years, I had been told to hold the line and resist at all costs. And now, suddenly, we were being told to retreat?

I was the Deputy Commander of the Northern Army. Apart from the central command, I was among the top five in rank within the kingdom’s military.

Was this situation so urgent that even someone like me couldn’t be given an explanation?

I hadn’t received any reports about other fronts collapsing. Why, then, was the defense strategy being changed so suddenly?

I was furious. I couldn’t understand why the royal family and the central command were making decisions that would render all the sacrifices of the past meaningless.

But above all, what I couldn’t understand was the arrogant attitude of the pig-like figure standing before me.

—Slap!

“You bastard! Just follow the orders! How dare a soldier like you defy me?!”

“…I apologize.”

He slapped me across the face and, gritting his teeth, ordered me to handle the retreat preparations. “Don’t make me say it again. Go and get the units ready to move back to the rear!”

With his furious temper and the situation escalating, I had no choice but to bow my head.

At this point, there was no use trying to reason with him. So, I bit my lip and quietly left the barracks.

“General Roitel, are you alright?”

“Do I look alright to you?”

As I walked through the camp, one of my young lieutenants, my aide, approached me.

He had joined the military last summer and, having fought in numerous battles, had been promoted faster than I had.

“What did you hear to get so upset?”

“They’re ordering a retreat. They want to pull the entire front back.”

“…What?”

His expression showed disbelief, and I shared that feeling. But the commander was being unreasonable.

“What’s the reason? Are we out of supplies?”

“He won’t tell me, so I don’t know. That’s why I’m going to find out.”

I pulled a cigarette from my pocket, lighting it with a click of my lighter, and gave the order.

“You know Colonel Kys from the intelligence department, right?”

“The one with the long mustache? Yeah, I know him.”

“He should be stationed near here, so go tell him to help us. Explain the situation first, then let him know what’s going on.”

Since I had saved his life once before, I was sure he’d help me out.

For now, I needed to delay things by telling the commander that I was in the middle of preparations. A full retreat couldn’t just happen overnight.

By dragging my feet, I hoped to buy enough time to gather information.

I was confident that the Commander, who was all show and no substance, would fall for it easily. He had no clue how to handle logistical documents—he was completely clueless about the real work, which I had always taken care of.

As expected, I managed to stall long enough to gain some breathing room.

“General Roitel, Colonel Kys is here.”

“Let him in.”


The truth I finally uncovered was shocking beyond belief.

“They’re cutting the military budget to save money for the Queen’s diamond tiara… So they’ve decided to abandon the front?”

All this time, I, the officers of the kingdom, and the brave soldiers—had been fighting for these filthy swine?





 
  
    Chapter 2: I didn’t want to do this either (2)


Finally, Colonel Kys, who had managed to gather the information, handed over the materials and reported what he had found.

Contrary to the usual poker face typical of the Intelligence Department, he was unable to control his expression at all.

“To explain the situation, it’s roughly like this,” he began.

He said that initially, this wasn’t the strategy they had planned to pursue.

The king and the nobles wanted to make sure not a single inch of land was lost, and the military shared the same mindset. They had planned to continue reinforcing the troops and maintaining a strict defense along the frontlines and borders, just as they had always done.

Retreat? That was a term that should never even be mentioned.

…If that foolish queen hadn’t suddenly gotten greedy, that is.

“That damn fool, Jalomier—”

“Watch your mouth. This is the military. There are many ears listening.”

“My apologies. Anyway, some idiot suddenly demanded that the king buy expensive luxury goods. Thanks to that, our military’s budget was completely drained.”

The current King Carl VII has three wives. One is his legitimate queen, Jalomier, and the other two were concubines taken later on.

The concubines aren’t particularly important, so let’s move past them. The real issue began at a royal banquet one day.

“Everyone, please pay attention! This is a brooch made from the world’s largest ruby!”

“How many carats is that? What kind of jewel is that? It’s so big it’s the size of a fist!”

“How much would it cost to buy that… No, before that, can we even put a price on something like that?”

The wife of Marquis Benemunde, who had never been on good terms with the queen, appeared wearing jewelry sent from her family.

The Benemunde family’s estates are known throughout the kingdom as a source of fine gems.

They had mined the highest quality ruby stones from their family-owned mines, processed them, and showcased the finished product at the banquet to flaunt their wealth.

Some may find it rather distasteful, especially when others, like a general, spend every day eating in a tent. But anyway, there was nothing particularly strange about the incident.

It’s just one of the basic qualities of high-ranking nobles: the need to show off and indulge in vanity.

When they have something to boast about, it’s natural for them to display it in front of everyone.

However, the queen saw this as a direct challenge to her authority and immediately began seeking a way to retaliate. In other words, she decided to find another flashy and expensive piece of jewelry to rival the Benemunde ruby brooch.

“Your Majesty, please arrange for an urgent sum of money. We must somehow put the Marquis of Benemunde in his place.”

“Do we really need to do that? Our budget is already stretched thin because of the war.”

“This is a matter of my authority and the royal family’s prestige! Are we just going to watch our royal honor fall to the ground?!”

“Alright, alright. Then let me see where we can arrange the funds…”

The Marquis of Benemunde had proudly declared his ruby to be the largest in the world. Finding something of equal grandeur to match it would not be easy.

After all, rubies are far rarer and more precious than sapphires or emeralds.

In the end, the queen’s attention turned to diamonds.

The king of gems, a symbol of luxury. Even a small diamond could display enough value and rarity to compete.

Coincidentally, a suitable item had come onto the market from a neighboring country. It wasn’t particularly large, but it was made of the finest quality diamonds, dozens of them, crafted into a tiara.

The price was astronomical, but the queen was so pleased with it that it became her goal. A large sum of money was immediately gathered for the purchase.

…And that fund included the budget originally allocated for new soldier training and the purchase of military supplies.

The blood money that had been raised over the past decade, which had been hard-earned and was meant to protect the kingdom from the Northern Allied Empire that had tormented them for so long.

In any rational country, the purchase of such a luxury would have been canceled, and the money redirected to the military. But here, in this kingdom ruled by an absolute monarch, the king’s word was final, and no rational decision could be expected.

“Your Majesty, if we proceed with this, there won’t be enough funds to feed the soldiers at the frontlines.”

“Then we’ll have to cut military expenses. Which front is consuming the most money right now?”

“The north. It’s difficult to supply, given the distance and rugged terrain.”

“Then let’s withdraw the troops from there. Even if we give up the frozen wasteland, it won’t make much of a difference to the war.”

The region was buried in snow for most of the year, making farming impossible and with a very small population. There was no significant benefit to holding on to it.

So, the idea was to hand it over to the Northern Allied Empire and reorganize the front from the rear. Moving to a location with shorter supply lines and easier mobility would also reduce defense costs significantly.

With that logic, the north was abandoned.

It was difficult to reveal the truth, so only a brief order was left, just a few lines on a command sheet.

“Shit.”

And of course.

After understanding the circumstances, there was no way I could agree with such a reckless decision.



“Those fucking pigs in the capital.”

I muttered lowly, unable to hold back the curse.

It was shameful to be swearing after just telling Lieutenant Colonel Kys to hold his tongue, but I couldn’t stand it any longer.

They’re abandoning land because they’re short on funds from luxury spending? Was a tiara more important than the rations for the soldiers?

Does this even make sense? Then why the hell did I issue orders to never retreat and to fight to the last man?

We hadn’t lost in the battles where we deployed most of our military forces, nor was the economy on the verge of collapse.

If we were going to give up the land so easily, then what the hell were we fighting for all this time?

Was this land something we could afford to give up for the sake of luxury goods? Why, after sacrificing so many lives and fighting countless battles over the past 10 years, did we need to spend such enormous resources?

“Do they even understand the value of this land? After more than 10 years, do they still not get why we built a base in a place where people can barely survive?”

“I know it’s hard to believe… but it seems so. Some even mock saying that they must have liked suffering to be stuck in a place like that.”

“They must be dumber than bugs.”

I couldn’t help but let out a hollow laugh in disbelief.

Did they say the north is barren and contributes nothing to the kingdom’s strength? Fine. That’s true. Honestly, even if this land were lost, it would barely affect the kingdom’s economy.

But the value of land isn’t determined solely by its resources or production.

Some lands, no matter how low their material value, provide immense benefit to a country simply by being held.

The north is a realm dominated by snow and ice. It’s difficult to even find a proper village or settlement, and the terrain is quite rough.

The environment on the Northern Allied Empire’s side might be slightly better, but the part owned by our kingdom is closer to a literal wasteland.

However, beyond the snowy expanse lies a vast plain.

A gigantic flatland, similar to Ukraine’s great steppes, with only a few hills and lakes breaking up the terrain.

“If we give up the north, our kingdom will collapse.”

Should I simplify it further?

The northern snowy region is to our kingdom what the Great Wall of China was to the Ming Dynasty or what the Sudetenland was to Czechoslovakia.

The west could fall, but we’d still have old fortress lines in the rear to hold the defense. The eastern front is short enough to be plugged quickly if breached.

But not here. If we abandon this place, the entire country will crumble. It’s the most critical stronghold for the kingdom’s defense strategy—no, for its entire security. And we’re just going to hand it over?

What, are they trying to achieve world peace or something?

“It feels like all the loyalty I’ve given has been for nothing.”

“…I feel the same.”

For the first time since reincarnating into this world, I felt regret.

The queen who wasted the kingdom’s taxes on a tiara, the king who readily agreed, and the central nobles who stood idly by and let it happen.

I was revolted by the mere existence of these people.

But above all else.

I hated myself the most.

Why? Why did I, this pathetic fool, waste ten years of my life? I should have surrendered to the Northern Allied Empire the moment the war began.

I could have been living comfortably by now if I had just surrendered earlier.

Maybe I should have become a merchant instead of a soldier.

If I had emigrated and started a business, wouldn’t I be living much more comfortably and peacefully now?

“But now, no matter how much I beg, I can’t get them to revoke the orders.”

Although I made a name for myself on the battlefield, I’m still a low-ranking noble. I have no connections to the central government and my status is just that of a pure military man.

Even if I go to the capital, begging the nobles to reconsider, it probably wouldn’t work. I might even get dismissed from my position as deputy commander for being too presumptuous.

“Has anyone else heard about this?”

“No, sir. You’re the first to know.”

“Then keep quiet about it for now. If word gets out, it’ll be the end.”

“Understood!”

After giving Kaiss the order to remain silent, I stayed behind in the barracks, lighting a cigarette.

I’m not usually a big smoker, but right now, I wanted to drown my brain in nicotine.


But, as the saying goes, rumors travel faster than anything.

“Deputy Commander! Is it really true that we’re retreating because of jewelry?!”

“Please, explain it to us!!”

The rumors quickly spread among the officers.



 
  
    Chapter 3: I didn’t want to do this either (3)


As usual, it was a day spent organizing the list of supplies to be sent to the rear and contemplating how to withdraw each unit in sequence.

“Ha… damn upper management.”

There are as many as 70,000 troops tied up on the northern front. A whopping 70,000. Even by the standards of the Korean military, that’s the size of an entire corps.

It’s no easy task to withdraw while maintaining as many of them as possible.

If we were to retreat all at once without thinking, we’d be hit by a full-scale enemy offensive and be done for. If we move too slowly while being cautious, we’ll likely be discovered soon enough.

I had to hand over the front line with minimal losses, at the right pace and in the proper order.

It goes without saying, but doing anything in moderation—doing it right—is the hardest part. No one knows where that balance point is.

The commander-in-chief, who should have been in charge of this, is the embodiment of incompetence, so his mere presence is a hindrance. In the end, I had to prepare everything myself.

As I was deep in thought, suddenly my subordinates swarmed into my tent, causing a ruckus.

“General Roitel! Are you inside?!”

“What’s going on here? I told you to go take care of your units.”

“We’ve heard some terrible rumors. Is it true that the reason we’re retreating is because of the queen?”

Damn it. I told them to keep quiet about it. Could Kaiss have been spreading it around?

I barely managed to stiffen my expression and asked where they had heard the news.

“Who said that?”

“A friend who works at the command center hinted at it. They said the royal family suddenly demanded a budget cut and a reduction of the front line.”

“We’ve also heard rumors that the queen spent a huge amount of money buying jewelry. It’s already all over the capital.”

…

Shit. All my warnings to keep it secret were for nothing. The news must have already spread among the public.

Was it because this was such a harsh land that the message took so long to reach us?

Considering they had gathered internal information through connections and pieced it together themselves, they were probably already almost certain about it.

Arguing against the truth when the answer is already clear would only make me more suspicious, so I decided to simply acknowledge the facts.

“…Yeah. The queen needed money to buy a tiara, so there’s not enough budget left for the army. That’s why they’re pulling us back to save money.”

“Goddamn it! Are they all out of their minds?!”

“Why the hell have we been enduring this hell to protect this place?!”

The soldiers and officers of the North, including myself, were the veterans who fought in the toughest conditions across the entire kingdom. Once assigned to this region, half of us didn’t survive before the end of our service, but we were the ones who made it through.

We didn’t leave our posts or get reassigned to other units. We had no choice but to dig in and fight to the bitter end.

Because of this, our attachment to this region, our stubbornness to succeed, and our pride in serving the nation were all deeply rooted.

Hearing that we were being driven out because of the royal family’s foolishness, we were all immediately enraged.

The atmosphere was tense, with soldiers openly spouting words that would get them arrested for blasphemy if uttered in the capital.

“If there’s no money, we should’ve given up on other fronts and focused on this one! Why abandon this natural fortress?!”

“We’ve built hundreds of bunkers on that snowfield! Our engineers bled to make them! Are we just going to leave all that behind and run away?!”

“If that’s the case, they should’ve ordered the retreat from the beginning! Why waste lives here for nothing?!”

As the deputy commander, it was my duty to stop their insubordination and enforce punishment, but for some reason, I didn’t feel like doing it.

I hadn’t lost.

Though I didn’t say it outright, we were all thinking more or less the same thing—myself included.

It was just that, for the sake of appearances and face, we were all holding back from expressing it publicly.

“Don’t you feel wronged, sir? We’ve been through over ten years of hell, and now it’s all for nothing.”

“You’ve been fighting here the longest. You must be the most upset.”

“…I’m pissed off too, you bastards. But what can we do about it?”

I sighed and lowered my head. I understood their anger completely, but there was nothing I could do to respond to their resentment.

Even as a three-star general, in the end, I was still lower in rank compared to the parachutists. I had no power, no connections, to help them, or to overturn the king’s orders.

“Even if I protest and get worked up, nothing’s going to change.”

The soldiers sighed in frustration.

Despite their grumbling, they knew it too. We were basically being forced to obey without any real options.

“Alright, go back. Cool down and rest. We’ll talk about this again tomorrow.”

Reluctantly, they nodded, saluted, and left.

As I watched their backs in their shabby blue uniforms, I couldn’t help but feel they looked even more pathetic today. I lit another cigarette.

Maybe it was because there was no filter, but the taste of the tobacco in this world was so harsh.

Though I had managed to calm my officers’ discontent, I had an even more serious and pressing issue at hand.

What was it?

The retreat operation was still on hold.

It was complicated, but I had roughly outlined the plan. With just a little more work, it could be finished.

The morale of the soldiers was still manageable for now.

Although the news of the retreat had caused some confusion, the truth hadn’t spread yet. As long as I spread a few rumors or fabricated stories, it wouldn’t be too hard to calm things down.

The real problem was my future.

‘I don’t think I’ll last much longer in the military.’

No matter how much I thought about it, I couldn’t see any hope of being promoted or having my achievements recognized. A few months ago, there was a chance, but not now. Thanks to that damn king’s orders, my career was completely ruined.

King Charles VII, that fool, probably issued the retreat order just to save money, but from the military’s perspective, it was a disaster.

Announcing victory or defeat and taking responsibility for them is solely the responsibility of the military.

Even if we lose territory because of the king’s orders, the military is the one that must bear the blame in the eyes of the public.

The story must always be that the military made a mistake, causing the loss of land and forcing a retreat.

But what if no one made a mistake?

Then I’d have to fabricate something. I’d change the records and frame someone as the scapegoat. I’ve seen that kind of thing countless times during my time in the hellish military.

Once someone decides to make a scapegoat, they’ll use every means at their disposal to turn that person into the most despised bastard in the world—it’s as easy as eating soup.

“This time, I guess that scapegoat will be me…”

However, the Northern Army’s Commander was like the central figure, full of connections, much like Won Gyun. He wasn’t someone I could easily target.

That said, those with ambiguous ranks like the brigade commanders or division commanders in the Northern Army would be hard to use as scapegoats without a compelling reason.

In the end, the most likely target was me.

I held a high enough rank to be an easy scapegoat—someone who was promoted too quickly and made enemies of established generals out of jealousy. I had no political connections, so they could get rid of me without any political backlash.

That was probably how I was seen in the capital.

No matter how much I had endured and how many accomplishments I had, human emotions aren’t rational. My achievements, made through blood and sweat, would likely be completely ignored by them.

My accomplishments would be downplayed as mere luck, and my once-glorious career would be treated like a shallow, worthless facade.

That’s probably why they’d come to the conclusion that I was the perfect scapegoat to calm public opinion.

“Should I submit my resignation and strike first?”

With my future so clearly mapped out, I started considering whether I should strike back in advance. If I resigned before the attack came, maybe the backlash would be less harsh. I’d be able to keep my military pension, too.

“Or maybe I should just go crazy and blame the commander?”

I also considered the idea of gathering journalists and making it known that the Northern Army Commander was responsible for the whole mess, but quickly dismissed it. It felt like a self-destructive move.

If I risked my reputation, I might as well give them a final slap in the face, but the side effects would be huge. That petty bastard would definitely try to destroy me even if I resigned.

Once I lost my status as an officer, I’d be unable to fight back and would be totally powerless.

If I got screwed over, fine, but I couldn’t let my family back home suffer too. That, I couldn’t forgive.

Ah, I suddenly want to see my family again. I haven’t seen them in over ten years, and now their faces are starting to blur.

‘Life really sucks.’

I worked hard to become a major general, fought to protect my country, and now the end result is betrayal.

I understand it in my head, but it still feels terrible. It’s like my patriotism is vanishing in real time.

If I could go back in time, I would have chosen to be a beggar, but I would never have become a soldier again.

Sigh… Well, I should sleep for now.


I’ve been thinking too much, and it’s already late. If I’m going to reassure my subordinates and finish the work, I’ll need to rest up for tomorrow.

However, the next day, things began to unfold in a completely different direction than I expected.

“Major General, I’ll be direct. How about we overthrow this country together?”

I gave them some time to calm down, and they were preparing a coup.



 
  
    Chapter 4: Since it’s free, let’s go to the capital (1)


The next morning.

As I spent my time handling tasks similar to those of yesterday, my subordinates once again came to visit.

“Major General.”

“What are you doing here again? You must have a mountain of work to get done.”

“We discussed what we talked about yesterday, all of us together, overnight.”

Dozens of people crowded into the small space, which contained only a field bed, desk, and wardrobe. They naturally formed a circle around me and began speaking one by one.

“We also thought long and hard about this. Should we really just accept this damned retreat order without question, and how should we persuade the soldiers?”

“If we have to retreat, we’ve already calculated where the new defense lines should be. But, there’s no answer.”

“No matter how we reviewed it, if we retreat from here, the only future is one where everyone is doomed. Not just this kingdom, but also your career, Major General, and ours, and even the soldiers’ lives.”

What the hell are these guys suddenly talking about?

If they had complaints, they could’ve just come to consult me. Why are they all crowding together now and making such an argument? Are they planning to mutiny against me?

I was puzzled for a moment.

Then my subordinates collectively dropped to their knees on the dirt floor, looking up at me, and began to beg.

“Major General, we’ll be blunt. Would you join us in overthrowing this country?”

Overthrow.

This word could only mean one thing. The intent behind it was so clear that there was no room for alternative interpretations.

“I… are you asking me to lead a coup?”

“It’s not a coup. Please call it ‘restoration’. A restoration for the royal family and the kingdom, which have been twisted beyond recognition.”

“That’s fucking the same thing!!”

A soldier saying he’s going to lay hands on the royal family, and that’s not a coup?

Even if they try to dress it up with nicer terms, the essence of it is the same.

They can’t stand seeing the country run like this anymore, so as patriotic soldiers, we’re the ones who have to step in and fix it.

Of course, during that process, there will be resistance from the vested interests, and in that case, it will be necessary to suppress them with force or threats.

In the end, the existing political system will be discarded, and it will operate in a reckless manner.

We socially agreed to call such actions “treason,” you know.

“Then, Major General, will you just stand by and watch the country head down the wrong path?”

“Even if it’s the wrong path, it’s the one the politicians chose. Soldiers like us shouldn’t get involved in politics.”

Having lived in a country where civilian control was the norm, I couldn’t help but feel uncomfortable with my subordinates’ ideas.

They were saying that if they didn’t like the government’s actions, they should rise up? Are we some kind of Park Chung-hee or members of the Hanahoe faction? No matter how angry I was, this wasn’t right.

The moment we rebel, we’re forever branded as traitors.

We might even end up on the gallows together. A rebellion based on such a cause is unlikely to gain recognition from the common people.

However, the anger of these men had already gone beyond the realm of logical reasoning.

No. It would be more accurate to say that I hadn’t understood.

The hatred of the people toward the kingdom’s accumulated corruption and mistakes over the centuries.

“But if it’s not us, there’s no one to stop those damn politicians! The dukes, the archdukes—who will rein them in?”

“The Three Estates Council exists. If they stop this measure—”

“The Three Estates Council lost its power over a hundred years ago! What can a body that’s only used by nobles when they want to raise taxes do?”

I couldn’t refute that. I even doubted myself, thinking it couldn’t work.

The Three Estates Council was originally a body where nobles, clergy, and commoners gathered to discuss state affairs.

However, since voting rights were given by class, with nobles and clergy often banding together, it had long been far from a true parliamentary body.

It might have been effective at the start, but now it had long since degenerated into a place where the aristocrats proposed laws to exploit the common people.

It was obvious that it was completely useless in stopping the King’s mistakes.

“Even if the citizens start a riot, it’ll be the same. If thousands or tens of thousands of them rush toward the palace, do you think they’ll be welcomed? They’ll likely send the guard and gendarmerie to suppress them!”

“Major General, this country is far from having a system of public opinion gathering and rational governance. Nothing will change unless we use force.”

The actions of the angry citizens, who would have heard the news of the retreat, were unlikely to be effective.

In a democracy, protests are a form of political activity and a way for voters to express their opinions. But in a monarchy, it’s a life-or-death struggle, a desperate cry against the political elite.

The ruling class would interpret it differently and feel shocked—mostly in a bad way. Given what I knew of the high-ranking people in this country, they would likely try to crush the rebellion outright.

Rather than waste time negotiating, they would likely kill everyone and make sure no one dared to oppose them, saying, “Who are the commoners to rebel against the aristocracy?”

“We understand that you are usually so stubborn about these matters, Major General. But please, think again. If we don’t act, nothing will change.”

“If we leave it like this, your career, your reputation—everything you’ve built will be destroyed. Do you really want to deny everything you’ve worked for?”

“…Wait, give me a moment. Let me think—”

“If we leave it like this, the entire Northern Army will disband!”

Still unable to make up my mind, someone landed the final blow.

I turned toward the voice and saw Major Mauer, the Commander of the 2nd Division of the Northern Army, my comrade who was two years junior to me.

“What do you mean by that?”

“The majority of the Northern Army is made up of conscripts from the Great Plain region. As you know, Major General.”

As he said, most of the soldiers in the Northern Army came from the young men living in the plains near the northern border.

Since the area had a high population density and was close to the frontlines, it made sense for them to enlist.

Many of the troops had been recruited locally and immediately sent to nearby units for training. Even in my direct command, about 80% of the soldiers had joined in this manner.

“Does that have anything to do with the current situation… Ah.”

“You understand now, don’t you? What will happen to the unit if we retreat.”

I was about to question him but stopped midway, realizing what he was getting at.

Once we move away from the northern tundra, the Great Plain is right ahead.

If we retreat according to orders from above, we’ll have to set up a new frontline and build defensive fortifications right in the middle of the Great Plain.

Would the morale of the soldiers, who weren’t retreating due to defeat but because the country couldn’t afford the war due to extravagance, really hold up?

And there’s no guarantee that the royal family’s responsibility will remain hidden forever.

If they’re that close to home, wouldn’t it be strange if they don’t desert the army?

A month—no, even that seems too long. Probably within two weeks, more than half the troops would desert, and the defense strategy would collapse.

“Crazy.”

If we don’t retreat, it’s disobedience and certain disgraceful discharge. If we do retreat, the unit will disband, and I’ll be held responsible, facing social obliteration.

What the hell kind of choice is this? Either way, my life is over.

With a grimace, I felt Major Mauer grab my hand. He clasped both hands around it, looking up at me with a pleading expression and a desperate voice.

“Major General, please, change your mind and stand with us. Lead us as courageously as you did when we fought the Empire. Please, we beg you.”

“Please, Major General!!”

My subordinates all bowed their heads in unison, pleading.

The intensity of their request almost made me step back, but I couldn’t. Major Mauer was still staring at me fiercely.

In the midst of their desperate pleas, I racked my brain for a solution.

‘What should I do?’

First and foremost, refusing was out of the question.

These guys had already come to me, prepared for the worst. The shared sense of camaraderie from the battles we’d fought together and the respect I had earned meant they were asking me to join them. If I turned them down, they would eventually go ahead without me.

In their position, the fewer people who knew the true nature of their rebellion, the better. They would likely silence anyone who knew too much.

There was no way they’d just lock me up and leave it at that. Most likely, they would take care of me permanently.

I wasn’t about to get a bullet in my head with a polite “thank you” for my service. I wasn’t ready to die yet. I wanted to live long enough to see this mess through, after all the years of struggling.

So, what if I agreed?

‘Then I’d have to take charge.’

With my rank, my accomplishments, and the respect I commanded, the leadership would naturally fall to me. These guys knew that, which was probably why they’d come to me in the first place.

What this meant was that I’d be the leader of the rebellion.

If that’s the case, then I had no choice but to make sure the coup succeeded. I couldn’t half-heartedly protest to the king or try to fix the political system. I needed to uproot everything.

We had to make it so that no one could punish us—so that we’d be hailed as patriots.

Only then could I live, and they could live, and my family could be safe.

So, the question was: Do I die right now? Or do I gamble on this low-chance adventure?

After a moment of hesitation, I made my decision.


“Alright. Let’s do this, then.”

“Thank you! We knew you’d come around, Major General!”

“You’ll never regret this, sir!”

Whether I regretted it or not didn’t matter, but here we were. If I didn’t have a life to lose already, then let’s try this coup out. If we fail, it’s treason. If we succeed, it’s revolution.



 
  
    Chapter 5: Since it’s free, let’s go to the capital (2)


Suddenly, out of nowhere, the rebel army—no, the Northern Revolutionary Army—was formed on the spot.

Let me take a look at the state of this army, with me as the leader.

First of all, we still have a surplus of supplies. This area is originally difficult to access, so when we do receive supplies, we stock up in large amounts.

The last supply was a month ago, so for the next couple of months, we shouldn’t have to worry about starving.

What about internal unity?

For now, I don’t expect any issues among the senior officers.

Most of the Northern Army’s soldiers have fought here relentlessly since their days as second lieutenants. When the war broke out, they couldn’t be reassigned or transferred and were stuck in the same unit the whole time.

Having shared life-and-death experiences for years, the sense of camaraderie is no joke. Many of them even consider each other as sworn brothers.

Therefore, betrayal, desertion, or internal discontent shouldn’t be a concern.

In terms of rebelling against the government, this is the ideal setup, but… there’s still one obstacle left: the soldiers.

“Why are the soldiers a problem?”

“We still don’t know what they’re thinking. And the common folk are surprisingly loyal.”

If this were the 21st century, it would be a different story, but this is a medieval fantasy world. There are timeless inventions like running water and electric lights, but overall, it’s on the cusp of the modern era.

To put it another way, it’s rare to find someone who can even read or write, let alone receive higher education.

To the point that anyone who can read and understand written text automatically starts as a non-commissioned officer when they enlist.

School? How can poor commoners, struggling just to survive, afford to go? They have to spend that time digging and working the fields instead.

“We’ve been told our whole lives to be loyal to the country and dedicate our lives to the royal family, so do you think they’ll suddenly listen when we ask them to rebel?”

“Ah.”

Most of the soldiers, who come from uneducated, lower-class backgrounds, go to church every weekend. They attend Sunday Mass and pray.

Since childhood, they were taught that believing in the Goddess Church, the kingdom’s national religion, was the norm. Even the laziest of them wouldn’t miss Mass.

So, when they go to church, what do the priests and ministers teach them?

Of course, it’s the brainwashing that teaches them to obey the Goddess and the royal family, who are her representatives. They use words of encouragement and sermons to instill loyalty to the nation and the church.

From a young age, they’ve been absorbing these teachings, so suddenly asking them to rebel against the royal family is something that almost no one will be able to accept.

“That’s why persuasion and agitation must come first. Whether it’s officers or soldiers, we need to unite the Northern Army.”

If they understand the circumstances, they will accept and comprehend it. But it can’t be something that’s explained later, like an afterthought. The effect of persuasion will decrease, and people will start to distrust it.

The first step is to openly reveal the truth, get everyone on board, and boost morale.

The most effective means for this would… probably be a speech.

“You told them to assemble in the parade ground after lunch, right? Did you do it?”

“Yes, General. They’ve been waiting for the last ten minutes.”

“Good. Tell them I’ll just change my clothes and be there soon.”

So, once the officers were in agreement, I instructed that everyone be gathered in one place.

A few soldiers were still on duty at the frontlines, but there’s nothing to be done about that. For now, I gathered everyone I could find within the army.

‘Calm down. This will be no different from the usual speeches I give to the men. The only difference is that the topic is a little heavier.’

Finally, I took a deep breath, steadied myself, and headed for the parade ground.

“Deputy Commander is entering!”

At the loud announcement from my aide, all the soldiers turned their eyes to me.

7,000 pairs of eyes, filled with trust, curiosity, worry, and every other emotion, were all fixed on me.

I struggled not to be crushed by the pressure and hardened my expression before slowly speaking.

“It’s been a while, gentlemen.”

My voice, amplified through magic, carried across to every soldier in the Northern Army. My fear and my anger, all of it, was conveyed. Instead of showing these feelings, I continued the speech in a solemn and reassuring tone, fitting for a commander.

“You’ve probably heard that we plan to abandon this northern region and retreat to the rear. The commander may have even told you personally.”

Regardless of how much the rumor had spread, the fact that we were going to give up the front lines was still treated as classified.

In principle, only the officers should know about this, and it’s information that mustn’t be made public to the soldiers yet.

I boldly reveal this to them, intending to sow feelings of disillusionment and helplessness among the soldiers, most of whom are from the vast plains.

“Regrettably, this is the truth. We are going to have to abandon this land, which we have defended with bloodshed, and retreat. We will leave the snowfields behind and head to a place with better transportation and easier supply lines. Yes, to the vast plains, which many of you call home.”

And through this feeling of disillusionment and helplessness, I aim to turn it into anger and hatred with the subsequent revelation of the truth.

“Why is this happening? Is it because we didn’t fight well enough? Because the enemy is too powerful? No. We did our best.

You, my soldiers, fought more bravely than anyone else in the kingdom, and you have performed feats of arms that will go down in history. It is well-known throughout the kingdom that the Northern Army has steadfastly defended the front lines.”

“However, it seems that this does not apply to the King and the noble lords in the capital.”

This is something that should not be said in a public setting. For a Deputy Commander to say “lords” in such a manner makes everyone stare at me in shock, as if they’re questioning what I’ve said.

Sorry, but you heard it right. Frankly, even the word “lords” feels too generous. “Scum” or “bastards” would be more fitting.

“A few weeks ago, I received a message from the capital. They told me that they could no longer send supplies and ordered me to pull the troops back. Without any further explanation, they simply sent a command to retreat the army.”

I shook the document I received from the Commander in Chief.

“I couldn’t accept it, so I personally investigated. I wanted to know what had happened that would make them stop sending supplies, even though they had been consistent for the past ten years. What I found out through my investigation was truly absurd and unbelievable.”

“Soldiers, the royal family, lacking money for luxuries, wanted to save on military expenses, which is why they’re asking us to retreat.”

I slammed my fist onto the podium. It was to show that I was genuinely enraged.

“Is this even reasonable? If it were because the people are suffering or the national treasury has run dry, I might have been able to accept it. But it’s because of luxury! The queen prioritizing buying jewelry for banquets over defending the front lines and protecting the nation—does that make any sense?!”

I finally shared the truth that all the officers had already heard with the entire group.

Rather than continuing immediately, I paused to clear my throat.

I wanted to give the soldiers time to understand and absorb what I had said.

I needed them to realize the implications of the royal family stopping supplies in order to buy luxury items.

After holding the uncomfortable silence for a while, and as the atmosphere began to heat up, I finally moved on to the main point of my speech.

“I’ve been thinking about this continuously. Is it right to just watch these events unfold? Should we continue to let this nation, our country, go down the wrong path just because of loyalty? Then today, I finally reached a conclusion.”

“Soldiers! This nation, our homeland, is no longer a normal state. It is a twisted nation where insane tyranny, where sacrificing vast lands and the people who live on them for luxury items that the queen will use for just a season, is taken for granted! Should we continue to watch this pathetic spectacle?”

“No!!”

A cheer of support from the informants I had pre-recruited.

At this, whispers of discontent began to spread among the soldiers.

They asked whether we should continue to endure such treatment, whether it was time to put the nobility in their place.

Even if this atmosphere was artificially raised, the fact that such words were being said meant that there had been a lot of pent-up resentment.

And, as if to pour oil on the fire, I made my declaration in front of everyone.

“I can’t live like this any longer. Let’s tear it all down! Let’s overthrow them, those who suck the lifeblood of the people to feed their greedy bellies!”

“We’ll deal with the royal family and the nobility who are filling their pockets! The time has come for us to take back the blood, effort, and devotion we’ve given to this land and our ancestors!”

“Anyone who agrees with me, let out a roar! There is no need to fear. What we stand to lose are the chains of slavery, and what we will gain is freedom and a just nation! Soldiers, unite! Grab your weapons and stand with me as we build a rightful nation!”

“Waahhh!!!”

“Long live the General! We will stand with you to the end!”

“We are not rebels. We are revolutionaries fighting for the restoration of the nation! Let’s cover the entire kingdom in the wave of revolution!”

The training ground, which had been like a gathering of cultists, was now ablaze with fervor. Watching this, I was certain. With this, the Northern Army was finally united as one. Now, even when we tear down the kingdom, the soldiers will not hesitate.

But before that…

“What… What is this? What nonsense are you people spouting? Overthrow the kingdom? Do you even understand what that means?!”

It seems I need to deal with the pest who’s rudely interrupting.

“Looks like we have an unwanted guest. Someone tie that bastard up!”

It was the Commander-in-Chief, who had finally woken up and was now horrified at the sight before him.

Without hesitation, I gave the order to bind him, the only person in the Northern Army who was still out of line.

Normally, soldiers would have some skill in martial arts, so he wouldn’t be easily restrained.

But this idiot, being a parachute officer, didn’t even try to resist and instead knelt down. Honestly, not having any abilities at all is almost impressive.

“Ca- Carolus, what is all this, huh? This is some kind of unpleasant joke, right? Isn’t it?”

“Are you still not getting it, or are you just pretending not to understand? This is a revolution. A revolution to wipe out scum like you and completely reshape the kingdom.”

This was perfect. The Northern Army needed a symbolic event to unite them.

I activated the amplification spell and shouted to the soldiers.

“Soldiers! This idiot here has been a lackey for the royal family and the nobility, tormenting us all along. The Commander-in-Chief, clueless as he is, has demanded reckless offensives and neglected supply lines! Is there no one among you willing to rid us of this sinful bastard and elevate our cause?”

At first, there was hesitation in their eyes. After all, the idea of killing the Commander-in-Chief so suddenly must have been shocking.

But soon, dozens of soldiers, sensing an opportunity, rolled up their sleeves and charged forward.

“General! We’ll take care of it!”

“Good. Handle it however you see fit.”

The soldiers surrounded the Commander-in-Chief, lifting their boots.

“Don’t do this, you lower-class scum! Do you know how many connections I have in the capital? With just one letter, you all—”

“Shut up, you bastard! Hans starved to death because of you! My friend of 20 years!!”

“Do you know how much the General has suffered while supporting you?! Today’s your funeral, you piece of shit!!”

They stomped, kicked, and crushed him. No matter how much he begged for mercy, they shattered his bones and popped his eyes out.

In the torrent of pure hatred and disgust, his frail body was quickly reduced to a bloody rag, and then into a heap of red flesh.

And all of this happened right before the eyes of the entire Northern Army.

This would be etched into everyone’s minds.

Now that we’ve killed the Commander-in-Chief, there’s no going back. The only way forward is to see this through to the end and claim victory. Otherwise, we all die.

“Well done. Go wash your hands and boots thoroughly.”


“Yes! Understood, General!”

After complimenting my soldiers, I turned to my subordinates and spoke.

“Prepare for departure. We leave immediately.”

Now, the time for revolution has come.



 
  
    Chapter 6: Since it’s free, let’s go to the capital (3)


The preparation for the expedition was quickly completed.
Since all the equipment and supplies had already been packed and loaded onto carts for a full retreat, it was only necessary to slightly alter the intended use of the materials and take down the tents used for the barracks.
The soldiers had already had enough time to eat and rest, so they still had plenty of stamina left for a long march. Now, it was just a matter of departing.

“We’ll select the units to remain behind. First, the 1st Division, 2nd Division, and then the 4th Division.”

However, not everyone would be going. If all the units were withdrawn, there would be a huge gap in the front lines.
A small number of soldiers needed to remain to maintain the front lines and defend against the enemy’s offensive.

In other words, the task was to simultaneously maintain the defensive line that had been held with 70,000 troops and take personnel to suppress the royal family and nobility in the capital and central regions.

“Won’t we need cannons too? It’s concerning to leave only infantry and cavalry behind.”
“Two battalions of artillery and one unit of magic soldiers. That should be enough, right?”
“It might be a bit lacking, but… I think it will be fine. As long as the goal is just to hold out.”

After discussing the matter with his subordinates, the optimal balance was decided to be 3 to 4.
In the kingdom’s current military structure, one division consists of about 10,000 men.
The Northern Army is made up of 7 divisions in total.
Out of these, 4 divisions would be sent out, and 3 divisions would remain in the north. Additionally, some auxiliary units, including artillery, would stay behind for support.
This way, while they wouldn’t be able to counterattack, they would at least be able to hold the line.

“Mauer, I’ll leave this to you. I’ll send reinforcements as soon as possible, so just hold on until then.”
“Don’t worry, General. I’ll make sure to hold the line tightly.”

To be safe, the most experienced and trustworthy officer, Major General Mauer, was temporarily assigned as the commander.
This way, the back line would be secure, and there was no worry about leaving.

After saying farewell to the personnel who would remain behind, I gave my subordinates a final instruction.
“Remember, speed is key. If we waste time after deciding to overthrow the kingdom, neither rice nor soup will be ours.”
“Understood!”

We are essentially engaging in an internal power struggle within the kingdom.

It’s not about justification or morality. Even though the cause is the royal family’s foolish blunders, from an objective standpoint, that’s the reality.
We are attempting to remove the existing powers, the royal family and the central nobility, and seize control for ourselves.
Thus, we had to hurry.
The longer we delayed, the more the kingdom’s national capacity would erode.
The immense national strength, military power, and finances that had allowed us to withstand the Empire’s long-term offensive would diminish. All of it was at stake.
For the future, we needed to achieve our objectives within the shortest possible time and with minimal casualties.

“Are we attacking the capital right away?”

“Before that, we need to secure the route. Where is the nearest military unit stationed?”

“Are you referring to the private armies of the high nobles as well?”

“No. Those are like reserve troops who are only mobilized in emergencies. I mean the kingdom’s regular army.”

“Then it’s the unit in the northeastern Great Plains. The 19th Division, led by General Heinburg. We can reach them in three days based on the march speed.”

“Of course, it has to be the royal family’s most loyal dog…”

So, we needed to clear the route quickly and advance.
Unfortunately, we were facing a troublesome opponent right from the start.
General Heinburg came from a well-established noble family and was famous for his patriotism.
I remember meeting him at a medal ceremony once, and he wouldn’t stop praising the king—he seemed like a madman, so I avoided him.
Who would have thought I’d run into him here?

“How about suggesting surrender or defection?”

“Forget it. He’s the type to refuse absolutely. He’ll probably fight to the death, claiming he’s protecting the royal family, trying to block us until the end.”

I was about to reject my subordinate’s suggestion of negotiations, knowing it was destined to fail, when a sudden thought crossed my mind.

An idea came to mind.

If the head is the problem, shouldn’t we target the body below it?

The soldiers who form the core of the army. Most of the soldiers in the 19th Division are probably from the Great Plains.

“No, send a messenger. It’s better to send three or four together.”

“But you just said that they wouldn’t be able to communicate, didn’t you?”

“I’m not aiming to negotiate with Heimburck. I’m targeting the rest of the troops.”

I took a cigarette from my pocket and lit it, speaking as I did. The taste of the cigarette was bitter, as it had been today.

“Make sure to tell everyone there about our purpose. Let them know what the royal family was planning to do to us.”

“Even to the soldiers…? You intend to lower their morale.”

“Yes. Also, tell them that if the negotiations fail, anyone who surrenders when we leave will not be stopped. There’s no need for us to spill blood among people of the same country.”

“I’ll make sure the messengers are well prepared.”

We were fighting against people from the same nation, the same homeland.

Under such conditions, morale was already on the verge of breaking, and with the disparity in numbers, deserters and those fleeing in battle would surely increase. I was simply adding psychological pressure to that.

Honestly, how many would be willing to fight when we’re offering guaranteed treatment for defectors?

An army whose morale has been shattered will crumble quickly in combat. This is true anywhere in the world.

“Let’s march for three more hours and then set up camp. Make sure to relay this to the other units.”

“Understood.”

Since we had departed in the afternoon, it was already getting late.

Before the sun completely set, we halted and set up camp, resting as we awaited the response from the 19th Division to our proposal.

“Have you ever seen such treacherous rebels? How dare they rise against the royal family?!”

As expected, Heimburck, the commander, went into a frenzy when he was offered the chance to surrender by General Carolus.

He shouted that anyone who dared to defy the royal order of the king, the representative of the goddess, should be hanged immediately.

For someone who had lived his entire life as a staunch royalist, the king’s orders were absolute. No matter how unreasonable they seemed, there must have been a deeper meaning behind them, and it was his duty to follow them without question. In his worldview, this was the right thing to do, even if the reality was different.

“Commander, how should we respond?”

“What response is there to give! Hang every one of these scoundrels who brought me this nonsense! No, execute them! Publicly, at that!”

“What?! Even so, executing the messengers…?”

Although Heimburck wanted to kill all the messengers, the officers around him expressed their disapproval.

The messengers had already been out among the soldiers, spreading the news.

“The royal family has abandoned the North! They plan to give the entire Snowfield to the Empire!”

“If we lose that, where will we go next? Only the Great Plains, our homeland! The very place we farmed and sowed seeds is going to become a battlefield!”

“If you have any sense, don’t fight! Serving those who would abandon our homeland for luxury will only lead to pointless death!”

There were already many soldiers gathered near the messengers who were spreading such news, which was hard to hear within the military.

Everyone had now heard about the terrible treatment the Northern Army had endured and the circumstances that led to this situation.

What would happen now if Heimburck ordered the capture and execution of these men?

The soldiers and lower officers would likely think, “Ah, so that’s the truth.”

Rather than eradicating the traitors, all this would do was engrave the rumors in everyone’s minds. No matter how you looked at it, this was a choice close to self-destruction.

“Then get rid of them! Don’t let them deceive my soldiers any longer—throw them all out!”

In the end, Heimburck’s insistence led to the messengers being driven out of the camp, but the truth had already been engraved in the soldiers’ minds.

That truth was: “The royal family and nobility of this country are not to be trusted.”

“Dammit. They’re abandoning the frontlines just to buy jewelry for the queen? What kind of madness is this…?”

“If this is true, my family is in danger! My sick mother is back home…”

For centuries, the royal family and nobility had lost the trust of the common people.

They had raised taxes under various pretenses and exploited labor for generations. How could they still expect trust?

In fact, after hearing about the situation in the Northern Army, many soldiers thought to themselves, “Those bastards would do that, no doubt.” They had come to accept the truth, albeit reluctantly.

If Heimburck hadn’t wanted to destroy the soldiers’ morale, he should never have let the messengers into the camp in the first place.

He should have either kept them outside and just taken their letters, or killed them outright without any words.

There should have been no conversation, no engagement. If he had chosen one of these options, at least military discipline could have been maintained.

But since he failed to do that, and even left the messengers exposed for the entire 19th Division to hear, it was only natural that the morale and fighting spirit of the 19th Division would disintegrate.


And so, because of this…

“Charge forward at once!! Charge towards the gap in the enemy formation!”

“Run, run away! We’ve already lost, just escape on your own!”

In the battle that took place three days later, the 19th Division was completely decimated by the Northern Army, and this was almost an inevitable outcome.



 
  
    Chapter 7: The Road to Free Capital (1)


Let’s turn back time for a moment.

A few hours before the 19th Division of the Kingdom Army clashed with the former Northern Army, now the Revolutionary Army.

Lieutenant General Heimburck, commander of the 19th Division, had prepared thoroughly.

“Dig trenches and build barricades! If it’s too difficult to build earthen walls, at least make wooden fences and set them up! Whatever it takes, hide yourselves and build obstacles to hinder the enemy!”

“General, the soldiers are complaining about exhaustion. They’ve been working for hours without rest, and if you keep urging them…”

“Are you saying we should just sit idly while the rebels approach? Even if they’re exhausted, we need to prepare so we have a better chance of victory!”

He expanded the existing garrison by building additional defenses.

Although there wasn’t much time, so proper construction was impossible, he did the best he could with what little time remained.

He built earthen walls, dug hiding holes, and set up artillery positions. 

With a force of 10,000 men, it wasn’t too difficult.

They managed to create a makeshift fortress that, for a field fortification, was fairly decent.

“This will be enough to hold out for a week, even against an enemy several times our size. We just need to wait for reinforcements to arrive!”

“Do you think our forces will arrive on time?”

“Of course they will! With us holding off the rebels, how could they refuse reinforcements?”

He had already requested support from nearby stationed units, so now it was just a matter of time.

Even if it took five or six days, if they could hold out, the situation would turn in their favor. 

The rebels would soon face overwhelming numbers and crumble helplessly.

This was his strategic plan.

Well, it wasn’t exactly a bad idea.

Lieutenant General Heimburck was not a completely incompetent officer, and the 19th Division’s combat ability was among the best.

If he were fighting against a typical rebellion or foreign invaders, his calculations would likely have been correct.

However, unfortunately, the Revolutionary Army coming down from the North was far from an ordinary insurgent force.

“Rebels approaching from the 3 o’clock direction!!”

“What’s so fast about them? They’re maintaining formation while running?”

“Each artillery unit, prepare to fire! Everyone, take combat positions! We must somehow stop their momentum!”

The fiercely loyal to the royal family, Lieutenant General Heimburck, had assumed that the enemy’s fighting strength was only comparable to his own, or perhaps slightly below.

Up until now, the rebels in the kingdom had been nothing more than peasant uprisings or soldiers who had rebelled against orders.

He had carelessly assumed that the enemy would be the same.

While the deputy commander had joined the officer corps, ensuring a bit more discipline, they were still nothing more than rebels against the royal family. 

They surely wouldn’t have a proper fighting force.

In other words, he had underestimated the enemy due to his own biased loyalty.

“We can’t stop them! They’re closing the gap without even giving us time for counterfire!”

“Then shoot them! Do I have to give you instructions for everything?!”

But think about it.

The Northern Army had been stationed on the frontlines for over ten years, fighting in the most difficult and intense areas of the entire front.

Like in the Middle Ages, there was no such thing as rotation or time off. 

These troops had been stuck in the snowfields, only getting rest during brief vacations.

Soldiers who had spent their youth battling in blizzards—could they really be ordinary? 

Rather, each and every one of them was an elite, a member of an elite force.

In contrast, the 19th Division had been a reserve unit stationed in the rear since the war started.

They had trained well, but had never experienced real combat.

Occasionally, they were called to the front when the lines were short of troops, but that was more of a matter of transferring entire units, making it almost meaningless.

In other words, this battle could be defined as a clash between a battle-hardened elite force and a rear-line reserve division.

Let alone the difficulty of the battle, the morale of the 19th Division was already crushed by General Carolus’s psychological warfare. 

The outcome seemed almost predetermined.

“The rebels are right on top of us! Fix bayonets and prepare for close combat!”

“F-Fuck this! I can’t take it anymore!”

“I surrender, I surrender! I don’t want to die here!”

The Northern Revolutionary Army attacked swiftly, not giving the 19th Division any chance to react.

Using their long experience, the veteran soldiers of the revolution found weaknesses in the enemy formation and immediately broke through, creating chaos and disorder on the battlefield.

As a result, the defenders of the 19th Division lost the advantage of firepower and defensive fortifications. 

The division’s discipline completely broke down, leading to mass desertions.

Soldiers, who had already lost trust in their superiors, began to throw away their weapons and flee, even with officers standing right before them.

“Have you all lost your minds?! The enemy is right in front of us, and what the hell are you doing?!”

“Shut up and get lost! Why the hell should we risk our lives fighting amongst ourselves?!”

“Go suck up to the damn royal family! We’ll take care of surviving on our own!”

The soldiers had long since thrown away their trust in the ruling class.

After being forced into difficult labor for pointless construction projects, they were now told to fight against an overwhelming enemy force. 

What soldier would want to fight under these conditions? If they were lucky, they might just curse and keep fighting.

With the breakdown of formation and increasing instances of fraggings, it was clear that the makeshift fortifications couldn’t hold.

The hastily constructed fortifications began to fall, one by one, from the outer perimeter. 

It didn’t take long before the enemy had penetrated deep into the defenses, as smoothly as if dye was mixing into clear water.

It only took 30 minutes for the revolutionary cavalry to reach the position of Lieutenant General Heimburck and his command.

Revolutionary Army casualties: 92.

19th Division casualties: 1,288.

This was a resounding victory for the revolutionaries.

“You should have prepared better.”

The first battle under the banner of revolution ended with little fanfare. 

Just when it seemed like it would get intense, the enemy quickly surrendered.

There was no time to even unfold the command tent or maps, as Lieutenant General Heimburck was captured, and that was the end of it.

Our forces suffered fewer casualties, so I suppose that’s something to be thankful for.

“How many are dead?”

“About forty. Another thirty are seriously wounded.”

For the price of subduing an entire division, these losses were relatively light.

Though these were my own soldiers, and their blood is irreplaceable, if we’re committed to the revolution, some sacrifices are inevitable.

I’ll make sure to properly compensate their families later.

“Bury the bodies well and mark the graves. Even if it’s just wooden gravestones, do it.”

“Yes, don’t worry.”

Now, it’s time to have a serious conversation with my dear prisoners, former comrades.

“What are you doing?! Traitors! Where are you taking me?!”

“Shut your mouth. You’ve been captured; what’s all this noise?”

Lieutenant General Heimburck, still shouting and struggling despite being bound with ropes.

On the other hand, my subordinates had an utterly gloomy atmosphere as they were dragged in front of me. 

Behind them, the disarmed soldiers of the 19th Division were being closely watched.

I had them kneel on the dirt floor, and I placed a simple chair in front of them and sat down.

“So, it’s been a while. How have you all been?”

“You treacherous bastard! You’ve lived your whole life under the king’s grace, and now you betray the kingdom?! How can you—”

“I regret that things have come to this. We didn’t want to see our own blood spilled, but in the end, it was inevitable.”

“The goddess will not forgive you!! You and your family will pay the price for this treason!! You will pay the price for defying the royal family and the sin of rebellion!!”

“Who will shut this fool up? Oh, right. Good job.”

For now, I gagged the idiot who still couldn’t come to his senses.

I then turned to the soldiers who seemed to have realized the reality of the situation and spoke to them in a friendly tone.

“Once again, I want to make it clear that I didn’t want to fight you. It was because of one foolish idiot causing a ruckus that I had no choice but to resort to force.”

“We do not see you as enemies. Despite everything that’s happened, you are still our comrades.”

I subtly mixed in that message to make them feel at ease with us, to help them view us more familiarly.

“Originally, I planned to take away the weapons and supplies and let you go… but it seems that’s no longer possible.”

Now, we were getting to the main point.

“As we all know, the central royal family and the nobility are greedy and wicked to the core. If I let you go now, it’s obvious they’ll treat you like defeated dogs and punish you.”

Even though we were severely outnumbered and had little chance of winning, that didn’t factor into the equation.

To those high-ranking nobles, these soldiers were nothing more than worthless trash. 

They were vermin who couldn’t even carry out their one job of stopping the traitors. 

They wouldn’t hesitate to behead them, accusing them of deliberately betraying the kingdom.

“So, here’s my offer. Why don’t you join the revolution with us?”

“I… what?”

One of the mid-ranking officers asked, seemingly confused. I ignored him and continued.

“You might as well point your rifles in a different direction. Rather than die for a senseless loyalty, why not rise against the incompetent royal family and the corrupt nobility?”

“Wouldn’t it be better to at least fire a shot at the enemy? Let’s tear down this rotten kingdom together.”

“If you join us, I’ll treat you as comrades. I swear on my honor that you will be treated equally. Let’s raise the flag of the revolution and march forward together.”

Join us in bringing down the kingdom. 

Even if we die, let’s take this chance to settle the grudges we’ve been carrying all these years.

With that, I stood up from my chair. 

I threw a few bayonet knives onto the floor, then turned to face them.

“If you have the guts, kill Heimburck. Kill the royal lapdog and show your resolve. If you’re not interested, just stay quiet and step back.”

This wasn’t about persuasion. 

It was about dealing with the fanatical royal loyalists, much like when we killed the Northern Army Commander, accusing him of the grave crime of murdering his superior. 

Whether they liked it or not, they would have to share in our fate.

“I’ll return in one hour. By then, I expect an answer.”

After leaving only a few soldiers to monitor them, I discreetly slipped away.

When I returned with my subordinates, there, in the place where the 19th Division soldiers had been, was the mangled corpse of one of their own. 


Not a single person had backed down or fled.

“General Royten, does this prove our resolve?”

“…Yes. Welcome to the revolution.”

With this, I had gained reinforcements and solidified the ranks. Another victory.



 
  
    Chapter 8: The Road to Free Capital (2)


“I will depart tomorrow morning! Before that, make sure to have a good meal and rest up!”

“All soldiers who have sustained even the smallest injury are to gather at the field hospital! We still have enough medical supplies, so we will treat you!”

“All officers of Colonel rank or higher from each unit are to gather at the command headquarters! General Roitel has called for a military council meeting!”

War is always more troublesome after the fighting ends than during the battle itself.

Clearing the bodies scattered on the ground, cleaning up the blood, burning or burying the corpses to prevent the spread of disease… Ah, and then there’s tallying the consumption of supplies and reorganizing the units.

Regardless of the scale of the battle, there’s a mountain of tasks and paperwork that is forced upon you.

Moreover, what we’re dealing with right now is a civil war. Both sides are part of the same kingdom.

We must confirm and record the identities of all the casualties from both sides, which is quite a meticulous task. A single mistake could quickly lead to a morale issue for the entire unit.

“Vaden, I’m leaving the unit management to you.”

“…Are you talking about our revolutionary army and the 19th Division that joined us this time?”

“Yes. I can’t handle both strategy and administration at the same time.”

“I’ve never handled such a large-scale unit before…”

“If you want to get promoted and become a commander, you need to gain this kind of experience. Once we occupy the capital, I’ll add a star to your rank. So, do your best.”

“As a Major General? I’ll do my best!!”

If it were during my time in the Northern Army, I would have handled this myself, but now there are too many other tasks. I’ve entrusted it to Colonel Vaden, who is in charge of the unit.

His field command skills might be a bit lacking, but he’s talented in administration, and I’ve been keeping an eye on him.

At first, he hesitated, saying he wasn’t confident, but when I told him I’d make him a three-star general, his eyes lit up. After all, nothing motivates a soldier like promotion.

In truth, as a deputy commander, I don’t have the authority to decide ranks or personnel assignments… but well, it doesn’t really matter, does it? Once we take the capital and overthrow the nobility, we’ll be able to do things our way. After all, once you take the palace and suppress the nobles, the one with power becomes the law.

“Well then, good luck. I’m going to the meeting.”

“Yes! General, please take care as well!”

Liberated from paperwork, the next day after the battle, I called together the core officers of the revolutionary army to the barracks.

The purpose of the meeting was none other than to determine the future route of advance and strategy.

“Has everyone arrived?”

“Everyone is here except for the medical officers.”

“Those guys aren’t soldiers but doctors, so it doesn’t matter. Anyway, let’s get to the point.”

I spread out a map of the kingdom across the desk.

It was a valuable, detailed map, one of the few that covered the entire Northern Army, showing cities, terrain, and transportation routes.

“Thanks to the comrades from the 19th Division joining us, our strength is now about 48,000. It’s certainly not a small force, but it’s still not enough to directly assault the capital.”

In the capital, there are quite a few elite forces stationed, including the royal guard and the central standing army. If we directly confronted them, we’d take significant losses.

“Therefore, before the attack, we’ll need to reinforce our strength and weaken the enemy’s power.”

“So you plan to subdue nearby units to win them over?”

“Not all of them, but a few. It’s too late to take them all, so we’ll focus on those closest to us.”

I raised my head and looked at Brigadier General Elan, who had been the deputy commander of the 19th Division.

“According to the map, the nearest units are the 15th Division and the 39th Grenadier Regiment. Do you know anything about their commanders?”

“The 39th Regiment… I believe it’s commanded by Colonel Holland. It’s a local force, so most of the soldiers and officers are from the southern region.”

“I’m from the south as well, so I should be able to talk to them. What’s their political stance?”

“They’re more loyal to their hometown than the royal family. I met him once, and there weren’t really any patriotic statements from him at the time.”

That’s an excellent condition. If things go well, with the right persuasion, they might join us without much trouble.

The grenadiers are elite troops specialized in handling grenades. Such a unit could definitely strengthen the revolutionary army’s power.

This will be a great help in reinforcing our position.

“Then, what about the 15th Division?”

“I’ve heard… they have a similar disposition to our former division commander.”

“Meaning they’re a lost cause.”

On the other hand, they are like Colonel Heimburck, so they’ll be treated the same way. Instead of attacking from the top, let’s target the lower ranks and subdue them.

“How much paper stock do we have left in the unit?”

“There should still be several hundred thousand sheets. Why do you ask?”

“Let’s make a bunch of leaflets with that. Spread the word that anyone who kills or captures the division commander and the officers who support him will be given a generous reward. And add that anyone who resists should be ready to face total annihilation.”

It’s not hundreds of people, just three or four. If the division commander and a handful of officers are killed and delivered to us, the safety of their entire unit will be guaranteed.

The 19th Division, which was quickly annihilated and absorbed into our army, is now a threat to them. Who wouldn’t be tempted by such a promise after receiving such leaflets?

Even if the soldiers’ loyalty is strong, a few troublemakers will inevitably appear. After the assassination attempt, the officers will lose mutual trust out of fear of when they might be next.

This strategy, regardless of its success or failure, is designed to spread distrust and suspicion within the 15th Division.

If the unit doesn’t want to fall apart, they’ll have no choice but to surrender and join us. It’s unlikely, given the division commander’s disposition, but we’ll see.

“I’ll also write in detail about our cause and the reasons for starting the revolution.”

“The content can be made up as you see fit. After all, this is just a small trick and doesn’t need to succeed.”

The result doesn’t matter at all.

As long as we achieve the goal of creating internal strife within the unit, that’s enough. The 19th Division just needs to stay quiet until we enter the capital. That’s all that matters.

In a medieval fantasy world, paper is a valuable resource, but for the cost of taking down a single division, it’s actually quite cheap.

“While we subdue and sway these two divisions, we’ll continue moving south. Around… this point. We’ll stop once we cross the Tiora River.”

I pointed to a large river on the map, which ran across the kingdom’s territory from east to west.

“Isn’t that a bit too close to the capital? At an average marching speed, we could cover that distance in five days.”

“That’s the point. We’ll get the noble armies holed up in the capital to come running out on their own.”

The Tiora River is similar in meaning to the Rubicon River in the Roman Empire. It’s the river where Caesar supposedly said, “The die is cast” before crossing.

Once we cross it, we’ll be too close to the nation’s heart, and the water is shallow. Therefore, unless it’s a special unit like the Imperial Guard, the crossing of the river is prohibited.

This makes it the perfect place to show our resolve.

We’ll cross a line we’re not supposed to cross, and if that’s not rebellion, then what is?

The central nobles and royalty will surely turn red in the face when they see it. They’ll be immediately demanding that we be caught, no doubt about it.

The officers who heard my plan tilted their heads and asked skeptically.

“General, your idea seems plausible, but… do you really think it will go as planned?”

“What if the pigs in the capital ignore us and hide in the palace?”

That’s a valid point.

Logically speaking, the chance of defeating us would increase if they just kept holed up in the palace. The conventional approach would be to expect them to remain silent and not respond to our provocation.

But let me tell you something. Are you guys forgetting something? When did this country ever have any ‘common sense’?

“Do you think the bastards who are too busy squandering money to fund the front lines are capable of making that kind of rational decision?”

“Ah.”

With just a single word of criticism, the officers instantly came to a realization at lightning speed.

Right, this country doesn’t run on logic. Let go of those preconceived notions. You’ll be much more at ease if you do.

“We’ll cross the Tiora River and set up a defensive position. Fortunately, the surrounding terrain is mostly flat plains, with hardly any hills or ridges. It’s the perfect place for a maneuver.”

It’s about a ten-day march to the Tiora River.

Once the capital hears about our rebellion and organizes a suppression army, even if they move as quickly as possible, it’ll still take them about two weeks.

They’ll need time for marching and reconnaissance, so we have about two and a half weeks of leeway.

After marching for a long time and resting for a few days, we can have a proper confrontation, which seems like a pretty good schedule.

“From there, we’ll wipe out the suppression army and carry that momentum to defeat the remaining forces in the capital. There’s nothing difficult about this.”

“What if we encounter other units along the way? There are still the 15th Division and the 39th Regiment, and other obstacles remain.”

We’ll deal with them the same way we did with the 15th Division. There’s no time to handle every single nuisance individually.

The longer we delay, the higher the chances the royals and nobles will escape from the capital. Speed is crucial; it’s our most important task.


“We’ll end the meeting here. Everyone, go back and get some rest.”



As expected, Carolus’ prediction was spot on.

“How dare they refuse His Majesty’s grace and stage a rebellion?! Summon the Imperial Guard immediately! I will lead my forces and crush them, restoring order to the kingdom!”

A few days later, upon hearing about the formation of the revolutionary army, Duke Alexander marched out of the capital with the main forces, leading them outside the city walls.





 
  
    Chapter 9: Difference between free and cheap (1)


[The royal authority is a sacred right granted by the Goddess. It is only natural for the subjects of the kingdom to obey and follow this right.]

This was the belief of Duke Alexander, the cousin of the current King Carl VII.

Born into noble royalty and having lived his life being served and treated with the utmost respect, the social hierarchy seemed only natural to him.

He viewed the privileges and rights exclusive to the royal family as inherent rights that were given by birth, and to refuse these was something unthinkable.

Having lived his life as someone exceptional, he had no understanding of the heavy tax burdens or the suffering caused by forced conscription that commoners experienced. 

Even if he were to know, he would not perceive these as problems.

To him, it was a natural duty for the humble commoners to sacrifice and give everything for the royal family.

Thus, it was inevitable for the Duke, who had lived his life this way and planned to continue living this way, to lose control of his rage and become enraged upon hearing the news of the rebellion.

“These damn bastards! Even if I tore them apart a thousand times and fed them to the dogs, it wouldn’t be enough!! How dare they reject the grace of the Queen and rise in rebellion?! And they, of all people, the ones entrusted with the sacred duty of defending the North!!”

The military council convened immediately after the news of the Northern Army’s rebellion reached the capital. 

In the meeting room, where high-ranking generals and noblemen were gathered, Duke Alexander unleashed his unrestrained fury, paying no heed to any form of decorum or manners.

As one born into a position of absolute privilege, he simply expressed his emotions without restraint and raged uncontrollably.

“We must punish these traitors immediately. To restore the laws and order of the kingdom, we must crush them thoroughly!!”

“Calm down, Your Excellency. We are already in the process of planning a suppression force.”

Unable to stand the sight of the Duke throwing his expensive writing instruments and smashing the desk, one of the generals finally spoke up.

“We plan to issue a summons to the reserve units in the rear. Once we integrate them with the forces stationed in the capital, we will easily overwhelm the rebels. Please, exercise some patience.”

Currently, the total number of troops stationed in and around the capital is approximately 50,000. 

This includes 10,000 Royal Guard troops, 30,000 defenders of the royal city, and 10,000 other troops.

“If we gather the nearby troops that were not deployed in the battle with the Empire, we can form an army of at least 80,000 within three weeks. The rebel forces are only around 40,000, so we would nearly double them.”

The fundamental principle of mercenary tactics is to operate with a force larger than the enemy’s in order to suppress them with minimal losses. 

For now, it made sense to fortify and hold out until reinforcements arrived, and then switch to a counterattack.

This was the best strategy to deal with the treason while minimizing troop losses and ensuring the traitors would be crushed.

“The longer we delay, the more the rebels’ supplies will deplete. Soon, their morale will break. We must wait for the right moment to strike them all at once—”

“No, no! That cowardly approach will never show the might of the royal family!”

Unfortunately, Duke Alexander was far from a person who valued such military reasoning.

“We cannot let the kingdom appear as if it’s struggling against these rebels! We must demonstrate the grandeur and strength of the royal family to our subjects, not delay the battle! Absolutely not!”

For him, military advantages or minimizing casualties had no meaning. 

This was a rebellion to be crushed. 

The royal family and the military’s dignity were the most important values in this fight.

To him, a dazzling victory was far more important than any strategic concerns.

Only through a glorious triumph could the tired hearts of the people be revived, and the royal family’s power be restored.

“I will take charge. I will show the strength of the royal family with the royal guards and return victorious.”

“It’s too dangerous, Your Excellency. The rebels must be making their own plans and advancing toward the capital. If you charge out recklessly, we could suffer great losses.”

Up until this point, his logic might have seemed somewhat reasonable.

It’s not unusual for political interests to take precedence over military practicality.

At least those in the military council could understand the rationale behind his policy.

But the real problem with Duke Alexander became clear from this point forward.

“Ha! How can those scoundrels, who were buried in the snowfields of the north, pose any threat? They’re nothing but bugs that will fall with just a few swings of my sword!”

For those who have enjoyed special treatment as if it were an everyday occurrence, common sense and proper reasoning were painfully lacking. 

Instead, what filled the gap was arrogance, dogmatism, and an endless sense of self-importance.

The Duke considered this situation to be just an expansion of the peasant uprisings that had occurred several times in the past. 

The only difference was that the perpetrators were soldiers instead of commoners; he assumed it would ultimately be the same thing.

Although he seemed to have some military experience, so what? In the face of the royal guards, the kingdom’s elite army, with their guns and swords, they were all just insignificant pests. 

If they clashed head-on, the royal side’s overwhelming victory was inevitable.

The Duke firmly believed this without a doubt. 

He had always won, and this time would be no different.

And…

“I have to lead the charge myself to take all the credit. If I win this, I can aim for more power—overthrowing the commander of the royal guard, even eyeing the Minister of Finance or the Foreign Minister’s position.”

He was deeply ambitious. His insistence on a quick, decisive battle, pushing his narrow viewpoint, was because of his greed for power.

If he fought and won according to his own strategy, he could use the victory to enhance his political standing.

Therefore, everything other than his own opinion was wrong. 

He wanted this, and he had to make it happen. 

This was the true reason why the Duke was stubbornly pushing his agenda.

“While it’s true that the royal guards and Your Excellency are strong, we must be cautious.”

“Excessive caution only aids the enemy! Don’t you see that the more cautious you are, the more you give the rebels a chance?”

“How does ensuring we understand the enemy’s movements and strengthening our forces put us at a disadvantage—”

–Crack!

The general who was rebutting Duke Alexander’s words could not continue his argument. 

He was suddenly slapped across the face.

“Endless nonsense, huh? I don’t have time to waste talking to an idiot like you. I will lead the royal guards and the kingdom’s defense forces in two days, so you better be ready!”

“…Understood. I wish you good fortune.”

With the conclusion already set, there was no chance of continuing the discussion. 

Especially when the person giving the orders was a duke who ranked just below the king and the crown prince in this country.

The meeting was forcibly ended that way.

Two days later, the majority of the main forces stationed in the capital would march out to engage the rebels in battle.

“General, may I have a moment?”

On the way back from the meeting to his office, someone called out to the general who had just been slapped by the duke.

“Ah, General Holtman, what is it?”

“About Duke Alexander… Is it really all right for him to take command of the army like this?”

At his subordinate’s question, General Alfred von Albrecht sighed and responded.

“There’s no way it’s fine. Disregarding the chain of command and mobilizing troops like that… It’s just that his status prevents me from stopping him.”

“Should we report to His Majesty and request a change in strategy?”

“Do you think that would be easy? His Majesty and Duke Alexander are far too close. By the time we try to convince him, the operation will already have started.”

The power of blood relations was formidable. 

It clouded judgment and made it difficult to reason with people.

It was obvious that by the time the king was convinced and the duke’s irrational decision was explained, the operation would already be underway. 

In short, it would be a waste of time.

“You, prepare to surrender as soon as Duke Alexander is defeated. Even if it’s just our pitiful lives, we should at least try to save them.”

“There’s no choice but to salvage it somehow.”

“…You’re already certain of defeat, aren’t you?”

“That’s the only option.”

General Albrecht sighed.

“Duke Alexander has no idea. He doesn’t know how monstrous the Northern Army is.”

“I’ve heard they are strong, but they’re just conscripted troops, right? They can’t compare to the royal guards and the elite forces of the central army.”

“Hah! You’re making a huge mistake.”

General Holtman received a mixed glare of disdain and frustration.

“The way the Northern Army fights is completely different from ours. For them, the entire process from engaging the enemy to returning to base is considered part of the battle.”

“Eh? Isn’t that the same for us?”

“No, it’s not. When we’re knocked out of a battle or lose our way on the battlefield, we don’t have to worry about dying.”

In the western or eastern regions, if they fought in vast fields or between mountain ranges, it wouldn’t matter if they collapsed in the middle of battle or couldn’t return to base right after. 

As long as they didn’t die, it was fine.

They could rest, and once morning came, they could return to the main army without any issues. 

There were so many soldiers like that that there were no specific punishment regulations.

But in the North?

In the freezing cold of the snowfields, would anyone survive if they fell behind?

How likely would they be to avoid freezing to death in the blizzard where they couldn’t see a step ahead?

That’s why, for the Northern Army, returning to base was part of the battle. If they didn’t leave enough stamina to make it back, they could win the battle but die on the way back.

To be able to fight while balancing that kind of stamina… Well, ordinary skill wouldn’t be enough.

They had survived hundreds of such battles. 

Since the start of the war.

“They are completely different from us weaklings. Every soldier has survived over ten years on extreme battlefields, they’re nothing less than killing machines.”

Royal Guards? They may have good equipment, but in terms of battle experience, they’re nothing but spoiled young masters. 

They couldn’t handle anything beyond suppressing peasant uprisings.

There’s no way they’ll survive, they’ll probably get destroyed, and if one out of ten survives, it would be a miracle.

“If you understand what I’m saying, go and prepare. If you want to live even a little longer, do it quickly.”

“Understood.”

General Holtman had no choice but to quietly follow General Albrecht’s orders.


Two weeks and two days after the defeat of the 19th Division.

“There they are, the bastards!”

“The foolish royal dogs are coming! Get ready for battle!”

At the southern bank of the Tiora River, General Carolus von Royten’s revolutionary army clashed with Duke Alexander’s suppression forces.



 
  
    Chapter 10: Difference between free and cheap (2)


It’s been four days since we set up camp on the southern plains of the Tiora River.

Finally, as we were enjoying a rare moment of relaxation, uninvited guests we had been waiting for arrived.

[Traitors who have forsaken the gods and the royal family! I, Duke Alexander, have come to punish you scoundrels!!]

The guy in front, using amplification magic to shout loudly, was blabbering on and on, but I decided to ignore him for now.

Facing the suppression force that came straight from the capital, my impression could be summed up in one word.

“Wow, that’s really flashy.”

The cavalry, decked out in gleaming, pure 100% gold-plated breastplates and helmets. 

The pikemen and riflemen, all adorned in brilliantly colored uniforms with weapons clearly crafted by master artisans.

Compared to that, our troops were somewhat modest, but clearly equipped with high-quality gear, enough to cover a couple of battalion-sized units.

Just a quick glance was enough to discern the enemy’s formation.

The commander earlier mentioned Duke Alexander, right? The king’s cousin, who also serves as the commander of the royal guard. 

This is definitely the royal guard’s main force, along with the garrison that protects the capital, Rahator.

These idiots really brought the main force of the royal capital here.

“It’s more like a display case of high-end art than a military formation. What kind of armor is encrusted with jewels?”

“Are these nobles spending the taxes from our family to make stuff like that?”

“They’re really wasting money, but in an artistic way.”

My subordinates seemed to share the same opinion, clicking their tongues and throwing in a few remarks about the gaudy-looking army.

Half of it was envy, the other half was to fire up their spirits before the battle.

I purposely dropped a few insults, something I usually wouldn’t do, to release the tension that had been tightening around us.

“Alright, stop talking and get to your positions. Move as instructed.”

“Yes, sir!”

The moment our commanders scattered, the enemy began to move.

They placed their artillery in the rear and deployed cavalry at the front in a standard formation.

The infantry was split into three groups: one in a tight formation at the center, while the other two formed battle lines on the left and right, supporting the cavalry behind them.

“They just arrived, so their soldiers are probably exhausted. They must be in a real hurry.”

“Rather, it’s confidence. Confidence that we can win even if we fight while completely drained.”

If it were a bunch of peasants who started a rebellion, that might make sense, but what’s the deal with doing this against regular forces like us?

Well, it’s fine by me. 

It means I don’t have to deal with a tough fight.

Against the suppression army, I too set up our formation. 

With the Tiora River at our back, I arranged our infantry in a long crescent shape, forming a defensive line.

I sent the cavalry to the far left rear, out of the way, and divided the artillery into smaller units, attaching them to battalion-sized subunits to ensure close-fire support.

I used scouts to monitor the enemy’s approach, and since I had already prepared everything from the morning, it didn’t take long to deploy. 

Once the soldiers stood up and held their weapons in place, that was all.

“Advance the entire army 50 paces and halt.”

“Yes! 50 paces forward!”

I moved the whole formation slightly forward. 

The meaning behind this was a provocation—“Come at us if you think you can.”

Duke Alexander, eager to crush us, immediately launched an aggressive attack.

“Cavalry approaching! Heavy cavalry!”

“Since their formation is wide, they’re likely attempting a frontal breakthrough. A standard method, it seems.”

The charge of heavy cavalry, protected by thick armor, is powerful. 

If we recklessly clash with them, we won’t even have the bones to pick up.

This is one of the tactics commonly used in the plains when countries engage in skirmishes.

Moreover, the Duke had ordered the infantry to follow up behind. 

His strategy was blatantly clear: if our formation breaks, they would exploit the gap and tear it apart.

If we’re breached here, our forces will split into two. 

The separated units will be defeated one by one—that’s the natural course.

If things go wrong, the revolutionary army might collapse without putting up much of a resistance right from the start.

“We would never use such a method.”

But then again… do you know why standard tactics are called “standard”?

It can be effective if used well, but it’s too predictable, so it’s easy to counter.

In other words, it’s perfect for a counterattack.

Do you think I would deploy tactics without knowing the weaknesses of my formation? Not a chance.

“Lower your weapons in the front line and the row behind it, and raise the stakes. Rear units, lower your spears and tighten up by unit!”

Before we even decided to start the revolution…

The Northern Army would receive reinforcements once or twice a year. 

These flashy troops, equipped with the best gear and trained in orthodox tactics, would come.

But what do you think would happen when they were deployed?

Within three months, most of them would be found dead from exhaustion, frozen in the snow. 

The few who survived would be split up and incorporated into other units.

In a place where humans are forced to use their brains 24/7 to kill other humans, relying on outdated knowledge would never work.

There is no enemy in this world that waits for you to adapt to reality.

—Crack!

Like right now, for example.

“Hold on tight! Hold out until the Imperial Guard’s momentum breaks!”

“Fire at will, musketeers! They’ll be easy targets, just shoot and you’ll hit!”

The stakes I had hidden underground as soon as the camp was set up.

I’d crossed the logs, securely tying them together and sharpening the ends—designed specifically for cavalry.

I had predicted where the battlefield would be and positioned them accordingly. 

In fact, one of the reasons I ordered the entire army to advance 50 paces was to make sure we could pick them up.

I had used them effectively when I was stationed up north to stop cavalry charges. 

The snow there made it easy to hide them.

Each infantry formation lined up in unison, and in an instant, a barrier of stakes made of wood was formed—one filled with the corpses of soldiers.

“Good. They’re completely stuck now.”

The first and second rows turned into skewers as they were impaled on the stakes, while the third and fourth rows were pierced through the necks by the pikes sticking out behind them.

The rear units, already stumbling over the fallen bodies of their comrades, only added to the chaos.

Seizing the opportunity, the waiting musketeers emerged from the formations, or aimed their muskets through gaps between bodies to open fire.

Elite cavalry, trained at great expense, were slaughtered in droves by conscripts who were worth only a fraction of their value.

“Is the cannon ready yet?”

“Almost there!”

“Then don’t deploy them just yet—let’s wait a bit longer. I’ll signal when to fire.”

As the cavalry were being wiped out like insects, the reinforcing infantry from the rear rushed to intervene, firing their guns as they advanced and artillery bombarded from behind.

It seemed they were trying to break our lines and destroy the stakes to save their forces.

I issued the command to hold back.

We waited until the enemy drew closer.

The distance gradually decreased.

500 paces, 400 paces, 300 paces, 200 paces…

As the enemy approached within 100 paces:

“Fire!”

The cannons, distributed among the units, emerged between the formations and fired a barrage of canister shots.

“Ughhh!!”

“My leg! The bleeding won’t stop!! Aaaagh!!”

“Everyone fall back! If we advance like this, we’ll all be torn to pieces!!”

From the triple-digit cannon batteries, a majestic volley erupted. That single strike delivered a fatal blow.

Canister shots—essentially a form of scattershot—fired hundreds of small iron balls at once, boasting the highest anti-personnel lethality.

Thanks to this, the cannon’s range was sacrificed, along with several other drawbacks, but when used right, it was incredibly effective.

In an age without machine guns or grenade launchers, it was one of the few precious close-range firepower weapons.

“Did we just kill thousands of them at once?”

“At least a regiment’s been wiped out. It’s rare to see such a direct hit to the front like this.”

The enemy, who had fallen into a trap that the Northern Army would never have been caught in, paid the price with their lives.

This single strike must have shattered the control over all their units, except for their artillery. 

There was no way that the troops hit directly by canister shots would retain discipline or morale.

Though the infantry still formed a line, they were essentially crumbling. 

They might recover with time, but… there was no reason to give them that time.

“Tell our cavalry on the left flank. It’s time to wipe them out.”

Our cavalry, in perfect position, charged at the exposed, vulnerable sides and rear of the enemy.

From the left to the right flank, they charged forward without hesitation, trampling over the enemy forces like they were bugs.

“This… this can’t be happening.”

Duke Alexander couldn’t believe his eyes.

How could this be? Surely, they were the royal army, blessed by the goddess herself, while these were nothing but a ragtag bunch of rebels.

How could they be so utterly crushed and destroyed?

“I was defeated before I could even react. There wasn’t even a chance to counter.”

What he had read in the books was nothing like this. 

It was different from every battle he had observed in the past.

From start to finish, every step flowed smoothly like water, and he was swept away without even being able to interfere.

“Was it a mistake to send the cavalry out so early? No, that wasn’t bad at all.”

Starting the battle with a cavalry charge was a universally applicable and decent tactic. 

Though it was blocked, this was also a common occurrence.

However, the way the so-called revolutionary rebels responded was utterly bizarre.

They used strange structures to halt the cavalry and then shot them down with guns, trapping the cavalry in place, preventing them from retreating.

“I should’ve sent the infantry first. Even if I had to abandon the cavalry, I should have preserved the infantry!”

In an attempt to buy time for a retreat, he urged the infantry forward, but even they met a horrific fate. 

Who could have predicted a canister shot barrage from the artillery?

Because the enemy’s formation was wide, the Duke’s forces had to spread out as well, which only maximized their losses.

None of the units were able to escape the barrage—they all took hits equally.

And now, half-dissolved, the cavalry’s coordinated charge struck them like a domino effect.

It was a devastating blow, leading straight to their destruction. 

The flow of this battle, where they were utterly trampled, was astonishing, but what truly shocked the Duke was something else.

“To control such a large force with such coordination… Is that even physically possible?”

The enemy forces were moving with seamless coordination between units. 

There was no delay in the execution of orders.

Others typically fight by shooting, then waiting briefly before receiving the order for a mass charge, but these people are charging immediately after firing. 

They don’t even give the enemy a chance to react.

Is this even possible? There is absolutely no gap in the actions between their units!

To have tens of thousands of soldiers move as one body—how long must they have worked together and coordinated to achieve this?

No, even that isn’t enough. It’s not something you can achieve without having crossed dozens of lines together.

If they can understand each other’s intentions without words and be willing to trust their lives to one another, such a performance would be impossible otherwise.

“I… What was I even trying to fight against?”

Only then did the Duke realize.

They were monsters. 

Real, battle-hardened veterans of war, far more trained than his beloved personal guard.

This battle was always doomed to failure in a direct confrontation. 

He would have been better off taking General Albrecht’s suggestion to fortify.

“Ah.”

With that sigh, the revolutionary cavalry reached the main force.

The blade of a cavalryman aimed at the Duke’s neck was the last thing he saw in his life.

That day’s battle ended before the afternoon.

The suppressing forces, who had attempted a reckless assault for a quick victory, were met with a counterattack and suffered devastating losses.


In the end, the revolutionary army, using that opening, launched a flanking attack that wiped out the top leadership of the suppressing forces, including the Duke.

The revolutionary army suffered around 2,000 casualties.

In contrast, the suppressing army lost over 8,000 soldiers.

It was a decisive victory for the revolutionary army, led by Major General Carolus.



 
  
    Chapter 11: Downfall Operation (1)


Although we suffered considerable losses, we dealt a crushing blow to the enemy and achieved a great victory.

After capturing all the remaining suppression forces as prisoners, we immediately began looting.

“Hey, this bastard came to the battlefield wearing a gold necklace?”

“Look at this scabbard. It’s missing jewels, but it’s crafted like a work of art.”

“We’ve got plenty of spoils, so everyone take what you can! Don’t be too greedy and start fighting amongst yourselves!”

We took whatever we could from the bodies and prisoners, whether it was useful or not. Armor, equipment, personal items—everything.

When they showed up wearing matching uniforms and boots, I could tell right away. 

They were all filthy rich. 

Even a lowly private had a wallet packed with cash.

Meanwhile, we were struggling with torn, patched-up uniforms, unable to even get proper military gear. 

They were a bunch of spoiled brats.

Well, at least thanks to them, all our soldiers got a nice, solid share of the loot. Ugh.

“Major General, the royal guard commander has protested, calling this theft.”

“Ignore them. Did they think they had the right to oppose us just because we were acting like bandits? They should be thankful we spared their lives.”

If we had fought against the regular imperial forces, it wouldn’t have been like this. 

At best, we’d have seized weapons and that would be it. 

No matter how brutal the war was, there were always some basic rules to follow between enemies.

But these bastards were suppression troops. 

They were sent to capture us and treat us like criminals.

They didn’t come to fight to win. 

They came to wipe us all out.

So why should we stick to battlefield rules? They were the ones who declared they would disregard the rules from the start.

“Have all the armor been recovered?”

“Everything except the completely destroyed pieces has been gathered. Around 16,000 sets, roughly.”

“Give the first batch to the riflemen, and prioritize the pike infantry for the rest. Make sure the distribution is fair so there won’t be complaints. Mix and match the mismatched sets as needed.”

“Yes, sir!”

Anyway, the two most valuable spoils we gained from this victory were the following: the first was the head of Duke Alexander, and the second was the armor worn by the royal guard.

It wasn’t as flashy as the elite guard’s gear, but it had defensive magic enchantments, so its defensive capabilities were top-notch. 

At a certain distance, it could even stop bullets.

I had worn it once when I was awarded a medal and visited the capital. It felt incredibly sturdy.

So, I decided to take all of it and distribute it evenly among the soldiers. 

If the frontline soldiers wore it, the chances of injury would decrease.

However, the priority was the 39th Rifle Regiment, which had recently joined us. 

They were fellow revolutionaries, people who agreed with the cause of toppling the fallen aristocracy.

They were assigned to the dangerous task of handling grenades, so their equipment had to be carefully provided. 

The grenades of this era were closer to fire-filled gunpowder balls than the portable explosives of the future.

Riflemen were an elite class, and without proper defensive gear, their casualty rate would skyrocket.

If I could, I’d love to take that fancy armor too… but since it would make it hard to distinguish friend from foe, I had to give up on that.

Unfortunately, I had to leave behind the royal guard uniforms with their distinct ornaments.

Right now, the only way we could distinguish friend from foe in the civil war was by a few identifying marks on the clothes. 

Changing outfits would only make it worse.

When we take the capital later, we’ll design new uniforms just for the revolutionaries.

“Vaden, the interrogation of the high-ranking officers is done, right?”

I left the soldiers and returned to the barracks to get a report from Colonel Vaden.

“Yes, Colonel Kaiss did an excellent job using his specialty. After a few hours of ‘training,’ they spilled everything they knew.”

“So, what did we get?”

The ones who had formed the suppression army with Duke Alexander were all sent to the interrogation rooms.

I had authorized severe torture, so it seemed the results came quickly.

“Right now, there isn’t even a full division’s worth of troops left in the capital, Rahator. They said they brought all their forces here, and they got completely crushed.”

“I thought it was quite a lot for an army hastily assembled, but they really gathered everything they had…”

I couldn’t help but be shocked at the thought that the royal family had just thrown away their elite forces all at once.

I had planned for a scenario like this and prepared strategies, but things were going even better than expected. 

Could it be that the Duke was really this incompetent?

“Did they request reinforcements or declare an emergency mobilization?”

“It seems they did issue mobilization orders to nearby units before setting out. As for the emergency mobilization, there was no mention of it. Should I double-check?”

“No, that’s fine. I’m sure they thought the situation could be handled with the forces they currently have.”

I began organizing the information I had acquired and spread out a military map. 

It showed the names, sizes, and locations of units stationed across the country as of two months ago.

According to the map, there were four units within a few days’ journey of the capital. 

If we extended the range to two weeks, there were six.

“If they all converge, it’ll become troublesome…”

Apparently, before the war, there were twice as many units stationed across the country. 

Since there was no need to send forces to the frontlines, the army had been spread out in the rear.

However, even with the main forces stationed on the frontlines, there were still enough troops scattered around the kingdom to form one or two more corps.

The only fortunate thing was that two of these divisions were the ones I had sabotaged with leaflets.

So, in practice, the enemy forces that posed an immediate threat numbered around 45,000 in total. 

About 10,000 were in the capital, and roughly 35,000 were either on their way or expected to arrive soon.

“If we crush them all, isn’t that a done deal? Our forces should be more than enough, General.”

“It’s not about whether we can or not. What about managing public opinion if we destroy all of our forces?”

Crushing them wasn’t the hard part. We still had enough supplies for now.

However, if we did that, the number of royal forces we’d have defeated since raising the banner of revolution would nearly reach 100,000.

How would the common people view us then?

An army that defeats more of its own forces than the enemy? It would be a miracle if they didn’t see us as spies and traitors who sided with the Empire.

“…No, that’s not right. We don’t necessarily have to crush them. We just need to prevent them from reaching the capital.”

At that moment, an idea flashed in my mind.

What we needed now was to keep the nearby forces from reaching the capital.

In that case, there was no reason why direct confrontation had to be the only solution.

“To march from the south to the capital, they would have to cross a river.”

“Yes, I believe it’s called the… something with an ‘A’.”

“It’s the Atrantia River. My home is downstream from it, so I know it well.”

Just like how Earth’s Mesopotamian civilization developed between the Tigris and Euphrates rivers, the kingdom had risen between the Tiora River in the north and the Atrantia River in the south, gradually expanding its power in all directions.

However, to the south, they were blocked by the coastline, halting their expansion. As a result, most of the southern army was stationed across the river.

What this meant was that if we severed a few bridges crossing the river, they wouldn’t be able to make it to the capital.

“Order the 39th Infantry Regiment to march south. Tell them to destroy all the bridges between here and there, then return.”

“Won’t this make land transportation difficult later on?”

“It’s better than having our own people spill blood. We can rebuild the bridges later.”

I immediately wrote the orders and had them delivered to the outside messenger. 

With this, about 20,000 soldiers would be tied up…

With that, the remaining forces consisted of one division and two regiments approaching from the east and west.

“This scale should… be manageable.”

I decided to let them approach without interference.

With fewer than two divisions’ worth of troops, I could deploy some of my forces to confront them. 

Even if I had to face them alongside the troops in the capital, the siege of the capital could proceed without issue. 

The revolutionaries were more than capable of handling that.

“Vaden, order the soldiers to rest up. We depart for the capital in two days.”

The journey to overthrow the inept king and the greedy nobles of the central court was nearing its end.

A week later.

The revolutionary army, laden with countless prisoners and heaps of spoils, finally reached the capital, Rahator.

“General, we can finally see it. The walls of the capital.”

The first thing that greeted us was the uniquely styled fortress walls.

There were legends that the goddess sent angels to build it, and it had stood as both a relic and a fortress for centuries.

Whether or not that story was true, one thing was clear: its defenses were woefully inadequate. 

I could see watchtowers and fortifications with no soldiers manning them.

“Shall we prepare for a siege?”

“No. We wait for now. As a matter of courtesy, we’ll offer them the chance to surrender.”

Accompanied by a few cavalry, I proudly waved the flag of the former Northern Army, now the revolutionary forces, and approached the walls. 

As I got closer, the sentries panicked and fumbled around.

“Kingdom soldiers, hear me! I am General Carolus von Royten, Commander-in-Chief of the Revolutionary Army!!”

I paused briefly, then raised the salted head of Duke Alexander high and shouted.

“The suppression force you sent has been utterly defeated! Their commander has perished, leaving only his head behind!!”

“I urge you, if you don’t want to suffer the same fate, surrender at once! Cease your foolish resistance and open the gates! I swear on my honor, if you do, no blood will be spilled, and the lives of civilians will remain unharmed!”

Naturally, there was no response. The gates remained firmly shut.

So, I returned to the main camp and summoned my officers to give tactical orders.

“It seems they intend to fight to the end. Prepare for a siege. Set up camp and station a regiment near each gate.”

“Shall we construct siege weapons after the encirclement?”

“No. We will take the capital without shedding blood.”

There was no need to waste gunpowder and blood attacking a fortress clearly designed for defense.

It would be inefficient.

There was a more effective and certain tactic available.

“Block all access routes to the capital. Not a single rat should be able to pass through.”

Cities, by their nature, consume rather than produce resources. 


Especially the capital, where hundreds of thousands of people lived, the demand for supplies was astronomical.

I doubted they could hold out long without their logistics being cut off.

“The name of this operation will be… ‘The Fall.'”

Just like how the U.S. strangled the Japanese Empire, let’s see how you fare in the same way.



 
  
    Chapter 12: Downfall Operation (2)


From the second day after the operation began.

Around the royal capital, Rahator, carts and wagons that had been aimlessly roaming around started to be confiscated by the hundreds each day.

“Stop right there! We need to conduct a brief inspection. What’s in the cargo hold?”

“Excuse me? These are iron ingots to be delivered to the shops near the palace…”

“Iron? Steel? That’s military supplies! Seize everything immediately!”

“Excuse me? But where is this sudden law coming from?! Don’t treat fellow citizens like this!”

“Don’t worry, we’re not taking it all without compensation. We’ll give you a promissory note, and you can reclaim it later.”

Basic resources like iron, copper, and gunpowder, essential materials for survival,

“Wasn’t this road designated for food transport?”

“Yes. Since the quantity is enormous, they’ve even made a separate checkpoint.”

“Let’s seize the food and eat it ourselves. As for compensation, we can just take it from the royal family or the nobles.”

“How about making some alcohol too? It’s tasty if brewed with rice.”

“That’s a good idea. Make it strong for me later.”

Wheat flour, rice, potatoes, and other essentials for survival,

“What’s this, new recruits heading to the capital?”

“We are from the newly established Capital Defense Division, part of the Eastern Volunteer Army, along with our instructors. Where can we find the training grounds?”

“Ah! Volunteers! Welcome, comrades! The Revolutionary Army welcomes passionate warriors like you!”

“Excuse me? Revolutionary Army? What do you mean by that?? And why—”

Even the conscription of troops.

In addition, all kinds of reserve parts for weapons, luxury items like pottery and silk ordered by the upper class, and administrative documents sent from the provinces, among others.

Normally, these resources would have been claimed by the royal capital, but now they were all seized and put to practical use.

It was truly a situation where everything, down to the last drop, was being used without hesitation.

Even though we were at a disadvantage at the start of the siege, the situation was gradually turning in our favor.

“Has there been any report of something happening inside?”

“No, none so far. It seems like control is still being maintained. Strangely enough.”

Of course, the situation was worsening with time, which might explain why those trapped in the capital had started to make desperate attempts.

They had gathered a special forces unit, made up of the noble houses’ private soldiers, bodyguards, and remaining regular troops, and had launched several surprise attacks.

The most recent one happened just four days ago, on the 20th day of the siege.

“The kingdom’s brave warriors, strike with all your might! Sweep away those vile traitors!!”

“Do not fear death, charge forward! The goddess will protect us! Victory is ours!!”

That night was unusually dark. Thick clouds covered the moon, and visibility was poor.

The capital’s forces, seizing the opportunity of limited sight, rushed out in a mass and launched a surprise attack on our revolutionary army’s main camp.

With nearly 8,000 troops, they charged all at once, attempting to capture the command center.

Unfortunately for them, they didn’t even get close to the main camp and were torn apart in the process.

“Idiots. Does shouting and charging make a surprise attack effective? Musketeers, load your guns. Spearmen, kneel and set your spears forward.”

“Start firing from the front row! Let’s teach the scum of the capital what real combat is!”

We had fought countless battles in the northern snowfields. 

Wearing white cloaks and pants, simply lying flat on the ground gave us perfect camouflage, with natural cover everywhere.

In such an environment, both attacks and defenses were difficult, and ambushes were surprisingly easy.

What was needed most in such a place to hold our ground?

Awareness.

The enemy’s peculiar behavior, subtle changes in the battlefield, minute shifts in actions.

We needed to reach a level of judgment where we could deduce conclusions from these vague and trivial circumstantial clues. 

Otherwise, we’d die.

Not just me, but all my subordinates could die too. 

From a single minor mistake.

“I can’t believe I’ve been fighting all this time, taking orders from these idiots… It’s truly… disheartening. Really.”

From that perspective, the attempts by the people in the capital to resist were the epitome of incompetence.

They prepared an ambush by reducing the number of daytime guards and cooking the evening meals unusually long. Isn’t that suspicious?

I had prepared for it just in case, and sure enough, they walked right into it.

We quickly set up a defensive line and positioned our forces, and they walked straight into the trap, dying in droves.

We had formed an interlocking fire net with cannons, mages, and musketeers, and they stupidly crawled right into the middle of it. 

It was like they were begging to be killed.

After a quick tally, I think we captured about 4,000 of them.

Adding the losses from the previous ambushes, they’ve lost at least 7,000 to 8,000 troops.

Regardless of their unit types or affiliations, we’ve killed more than half of the trained combatants within the capital.

With the remaining forces, they won’t be able to turn the tide, no matter what. Not with those fools. 

They don’t have generals like Alexander the Great or Napoleon.

But if they did, they wouldn’t have tried such a pitiful ambush like the one from the other day, right?

“Are we still broadcasting the message about offering leniency and ensuring civilian safety for those who surrender?”

“Yes! We’ve been sending people with amplification magic to announce it inside the walls every day.”

“Is it having any effect?”

“It seems to be causing some unrest among the people, but… it’s still not much…”

“Then keep doing it until it works. We must win over the people.”

Even with the ambush, the opening of the fortress gates allowed a few spies to infiltrate.

Mostly from the intelligence department, they’ve been sending me daily reports on the capital’s current situation.

Since the fortress’s defenses have gotten lax, they sneak in at night, either throwing reports into the barricades or shooting them with arrows to share information. Spying on the enemy is so easy.

“Only a little longer now.”

With the situation unfolding like this, I could sense that the moment of finality was approaching.

We’ve monopolized the supplies, and the gap in military strength has become insurmountable. 

The only thing left now is the surrender.

“There’s no option left except for ruin or self-destruction.”

The only remaining possible solution, the reinforcement from outside, has now completely stopped as well.

“General Elan of the 19th Division has raised a point: are we really not going to be cautious of the approaching units?”

“Those? It’s fine. It seems like they still have the ability to fight, but they’ve lost the will to do so.”

The divisions I disrupted with confusion, along with the forces that came from the East and West, have apparently settled their internal conflicts. 

They’re arriving one by one near the capital.

But instead of attacking us, they’ve camped out about two to three days away and are simply observing. 

It’s almost as if they’re clearly showing they don’t want to get involved in this fight. 

And I’m sure that’s exactly what’s happening.

“Their commanders already know. They know the game is up.”

When they reached the capital, what they saw was us, the Revolutionary Army, blocking all the roads and controlling the logistics.

They must have seen the capital’s lifelines being choked, but the high-ranking officials in the capital couldn’t do a thing to stop it.

So what do you think they must have thought? Oh, the outcome is already decided. 

Getting involved now would only be a waste of time. That’s probably what they concluded.

“Besides, our cause—well, it’s not just any ordinary cause. If things go well, we might even be able to overthrow the kingdom and establish a new dynasty.”

“Did you want to be king?”

“Of course not. I was dragged into this by you all. I’m just here to restore the country to order.”

“…That’s enough. I have no interest in the throne.”

If they tried to attack us, the public opinion would surely stir. 

There would be sympathy for the comrades who were unjustly forced to abandon the front lines, and fighting us would only demoralize them further.

Even if they were willing to endure those side effects, their own treatment would become problematic afterward.

“Anyway, they’ll stay put until everything is over. We’ll just reward them appropriately afterward.”

“…I don’t really understand. Reward? Suddenly?”

The high-ranking officials in the capital are scum.

Instead of rewarding loyalty, they resort to betraying and scapegoating people, forcing idiotic orders, and all kinds of disgraceful behavior.

It’s about as bad as the late French or Joseon kingdoms—on the same level.

Until now, it was not well known, but this time, the Queen’s diamond jewelry incident made the truth widely known across the nation.

What that means is, anyone who sacrifices their life to defend the capital only faces the blame of not stopping it sooner, having their accomplishments taken away. 

I’m sure everyone realizes that now.

“We’re talking about a reward for those who are tacitly cooperating with us. Something like retaining their positions or supporting them with troops and supplies would be enough.”

That’s why they’ve chosen to watch and wait.

They won’t interfere, but they’ll send an unspoken message that they expect to be taken care of later.

They’re not asking for honors or positions, just to have their responsibilities removed and to ensure their military careers aren’t hindered. 

If we guarantee that kind of treatment, they won’t say anything more.


“Got it. Go back and check on the soldiers’ condition. This siege should be over soon.”

“Understood.”


After this, we continued to block the supply routes into the capital, waiting patiently.

One week later.

“They’ll open the gates and let us storm the palace?”

Finally, a traitor appeared from within.



 
  
    Chapter 13: Downfall Operation (3)


Four days ago.

At the northernmost edge of the palace, in the Kingdom Army’s General Headquarters, General Alfred von Albrecht, who had been working, sighed once again over the meager meal before him.

“General, may I have a moment? I’ve brought lunch.”

“Come in.”

The duty soldier brought a dish prepared by the army’s personal chefs. 

The chefs were hired from high-end hotels, and the ingredients were sourced from all over the kingdom.

Thanks to this, Albrecht had always been able to enjoy satisfying meals, but recently, things had changed.

“Is this all there is again today?”

“Yes. I protested that you would be eating, but there was nothing to be done. All the ingredients have run out.”

“Lack of ingredients is unavoidable, but still…”

A few withered pieces of bacon and a thin cream soup. 

Hard black bread and a small portion of lettuce grown in the backyard garden of the General Headquarters.

This was General Alfred von Albrecht’s lunch for the day.

The meal of the highest-ranking officer commanding hundreds of thousands of soldiers in the kingdom was no more than this.

Normally, even the lowest-ranking soldiers would turn their noses up at this level of food. 

If such a meal had been served on the battlefield, a riot might have broken out.

The kingdom had fertile lands, so food supply was usually abundant, but now, even this meager meal had to be gratefully accepted.

“Eat it yourself. I suppose as I get older, my appetite has waned.”

“Excuse me? I… I can really have this?”

“Don’t want it? Then I’ll eat it—”

“No!! I’ll gratefully eat it, General!!”

The duty soldier, now smiling brightly, grabbed the tray and ran off.

His behavior was clearly unworthy of a four-star general, but Albrecht decided to overlook it. 

After all, that was probably the soldier’s first meal of the week.

“To think the day would come when the kingdom’s soldiers would starve due to food shortages… and right here in the capital, no less.”

Does the meager food bother you?

What kind of selfish complaint is that? The soldiers can’t even eat because there’s no food at all.

The supplies that were originally there were all taken by Duke Alexander, and now there’s no way to replenish them.

On top of that, the units in the capital, Rahator, had no stockpiles to begin with since they never expected a blockade, and now the entire city is under siege… so how can they endure?

I heard that they’re now rationing the remaining food every other day, but all they get is a watered-down vegetable soup and broken pieces of hardtack.

“This is maddening. The situation is this bad, and they still haven’t even mentioned surrender.”

General Albrecht sighed.

At this rate, not only will the soldiers’ combat effectiveness be lost, but even their survival is at risk.

In just a few weeks, they might seriously have to consider cutting up corpses for human meat rations, but still, there’s been no word from the royal family.

Even though the military had reported multiple times that the situation had long since reached its worst point. 

Instead of responding, they continued to waste time by holding banquets and attending salons as if it were peacetime.

“No, wait… did the reports even reach the king?”

Now that he thought about it, it was possible that the reports never even reached the king. 

The high-ranking officials at the palace were mostly nobles, after all.

And these nobles were the ones who, during the previous night raid, had foolishly led an attack that ended in a tragedy, decimating most of the remaining forces.

They lost countless lives because of their actions. 

Would they now accept suggestions to wave the white flag? The responsibility would inevitably fall on them, wouldn’t it? It was entirely possible that, just to save themselves, they’d deliberately blocked the flow of information.

In fact, General Albrecht thought this explanation was far more likely. 

He’d seen such actions—nobles avoiding responsibility and running wild—all his life.

“Damn fools.”

He swore, deliberately leaving out the subject.

He’d hated them before, but now, his disgust had transformed into hatred, directed at those nobles and the royal family that protected them.

How could I feel affection for a ruler who turned the entire northern military into enemies just for the sake of luxury?

Because of that incident, General Albrecht had already lost about 90% of his loyalty to the royal family, and after Duke Alexander’s defeat, he lost another 9%. The remaining 1% was finally extinguished.

“What can I expect from a ruler who doesn’t even care for the livelihood of the people close to him?”

The city is under siege, soldiers are starving, and citizens are reduced to eating rats, stray cats, or whatever they can catch.

If that’s not enough, they bake mud and eat it as if it were cookies.

Is this some hidden plight of the back alleys? No, this is happening in plain sight on the main streets. 

A simple glance outside the palace would reveal it.

Yet, even now, King Carl VII enjoys a lavish life without noticing.

He was no longer a ruler worthy of being served.

Such a simple reality, and yet he couldn’t grasp it. Anyone who blindly trusts only his ministers, without understanding this, no longer deserves to be called His Majesty.

“Have my devotion, and our soldiers’ devotion, been truly rewarded?”

Those were the words of an officer who had been caught while acting as a spy for the enemy and had shouted them just before his execution. 

He had claimed that his crime was a result of his family’s bankruptcy due to unpaid wages.

At the time, it had seemed like the ranting of a spy and was brushed aside without much thought, but for some reason, those words kept resurfacing in Albrecht’s mind.

If he were asked that same question now, General Albrecht could answer it with certainty.

No, he would say.

The dedication that he and countless loyal soldiers had given to the country… was never rewarded.

This country no longer had any place for the values of loyalty and trust.

“That’s enough. I’ve put up with this for too long. It’s time to tear it all down.”

After much anguish and anger, General Albrecht made up his mind. 

He would bring down the very heart of this kingdom.

“Is anyone there?!”

“What is it, Sir?”

“Go and call Major General Holtman. Tell him to come immediately, I have urgent business.”

“Understood!”

After sending someone to fetch his trusted subordinate, Albrecht pulled two stacks of documents from a drawer beneath his desk.

One was a detailed military map of the capital, listing the defense systems of all the buildings and fortresses.

The other was a budget plan and meeting minutes, all related to the purchase of the Queen’s diamond tiara.

These materials had been painstakingly obtained through his connections with General Grotel, who had ties to the royal archives.

“Finally, it’s time to hand these over.”

Originally, he had planned to use these documents, along with internal collaboration, as leverage to make a deal with the revolutionary forces during the brief chaos following Duke Alexander’s defeat.

In exchange for facilitating their easy entry into the royal palace, he would ask the royal family and the nobles not to harm him or his men.

However, due to the nobles forcibly seizing control of the military and using their private soldiers to monitor the city, no opportunity had presented itself.

Now, with repeated failures in their nighttime raids and the weakening of noble power, the time had come to hatch and execute his plans.

“Survive on your own. I no longer want to cover up your mistakes and suffer for it, Your Majesty.”

Albrecht thought a brief farewell in his mind. 

The oath he had originally taken to protect the king was no longer relevant.

What good was it to risk his life to protect someone who remained blissfully unaware of the worsening situation and was lost in luxury?

“Sir? You called for me?”

“Ah, Holtman, just in time.”

“Is there something you wish to assign me, sir?”

“Yes. It seems the time has come to pick the lily.”

“…!”

The lily was the symbol of the Riodolph royal family, the rulers of the kingdom. 

To “pick the lily” was a coded phrase, meaning the moment had come to execute the revolution.

Holtman, who had been given orders by Albrecht long ago, quickly understood the meaning of the words. 

His expression changed, a moment of shock, but then his face hardened as he lowered his voice.

“Shall I send someone to handle it?”

“You can’t go yourself, can you?”

“Yes. With the number of eyes watching and my age, it would be hard to move quickly.”

To avoid possible eavesdropping, they intentionally avoided direct references to their plans. 

The details had been arranged long ago; all that remained was to hand over the documents and set the date for the operation.

“When would you prefer to execute it?”

“The sooner, the better. How about the evening five days from now?”

“That works. I will convey the message.”

That night, a courier carrying Albrecht’s confidential documents and a letter detailing the proposal crossed the city walls, heading towards the revolutionary army’s main camp.

I stroked my chin and tried to stir up my long-dormant mind.

The person who made the proposal was someone I knew well. Before me, he had served as the Deputy Commander of the Northern Army. 

We had served together for about two years.

He had always been cynical, but I remembered him as someone who remained loyal to the royal family… I never imagined he would change this much.

The royal family really messed up big time.

“Lieutenant General, is there any chance this is a trick?”

“I think the chances are extremely low. There’s no benefit in lying here.”

Sure, it might be a ruse to lure us in and hit us from the inside, but that would be highly illogical.

With the remaining forces they have, they could only manage to destroy one or two regiments at best. 

There’s no way that alone would cause the downfall of our revolution.

Given the grand scale of the situation, it would be completely unreasonable for them to risk a futile, short-sighted effort.

“According to the letter, they requested that those who aren’t involved in this incident be guaranteed safety. So, does that mean we can deal with those with connections, no problem?”

“That’s correct.”

“Even if it’s the king and the royal family?”

“…Of course.”


The messenger hesitated for a moment but eventually nodded.

With such cooperation, there was no reason not to accept it. After all, I wasn’t planning on ruling through a reign of terror and indiscriminate purges.

“Understood. Go back and relay the message. Tell them I’ll visit the Command Headquarters tomorrow evening.”

I thought it best to make sure the soldiers were well-fed by tomorrow morning and lunch.



 
  
    Chapter 14: Entry to the Capital


The late afternoon is generally not an ideal time to start a battle.

The soldiers have already exhausted their energy from the day’s tasks, and the enemy is likely to be fully awake and alert.

Logically, if one were to launch a surprise attack, it would be best to target a time when the enemy is asleep and their vigilance has weakened, right? The fact that night-time gives the attacking side the advantage in seizing control is also a key factor.

“Then why are we trying to pass through the gates in the evening?”

“For impact… just kidding. The situation is a bit unique right now. Those bastards barely defend during the day.”

However, things are slightly different now.

After several failed surprise attacks, the capital forces have been severely depleted, and they haven’t been posting guards on the walls during the day.

This is because the few remaining guards are concentrated during the night and early morning hours when their defenses are weakest.

From a standpoint of focus and concentration, it’s not the worst decision, but to us, it’s just an open display of their weaknesses.

It’s like they’re openly declaring that they’ll be slow to respond even if we attack in broad daylight.

Thus, we chose the evening. 

After resting all day, we’d launch the attack with full energy, aiming to scale the walls.

And since it would naturally get darker as the battle goes on, we calculated that we’d have the advantage as the night progressed.

“Well, there’s also the element of showing off and making a statement.”

Of course, it was also to declare to the citizens of the capital and the noble lords that the revolutionary army had won.

We had to show our superiority to reduce the chances of anyone thinking foolish thoughts.

“Understood. Tell the commanders of each unit to eat well and rest. We’ll probably have to stay up all night.”

“Yes, sir!”

As I sharpened my sword and tightened the laces of my boots, time passed slowly.
Finally, the moment of battle arrived.

“General, the gates are open.”

“Have all the troops assembled according to the formation?”

“Of course. Just give the order, and we’ll move out.”

At the time when the sun, brightening the blue sky, touched the earth—6 PM.

There were still about 30 minutes left before the night shift guards were to relieve their posts. And then, without any warning, an anomaly occurred.

–Clank.
–Screeeech…

The gates, which had been impervious to cannon fire, were opening. 

The outermost thick steel gate, the iron bars behind it, and the wooden gate on the innermost layer—all three layers of defenses were being unlocked simultaneously. 

All of this, without any interference or resistance.

Someone on the castle wall screamed in terror and ran somewhere, but it was already far too late to respond.

“Did the captain keep his promise?”

I mounted my horse and activated my amplification magic, shouting at the top of my lungs.

“All troops—!!”

I paused for a beat, drew my sword, and issued the order.

“Charge in order!! Let’s make our flag flutter over Rahator!!”

“1st Battalion, advance! Our cavalry will take the lead!!”

“Don’t stop and run as if your life depends on it! Even if you fall, think of it as falling inside the castle walls and keep running, you slowpokes!!”

As previously planned, soldiers and officers dashed forward.

To seize the opportunity that might never come again, they rushed toward a small opening in the massive fortress, like a horde of zombies.

“What about the artillery, General?!”

“Leave the cannons behind and run! If we win, we can come back and retrieve them! Right now, just focus on getting inside the capital!”

“This is a quick, decisive battle! We don’t have time for fire support or forming positions, just charge straight ahead!”

Tens of thousands of people quickly approached the castle walls.

Then, Just like water gushing from a small hole in a dam or contents spilling out of a tightly held plastic bottle, elite soldiers from the north poured into the royal capital, Rahator.

–EtOH!

“3rd Division, head west and seize the noble district! Don’t kill the residents, just lock them all inside their homes!”

“7th Division, secure the cathedral and the commercial district to the east!”

“The palace will be handled by my 5th Division and the 39th Battalion! The target has been set, so the detailed commands will be handled with discretion!”

It was impossible to control a city with hundreds of thousands of people and tens of thousands of buildings through a detailed plan. 

Such an enormous operation couldn’t physically be mapped out in advance.

So, only the general targets and tactical objectives were set, leaving the execution to the officers in the field. 

They all had the skills to handle it.

“The resistance is weak. They didn’t expect us to come at this time, did they?”

“More than that, the key issue is that their forces are scattered. The remaining troops aren’t part of a single unit; they’re a collection of stragglers pulled together from various places. Their barracks and outposts are probably all over the place.”

“Idiots. How long did they have, and they still couldn’t consolidate anything?”

There was no organized resistance. 

At best, we encountered a handful of enemies blocking the way.

They were so weak that the effort fizzled out quickly, but well, no complaints there. 

The weaker the enemy, the fewer our men would be hurt.

“Tell the civilians to stay inside their homes and not cause trouble. Minimize violence as much as possible.”

“General, the civilians are requesting aid because they’re running low on food. How should we respond?”

“Aid? They want food? Tell them to wait a bit. Once the situation is over, logistics will be normalized.”

Unlike the nobles who couldn’t get their heads straight even when the tide had completely turned, the exhausted citizens, who had been under siege for so long, welcomed us with open arms. 

All the efforts we made in spreading our message of justice and goodwill had paid off.

We had been spreading the word that the revolutionary army was on the side of the people, and now it was bearing fruit. 

The reason for our rebellion was so just, and the high-ups had done so much to deserve the people’s disdain.

We were guided enthusiastically, and there was support everywhere we went. 

While it didn’t directly help us, it certainly boosted morale. The momentum was building.

“First to Fifth Districts have been fully secured!”

“We’ve spotted snipers in the Twelfth District! They’re being dealt with now!”

“What about the Sixteenth District? There should be a political prisoner camp there.”

“We’re almost there! We’ll suppress it and secure the prisoners within the next hour!”

The capital city, Rahator, was administratively divided into 16 districts, with the royal palace as the center. 

We focused on securing the most valuable areas while leaving the slums and residential districts untouched.

We seized various locations such as weapons depots, ammunition factories, monasteries and cathedrals where clergy lived, salons and coffee houses of the nobility, and banquet halls and opera theaters.

We arrested everyone inside, treating the technicians and workers with respect while binding the nobles and escorting them away.

As we continued advancing, Finally, we encountered a group that could be called enemies.

“You damn traitors! You won’t pass here until we’re all dead!”

“That flag is unusual. Are they the nobles’ personal soldiers?”

“That flag belongs to the Barelmont family. Their family guard seems to have come out in a hurry to block us.”

A small unit of about 60 soldiers, blocking the narrow street and forming a defense line with guns and spears. 

Their uniforms weren’t as grand as those of the personal guards, but they were certainly elite, well-trained troops.

But so what? The battlefield is no place for naive guards protecting important people.

“Take cover and return fire. Once their momentum dies down, throw grenades.”

“Yes! Commencing fire!”

There’s nothing dumber than grouping up in urban combat.

The effectiveness of explosives is maximized due to the surrounding buildings.

They didn’t even have time to set up barricades, so the defensive formation was a last-ditch effort. 

But honestly, it was worse than not doing anything at all.

If it were me, I would’ve just lined up carts to create an impromptu wall. That would’ve been safer and more effective.

Boom!

As the two grenades thrown by the riflemen exploded, the enemy was obliterated, turning into a pile of meat.

Those who survived were either unconscious or had lost limbs. Seizing the opportunity, I immediately gave the order.

“Charge! The palace is right ahead!”

There was no longer anything blocking our way. 

They were either dead or dying.

After subduing the soldiers guarding the palace gates, we immediately rushed through the garden and into the building.

Passing through long corridors and various rooms, we made our way to the heart of this massive structure.

After securing the princes’ bedrooms and the queen’s private chambers, we began capturing the maids and attendants we encountered, and there, I came face to face with a familiar face.

“Albrecht, my lord.”

“…Carolus. It’s been a while.”

“I didn’t expect to meet you like this.”

A man forced into rebellion by the king and a man who abandoned the king to join the rebellion. The two exchanged complex glances.

There were many things I wanted to say after such a long time, but I didn’t speak them aloud. Now wasn’t the time to waste on old grievances.

“Where is Carl?”

“Are you calling His Majesty by his first name now…? He’s inside with the nobles. While they were enjoying their banquet, I locked them up.”

“Well done. You’ll be rewarded later.”

“Don’t bother. At my age, what use do I have for riches and glory?”

General Albrecht and a middle-aged officer named Holtman opened the door to the banquet hall.

The heavy sound drew all the eyes in the room to us. In this critical time, there they were—hypocritical scoundrels wearing fancy dresses and uniforms, pretending to be noble.

On the table was a lavish feast, and a play was being staged on the stage. 


This scene was nowhere near a city that had been suffering from a siege for so long.

And at the center of it all…

“Have you been well, Your Majesty?”

Our despised tyrant, King Carl VII.



 
  
    Chapter 15: Heartfelt Hate


I, along with dozens of soldiers, burst into the banquet hall and pointed weapons in all directions. 

Some held guns, while others brandished spears and shields.

Then, an elderly man with a pale, ashen face pointed at me accusingly.

“Who, who are you!”

His clothing had buttons adorned with jewels, clearly indicating he was not from an ordinary family.

Under normal circumstances, I would have immediately lowered my head and asked for his name.

But I casually ignored him. I approached the noblewoman beside him, grabbed her shoulder, and pushed her aside.

“Kyaak!”

“Pardon me.”

I picked up some food from the table with my fingers and tasted it. It was luxuriously delicious.

The meat’s texture and fat were vivid and soft, not hardened at all. 

It was a level of beef with sauce that I had never even tasted in my own territory.

How much would such a dish cost outside? Would it consume my entire month’s living expenses?

These bastards were eating this not just on a regular day, but during wartime, while enduring a siege.

“Didn’t I ask who you are! How dare you ignore the words of the Duke Barelmud’s, do you not know the meaning of courtesy!”

Moreover, this texture could not have come from preserved ingredients. 

It was certainly meat from livestock slaughtered just yesterday or today.

In other words, they had been carefully raising livestock with feed, even while people were starving.

Hay must have been difficult to obtain, so they likely substituted it with grains, and a cow’s food consumption is more than ten times that of a human.

It’s right to say that for the mere entertainment of a banquet, they starved more than ten people.

The satisfaction of their own greed is more important than the lives of the lower classes….. 

Now, I feel nothing but disgust. 

Whether royalty or nobility, both of them. 

I had to risk my life for these parasites all this time.

“Immediately reveal your name and position and kneel–“

–Crack.

“Shut up right now. Before I put a lead bullet hole through your jaw.”

When I pressed the pistol against his chin and shouted, the old man instantly became quiet. 

I let out a short sigh and looked around before speaking.

“Who are we? Former Northern Army, current Revolutionary Army. We’ve come to overthrow your household.”

When I showed our armband with our symbol, some people fainted and collapsed to the floor. 

Apparently, they couldn’t bear the horror of such a situation for the first time.

If it were up to me, I’d send them straight to the Goddess’s side, but for now, I instructed them to be carefully detained. 

They’re all valuable hostages and caught in the act.

We must kill them officially in court, after all.

“And I am Major General Carolus von Royten, the leader of the Revolutionary Army. Have you heard of the deputy commander of the Northern Army?”

“Roytel? Could you be the one they call the Wolf of the North?”

“I’ve only heard rumors, never seen him directly. 

Who would have thought he would appear in person?”

The nobles were shocked upon hearing my name.

My reputation hadn’t diminished over time. 

Some remembered me by my nickname.

Those idle bastards must have given me such a strange nickname while I was stuck in the snowy fields.

“Major General Royten, indeed. I remember. Surely he was an officer I personally commended.”

Even our damn monarch, King Carl VII, moved his heavy body, acknowledging me. He rose from the table and approached me with the Queen.

“Did you not swear eternal loyalty when I bestowed honors upon you? Where is that loyalty now that you commit such violence?”

“Violence… that’s quite a funny statement. Wasn’t it Your Majesty who made me, who made us, like this?”

“What are you talking about?”

“Are you trying to make excuses now? How shameful. You know the principles our Revolutionary Army stands for, yet you come out here like this.”

His vocabulary was somewhat polite. But his attitude was anything but.

I stood right in front of the king’s face.

My body, hardened by long combat and survival training, was incomparably more robust compared to the king’s body, soaked in meat and fat.

King Carl VII, who had tried to intimidate me with his physique, was now stepping back, overwhelmed by my presence.

“It was just a small piece of jewelry! A tiny trinket to be worn on a woman’s head!! It was you who made our sacrifices worthless just to obtain such a thing!!!”

I no longer use honorifics. 

I grab the king’s collar with my left hand and point at the queen.

To hammer their mistake deeply into their thick skulls.

“It was exactly 10 years and 7 months! The period my soldiers and I fought in that hellish snowfield!! Over 10 years, enduring bone-chilling cold, engaging in a bloodbath with imperial forces!! Do you even know how many of our comrades are buried there?! Oh, of course you don’t. Even though reports were submitted multiple times, you were too busy watching operas and hosting banquets!! Our deaths were always just considered routine losses for you and these noble parasites!!”

I release his collar. Instead, I pull out a notebook from my chest. A small notebook I’ve had since I first became an officer.

The thin pages, like those of a religious text, are densely filled with small writing on both sides.

This was my diary.

A report for myself documenting everything experienced on the frontlines, a trace of my life. 

The history of the past 10 years, written to maintain my sanity in that harsh battlefield.

I never originally planned to write so much, but somehow it became this thick from writing every day.

“Everything that happened in the North is written here. Would you like to know what is most recorded? Deaths from freezing! Dying before even fighting the enemy, or dying from exhaustion after fighting… We were always short of clothes and weapons, and food was scarce due to the weather. Every day was nothing short of a life-or-death struggle. Sometimes, when a blizzard hit, regardless of rank, soldiers and officers alike would fall victim to the harsh conditions.”

Oto, Bairek, Castin, Oscar, Trovey, Becken.

These were the names of the soldiers I first led. 

They couldn’t even last a few months and perished.

They would mumble, “Lieutenant, I’m so cold,” and lose their vitality one after another right before my eyes.

I couldn’t do anything to help them. 

All I could do was hold their freezing hands and weep.

And this memory is not just mine.

It’s a shared experience of those who have served in the Northern Army for a long time.

That’s why we could unite through our shared suffering and persevere with the sole hope of victory.

“But we endured. No matter how difficult it was, we gritted our teeth and held on. We fought, repeating to ourselves that it was for the kingdom and our families. We barely managed to suppress the urge to desert, driven by our patriotism and loyalty. Whether you and the nobles partied in the rear or enjoyed chicken and beer, we endured solely for the sake of our duty as citizens of the kingdom. However, you have insulted our dedication. You’ve trampled on the loyalty and sacrifice of the entire Northern Army, treating it like trash on the street, all for a pile of jewels like this!”

He grabbed the queen’s hair, removed her wig, and took off the tiara on her head.

It was a luxurious piece adorned with diamonds and various gemstones along its circular, pure gold frame.

In a past life, I might have simply admired its beauty. But now, it was nothing but repulsive.”

“I couldn’t bear the fact that we were treated like trash for this kind of toy.

I handed it to General Vaden, who had accompanied us with the intention of selling it abroad, and looked at Carl VII again.

“You’re cutting military spending to fund the queen’s adornments? You’re abandoning the entire northern snowfield for just a tiara? Was the land we defended so easily disposable for your and the royal family’s extravagance? If you could just abandon a natural fortress like the snowfield and turn the fertile plains into a battlefield just to buy a shiny object, why did you even start the war? You should have just given some land to the empire and negotiated! That’s why we raised the flag of revolution. That’s why we turned our guns around and came this far. You abandoned your duties and responsibilities as a monarch, so we’ll take over those duties for you! We must ensure that the sacrifices of the tens of thousands of soldiers who died for this country are not in vain!”

After ranting for a while, I grabbed a nearby wine bottle and drank it down.

I smashed the empty bottle on the floor and declared to the royal family and nobles who were cowering:

“From today, the royal capital of Rahator will be under the control of our revolutionary army. All administrative systems and public institutions will be under our management, including the royal administration.”

It was a declaration to seize the heart of the kingdom and take control of the state, essentially saying that we would rule the kingdom instead of the king.

Many people objected, but no one dared to speak up. The gun barrels were too close to defy the tide.

“Also, until the war with the empire ends, all kinds of excessive entertainment like banquets and operas are prohibited.”

A wave of discontent swept through the crowd. There were no objections, just silent expressions of resentment. It seemed like a few of them were even considering suicide.

“From now on, until the day the revolution is completed, the royal family and nobles will live a life of humility and moderation.”

“Prohibit their activities. In these times when we must support the military, we must not waste resources on such unnecessary places.”

I, who had completely banned the pleasures enjoyed by the upper class, warned the high-ranking lords as I was leaving.

“Make sure you are prepared. You will pay the full price for enjoying your comfort through our blood.”

And then the banquet hall’s doors were closed.


No one would be able to leave from there.

At 8:37 PM that afternoon.

The Revolutionary Army’s flag was raised on top of the palace clock tower.

The civil war, which lasted just over two months, ended with a perfect victory for the North.



 
  
    Chapter 16: Supreme Council for National Reconstruction


As soon as we seized the capital, the first thing we set to work on was the creation of a new power structure for governance.

[From now on, we will invite key figures from our revolutionary army, along with experts from each field, to form a council that will assist His Majesty in overseeing national affairs.]

In reality, the “experts” from each field were essentially the soldiers who cooperated with us during the coup process.

But for external purposes, that was the official announcement. 

We had to present some form of diversity on the surface to reduce criticism that all the positions were being monopolized by military men.

Thus, within a week, the hastily formed council was named the Supreme Council for National Reconstruction.

For those who know, this is inspired by the one from the era of Park X-hee. 

Since the nature of what we intended to do was similar, we just took the name as is. 

At least the name itself sounds plausible, right?

“Do we really need to create an organization like this just to cover up our actions? We’ve already taken the capital and hold military power.”

“There are problems in this world that can’t be solved just by force. Besides, our situation isn’t exactly stable either.”

If it were up to me, I would just declare military rule and do whatever I wanted. 

But we’re not strong enough to do that just yet.

The revolutionary army, while undoubtedly elite with superior combat capabilities, was simply too small in number…

With only around 50,000 soldiers, we could control the capital, but taking control of the entire nation was impossible.

If we let things continue like this, it was certain that uprisings would break out across the country, or worse, a new revolutionary army would emerge, and the possibility of disobedience to orders would rise.

Honestly, we were power-hungry bastards, so there was no way to refute the insults we received.

That’s why we created the Supreme Council for National Reconstruction as a justification.

We had risen up to stop the tyrannical rule of the monarch, so we now needed to give the impression that we were stepping down and handing over power to the civilians.

Though the essence remained the same, there was a significant difference in public perception between soldiers forcing the monarch to submit and controlling the nation’s affairs, and influencing policy through an official institution.

At least with the latter, we were clearly following legal procedures and respecting the existing political culture. 

While we might still face criticism for our actions, the mere existence of the institution would attract less direct criticism.

“Then from now on, we’ll be helping His Majesty with governance.”

“Yeah. Well, we’ll never actually give that pig bastard any real authority.”

Ah, of course, even though we’re assisting with governance, I’ll make King Carl VII a mere figurehead. If we don’t do that, the meaning of our revolt would be lost.

Those who don’t understand the respect due to military dedication or the priorities for the future of the nation should never be allowed to regain power. 

Not unless they want to ruin the country.

And there was another advantage to doing this.

“Soon, those who try to conspire with us and share power will appear. To manage and use them, we’ll need to set up this kind of council.”

Local nobles who’ve been pushed aside in central politics and dream of revenge. Anti-royalists who simply despise the Riodolph dynasty. 

Philosophers who oppose feudalism. 

Ambitious individuals dreaming of success.

Anyone, regardless of who they are, will always try to seize the opportunity when they notice the power shift in the political center.

These were the people who had been oppressed by the old regime, pushed aside by the entrenched powers and unable to gather any strength. Or those desperate to exact revenge and become the victors.

Our revolutionary army had to recruit these individuals.

Though we had seized control of the kingdom of Rahator, there were potential opposing factions everywhere, and to make matters worse, a powerful foreign enemy was also lurking.

Instead of sitting idly and enjoying indulgence, we must act decisively to solidify our base if we want to secure a future.

Building alliances with smaller factions will be a key means to ensure that foundation. Individually, they may be weak, but if they unite, they could potentially seize political control.

The Supreme Council for National Reconstruction was an incredibly useful tool for such efforts.

It was a mechanism we could manipulate as we wished, making communication with allied factions more convenient, and it also allowed us to create positions and offer “respectable” titles to those we wanted to bring on board.

‘That said, we need to filter out those who try to exploit us.’

We’ll identify who the enemies are and gradually add more allies. 

Once our power is consolidated, we’ll use political manoeuvring to crush the opposition.

It wasn’t much different from battle. The only difference was that the means had shifted from force to words, logic, and justification.

However, there was no need to create eternal allies. After all, politics is just a struggle for limited power.

For now, we might share the same goals, but there’s no guarantee that will be the case in the future.

We use them, and they use us. As long as they’re useful, we make good use of them until their value runs out.

When they’re no longer needed, we either purge them or quietly push them out and return them to their original positions.

“Have the other committee members already arrived?”

“They should be waiting in the meeting room. Please, let’s go, General, or should I say, Commander?”

“I’m going to be late on the first day. I should’ve gone to bed earlier last night.”

In any case, the Supreme Council for National Reconstruction was formed with a total of 17 members.

The chairperson was General Alfred von Albrecht, who had cooperated with us. The vice-chair was me, Carolus von Roytel, who had promoted myself to the rank of general.

The committee members included Major General Vaden of the revolutionary army, Colonel Elan, Major General Mauer, Colonel Kys (I promoted them all by one rank) and Major General Holtman of the Central High Command, among others.

The selection was made from those we trusted, regardless of their branch of service.

“What was the agenda we were supposed to discuss today?”

“Please wait a moment. The documents are… Ah, found it. It’s the analysis of the current war situation with the Empire and the reorganization of the frontlines.”

Our meeting’s glorious first task was to discuss countermeasures regarding the never-ending war with the Empire.

“Now that it seems everyone is here, let’s get straight to the point.”

The meeting room, temporarily converted from a part of the palace once used for the royal family and nobility’s tea parties.

Located near the High Command, this room gave us the opportunity to discuss the information we had previously been unable to obtain.

To be more precise, we were receiving a detailed report on the situation we had been controlled from.

On the frontlines, we could only receive documents that had been censored by the command to maintain troop morale. It was a rare opportunity to properly investigate the actual situation.

After reviewing the report, the results were shocking.

“The East seems to be pretty much as we expected…”

“But what’s this about the West? The frontlines are in this state, and they’ve been hiding the truth all this time?!”

“What on earth was the royal family and the command thinking? The troops sent there were the kingdom’s main forces! How could they have been destroyed so utterly?!”

The reality was truly shocking.

The East wasn’t much different from what we had been told, as the terrain was rough, and both our forces and the Empire had only sent enough troops to prevent the frontlines from being breached. They were basically just skirmishing.

As for the North where we were, it was still fine, so we could skip over that.

But the West…

The frontlines there were almost on the verge of collapse.

A staggering 150,000 troops had been sent to hold the hills and ridges. 

But this massive force had disappeared without a trace.

After several battles where they were defeated and battered, the Western army had long since retreated to the old fortresses.

However, even those fortresses, neglected for a long time, were now becoming unstable in real-time, as the situation at the frontlines was rapidly worsening.

They collected exorbitant taxes in the name of wartime, but did they spend all that money just to be wiped out like this? How the hell did these idiots command their forces??

“Chairman, why has this fact been concealed? How could even I, the former deputy commander of the Northern Army, not have known about this?”

At my reprimand, General Albrecht von Albrecht let out a weary sigh.

“What can we do? It’s not like I wanted to hide it. His Majesty personally ordered the cover-up.”

“His Majesty?”

I can understand hiding the defeat from the public, but why conceal it from the senior generals?

“Until a year and a half ago, the Western front was still in decent shape. We even managed to occupy some of the Empire’s territory. But then the new commander was appointed, and everything fell apart.”

“Who is this commander? If someone who’s supposed to oversee the frontlines performed like this…”

“Sigmund von Liebert. The eldest son of the Liebert family.”

“Ah.”

Damn it, of all people, it had to be that guy. 

When I was at the military academy, he was the idiot who got first in class just because of his family’s connections, acting like it was all his own talent.

“It seems he was envious of you, rising to the rank of Major General at such a young age and making a name for yourself. So, he forcibly took the position and ordered an offensive, which ended in disaster…”

“That’s enough explanation. I get the gist of it.”

No skill, no experience, just overreaching for glory and messing everything up… I didn’t need to hear more to know that.

The Liebert family is also the family of the current crown princess. 

They must have tried to cover up the defeat for the sake of the royal family’s dignity.

“Damn it. It’s these idiotic nobles and royals that are going to ruin the country.”

“Didn’t your name also have ‘von’ in it?”

“That’s why I added ‘idiotic’ in front of it. No skill, yet they take high-ranking positions and have no idea what they’re doing.”

Hearing this, I can’t help but feel a strange sense of admiration for King Carl VII.

With one of the frontlines collapsed and our territory invaded, who would have thought that the king would reduce forces on other fronts just to buy jewelry? How far can our king’s incompetence go?

It’s a ridiculous situation, but it needs to be dealt with. 

We’ve likely lost a significant amount of troops, so reinforcements need to be sent.

“Do we have any reserve troops available?”

“If we gather them from here and there, we can scrape together about 50,000.”

“The units that blocked the roads when I arrived…”

“That includes the new recruits in training. It’s difficult to send them all to the West. Some of the new recruits need to be sent to the South, East, and North for defense.”

50,000. And that’s only part of it.

It’s nowhere near enough. To recover the lost territory, we’ll need at least 70,000. 

Only then can we stabilize the front-lines and start aiming for a counterattack.

Where can we find additional troops… Ah!

“Then let’s do this.”


“What do you mean?”

“The responsibility for this situation lies with the nobility and the royal family that turned a blind eye. So, shouldn’t we have them fix it with their own power?”

Let’s weaken the power of those who are in the way and collect the price for letting them sit idle all this time.

“We’ll conscript the private soldiers of the nobility. At most…”



 
  
    Chapter 17: Increase Troops (1)


Most fantasy nations are like this, and this kingdom is no different from the usual.

The nobles reign over their fiefs like lords, and the king’s authority only extends within the palace and the royal lands.

It is taken for granted that the lords create their own laws and raise their own private armies.

Without the right to form independent foreign policies or declare war, and only paying taxes, it’s essentially a state within a state.

As far as I know, the only place that’s different is the Albione Republic across the sea in the southern part of the kingdom.

Even the Federated Empire, which we’ve been fighting with endlessly, started as a coalition of various feudal lords.

A monarchy where the king can cut off the heads of his vassals at will and collect all taxes centrally? An absolute monarchy like Joseon’s centralized rule?

Such a system is still far off. The most scholars have come up with so far are just abstract concepts.

Feudalism is the common sense and foundation of the world, while other systems are seen as strange anomalies or heresies.

This is the general belief most people have.

So, why am I suddenly talking about this?

Well, it’s to explain the legitimacy of fleecing those noble bastards.

“Until now, the soldiers deployed in the war against the Empire were mostly recruited and funded from the royal lands, weren’t they?”

“That’s right. The nobles usually fulfilled their duties by supporting military expenses.”

The war has been carried out by the royal army and by mercenaries sent by the king’s loyal nobles.

When we say that many of the soldiers are from the Great Plains, it really means they are from the royal lands of the Great Plains.

On the other hand, the other nobles who weren’t loyal to the king, instead of sending troops, mostly sent money. 

They bought weapons, gathered supplies, or sent aid.

In short, they bought lives with money.

Of course, some noble families did send their private soldiers, but the scale was small. 

Compared to the royal army’s mobilization, it was at most about one-tenth of the size.

“Now that I think about it, it’s strange. Why has the war been carried out like this for ten years?”

Honestly, it’s a bizarre method.

To fight against a great power like the Empire, it would be normal to conscript men from all regions of the kingdom and issue mobilization orders to all the lords.

No matter how much it is a feudal system, the kingdom is also a state with a long history and high administrative capabilities. 

It would have its own total war system in place.

It would be natural to gather the nation’s full capacity and fight.

Yet, the reason they are scraping for manpower only from specific groups, I don’t understand at all.

I can’t believe they think this is efficient. 

Maybe it’s because of the war’s justification or some political circumstances I don’t know about?

I’ll have to have Colonel Kys, or rather, the Colonel, look into it later. 

If we search carefully, something might come up.

“If we keep fighting this way, the men in the royal lands will eventually be wiped out. After all, every adult male has been dragged into the army for the past ten years.”

“So, it’s time for the noble factions to make sacrifices, huh?”

“Exactly.”

In any case, to get to the point, this method had to change. 

We could no longer demand unilateral sacrifices from specific regions.

And now, a good justification has come up, hasn’t it? The Liebert family is infamous for its poor relationship with the royal family.

In an attempt to reconcile, the crown prince married into the family, but they still remain politically opposed, I hear. 

This makes it the perfect time to strike at them.

By seizing this opportunity, we can break the nobles’ capacity to plot against us and strengthen the stability of the regime.

“Won’t there be considerable resistance from the various territories?”

“Let them try. The heads of the major families are all trapped in the capital. Even if they value their lives, they won’t be able to act recklessly.”

In this kingdom, the lords often leave the management of their lands to employees or family members and spend most of their time socializing in the capital.

Thanks to that, if I control the noble residential area in Rahator, it could be quite useful as leverage for hostages.

Of course, if I make excessive demands, the local nobles might just abandon the hostages and install a new lord, so I need to keep things within reasonable limits.

“Lord Roitel, how much are you thinking of asking for?”

At General Vaden’s polite question, I paused for a moment before answering.

“Forty to fifty thousand. Asking for more than that right now would be the limit.”

In the long term, I think it could go up to a hundred thousand, maybe even two hundred thousand.

Given the size of the royal lands and the loyalist territories, that kind of capacity should be within reach.

However, if I try to demand everything at once, I can already see the second civil war brewing. 

People from all over would swarm to try and kill us.

We’re barely holding onto the capital as it is. Would we really throw ourselves into that kind of suicidal tactic?

We’re not like Park X-hee or Jeon X-hwan, who control the military with an iron fist. 

We’re still walking on thin ice…

If I want to hold onto power for a long time, I need to act wisely.

That’s why I settled on a scale of forty thousand. 

That seems to be close to the limit, where they’ll still grumble but ultimately accept it.

“I’ll go and persuade them. The one who proposed this should be the one to see it through.”

I gathered a few documents and stood up from my seat. All to extort money from those high-ranking lords.

A few hours later, I presented the results of the meeting to the King and the nobles in the royal audience chamber. 

The reaction was explosive.

“You’re going to take away the private soldiers we’ve raised with blood and sweat?! Are you out of your mind?!”

“We’ve already made enough sacrifices! We’ve provided all kinds of supplies and military funding—how can you also take our men?!”

“If you’re going to abduct my serfs, then just kill me and be done with it!!”

A bizarre and ridiculous barrage of nonsense continued, and when it finally quieted down a little, King Carl VII added his own comment.

“General Roitel. There’s a lot of opposition. Perhaps it would be wise to reconsider? It seems like trying to push this through might be difficult.”

A hollow laugh escaped me.

These bastards still haven’t come to their senses, and they’re throwing a tantrum. Do they think I’m giving them a choice by asking for their opinion?

“Alright, I understand. If you’re going to make such a fuss, then I suppose our Supreme Council for National Reconstruction can show some mercy and make a concession.”

I feigned humility and softened my tone. Seeing their faces brighten as they thought they had won, I continued.

“However, I will be making all the records of your defeats public to the citizens. Just so you know.”

“…What?”

“Do you not understand? Let me clarify. I’m going to make the mess you’ve created public for all the people to see.”

Their expressions hardened. With my guards flanking me, I moved between the nobles, heading toward a pale-faced young man who had been hidden among the extravagant robes.

“It’s been a while, Liebert.”

“….Carolus von Royten.”

“I’ve heard the news. You got so full of yourself trying to catch up to me that you ended up losing the entire Western Army, right? To think you single-handedly destroyed 150,000 soldiers, quite an impressive feat.  If you defect to the Empire now, we’ll treat you as a legendary general.”

You lost more than a hundred thousand men. A scale of casualties that’s rare even in major battles.

And you, of all people, managed to screw it all up and lose them.

This guy’s talent might rival that of the Imperial Japanese Army’s greatest general, Won Gyun. At this point, it might be best to switch his nationality from the Kingdom to the Empire.

“Don’t insult me!”

“Insulting would only be for making up lies, idiot. You’re not even worth insulting.”

Sigmund von Liebert clenched his fist and trembled, clearly holding back from throwing a punch.

However, he couldn’t act on it. If he did, he’d be a pincushion in a second from the guards’ coordinated strikes.

I immediately turned my gaze elsewhere.

“Seems like there’s a celebrity here as well. Your name is… Friedrich, right?”

“Friedrich von Rittenheim.”

“Ah, that’s right. Former 27th Division Commander, General Rittenheim. During an operation on the Western Front, you defied orders and tried a reckless advance, losing 70% of your troops. What an idiot.”

“…”

“It was a grave offense, punishable by immediate execution. But not only were you not dishonorably discharged, you didn’t face any punishment at all. Instead, you were reassigned to a rear position and continued your service. Is that true?”

It didn’t end there. I continued to call out the crimes of those around me, listing each one aloud.

“Hermann von Eppenshtein. He was a rifle brigade commander, but deserted the army, claiming military life was too difficult.”
“Adolf von Schrock. Embezzled funds from the supply budget of the reinforcement troops and was demoted.”
“Gregor von Kanchov. Leaked military secrets at a tavern and was caught by the military police.”

The Kingdom has a Royal Military Academy to train officers, but officers aren’t necessarily recruited from there.

Noblemen easily gain positions through their family’s power and connections.
Without any qualifications, they simply use their influence to secure positions.

Among the people here, there are certainly those who cause trouble, but by proportion, the latter group overwhelmingly outnumbers them.

Even after such things happen, they don’t receive proper punishment due to their status.

What do you think would happen if the public found out about this? They’d be outraged to know that our sons were being commanded by these idiots, right?

“If I gather the damage caused to the kingdom’s military because of you lot, the list would be a long one. The common people would love it.”

“You little shit…”

“Stop with the bravado. What you really want to say is just one thing.”

I glared around and shouted.


“You’ve been causing this mess for over ten years, so you’ll have to handle the aftermath yourselves, you conscience-less bastards. Did I ever ask for your life? You should at least show some sincerity by sacrificing your troops to make up for the damage!”

I threw the document requesting military personnel from the non-royalist nobles onto the floor and declared:

“I’ll be back in an hour, so get it approved by then. I’ve already selected the families to be targeted, so I’d advise against any funny business.”

Then I left, and when I returned, the crumpled documents were waiting for me.



 
  
    Chapter 18: Increase Troops (2)


Right after Carolus said his piece and stormed out,
the royal audience chamber was engulfed in a fury like wildfire.

“How dare that lowly brat…!”

“If it were the old days, that bastard wouldn’t even be able to look us in the eye! Just because he made a few achievements, does he think he’s something?!”

“If I still had the position of Chief Judge, I would have thrown him in prison forever!!”

Carolus’s attitude was utterly rude.

Not just his words, but the emotions, the attitude, everything in his expressions conveyed a clear disregard.

He showed no respect for the authority of the nobility or royalty that governed the kingdom.

How could this happen? He’s supposed to be a noble, yet doesn’t he know what manners are? Even if it were an envoy from an enemy nation, they wouldn’t behave like this!

However, despite all the grumbling, no one dared speak openly in front of him. 

The reason was simple: the other party’s energy was too fierce.

“Still, we can’t afford to clash with Carolus. If we do, our family will be destroyed.”

“That guy is completely insane. He’s the type to strike without warning if you provoke him…”

When ordered to abandon the defended region and retreat, he went mad and personally led his army all the way to the capital, a crushing force beyond measure.

Along the way, he wiped out a division in half a day and absorbed them,
then tore through the elite guards and the capital defense forces like a monster.

That was the image of Carolus von Royten as seen by the high-ranking officials of the central government.

In truth, he had been pushed into launching a coup by his subordinates,
but nonetheless, the visible results were undeniable.

“I don’t think I can just rely on my authority and experience to push back. I guess I’ll have to give up on trying to persuade him and take a more cooperative route.”

“He has more political sense than I thought. He knows how to manipulate public opinion.”

“For now, showing submission and cooperation seems to be the best course of action.”

And what was it like just now?

Even when the most prominent nobles of the kingdom all shouted in protest, he didn’t even blink, and instead, tried to threaten them in return.

He openly threatened to release sensitive information, intending to sway public opinion.

This was definitely not a decision that a political novice would make.

“This is a tactical retreat, a step back to move forward. He’s not completely backing down.”

The sharp-eyed nobles who witnessed Carolus’s reaction had already made their judgment.

They decided to comply with his terms where necessary.

They had just confirmed that he was the type to abandon everything and go for a final, desperate confrontation if things went wrong. 

Why would they be foolish enough to resist? Rebellion requires the confidence to persuade the other party.

To these nobles, Carolus was not someone whose compromises or flattery would work.

For anything else, perhaps— but especially in matters he had personally decided.

And… honestly, they couldn’t say they were entirely guilt-free.

“It was indeed harsh not to take responsibility after ruining the entire front.”

“If he had deserted or fled the battlefield, at the very least, his noble status should have been stripped. Even nobles have their limits when it comes to special treatment.”

“Even if the catalyst was the queen’s matter, we still bear some responsibility.”

Parachute appointments, special treatment for performance, stripping achievements, neglecting subordinate units, irresponsible leadership, and so on.

How many times have the nobles wreaked havoc simply because they were nobles and were treated as such?

Even just the documents Carolus roughly investigated were a stack, and if he decided to gather everything, the papers would fill a cart.

For generations, they had lived off the blood of commoners, exploiting and ruling them as if it were their birthright, but at least they still had a shred of conscience.

If anyone questioned why they pretended not to know after making a major contribution to the worsening of the war, they would at least avert their eyes.

“Since Carolus wants an army, let’s each contribute a little to gather one. This way, we can minimize the damage each of us will suffer.”

“I think the families that caused trouble in this war should take the initiative. If they’ve caused the mess, they should bear the responsibility first.”

“Then the first priority should be the Liebert family…”

“Our family’s private soldiers are already deployed to the capital’s defense, so we don’t have the manpower. We’ll have to bring in those left behind in the territory.”

In the end, the nobles reached an agreement to allocate troops by determining their respective shares.

It was frustrating to hand over the private soldiers they had spent a fortune raising, but for now, it seemed like the best course of action.

After excluding the royal loyalists, it seemed possible to meet the target number by gathering from the remaining forces.

Some families would suffer considerable losses, but what could be done? If they caused the problem, they had no choice but to bear the responsibility.

“Your Majesty, I ask for your approval.”

“I understand.”

Once the agreement was made below, King Carl VII immediately signed the document left by Carolus.

Thus, the order to seize the military power of the noble factions was finalized.

“This is too much. Do they think we didn’t hold back from offering our troops? What do they think started this war in the first place…”

“Shut up!! Why bring that up now?! We had agreed to bury it and move on!”

“I was frustrated, alright? I won’t bring it up again, just let go of my hand.”

Though there had been an odd comment in the middle, it wasn’t really relevant at the moment.

…Well, for now.

“In the end, you made the wise choice. You thought it through well. So, how many troops are we mobilizing?”

“Since you requested over 40,000, I’ve arranged for 45,000. Mixed units recruited from various regions. Will that be enough?”

“An additional 5,000? Not bad. If you’d cooperated like this from the start, it would’ve been so much better.”

Regardless of the process, it was a fresh batch of troops equivalent to one entire army corps.

Finally, the shortage of manpower had been resolved, and the General Staff and the Supreme Council for National Reconstruction, which I led, began drafting the new unit deployment plan.

First, in the west, we’ll mix half of the nobles’ private soldiers with the existing 50,000 troops and deploy them. This will immediately address the urgent situation.

Next, we’ll send 5,000 to the east and the remaining units to the north. The scale was adjusted according to the priority.

There were some opinions that it would be a waste to send everything at once, but I firmly rejected that. 

Troops could always be gathered later, but solving the precarious situation at hand was the highest priority.

With the decision to mobilize a large-scale force of around 100,000, there were some officers who were overjoyed.

These were the commoners and lower-noble officers.

“The army heading to the plains alone is equivalent to two corps, right?”

“With that scale, there will definitely be new positions. I’m not hoping for a corps operations officer, but even getting an administrative officer or an assistant position would be great…”

“There are a lot of newly formed units this time. If we’re lucky, we might even land a field commander role!”

No matter which world you’re in, in a society with a caste system, the first thing considered in personnel matters is not ability, but status.

If you prioritize the lower ranks and stir up the discontent of the higher ranks, handling the aftermath becomes difficult, but the opposite is much easier.

As a result, officers from humble backgrounds always get the short end of the stick.

When it comes to assignments, they get all the undesirable posts, the ones with heavy workloads and few benefits, while the desirable and elite roles are taken away from them.

No matter how hard they work, most of the achievements are stolen by the higher-ups, leaving them with nothing.

“I got screwed over a lot during my junior officer days. Damn, that battalion commander should’ve been fragged.”

If you look purely at talent and ability, there are many people who could easily handle the duties of a colonel or even a brigadier general, but they end up stuck as majors or lieutenant colonels for their entire careers and retire that way. 

These are the consequences of a caste system.

If you want to escape that kind of situation? You’d have to make a name for yourself to the point where you can crush the gap in status, build an impressive career with significant achievements—otherwise, it’s nearly impossible.

Of course, just getting the opportunity to accumulate such a career is already difficult, and I don’t need to explain that part.

Even with the outbreak of war, these injustices didn’t change much. 

There were more opportunities to rise quickly and stand out compared to before, but in the end, it was the same old story.

Since they never give you the chance in the first place, you remain stuck in the same position.

“If I want to be assigned there, where should I request it? Do I go to the personnel office and ask if they’ll process it?”

” It sounds like it’ll be a fierce competition. Maybe it would be better to go to a well-known general and offer to serve them for life in exchange for their support. That might increase my chances. Maybe that’s the better option.” 

“Wouldn’t it be better to go with the newly established Supreme Council instead?”

Given that, it was only natural for them to get excited about this rare chance for a life turnaround.

When I and my subordinates noticed that many promising officers, who seemed capable and eager for success, were emerging, we knew things were shifting.

“Do you want to join the new units?”

“General Roitel!”

“Did you hear what we were talking about?”

“I happened to overhear. If you’re interested… I could help you out.”

I immediately began the recruitment effort.

They were likely capable and dissatisfied with the current system, and if I played my cards right, they could become allies.

There are so many talented people lying around? How can I resist this?

“If you’re free, how about having dinner together the day after tomorrow? We can talk more in detail then.”

If I can raise these guys to the rank of captain or colonel, maintaining power will become much easier.


By controlling the junior generals in the military, the military’s command authority will naturally fall under our faction’s control. 

After all, the core of military dictatorship lies in securing actual command power.

“Yes! I will definitely meet with you on that day, Sir!!”

As expected, the reactions of the recruits were ecstatic.



 
  
    Chapter 19: Take control of the Kingdom Army


As the sun sets and darkness approaches, I invited some outstanding officers I had been keeping an eye on to a famous restaurant in District 11 of the capital.

Every seat is in a private room, and the atmosphere is luxurious, making it the perfect place for secretive conversations.

“Alright, everyone, please sit. I’ll be covering everything today, so don’t hold back.”

“Th-thank you, Your Excellency.”

“There are various drinks available, what would you like? Coffee? Or alcohol? Tea?”

The officers hesitantly sat down, glancing around the table, seemingly overwhelmed by the spread of delicacies in front of them.

Well, I suppose that’s to be expected. They’re friends who were born into poor and impoverished families and enlisted just to make a living.

Unlike me, who gets to enjoy this kind of luxury with the star on my chest and a dedicated chef, how often do young officers like these get to experience such fine food?

In fact, it’s been years since I was stuck up north and got to indulge like this… but anyway,

“Would it be alright if I have wine?”

“I-I’d like whiskey, please…”

“Sure. For about twenty people… bring out seven bottles of Aindolf wine and three bottles of Talaran whiskey!”

Aindolf and Talaran are both renowned for their vineyards and distillation techniques, famous even before the songs were sung about them.

As a result, the wine and whiskey produced there are considered the finest in the kingdom.

It was more than enough to lavish on lower-ranking officers, but today, I decided to spend freely.

If I’m going to treat them, I should make it count, right?

Soon, the waiter brought out the drinks, and I used the bottle opener to uncork them. 

Then, I personally poured a drink for everyone and handed it to them.

“Everyone, have a drink. I’ll give the toast. For the kingdom!”

“For the kingdom!!!”

The glasses clinked in the air, and the high-proof red and golden liquids passed from our lips down into our throats.

The sweetness of the grapes, the scent of malt and oak, all stimulated our individual senses of taste and smell.

With the help of alcohol to lift the mood, we began the meal in earnest.

We sliced the meat, speared a piece with our forks, and dipped the tender grilled salmon into the sauce, savoring every bite.

In this moment, we felt a sense of ease and abundance that was unattainable in the front lines or the barracks, letting our usual hardships be soothed by the pleasure of fine food.

“This is my first time here, but it’s quite good. How about you all? Do you like it?”

“Yes!”

“To think such a lavish treatment is being given to a mere lieutenant colonel… I truly appreciate it!!”

“Haha, don’t be so hard on yourself. A soldier who defends the kingdom shouldn’t be so self-deprecating.”

The tension from earlier, when we were in the presence of the mighty four-star general, had long since vanished, and a relaxed atmosphere gradually settled over the group.

Some of them, whose faces were slightly flushed from the alcohol, and others whose expressions had softened, were enjoying the moment.

‘Now’s as good a time as any to start.’

Seeing it as the right moment to bring up the main topic, I poured another round of drinks and began to speak.

“So, how’s life in the military lately? Is the work manageable?”

“Well…”

“Feel free to be honest. The person sitting in front of you is the current leader of a coup faction. Do you think criticizing your former superiors will bother me?”

These were the very men who had agreed to my invitation because they had complaints to begin with.

At first, they were taken aback when I suddenly asked them to speak ill of their former superiors. 

But, as soon as they realized I was the one who had replaced those superiors and taken their positions, they started to speak up, one by one.

“To be honest, I’m not really satisfied.”

“Even though I worked hard enough to receive a performance award, I’m always skipped over in the promotion rankings. After years of that, I’ve lost the motivation to even try anymore.”

“I was getting ready to move after receiving the order for a brigade staff promotion. But then, some nobleman came along, said he wanted it for himself, and took my order. As a result, my career got completely messed up.”

These were words they would never normally speak.

But with the help of alcohol, and knowing who I was, they spoke without hesitation. 

The frustrations they had always kept hidden poured out in the form of conversation.

In terms of rank, these men were my subordinates. 

However, in terms of military experience, some were even a few ranks ahead of me.

Although my promotion was unusually fast, even considering that, their ranks were still much lower due to the relentless discrimination they’d faced.

I quietly listened to their grievances, which had built up over the years—some for just a few years, others for nearly twenty. Then, gently, I reassured them.

“You’ve been through a lot. I understand how you feel. I went through the same when I was younger.”

“Is that so, Your Excellency? Now that you mention it, the Roitel family is…”

“A nothing special rural noble family. The only thing notable about them is the ‘von’ in their name. They’re no different from wealthy commoners.”

When it came to our backgrounds, we were not so different after all.

I subtly reminded them of that fact, reinforcing the shared sense of identity between us.

“It pains me to see such promising talents struggling. If you’re willing, I would like to offer my personal help.”

“Help… You mean?”

“Yes. The reason you haven’t risen in ranks is because you haven’t had the chance to properly showcase your abilities and be recognized for them, right? I’ll create an opportunity for you to truly shine and make an impact. Whether it’s with the new division being formed or anywhere else, I’ll make sure you’re in the right place.”

Before I knew it, all eyes were on me. 

I felt a sense of satisfaction as I lit a cigarette.

In my previous life in Korea, this would have been unimaginable, but here, smoking during meals is quite ordinary.

Taking a drag and exhaling the smoke, I raised a finger to signal attention.

“However, there is one condition.”

“Please, tell us! As long as it’s not asking us to become devil worshippers or anything like that, we’ll follow whatever you say!”

“If you help us, we’ll be your loyal servants for life!!”

They’re already eager to join my side. This is exactly the kind of atmosphere I wanted to create.

Well, that’s good. If their minds are already made up, convincing them will be much easier.

“It’s not difficult. Just become my people.”

“That, we can do without hesitation.”

“I don’t just mean to follow my line. What I’m asking is for you to swear loyalty to me first and foremost, and to prioritize me over the king.”

I don’t need people who are just looking to latch on for the crumbs.

Such people can be found anywhere in the military, in any department. 

They’ll come running with just a little bribe tossed their way.

What I need, what the Kingdom’s Rebuilding High Council needs, are real people—those who will truly unite with us, become one with us, and won’t betray us. True, unwavering loyalists.

That’s why I’ve only selected those who showed real potential after careful investigation.

“You want us to prioritize you over the king… even though we serve in the kingdom’s army?”

“Isn’t that betraying the royal family, Your Excellency?”

“I don’t mean for you to openly oppose them. What I’m asking is that you obey the higher-ups as usual, but follow me in special circumstances.”

“Are you asking us to break the oath of loyalty we swore when we enlisted? Are you telling us to betray His Majesty—”

“The king betrayed us first!!”

I slammed my hand onto the table. Standing up and stepping on the chair with my boot, I looked down at everyone.

“Everyone here knows my background, right?! Don’t you?! I spent ten fucking years rotting in the cold north, fighting to the death with the Empire’s scum! My men from the northern army and I held onto that godforsaken vast plain, bleeding and shitting ourselves to protect it!!”

The room fell silent. I could feel the weight of their gazes on me, not just from the alcohol but from something more, my face flushed with anger.

“But that bastard, the king, abandoned us just to buy himself some trinkets! He threw away the front we had been holding for ten years, saying there was no money to protect the frontlines! If that’s not betrayal, then what is?! Huh?! Ten years, that’s enough time for rivers and mountains to change. And yet, after all that time of loyalty, he just discarded us. Is that the behavior of a rightful kingdom?!”

I pointed my finger at the man closest to me and shouted.

“And you too! You studied hard at the military academy, worked your ass off after commissioning, didn’t you? But you’re still stuck, never getting promoted, never getting a star. This is the real betrayal! Aren’t you pissed off? Look me in the eye and tell me! You came to me because you’re frustrated, because you’re tired of seeing the military fall apart, didn’t you?”

I lowered my hand and head, leaning on the table, my voice dropping low. 

I gave off the impression of barely holding back my anger.

“So that’s why I decided to tear it all down and take control of this kingdom. The country doesn’t feel like a country, and the military doesn’t feel like a military! At the very least, I wanted those who worked hard and made sacrifices to receive the rewards and recognition they deserve!”

Some might criticize this as being too radical, but without radical action, society doesn’t change.

To fix this suffocating, corruption-filled country, I had no choice but to be violent.

Though I didn’t say it aloud, I knew that deep down, they understood this too, which is why they were quietly listening.

“Have you heard this? ‘The moment of revolution is brief, but its glory lasts forever.’ Tearing things down is quick, but the fruits of that will remain. That’s what I’m talking about. I won’t hoard those fruits for myself.”

I ripped the armband that symbolized the revolutionary army from my uniform and threw it onto the table.

As my words grew more heated, I calmed myself, adopting a more composed tone.

“I’m offering you all a chance to be a part of this. The fruits of this revolution will be shared, and you’ll have your place in it.”

“Take this. Follow me. Join our revolutionary army, and reclaim the dignity and positions you truly deserve. I can guarantee you that you will never regret this decision.”

A silence stretched on, feeling like an eternity. Then, someone, their voice trembling, asked me a question.

“Will you really treat us equally in the revolutionary army?”

“In the Supreme Council for National Reconstruction, I will make sure to look out for you. As long as you show unwavering loyalty, you will never be left wanting.”

“Even without discrimination in promotions?”

“Yes! By the time you retire, each of you will have at least two stars. If you want, I can arrange a position in the Supreme Council for you as well. You all have the qualifications and ability for it!”

This wasn’t just about giving favor to my allies; these men truly had the potential.

If they had been born into decent families, some of them might have reached the ranks of major general, or even lieutenant general.

In a way, my proposal was about placing them on equal footing with others, allowing them to fully demonstrate their abilities.

“……Understood. I’ll trust you, Your Excellency.”

“Please, don’t betray our trust.”

“Don’t worry. I’m not some fool like Carl.”

With that, the future of the kingdom’s military was now in my hands.


And a few days later…

“Nice to meet you, Your Excellency. How about we behead the king together?”

“What kind of crazy talk is that?”

I’ve met a madwoman.



 
  
    Chapter 20: Personnel work and securing political power


“Sir, the recruitment efforts you requested have been completed smoothly. They all seemed to have many doubts, but in the end, they’ve decided to join us.”

“Good. Was there anyone who insisted on keeping their loyalty until the end?”

“There were a few. I still don’t understand why they’d want to maintain their loyalty to people who’ll never recognize their lifelong devotion…”

“Well, it’s their choice, I suppose. There are fools in this world who know something is a loss but can’t let go of it.”

Not just me, but also Major General Vaden, Colonel Kys, and others— our trustworthy subordinates.

After several days of effort through social gatherings and banquets, we were able to achieve a rather satisfactory result.

Out of the eighty or so candidates we had targeted, we succeeded in securing over 90% of them.

From captains to colonels and even brigadier generals, we managed to pull in key figures from across the military’s central ranks.

Each of them had grievances with the existing system, and as long as we continue to wield power, they are treasures who will never betray us.

“So, how should we assign these people?”

“First, let’s place those who prefer rear-line duties into our Revolutionary Army. Oh, right, it’s not the Revolutionary Army anymore, is it?”

“You should call it the Central Army. How can the person who named it forget?”

“I just forgot for a moment, you fool.”

The people we secured were placed in appropriate positions according to their hopes and aptitudes.

Those who specialized in logistics or administration were assigned to the new Central Army. 

They filled the gaps left by the shattered elite guard and royal defense forces, stepping into the void we created in the wake of our Revolutionary Army.

By suppressing the royalty and nobility and justifying our presence in the capital, we absorbed their roles. This, of course, led to a massive surge in administrative demands.

Since there were so many changes in how supplies were received and how duties were handled, we needed to expand the workforce dedicated to document processing.

“If anyone wants to go to the front lines…”

“We’ll mix them in with our people who are being transferred this time. It will make management easier.”

“It’ll also help build camaraderie and form stronger bonds with us.”

“Exactly. If we’re going to be one team, we should learn to work well together, don’t you think? The best way to build mutual trust is through shared hardship and work.”

For those who preferred field assignments, I decided to mix them with my original subordinates who were about to be transferred out of the Central Army.

Since I planned to send a few people to seize control of the newly formed units, they would join those groups.

This was a personnel move with the intention of letting the seasoned veterans, those with real battlefield experience, work alongside them, helping them gain experience while also fostering inner bonds with us.

There would be no point in making them allies only to send them off separately.

But what if someone wanted to lead a unit but didn’t want to go to the front lines?

In that case, I filled the vacancies left by those transferred out of the Central Army.

Guarding the capital is always a shortcut to success in any era.

“The disposal of those who refused until the end…”

“Killing them would be too much. Let’s demote them to a useless, dead-end unit, one far from any path to success.”

“I’ll instruct the Personnel Department at the General Headquarters.”

As for those who ultimately chose not to join us, I decided to slightly sabotage their future prospects.

It wouldn’t do to leave them untouched after rejecting our proposal.

There was also the faint hope that, after continuing their stagnant military careers, they might eventually come back to us one day.

“When does the troop movement begin?”

“In ten days. The units with secured supplies will be sent out first. The Eastern Army will probably be dispatched first, followed by the Western and Northern Armies.”

“Check the departure times for our people and the ones we’ve just recruited. Let me know. I’d like to meet them before they leave for a farewell.”

“Are you going to speak to them yourself, sir? I don’t think it’s necessary for someone as busy as you…”

“Don’t argue, just do it. I said I want to, so why are you deciding for me?”

And finally, the day of departure arrived.

I put on my neatly pressed uniform, adorned with all the medals I had earned, and headed to the barracks to meet my departing subordinates.

“Long time no see, everyone. Finally heading to the front, huh?”

“S-Sir!”

“What brings you all the way here?”

“Is there a reason I have to meet my own people? If I had to give a reason, it’s probably because I know you’ll be struggling ahead, so I wanted to give you some encouragement in advance.”

I patted each of them on the shoulder and embraced them, offering words of encouragement. 

Of course, I also gave them a little pocket money in case they needed it when things got tight.

Just like back when I was with the Northern Army, I encouraged everyone in a warm tone, hoping they’d return in triumph.

As I spoke, they were so overwhelmed with emotion that tears began to fall, and they repeatedly shouted their thanks. Was it really that moving?

“If you go to the front lines, it’s going to be tough. The supplies will be scarce, and facing life-threatening situations will be a daily occurrence. Please take care of yourselves and come back alive so we can meet again.”

“Yes! We will definitely return alive!”

“Don’t worry about anything else and just fight with all your strength. The rear will be securely guarded by me and the Supreme Council for National Reconstruction.”

From this day forward, every day—tomorrow, the day after—I made sure to send them off, without missing a single day, until every last one of them had left for the front.

I did so with the heart of a superior who worries about his subordinates, and also, if I’m honest, with a slight ulterior motive: to earn their genuine loyalty through mutual connection and heartfelt devotion.

Both of these feelings were sincere, but if I had to break it down, I’d say the former made up 80%, while the latter was about 20%.

There’s a reason why my subordinates have always trusted and followed me.

After sending them off with a final touch of showmanship and image management, I returned, only to be greeted by a very special guest.

“Nice to meet you, General. I am Camilla von Arschach, from the Arschach family.”

What an unusual guest.

In any world, it’s the same, but in this era—still only beginning to feel the winds of modernization—women’s political involvement is a rare sight.

It’s a time when men work outside while women are expected to handle household chores and social activities.

Whether it’s possible or not is a secondary concern; the truth is, people generally don’t look favorably on it.

Yet, here I was, face to face with someone who, despite not being a man, was stepping into the political arena.

“Thank you for the warm hospitality. This tea… is it the black tea imported from Albione?”

“Honestly, I’m not sure. It was brought to us by the General Headquarters for guests.”

Camilla von Arschach.

Despite her youth, she is the heir to one of the kingdom’s most famous coffeehouses, which she runs with remarkable success. The guest who had come to visit.

It seems she enjoys having deep discussions with people.

Considering that coffeehouses are hubs for cultural activities, intellectual debates, and ideological conflicts, it’s essentially where public political opinion is shaped.

Given that she is such a woman, I had no choice but to be cautious around her.

Even though my social standing was higher, if things went wrong between us, it would cause serious trouble.

“So… what brings you all the way to my office, young lady? If you wanted to meet with me, there are certainly better places for that.”

“I wanted to speak with you one-on-one. It’s not really a topic suited for a crowd.”

Such a sensitive subject.

What could be so significant that a noblewoman would risk her reputation for having a secret meeting with a man?

As I was pondering, Lady Camilla leaned her head toward mine and whispered softly,

“I’ll get straight to the point. General, would you consider joining me in taking the king’s head?”

“…..Huh?”

What the hell is she saying?

“Heh, looks like I’ve caught you off guard. But I’m serious. For the future of this country, we need to kill Charles VII and bring down the monarchy. To do that, I need your cooperation, General.”

“…Because I control the capital and hold actual power?”

“Yes! Who else would I ask, if not the one who has already seized power through a coup and taken authority from the royal family and nobility?”

She hid her smile behind a fan and laughed softly.

“Honestly, it’s because you’re someone like that that I’m revealing my true intentions. If I said this to anyone else, I’d be immediately arrested for treason.”

So now, someone I know is brazenly talking about killing the king? Wait, hold on a second. She’s saying to kill the king and overthrow the monarchy, right? But then what?

If the existing regime is completely overthrown, how does she plan to establish a new one?

“If the monarchy disappears, who will govern the country?”

“People like us, the ‘ordinary folks.’ We’re not corrupt like the elites, and we have capable people. We’ll take control of the traditional estates…”

“So, how do you plan to select those capable individuals?”

“We plan to receive recommendations for prominent and competent people from all over the land, and gather them in the capital. We haven’t finalized the details yet, but that seems like the most efficient way.”

I couldn’t say anything. This is essentially a republic.

Is this young lady really thinking about turning the kingdom into a republic?

Unaware of my thoughts, she continued speaking excitedly.

“There should no longer be a system where noble bloodlines inherit power. It’s because of those people that you’ve rebelled, and now look at the state of the kingdom.”

“An era where exceptional elites carry out state affairs and govern the country through rational discussions. That is the right future the kingdom should pursue.”

She extended her hand, flaunting the deep cleavage of her dress, and with a sweet voice, she made her proposal:


“General, would you join me? If you do… I might also be willing to develop a deeper relationship with you.”

I sighed briefly and responded:

“Lady, could you save your wild fantasies for when you’re back home?”

How dare she try to use her looks as a manipulation tactic?



 
  
    Chapter 21: Refute and Tame


–Hold. 

I took a sip of the warm milk tea in my cup.

The ingredients were a typical British-style royal milk tea, made by mixing black tea and milk in a 4:1 ratio, with two spoonfuls of sugar.

Ah, but here I should probably call it “Albione-style,” right? Anyway.

“Excuse me… what did you just say to me?”

While casually savoring the sweet flavor of my drink, the young lady, biting her teeth, glares at me. 

If she weren’t the person I needed to cooperate with, I swear she’d be ready to smack me.

With a light snort at the murderous glare, I spoke in a calm tone.

“Didn’t you hear me? Well then, let me say it again. I told you to save your useless delusions for when you get home.”

“–!! This isn’t some kind of delusion! It’s a carefully prepared plan, one that my allies and I, with great ambition, have worked on! For the revival of this country!”

“Then I suppose all your efforts were in vain. To think that the result of many people working together turned out like this.”

If I had come up with this idea alone, I would’ve easily criticized it for being childish, but this? Even with a group effort?

There’s no hope for this. 

These armchair revolutionaries, who don’t know the first thing about reality, always come up with nonsense like this.

I set my cup down and leaned forward. With my back no longer against the chair, I rested my chin on the desk.

“Arschach Young Lady. It seems you’ve accumulated quite a bit of knowledge and refinement for your age, but there’s something important you still don’t seem to understand.”

“….What’s that?”

“The world doesn’t revolve the way you want it to.”

I heard you’re barely twenty this year. Considering your age and gender, it seems you’ve worked hard on your studies.

Most noblewomen around that age only know how to gossip in salons.

But if you want to get into politics, this level of knowledge won’t cut it.

You’re talking about overthrowing a centuries-old power struggle and reforming the country, yet you seem satisfied with such a half-baked approach?

“Contrary to what you hope, even if you kill the king and overthrow the royal family, there’s no chance the country will stabilize or that the system will change smoothly. In fact, it would likely plunge the country into even greater chaos.”

“But executing a tyrant like that is the right thing to do, isn’t it?”

“That’s not how the people will see it.”

Humans are creatures whose behavior changes depending on whether they act as individuals or as part of a group.

While each individual’s opinions may be radical and oriented toward change, once they become part of a collective, they tend to become more conservative, seeking stability.

This holds true in politics as well. No, in fact, the more political the field, the more pronounced this tendency is.

Especially in a country like the current kingdom, where illiteracy is high and the educated population is low.

“Our Ularnor Kingdom has been a monarchy for centuries. All the citizens have been taught to revere the monarch’s existence and authority for generations. Now, if we try to deny the very institution of the monarchy, do you think they will accept it?”

“That can be corrected with proper education–“

“In the provinces, there are no schools. The monasteries are the ones teaching the children. Who is going to educate them? Are you going to explain the evils of the monarchy and the legitimacy of a republic to illiterate, ignorant peasants? Ridiculous.”

How are you going to convince people who have spent their entire lives serving the king as the representative of a god to accept a system without a monarch? It’s like trying to convince modern Koreans that the universe is a giant dinosaur.

It won’t work. Absolutely not.

“No matter how many pamphlets you distribute and how much you preach, no one will be convinced. If they don’t even come to the point of screaming, ‘The traitors have killed our king! Let’s go take revenge!’ then consider yourself lucky.”

If it were just the civilians, that would be one thing. But once the military gets involved, there’s no hope.

“The same goes for the soldiers on the front lines. If they hear that the monarch has been killed while they’re risking their lives for the country, their morale will be completely shattered.”

“Why would they react like that? If they find out the queen used the money for her tiara instead of supporting the front, I’m sure they’d be as furious as you, sir.”

“Have you forgotten that the soldiers were originally commoners before they were conscripted?”

If we’re talking about a unit like the Northern Army, where survival was a daily struggle and the bonds between comrades were sky-high, that might be different. But what about the Western or Eastern Armies?

They likely still retain a bit of their “innocence” before conscription. 

Their reactions when they hear the news will probably be quite similar to that of any civilian.

“And, Lady Arschach, the majority of the kingdom’s military officers are nobles. They’re overflowing with loyalty to the royal family.”

I took another sip of my milk tea and continued.

“The moment they know their purges are being planned from the rear, they’ll betray you. If I were leading the army and heading toward the capital like this, I’d at least be a noble man of honor… but there’s also the chance they’ll side with the enemy and open communications. Whatever happens, they won’t just sit back and let it happen.”

When the royal family falls to the republicans, any fool knows the nobility will be the next target.

It’s only natural for the noble-born officers to start looking for ways to save themselves.

And since they’ve been conveniently assigned to the frontier, they’ll likely stir up trouble at the drop of a hat.

If you want to purge them, you’ll first need them to return to the capital or their own estates, secure their positions, and then go after them.

“Not to mention what about foreign powers? Do you think the major continental nations will just sit idly by while a republic suddenly emerges?”

“What’s wrong with that? A republic is a time-honored system that has existed since ancient times.”

“Well, yes, it did exist. But it has never once been the dominant system.”

There were certainly a few countries in this world that weren’t monarchies. But most of them were small city-states or remote frontier regions.

There has never been a time when a republic became the main political system on this continent, at least not in recorded history.

“Take the Northern Confederation, for instance, or the Eastern nations of Ormera and the Kingdom of Kailas. Even the Western kingdoms like Caledona and the Daiching Empire. And countless other countries—every one of them will turn against us.
Do you understand? The entire continent will form alliances to erase our existence. The moment the monarchy falls, we’ll become enemies of the world.”

This was exactly what happened to France after the Revolution.

After they beheaded Louis XVI and established the new government, Spain, Prussia, Britain, and the Habsburgs all jumped in to gang up on them.

Ultimately, Napoleon ended up defeating everyone and crowned himself emperor.

However, there’s no guarantee that we could do the same. 

I may have some confidence in my abilities, but I’m no insane monster like Napoleon.

It’s far better to not make a move at all than to gamble on a miracle and end up in ruin.

That’s why Carl VII was right—monarchy cannot be allowed to disappear. At least not yet.

“Ha, but the Republic of Albione is still standing! They’ve never had a king from the start!”

Ah.

A rebuttal from Lady Arschach, unable to accept my point. I shook my head and pointed out the flaw in her logic.

“That’s because they’re an island nation. They have a powerful navy to protect their waters, so no one dares to touch them. It’s not because they’re left alone out of goodwill.”

Albione’s navy is stronger than any other nation on the continent.

There was a time when the Kingdom of Ormera’s military could rival theirs, but that’s a story from the distant past.

Now, even if we combined our Ularnor navy with theirs, we’d still be outnumbered.

Thanks to that, the Republic of Albione has been able to avoid invasions, earn recognition for their system, and freely engage in trade.

This is a privilege they would never have achieved if they were located on the continent.

“Not to mention that the majority of the key bureaucratic positions are still held by nobles and royalty. Should we get rid of them too? If suddenly all administrative power disappears, do you think the country will run smoothly?”

Maybe for low-level officials it wouldn’t matter, but the higher-ups are almost all from prominent families. 

Bloodlines and connections are essential from the moment they’re appointed.

If you eliminate the group that holds all the core information and knowledge, you can probably guess what’ll happen, right? The governance will become a complete mess.

“Considering the backlash from the Holy Kingdom, the religious fallout, and the public’s disillusionment… by the time you even attempt something, everything will fall apart. I’d boldly bet the country will be extinct within three years.”

“…”

“Next time, I’d suggest you consider the practicality of your proposals before making them. And one more piece of advice,”

I flicked my finger and activated the magic.

[To secure the future of this country, you must kill Carl VII and destroy the royal family…]

“Eh?”

“Don’t be so reckless as to share your innermost thoughts with others. What would you do if I played this recording for the king?”

It’s a recording spell. I learned it back in the Northern Army days, when the parachute commander kept running his mouth.

He’d give stupid orders, and then deny ever saying them. So, I’d record them and throw the evidence back in his face.

When Lady Arschach heard my voice echoing from the magic circle, her face drained of color. 

She really is young, huh? She didn’t even anticipate this kind of situation.

“Well, don’t be too scared. I have no intention of using this to harm you, so you can relax.”

I poured her a fresh cup of tea, adding sugar with my own hands.

“Instead, I’d like to make a counterproposal.”

At first, I was just planning to mess with her and kick her out, but my thoughts shifted midway. This woman’s influence has potential value.

No matter how much of an armchair expert her group might be, they are highly educated elites. And they’re full of ambition and drive.

If I raise them right, they could serve as attack dogs, tearing apart anyone who gets in the way.

And there’s a way to align their goals with mine.

“Lady, would you consider joining the Supreme Council for National Reconstruction? I can offer you a position where you can put your ideas into action.”

“I have no desire to be part of the old regime.”

“I’m not asking you to support the king. In fact, I’m probably one of the few in this country who despises Carl VII. What I’m suggesting is that we help limit his power.”

“…Limit his power?”

Seeing her confusion, I kindly explained.


“We’ll change the laws and establish a system that strips the monarch of their power. The monarch won’t be able to rule freely anymore and will have to follow the will of the government and the parliament. In a way, this is closely aligned with the republic you’ve been hoping for.”

It’s a system like that of Spain, England, and the Netherlands. 

The monarch remains alive, but power is divided, with the executive and legislative branches holding authority.

“If I were to give it a name, it would be something like constitutional monarchy.”



 
  
    Chapter 22: Faction (1)


Arschach, the young lady, tilted her head slightly at my words, then asked back with a look that couldn’t hide her curiosity.

“Constitutional… monarchy? What is that?”

I answered kindly.

“Just as it sounds. It’s a system that establishes laws to limit the power of the monarch.”

“That… is that even possible? How can a king or emperor be controlled by law? Isn’t it the very essence of being a monarch that they aren’t subject to any restrictions?”

“Why wouldn’t it be possible? After all, they’re just people like us.”

I also only learned this recently.

In this world, while there are distinctions between types of states, the concept of a distinction between political systems doesn’t exist.

Countries are simply divided into two types: monarchies, where a monarch rules, and republics, where a monarch does not.

Unlike Earth, there’s no classification like democracy, oligarchy, or tyranny here. 

This kind of classification simply doesn’t exist. 

The concept was never even created because such forms of state structure have never existed.

Why is that? Honestly, I’m not entirely sure. I’m no political expert, after all.

If I had to guess… it’s probably because gods really do exist here.

There are many records in history where a goddess sent a divine prophecy or an angel to anoint a king, and so on.

“Humans are the ones who will even sell gods that don’t exist. If the gods in reality are involved, it’s an unquestionable justification.”

Almost every country on the continent has the worship of a goddess as their state religion.

If the monarch is chosen by a living, absolute being, they would naturally hold immense authority just because of that.

Because of that, any attempts to limit that authority would have been inconceivable. It would be akin to challenging the divine authority itself.

Even the Northern Empire, which is currently at war with us, initially had the emperor elected from among several vassals, but that changed immediately to a hereditary system once the emperor was chosen by the goddess.

What’s strange, though, is that our king’s power was far from absolute monarchy… but, well, anyway.

“What’s important is that this woman has taken an interest in my proposal.”

Arschach, the young lady, had believed all along that achieving republicanism was only possible through a bloody revolution that would overthrow the royal family.

It seemed that she was quite attracted to the idea that there might be a way without having to take lives.

“If the law is above the monarch, then who makes the law?”

“Well, the parliament, of course.”

“Are you talking about the Estates-General? That stupid institution that only thinks about taxing commoners?”

No way. If I entrusted such an important task to a bunch of old fools who just spew nonsense, I’d ruin the country.

They don’t even have the capability to carry out such duties.

“I’m thinking of creating a new institution to replace the Estates-General. A deliberative body where representatives from all walks of life gather to discuss national affairs and create laws.”

As long as this country remains a society with a class system, with the monarchy and aristocracy still intact and the clergy holding part of the power, it’s hard to discuss state matters without involving them.

For now, I am ruling arbitrarily, pushing through with military force, but this won’t last forever.

Sooner or later, they’ll move beyond just complaining and start taking real action.

Of course, it would be possible to suppress them with force, but… if that were the case, all the high-ranking officials, who are mostly nobles, would engage in sabotage and bring the administration to a standstill.

So, I needed to at least make a gesture of respecting and listening to their opinions on the surface. The establishment of a parliament was the most appropriate means to achieve this.

“I would like you to join that, Lady Arschach. Along with your followers and influence.”

“As part of the Supreme Council for National Reconstruction, that is.”

“Exactly.”

Lady Arschach, with a look of realization, seemed to understand.

Despite her young age, she’s quite sharp. 

It seems she’s already catching on to the potential impact of the opportunity I’ve presented.

“Even though the Supreme Council for National Reconstruction has considerable influence right now, we will inevitably lose out in political struggles. Most of us are former soldiers.”

My subordinates, those from the General Headquarters who joined us, including General Albrecht… among us, there are very few who are skilled at making persuasive arguments or engaging in logical debates.

At best, it’s just me, Colonel Kys, and perhaps Lieutenant General Mauer, who’s still up north.

Having spent our entire lives as soldiers, suddenly excelling as politicians is naturally a difficult task.

That’s why we needed a vanguard—a fierce advance guard that shares our goals and will relentlessly tear into our enemies. A pack of wild dogs to enthusiastically subdue those high and mighty nobles.

“I needed someone who could voice opinions on our behalf, and I thought you, my lady, would be suitable for the task.”

“And what do I and my comrades gain in return?”

“My unwavering support. And the chance to personally suppress those who act recklessly under the shield of their status.”

What I’m offering in exchange for their cooperation is nothing more than modest support, psychological satisfaction, and a sense of accomplishment.

Anything beyond that, they’ll have to secure for themselves.

It’s an unfair deal, no matter how you look at it. Essentially, I’m exploiting them for my own purposes.

But for those who’ve dreamed of this day ever since they embraced republicanism, even this is more than enough.

“Haah, you really are a sneaky one.”

Lady Arschach sighed, but the expression on her face was a mix of anticipation, slight excitement, and zeal.

“If you make such a proposal, how can I possibly refuse? It feels like I’m at a disadvantage, yet it’s a deal that makes me want to accept it.”

“It’s a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity, isn’t it? So, it wouldn’t hurt to be deceived once. At the very least, you’ll be able to achieve the dreams you’ve longed for.”

“That’s the problem…”

She can’t take the king’s head, but she can still carry out the kind of politics she’s always dreamed of.

A proper government ruled by capable individuals, like themselves, not just the nobility.

If it weren’t for Carolus von Royten, this would have been impossible, a future that could never have been reached, even after several generations.

How sweet of a temptation this is. Even if it means being used by someone else, they would likely want to accept it at least once.

Lady Arschach herself is a prime example. Even though she’s sensed something off, she’s not only refused but is filled with enthusiasm.

“Alright, fine.”

In the end, her conclusion was acceptance.

“I, Camilla von Arschach, accept the proposal of His Excellency, Carolus von Royten. Let us work together to create a just kingdom.”

“That’s a wise choice, my lady. You won’t regret it.”

With that, the republicans within the kingdom turned to my side.

“Are you asking for new seats to be created in the Supreme Council?”

“Yes. I’m going to add about four or five people this time. We’ll make space for them in the meeting hall as well.”

“Understood, Your Excellency. We’ve already arranged for the flexibility to increase the number of members from the start. I’ll get it ready quickly.”

The process of bringing in new allies went smoothly.

The Supreme Council for National Reconstruction had been designed with the intention of cooperation and mergers with other factions from the beginning.

By simply revising the list of committee members and issuing the appointment letters, I was able to secure Lady Arshah and her companions in no time.

“It’s a pleasure to meet you, Your Excellency. I’ve heard a lot about you from the lady.”

“Likewise. Your name is Herman, right? I look forward to working with you.”

Six people were appointed to the committee, and with the establishment of the parliament, about twenty people would join. I chose only the most capable and sharp-witted individuals from Lady Arschach’s connections.

Since I gathered only high-caliber talents, such as current members of academic societies, lawyers, and other highly qualified individuals, they would certainly fulfill their roles.

But,

“Something feels missing.”

I couldn’t be satisfied.

Although the republicans were excellent fighters, they were outsiders in the central political scene.

In reality, they held no power within the government.

They could propose and plan things, but they lacked the ability to execute them.

In my previous life in Korea, the parliament made the laws, and the executive branch handled the implementation, but here, it’s different.

This is still an era where the separation of powers isn’t even on anyone’s radar.

The judiciary, the legislature, and the government are all intertwined. 

Even within the same country, factions within the Ministry of Finance and the Ministry of Justice engage in power struggles.

It’s not just about supporting a particular faction—it’s almost like distinguishing between friend and foe.

“The military was my domain, so I could make it happen, but…”

Forming an auxiliary force by conscripting the nobles’ troops? That was easy for me because I had the central army and the cooperation of the General Headquarters.

But when it comes to actual governance? That’s something I can’t touch easily.

Even if I bark orders at the nobles to implement various policies, they’ll just instruct their own people in the administration to sabotage my efforts through deliberate sabotage.

“I need an administrative force that I can control directly.”

In conclusion, I needed a group of civil servants under my command. A group that could work independently, free from the nobles’ interference.

Naturally, such a group wouldn’t just fall from the sky. I would have to create it myself.

I would have to recruit the promising ones, lure in the opportunists, and if possible, elevate their ranks.

By expanding our ranks as much as possible, we could push through the reforms we wanted.

Since none of us are part of the administration, we needed a reliable person to play the role of a middle manager.

“Then, someone useful… Ah, I’ve got it.”

As I was contemplating the appointment, I suddenly thought of someone perfect for the situation and immediately called for my aide.

“You called for me, Your Excellency?”

“Yes. Go to the administration and find someone. They should be in the tax department of the Ministry of Finance.”


“I’ll go right away. But what’s the name?”

In response to my aide’s question, I answered right away.

“Julius von Royten.”

If you look at the last name, you’ll know he’s my older brother.





 
  
    Chapter 23: faction (2)


Let’s go back a little in time, before the revolutionary army rose up.

Julius von Roitel, the eldest son and head of the Roitel family, had a life that was exceedingly ordinary and modest.

“Going to the capital to work as a civil servant? Well, go ahead. It’s good to gain experience at a young age.”

“The fief will be well managed by your mother and me, so don’t worry. If possible, make sure to build good connections with the important people there.”

“Thank you, Father. I’ll send letters regularly!”

Born into a noble family with a long, albeit modest, history, he inherited his family’s title according to tradition once he came of age.

In front of his retainers, he received the family seal and held the official succession ceremony.

Before turning twenty, he became the lord of a territory inhabited by thousands of people.

However, he couldn’t afford to live extravagantly or indulge in pleasures. His family’s finances were not in a comfortable state. 

There was no room for grand feasts, let alone even purchasing a ceremonial robe that would match the current fashion.

So, Julius made the same choice as other nobles in a similar situation: he decided to seek a job in the government.

“Being a soldier is too dangerous, and if I take a job among the common folk, my honor will be tarnished. It’s clear that public office is the best choice.”

His younger sibling, who had entered the military academy early on, was walking the path of an officer, but that was a path Julius, as the head of the family, could not afford to take.

There was still no heir, and if he were to go off to the battlefield and die, the family line would be cut off.

On the other hand, joining a trade company or a guild wasn’t an option either, given his noble status.

If a noble were to act as a merchant, it would ruin the family’s prestige and send it plummeting.

With no other options available, the only remaining path was public service.

It was essentially a forced decision, but surprisingly… it wasn’t that bad. Public office suited him well enough.

“Julius! Is the data I requested yesterday ready yet?!”

“I’m on my way with it right now! I’ll just bring what Manager Halden asked for and deliver it!”

“That new recruit is doing well. He’s quick and efficient.”

“Exactly. It’s rare to see such talent these days.”

Since he had been educated from a young age to become the head of the family, Julius was already familiar with administrative work. 

Furthermore, having dealt with numerous high-ranking nobles at banquets and balls, he excelled in hospitality skills.

Recognized for his abilities not long after joining, Julius quickly rose through the ranks.

He steadily advanced, receiving promotions and being assigned to key positions, following the elite bureaucratic career path step by step.

Compared to his peers, and even some senior officials a few years ahead of him, his rapid rise stood out. 

It was a pace made possible not only by his own abilities but also by the added prestige brought by his younger brother.

Although it was somewhat embarrassing as an older brother, the younger sibling, who had joined the military to make a living, had somehow become far more remarkable than Julius over time.

“Huh? Secretary Royten, your surname is the same as Lieutenant General Carolus. Are you two related by any chance?”

“Well… he’s my younger brother. I haven’t seen him since he entered the military academy a few years ago.”

“Really?! Who would’ve thought the hero of the North has an older brother! What an interesting connection.”

In the harsh Northern region, where even veteran soldiers often perished, Julius’ younger brother relentlessly built a remarkable record of achievements.

While others took years or even decades to build their careers, he accomplished it in just a few months, earning national recognition before the age of thirty.

Even from the perspective of someone unacquainted with military affairs, his accomplishments were nothing short of extraordinary.

Thanks to this, even the small trickle-down benefits Julius received were of great help to him.

During promotion reviews, having the label of being the “hero’s older brother” made a noticeable difference in how the examiners viewed him.

He had become more self-assured over time.

“Thank you, little brother! Your incompetent older brother is succeeding thanks to you!”

Carolus, the rising star of the military.

Julius, the promising talent of the Ministry of Finance.

At this rate, it didn’t seem impossible for the brothers to one day stand side by side, commanding both the military and the administration. 

That is, if everything continued to go smoothly.

…But that was precisely the problem—it didn’t.

“E- Emergency! Lieutenant General Carolus has started a rebellion!!”

“They’re leading the Northern Army south and crushing every unit they encounter along the way!!”

The retreat order, triggered by the king and queen’s reckless overspending, had enraged the Northern Army. 

Fueled by this anger, they rallied around Carolus, forming a rebel force and began their march south.

The great hero had become a traitor, and the glory Julius had once enjoyed because of him vanished. Instead, he found himself subjected to ideological scrutiny.

“Speak clearly. Are you saying you had absolutely no collusion with Carolus von Royten?”

“Yes!! Truly! I haven’t even properly seen him in over ten years—how could I conspire with him? I’m completely innocent!! Long live the House of Riodolph! Long live His Majesty the King!!! The traitors will surely be defeated!!!”

As much as it pained him, Julius had no choice but to cut ties with his brother.

He had to survive, didn’t he? If he made a single misstep here, the entire family would be wiped out.

By fervently praising the king, he managed to avoid summary execution, but there was no escaping being placed under strict surveillance.

As for the elite career path he had worked so hard to climb? That was now gone forever.

With his path to promotion blocked, Julius had been preparing to retire and return to his hometown once the situation settled…

“Starting today, the city of Rahator is under the jurisdiction of the Revolutionary Army! Anyone who disobeys our orders or engages in suspicious activities will face severe punishment!”

“For the time being, the legislative and policy-making authority of the kingdom will be transferred to the Supreme Council for National Reconstruction. We will invite figures from various sectors, including members of the Revolutionary Army, to assist His Majesty in governing the nation.”

The rebels—no, the Revolutionary Army—had won.

And the world had changed.

The so-called traitors had become the nation’s heroes, and the king, once reigning above all, had lost his power.

Julius, who had worked so hard to denounce and distance himself from his brother, now found that very brother had become his superior.

“Shit. I’m screwed.”

Julius felt his mind go blank. He had already betrayed him—what could he possibly do now?

Should he go find his brother, bow his head to the ground, and beg for forgiveness? Or should he simply run away to his hometown?

Time continued to pass as he wrestled with his thoughts.

And then, one day, a summons finally came for him.

“Are you Julius von Royten?”

“Y-Yes, that’s me.”

“I’m from the Supreme Council for National Reconstruction. The Vice Chairman requests to meet with you.”

The officer, accompanied by armed guards, handed him a summons.

The atmosphere made it clear that refusal would result in being forcibly dragged away, so Julius had no choice but to comply.

“So, Carolus is finally going to kill me. He must want to meet one last time before sending me to the execution block. Or maybe he’ll shoot me himself?”

As he was led to his brother’s office, countless thoughts swirled in his mind.

Why would his brother, who undoubtedly harbored resentment toward him, request a meeting?

No matter how much he thought about it, the only conclusion he could reach was that Carolus intended to personally kill him.

If he had been thinking rationally, he might have considered the possibility of another purpose, but Julius’ mind was too overwhelmed to entertain such thoughts.

And so—

“Sir, as requested, we have brought Julius von Royten, Deputy Secretary.”

“Brother!! You can have the head of the family title, the entire estate—whatever you want! Just spare my life, I beg you!!”

Julius, now face-to-face with Carolus, dropped to the ground in a full prostration, begging for his life. It wasn’t exactly an unexpected reaction.

And now, the present.

“I was a fool! I’m the sinner who tried to use my brother’s name to save myself! I’ll never do it again, so please forgive this worthless older brother just this once!!”

Even as his aide tried to stop him, my older brother bawled, tears and snot streaming down his face. I clicked my tongue briefly.

“Cut it out with the pathetic act and get up. Why would I kill you?”

“…R-Really?”

“Have you lived your whole life being deceived? If I wanted to deal with you, I wouldn’t do it so openly.”

If I really wanted to take someone out, I’d have them kidnapped to a quiet alley and taken care of discreetly. Calling someone out in broad daylight like this would attract too much attention.

When I heard that he had pretended to be a staunch royalist during the interrogation after our rebellion, I was a little disappointed. Still, it wasn’t an entirely unreasonable course of action.

“As the head of the family, he probably had to prioritize the survival of the family. I’m practically an outsider now, having declared my independence.”

For a noble family’s heir, ensuring the survival and continuity of their bloodline is a perfectly natural priority. Sometimes, that requires making cold-hearted decisions.

So, while it made me a little sad, I didn’t get angry. If I were in his position, I would have made the same choice.

“If you’re really sorry, can you do me a favor?”

“Y-Yes! Just say the word! I’ll do my best!”

“Can you create a faction for me?”

A brief silence. It took a few seconds before he finally responded.

“…A faction? Are you asking me to form a private organization within the government?”

“Yeah. The royal family and the high-ranking nobles each have at least one, don’t they?”

There are dozens of bureaucratic factions, divided based on which noble house they align with. These factions are further categorized by their inclinations, such as royalist or aristocratic.

And I planned to establish a new faction—the “Royten Faction.” It would serve as the foundation for executing the necessary reforms and policies to reshape the nation.

To secure momentum.

In this medieval fantasy world without the concept of separation of powers, you needed a team of bureaucrats under your command to initiate any political moves.

“I’ll provide as much support as I can. You’re a deputy secretary now, right? I’ll promote you to department head by next week. I’ll also prepare funds and information, so establish a substantial faction as quickly as possible.”

“Then my role is…?”

“A middle manager. Since I’m a soldier, I need someone to act as a bridge between me and the government.”

To put it nicely, he’d be a manager or the backbone of the organization.
To put it bluntly, a figurehead.

It wasn’t an entirely pleasant offer. In fact, it could feel offensive depending on how you looked at it.

No matter the difference in social standing, having to follow the orders of one’s younger sibling wouldn’t sit well with anyone. 

It probably wasn’t a particularly pleasant feeling.

But Julius nodded willingly.

“I’ll do my best. After all, without your support, I won’t be able to advance anymore. Family should help each other, right?”

“Good decision.”


And with that, my influence began to extend into the kingdom’s administration.

Then I thought further.

“Should I create a Red Guard…?”

Once again, I started plotting to mess with those so-called high-ranking lords.





 
  
    Chapter 24: Reformation (1)


Half through persuasion, half through threats, my older brother Julius reluctantly agreed to join my plan.

Though it wasn’t a relationship he had hoped for, he did the job properly. 

The number of people joining the Supreme Council for National Reconstruction began to grow rapidly.

“Hey, are you really okay with spending the budget as freely as I want? You won’t scold me for wasting it, right?”

“I told you several times, I won’t. Are you paranoid or something?”

“I’ve been tormented so much by those idiotic superiors in the Ministry of Finance constantly changing their words…”

“Regardless, I won’t stab my own brother in the back, okay?”

Funding comes from the state budget funneled into the Supreme Council for National Reconstruction . 

Information? That’s easy — just task the intelligence department under the General Headquarters.

Having secured the two keys essential to managing people, my brother started gathering talent wherever he could.

He began with the Ministry of Finance, where he worked, and moved on to the Ministry of Foreign Affairs, the Ministry of Justice, the Ministry of the Chancellor (supporting the chancellor), and so on.

Literally, he attempted to scout anyone and everyone he could get in contact with.
Quality didn’t matter. 

Right now, quantity was the priority. 

Securing size was essential for enduring the power struggles that would arise later.

“Still, accepting too many low-quality people might hinder efficiency.”

“Doesn’t matter. We’re not gathering them to be personal aides, are we? As long as they can do their jobs and follow our orders, that’s enough.”

Age, rank, and reputation didn’t matter. As long as someone was willing to join, they were accepted on the spot without questions.

With such radical conditions, participants flocked in no time. Most of them were third-rate nobodies drawn by the scent of power, but still.

My brother asked me if we should filter some out, but I firmly refused.

For now, ensuring sheer size took precedence over improving quality. 

To have enough strength to manage state affairs independently when the time came — combining my faction and potential allied factions — size was a non-negotiable factor.

Of course, it’s not like we can keep dragging along all these nobodies forever. 

Once the foundation is stable, we’ll need to start weeding them out.

“I’ll keep sending you funds. If you need more, contact me through my aide.”

“Understood.”

However, despite my brother’s efforts, passion, and my financial backing, things didn’t always proceed smoothly.

The high-ranking lords found it unbearable to see someone so openly rampaging within the administration.

“That damn Carolus brat is acting like the kingdom is his personal playground!”

A secret meeting held periodically between the king and the major nobles.

With Carl VII seated at the head and the nobles gathered around the round table, a duke burst out in frustration.

“We held our tongues even when he took away the private troops we painstakingly raised. After all, we bore some responsibility for what happened on the frontlines. We decided to magnanimously overlook it, thinking of it as an act of clemency.”

“… But after conceding once, he became even more arrogant.”

“Exactly my point! What on earth does that man think of the kingdom’s sacred laws and order?!”

Taking soldiers to organize reinforcements for the frontlines was tolerable. 

If viewed as taking responsibility for past mistakes, it fell within an acceptable range of patience.

However, diverting the state budget at will, renaming the revolutionary army as the “central army,” and stationing them in the capital was entirely unacceptable.

Does he think he’s become a king just because he staged a coup?

The authority to form royal guards and a defense force for Rahator lies solely with the monarch.

So how could he arbitrarily make decisions and even complete the paperwork without permission?

“Is he so insecure about gaining power by force that he had to bring his army into the capital?”

“It must be because he has no legitimacy. Surrounded by enemies on all sides, he’s desperate to rely on military force.”

It might have been different if he had at least tried persuasion. But Carolus always operated through unilateral notification.

Through the so-called Supreme Council for National Reconstruction, he made decisions on his own, informing the royal family only of the outcomes.

As if to say, “I’ll decide, and you just stamp your approval.”

“We can no longer hesitate. Action must be taken, no matter what.”

They could no longer tolerate such actions.

Though they had been silent out of fear of swords and guns, remaining passive any longer risked the kingdom ceasing to be a kingdom.

“Let’s teach that lowly, petty noble his place.”

“And how do you propose we do that? Right now, his power is overwhelming,” replied the Marquis of Operte.

The conversation was led by Duke Barelmud, who answered with a grim expression. 

He was the elderly noble who, not long ago, pointed his finger at Carolus during a banquet and ended up with a gun pressed to his jaw.

Clearly driven by personal vendetta, he looked toward the king and implored him.

“Your Majesty, may I make a request?”

“Of me?”

“Yes, Your Majesty. Could you perhaps contact the clergy and have them act on our behalf?”

The clergy.

They were devout followers of the goddess, the kingdom’s state religion, and were responsible for managing cathedrals, monasteries, and temples across the land.

Some nobles seemed puzzled by the sudden mention of religious figures, while others, grasping the idea, voiced their admiration.

“Ah, of course! You intend to incite the people, don’t you?”

“Exactly. That Carolus brat is highly sensitive to public opinion. 

Religion is an unparalleled tool for guiding the ignorant lower classes.”

All citizens of the kingdom were expected to attend Sunday mass each week.

City dwellers went to their city’s cathedral, rural residents to the nearest small temple.

Even in the poorest remote regions, where nothing else might be available, traveling priests would hold mass.

It was an unspoken rule to attend mass unless one was gravely ill or on the brink of death.

And during these services, in addition to scripture readings and group prayers, priests always delivered sermons.

In other words, it was possible to mobilize the clergy across the nation to incite widespread dissent.

If opposition grew in various regions and public support waned, the military dictatorship led by the Supreme Council would undoubtedly falter.

“It’s a plausible plan, but… will they actually act as we ask? Those who claim to serve the gods are disgustingly greedy.”

“…We’d need to offer them something they can’t refuse.”

Naturally, the odds of the avaricious bishops and cardinals moving as desired were slim.

Even during the upheaval of the kingdom’s power structure, they stayed idle so long as it didn’t threaten their own interests.

Only by making significant concessions, enough to fully satisfy them, would they cooperate willingly.

“And what specifically would that entail?”

“Well, that’s for His Majesty to decide…”

The duke cautiously glanced at Carl VII and spoke carefully.

“We might have to return the authority to appoint bishops to the Papacy or create new ecclesiastical estates.”

“What?!”

“That— that would mean reverting the religious structure to what it was centuries ago!”

The backlash was immediate and intense.

It was an expected reaction, given the weight of what was being suggested.

The authority to appoint bishops referred to the power to nominate and ordain clergy — essentially control over the appointments of all religious officials within the kingdom.

This right had been wrested from the Papacy 150 years ago and had since been a sovereign privilege of the royal family.

And now they were proposing to give it back?

That would be tantamount to relinquishing the royal family’s control over the kingdom’s clergy.

Conversely, ecclesiastical estates involved the monarch granting land to clergy members in exchange for their loyalty.

While this would preserve the royal family’s authority, it required giving up territory.

Creating new estates meant carving out land from existing territories.

Either choice would entail significant losses for both the royal family and the kingdom as a whole.

“Is there no other way? Perhaps offering them a large sum of money—”

“There are bishops with private plantations and even mines. Do you think bribery would work? Do you have any idea how much it would cost to sway them all?”

“How long would it take to buy them off one by one? We’re in a desperate situation right now!”

Opting for alternative persuasive methods presented its own set of drawbacks. 

They were time-consuming and uncertain in their likelihood of success.

Dragging the matter out too long risked Karolus and the Supreme Council for National Reconstruction  catching on, so a swift resolution was imperative.

“…I will handle this myself.”

Finally, unable to endure the nobles’ endless debate, Carl VII intervened.

“Your Majesty?”

“How can we know what they want without meeting them? I will negotiate directly. If concessions must be made, I’ll ensure we get a clear answer in return.”

“Wise and decisive, Your Majesty!”

“It’s a painful decision, but it will surely pay off in the future!”

No matter the cost, securing the cooperation of the clergy was paramount.

What came after could be dealt with later. That was the conclusion they reached.

And.


Having obtained this entire account through Colonel Kys, I let out a quiet sigh.

“Looks like the clergy needs a cultural revolution.”

Ah, the euthanizer of landlords, the fried rice master’s father, the sparrows’ butcher—Comrade Mao.

I shall carry on your legacy in this world!



 
  
    Chapter 25: Reformation (2)


Throughout history, across East and West, every dictator who has existed has faced one fundamental dilemma: the justification and basis for maintaining their power.

For hereditary monarchs, kings, or emperors, simply inheriting the throne itself serves as their justification.

But for dictators, there is no such pretext. They must somehow justify their grip on power and prolonged rule.

They need to convince the people, saying, “I must govern for these reasons,” or “Here’s why it’s better when I rule.”

And if this justification process isn’t carried out properly—or worse, fails entirely—?

“Well, that’s when total destruction is inevitable.”

At such times, there are usually two endings: either being overthrown and miserably executed by enraged masses or falling victim to a coup orchestrated by someone else.

Sure, if they have an independent power base or enough military strength, they might hold out for a while longer—but at best, that just means living a little longer.
Unless you’re extremely lucky, like South Korea’s “29,000-won president,” even surviving is hard.

Even that octopus-headed tyrant eventually ended up exiled, sentenced to death, dragged off by force, and subjected to all sorts of humiliation.

“These bastards sure used their heads for once. Even came up with the idea of exploiting the very people they usually ignored.”

That’s why the nobles’ schemes struck a nerve with me.

I had seized power through a military coup with the revolutionary army, occupied the capital, and stripped the king of his authority.

I justified my rule by claiming, “I will lead the kingdom properly in place of an incompetent, luxury-driven king.”

There were other arguments, like “holding the nobles accountable for their mistakes” or “reclaiming territories lost to the Empire,” but the essence boiled down to one thing:

That it was better for soldiers to govern than for an idiot who would retreat entire frontlines just to buy a tiara.

I had made my case that way all along.

But now, what if the clergy starts inciting people against us?

What if they label us as disloyal heretics defying the will of the Goddess, tarnishing our reputation everywhere?

“If it starts, there’s no way to counter it…”

It’s a trap. 

Once the damage begins, there’s no way to recover a ruined reputation, no defense or rebuttal will work.

In a world where literacy rates are low and religion is deeply intertwined with daily life, the influence of religious figures over the ignorant masses is nearly absolute.

If a priest says a single word, the people will surely swallow it whole.

“A single fabrication outweighs a hundred explanations. And now these bastards are trying to seize the kingdom’s most powerful communication channels? Without newspapers or radios, how is a fair fight even possible?”

Considering the nationwide network and organizational strength of the Goddess Church, their smear campaign would spread like wildfire.

Soon, public support for us would plummet.

The moment we lose our power base, the nobles and royals would undoubtedly go on a rampage, seeking revenge for everything we’ve done to them.

If I want to stop this midway, the only options would be to kill or imprison the clergy outright.

But of course, doing so would just provoke the people into an uproar, demanding, 

“Why are you arresting our priests?”

The public sentiment would tank all the same.

It was a simple yet deadly tactic. Just by pulling one faction into their fold, they could drive us into a crisis.

Truly, centuries of power struggles have honed their skills, haven’t they?

“Well, there’s no other choice. If it’s come to this, we’ll flip the board.”

After much deliberation, I arrived at a straightforward conclusion: Since we can’t win on the same stage, we’ll ensure that stage is never even built in the first place.

Fortunately, I had just the right card to play for such a move.

“Lieutenant!”

“You called, sir?”

“Can you contact the priests in the nearby areas? Summon them to my office—no, wait. To our central army garrison. Ask them to come in ten days.”

“Won’t they resist such a sudden request? Surely they have many duties to attend to.”

“Tell them they will be generously rewarded for coming. I’ll make sure they have no regrets.”

So you plan to overturn public opinion through the priests? Then all I need to do is bring the clergy to my side.



The day of the meeting arrived.

“Pleased to meet you, sir. I’m Johan, overseeing the northern cathedral of Rahator.”

“I’m Saul, managing the affiliated school of the southern church in the capital.”
“We’re from the southern plains—”

The central army’s training grounds were bustling with priests invited from various regions, wherever travel conditions permitted.

Though they were mostly lower-ranking clergy who had just barely advanced past the position of deacon after receiving ordination, these people were the backbone and roots of the Goddess Church.

Unlike the higher-ranking bishops and above, who rarely engaged in fieldwork, these were the ones conducting masses and administering sacraments.

“Greetings, priests. I am Carolus von Royten, Vice Chairman of the Supreme Council for National Reconstruction.”

I began by addressing them formally yet with a subtle undertone of authority, similar to how I had approached Lady Arschach before.

As someone seeking their cooperation, it was better to leave a polite impression.

“The reason I’ve gathered you here is simple.”

I wasn’t about to tell them to kill each other, of course.

“I am here to offer you a chance to become bishops.”

“Pardon? Bishops, you say?”

“I haven’t heard of anyone being replaced or retiring, though?”

“Not yet. But that will change soon enough.”

I unfolded a list containing the names of the dioceses across the kingdom and their respective heads.

Approximately 100 entries were listed. 

These individuals served as the leaders overseeing all clergy in the kingdom.

Among them, five particularly notable archdioceses stood out, recognized for their importance. 

These archdioceses formed the core leadership of the Goddess Church within the kingdom.

Since the five cardinals of the archdioceses effectively governed the church in place of the pope, who held little influence within the kingdom:

“You’re all familiar with the regions listed here, aren’t you? I intend to hand these territories over to you.”

And the individuals currently occupying these positions will be replaced with the priests standing before me.

“The method is simple. We’ll charge the bishops with embezzlement of tithes, dismiss them, and expel them from their posts.”

“E-embezzlement, you say? There’s no such corruption within the church—”

“Spare me the lies. I already know how much the upper ranks of the church have been skimming off.”

The priests feigned innocence out of decorum, but I had long since gathered internal information and uncovered the reality.

As with any nation, when religion aligns with power and gains authority, corruption inevitably follows.

It’s an environment where money is easily collected and just as easily misused.

The Goddess Church was no exception.

Thanks to the monthly tithes contributed by believers, even after covering clergy living expenses and maintenance costs for facilities, a massive surplus remained.

With that surplus, they purchased farmland and orchards, amassing wealth.

They lent money at exorbitant interest rates to desperate individuals.

This corruption had persisted for hundreds of years, and its scale was truly staggering.

In total, the wealth amassed was beyond comparison—even if the combined assets of two or three dukes or grand dukes were pooled together.

“Honestly, doesn’t this make you feel wronged? While the higher-ups feast, you’ve had to scrape by just to fill your stomachs.”

And here’s the funny part: this corruption was surprisingly centralized at the top.

The Goddess Church required all donations and tithes collected by individual churches and parishes to be submitted to the central authority.

Except for the bare minimum needed for living expenses and budgets, everything was handed over, leaving no room for the lower clergy to accumulate wealth.

Luxury, corruption, and embezzlement were exclusively the domain of the esteemed bishops and cardinals.

All the money earned by the priests, who worked tirelessly conducting sacraments and officiating Masses, ended up in the pockets of these high-ranking clergy.

You must have felt, at least once, that this injustice deserved to be overturned. 

But it was difficult to act on that thought, wasn’t it? Why?

“Even if you rebel alone, it’s obvious no one will support you. That’s why you couldn’t even dare to try.”

The priest who had earlier introduced himself as Johann spoke up. 

Yes, that was the truth.

Even if they harbored resentment internally, expressing it openly was an entirely different matter.

The current exploitative structure had been firmly maintained for hundreds of years.

For an individual to rebel now would do nothing to shatter it.

Rather, only the foolish rebels would be permanently buried.

The chance for ordinary priests to rise to the rank of bishop was slim—barely 1–2% at most.

A fortunate few might get promoted and recoup their losses, but the rest would simply be exploited in the name of the Goddess until the end of their priestly lives.

“But this time, things will be different. I will be your backing.”

That’s why I intended to channel their bottled-up anger, steering it precisely in the direction I wanted.

“Gather your believers and rise up. Overthrow those gluttonous bishops, swollen with greed, and punish them in accordance with the will of the Goddess.”

So rise, enslaved ones. Grab your pitchforks and skewer those greedy pigs.

“Are you telling us to incite a revolt?”

“In a sense, you could interpret it that way. But there’s no need for concern. The central army will not intervene. You don’t have to worry about being suppressed by the military.”

I had ensured that the authorities wouldn’t interfere to quell the uprising.

In terms of numbers and power, our side held an undeniable advantage.

The cardinals, apart from their small guard detachments, lacked any substantial military strength. 

Subjugating them would be child’s play.

It was, in essence, as though I was shoving them forward and saying, “Go ahead and start.” And to add the finishing touch, I said:

“The priest in each diocese who takes the lead and makes the most significant contribution will be appointed as bishop. I urge you to do your best.”

A performance-based, first-come, first-served reward system.


If you don’t act quickly, someone else will take the opportunity.

For some, this could be their last and only chance to ever become a bishop.

With these perfectly motivating conditions combined, the outcome was inevitable.

Before long, the entire kingdom was ablaze, led by mobs of Red Guards under the guidance of priests.





 
  
    Chapter 26: Establishment of Parliament (1)


The priests, who had received sweet proposals, were sent back to their respective homes. 

Suddenly facing a significant turning point in their lives, each of them fell into their own turmoil.

“Turning everything upside down? Is that even possible?” 

“Carolus, you crazy bastard. Are you planning to foment a coup in the kingdom by declaring rebellion?” 

Of course, it was a natural reaction. Since becoming clergymen, they had always lived by conforming and obeying the established system. 

Now, Carolus was telling them to destroy it with their own hands—not just through a reform movement, but by risking their lives and resorting to force.

For priests who had never even undergone combat training, let alone engaged in lifelong battles, this was an exceedingly harsh trial. 

However, their deliberation didn’t last long because everyone soon reached the same conclusion.

“…But if I don’t do it, there’s no guarantee the others won’t either.” 

“What if we lose our leader? If the bishop’s position in our diocese gets taken over by someone from the neighboring parish, I’m screwed.” 

“Vice Chairman Carolus promised that the government wouldn’t interfere, right? Then maybe it’s worth trying.” 

“Surely, similar uprisings will occur in other regions. If we all revolt together here and there, our chances of success are high. Overthrowing everything is entirely possible.”

These were the optimal conditions that would never come again in their lives. 

If they didn’t act first, someone else would. 

If they failed to become bishops, it might end up with someone they despised taking their place. 

Human nature is such that, even if they fail, they can’t stand seeing others succeed. 

Even for those who devoted themselves to a religion that values sharing and charity, this was no different. 

No, perhaps even more so because of it. 

As religious people who had abandoned sexual desire, their desires for honor and wealth had become much stronger than those of ordinary people.

“Damn it, I don’t know. Let’s just go for it like we’re already dead!” 

“Anyway, even if we fail, we’ll end up beheaded at the guillotine, right? Now that it’s come to this, we go all the way.”

In the face of the desire for advancement, individual morals, self-restraint, and the dignity of being priests quickly crumbled. 

What emerged was a determination that showed just how ruthless humans can become to elevate themselves.

Survival threats? Dangerous challenges where I might die? Who cares about that. I can get promoted.

It had been four days since the meeting at the training ground.

Finally, in a small town near the royal capital, the prelude to the collective rebellion of the priests began.

“Children of the goddess! Those who are building grand mansions and living in luxury by sucking our hard-earned blood are over there! Let’s punish those bastards together in the name of the goddess!!”

“Brothers and sisters! Hold torches in your right hands and Bibles in your left! This is a purifying act to punish heretics who have violated God’s word!”

“Follow the priests! Let’s beat to death those bastards who have been exploiting us!!”

Starting with the determination of a passionate young priest, the uprising spread rapidly across the nation. 

First in Rahator and other nearby villages and towns, then in adjacent rural areas and ports. 

Even in regions where Carolus had not made proposals, the fervor of the uprising quickly infiltrated. 

Even though they were the ones leading it, they could sense the atmosphere of the unfolding situation. 

They quickly understood how things were progressing and each started to rise with spears, declaring they would become bishops.

Indeed, it’s hard to pioneer the first, but it’s easy to follow. It took less than two months for the kingdom to be engulfed in the flames of a religious revolution.

“Revolution is innocent, Jovan Yuri! There is no crime in revolution!! Everyone, join the temple to reform the church!”

“Self-criticize those bastards! Punish the pigs tainted by usury!”

“Construction offerings, seasonal offerings, relief offerings, thanksgiving offerings! It’s already hard enough to pay the tithe, how many types of offerings are there!! Let’s also have some to live on!”

Of course, there was incitement by the priests, but the participation of the people was distinctly voluntary. 

Because they also had a lot built up inside.

The Goddess cult had been extracting donations by various excuses up until now. 

Their methods were so varied that few people fully understood them. 

Because of this, the peasants who barely made a living by paying rent and taxes always had to suffer from financial hardships.

As soon as the opportunity arose, they rushed in, thinking, “This is the time.” They thought, “Let’s eliminate those annoying higher-ups and fix the church while we’re at it.”

“But in the end, the only thing that will change is the name of the top dog.”

Well, since they were going to overhaul everything, some degree of reform was inevitable.

From the priests’ perspective, if they were going to incite and exploit the congregants, they needed to show something, right? Moreover, Carolus was planning to forcibly eliminate some miscellaneous types of donations.

Thus, countless cathedrals and churches across the nation were properly “normalized” by the hands of the Red Guards who believed in the religion.

My office, situated in a palace annex attached to the royal palace.

“It seems the retrieval of donations and the power shift are going well.”

I mumbled to myself while reading the report sent by the intelligence department. 

The Cultural Revolution project that started with the priests was highly successful. 

It seemed almost grandiose considering the results of just gathering a few clergymen and having them work hard.

“Honestly, I thought there was nothing I could do even if it failed… Now, this is a great welcome for me.”

I hadn’t launched the operation with the assurance of a perfect power shift or the complete devastation of the church. 

I did, of course, do my best in the arrangements and preparations for success. 

At best, it was just a disturbance caused by lower-ranking priests, and even being satisfied that the church was in disarray and couldn’t pay attention to external matters for a while.

In the meantime, we could prepare measures to counter the nobles’ schemes.

However, if all the annoying bishops and cardinals were eliminated, it would reduce our efforts. 

There would be no need to struggle against the religious circles.

“Deacon. Tell our central troops to control the capital to prevent any crimes against the people. Do not suppress them under any circumstances.”

“Understood. Is there anything else you would like me to do?”

“Instruct the intelligence department and my brother to seize church-owned farms or treasures. We need to recover the wealth accumulated by the church while we’re at it.”

All the chaos, the mismanagement of property, and the complete dysfunction provided the perfect opportunity to strip the Goddess Cult of its resources. 

These guys had been ignoring the kingdom’s official religion and not paying taxes all along, so now was the time to reclaim them. 

Let’s make sure that the seized wealth is used effectively in our budget.

“Oh, and prevent the rioters from damaging ancient documents or setting buildings on fire as much as possible. Those are valuable assets too.”

Preserving cultural heritage is also important, so emphasize minimizing property damage.

“I’ll relay that.”

“Good work. I’m going to meet the king.”

Having patted the shoulder of the deputy, now a major, in encouragement, I left my office. 

I was going to scold our King Carl VII and the nobles who attempted to regain power without understanding the situation.

“The Vice Chairman of the Supreme Council for National Reconstruction is entering!”

As I entered the Hall of Approval accompanied by the guards, foolish sinners greeted me. 

There were officials sighing, having anticipated why I was here; idiots still exuding murderous intent; and even His Majesty looking at me, pretending to be calm. 

Facing clearly unfriendly gazes, I confidently began to speak.

“Long time no see, everyone. You must have figured out why I’m here, right?”

Unlike last time, my tone was somewhat polite. 

Even if I wanted to mix in some f-bombs with every word, I didn’t need to show my teeth in every situation. 

Having led the Supreme Council and somewhat alleviated the accumulated resentment, I decided to maintain at least basic manners.

“You’ve done quite a clever thing. Trying to mobilize the religious figures. Thanks to that, I’ve been having quite a headache.”

“…I don’t understand what you’re saying.”

“Don’t lie. You both know everything.”

I lightly scolded King Carl VII for his excuses.

“If we end up fighting a numbers game and determining a winner and loser, at least you shouldn’t deny the facts. Aren’t you ashamed as the king?”

“Did you not hate it so much when I took your power and used it? To the point where you tried to hand over the authority essential for religious control to the Papal Court?”

They are truly disgusting offspring.

Originally, why did the revolutionary army rise up?

Wasn’t it because you tried to wipe us out on your own and treated our sacrifices as nothing?

After you betrayed us first and tried to suppress us like beasts, why can’t you consider the other person’s standpoint when your position changes?

Is a coup both treason and handing over the core national interests to a foreign country not treason? Where is such an absurd logic?

‘Bastards.’

No, they were tribes that had no such concepts to begin with?

Because they were born and lived their entire lives as the privileged class.

They probably never thought they could be wrong their entire lives.

Then I have to teach them. 

I have no choice but to suppress and beat them until they realize it themselves.

So that royalty, nobility, and commoners are no different. 

I will gradually strip away all authority and privileges.

“As of today, I will take over the bishop’s ordination authority. From now on, it will be used correctly through majority consensus, not the monarch’s arbitrary decisions.”

“The Supreme Council for National Reconstruction is going to take away Your Majesty’s rights? Do you think such a dictatorial act is tolerable?!”

“When did I say I would take the ordination authority from the Supreme Council?”


But I don’t do things stupidly by pushing forward. It would throw the country’s system into chaos.

If I’m going to do it, I have to do politics based on justifications and logic.

“Soon, we will establish the Kingdom’s parliament. It will be the new assembly of the Ulanor Kingdom replacing the tricameral system. The bishop’s ordination authority will also be transferred there, so keep that in mind.”

And the beginning of that is a constitutional monarchy.



 
  
    Chapter 27: Establishment of Parliament (2)


As Carolus left after announcing the bomb, the Royal Palace audience quickly became chaotic. The nobles and royals were loudly discussing the meaning of the words just spoken.

“Parliament, huh? Is it an organization like the Imperial Parliament of that Allied Empire?”

“If you say that, the structure and functioning are almost identical to the Estates-General. Only a few details are different.”

“Perhaps it means they won’t handle national affairs unilaterally anymore…”

The documents Carolus handed over upon his departure contained specific plans, making them not difficult to understand.


	Clergy of the First Class: 100 individuals.

	Nobles of the Second Class: 100 individuals.

	Commoners of the Third Class: 100 individuals.



Select representatives from the three classes that constitute the kingdom to discuss national affairs and deliberate on important matters in the capital, Rahator. 

The representatives will be composed of talented individuals recommended from various parts of the kingdom, with a term of four years. 

There is no limit to consecutive terms.

In the decision-making process, each representative has one vote, and decisions are made based on the majority opinion through voting. 

Approved matters gain practical effectiveness upon receiving approval from the King or the Supreme Council for National Reconstruction. 

However, during the first term, there is insufficient time to gather nationwide public opinion.

The Supreme Council for National Reconstruction will recommend three representatives from the third class, and the nobles will independently select two representatives from the second class. 

Although there are many other minor explanations, to summarize the main points:

“Read this. They have also allowed us some discretion, haven’t they?”

They quickly realized that this was an improved version of the Estates-General.

The existing Estates-General, which had over a thousand members, was reduced to one-third its size, and the final approval authority was expanded to include both the Supreme Council and the King.

The decision-making process introduced the principle of majority rule instead of class-based voting, ensuring that the opinions of all representatives were reflected.

Although there were three major changes, everything else remained almost the same.

To use a metaphor, it was somewhat improved to be more democratic and efficient, perhaps?

In the previous system, if the king nitpicked, nothing could be done about it.

“But….. wouldn’t this completely block Your Majesty’s power institutionally?”

“The veto was clearly the monarch’s inherent right. This is to openly make Your Majesty unable to do anything.”

Of course, there were some unsatisfactory matters.

Deciding whether to accept the courtiers’ petitions was clearly the king’s freedom and authority.

However, if the Supreme Council for National Reconstruction holds equal power, that authority is lost. Because even if one side refuses, the other side can approve and pass it.

Does that mean the king no longer has a reason to reign?

Having stripped away his value as the supreme decision-maker of the state, isn’t this officially making him a mere figurehead?

However, the opposition didn’t last long. King Carl VII himself pointed this out in a firm voice.

“Carolus von Royten. That person is already ruling the country like a king in place of me. Even if we create such an organization, he probably still thinks the power is his own.”

“Your Majesty! Does that mean we have to just leave it as is and watch?”

“Count von Haime! How dare you raise your voice–“

“No, this will rather become an opportunity for us to turn the tide in our favor.”

The king, holding the documents left by Carolus, spoke.

“According to his plan, we can send 100 people to the parliament. That alone would secure 33% of the votes. If we bring in the clergy, wouldn’t we easily exceed the majority?”

Those who understood his words immediately became envious.

“Are you saying the principle of majority rule actually benefits us blue-bloods!”

“Indeed, since the votes are overwhelming, we will also gain a solid advantage in the parliament!”

Blue-bloods. The noble class, named because their pale skin makes their veins prominent.

It’s just an expression.

Usually, it refers to privileged classes like royalty and nobility.

Here, it referred to Carl VII and the group opposing Carolus and his faction.

“Exactly. It’s been difficult to get in touch with the cardinals these days, but once the parliament opens, we’ll have plenty of opportunities to meet them. We can take this chance to contact and win them over.”

“What conditions will you set? Since the right to ordain bishops has become an exclusive authority of the parliament, we’ll have to accept other terms.”

“Let’s meet and discuss it first. Winning them over as quickly as possible is our top priority.”

These were the clergy who, even when engaged in power struggles, always actively cooperated to protect their vested interests.

Sure enough, they would act the same this time. Their position had become somewhat awkward, so some level of concession was inevitable.

Well, it didn’t matter. The key was to seize control of the parliament no matter what. Once we can lead the national affairs based on the votes, the power that was taken away will gradually return.

We will reclaim the authority that the Supreme Council for National Reconstruction had seized and weaken the power of the aristocrats.

“I don’t know what traitors were thinking when they created such an institution… but if it’s useful, we should make use of it. It’s a perfect opportunity to cleanse the corrupted kingdom.”

End.

To Carl VII, who inwardly mocked, thinking he was so foolish he might as well set himself on fire, a rough duke asked:

“However, Your Majesty. Wouldn’t those traitors also struggle if they think they’re losing power? For example, by shutting down the parliament.”

“Then, it would rather be beneficial. Wouldn’t it prove that they are ugly scions who crave power?”

Since they were given this opportunity even once, there were various ways to utilize it—from political battles to public opinion wars and propaganda.

They could debunk the justification for the revolutionary army’s rise to power and reduce them back to mere rebels.

The institutions they created for the convenience of governance would instead backfire, eroding their own foundation.

“Quickly select talented individuals to send to the parliament. I leave the methods to your discretion.”

King Carl VII issued the command and then closed his eyes, imagining himself once again seated on the throne, restoring his royal authority.



“…I wonder if he’s deluding himself like that.”

Upon returning to the office, I leaned back into the plush chair, inwardly mocking the noble lords who were probably busy indulging in their happy thoughts.

“If it were an organization that could be easily manipulated as you think, why did I even create the parliament? How hard we’ve worked on the preparations all this time.”

The courtiers would undoubtedly assess the situation and devise strategies based on the information they knew—information I had secured before they were confined within Rahator and before I orchestrated the coup to seize the capital.

Because they had been detained and the influx of information had been controlled, the aristocrats were unaware of the current state of affairs.

Even when contacting the clergy, it was only barely possible by deploying trustworthy confidants to meticulously plan operations.

Even those efforts were tainted by my interference on their way back.

Therefore, they might have thought they could conspire like during the old Estates-General era, with the two factions joining forces…

What should I do about this? I initiated a cultural revolution.

“The Goddess Church is a complete mess now—there’s barely any capacity to even select representatives, let alone gather opinions.”

The religious sector was in complete disarray thanks to my meddling.

Across the nation, including major dioceses, there were a total of 98 parishes, and there were roughly that many bishops or higher-ranking clergy? Now, all of them have turned into mutilated corpses.

I had instructed the priests to arrest them whenever possible or deport them to the capital, but they didn’t follow through at all.

The Red Guards, enraged, carried out all sorts of atrocities like burning at the stake and impaling, so it’s rare for any corpses to remain intact.

At least, most of the damage was concentrated on high-ranking clergy, with almost no civilian casualties, which is a small mercy amidst the misfortune.

Anyway, the Goddess Church was utterly incapable of participating in politics at the moment. We had to reelect all the bishops and cardinals from scratch.

“That means the first-term parliament has to be formed without the first class, only the second and third classes.”

It’s now a 100 vs. 100 bipolar structure.

As it stands,

Any proposed agenda would likely be rejected with a 50% yes and 50% no vote.

However, a variable arises here: the unity among the second-class representatives isn’t strong.

“No matter who comes forward, two or three will inevitably defect.”

Not all the nobles were solely focused on exploiting the lower classes.

Some harbored thoughts about reforming the country beyond just protecting their vested interests and privileges. 

Though they weren’t numerous enough to become the mainstream… still, it didn’t matter.

If even a few of those individuals were elected to the parliament and switched sides, it would break the balance of voting power.

On the other hand, the third-class forces we were electing were carefully selected talents.

Starting with high-spec Agari fighters specially chosen by Miss Arschach, and including anti-royal figures invited through connections, republicans, current officers, and more.

“We’re a suicide squad, you bastards.”


Each one was a crazy combination, only gathering scions who were completely opposed to the current vested interests.

There might be internal disagreements, but they were destined never to defect to the opposing camp.

With about 51-52%, securing roughly that number of seats and appointing all the bishops to our side?

Well, from now on, the royal family would have to legally cede power to us.



 
  
    Chapter 28: Hope Advisor


Two Weeks Later

The Estates-General, which had shared hundreds of years of history since the birth of the kingdom, was officially abolished.

Although it had been closed or postponed indefinitely due to the monarch’s whims in the past, this was the first time it was completely abolished.

Instead, replacing it was the Kingdom Parliament, newly established at the proposal of our Supreme Council for National Reconstruction.

“Finally, today marks the beginning.”

“Are you nervous, Miss Arschach?”

On the way to attend the parliament as an illustrious first-term representative, Camilla von Arschach and I sat together in the same carriage, engaging in casual conversation.

Although both of us were nobles by status, we were representatives of the third class.

There is no regulation that a noble cannot become a representative of the commoners, or vice versa.

Well, usually, such a thing doesn’t happen, but exceptions are made deliberately for participation.

“Well, I feel more excited than scared. Finally, we can directly participate in real politics.”

“That excitement will soon turn into familiarity. From now on, we’ll have to come here every day.”

I have to act as vice-chair, train soldiers, handle administration, and manage a mountain of tasks, but Miss Young-ae doesn’t.

She has entrusted the management of her owned coffee houses to her subordinates.

In other words, she can focus solely on fighting Agari (a term referring to a specific political or combat action) in parliament.

“I must have explained our strategy last time, do you remember?”

“Of course. I have prepared everything so that Your Excellency can be fully satisfied.”

Miss Young-ae declared with a confident expression, pushing her chest forward. Thanks to her already ample chest, it looked even larger and grander.

Yes, I hope she works as hard as her confidence and stature. Then our cooperative relationship will last longer.

“I trust you. I can only feel at ease if Miss Young-ae fulfills her role.”

“Don’t worry. Ah, I can see the destination now. I should get off.”

The parliamentary building, which inherited the palace formerly used as the Estates-General’s chamber.

Parking the carriage near the open space by the building entrance, I escorted Miss Young-ae and walked towards it.

“Are there already some who have arrived?”

Even on the streets leading to the parliamentary building, carriages and people hurrying on foot could be seen. 

Perhaps because the opening time was approaching, other representatives seemed to be going to work one by one.

Surprisingly, without having to ask, I could tell which faction they belonged to at a glance.

Why? Because the second-class representatives wore extravagant ceremonial robes, while the third-class representatives dressed plainly and neatly.

To think that, despite being confined in the capital and slowly declining, they were still indulging in luxury.

In any case, nobles are…

“Oh my, isn’t that Vice-Chairman Carolus? It’s been a while since I’ve seen you.”

“…..Duke Barelmunt.”

As if it were an almost daily habit, I was snubbing the noble lords when a displeased voice came from behind.

As soon as I realized who it was, irritation naturally appeared on my face.

I didn’t even know his face before, but our paths had become entangled accidentally while orchestrating the coup.

It’s that old man whom I pointed a gun at when I stormed the king’s banquet hall.

“Likewise, it’s been a while. Seeing you here, it seems you’ve been selected as a representative? Even at your age, not resting at home.”

“Thanks to Your Majesty and the righteous ones believing in this old man.”

“Is that so? As expected, the blue-blooded seem to have keen eyes for people.”

“Haha, only you.”

Hidden Meaning:

Me: I’m an old bastard who should be resting at home, not here.

Duke: No matter how old I get, I still have the strength to engage in politics, you bastard.

Me: Oh, is that so? While you’re about to get your face carved off immediately.

Duke: At least I’ll live longer than you, so don’t worry.

The duke, who had delivered twisted insults, and I stared at each other. Our gazes intersected for a moment.

He turned his head towards Miss Young-ae, who was standing next to me.

“Is she the vice-chair’s wife? The parliament isn’t a place where couples attend together.”

“Though I am single.”

“So a mistress? Your sex life is more dissolute than I expected, Your Excellency.”

“Please stop making rude remarks! I, Camilla von Arschach, attended as a legitimate representative!”

Miss Young-ae becomes enraged at the sexually harassing comments.

This young lady has a lower threshold for making inappropriate remarks than expected. It would be nice if she at least showed some manners in parliament.

“Arschach….? Oh, it’s from that family. I heard there’s a young woman in your prime who hasn’t married and is living out on her own, is that the lady?”

“Marriage or not, that’s something I’ll handle myself. We are both representatives in parliament, so please refrain from making rude remarks, Your Excellency, Duke.”

“Your words are harsh. Don’t you realize that no matter how equal our official ranks are, our family statuses are not the same?”

For a moment, it seemed the two were at an impasse, but in the end, Miss Young-ae had no choice but to take a step back.

It was a natural outcome. On one side was the duke, while Miss Young-ae’s family was merely self-made.

Even that was only a weak family that barely secured their territories by clinging to a marquis family.

From a certain perspective, even though they might be lower-ranking nobles from the outskirts, our Royten family, which has existed since the kingdom’s founding, had a more solid standing.

“Behave properly. If you don’t want to tarnish your parents’ honor.”

The duke, who had delivered several sharp slaps to Miss Young-ae’s shoulder, entered the parliamentary building first.

Seeing her head bowed, I gently helped and comforted her.

“Don’t worry about it. Anyway, in a little while, the situation will change.”

They might seem confident and boastful from the outside based on their status, but that won’t last long. Once they realize their true situation in parliament.

After all, this place was prepared to turn all the blue-blooded into such people.

“…I see. Thank you for comforting me.”

“Don’t mention it.”

Miss Young-ae, regaining her composure, grabbed my hand and energetically led the way forward.

“…I somehow feel she’s being kinder than before. Maybe it’s just my imagination?”

“From now on! We shall hold the first regular session of the Royal Parliament!”

As the representatives of the second and third classes gathered according to their respective factions, the chairman stepped onto the podium and declared the opening. 

He was the current royal minister who hadn’t had much interaction with anyone since the coup.

Unlike the future, where there would be national referendums and a division between the ruling and opposition parties, the minister couldn’t concurrently hold the position of Parliament Chairman.

Which family was that gentleman from? Rosenbaum, was it? I heard he had fallen behind me and was living somewhat in obscurity these days.

“Wait! The first-class representatives haven’t arrived yet, have they? I heard the parliament’s capacity is definitely 300 members.”

“Not many are absent, and there aren’t even a hundred left. Is this okay?”

Questions arose from the second-class representatives who were still unaware of the situation. As the representative of the third class, I stood up to inform them.

“They cannot attend. They simply aren’t in a position to conduct the representative selection in the first place.”

“…What do you mean by that?”

“There has been a nationwide riot. Priests, enraged by the corruption within the higher ranks of the church, conscripted the bishops along with the common people.”

I shrugged lightly.

“So before discussing the representatives, we need to select new bishops and cardinals first. The Goddess Church is currently in a semi-paralyzed state.”

“Understood. Thank you for the detailed explanation.”

It’s not that they didn’t attend; there simply weren’t people available to attend. 

Moreover, since I, the real power in the kingdom, said so, everyone had no choice but to agree.

Hearing that we now have to conduct national affairs with suddenly reduced numbers, the leaders of the nobles showed stern expressions. 

It seemed like they were whispering something to each other.

Now, the battle for vote percentages becomes difficult, and the plan to seize control of the parliament has been thwarted. Or so it seems.

“…It’s still not time to be disheartened. The trials are just beginning.”

“First, we will vote on next year’s budget. For those who agree with the policies written here–“

“Due to the unfortunate incident last time, some of the fortresses surrounding the royal path have been damaged. Therefore, regarding the repair cost claims–“

“Soldiers on the front lines are exhausted from the prolonged war. The plan to reform conscription and bolster the rear forces by recruiting more personnel–“

It was the first day of the session, but we had quite a few agendas to discuss. 

It’s because we shifted the matters that were previously handled by the Supreme Council for National Reconstruction to this side.

All.

National budget, cost claims, war plans, etc.

Proposals were raised in various fields. And the results of all the proposals up for vote were the same:

“Approval! Absolute approval!!”

“Opposition! We absolutely oppose no matter what!!”

50% for approval/50% for opposition.

If one side approves, the other side opposes.

If one side opposes, the other side approves.

The factions divided into two groups clashed on every issue, maintaining a thorough stalemate and preventing anything from passing.

So far, as expected.

This was the result that both the leaders from my side and the other side had anticipated.

However, an anomaly occurred during the discussion of the last topic, the ordination of bishops.

“It was an agenda proposed by the Supreme Council for National Reconstruction.”

Since the higher ranks of the church were decimated, the parliament was proposed to appoint new priests to the vacant bishop positions and restore the structure.

Originally, we would assess each individual’s qualifications to select people, but now it’s difficult. Suddenly, in bulk…

“Since a manpower gap has arisen, there’s no room for leniency.”

With that logic, a pre-organized plan detailing who to appoint where was presented to the parliament. The creators, including me and my subordinates.

“Please raise your hands if you support this proposal.”

As an impromptu vote was conducted, the representatives of the third class raised their arms one after another. In contrast, the seats of the second class remained motionless.

“…No, not everyone. A few who were sitting on the outskirts quietly raised their hands.”

“..Confirmed. Since the approval votes are 104 and opposition votes are 96, I hereby declare the agenda regarding the ordination of bishops as passed.”

“Wait a moment! Count Ribonia?! Why are you?!”

“Baredom Baron! Why are you suddenly acting like this!!”

“The list of representatives had been obtained long ago. Since there were two weeks, there were many opportunities to make contact in advance.”

“But perhaps because I didn’t do any preliminary groundwork? Those I thought were okay before the parliament opened had been recruited long ago.”

“I’m sorry. I just feel like I fit better over there.”

“The nobles who had cast their approval votes stood up and came towards where the third-class representatives were. In response, we gladly offered our seats and welcomed the new comrades.”

“With this, all the high-ranking clergy of the kingdom were completely replaced. Those selected and presented by us were undoubtedly talents thoroughly on our side.”

“This was very clear. The power structure they had dreamed of was being implemented in exactly the opposite form.”

“This, this can’t be! How could the kingdom’s laws be like this!”

Overwhelmed by sudden despair, Duke Barelmud let out an impolite groan and swung at my direction.

I saw everything.

‘Is this your doing?’

I was taught that telepathy-like magic doesn’t exist. Strangely, I could sense what he was trying to communicate through his gaze.

I responded with a light scoff.

“Of course, it’s my doing. Otherwise, whose would it be?”

Meanwhile, in the north.

“Charge! The hill is right in front of us!”

“For the Union! For the glory of His Majesty, the Great Emperor!!”

“Mages, do not stop attacking! Move while the enemy’s firepower is weakened!!”

Thousands of soldiers sprint across the snowy plains.

Supported by artillery firing shells at a melting barrel speed and elite mage units from the rear, It seemed like they were relying entirely on their momentum, yet the operation was orderly and systematic.

The infantry were grouped by unit, not separating from their comrades, while the cavalry circled to the side to scout for a breakthrough.

It was rough tactics, but equally effective. 

The soldiers moved at a speed that would be hard to achieve if they had been devising formations and moving in a tight group as usual, and soon approached the enemy lines.

“Fire, fire! Prevent those bastards from getting in here–Kuhh!”

“Push them into close combat. We have more numbers!”

“If you think you’ve suppressed them, move immediately! We have to break through the enemy’s second defensive line today!”

They broke through the tangled barbed wire and rushed into the trenches.

Suppressing the enemy soldiers who were trying to shoot with clumsy skills with swords and spears, they proceeded straight beyond.

No, they tried to proceed. Until they became a beehive under the suddenly poured dense barrage.

“Initiate full-rate fire. Afterwards, all soldiers may fire freely.”

“Yes! All units, reload as quickly as possible and fire!”

“Four or five shots per minute.

Continuous firing at a speed close to the maximum possible with a battlefield musket was unleashed relentlessly.

All types of firepower that the army could mobilize in the field were being projected aimlessly toward the occupied trench.

The army, whose ranks had been broken while suppressing the trench, couldn’t counter this.

Because it’s almost impossible to reorganize the troops on the spot while exposed to enemy attacks.

“Retreat, retreat! Fall back to the main base and reorganize!”


In the end, they had to retreat. Facing the defense line they thought they could finally overcome, they left hundreds of corpses behind.

“The imperial guys are fleeing. Quickly reclaim the trenches and clear the bodies.”

Although they achieved an astonishing turnaround victory, the expression on the face of the victorious kingdom army’s general, Major Mauer, was not bright.

Because the cost paid for this victory was too painful.



 
  
    Chapter 29: An incident that occurred on the front


As the council established itself as the ‘legitimate’ supreme governing body we led, the kingdom’s politics rapidly changed.

High-ranking nobles who had interfered with state affairs through personal connections and family power lost their influence, and decision-making previously handled through inner circle collusion now followed official procedures.

Now that government budgets must be approved by the council, even I cannot arbitrarily change them without persuading the representatives.

And above all else.

The king’s power is now placed under the control of law.

What does this mean?

Until now, there were no restrictions on a monarch’s authority. 

Regardless of the strength of royal power, theoretically, anything was permissible.

It was possible to summarily execute someone without trial.

That power which I had forcibly restrained still existed.

Now, I’ve confined it within the framework of the rule of law.

Indulging in luxury, forming a royal guard, appointing officials – everything.

Now, nothing can be done without the council’s approval.

Of course, it’s still early, so there are many awkward aspects, but… over time, it will gradually improve.

Thus, while devising various bills and systems and working hard on politics.

Suddenly, bad news came from the north.

“The northern front is in danger?”

“Yes. We’re struggling even to hold the defensive line.”

“Didn’t we leave that to Mauer? He wasn’t the type who couldn’t handle a defensive battle.”

In my personal office late in the afternoon, I couldn’t help but be puzzled by the report from my aide who came running out of breath.

We definitely had increased support troops by 20,000 to our 30,000 revolutionary soldiers. How could we have encountered a crisis in less than a year?

It was completely incomprehensible by my standards.

If they had focused solely on defense as instructed, they should have been able to hold out even with reduced troops.

“Has the report arrived?”

“Yes, Your Excellency.”

But after reading the report submitted by Lieutenant General MAUER, I immediately understood the entire situation.

“…Damn. Was the mixed unit composition the problem?”

The cause of the northern crisis was simple.

The combat effectiveness of the soldier-origin units seized from the nobles was a complete mess.

‘I expected variations in combat effectiveness when integrating soldiers from different backgrounds. But this much….’

Typical kingdom troops, when conscripted, go through the same training process, so their level is similar wherever they go.

Although there are differences based on real combat experience, the base is essentially the same.

But soldier-origin units are different. Because they were independently raised by nobles in their own territories, their equipment and training vary dramatically.

Some are almost raised to the level of the royal guard, while others are closer to city defense units.

To utilize such personnel, I and the general headquarters devised a strategy. We provided additional rapid training and equipment distribution.

While teaching everyone the basics, we issued new armaments to poorly equipped soldiers to pursue a possible upward standardization.

“I thought they could definitely handle one assignment, so why send them? Yet they perform so poorly?”

“It’s the north, Your Excellency. Even our central army veterans might lose their heads there. They wouldn’t be able to even protect themselves.”

“If I’d known, I would have pushed all soldier-origin units to the west.”

It certainly wasn’t a wrong idea.

Our senior General von Albrecht would have agreed it was a good thought.

However, shallow tactics to overcome immediate difficulties were useless in the face of the merciless harshness of the snowy fields.

Lieutenant General Mauer planned meticulously with a force of 50,000 to block the imperial army.

He aimed to defend the region previously guarded by 70,000 troops by utilizing all units to the maximum.

The capabilities of new soldiers could never be equal to the Northern Army, who had experienced all kinds of battles (not a metaphor, but literally – the snowy fields were so crazy they’d done everything except aerial combat). 

The tactics were designed considering this gap.

According to the report’s contents, from my perspective, it was quite an excellent strategy.

I thought I would have moved similarly if I were in that position.

However.

The units composed of nobles’ soldier-origin troops were so weak they couldn’t even meet those low expectations.

“But didn’t you place competent officers in these units? Surely they couldn’t fail to hold a properly constructed trench line?”

“What can we do? We should curse those noble lords who cherished their soldiers yet couldn’t properly train them.”

“It’s not just their fault. We also bear responsibility for this situation.”

In the first large-scale battle after reinforcement, the areas they were responsible for collapsed far too easily before the imperial army’s offensive. 

Like peeling off a wrapper from a Kukdas cookie.

While a simple retreat might be commonplace on the battlefield, the speed was the problem.

It wasn’t some 6-week advance, and the command headquarters couldn’t even respond before it collapsed, affecting other sectors.

The sudden hole in the defense line, where multiple units were interconnected like a spider web, came at no small cost.

Easily over ten thousand soldiers fell, and considerable supplies were lost.

Already outnumbered, suffering such massive damage, its negative impact was truly devastating.

Lieutenant General Mauer tried to hold out until the next reinforcement, but as the situation worsened, he apparently sent this communication.

“Anyway, this guy must have suffered a lot. I’ll write a letter of consolation and send it right away. Tell him to wait a bit as we’ll prepare countermeasures.”

“Yes!”

As the aide, standing at attention, saluted and left the office, I remained alone in the room and swallowed hard.

I pulled out a cigarette, lit it, and took a deep drag of the strong, filterless tobacco, feeling like my lungs were being smoked.

“This has become complicated.”

Right in the midst of political reform work, an incident breaks out on the front lines.

Though perhaps inevitable during wartime, it still complicates my thoughts.

“The council will definitely raise the issue of my responsibility….”

The problem was troop quality, but ultimately, sending them to the north was my decision. This was clearly my mistake.

So criticism would naturally follow.

It’s called responsibility, but in fact, it’s a legitimate critique.

“Then I’ll solve it directly.”

At this point, there’s only one way.

I must clean up the mess I’ve created.

As expected, the next day.

From the morning’s regular meeting, criticism from the two-tier representatives began pouring out as soon as the session opened.

“How will you handle this situation, Representative von Royten!!”

“Thousands of the kingdom’s young men have died because of your misjudgment. 

Because of the wrong orders you issued!!”

“Murderer Carolus, get out of this council! This is not a place for criminals!!”

Alongside the verbal abuse, occasional shoes and trash were thrown. I endured it silently without reacting.

There’s no point in dealing with them; it’s not worth it.

It’ll still be a few days before the military can report the frontline situation to the assembly, yet somehow, everyone seems to know every little detail about what’s happening in the North.

They must’ve used their connections, as usual. 

The General Headquarters is practically overflowing with their relatives and acquaintances.

‘Damn it.’

Even so, watch your mouth, you bastards.

Do they think I made this decision because I wanted to get my soldiers killed?
Among the casualties are comrades from the Northern Army, our own brothers-in-arms.

Do you really think I would harm those men—men I’ve lived and fought alongside for over ten years, men who are my family and friends? Just because you become cold-blooded snakes when it comes to power doesn’t mean I’m the same. 

Know your place before you start lumping me in with the likes of you.

“Refrain from reckless slander! What you’re doing amounts to personal attacks and defamation!”

“Victory and defeat on the battlefield are common occurrences! If you’re going to criticize Representative Royten, then why haven’t you done the same to Lieutenant General Sigmund von Liebert?”

“Exactly! That man slaughtered nearly a hundred thousand allied troops on the Western Front—he’s practically a mass murderer!”

As the verbal abuse against me continued, members of my faction stood up in my defense, arguing that those criticizing me lacked the moral authority to do so.

‘Their wording is ruthless.’

Still, they’re not wrong.

Among the nobility, who flaunt their status and leave chaos in their wake, few have ever truly faced accountability.

Singling me out for concentrated attacks is a blatant double standard.

But I kept these thoughts to myself. Voicing them would only tarnish my reputation further.

Instead, as the quarrel died down, I quietly stood, drawing everyone’s attention regardless of faction.

“You are all correct.”

I began by appearing to acknowledge my responsibility.

“The significant losses suffered by the soldiers stationed in the North are undoubtedly my fault. If I had been more attentive, the casualties could have been minimized, and the situation wouldn’t have become so precarious.”

“If that’s the case—”

“Therefore!”

I cut off a noble who attempted to interrupt, raising my voice.

“I will handle the aftermath myself. I will restore the situation to its original state and avenge the fallen soldiers. You need not provide additional troops. I will resolve this using only the forces under my command.”

It was a declaration of intent: I wouldn’t shamelessly beg for support; I would resolve this on my own.

Turning to the royal chancellor and chairperson, I formally addressed them.

“Honorable Chairperson, I propose, in this assembly, the deployment of the Central Army to the North. Please put this matter to a vote.”

A vote was immediately held on my proposal.

With the support of the clergy and the Third Estate, the motion passed with a majority.

Once the meeting concluded, I returned to my carriage and headed toward the Central Army’s garrison, where my aide and subordinates were waiting.

“You’ve arrived, sir.”

“Apologies for the slight delay. Have you been waiting long?”

“Not at all, sir. We just arrived ourselves.”

Their words had that typical tone reserved for addressing superiors.

Not wanting to waste time on small talk, I headed straight for the drill grounds.

As I walked, I checked on the tasks I’d previously ordered the officers following behind me.

“Are the soldiers ready?”

“Yes, sir. We’ve equipped them and completed their training just as you instructed.”

“However, considering the sudden reorganization, I can’t help but wonder if it’ll actually be effective…”

To the colonel who trailed off mid-sentence, I replied with unwavering confidence.

“It will be. Don’t worry about it.”

Why else would I not have requested additional reinforcements from the Assembly?  To avoid giving them any political leverage over me? That was part of it, sure—but the main reason was my absolute confidence. 

Confidence in the soldiers I personally trained, knowing they are the most tactically advanced and formidable in the world.

“Are you talking about disbanding the pikemen and reorganizing the entire unit into musketeers and artillery?”

“Exactly.”

I know what the future of warfare holds. 


I know the innovations and transformations that will dominate the battlefield in the years to come.

“This is the future that every army must move toward.”

And the name of that future is.

Line Infantry.



 
  
    Chapter 30: Departure


I think I’ve mentioned this before, but back on Earth, I was a reservist officer.

My branch was infantry. 

I was an ROTC graduate and made it to captain, spending a few years as a company commander before leaving the service.

Why did I choose such a hardcore life path? Honestly, I don’t have a good answer.
Even now, I occasionally regret it. 

When I was young, I was blindly caught up in patriotic fervor and lacked proper judgment.

But let’s set that aside for now; there’s a more important point here.

Before becoming an officer, back in my university days, I majored in history—specifically, military history.

I studied when and where battles took place, how military technology evolved, and why wars happened.

To give you an idea, my undergraduate thesis was about the Napoleonic Wars.

Perhaps that’s why, when I was reincarnated in this world, I was able to adapt surprisingly quickly to its tactics and weapons.

“Because I’d already seen it all while writing reports and doing assignments.”

The weapons and strategies employed by the kingdoms, empires, and other nations of this continent were roughly equivalent to late 17th-century Earth.

There were no machine guns yet, and cold weapons like spears and swords were still widely used. Knights were still active, and while there were mages, the overall state of affairs was more or less comparable.

“Thanks to that, I could quickly identify what needed improvement.”

Once I understood the level of this world’s military, the next step was evaluation and improvement.

Having studied the history of war, I knew exactly how to develop the kingdom’s army.

It was as simple as copying what was already written in the history books. 

Solving problems with the answers right in front of me.

However, thinking about it was one thing; actually implementing it was another.

Why? Because I spent ten years fighting on the frontlines.

When you’re desperately trying to survive, there’s no time to waste on military research. 

Even after earning the rank of major, I still had to personally carry a musket into battle—hardly the environment for indulging in such luxuries.

And when I finally climbed the ranks high enough to focus on such matters?

That’s when the rigidity of the organization became the obstacle.

“The military is a conservative institution, whether in Korea or here.”

Few places in the world are as obsessed with tradition and maintaining the status quo as the military, except maybe some old-fashioned scholars in a secluded village.

If new technology were recklessly introduced, it could spell disaster not only for the military but for the entire nation.

This is why careful examination and repeated testing are the norm.

Lacking the patience to endure such tedious processes and bureaucratic pushback, my ability to push forward was inherently limited.

Even if I worked hard to prepare proposals and submitted them, I’d only be criticized for wasting time. 

What’s the point of trying when even the best solutions would go unnoticed by those at the top?

Thus, the real modernization of the kingdom’s military only began after I staged a coup and transformed the revolutionary forces into the central army.

“One day, every army in the world will follow this system. I’d stake my honor and position on it.”

“I’m not entirely convinced yet… but if that’s what you say, we’ll follow. You’ve never been wrong before, sir.”

“At the very least, we can trust in its firepower. You’ve armed them all with guns, after all.”

Once I seized power and became the most influential figure in the kingdom’s military, nothing stood in my way anymore.

I could implement any tactics I deemed necessary and allocate budgets for new equipment as I saw fit.

I even armed every soldier in the central army with their own expensive flintlock muskets.

After pouring immense resources into this project, I finally completed it last month—the creation of a military unit equivalent to the 18th-century line infantry.

“And how large should the dispatched force be?”

“We can’t send the entire army. About half should be sufficient.”

“Then I’ll prepare two divisions.”

The combination of the kingdom’s elite central army and cutting-edge doctrines for this era gave me confidence.

There was no army in this world that could match them one-on-one. 

Any opposing force would need at least twice their number to even have a chance.

Given the rough terrain and limited supply lines in the northern regions, this unit was the most efficient choice for reinforcements.

“When should they depart?”

“We’re short on time, so make sure they’re ready to leave within ten days.”

“Ten days?! That’s too short of a deadline—”

“Even at this moment, our comrades are dying on the frontlines. You’ve been keeping the troops ready for deployment at all times anyway, haven’t you?”

“Well, that is true, but still…”

With the situation on the frontlines too dire to waste time, I ordered them to pack only the essentials and depart immediately.

If all goes well, we should reach our destination in about three to four weeks, judging by our marching speed.

“The troops remaining here will be under your command, Vaden. Work closely with General Albrecht to manage the capital.”

“Understood, sir. Leave it to me.”

While leaving the capital—the core of our power base—unmanned weighed heavily on my mind, I trusted my subordinates.

They were capable enough to ascend to positions of lieutenant general or general even without my support.

Moreover, I had allies and collaborators outside the military, among the civilian population.

On the day of departure:

“You’re leaving already?”

“It’s less ‘already’ and more ‘finally.’ If it were up to me, we would’ve left the same day we received the orders.”

Standing at the gates of the royal city of Rahator, I exchanged my final farewell with Lady Arschach.

And it had to be at the crack of dawn, just as the sun was rising.

“Or… is it that you’re sad to see me go, my lady?”

“Of course! You have no idea how important you are to us.”

Despite shivering in the cold, the lady wrapped herself in a shawl over her dress, shaking her head resolutely.

Her thin gown accentuated her ample chest, which swayed magnificently, leaving me momentarily stunned.

Looking up at me as I sat atop my horse, she declared with firm conviction.

“You united us. The republicans, the military, the commoners, even the clergy—factions that are naturally at odds with one another. It was you who forged them into one force. Without you, this coalition would crumble in no time.”

“That’s true,” I thought.

After all, it was my accomplishment to use the military—my foundation and core strength—to gradually absorb, tame, and unify various groups.

At first, it was purely for survival, to grow our power after the coup.

But before I realized it, we had transformed into a formidable political force. 

We were no longer the minority—we had become the majority.

“My heart wishes you wouldn’t leave, sir. If you were to fall to a bullet on the battlefield, it would all be over for us.”

“You know that’s not an option,” I replied.

“Of course, which is why I’m merely saying it,” 

she said with a sigh. 

“Even someone as insignificant as me understands the impact this mission will have on your honor and the kingdom.”

Lady Arschach let out a soft sigh, grasped my hand, and pleaded earnestly.

“So I beg you, please return safely. Don’t let all the reforms you’ve achieved collapse just because of your death.”

I placed a reassuring hand on her shoulder and offered a calm smile.

“Don’t worry, my lady. I have no plans to die until I’ve lived long enough to hold my great-grandchildren in my arms.”

I knew better than anyone the consequences of my death at this moment.

Even though we had gained significant political ground against the aristocracy and royalty, our movement was still fledgling.

The fractures within our ranks were many, and unity was something we could never truly count on.

The moment news of Carolus von Royten’s death reached the public, the Supreme Council for National Reconstruction would crumble, and the revolutionary army would lose its guiding force.

The republicans, who relied on my presence to secure their seats in the assembly, would be left defenseless against the wrath of the enraged nobles.

Thanks to us, even priests elevated to the rank of bishop or cardinal would likely lose their heads.

The moment I die here, the enemy will seize their chance for a counterattack, seeking revenge for all their past humiliations.

The dream of constitutional monarchy would fade into a distant illusion.

That’s why I cannot die.

I must not die.

Not if I want to ensure everything we’ve built doesn’t crumble to dust.

“Please, my lady, manage the assembly properly. I need to leave for the north without worrying about the capital.”

Likewise, Lady Arschach had her role to play while I was away.

She would need to steer state affairs, pushing forward the reforms we had planned in advance.

“…I’ll do my best. So much so that you’ll be amazed when you return, sir.”

“Now that’s something to look forward to.”

After Lady Arschach nodded and left, my aide muttered from behind me.

“Lady Arschach seems quite invested in you, sir. A young lady visiting a man alone like that… quite bold.”

“You don’t say.”

If this had been high society, it would’ve sparked a scandal in no time.

Surely, her motives weren’t just political… or were they?

In any case, the Central Army finally began its march northward, advancing at the fastest sustainable pace.

Stopping at rear units to replenish provisions, stock up on gunpowder, and cover 25 kilometers a day, we pressed onward.

Crossing mountains, fording rivers, and trudging through snowy plains, we finally arrived at our destination.

“Sir, that’s our allied encampment up ahead.”

“Which unit is stationed here? Is it part of the revolutionary army?”

“It seems to be Major General Mauer’s 2nd Division.”

After sending a messenger to announce our arrival and securing a spot for our camp, I was finally reunited with comrades I hadn’t seen in a long time.

“Long time no see, Major General—no, I suppose I should call you General now? Or perhaps Your Excellency?”

“…Mauer.”

His appearance was harrowing.

The weariness unique to soldiers subjected to endless battles was etched into his features. 

Dark circles overshadowed his eyes, and his emaciated frame spoke of the hardships he’d endured.


Even at a glance, I could tell how much he had suffered.

“You’ve done well holding out for so long. Leave the rest to me now—go and get some well-deserved rest.”

“That’s a relief to hear, sir. I’ve barely had a wink of sleep these past few days.”

Supporting my staggering subordinate, we entered the command tent and immediately began planning our next move.



 
  
    Chapter 31: Left Wing Battle


“Cutting out the flowery language and getting straight to the point. What’s the current military situation? What are our remaining forces and the enemy’s scale?”

For a soldier on the battlefield, etiquette is a luxury.

I had just instructed colonels and below to set up the garrison and immediately sought information. 

During the few weeks we were moving and couldn’t receive communications, I wanted to understand if there had been any slight changes on the front lines.

“Have you read the report sent to the central command?”

“Yes.”

“There hasn’t been much change. A few artillery positions were lost, and about 3,000 soldiers died. Meanwhile, the Imperial bastards received 3,000 reinforcements.”

Major General Mauer sits in his chair, placing chess pieces on the map.

Artillery, cavalry, infantry, and battle mage units, etc. Roughly expressed, the overall configuration was like this:

□□□□  □□ +++++ +++++ ++++++++++□□  +++++ 000000 ++++++

Here, the top is the enemy, and the bottom is our forces. ○ is cavalry, + is infantry, □ is artillery and battle mage units.

If terrain and elevation were considered, it would become more complex, but that’s difficult to depict on a flat surface, so it’s omitted.

To briefly explain this configuration… it was a comprehensive and clearly disadvantageous situation.

“There’s not a single advantageous point.”

“I’m sorry. I tried my best, but still…”

“It’s okay. I’m not saying this to reprimand you. You did well, Mauer.”

Central, left wing, and right wing. 

In all three sectors that compose the front lines, our forces were being pushed back. 

Imperial troops were pressing our soldiers from all sides, who were barely holding on by relying on the terrain.

The only reason we’ve held on is the minimal artillery firepower gap and Mauer’s good command. Without that, the front lines might have collapsed long ago.

‘Now I must turn this situation around.’

How can I reverse the tide with the approximately 20,000 troops I’ve brought?

Dispersing troops here and there? This is a grave mistake.

Adding 20,000 doesn’t change the fact that the Northern Army’s total force is still below the Imperial Army’s. The overall manpower problem remains unresolved.

Then keep them in the rear as reserves? That’s the worst possible strategy. It’s suicide.

When manpower is critically short and the situation is precarious, why save soldiers? Wait until the front lines collapse before deploying?

The answer to this has long been proven by history. Selective concentration.

“General Elan.”

“Yes, Your Excellency.”

“Grant the marching soldiers two days of rest, including today. They’ve suffered walking for weeks, so they’ll be unable to perform missions immediately.”

“Understood.”

Didn’t Napoleon himself say he always defeated fewer forces with more? I intended to use the same principle.

Although total numbers might be low, it’s not difficult to gain local superiority at some points on the battlefield. 

In fact, it’s a strategy possible anywhere, if the operation is properly planned.

“The right wing had many hills, right? So moving a regiment or larger unit at once would be difficult?”

“It’s closer to a plateau. The surface is frozen, with lakes and streams nearby.”

“Either way, movement will be challenging.”

The right wing is out of consideration due to terrain. 

The center is out of consideration as attacks are impossible without suppressing the left and right wings.

The only remaining option was the left wing.

“Good. Then concentrate the support troops on the left wing. Who’s the current commander there?”

“General Hashvalt. The friend you recruited last time.”

“Oh, him? Tell him I’ll be in command from now on. I’m incorporating his unit under my command.”

“Won’t mixing troops with different military branches and organizations cause confusion?”

“It’s a hundred times better than having two heads in one army. And I’ve handled mixed units several times when I was the Northern Army’s deputy commander. Don’t worry.”

The enemy’s right wing was estimated at around 20,000. Meanwhile, our left wing was only 12,000.

But what if we deploy the entire central army of 20,000? That would be 32,000. That’s 60% more than the enemy.

Moreover, since the unit just arrived, detailed information likely hasn’t been leaked yet.

If we hurry, we could aim for numerical superiority and the element of surprise.

“Operation begins at 0800 the day after tomorrow. Reorganize until then and ensure instructions are delivered to subordinate units. That is all.”

Two days of rest. Another day to move to the battle position.

And the full-scale engagement occurred three days later.

“General! The Kingdom forces are moving!”

“What?”

On the morning three days later, the Imperial Army general commanding the right wing couldn’t hide his confusion.

‘Why are the Kingdom troops suddenly moving? Weren’t they always stuck in their trenches because they lacked numbers?’

“Indeed. They have no advantageous elements for field combat.”

Field battles between armies long stationed in the same region are rare where unit size matters as much.

Prepared defensive facilities are hard to use, and factors like terrain, troop morale, and supply status are mostly already known by both sides.

It’s like an open poker game where victory depends on who has more cards, or in this case, troops.

From this perspective, the Imperial Army has two full divisions. 

The Kingdom Army is barely at one division with two or three additional battalions.

No matter how you look at it, the Imperial forces have the advantage.

Even if the enemy commander were a heaven-sent military genius, such a gap would be difficult to overturn easily.

“Did they collectively eat something wrong and go crazy?”

“Maybe there’s pressure from above to do something since they’ve been in a standoff…”

“No. It might simply be a change in leadership. Newly assigned officers often want to make a name for themselves by doing something foolish.”

Their knowledge and reasoning couldn’t comprehend the cause. 

They could only wildly guess something was happening inside the Kingdom Army.

Normally, they might have hypothesized about troop reinforcements, but the current situation prevented that.

“They definitely pulled their reserves to block the eastern front (western from the Kingdom’s perspective). The Kingdom couldn’t possibly have reinforcements left here.”

“Exactly. Aren’t they committing around 150,000 troops there?”

“It would be nearly impossible to manage that loss and still worry about other fronts.”

A disaster caused by Lieutenant General Liebert’s reckless desire for military achievements.

Recovering from a defeat losing nearly 100,000 troops would require pulling every possible rear-area soldier.

They would surely rush to conscript new soldiers and scrape together reserves, enlisting anyone they could.

Therefore, the Kingdom Army would have no capacity to deploy additional troops for now.

The Imperial Army was thinking exactly that.

And honestly, they weren’t wrong.

Here’s the translation, maintaining Korean naming conventions:

“Carolus had to extort private soldiers by threatening the nobles just to handle the aftermath.

However, what they didn’t expect was that the kingdom had actually mobilized central troops.

“Anyway, this works out well for us. How many enemies have appeared?”

“About 8,000 approximately.”

“Then there might be an ambush. Issue the deployment order. Go out and wipe them out in one go and return.”

The general, delighted at the chance to achieve military merit after a long time, ordered the entire right wing of the Imperial Army to advance.

Without knowing what dangers might be lurking on the battlefield.

“Haha, those bastards really came out of the fortress! Such incredible idiots!”

On the wide plains nestled between hills, two armies faced each other.

8,000 versus 20,000. 

The difference was almost threefold, evident even in the length and thickness of their formations.

The Kingdom’s Army was only able to deploy soldiers in thin lines, while the Imperial Army had created multiple thick battle formations.

The moment they engaged, it seemed like a resolution was imminent.

“General, isn’t something strange? I don’t see any soldiers from the Kingdom’s Army holding spears…”

“Really? Perhaps they’ve run out of spear inventory.”

Though he discovered something suspicious, he didn’t pay much attention. 

The glory he was about to grasp was dancing before his eyes.

Minor doubts didn’t concern him at all.

“If these guys are our opponents, victory will be as easy as eating porridge. Advance!! Annihilate the Kingdom’s sons of bitches!”

The deployment order was issued with great momentum. 

The entire Imperial Army’s right wing simultaneously took a step forward.

Utilizing their numerical superiority, they gradually narrowed the distance, surrounding the enemy like a crescent.

1000 steps. 

800 steps. 

600 steps. 

400 steps. 

200 steps.

Just fifty more steps and gunfire from the musketeers would begin.

They would continue firing until the distance between friend and foe became zero, ultimately transitioning to a battle of formation strength.

A fierce melee with clashing spears and swords would determine victory. 

That was the standard of warfare in this era.

However, at the moment the Imperial Army felt completely secure—

–Tatatang!!

“T-the enemy is firing in unison!!”

The Kingdom’s Army lined up and simultaneously began firing muskets.

The first row knelt, the second row stood, and the third row propped their guns on the shoulders of the soldiers in front, unleashing countless flames and lead from the entire formation.

“Those, those crazy bastards. Could they have composed the entire unit of musketeers?!”

Only then did the Imperial Army realize.

The “thin line” formation wasn’t due to insufficient troops. 

Rather, it was a strategy to maximize the soldiers’ firepower.

“Soldiers are dying en masse! Even the sergeants and junior officers! General! We urgently need a countermeasure!”

“Approach first. Somehow get close and drag them into close combat! In close combat, we’ll have the advantage!”

Musketeers are strong, but disadvantaged in close-quarters combat with cold weapons. 

Even if we suffer losses, closing the distance will give us a chance.

With that judgment, the Imperial Army steadily advanced despite being hit by a hail of bullets.

But the moment their blades were about to touch—

–Clang!

“You bastards. Did you think we’d come without any preparation? Huh?”

“W-wait, they’ve attached bayonets to their guns?!”

They realized again the existence of this new invention called a bayonet.

The idea of attaching a blade to the end of a gun to replace cold weapons. 

A simple yet surprisingly novel invention that hadn’t even been conceptualized in this world.

Although somewhat less convenient than actual spears or swords, its efficiency was beyond description.


The Imperial Army couldn’t push forward against the Kingdom’s Army as expected, instead finding themselves completely immobilized.

And in that moment—

“General! Unidentified troops have appeared on our flank!!”

The hidden Kingdom’s Army revealed themselves, targeting the Imperial Army’s vulnerable points.



 
  
    Chapter 32: Go West


The battle ended blandly.

Compared to the effort put into devising the operation and deploying troops, it felt almost hollow.

“Your Excellency, the casualty recovery is complete.”

“How many died?”

“Approximately eight hundred. Quite a small number considering the scale of the battle.”

“Did we lose about one battalion? If only we could have taken out an entire corps in exchange… that would’ve been a profitable trade.”

The central army, not the existing left-wing unit, had faced off against the imperial army on the plains. 

We had borrowed flags to disguise them.

This was a measure taken because we were uneasy about entrusting the vanguard to the existing units. 

Their combat capabilities were somewhat usable, but their strength had deteriorated from long periods on the frontline.

The vanguard’s role is to endure the enemy’s full-scale attack while continuously drawing aggro. 

What if they couldn’t hold and the formation collapsed? That would be a disaster.

In war, it’s best to minimize risk from the start.

‘I’ll accompany the existing left-wing unit with the main force.’

While the central army demonstrated the power of their line infantry and held the line, our main force was hidden between the hills.

Can 20,000 people conceal themselves as a group? Surprisingly easy.

On the battlefield, visibility is quite short, so even a low obstacle makes detection difficult. 

Moreover, in the snowy field, the reduced visibility made camouflage not particularly challenging.

When all enemy attention was focused on the vanguard and they had no capacity to guard their surroundings, the main force finally moved. 

Towards the exposed flank of the imperial army.

‘Bypassing the enemy focused on the front and striking from another direction. A textbook double envelopment.’

In this medieval fantasy world, battles are formation battles. 

Units must tightly cluster together to fight as one mass.

But the common characteristic of all formations? Everything except the front is a weak point. 

It’s a tactic specialized in frontal force-fighting, essentially abandoning the other areas to their own forces.

If you don’t understand, think of tanks in World Tank or Lightning. 

They might withstand frontal attacks, but get stabbed from the side and they explode. Formations are similar.

Ambushing such units under the most optimal conditions, the result? Simple. 

They melted away as quickly as the escape speed of the Fastest Lord Runjo.

“We have more prisoners than the original left-wing unit. Just imprisoning them will be a task.”

“Better than losing. We’ll solve this soon enough through a prisoner exchange negotiation. Just roughly accommodate them until then.”

In about three to four hours of battle, they killed about 3,000 enemy soldiers. 

Prisoners numbered an incredible 15,000.

Many escaped, but… well, they can be ignored. 

The snowy field is never kind to isolated defeated soldiers.

Probably half won’t make it past 1 km and will freeze to death? The other half might become frozen meat about 5 km further.

“By the way, how was it? Wasn’t my method correct?”

“…Yes. We never thought Your Excellency would be right. None of us believed it.”

“It’s okay, you guys. This is a tactic I developed first.”

Oh, by the way, I personally commanded this vanguard.

Since it was the first time deploying line infantry in actual combat, delicate management was necessary.

Unlike previous methods using spearmen and gunners, positioning requires considering each unit type’s pros and cons.

In contrast, line infantry is an army composed solely of musketeers. 

Simply lining them up side by side by unit is sufficient.

But since no one but me knows this, I had to lead from the front.

What could those who’ve only learned formation tactics do if entrusted with this?

If it weren’t for me, they would’ve almost been cursing.

The opposition was extreme, and I suffered a lot.

With no time to persuade, I resolved it by shouting and pushing through with authority.

Even until the moment of departure, everyone’s faces showed they didn’t understand, but ultimately, this is how it turned out.

The fact that I was the pioneer was proven by the battle’s result. 

The emotional residue from forcing my will is now completely resolved.

“Do you now understand how to handle the new unit composition?”

“I understand. But to practice, I’ll need time to study.”

“Learn slowly. Now I can do it, but later the day will come when you’ll command directly.”

Though they showed resistance to this unfamiliar tactic, they are still capable individuals.

They’ll learn on their own if left to it, and even conduct in-depth study.

Honestly, this isn’t an easy task. Adapting to and accepting the completely changed new era meta? In the 21st-century Earth, there were countless idiots who couldn’t do this. 

Especially my former battalion commander.

Despite being in his mid-40s, he still didn’t know what an adjutant’s position was. 

Damn. 

I got so angry handling his mess and calming down the frustrated adjutant that I left the service. 

I heard that a month after I left, he got chewed out by the division commander for completely messing up the settlement documents.

“We’ve suppressed the enemy’s right wing, so next is the center. I’ll give you two days to rest and reorganize the soldiers.” 

“Yes!”

“Leave one regiment of the left-wing unit to build a temporary detention camp. The rest will move with us.”

“Where are we going? The enemy has already disappeared.” “Disappeared? They’re still overflowing in the east.”

Anyway. 

Having captured numerous prisoners and reversed the numerical disadvantage, our task was set. 

If we achieved victory through tactical double envelopment, now we needed to create a double envelopment across the entire front line.

And to put it resultantly. 

My calculation was about half right. 

No, precisely about 73%.

“The imperial bastards are sticking out their tempting asses!! Everyone, run and kick them!!”

“Don’t hesitate to attack! It’ll take those bastards ages to change their formation direction! If we push now, we can defeat them one-sidedly!!”

“What are those bastards?! When did they get behind–“

Smashing the imperial army’s central camp went smoothly. 

It seemed news of the right wing’s collapse due to harsh natural conditions hadn’t reached them. 

They weren’t on guard at all.

Thanks to that, we struck their back as easily as during training.

The problem came next. 

We succeeded in breaking them, but failed to achieve the goal of total annihilation. 

We ultimately allowed their retreat.

“The imperial army escaped? How many?”

“I’m not certain. It wasn’t scattered retreating soldiers, but an organized withdrawal… probably over several thousand in total.”

“How troublesome. We were doing so well, but failed in the final wrap-up.”

Honestly, I had some excuses. 

With their deployed forces approaching 40,000, we couldn’t suppress them in one go. 

Even while attacking from front and back, it was difficult to completely prevent the units that regained their senses from reorganizing and retreating.

No matter how excellent and combat-capable line infantry is, this is an era without even machine guns. 

There are limitations to the killing power possible with muzzle-loading muskets.

“Which direction did they go?”

“East. The imperial fortress and defense lines are certainly on the opposite side from us.”

“…. Looks like they went to pick up their allies.”

Looking at their escape route, their purpose was clearly evident. 

As expected, when I contacted our right wing, the units facing off had simultaneously withdrawn. 

With the situation turning unfavorable, they were just trying to salvage whatever troops they could and hole up in the rear.

“Shouldn’t we launch an additional offensive?”

“Crossing an unknown snowy field? Relying on a few captured maps and prisoner testimonies? Moderate your delusions.”

“…It was a slip of the tongue.”

Here, it would be best to press our momentum, but unfortunately, that option was blocked. 

Until now, the northern front battlefield had been within the kingdom’s territory. 

To counterattack, we’d need to cross into imperial lands, but we lacked information about that side. 

It was a region with practically no human exchange before the war.

We know less than a hundredfold of what we know. 

Where the rivers are, how many mountains exist, or which nearby cities or villages are located.

A campaign is difficult, and establishing supply lines is even more challenging. 

If we decide on an offensive on the spot, it would be strange if we didn’t end up as frozen or freeze-dried jerky.

“They’ve probably established defensive facilities as thoroughly as we have, right?”

“If the commander had any sense, they certainly would have.”

“No good. The battle stops here.”

Of course, given enough time, we could pioneer a path… but there seemed no compelling reason to do so. 

The cost-effectiveness was poor.

The financially strapped kingdom government would hardly support the budget required.

“Let’s change the plan. Stop the northern front here and focus on maintaining the status quo.”

“Without finishing it?”

“Yes. The imperial bastards will need quite a while before they can counterattack.”

Therefore, I chose to halt the operation.

Though the conclusion was rough, we’ve already destroyed and captured over tens of thousands of enemy soldiers. 

This effectively neutralizes more than half of their northern army.

Their force recovery will take ages.

While we solved our issue by sending part of the central army due to simple troop shortages, they can’t do the same.

Investigating defeat responsibilities and reshuffling personnel will take at least several months.

At least during that time, we needn’t worry about anything happening on the northern front.

“Mauer, I’ll hand over about 5,000 troops. Reinforce the defense line and focus solely on border patrol. Can you handle that?”

“Leave it to me.”

The central army of 14,000 (1,000 died in combat) will head west. Having come this far, it would be a waste to return empty-handed.

My gaze turned westward.


Toward the battlefield where armies totaling hundreds of thousands are still clashing.

“We’ll depart in a week. Each unit will reorganize and prepare for march.”

…Until now, I didn’t know.

What shocking truth awaited me, awaited us, there.



 
  
    Chapter 33: It makes both the kawa and the Papa go crazy


Although it was an era without telephones or wireless communication, rumors always spread astonishingly fast—especially when they pertained to war.

This time was no exception. It had only been a few days since Carolus sent his report to the Assembly, yet news of victory had already swept through the capital.

“Extra! Our army has achieved a great victory in the North!”

“It is said that His Excellency, the Vice Chair of the Supreme Council, has held the front! The number of prisoners captured exceeds tens of thousands!”

Even before Lady Arschach’s faction began their propaganda efforts, the citizens were already reveling in the joy of victory. 

Posters with reports of the triumph were plastered across the streets, shops declared special discounts in celebration, and wandering minstrels performed free concerts in the squares while confetti filled the air.

For ten years, three fronts had dragged on without any resolution in sight. 

Now, finally, a turning point had been achieved on one of them. 

Everyone was brimming with dopamine at the breaking news.

Though it wasn’t a complete victory yet, who cared? They had dealt a significant blow to the Empire’s forces. 

Compared to the desperate defense they had been confined to, this was an exceptional outcome. 

Rumor had it that the casualty exchange ratio was remarkably high in their favor.

“I’m glad we sided with His Excellency, the Vice Chair.”

“If we had kept acting like the old geezers, just strutting around, we would’ve lost our heads ages ago.”

“And we wouldn’t have made it to our current ranks, let alone been appointed bishops. It’s all thanks to His Excellency’s support.”

The religious factions shared a similar sentiment. 

The current leadership of the Church of the Goddess comprised individuals handpicked by Carolus and his loyal subordinates. 

Each was judged to excel in loyalty and cooperation.

Thanks to General Royten meticulously setting the stage, many clergy members had ascended to power through riots, purging superiors, and snatching positions. 

How could they not be elated? It was unthinkable for anyone with an ounce of awareness not to rejoice, or at least feign tears of joy to prove their loyalty.

“What if we officially praise His Excellency as a Church?”

“That might be overstepping, but let’s at least propose a temporary holiday to the Assembly. We need to display our devotion and obedience to His Excellency.”

To remain at the center of power and maintain their current prestige, the clergy engaged in a fierce competition of loyalty. 

It was precisely the kind of behavior Carolus desired from religious officials.

“Damn it, how long has it been since he left, and he’s already achieved a victory…”

“Well, he was already gaining fame. We should’ve expected him to make some accomplishments.”

“But to pull it off this magnificently… If we had known, we should’ve taken charge of the situation ourselves.”

On the other hand, the blue bloods could not suppress their frustration. 

Their attempts to diminish the authority of that damnable traitor had instead boosted his reputation.

They had insisted that Carolus handle the issue himself, labeling it a situation caused by his own misjudgment. 

That had been their fatal mistake. 

If they had intervened directly, they might not have achieved such decisive results, but they wouldn’t have empowered their rival.

Those who failed to act now regretted their judgment, but what could they do? The situation was already out of their hands.

“For now, let’s prepare to attend the Assembly. Undoubtedly, the First and Third Estates will use this as leverage to attack us.”

“Ugh! How did the once-mighty nobles of Ulranor end up in such a pitiful state…”

With Carolus having shifted the blame for his misstep onto his public achievements, the backlash was inevitable.

To survive, they could only brace themselves and focus on minimizing the damage.

Thus, the nobles of the kingdom, gnashing their teeth, began preparing for the imminent political onslaught, all the while desperately clinging to the hope that one day they could avenge this humiliation.

Meanwhile, the news wasn’t confined to the kingdom alone.

The battle had been a conflict between the kingdom and the empire, after all.

In fact, the Union Empire received the information even faster. While the kingdom had to dispatch messengers through treacherous snowy terrain, the empire received direct reports from their retreating forces.

Within a few days, they had a clear picture of the situation.

“We suffered a major defeat on the southern front? (the kingdom’s northern front?)”

“Yes, sir. We’ve lost forces equivalent to two legions.”

Sebastian de Leclerc, the commander overseeing the empire’s western front, clicked his tongue in frustration.

He was already struggling to manage the enemy before him, and now his flank was exposed. It was a vexing setback.

“Just last week, I heard we were steadily pushing back the kingdom’s forces. What changed so suddenly?”

“That’s what we were told as well.”

“Explain to me how the tides turned. And be detailed enough for me to understand.”

“Well—”

Leclerc questioned the messengers to gather detailed accounts of what had occurred on the southern front.

A sudden open-field engagement from the enemy mid-siege, reinforcements appearing seemingly out of nowhere, and a mysterious commander employing unfamiliar tactics—all of these had led to the defeat.

Much of the information was based on eyewitness testimony and thus unreliable, but it was enough to provide Leclerc with some useful insight.

“I see. You’ve all done well. Go and rest now.”

After dismissing the messengers, Leclerc turned to his officers.

“They say the kingdom’s commander was Carolus von Royten. That’s the one we know, isn’t it?”

“Most likely, sir. If the tactics were described as unconventional, it can only be him.”

“Trouble, then. Of all people, why did it have to be that damned lunatic returning?”

The crass remark seemed unbefitting for a marquis-born general, but none of his officers dared to correct him. 

They all felt the same.

Regardless of decorum, the mere mention of that name carried a psychological weight that no one could ignore.

“The kingdom isn’t exactly short on generals, is it? They have at least five or six prominent ones right now. Couldn’t they have sent anyone else? Why him of all people?”

For ten—no, eleven—years, since the very first day of the war when the empire crossed the border, Carolus von Roitel had been the empire’s unrelenting nightmare.

As a junior officer, he had plagued them with countless small-scale skirmishes. As a general, he had personally commanded numerous battles.

His strategies were a constant source of dread, often bizarre and unheard of.

Examples? There were plenty:


	Triggering avalanches with explosives to bury enemy troops.

	Camouflaging his men in white to launch surprise attacks.

	Crafting improvised black powder claymores.

	Firing rocks from single-use wooden cannons.



Using tactics no one had even conceived, he had humiliated the imperial army time and again.

“Do any of you think you can outwit that man?”

“Apologies, sir, but it’s impossible.”

“We’ll do our best, but to be honest, it’s difficult without at least twice the current forces.”

“As expected. Damn him to hell.”

Was he weak in conventional battles then? Not at all.

Carolus excelled at traditional warfare as much as he did with unorthodox methods.

More than a dozen imperial commanders had foolishly underestimated him, only to meet crushing defeats.

“We had intelligence saying he had gone to the capital to stage a coup. So why is he back here?”

Whether it was defensive warfare, offensive sieges, infantry square clashes, or artillery and mage duels, Carolus von Royten was a commander who excelled across all aspects of war.

He may not have been overwhelmingly superior in every field, but at the very least, he was consistently brilliant.

So much so that even the Empire had given him a nickname: Mad Dog.

Because, like a rabid dog, he never let go once he sank his teeth in—and, damn it, he fought like a demon.

And now, that same man had returned to the snowy battlefield, wreaking havoc with a considerable force under his direct command.

“The bastard won’t just leave after wrapping up the southern front. He’ll set his sights on a new target, wouldn’t you say?”

“Highly likely. Deploying an army of tens of thousands doesn’t come cheap. He’ll definitely try to accomplish more before pulling out.”

“Then the target is… clearly us.”

Leclerc groaned as he clutched his head.

It was already enough of a headache to handle the enemy in front of him, and now this dreadful nightmare was about to join the fray.

“The distance between the two fronts is considerable. Even with optimal marching conditions, it would take them at least ten days to get here.”

“We should also factor in the time it took for the messengers to arrive, sir.”

“So, roughly a little over a week left.”

There was still some time.

Muttering this to himself, Leclerc steadied his nerves and turned to his officers to issue orders.

“Cease all ongoing operations and pull the army back. Reinforce our defensive line immediately. We must be prepared before he arrives.”

“Yes, sir!”

Charging forward recklessly would be suicide. 

Their best bet was to rely on fortifications, trenches, and a well-protected rear to stand any chance of survival.

Even then, it might not be enough—but it was better than doing nothing.


And soon enough, Carolus arrived at the western front.

“Well, would you look at that? These cowards have tucked their tails and curled up.”

He calmly began to set the entire front line ablaze.

Not figuratively. Literally.



 
  
    Chapter 34: Excuse me, but I’ll give you some fire protection


Admiration is the furthest emotion from understanding.

This saying is widely known among the officers of the former Northern Army—now the Revolutionary Army and Central Army.

Typically, it’s used to describe none other than their leader, Carolus, the Vice-Chairman of the Supreme Council for National Reconstruction.

Why did a line from a certain edgy grim reaper manga become so prevalent?
The answer was simple. 

The presence and stature of Carolus von Royten, a young man in his late twenties, were utterly irreplaceable among them.

“Colonel Carolus? He’s been here since I was a rookie. Thanks to him, our unit has the highest survival rate.”

“Once, I got trapped in a crevasse during a reconnaissance mission, and Lieutenant Royten saved me. There are hardly any officers as caring and protective of their subordinates as he is.”

“He’s the cornerstone of the Northern Army. If you even think about badmouthing him, the entire division would lynch you on the spot—no, scratch that, the entire corps would come for you.”

From fresh-faced second lieutenants to seasoned major generals, everyone knew of Carolus.

Since the first day of the war, he had tirelessly defended the North.

Even as his comrades fell one after another, even as his body was scarred and severely wounded, he never left the frontlines.

No matter how dire the situation, he never abandoned his mission. He stood shoulder-to-shoulder with his comrades, defying the Imperial forces.

Through countless bloody battles, he safeguarded the kingdom’s lands at the cost of mountains of corpses and rivers of blood.

Though he hadn’t yet achieved a grand, decisive victory in a massive battle,
the career he had built over time was unparalleled.

The fact that he reached the rank of major general—something that usually required 15 years of elite connections—in less than a decade said it all.

“Honestly, if I hadn’t been under General Carolus… I might’ve taken my own life before even becoming an NCO. He’s saved more people than I can count.”

“If he hadn’t improved the culture of our unit, we’d probably still be shoving rookies into latrines as a rite of passage.”

It wasn’t just his achievements. 

Carolus was also highly regarded for his character.

This was a medieval fantasy world, after all—a time when superiors routinely beat their subordinates and officers treated soldiers like slaves.

But Carolus was different. 

At worst, he assigned chores to orderlies.

He treated his soldiers not as expendable tools but as individuals worthy of respect.

Even when reprimanding someone, he avoided violence. 

A mild curse, a reasonable critique, and a verbal warning were usually the extent of it.

Back when he was a captain in the Korean army, no one would have called him kind. 

But here, in the Royal Army, this level of decency made him practically angelic.

And so, the Revolutionary Army admired Carolus.

They revered their brilliant and legendary yet kind leader.

So much so that, when they staged their coup, they rallied around him as their figurehead.

Though mutual trust and belief were strong among them, they felt that only Carolus could truly be their leader.

Everyone believed that wholeheartedly.

…Until today.

Today, that trust wavered ever so slightly.

All because of the absurd strategy Carolus proposed.

“You want to… set it on fire?”

“Wait, the enemy’s camp? Right in the middle of it?”

“Yes. Burn everything—the ground, the fort, the whole lot. And then we’ll pick off the ones who come running out.”

Admiration… should they really feel it?

‘Hmmm.’

This was during the war council we held immediately after the Central Army arrived at the Western Front.

I had summoned every officer ranked battalion commander or higher and presented my plan.

The looks they gave me were… unsettling.

It felt like they were staring at an escaped lunatic from a mental asylum.

I understand that the sudden proposal is a bit disconcerting, but isn’t this reaction a bit too harsh? Come on, we’ve fought together for years, and now you treat me like this?

“Calm down, everyone, and listen to me first. Do you know what month it is right now?”

“…September, isn’t it?”

“Exactly. Early September. The end of summer, right when autumn begins.”

It’s not like I’m just spouting random ideas here.

This plan came from carefully observing the enemy’s movements and the environmental conditions on-site.

Still, seeing such a dismal reaction from them is a bit disheartening.

“Based on what I observed on the way here, this western region has a temperate climate. Summers are dry, and winters are wet. Am I correct?”

“Yes, that’s why we always pay special attention to stocking drinking water in the summer. But what does that have to do with anything?”

The western regions of the kingdom have a Mediterranean climate by Earth standards.

Unlike Korea, where summers are wet and winters are dry, it’s the opposite here—dry summers and wet winters.

While it’s a blessing not to deal with sweltering humidity during the heat, that’s not the point.

“Now think about it from another perspective. If it’s so dry that even water supplies are disrupted, what do you think the state of the vegetation and forests is like?”

“…Ah!”

Finally catching on, one of the officers lets out a gasp. 

That’s right—it’s all dried up and withered, you slowpokes.

I remember watching the news once about Greece issuing wildfire warnings every summer.

It’s a natural tinderbox, so prone to fires that they can ignite on their own. 

If we deliberately set them, the flames will spread like wildfire—quite literally.

“And the Empire’s forces? Before we arrived, they heavily fortified their defensive lines, right? They built layers of wooden palisades, reinforced artillery positions, and even temporary forts—all hastily thrown together.”

Out of fear of us, they abandoned their offensive and bunkered down, like a turtle retreating into its shell.

Honestly, it’s not a bad strategy.

If you’re unsure of victory, stalling for time is a classic tactic.

But the problem lies in the resources they used to fortify themselves.

“Do you think they used proper materials for walls and barriers they threw up in a matter of days? There wasn’t nearly enough time to quarry and process stone, was there?”

Bricks that need to be fired in a kiln, stones that need to be selected and cut, or concrete that takes days to cure—all of these are widely used, but none are suited for rushed construction.

Besides, it’s not like they had stockpiles of those materials readily available.

Pressed for time, the only material the Imperial Army could realistically use was wood.

Freshly cut, untreated wood at that.

Sure, wood can be a useful material when handled properly… but our reconnaissance showed they didn’t even bother with that. 

They just hacked the logs into rough shapes and stuck them together.

Forget about paint or waterproofing—none of that.

In other words, their defenses, dried out under the summer heat, are now perfectly primed to be kindling.

They’ve practically gift-wrapped their entire defensive line for us. We won’t even need to target a specific weak point.

“Now, I hope you understand. The Empire’s fortifications might look sturdy on the outside, but they’re fragile to the core. Just a bit of effort on our part, and the whole thing will collapse.”

“But… but can a fire attack really go as planned? What if we light it up, and the wind blows the flames back toward us—”

“That won’t be a problem. Leave it to the mage corps.”

After all, this is a fantasy world. Manipulating the wind with magic is a given.

We’re not talking about conjuring hurricanes or typhoons, but generating a steady breeze? That’s well within their capabilities.

If the mages combine their efforts, they can easily direct the wind toward the enemy camp. 

With thousands of them working together, maintaining the effect for a prolonged period—say, two or three hours—shouldn’t be an issue.

More than enough time to burn everything to ashes.

The entrenched “turtles” won’t stand a chance against the suffocating heat and will be forced to come out of their shells.

“Got it now?”

I swept my gaze over the officers, then gave the command.

“Gather all the oil and sugar in the camp. We’re about to teach those damned Imperial bastards a fiery lesson they won’t forget.”

Now.

“Sir, everything is ready.”

“Then let’s get started.”

The honor of carrying out this glorious mission fell to the light cavalry.

Armed with jars of oil, they charged toward the enemy camp. 

As they closed the distance, each rider lit a prepared flint on their saddle and set their jars ablaze.

Swinging the jars on ropes, they built momentum before hurling them with all their might.

BOOM!

“FIRE!!”

“WAAAAAH!!! WHY IS THERE FIRE?!”

“Don’t just scream—get water, you idiots! Are you seriously just going to stand there while the camp burns?!”

The jars were filled with a mixture of oil, sugar, and sawdust, creating makeshift incendiary bombs.

It was a little trick I adapted from something I’d read back when I was still in Korea.

Naturally, dousing it with water wouldn’t extinguish the flames. 

You’d need to bury it under mountains of sand to even begin smothering the fire—or just wait until it completely burned out.

Lacking such knowledge, the Imperial soldiers panicked, wasting their critical window to respond effectively.

Before long, most of their defenses were consumed by the inferno.

“A-Argh, this is hopeless! Everyone, retreat! Get out of here before we’re all roasted alive!”

“Grab whatever you can and run! Survival comes first—forget the equipment!”

As the fleeing soldiers scrambled out of their burning fortifications, they were greeted by the sight of the kingdom’s army waiting in perfect formation.

At the forefront stood me, calmly observing the spectacular fire show.


The bewildered Imperial soldiers stared at us in disbelief.

Looking down at them, I murmured under my breath:

“Welcome to my Fire Society.”

It just felt like the right thing to say.



 
  
    Chapter 35: Truth or Lie (1)


Q: How should one respond when an allied base is attacked by the enemy?
A: Evacuate to a designated safe assembly point. Then, regroup the troops and assess the damage.

Q: What should be done if the enemy is already at the doorstep after an allied base has been breached?
A: Hold your ground as long as possible and wait for orders from higher command. If the situation becomes dire, act based on your own judgment.

The above are fundamental principles of warfare—common knowledge in military science across eras, regions, and even between fantasy and reality.

Civilians might be free to flee in any direction, but soldiers don’t have that luxury. Why? Because they are bound to fight for their country.

It’s a soldier’s duty to confront and respond to any threat, no matter the cost.

In this context, the Empire’s Western Front army was undoubtedly elite.

“At this rate, the entire camp will burn down! Everyone, retreat beyond the palisades to safety!”
“33rd Brigade, assemble! Form up by battalion and prepare for combat—the enemy will be upon us soon!”

“All artillery personnel, return to your posts immediately! Securing firepower is the top priority—without our cannons, we’re finished!”

The unprecedented catastrophe of fire engulfed the land and their fortress.

Raging flames devoured the grasslands, the hastily built defenses, and the structures cobbled together with wood and nails.

Yet amidst the chaos, the Imperial soldiers demonstrated remarkable composure.

Even as communication between units was severed, they did their best within their means.

Weapons and gunpowder were redistributed. 

Troops reorganized and formed new defensive positions. 

Despite the uncertainty of who had survived, they poured every effort into restoring combat readiness.

“Can’t we send a messenger to the corps command? Or to the Western Army’s headquarters?”

“It’s difficult. The fire has collapsed most of the bridges and underground tunnels. Besides, we can’t even be sure if they’re still intact over there.”

“Damn it. Can we even hope to win without giving or receiving orders?”

“We’ll just have to hold out. It’s not like we can abandon everything and flee.”

Despite their constraints, their response was commendable. 

In a matter of minutes, they had gone from scattered chaos to preparing for battle.

However, in the brutal reality of warfare, terms like “commendable effort” or “doing one’s best” are nothing more than excuses.

“Look, the Kingdom’s army is advancing! It seems they’ve brought every unit from their main force!”

“I can’t see the end of their formation! From the western edge to the eastern horizon, it’s nothing but Kingdom banners!”

Under the command of Carolus von Royten, the Kingdom’s Western Army surged forward.

With reinforcements from the central army combined with their own forces, a colossal army of 140,000 soldiers bore down on the Imperial troops.

The battlefield was flooded with their myriad banners and deafening war cries, a tidal wave of force poised to crush the remnants of the Empire’s defenses underfoot.

They brought tens of thousands of muskets and over a thousand cannons to the fight.

Against such overwhelming firepower, what could a disjointed Imperial force—severed from their lines of communication—hope to achieve?

The answer was obvious: nothing.

Tat-tat-tat-tat!

Bang! Bang!

“Aaargh!”

“Take cover in the trenches! If we engage head-on, we’ll be wiped out! Hide and survive!”

The battle was a one-sided slaughter.

The Kingdom’s soldiers, entrenched and armed with muskets, created a deadly crossfire, systematically cutting down the Imperial troops.

The Empire’s forces fell like autumn leaves in a storm, swatted away like mosquitoes before a fly swatter.

They were helpless, like civilians fleeing a raiding horde.

Even their desperate counterfire barely scratched the enemy lines, taking down only a few at the front.

But it changed nothing. The tide was immovable.

One after another, the Imperial soldiers were cut down, their final resistance amounting to nothing more than the bleating of sheep in a slaughterhouse.

The balance of the front that had been maintained for ten years collapsed in an instant.

Once a formidable force pushing the Kingdom back to its old fortress lines, the Empire’s army was now being consumed by blood and ashes, heroically perishing in flames.

“Charge! The cavalry is storming the lines!”

“Those reckless fools. In a situation like this, such folly…”

The remaining cavalry, those with the highest mobility and reserves, rush toward the enemy.

Specifically, aiming for the central command led by Carolus. They believe that with only a few lines of riflemen, breaking through will be easy.

Though, the grim reality teaches them why infantry can’t simply be replaced with marksmen.

“Damn it! Not even able to draw a sword properly…”

The thin, orderly ranks of infantry—acting as both formation and strategy—fired relentlessly at the advancing cavalry.

The disciplined sharpshooters, standing firm, unleashed a storm of gunfire reminiscent of a machine gun.

This rapid, synchronized firing quickly nullifies the cavalry’s approach, rendering a charge futile without the need for heavy cavalry formations.

“It’s over. The tide has turned completely.”

The Empire, with no remaining cards to play, faces annihilation.

Twenty minutes later.

A massive white flag was raised at the Imperial headquarters.

“Holding a truce?”

Three hours into the battle, as I basked in the apparent victory, a messenger approached, saying something completely unexpected.

“Did I mishear? Were you trying to request surrender?”

“No, sir. General Leclerc discussed with General Carolus to momentarily halt the battle.”

A sigh escaped my lips, in disbelief.

The soldiers nearby shared similar sentiments, either glaring disdainfully or shaking their heads in disbelief.

These Empire soldiers still haven’t come to their senses. Do they truly believe we’re on equal footing now?

A truce requires mutual strength; it only works when both parties can negotiate as equals.

At this point, with victory and defeat already clear, such talks are futile.

“Is our commander delusional, or does he simply refuse to accept reality? Why would we entertain such an offer now?”

“There is reason. Our forces can still resist.”

The messenger, despite the scrutiny of our officers, maintained his composure and replied firmly.

“Imperial forces number slightly over 160,000. Though we suffered a surprise attack and sustained losses, we still retain significant strength.”

“So what? We’ll obliterate them again.”

“There’s no obligation to meet their advances head-on. Our rear is entirely under our control; retreating is a valid option.”

Hmm. 

That’s true. Despite our successful fire assault, its effects are limited.

It’s unrealistic to expect total annihilation. Even with our efforts, about a third could survive and retreat.

That’s around 50,000 from 160,000.

A force not to be underestimated.

Likely, they’ve set up a secondary defensive line in the rear, not hastily constructed but fortified with proper bastions and trenches.

There’s no clear solution if they flee.

Unfortunately, the means to breach such a well-established defense are beyond the current capabilities of the Kingdom.

Only a direct assault remains—an approach that consumes vast amounts of time and resources.

After restoring the damage caused by General Liebert’s mismanagement, the Kingdom has already depleted much of its strength.

Long-term warfare has taken its toll on national resources.

The remnants of the Empire’s forces inevitably retreat to regroup, a result almost inevitable. 

Whether they do so passively or after enduring more suffering, the choice ultimately remains mine.

“…Alright. Let’s proceed with the negotiations.”

“A wise decision. I will convey it to His Excellency immediately.”

Once I acquiesced, the messenger departed with a smug grin and returned to their camp.

An hour later, the enemy commander finally made his appearance—accompanied by a meagre escort.

“First time meeting you, General Royten. I am Sebastian De Leclerc, the Supreme Commander of the Western Front for the Imperial Army.”

“Kingdom Commander Carolus von Royten.”

We introduced ourselves briefly to avoid eavesdropping and immediately delved into the matter at hand.

“I’ll be blunt. Guarantee the safe retreat of our forces. And offer a ceasefire for the next three years.”

“The former might be negotiable, but the latter requires higher authority to decide. What do we get in return?”

“For those three years, the Empire will swear not to set foot on Kingdom soil. All supplies and secure forts we currently possess will be surrendered.”

“If I refuse, what do you propose? Wouldn’t it be easier to resolve this through force instead of negotiations? After all, you’re the invaders who trampled our Kingdom in this hateful conquest.”

“Then we’ll resort to guerrilla tactics. If you prefer a world where surviving Imperial soldiers turn into raiders, burning our farmland and villages, then so be it.”

Such a scoundrel! Fighting a war with guerrilla tactics is a blatant disregard for any rules. Are you really willing to accept the inevitable backlash of post-war revenge?

I clenched my fists briefly before his next words left me momentarily stunned.

“You do realize that this war was sparked not by us, but by your Kingdom, don’t you? Our royal family was insulted and humiliated, yet you act as if you were the sole victims.”


“…What?”

“Surely you didn’t know?”

His words echoed in my mind—confusion and disbelief filling the silence. 

The notion that the Kingdom had started the war was impossible to comprehend.



 
  
    Chapter 36: Truth or Lie (2)


For ten years, I have fought in the frozen fields of the North.

The youth of my prime—entire decades—wasted. 

A child turning into a young adult, their formative years stolen by war. 

Lives shattered, and the very essence of one’s identity lost in the relentless battle. 

Over a third of my existence sacrificed for this cause, struggling to survive, clinging to life and duty with every breath.

The young soldier who once served was transformed into a battle-worn veteran, bearing scars that spoke of countless battles. 

The eager officer who once longed for peace became a hardened warrior, now only seeking survival.

Fighting not only for family, comrades, and friends, but for every bond and sense of duty forged in the fires of war. 

Each day spent enduring, every battle fought, was an act of defiance against the overwhelming tide of despair. 

Even when morale waned and hope faded, I urged them forward—spurred by desperation and duty alike.

That’s how I spent 10 years.

“Unbelievable.”

Having spent a lifetime in this conflict, I could scarcely fathom the absurdity of it all. 

When Queen Consort demanded we withdraw from the front for her indulgence, the very thought ignited a fury within me. 

It felt as though every sacrifice, every drop of blood spilled, was meaningless—trampled underfoot by politics and power plays.

To resist becoming a pawn in someone else’s game, I seized power, demanding recognition for our contributions, our survival amidst adversity. 

My actions were driven by a desperate need for survival and a desire for acknowledgment—a simple yet compelling desire to endure and prevail.

“Impossible.”

Yet now, you dare to claim our struggle has been futile? That even the years spent fighting against your Empire’s oppression count for nothing? That raising arms in defense was a mistake?

“Lies! Lies!! Stop spreading lies!!”

In a blind rage, I charged at De Leclerc, seizing him by the collar and shouting with all my might. Tradition, decorum—none mattered in that moment. 

I needed the truth to be heard, to break through the lies consuming us.

But restrained by my subordinates, who pulled me away, De Leclerc gasped for breath, attempting to reason.

“It’s not a fabrication. It is truth. Everyone in our united Empire knows it—how your Kingdom humiliated and provoked this war.”

 De Leclerc’s words struck deep, as his gaze met mine without flinching.

“If you wish to hear the truth, listen closely. Once, before the war began, relations between the Empire and the Kingdom were stable. Peace existed once, before betrayal and contempt took its place.”

“…I’ve heard of that.”

The exchanges of goodwill, the shared visions of mutual progress—yes, I had heard of that from my mother.

Although I never directly experienced it as a child, my mind struggled to comprehend the unfolding story as De Leclerc continued.

“Our two nations once stood side by side against threats, cooperating when needed, and fighting together at times. Thirty-two years ago, when Daiching Empire invaded, we united and repelled them.”

“Ah, the Five-Year War.”

“Indeed, a glorious victory. I, too, fought as a lieutenant during those times.”

The Daiching Empire, during its peak of conquest, launched relentless campaigns, and both our nations, together, stood firm through countless battles to secure victory. 

The conflict spanned five years—from the initial outbreak to the signing of the peace treaty.

“Our relationship was strong enough for such alliances. It wasn’t entirely irrational to seek deeper ties through national marriage. However, in the end, it was a foolish move.”

De leclerc clicked his tongue and spat onto the ground.

“The Emperor proposed a match between the Crown Prince of our Empire and your kingdom’s Second Princess. It was intended to strengthen political ties through blood relations.”

“But the current Crown Prince is married to the daughter of Duke Liebert. I’ve never heard of any attempt to marry into your family.”

That puzzled me. After all, Duke Liebert’s daughter was indeed the one who secured her position within the royal family, despite her father’s lack of substantial military achievement. 

Wasn’t it his ties to the royal family that earned him the position of Commander of the Western Front? And yet, marriage negotiations?

“Exactly. The Crown Prince’s attempt to move forward with this alliance was abruptly rejected.”

“…Could you elaborate further?”

“The Emperor invited the Crown Prince to meet with our Second Princess in hopes of fostering mutual acquaintance and goodwill. However, from the very first meeting, things went terribly wrong.”

De Leclerc clenched his fists, his expression tightening as though recalling the event enraged him even more.

“The Crown Prince committed unspeakable acts against our Second Princess. I don’t know the exact details, but it was so grave that even the Emperor’s anger reached a boiling point. Something far beyond social faux pas—an offense that would lead to disgrace if revealed.”

“What?”

In other words, during a formal meeting arranged by a prospective father-in-law, the Crown Prince crossed every conceivable boundary and was immediately exiled? Was this some kind of absurd tale?

“Because of that, the Crown Prince, along with his entourage, was expelled and the marriage alliance was nullified. The rest, as you know, followed swiftly.”

“The war, you mean.”

“Exactly. How could we stand idle while our beloved Second Princess was humiliated and the dignity of our royal family was shattered? Revenge was inevitable—no matter the time or cost.”

De Leclerc’s argument was compelling, seemingly well-founded. 

However, the depth of the story left me struggling to believe it entirely.

Nobility values honor and decorum above all else. 

They gossip and criticize each other over the most trivial of mistakes, let alone actions that could tarnish their nation’s reputation. 

Yet, to imagine such a high-stakes issue being handled so recklessly—destroying years of diplomatic goodwill with an important ally—seemed beyond reason.

To deliver a decisive blow to my wavering doubts, De Leclerc added one final statement.

“If you’re having trouble accepting this, consider the opposite. Has a monarch’s heir ever married a common noble in our history? It’s common sense to marry someone from a foreign royal family, even a small one, not someone from a regular noble house.”

“…!!”

Now that I thought about it, he was right.

This fantasy world seemed to echo the atmosphere of medieval Europe. 

Marriages between ruling classes of different nations were not just common, but expected, with alliances and political unity being established through such unions. 

It was nothing like the rigid societal structure of Joseon, where arranged marriages within the same class were the norm, with no concept of royal intermarriages across borders. 

A noble house must have significant power or influence to even be considered as a marriage partner for royalty.

“Duke Liebert’s family… was ordinary. Their influence was modest, and there were no ties to any independent fiefdom.”

Yet, if that family married into the royal line, despite their lack of substantial power, there had to be a serious reason. 

If that reason led to the severing of ties with the Empire and the destruction of diplomatic relations—everything would fall into place neatly.

“Thank you for the detailed explanation.”

I bit my tongue and barely managed to respond. Keeping my composure was a challenge in itself.

“But I find it hard to trust what you’re saying right now. After all, we’re enemies. You could be fabricating a lie to deceive me at this moment.”

“I understand. Accepting one side’s story alone can be difficult.”

Unlike my turmoil, De Leclerc seemed calm and composed, nodding understandingly.

“Go back and investigate it thoroughly. With your authority, you can have the kingdom’s intelligence department look into it, can’t you? I’m sure you’ll find my words to be the truth.”

“… I’ll do that.”

In the end, the agreement was limited to immediate issues—transferring a portion of our flags and remaining supplies as a symbol of defeat, while ensuring safe withdrawal of the Imperial forces. 

The fate of prisoners was to be discussed later through prisoner exchanges or ransom negotiations.


For the ceasefire, I was instructed to consult with the council and arrange a final negotiation between high-ranking officials.

“We’ll be departing now. Let’s meet again, but not on the battlefield.”

“I agree. The sooner the war ends, the better.”

Even as we journeyed back to Rahator, my mind was consumed by a single thought:
Was all our sacrifice truly worth it? And if not, how would this emptiness be compensated?



 
  
    Chapter 37: Meanwhile in the Capital


What do people live for? If asked such a question, the answer might change depending on that person’s values or profession. 

A religious person might speak of love and philanthropy, A poor person would talk about bread and soup, Nobles or royalty would mention power and honor.

From that perspective, Camilla von Arschach’s answer had always been predetermined.

The future.

Since becoming a republican at the age of fifteen, she had always been looking towards the future. 

Beyond her own future, for the future of the country, for the future of society as a whole. 

Operating a coffee house, recruiting her forces and comrades, gathering public opinion from intellectuals – All of this was part of her plan. 

To improve the country as she desired, she did not hesitate to take risky gambles.

And now. 

The Arschach young lady was realizing her dreams through the stage of parliament.

“180 votes in favor, 120 votes against! Therefore, I hereby declare that the conscription reform bill has passed!”

“Damn commoners! Do you know what will happen to the kingdom if you commit such outrages? If this country falls, it’ll be all your fault!”

“What nonsense are you spouting? How is this our fault? We’re simply gradually improving the state affairs that you’ve ruined all this time!!”

“After sucking the people’s blood for hundreds of years, don’t you dare try to shift that responsibility onto us!!”

A place where representatives of the 1st, 2nd, and 3rd estates gather to discuss, fight over, and vote on critical national issues. 

While somewhat different from a modern parliament, it operates much more rationally compared to the Estates-General.

Here, Young-ae was leading Carolus’s entire faction in his place. Is it too heavy a responsibility for someone just twenty years old? That’s true. 

But what can be done? There’s no one else more suitable.

Because of the factions with no common ground or shared interests, mutual cooperation is more difficult than climbing Mount Everest without oxygen. 

How could a republican who wants to chop off the king’s head get along with a clergy who believes in the divine right of kings?

Only because Young-ae has a large faction under her and is famous for being trusted by Carolus can she control them. 

By borrowing his authority, she can manage to some extent.

“Next on the agenda is a proposal to close the current tax farming system and entrust tax collection entirely to the Ministry of Finance.”

And today. 

Young-ae was trying to reform yet another critical system.

Tax farming – a system where tax collection is outsourced to private entities. 

Paying money to professionals and allowing them to collect taxes freely in a specific area for a certain period.

For example, if there’s a region that generates 100 in annual taxes: The monarch, when suddenly needing immediate funds, can transfer tax collection rights to a contractor for three years in exchange for 250. 

The monarch can secure money right away, and the contractor can make 50 in profit after three years. 

Seems like a win-win? Hardly.

In one local area, they even tried to collect a tax on thoughts before it was canceled. 

Enraged citizens beat the tax collector to death.

To create a proper country, the tax farming system must be abolished. Only then can people survive.

“Nonsense! Are you suddenly going to discard a system that has continued for hundreds of years? What about the aftermath!”

“If we eliminate tax collectors, how will we cover those costs? Do you think money grows on trees to hire more government workers!!”

“Contracts with contractors are the legitimate rights of monarchs and lords! The parliament has no right to arbitrarily interfere!”

Of course, there was resistance. Primarily from the nobility.

Until now, they had been turning a blind eye to tax collectors in exchange for skimming money. 

If the system were closed, wouldn’t their financial situation get completely tangled?

Trendy dresses, jewelry, luxury items, expenses for maintaining dignity, and so on.

The nobility had many (by their standards) essential expenses that their estate’s usual income could barely cover sometimes.

Tax farmers were the ones who solved that. 

Now they suddenly want to ban it? Absolutely unacceptable.

If they showed mercy, they would have to pay an ‘enormous’ price of ‘slightly’ reducing their extravagance.

The people are starving without bread to eat right now, but anyway, that’s how it was.

“These bastards look so well-fed I want to skewer them with a spear, but anyway.”

“What bullshit! Are we supposed to suffer so you can fatten your wallets?!”

“Mind your tone! How dare you talk back to those of blue blood?!”

“Blue blood is nonsense! We’re all equal members of parliament! Don’t try to justify your sophistry with social status!”

“Are you perhaps taking bribes to argue this? A normal person would have no reason to defend those stealing taxes!”

The argument continued. They were just short of hurling direct insults, engaged in a shameless brawl that threw away all pretense of decorum.

But for some reason, the energy seemed weaker than usual.

‘Still not enough,’ Camilla von Arschach clicked her tongue internally. She knew the reason all too well.

‘They only become passionate when he’s present. They want to show loyalty to him.’

In the past, just Carolus sitting in his seat would have sparked them to rise like a swarm, shouting about something.

Showing themselves in a good light to him was the shortest path to approaching the center of power.

Even without a genuine thought, they would chime in, shout slogans, or whatever.

But now? There’s no center to their faction.

With the person who should balance and lead from the center gone, everyone has become dispirited.

Only those with genuine passion and firm convictions step forward.

‘You should return quickly…’

Young-Ae sighed internally, hoping Carolus would return safely from the battlefield.

She wanted to see him once again taking control of various factions and leading national affairs.

She would assist him, working beside him and offering advice.

If it doesn’t seem like she’s missing him purely for political reasons… it’s a misunderstanding. Anyway, a misunderstanding.

“Ahem! The debate seems to be getting too heated. Wouldn’t it be better to stop here?”

Young-Ae stood up, clearing her throat to change the atmosphere.

Dissatisfied and somewhat contemptuous gazes were cast from various directions.

Those who would have shown rage and hatred if Carolus were here were now looking down at her.

She calmly accepted their contempt and looked at the chairman.

“Since opinions don’t seem to be converging, let’s decide by vote. Isn’t that the most fair?”

“Fair? You’re just trying to crush us with your numbers!”

“What nonsense! Voting and majority rule truly reflect everyone’s opinions!!”

As always, all agenda items are decided by vote, regardless of the representatives’ arguments. 

Voting was immediately implemented.

Approval: 201 votes. Opposed: 96 votes. Absent: 3 (CAROLUS and his subordinate officers). 

As usual, the bill passed with a one-sided margin.

“Thank you all for your hard work today. See you tomorrow.”

“Are we set to discuss police system reform next time?”

“Yes. The overall content is as we discussed last time. Please make sure you can definitely win the debate.”

After the meeting ended, Young-Ae exchanged brief greetings with fellow representatives and walked on.

These were paths she would normally walk with Carolus. But now, without him, she had to walk to her carriage alone and desolately.

If that were the only issue, it would be fine, but the problem was an uninvited guest who kept appearing.

“Oh, Lady Arschach. Are you heading home now?”

“…I greet Your Highness the Crown Prince.”

And he’s a married man in his 30s.

“You must be working hard attending parliament every day. Having arguments with those who don’t understand a thing.”

“Who else could assist His Majesty in governing the country besides you?”

The monarch’s actual power has long been neutralized by Carolus. 

Saying this is an indirect way of expressing that she doesn’t want consolation from someone like him.

Unable to understand even this simple metaphor, the Crown Prince brazenly placed his hand on YOUNG-AE’s shoulder.

“I’d like to personally console you… shall we have a drink? My treat.”

“No thank you. I’m not particularly fond of drinking.”

She lightly brushed off his hand with her fan, delivering her response with a hint of barely concealed contempt and disgust.

“Wouldn’t it be better to attend to the Crown Princess? I heard she’s pregnant. I’m sure she’d appreciate your company.”

“….Never mind. Don’t get too cocky.”

“Please return safely.”

After seeing him off, Young-Ae sighed. 

Why does the royal family only show increasingly pathetic appearances?

“Ah. I want to tear it all down.”

If she could, she’d completely demolish everything.

Destroying the remnants of feudalism and establishing a republican state would fulfill her wishes.

But that’s extremely difficult. 

The people would never accept it. 

The masses only recognize and accept monarchy as the truth.

‘A country without a monarch is impossible in this world.’

Young-Ae realized this through her experience in practical politics.

The ideal republican country remains an unattainable fantasy. 

There’s a severe lack of ideological background, realistic foundation, and consensus.

Even if forcibly created, no one would accept it, and it would only collapse.

‘Introducing a constitutional monarchy might be the best approach.’

The realistic compromise would be constraining royal power through a constitution.

A country governed by multiple elected politicians, not just one monarch.

‘But not with the Riodolph royal family.’

The current royal household is too incompetent. 

Even in a constitutional monarchy, the monarch must have at least basic common sense and thinking ability.

She couldn’t entrust the throne to a madman who tries to seduce women while his wife is pregnant.


The child born to such a person probably wouldn’t be normal either.

In that case, rather…

YOUNG-AE raised her head, looking northwest. 

Toward the place where her reliable political collaborator and superior was located.



 
  
    Chapter 38: Truth or Lie (3)


After negotiating with De Leclerc, I and the central army immediately returned to the capital, Rahator. 

Since we had stabilized the front lines, there was no reason to stay and strip the local commander of their authority.

“Your Excellency, you must be exhausted. Perhaps you could rest for at least one night….”

“There’s no time for that. Now is not the moment to be lying around.”

I immediately granted one-week vacations on the spot to the soldiers and officers who had been fighting for a long time. 

This was both to help them recover their condition and as a form of reward for their hard work.

It was also a gesture to let them fully enjoy the fruits of their victory.

During this time, I headed to the office with only my closest confidants, to one of the few places in the capital with perfect security.

Click of the door.

“It’s been a while, everyone. Have you all been well?”

“Welcome, Your Excellency! We sincerely congratulate you on your victory. It was an unprecedented triumph even across the last ten years!!”

“Thanks to you stabilizing two front lines, public sentiment has greatly calmed down! Our influence in parliament has also increased!!”

As soon as I opened the door, a small crowd welcomed me.

Two cardinals, one young lady, one older brother. Four officers and various bourgeois and nobles from our faction – around a dozen people in total.

These were my key confidants and core talents within our sphere of influence.

I had sent a messenger ahead on the way, so they were waiting at the right moment.

“We’ve prepared a modest reception to welcome you, if that would be acceptable–“

“I appreciate the sentiment, but I must decline. There are far more important matters to discuss right now.”

I hated roundabout talk, so I leaned back on the sofa and got straight to the point.

“I heard shocking news from the western front. The enemy commander said that our royal family was actually the cause of this war.”

“….What?”

“Surely, this is just another common bluffing or deception?”

“The circumstances align too precisely for that.”

I revealed everything I had heard from De Leclerc. Everything I could remember, as detailed and comprehensive as possible.

From the previous relationship between the two countries’ royal families to the rumors spread within the empire, and all circumstantial evidence.

The audience, initially puzzled, gradually grew suspicious, and soon changed to serious doubt and contempt.

“If this is true… did the crazy king actually cover up his child’s misdeeds with the people’s lives and money?”

“And without even a hint of reflection about responsibility, desperately concealing all the circumstances?”

“Is this even possible?! Though, considering the royal family’s past behavior, it’s not entirely unbelievable….”

Some condemned, some speculated.

Some lost their last remnant of loyalty to the remaining monarch, while others still denied it as an absurd claim.

The office had somehow transformed into a debate hall, discussing without regard to me.

In the midst of the heated atmosphere, my brother, who had been standing quietly, cautiously spoke up.

“Well, something seems to be clicking into place.”

“Director Royten?”

“Vice-chairman, sir. As I’m assigned to the finance department, I’ve experienced something from the beginning of my public service career.”

Speaking formally to me in an official setting, my brother – now in the highest administrative position among civil servants – still maintained his cautious demeanor.

Was it because of the presence of major political figures?

He hesitated slightly, then carefully spoke:

“About half a year before the war broke out, when I was still a clerk. I was diligently preparing documents for a wedding budget because the crown prince had reached marriageable age.”

“I remember the crown prince’s wedding was two years after that?”

“Yes. During document preparation, it was suddenly canceled. I was in the process of sourcing purchase locations for flower arrangements, dresses, and decorative fabrics when I suddenly received instructions to stop everything and switch to a wartime system.”

This was definitely strange.

Traditionally, marriage of direct royal family members is the royal family’s highest priority.

Unless a national-level catastrophe like a volcanic eruption or massive earthquake occurred, such a cancellation would be unprecedented.

Even if war broke out, they would likely reduce the budget, not completely cancel it – especially if the marriage partner still existed.

“This was a large-scale project involving the Ministry of Foreign Affairs. Everyone was quite disappointed when it was suddenly canceled.”

“If the Foreign Affairs Ministry was involved, it means it was definitely a national marriage, regardless of who the partner was.”

“Ordinarily, the entire Foreign Affairs Department wouldn’t be mobilized. At most, one or two subordinate departments would cooperate. This would require at least the noble bloodline of a famous major power….”

“Come to think of it, I also heard a suspicious story from an acquaintance in the Royal Knights.”

This time, General Elan speaks up – my subordinate who previously served in the 19th Division.

“As you know, Your Excellency, apart from the royal guard we defeated, there’s a separate knight unit responsible for escorting key figures.”

“I’ve met them a few times. But never had much deep involvement.”

This is a fantasy world where magic exists. The upper limit of individual power is much higher than on Earth.

While they can’t necessarily hurl meteors or uproot mountain ranges, individuals can launch fireballs with the power of grenades.

As a result, wizards were popular as bodyguards.

The Royal Knights were a dedicated escort unit composed of wizards who had also trained in swordsmanship and knight skills.

Individually, they were probably the kingdom’s strongest fighters. Though as a collective, we achieved a decisive victory.

“I met a drinking buddy who works there, and he mentioned there’s an unspoken taboo within the unit.”

“Taboo?”

“Yes. Apparently, under no circumstances should junior members ask senior members about events between 11-10 years ago. Despite how much they love boasting about past heroic tales, they absolutely never mention anything from that period.”

“What happened to those who carelessly asked?”

“I’m not sure. But several members have disappeared without a word…. I don’t imagine it was handled well.”

“Hmm.”

Things were getting increasingly suspicious.

Individually, these incidents might seem trivial, but as these suspiciously coincidental stories accumulated, the oddity was becoming sky-piercingly obvious.

At this point, even if it wasn’t a broken imperial engagement, something serious must have happened during that period – something likely involving the royal family’s dark secrets.

“Could it be that what that de Leclerc said is actually true–“

“We cannot conclude definitively yet. This is still just a hypothesis for now.”

He stopped the young lady from rashly drawing conclusions and pointed to Major Kys, who had recently been promoted to deputy director of intelligence.

“Kys, you’ll be in charge of the investigation. I’ll support you with personnel, funds, and administrative power. Investigate the truth by any means necessary.”

“Understood. What is the deadline?”

“As soon as possible. And Lady Arschach, please submit the ceasefire negotiation delegation proposal to the parliament tomorrow. I’ll need to visit the Empire myself.”

I believed I could obtain more detailed information by going to the Empire. 

Since it would be difficult to believe information from just one side, I intended to gather as much information as possible from the perspectives of both countries.

“What?! Isn’t that dangerous?”

“It’s fine. I can’t afford to miss the cause of this damn war just because of concern for my life.”

My life? Of course it’s precious. But to understand why we had to fight, I’m willing to take any risk.

At least I need to tell my subordinates who died in the snow why they died.

To find the reason why those who should have been tilling fields and weaving cloth ended up as corpses riddled with bullets.

“Today’s meeting ends here. I’ll see you again at parliament tomorrow.”

And the next day.

“The Empire is begging for a ceasefire? Do we even need to accept?”

“It’s been 10 years! 10 years of non-stop fighting. Isn’t it time we took a break?”

“If we continue like this, the kingdom will go bankrupt. We need time to reorganize while resting!!”

As always, parliament erupted like a WWE match.

Our faction trying to pass the proposal, and nobles fighting desperately to block it. 

A debate over justification and legitimacy.

No matter how many voting rights they have, they need plausible arguments to justify and promote their actions.

Despite the clear difference in power, a fierce verbal battle ensued.

“No peace with those bastards! No ceasefire until we kill them all!”

“How can you even consider compromising with the kingdom’s enemies?!”

“Stop opposing just for the sake of opposition and provide a proper counterargument! What you’re saying is basically just ‘I don’t like it’!”

“Our national strength has reached its limit. Do you think insisting will change anything? You need to face reality!”

Unlike usual, the debate’s statements tended to appeal more to emotion than reason.

Instead of presenting rational reasoning or evidence, they were stubbornly pushing their point.

It wasn’t simply political opposition – they seemed genuinely desperate to block the proposal.

But lacking logical arguments, they were just being obstinate.

‘How strange. I’ve never seen these guys so desperate before.’

The nobles must have been burdened by massive war expenditures. Yet their reaction suggests something more…hmmm.


“Silence! We will now proceed to vote!”

Eventually, the vote – conducted without narrowing the opinion gap – was naturally won by our faction.

The dispatch of a negotiation delegation to discuss the ceasefire with the Empire was approved.

And this was: A signal of impending upheaval in the kingdom’s long-standing system.



 
  
    Chapter 39: Truth or Lie (4)


Even in times of war, there are certain courtesies that must be observed between parties, especially in the way emissaries are sent and received.

For this reason, even though the negotiation delegation was hastily assembled, it wasn’t put together carelessly. 

On the contrary, it was cautiously composed of individuals deemed most necessary.

“The position of chief envoy is naturally yours, Your Excellency. But who should we appoint as deputy envoy?”

“With all due respect to the Central Army, it can’t be a soldier. It must be someone capable of employing diplomatic language.”

“What about Lady Arschach?”

“That won’t do. She must oversee the capital in my absence. It would be better to yield that position to the noble faction. After all, we agreed to include a few of their members.”

Of course, political interference played a role in this as well.

“The nobles? That will surely lead to conflict…”

“We’ll have to endure it. No matter how dominant our faction may be, we cannot unilaterally conduct negotiations with a foreign nation.”

Even though my faction held the majority in the assembly, it wasn’t an absolute grip on power. 

The opposition, primarily the noble faction, still accounted for about a third of the assembly.

If we completely excluded them and monopolized state affairs, it would undoubtedly provoke backlash—possibly rebellion or even armed conflict.

There’s also no ruling out the possibility that someone might imitate my own actions. 

With precedents already set, why wouldn’t they?

To mitigate this risk, it’s essential to give them a share of the pie, even if only nominally. 

This way, when the negotiations are concluded, there will be no room for claims of tampering or allegations undermining the treaty’s credibility.

“So, we’ll yield this position for now. As for someone suitable from the Foreign Ministry…”

“Let’s leave two scribe positions open as well. Losing those would be the least burdensome.”

Thus, the chief plenipotentiary envoy was naturally me, with full authority over the negotiations. 

I was entrusted to conclude treaties without requiring approval from the assembly or the king.

The deputy envoy was Count Eppenstein, father of a certain deserter who abandoned his post as a grenadier regiment commander because military life was too arduous.

He is currently a senior member of the assembly and a seasoned diplomat from the Foreign Ministry.

The working-level staff was split evenly between experienced Foreign Ministry officials handpicked by my older brother and promising talents introduced through Lady Arschach, with a few members of the noble faction added.

For security, a battalion of the Central Army was assigned as an escort.

“Will this arrangement suffice?”

“It’s not perfect, but it should be adequate. We’ve included several seasoned veterans, after all.”

“These individuals will assist you with matters you’re less familiar with, Your Excellency, including drafting the negotiation documents.”

And so, the delegation was finalized within ten days.

Amid the fervent cheers of the citizens in the capital, we embarked on our journey to the Empire.

Predictably, things began to go awry right from the start.

“So, the day has finally come. I had hoped it wouldn’t.”

“I still question whether these negotiations are truly necessary. We’ve seized the upper hand—why stop now? Wouldn’t it be better to press the Empire until they’re completely subdued?”

Even as I silently gazed out the window, Count Eppenstein continued his relentless chatter.

I had specially arranged for a soundproof carriage, assuming we’d need a private space for discreet discussions on the road. Regret was now creeping in.

If I had to endure this man’s incessant talking, I might have been better off riding a horse instead.

One would think that my silence might convey a lack of interest in conversation, but the count seemed utterly oblivious, his enthusiasm undiminished.

“Representative Royten—no, Vice Speaker Royten—have you reconsidered? Perhaps it’s not too late to turn back to the capital—”

“Count Eppenstein, what exactly is your dissatisfaction?”

Unable to hold back my irritation any longer, I finally spoke up, putting an end to his one-sided tirade.

“Thanks to the victories I’ve secured, the Empire has been forced to retreat, even to the point of begging for several years of respite. When such a rare opportunity presents itself, you should know how to make the most of it. Why, then, are you so eager for more?”

“Ah, no, I’m merely saying it feels wasteful to stop here… After all, aren’t you a soldier as well, Vice Speaker? You’ve spent your life fighting for the Kingdom’s victories! Doesn’t it feel frustrating to agree to a ceasefire at a time like this?”

“A soldier’s duty is not to blindly destroy the enemy but to pursue an efficient victory. Ignoring practical realities and charging into battle without thought isn’t the act of a soldier—it’s the act of a rabid dog.”

Even during assembly deliberations, the noble faction often acted like this. Why, I wondered, were they so insistent on this unreasonable push for continued warfare?

If victory could always be achieved by recklessly advancing during favorable conditions, the concept of a ceasefire wouldn’t even exist. 

Wars would simply devolve into an endless series of mutually destructive battles until both nations collapsed.

But that’s not how war works.

Every war has its time and its limits. 

To overreach beyond one’s capacity is to invite ruin, and right now, the Kingdom was at its limit.

“What we need now is not more troops or supplies but rest. If we continue fighting when the entire society is already worn down by war, the losses will outweigh any gains.”

With the two key fronts stabilized and the lost territories reclaimed, the Kingdom no longer had the capacity for additional operations.

After more than a decade of total war, there was no room for reprieve, either on the frontlines or in the rear.

To launch an offensive from this point would mean advancing into Imperial territory—a monumental challenge. Unfamiliar terrain, overextended supply lines—it wouldn’t be easy.

Sure, we might capture a fortress or two, maybe occupy a few estates. But that would be the extent of it.

Before we could push further, the Imperial forces would regroup and counterattack, driving us back to the Kingdom in disgrace.

Even if Napoleon himself came to take command in my stead, it wouldn’t change this reality.

The losses from such reckless operations would weaken our defensive lines across the board, and the ensuing consequences… well, there’s no need to spell it out. It’s all too obvious.

“As a Count holding a seat in the political arena, you must understand this simple logic. Why, then, do you persist in advocating for such reckless aggression? Or is there some other reason you believe the war must not end?”

“N-no! There’s no such reason! I was just speaking out of regret… We’ve lost so much to this war, after all. It’s hard not to feel bitter when I think of it.”

Though I had indirectly hinted at my suspicion of his motives, Count Eppenstein did not back down. If anything, he continued to stubbornly press his argument.

“I’ll admit that a ceasefire could help the Kingdom recover internally. However, wouldn’t it also give the Empire the opportunity to reorganize its forces? From that perspective, it’s hard to say it would be entirely to our benefit.”

“No, even considering that, the benefits are clear. We’ll have the chance to restore our ravaged lands and strengthen our defenses.”

Once again, I countered his argument succinctly. His logic was too weak to sway me.

So far, the war had primarily been fought on the Kingdom’s soil.

Every volley of gunfire, every clash of steel—all of it had taken place on our land.

While the barren northern snowfields were one thing, the western plains and rolling hills were fertile, productive lands. 

Yet they, too, had been devastated by the war.

How many refugees do you think were displaced from their homes? How many ruined farmlands, abandoned mines, and facilities are there? Even just restoring those will be a massive boon to the Kingdom.

Once the western region’s productivity returns to normal, the dwindling tax revenues will also improve.

“So if you understand, stop with the sophistry. The negotiations have already been decided. Don’t try to overturn them at this point.”

“…Understood. My apologies.”

After that, I was spared any more needless prattle on the journey. Instead, I had to endure the sight of the noble faction gathering every day to whisper among themselves.

I couldn’t help but wonder if they were planning some trouble for later.

We traveled for many days, alternating between well-maintained roads and dirt paths, until we eventually crossed the border.

The flags and emblems symbolizing our nation faded from view, replaced by the Empire’s banners.

“Stop! State your identity and purpose!”

“We are a delegation dispatched by the Kingdom. Here is a document bearing the royal seal—verify it for yourself!”

After a brief inspection to confirm our purpose,

“…Verified. We will escort you. Please follow us.”

With the courteous guidance of the Empire’s border guards, we made our way toward the capital of the United Empire, Orléans.

It didn’t take long—about ten days from the border—and we arrived.

Thanks to the capital’s location in the southern region, the journey wasn’t as grueling despite the northern continent’s cold climate.

“This is it. The heart of our Empire.”

The capital wasn’t as artistic as our Kingdom, but its grandeur and majesty were undeniable.

Massive walls, chaotic yet imposing with countless batteries and watchtowers.

A colossal fortress and defensive city that exuded raw strength and intimidation.

And within, the largest city on the continent, built solely by human hands, boasting an unparalleled population.

A place I had only seen on military maps.

A land I had always thought of as a target to conquer.

We set foot there for the first time.


Then, during the private audience that followed, I was hit with a bombshell.

“…So, you’re telling me the Crown Prince of our Kingdom tried to assault Her Highness, the Princess of your Empire?”

“And before the engagement was even finalized, no less.”

What the hell.



 
  
    Chapter 40: Truth or Lie (5)


When we arrived at the imperial palace, the first thing to greet us was the guards at the entrance barring our way.

“From this point forward, only the ambassador himself may proceed. This is by imperial decree.”

“I am the deputy ambassador of the delegation. Are you saying I cannot enter either?”

“There are no exceptions. We are simply following His Majesty’s orders.”

I don’t know much about these things, but it seems there are established protocols for receiving foreign envoys.

Where guards are stationed, the order in which officials line up, avoiding certain foods at welcoming banquets—details like that.

Apparently, even the smallest oversight in such matters can have serious repercussions on international relations, so specialized departments are created to manage them thoroughly.

Since our Kingdom adhered to such customs, I figured the Empire wouldn’t be much different.

However, the Empire’s treatment of us didn’t seem to follow those formalities.

I couldn’t imagine any established rule calling for a single ambassador to be separated from their delegation like this. 

What would they do if an assassination attempt occurred?

“Is it impossible to bring a guard along?”

“That is correct.”

“Your Excellency, shouldn’t you refuse this? We don’t know what kind of danger might be inside…”

“It’s fine. If the Empire insists, we’ll comply. Count Eppenstein, please escort the rest of the delegation to the accommodations. I’ll join you shortly.”

Frankly, I welcomed the opportunity.

Rather than wasting time on endless formalities and empty rituals, I’d rather get straight to the point.

Some might criticize me for being reckless with my own life, but to be honest, I couldn’t care less.

Right now, the truth mattered more to me than my life.

The truth hidden behind this wretched war.

The truth that made the nobles fiercely oppose a ceasefire, unearthed strange rumors tied to events a decade ago, and even led to records being deliberately erased.

If I could obtain a clue to uncover that truth and pass it on to my subordinates back home, I honestly wouldn’t mind dying here and now.

Delivering due punishment to the culprit behind the war is a task I trust my subordinates will accomplish in due time. 

When that day comes, I’ll gladly await their arrival in hell, content with the knowledge that justice has been served.

“Lead the way. There’s no need to keep them waiting.”

I instructed the other members of the delegation to head to the accommodations and settle in, then followed the guide to our next destination.

Walking down the long corridors of the Imperial Palace, I was led deeper into its heart. 

After about ten minutes, the halls grew quieter, the lighting dimmer, until we finally stopped before a lavishly decorated glass door.

“This is the place.”

“Do I just go in?”

“Yes. He’s waiting inside.”

The room beyond didn’t resemble an audience chamber or an office for officials. 

It was more akin to a private retreat or a secluded lounge for high-ranking royals—a place meant for discretion.

Choosing such a location meant only one thing: the other party wanted to ensure our conversation wouldn’t be overheard.

I took a deep breath and pulled the handle. The hinges moved soundlessly, revealing the room within.

“Ah, you’ve finally arrived.”

Bathed in the soft sunlight filtering through the stained-glass ceiling, there sat a single elderly man.

The de facto ruler of the Great Empire that controlled the northern continent. The father of six children. And, to me, an enemy I had once sworn to never forgive.

“It’s an honor to meet you, Your Majesty.”

He was none other than Louis XVI, Emperor of the United Empire.

“Would you care for some tea? I recently acquired some excellent leaves from Daiching.”

“I appreciate the offer but must decline. I’ve never had the chance to learn the art of tea appreciation.”

“Really? Even as a noble?”

“I’ve spent over ten years on the battlefield, Your Majesty.”

The Emperor, graciously offering black tea, received my polite refusal. 

I gave an excuse, masking my unease. Accepting his hospitality might have risked breaking my composure—something I couldn’t afford at this moment.

Taking a deep breath to calm myself internally, I forced my tone to remain composed as I asked.

“So, what was so urgent that you demanded a private audience the moment I arrived? As an envoy, there would have been plenty of opportunities for a formal discussion.”

“I heard from Leclerc. Apparently, you know nothing about the origins of the war, is that right?”

“…Embarrassingly so.”

Looking back, the kingdom had been unusually silent about the reasons behind the war. Instead of clarifying the cause, their propaganda was always about protecting the nation from the treacherous Empire, saving the lives of our families and fellow citizens—just vague rhetoric.

I had wondered about it in the past, but with survival being a daily struggle, I had no time to pursue those questions. In a life-or-death battle every day, who has the luxury of worrying about such things?

I simply assumed the Empire had fabricated some pretext for invasion or that a border dispute had escalated into full-scale war. 

Over time, those questions faded, and before I knew it, ten years had passed. It felt far too late to seek answers to such distant doubts.

“Ah, those damn Riodolphs,” the Emperor muttered, clicking his tongue in disapproval. 

“They’ve always been good at hiding their dirty laundry, despite being a mess at handling their own brats.”

He sighed, glancing at me with a mix of pity and resignation.

“I called you here because I couldn’t stand the thought of someone who served as a deputy commander on the front lines being duped by Carl VII. After all you’ve endured these past ten years, you deserve to know the truth.”

The Emperor sat down on a nearby sofa, lost in thought for a moment before addressing me again.

“So, how much have you heard? Leclerc must’ve told you something.”

“I’ve only been told that the Second Imperial Princess was almost wronged by our Crown Prince. But I don’t know the exact details.”

“Wronged? …Well, that’s a polite way to put it. The bastard’s depravity goes far beyond something so mild.”

“But it wasn’t just that.”

I had guessed it was something serious, considering he made the princess cry and enraged the Emperor. 

But for it to be described like this? What could it have been? Did he commit murder in the Imperial Palace or something?

Feeling a bit tense, I awaited his answer.

The Emperor’s following explanation, however, didn’t just shock me—it left me utterly despairing.

“An attempted rape.”

“…Excuse me?”

“That bastard tried to violate my daughter but failed.”

This wasn’t some twisted joke or pun. 

He meant rape—a heinous crime treated as a severe offense in any country.

Even if a royal committed such an act against a mere commoner, they’d be reviled as scum. 

But to attempt it against a royal from another nation? Could that actually be real?

“Before I knew the true nature of that damned bastard, I arranged a meeting between him and my second daughter. It was intended to forge goodwill through a royal marriage between allied nations.”

“I’ve heard about that. You wanted them to get acquainted before formally announcing an engagement, correct?”

“Exactly. The meeting itself went rather well. Even Lily seemed to like him.”

Lily—an affectionate nickname for the second princess, I suppose. If I recall correctly, the Crown Prince was about five years older than me.

He’s still infamous for his good looks, so I imagine he must have been the same back then. 

It’s natural for someone’s first impression to be swayed by appearances, overlooking any flaws.

“The trouble came after that.”

The Emperor clicked his tongue as he took a sip of his now lukewarm tea.

“At the time, the Crown Prince was staying in the eastern wing of the Imperial Palace. Naturally, we couldn’t just give a visiting royal a single room and call it a day. But the bastard turned the place into a brothel.”

My mind went numb. A brothel? Bringing prostitutes into the palace to indulge in debauchery?

Is it really acceptable to behave like that in someone else’s home? Especially in a foreign country seeking a marriage partner?

“…Is this really okay?”

“Okay? How could it be okay?! This is a blatant disrespect that warrants an immediate lifetime banishment! It’s unimaginable!”

The Emperor slammed his armrest down hard, his face contorted with deep hatred and anger. 

It was entirely justified. In a family that has been living through generations of honor, who could tolerate such disgraceful behavior?

“I held back for now. After all, I personally invited the guest. I may have given up on arranging an engagement, but I intended to at least treat him well and send him back to his homeland with dignity.”

“And then the incident happened.”

“It was a late-night affair.”

Even now, just recalling it makes his teeth clench.

“Louise—that’s my second daughter—went to the eastern wing on her own. She just wanted to meet him one last time before he returned home.”

“You didn’t warn her about what the Crown Prince was doing?”

“Would you want to subject a precious daughter, raised like a delicate flower, to such a scene of drunkenness and unchecked lust? Thinking back, maybe I should have warned her earlier.”

Unlike men, women’s sexual education is approached very cautiously. 

During this time, societal norms were heavily influenced by religion, making sexual attitudes extremely conservative.

The Imperial family likely followed similar traditions, yet it became the root cause of this tragedy.

“My innocent child, unaware, entered the wing only to be mistaken by the Crown Prince for a newly arrived prostitute. Drunk beyond recognition, he couldn’t even tell who she was. He stripped her and tried to force himself on her before being stopped at the last moment by the palace guards.”

“And what happened after that? You’ve experienced it firsthand, so I won’t need to explain.”

The Emperor finished his tea, locking eyes with me.

“This is the full truth of what you’ve been wanting to know. If you still don’t believe it, I can present further evidence—”

“No, it’s fine.”


I bowed my head deeply, my voice weary as I declined.

Hearing more, absorbing new information—it was too much to handle. My head was already overwhelmed.

“The truth is evident just from hearing it.”

Suppressing the urge to scream and lose control of my emotions was hard enough as it was.



 
  
    Chapter 41: Truth or Lie (6)


“Just going by hearsay and drawing conclusions? That… well, it’s not exactly my place to say, but isn’t it a bit hasty?”

“No, it’s sufficient.”

The Emperor, observing my flushed and tense expression, asked cautiously.

In truth, his statement holds some validity. 

Objectively speaking, the information and reasoning I’ve gathered thus far are somewhat lacking for a firm conclusion.

The story I heard during my private meeting with the Emperor merely expanded upon the testimony given by General Leclerc, not presenting any entirely new revelations.

Even if this is a ploy devised by Emperor Louis XVI and his court to deceive us, it’s not entirely impossible.

Yet, despite the uncertainties, I knew without hesitation what the truth was.

Thanks to two specific pieces of circumstantial evidence I’ve seen and experienced firsthand.

“You wouldn’t go to such lengths to sully your own child’s honor just to deceive me, would you?”

First, there is the fact that the war was initiated by the Crown Prince’s attempted assault on the Imperial Princess.

It’s a deeply absurd yet understandable reason for war, but there is a crucial flaw in this narrative.

The result of this event drastically tarnishes the reputation of the Second Princess abroad as a ‘defiled princess.’

This world, although resembling a medieval fantasy setting in terms of its technology and political structure, still holds deeply antiquated moral standards.

With such a title attached, what do you think her future will look like?

“Life as an Imperial family member is essentially over.”

Officially, the term “assault” is avoided, described instead as rude conduct or diplomatic misconduct. 

Yet, with witnesses present, testimonies are bound to spread.

Within the Empire’s nobility, there are those who secretly know the truth of that fateful day.

Those talking behind her back won’t be few. 

Though they might not openly spread rumors, they’d certainly share the gossip in whispers. 

Even if she wasn’t truly assaulted, it wouldn’t matter. 

The perception from the outside will treat her as if she were, making her completely tainted and unusable.

‘No more political marriages, no more social gatherings. She’ll have no choice but to enter a convent and spend the rest of her days there.’

No matter how much protection the Emperor offers as a beloved child, finding a suitable marriage match becomes a permanent impossibility.

Wherever she goes, whispers will follow, and potential suitors won’t see her as a woman to bear heirs—only as a tarnished noblewoman. 

In a stratified society, a high-born woman losing her chastity is akin to a curse.

Of course, there are plenty of women who secretly engage in such behavior, maintaining a façade of purity. 

However, they haven’t been publicly exposed.

What matters most is the outward appearance and reputation. With the official label of non-virginity, the Second Princess will never reclaim her former honor.

“I conversed with some of the Empire’s people on my way here. They seemed to have heard something about what happened in the palace.”

“Indeed. It was disseminated across the Empire to rally support for war efforts.”

“Though we’ve only just met, I don’t believe His Majesty would deliberately ruin his child’s future for the sake of crafting a false narrative. Surely, you didn’t fabricate an event that never occurred?”

The Empire has spread the story far and wide for propaganda purposes. 

The news has reached even remote villages, making it nearly impossible to find someone unaware.

While the justification for the war is understandable, it has led to the complete destruction of an innocent noble’s future.

Emperor Louis XVI is not the type to fabricate such a scheme.

He may have the coldness to exploit past events, but he is not heartless enough to fabricate new ones.

“If it were fake, someone would have appeared to expose it.”

Moreover, if it really was a fabricated justification, then?

Someone should have appeared over the past ten years, at least once, to reveal the truth.

Even if the Emperor’s plot was meticulously prepared, there’s no way there wouldn’t have been internal resistance when it came to ruining the lives of innocent people.

The kingdom has captured thousands of high-ranking prisoners over the years.

It’s highly likely that someone would have noticed by now and launched a large-scale propaganda campaign.

“And.”

“Hm?”

“The royal family of this country is not intelligent enough to commit such madness openly. The father sacrificed a whole front line for a mere ornament, and the son, driven by lust, could easily have assaulted foreign royalty. Wouldn’t that seem possible?”

“…That’s an oddly convincing argument.”

Next, the second point.

It’s too hard to believe in the Crown Prince’s self-control and morality, given the catastrophic track record of our King.

What kind of disgusting deeds has King Carl VII committed over the years? Since the war broke out, he’s been continually manipulated by the nobles, squeezing the blood and sweat of the common people.

While soldiers were dying on the frontlines, he wasted time on feasts and banquets in the rear.

Rather than being the nation’s unifying figure, he became its burden.

Is that all? The Queen is the one who ordered the abandonment of the northern front and the full retreat just to buy expensive jewelry for herself at a social gathering.

Thanks to that, our northern army was enraged and awakened as revolutionary forces.

Even after all this, he couldn’t come to his senses and tried to regain power by negotiating with the clergy, only for me to catch him red-handed.

He had fallen into being a complete failure.

He’s a guy who has never properly shown anything as a king. Not just rarely or infrequently, he simply doesn’t exist at all.

“It’s a case of the apple not falling far from the tree. The seeds that were sown went wrong, so the results can’t be normal.”

This world has a stronger influence of genetics than the Earth I was on.

Due to the magic present within the body, it’s easy for the parents’ traits to manifest in their children.

Inherited characteristics clearly affect both the mind and body, that’s what it means.

But isn’t my father like a brainless bastard who lives without a brain? And my mother is a selfish bitch who doesn’t care about the country if it’s for luxury?

I didn’t think a child inheriting such conditions would be okay. 

It might seem plausible on the surface, but there must be something wrong internally.

“Come to think of it, didn’t Lady Arschach complain that the Crown Prince kept neglecting his wife and courting someone else?”

Looking back on my memories, there was already a previous incident. At this point, we might as well consider that it has passed the practical test.

“Thank you for the detailed explanation, Your Majesty. It was a great help.”

After organizing my thoughts, I stood up from the sofa and respectfully bowed. Expressing my gratitude for giving me assurance when I was wavering.

“I will use the information you provided usefully when I return. It will certainly be helpful for Gyu-guk as well.”

“If you’re going to purge the Crown Prince, why don’t you send him to us instead of killing him? I personally want to take revenge for the disgrace done to my daughter.”

“I will try to show as much leniency as possible. However, please don’t expect that he will arrive without any limbs being harmed.”

Unfortunately, I couldn’t give a definite answer.

Because if I punish him, he might lose a limb or an eye or two.

To be honest, when I return to the kingdom and face those who ruined my life and the lives of my people, I’m not sure if I’ll be able to act rationally.

Meanwhile, at the kingdom’s negotiation team’s lodging:

“Goddamn it. So we finally arrived here.”

“We should have turned back somehow… Maybe we should have caused an accident with the carriage.”

“There was no opportunity. There were too many watchful eyes, and thanks to that, our situation became as fragile as a candle in the wind.”

Members of the negotiation team, sent by the noble faction, gathered in a room that felt like a funeral.

They had finally arrived at the land where they had hoped no kingdom citizens would come before the war ended.

To the country that hid the forbidden secrets the rulers of the kingdom desperately wanted to conceal.

It had happened.

The event they had to prevent had now occurred, and they couldn’t shake off the gloom.

“Has Deputy Chair Royten returned yet?”

“The Emperor wanted a private audience, didn’t he? He’ll be back after quite some time.”

The meeting between the kingdom’s real power figures and the Empire’s highest authority.

No one was unaware of what that meant.

Especially since they had noticed what Carolus von Royten and his close associates had recently been interested in.

“It won’t just be about the ceasefire. If the conversation goes on, I’m sure…”

“…The question will come up. Why did the war even happen?”

To have been selected for this mission, they were individuals with standing and abilities within their factions.

They all had a good idea of the secret that the noble families had hidden for so long. 

They were also well aware of the aftermath and the price they would have to pay once it was uncovered.

Losing power and wealth might be the best case scenario, but it wouldn’t be surprising if the royal family and high-ranking nobles disappeared entirely from the kingdom.

“We must stop it. Whatever it takes, we must prevent the information from reaching the kingdom.”

“How? Once Royten leaves, he’ll spread the word everywhere.”


“We’ll have to use extreme measures. The immediate priority is to survive this crisis.”

Therefore, those desperate to survive decided to resort to any means necessary.

“If we ignore the consequences down the line, there’s a lot we can do.”

Even if it means destroying the kingdom’s future.



 
  
    Chapter 42: Blood wind


“Well, let’s leave the story about my daughter here for now. Let’s move on to something else. How long do you think the war will last before it stops?”

“Well, do you have any specific timeframe in mind?”

The original purpose of our visit to the Empire was more or less resolved. Now, we shifted the topic to external matters.

Specifically, a ceasefire agreement.

We brought several attendants to discuss the specific details and draft the documents, but in the end, they are merely people who must follow orders.

Ultimately, the final decision rests with me and the Emperor sitting before me.

If we don’t discuss and settle the general matters ourselves, the subordinates won’t be able to do their work.

“Did Leclerc suggest three years? I’d like to extend that a bit and propose five years. Starting from the day the agreement is signed.”

“Five years… That seems too long. Isn’t that enough time to completely overhaul the country’s defense system?”

“We’ve been fighting non-stop for ten years, struggling and enduring. We need at least that much time to re-organize the country.”

Louis XVI wanted five years.

Since the front lines had already extended beyond the kingdom’s territory, it seemed he intended to use this opportunity to re-organize the military and take care of the internal affairs of the country.

Having waged total war under a pre-modern system must have heavily burdened the nation’s economy in many ways.

It likely seemed impossible to heal the wounds and restore things in less than a year or two.

“For me, it’s hard to offer more than two years. I just want to give us some time to catch our breath, not to negotiate a re-engagement in battle with full preparations.”

On the other hand, my proposal was only for two years. 

Just like the Korean War, calling it a ceasefire but in reality ending the war, I didn’t see the need to leave such a long period of time.

Such an ambiguous approach, I couldn’t accept it, and neither could my tired subordinates and soldiers.

And, by the way, The contents of the agreement being made in this negotiation likely won’t have much value. 

Even if it’s done hastily and carelessly, it’s fine.

Why? Well, because I genuinely intend to end the war.

“Don’t be too harsh, and please cooperate with my opinion. I’ll end the war before the ceasefire period even ends.”

“Oh? How do you plan to do that?”

“I’ll strip the king of everything—his authority, his power, his honor—everything. He’ll become no more than a commoner, even less than that.”

When I first proposed a constitutional monarchy to Lady Arschach, I didn’t plan to suppress him this thoroughly.

No matter how much I disliked him and wanted to beat him down, he was still a ruler.

If I persecuted him too much, the consequences would be too frightening to ignore.

At that time, my goal was to take away his power, secure our position, and turn him into a puppet.

I aimed to limit him, like the European monarchs of England or Denmark, who reign but don’t govern.

But now, it’s different.

“These damned bastards don’t deserve any mercy.”

Reign? That’s ridiculous.

These bastards don’t deserve respect or any reason for it.

I can’t believe I spent ten years of my life for scum like them. 

No matter how I think about it, it’s unfair, and I’m filled with rage.

No reigning, no ruling. All they’ll be left with is the bare minimum of human rights that every person should have.

They may call themselves royalty, but I’ll reduce them to a position no different from commoners.

“And now, I’ve found the perfect justification.”

The king, who caused the war and hid the truth for ten years—what a perfect political card.

Not only did he abandon the northern front, but he also blames the entire cause of the war on them?

At this point, even the people who have spent their entire lives learning loyalty to the royal family and have had their brains hardened would be persuaded by anger and turn against them.

To be honest, if I wanted to, I could aim for a complete dynastic change.

This would go down in history as a rare case of a popular revolution with broad public support, a reversal of power.

Well, I’m not planning to create a new royal family with a different surname just yet, though. Anyway,

The best outcome would be something like the Japanese Imperial Family of the 21st century, or even lower. That’s the fate I envision for the House of Riodolph.

A position where they live on government allowances, always watching their backs.

The Emperor of Japan, at least, is treated like a living sage, but they won’t even receive that level of respect or reverence.

For those who have soaked in privileges all their lives, this would be a perfectly fitting punishment.

“If we put all the blame and responsibility on the king, achieving peace will be easy. The consequences won’t fall on me.”

“I see. You plan to use him as a scapegoat.”

“Yes, the one who caused the mess should clean it up, that’s how it works.”

And if I turn the royal family into vegetables, so to speak? After driving out the royalists and solidifying my foundation, I can sign a peace treaty with the Empire without any burdens.

No criticism, no political costs, just my way.

Even if the warmongers, the war profiteers, and those who want to fight until the end protest.

Even if the country faces complaints and losses due to the peace agreement.

I can shift all the blame onto the royal family.

This is a common phenomenon even in democratic societies—when a new government takes power, they often shift the blame onto their predecessors.

“So, what do you think?”

“I understand. I’ll do it the way you want.”

“Wise choice.”

So, we quickly reached an agreement on the future of the kingdom.

The subsequent process was simple.

Based on the rough outline the two of us had agreed on, we added details to create the treaty clauses.

We edited and modified the sentences with diplomatic phrasing and appropriate language.

Ah, and there were also small power struggles over the expressions and word order used to refer to each other.

After some expert work and additional consultations, a few pages of a well-crafted document were completed in just a few days.

“Then, by signing here, we will ratify the ceasefire treaty between the Holy Union Empire and the Kingdom of Ulranor.”

In front of the representatives of both nations, Louis XVI and I each signed and stamped the end of the treaty.

With this, neither country would be able to carry out any military activities near the borders for the next two years.

Only a small garrison could be stationed; no military training, no forward deployments—everything would return temporarily to the pre-war status.

“I’m sure you’re looking forward to it, Vice Chair Royten.”

“Don’t worry, Your Majesty. I’ll soon repay you with satisfactory news.”

The public signing ceremony ended like this.

All official events in the Empire were now complete.

So, what’s next? Naturally, the after-party.

“The banquet hall is prepared with food and music. Today, regardless of nationality, everyone should eat and enjoy freely.”

“Oh, is there going to be a ball? I’m not good at dancing.”

“Then just sit somewhere and drink. It’s a rare feast, so let’s enjoy it.”

With the Emperor’s consideration, we entered the banquet hall, laughing and in high spirits.

There were mountains of tasks ahead, but for now, we had finished the big task, so we thought we should celebrate.

…Little did I know, this would be the calm before the storm.

What kind of threats would lie ahead for me?

“Now, let’s all raise our glasses! To the peace between the Kingdom and the Empire, cheers!”

“Cheers!”

In the warm atmosphere, glasses and dishes were passed around.

A sip of wine and a bite of meat slid down my throat, while soft bread and dumplings filled my hungry stomach.

To the uplifting melodies, the attendees swayed with their female partners, or whispered sweet words in each other’s ears.

Or they huddled together, laughing over jokes.

It was hard to believe this was the same country that had been at war just hours ago, yet the peace, even if temporary, had brought a sense of relief to everyone.

“Sir, would you care to dance a song? There are young ladies lined up who would like to dance with you.”

“No thanks. At my age, why would I dance with children?”

“But you’re not even in your 30s yet…”

“And those girls aren’t even in their 20s.”

Well, unfortunately, I wasn’t really able to enjoy myself that much.

Since becoming an adult, I had spent most of my years in the army and on the battlefield, so I wasn’t exactly well-versed in socializing. 

I stayed off to the side, sipping my drink, walking around with my aide, and occasionally speaking with the Emperor.

“By the way, have you gotten married yet? By the time I knew you, you already had three kids.”

“Not yet. I haven’t had the time.”

“Ah, that’s unfortunate. All I can say is, I feel sorry for you.”

It wasn’t just a polite remark; he genuinely seemed sympathetic, and I had no response to that.

When I think about it, my situation really is tragic. 

All I wanted was to live a simple life, settle down, and take it easy.

But now, here I am, fighting to survive while stuck in this political mess.

And it’s all because of those damn royal scum.

“…Let’s not talk about sad things on such a good day. Talking about it will only make us feel worse.”

“That’s true. Let’s just have a toast.”

The Emperor passed me a glass, taken from a servant who was passing by. It was pale, yellowish-white wine.

I clinked my glass lightly with his and tilted it to my lips. But just as I was about to take a sip, I realized something was wrong.

“Wait! Don’t drink it!!”

“Huh?”

–Clink!

I quickly knocked the Emperor’s glass out of his hand and threw mine to the floor. 

Just in case, I rinsed my mouth with the water flask I had and wiped off any residue.

Shit, who the hell brought this?

“Why the sudden reaction, sir?”

“It’s poison. Fugu poison. If we had drunk it, both you and I would have been paralyzed and dead by now.”

I recognized it from an incident back in the army when a spy had laced the drinks with it.

You can feel a slight paralysis when it touches your skin. 

That’s what killed my superior back then.

“Who the hell would do something like this?”

“I don’t know either. For now, stop the banquet. We need to investigate all the drinks and food served today. Check if there were any magicians involved—”

“Die, Royten!!”

Just as I was about to take action, a sudden shout came from behind. 

A cold sensation crawled up my neck, and I turned.

It’s coming. An assassin? I calmly bent my body, then turned around and swung my arm.


“Die!!”

–Crack!

A heavy sensation hit my hand, followed by the sound of something breaking.

Daring to aim for my back? You’ve got at least ten years before you can pull that off, kid.



 
  
    Chapter 43: I’ll kill them all


At the northern front, one of the most troublesome issues was weapon portability. 

The battlefield environment was so harsh that one could never predict when an ambush or battle might occur. 

The standard-issued equipment alone felt utterly insufficient. 

I always carried a long sword at my waist and a pistol in my coat, but those armaments had clear limitations. 

The pistol was single-shot, rendering it useless after one shot, and the sword would likely shatter if it struck armor. 

There were more than a few times I picked up enemy equipment after my own weapons were damaged on the battlefield.

Perhaps because of this. 

Around the time I was promoted to colonel, I started adding subtle modifications to my military uniform. 

Specifically, I added iron armor around the sleeves. 

It might look peculiar, but surprisingly, it was quite useful. In urgent moments, it became a defensive guard for my wrist, and when throwing punches, it served as a makeshift gauntlet. 

Except for making the clothing slightly heavier, it wasn’t inconvenient at all.

What’s the connection to the current situation, you ask? Of course, there’s a connection. 

I’m currently wearing a military uniform.

“Oh, it’s been a while. I stopped fighting hand-to-hand when I was promoted to major general.” 

I’m glad I didn’t dress up fancy for this banquet. 

No matter how much power and status one gains, unexpected threats keep arising. 

I should conduct a massive purge soon.

“Rest assured. I’ll interrogate you, so I won’t kill you.” 

–Crack! 

I grabbed the head of the man who directly brandished a knife at me and crushed his facial bones, rendering him unconscious. 

I’ve already taken care of his cervical vertebrae with a lariat, so he won’t be moving for a while. 

Even if he survives, he’ll likely be disabled for life.

“Kyaaak!!” 

“M-Murder! Someone has been killed with bare hands!!” 

“Someone’s targeting the Emperor! Immediately call the royal guards and seal off the banquet hall. Don’t let anyone leave!!”

Ignoring the noisy commotion, I quickly scanned the surroundings. 

Such a large-scale incident couldn’t have been planned and executed by just one person. 

Not only was poison secretly added to the drinks everyone receives, but hidden daggers were also smuggled past the guards’ inspection.

There must definitely be multiple accomplices. 

And for the smooth execution of the assassination attempt, the co-conspirators were likely present within this banquet hall. 

‘Damn.’

As expected, I soon spotted suspicious faces. 

Pale complexions, breaking into cold sweats, not knowing what to do. 

The problem was that these people were actually part of our negotiation delegation.

“Councilor Eppenstein.” 

“Oh?! Why are you suddenly calling me, Deputy Chairman??” 

“Why are you so restless? Like someone desperate to go to the bathroom.”

Deputy Negotiation Commissioner COUNT Eppensein, along with several secretaries and councilors. 

Though there were quite a few people, they surprisingly shared one common characteristic. 

They were all selected after being recommended by the nobility faction.

I wasn’t stupid enough to not understand what this situation meant. 

‘These bastards have finally crossed the line.’

I calmly clenched my fist. 

Wiping the blood from my hand and cracking my bones, I approached.

“Do you have any discomfort? Or perhaps something weighing on your mind?” 

“W-What are you talking about? I have no problems! I’m perfectly fine, so stop these strange suspicions!” 

“Is that so? I’m suspicious. It seems you and those friends standing behind you… were the ones who orchestrated this.”

Directly pointing them out as perpetrators, the Count finally couldn’t bear the pressure and drew a dagger, shouting.

“Damn it, attack! No matter how much of a northern wolf you are, you can’t handle a group attack!!” 

“Die, you treacherous bastards!!” 

Men who had hidden small blades as decorations suddenly rushed towards me.

Perhaps because they’re novices, their posture is a mess, but they seem more than capable of killing at least one person. 

Regardless of what happens afterward, their intent to take me down is clearly evident. 

Sighing at the foolish stubbornness of those struggling to the end, I lightly stepped and struck their vital points in sequence.

“Keuhaak!” 

“Uuk! Gwehh…” 

The assassins grabbing their solar plexus and hamstrings, rolling on the floor. 

It was nothing more than a farcical comedy. 

Haven’t you fought in a 10-to-one situation before? I’m a survival hero who has experienced and survived every tactical situation possible in the snowfields.

You parasites who’ve been lazily lounging in the rear, you’re not qualified to challenge me.

“Royal guards! Arrest these criminals and throw them in the imperial prison. Further disposition will be discussed with His Majesty and myself!” 

“Understood. Hurry and take them away!”

After handing over the criminals to the soldiers who rushed in, only Count Eppenstein remained.

Staring at the man breathing roughly, I placed my military boot on his nape and pressed down firmly.

“Kkeuuk…”

“Shall we have a cozy little chat, dear councilor? Or should I say, my beloved attempted murderer?”

Well. 

The neck is a vital point where numerous nerve bundles and critical organs like the brainstem are located. 

Just a slight press causes incredible pain and pressure. 

Moreover, when stepped on with a boot studded with metal cleats…

“Why did you commit such a crazy act? What was the reason for trying to kill the ambassador right in the heart of enemy territory? No, you don’t need to answer. I can roughly guess. Because you know too much. Isn’t that right?”

“…”

“I see.”

The wavering in his eyes suggests I’ve hit the mark.

Not only did they prepare poison, but they also readied blades for a double trap. 

To go this far in a foreign country, with a tight timeframe, they must have had sufficient justification.

No matter our political hostility, this isn’t a level of aggression where one would target lives.

If I were to guess the cause, there’s only one possibility. 

These guys are anticipating what I might have heard from Louis XVI.

“You needed to silence me because I learned the truth you’ve desperately hidden. If I return and spread it, both the nobility and the royal family would be finished.”

“Damn, you’re perceptive.”

I should have suspected from the moment they begged me multiple times on the way back. 

They already knew everything.

Seeing what information might be revealed in the Empire, where the realities of war are widespread, they tried to block it somehow.

Moreover, since I had a direct private meeting with Louis XVI, they were trying to handle it by any means necessary.

‘If it were just this, I might have understood.’

But questions remained.

If they had plotted against me and my subordinates, I could have understood, separate from my anger. 

At least there would be rationality in target selection.

But why target the monarch? And a monarch of another country?

Are these bastards trying to destroy the country?

“Why try to poison the Emperor? If he were assassinated, the Empire and the Kingdom would have been forced into a truly life-or-death conflict. Did you want war that badly?”

The Count ground his teeth and spat out blood-mixed saliva, retorting, “Isn’t it obvious? We’re doing this to survive!”

“…What are you talking about?”

“The moment you return, we’re doomed. If even one of the delegation survives, your faction back home will move. To strip away all our authority and cause our downfall!!”

“You’ll pay for your sins. Did you think you could suck the people’s blood under the pretext of war without taking any responsibility?”

“That’s the natural duty of commoners!!”

The Count cried out as if in agony, expressing an absurdly unreasonable sentiment with desperate passion.

“We have blue blood! We’re the bloodline chosen to rule the kingdom! Is it a crime to collect some taxes to wage war!! You’re oppressing us with unreasonable force, so we had no choice but to take extreme measures!!”

“…What does that have to do with killing the Emperor?”

“If you and Louis XVI die together, we’ll have no room to be oppressed! The war will intensify, and the kingdom’s chaotic order will be restored to its proper course!”

Hearing this, I barely clenched my teeth and answered, “I see. Understood.”

Indeed, you were creatures that should not exist.

[If you don’t expect anything, you won’t be disappointed.] 

Since coming to this world, I’ve realized this is a wrong statement. 

There should be a basic line of decency between humans, even without expectations. 

But there are too many bastards who can’t even maintain that.

To truly avoid disappointment, one must not even consider them human. If you don’t consider them as intelligent civilized beings, you’ll avoid feeling hurt.

And these nobles are the same. 

They’re just beasts. 

Thoroughly selfish, knowing only themselves, unable to correct their bad habits.

To stop these beasts’ wickedness, There’s no choice but to kill them all. Definitively and thoroughly.

It’s not enough to just strip away their power. 

Their lives must be taken. All their minimal basic rights must be revoked.

Exterminated. 

Like culling pigs infected with foot-and-mouth disease. 

Completely eradicated, their seed dried up.

–Crack. 

I crushed the bones between his neck with strong pressure. 

A clean and definitive instant death.

After wiping my shoes on the corpse’s clothes, I turned to the Emperor and apologized. 

“Forgive me, Your Majesty. Our idiots have caused you great trouble.”

Though fortunately unharmed, an assassination attempt had been made. 

The kingdom now owes the Empire a massive diplomatic debt.

To repay that debt, I quickly proposed an impromptu deal to the Emperor.

“May I make a suggestion as an apology?” 

“Go ahead and speak.”

“Within a year, I’ll transfer the Helgoland Border Count’s territory to the Empire. In return, please resolve this incident by punishing those directly involved. And…”

I paused slightly before continuing, “Please agree to recognize any political changes in the kingdom and refrain from accepting refugees for the time being.”

The Helgoland Count’s territory is located right in the middle of the western front, which has become a battlefield. 

It’s not particularly large, but it’s a decent land with good farming. 

Moreover, since the owners are hardcore royalists, from our perspective, sacrificing them wouldn’t be a significant loss.

By handing over this territory, we’re asking them not to escalate this incident. 


If they cooperate well, we’ll carry out political reforms as desired and completely eliminate the idiotic ruling class to end the war.

“Of course, the war instigators will be sent to the Empire to receive appropriate punishment. What do you think?”

The Emperor pondered for a moment before nodding. 

“No harm in that. I accept.”



 
  
    Chapter 44: The Outpost of Sparks


A few days after the disastrous banquet ended in utter chaos.

Carolus and his entourage, now in an awkward position, hurried to set out on their return journey.

It was inevitable—after all, an attempted assassin of the emperor had entered the empire as a member of the kingdom’s delegation.

Naturally, the glances from those around them were far from friendly.

Even though the situation had been handled as best as possible, the tension in the air made it clear they had overstayed their welcome.

Thus, they decided to leave on their own accord.

“Your Majesty, we will take our leave now. I hope you remain in good health.”

“I’ll see you again soon at the armistice negotiations. I’ve put the agreements in writing, so if you fail to honor them, prepare yourself.”

And with that…

Who will take care of the Demon King now?

“Of course, Your Majesty.”

The kingdom’s delegation departed.

To bid farewell to the departing guests who wisely chose an appropriate time to leave, the empire held a modest send-off ceremony.

There were no salutes or fireworks, but instead, the Emperor himself personally escorted them.

This was an act of consideration—not overly rude, but also avoiding any unnecessary provocations that could lead to further conflicts.

“If only I had a son-in-law like you,” 

“If only I had a brilliant lord like Your Majesty, I would have no regrets. Alas, I was born in the kingdom instead…”

Carolus replied, mixing a complaint that was about 140% sincere under the guise of a mere pleasantry.

Then, he mounted his horse and set off toward the capital of his kingdom.

The emperor watched quietly as the delegation and their escorts grew smaller in the distance.

Standing beside him, one of his ministers finally broke the silence.

“They’re finally gone.”

“‘Already gone’ might be more accurate. Normally, they would have stayed at least another week.”

The one speaking was none other than Sebastian de Leclerc, the former commander-in-chief of the western front, now retired from active duty.

“I still cannot understand their foolish loyalty. Was it truly necessary to let them leave so peacefully? The attempted assassination alone would have been enough justification to execute them all without repercussions.”

The emperor shook his head in response, his expression resolute.

The incident was no trivial matter—it was an assassination attempt on the Emperor himself.

Not just any noble or a distant member of the royal family, but the ruler of the empire!

If he hadn’t discarded his drink at the last moment, they might already be holding his funeral.

The situation could have easily justified executing them all under the pretext of treason.

So why? Why did the Emperor so readily accept Carolus’s proposal? Why spare a major political figure from a hostile nation?

Sebastian, a long-time friend of the Emperor, voiced his confusion.

In response, the Emperor replied as if the answer were obvious.

“Because we couldn’t kill him.”

“…Excuse me?”

“We couldn’t kill him, that bastard Carolus. Even if we had tried with all our might, he’d have somehow survived and fled back to the kingdom.”

Recalling the events at the banquet, Emperor Louis XVI visibly shuddered.

The memory was still vivid—the assassins falling like autumn leaves as they were subdued.

“You wouldn’t know because you weren’t there. Carolus killed people barehanded. No weapons, nothing—just his fists and feet. He swung his arms and kicked, and grown men collapsed, lifeless.”

It had been a sudden attack. 

Surely, Carolus wouldn’t have been armed for safety reasons.

Yet with only his hands and feet, he crushed bones and struck lethal points with brutal precision.

He displayed techniques that even elite assassins wouldn’t have been able to match, all with unnerving ease.

And it wasn’t one-on-one combat either. He was half-surrounded by five or six assassins.

Yet, without breaking a sweat, he massacred them as if it were a routine task—calm, unfazed, and efficient.

“That bastard Carolus isn’t just an officer. As a warrior, he’s reached a level of mastery.
Even if he were to face our imperial knights in a duel, I’m certain he’d easily emerge victorious.”

“…He’s that formidable?”

“If you’d seen it for yourself, you’d undoubtedly agree with me.”

And to make matters worse, this human weapon didn’t come to the empire alone.

He was accompanied by a full escort of hundreds of guards.

The veterans accompanying Carolus were handpicked from the North Army (referred to as the South Army in the Empire)—highly skilled individuals whose capabilities were beyond question.

Even in the direst of circumstances, while it might be impossible to ensure the escape of the entire group, they could certainly secure the safe return of Carolus alone to the kingdom.

It goes without saying that if he survived such an ordeal, his hatred for the Empire would grow exponentially.

That’s why it was better to let him leave peacefully. 

No need to poke the hornet’s nest and invite disaster.

“Of course, that’s not the only reason,” the Emperor admitted. 

“Part of it was also about earning his favor.”

“What do you mean by that?”

“Do you think Carolus von Royten is someone who would be content with his current position? A man who wields such power at such a young age?”

Ah, and there was one more thing—to establish a connection with the future leader of the kingdom.

At present, Carolus von Royten was undeniably the central figure of the kingdom’s political sphere.

According to intelligence reports, he controlled a massive faction and effectively dictated the actions of the assembly.

If, upon his return, Carolus succeeded in punishing those responsible for the war, conducting purges, and launching sweeping political reforms, his power would soon be firmly cemented.

Not just as a politician, but at a level comparable to that of a sovereign.

It was entirely plausible that he could render King Carl VII a mere figurehead and rule the nation as he pleased.

Drafting any law he desired, enjoying unparalleled authority, and embodying the dignity of one above all others—such feats would be well within his grasp.

‘He seemed to have some measure of self-restraint… but the throne is one of those things that sometimes finds its way to you, even when you don’t want it,’ the Emperor mused.

While Carolus had publicly declared his intent to reform the system by reducing the Riodolph royal family to powerless figureheads… well, who could say if things would go according to his plan?

Not everyone around Carolus was likely to agree with his vision.

Surely, there were those who thought it better to establish a new, competent dynasty rather than preserve a puppet royal family.

As someone who had ruled as Emperor of the Empire for decades and mastered the art of power.

Louis XVI assessed that the probability of Carolus’s declaration failing was higher than its success.

“A little kindness and generosity can sometimes return as great rewards in the future,” he remarked.

He had resolved an issue that could have escalated into a significant diplomatic conflict at the cost of a single county.

On top of that, he even guaranteed their safe return. 

It was an exceedingly magnanimous decision, to say the least.

With such an approach, there would likely be no problem in dealing with the new regime that would soon take power in the kingdom.

Meanwhile, in the capital city of the Ulranor Kingdom, Rahator:

“Ha, haha… To think it was actually true. His Excellency was right all along.”

“Those damned nobles… They’ve been hiding this truth from us all this time?”

Officers, who had finally uncovered the secret of a decade ago, spoke in unison, their voices filled with frustration and indignation.

Under the command of Colonel Kys from the Kingdom’s Intelligence Bureau, they had spent months combing through old records—meeting minutes, personal memoirs, financial ledgers, and more.

After a thorough investigation and compilation of all the data, they had finally unearthed the truth.

The truth of why this war had started, and who was responsible for it.

“In all my twenty-odd years in the military, never have I felt so ashamed of my homeland as I do today.”

The answer they had painstakingly uncovered over weeks of grueling work completely invalidated their sense of purpose and morality.

Despite their roles requiring exceptional loyalty and patriotism, and despite being rigorously trained in obedience and fidelity, even they couldn’t hide their despair in the face of the disgraceful reality of their nation.

Their disappointment and emptiness were palpable. 

The disgrace of their homeland was too great for even their steadfast loyalty to withstand.

“Now I understand why the Empire has been so relentlessly attacking us. I would’ve done the same in their place,” one officer muttered bitterly.

“Our soldiers’ sacrifices and dedication… it was all for nothing. They died meaningless deaths, wasted on a war with no cause or justification.”

A spontaneous outpouring of complaints erupted, with everyone hurling curses and venting their frustration.

That is, until Colonel Kys voiced a sudden question.

“But how is this even possible?”

“What do you mean, sir?”

“It was a war. No matter the reasons, it’s not something that could have been decided easily. So why is it that, no matter how many documents we sift through, there isn’t a single record of any opposition movement?”

“…What?”

Now that they thought about it, he was right.

Politics, by nature, often involves heated debates and clashes of opinion over even trivial matters, like redecorating the palace or renovating government buildings.

A matter as monumental as war should have prompted days or even weeks of arguments and fierce debates in royal council meetings.

In fact, it would have been stranger if it hadn’t.

And yet…

“Was there really such unanimous agreement? To recklessly throw the nation’s resources and manpower into an all-out war?”

“Maybe they were all brainwashed or something? That’s the only explanation that makes any sense.”

“I want to laugh and say there’s no such thing as mind-control magic… but honestly, that’s starting to sound like the most plausible theory.”

For some reason, there was no trace of any faction opposing the war.

Nobles who were typically divided into rival factions had suddenly united their voices in a call for decisive battle.

Anyone who showed even the slightest hesitation was met with harsh criticism as the push for military mobilization gained unstoppable momentum.

“This kingdom maintained friendly relations with the Empire for over a century. Surely a pro-Empire faction should have emerged at some point,” someone muttered.

Was it truly possible that not a single faction supported the longstanding ally of the kingdom?

Surely, in the past, there must have been festivals celebrating the friendship between the two nations.

It was undeniably strange.

Even if the royal family and the political majority had advocated for war, the consistency of their stance was unnaturally uniform.

Could it be that such factions had existed but their records had been erased?

As the doubts began to grow, a voice interrupted Kys’s thoughts.

“Colonel Kys, sir? You have a visitor.”


“I’m busy. Tell them to come back later.”

“Well… it’s the father of Lady Arschach. He says he has crucial information you must hear.”

“…Let him in.”

It seemed someone had arrived with the answers they sought.



 
  
    Chapter 45: Do you remember the coup?


On the way back, I had plenty to do.

Pulling back the units stationed near the frontlines, notifying various commanders that a ceasefire agreement had been reached.

Arranging for the wartime requisitioned assets to be returned to their original owners.

Handling affairs as the military’s second-in-command (at least nominally; I promoted General Albrecht to Field Marshal, taking real power under his command) and as the Supreme Commander of the Western Front.

“The 37th Division will be relocated to the Marquisate of Nassau, and the 12th Grenadier Regiment to the Viscounty of Manstein. What is the current status of the 19th Division?”

“Not good, sir. After the heavy battle last time, more than 40% of the troops are incapacitated for combat.”

“Since the 22nd Division also suffered severe losses, both units will withdraw to the rear for reorganization. There’s no room to send new recruits right now, so combine the existing personnel as best you can to fill the ranks.”

“What about supplies? We’re running low on gunpowder at the moment.”

“We won’t be fighting for the next two years, so make do for now. If deemed necessary, additional supplies will be sent later. Oh, and redirect some regiments withdrawing from the Empire’s front to the Holy Kingdom side.”

It wasn’t particularly difficult work—just an expanded version of what I handled during peacetime.

However, the volume of tasks was considerable, so I was stuck for days stamping approvals.

The long war had left many units in shambles, and I used this opportunity to conduct a sweeping reorganization. 

The paperwork piled up like mountains as a result. 

Even though it was just a light overhaul and not a full-scale reconstruction, it felt endless.

Has anyone ever weighed their documents during the approval process?

I actually did. 

It was exhausting.

“Process everything as planned. If additional issues arise, report them to the capital.”

“Yes, sir!”

“With that, I’ll be leaving. Keep up the good work.”

After managing the units at the frontlines and enduring those hardships, I finally set out on the road home.

Our party advanced toward the capital with such speed and mobility that we rivaled the legendary Lord Runjo.

On the way, we briefly stopped in the north to reassign reinforcements while pulling out some veteran revolutionary forces. 

This was an extra step to ensure sufficient military strength for the moment we stormed into Rahator to carry out our grand operation.

“Sir, shouldn’t we at least follow the proper procedures? I understand your anger, but if we lead with brute force right away, there will be backlash…”

“Backlash? Backlash, my foot. Did the nobles and royals in that neighboring country follow proper procedures when they tried to assault the Imperial Princess? Did the Empire invade because we failed to file the right paperwork?”

“That’s not what I meant!”

“I get your point. But this isn’t the time to be moving carefully while respecting the law. If we don’t push hard and crush them quickly, how do you think the nobles will respond? Do you think they’ll sit back quietly while we hesitate?”

Yes, this is an illegal act.

Neither the kingdom’s existing laws nor the new ones we’ve established in parliament justify arrests or punishments without a trial or lawful warrant.

But do you really think we’ll be able to root out those responsible for the war if we sit around debating legality? 

While we’re presenting evidence and arguing in parliament, they’ll all slip away to who-knows-where.

By now, they must have guessed what kind of news we’ll bring back after returning from the Empire.

The only option is to strike first, before they can move.

Those staying on their estates are unavoidable for now; we’ll deal with them later.

The ones lingering in the capital, though? We’ll round them all up and crush them completely.

We can explain and justify our actions after everything is over.

I don’t particularly like saying this, but sometimes, the ends do justify the means.

“If you understand, go check the soldiers’ camp. They’ll be deployed as soon as we arrive, and we can’t afford for their condition to deteriorate.”

“…Yes, sir.”

And so, we pushed forward at the fastest pace humanly possible for several weeks.

Then, while traveling along the main road, we encountered an unexpected messenger.

“Lord Royten! A message from Colonel Kys of the Intelligence Bureau in the capital!”

Useful, but accompanied by news that made my mood plummet.

“You’ve traveled far. You’ve done well. Go rest in the empty tent to the east.”

“Yes, sir! I’ll take my leave now!”

I encouraged the exhausted messenger and then sat down in my tent to open the letter Kys had sent.

The officers under my command stood around my desk, forming an unintentional semicircle.

“What could have happened for him to send someone ahead like this? Whatever it is, couldn’t it wait until we arrive for a proper report?”

“Who knows? We’re about to find out.”

I carefully unfolded the paper inside the envelope.

The moment I scanned the contents, a string of curses burst from my mouth.

“Mother—damn it!”

“What’s the matter, sir?”

“Read it yourselves. You’ll understand immediately.”

They hesitated briefly, then started reading the letter. 

It didn’t take long for reactions similar to mine to erupt from them.

“This is insane.”

“So that’s why the war was so easily approved. Filthy bastards.”

“Why didn’t I just desert this army and flee to another country…”

These were men who had witnessed all kinds of horrors on the battlefield, yet this letter had shattered their mental fortitude.

The reason was simple: the contents were utterly infuriating.

“So the ones who were the most pro-Empire were the ones who caused this disaster. That’s why there wasn’t any opposition.”

According to Kys’s letter, the group that had accompanied the Crown Prince to the Empire mostly consisted of young noble scions.

These were individuals close in age to the Crown Prince and familiar with him personally.

They had been sent under the pretense of representing the kingdom on an official diplomatic mission to the Empire. 

Naturally, those selected were from families known for their pro-Empire stances.

These were the types who frequently and publicly advocated for friendly cooperation between the two nations.

But, to everyone’s dismay, the group caused a major scandal during their stay.

Not only did they turn the Imperial Palace into a debauched playground, but they also attempted to assault the Imperial Princess herself.

The families of these scions, now branded as traitors who had turned the kingdom’s most important ally into an enemy, were left with no other choice. 

After much deliberation, they made their decision.

So, they decided to switch sides.

“These are the same people who loved the Empire so much, and now they’re suddenly calling for its total eradication? Do these bastards even have a shred of conscience?”

“Politics has always been about saying one thing and doing another. But… these guys take it to a whole new level.”

Continuing to advocate for pro-Empire policies was no longer an option.

With the Emperor enraged and poised to devour the kingdom, who would listen to such nonsense now?

Thus, they resolved to pivot completely and embrace outright hostility.

They conveniently forgot their history of praising the Empire’s culture and figures, aligning themselves with the anti-Empire faction instead.

Any attempt to voice even moderate opinions toward the Empire was met with derision and accusations of treachery.

Were they criticized for their lack of integrity? Of course, relentlessly. But they just closed their eyes, plugged their ears, and ignored it all.

Faced with the imminent ruin of their families due to their sons’ actions, they shamelessly clung to survival, abandoning all pretense of honor.

It was utterly absurd and disgustingly hypocritical, but… it was undeniably effective.

Thanks to them, the anti-Empire faction grew significantly stronger in the kingdom’s political circles.

“I get that these scumbags strengthened the pro-war argument, but the opposition didn’t disappear entirely, did it?”

“Even if it’s a small number, there had to be at least 10% advocating for peace. Where did they all go?”

And here was the part of the letter I hadn’t shared with the others yet.

“They were eliminated. To prevent any potential instability.”

“…You mean they were killed?”

“Yes. They wiped them out under the guise of reducing political competitors.”

While the core of the pro-Empire faction had switched to anti-Empire positions, there were still a few who resisted the tide, standing against the prevailing sentiment.

It was clear that our side was at fault, and pushing forward with a war in such a situation would yield nothing but losses. 

The peace advocates argued this point passionately.

Frankly, they had the upper hand in terms of logic and justification, making it hard to refute their position.

So, they were all killed.

It seemed King Carl VII, who had already decided on war, collaborated with nobles who saw these individuals as obstacles and dealt with them.

Under the guise of gathering opinions, they hosted a banquet and lured them in. 

Then, in the middle of the event, they collapsed the building, burying them alive.

A textbook example of assassination by wine, carriages, and terraces.

“The minor provincial nobles, clueless as ever, simply followed the decisions made in the capital. The remaining passive opposition kept their mouths shut out of fear for their lives. That’s how they forcibly unified opinions.”

“Damn it, this is a complete mess,” muttered a two-star officer, unable to hold back his curse. 

It was rude, but I didn’t bother pointing it out. 

Everyone felt the same way.

And because the cause of the war was pinned entirely on certain noble families, it was agreed that these families would take the lead in mobilizing troops to fight, while the rest of the nobility would provide financial and material support.

In other words, the conscription was concentrated in specific regions, leading to discrimination based on origin.

“…Hah.”

I let out a long sigh. It was almost impressive at this point.

How do they keep coming up with new ways to piss me off? Is this some unique talent of the nobility?

I thought I’d seen enough of humanity’s ugliness through politics. 

Turns out, I was still just a frog in a well, unaware of the vast depths of corruption.

Let’s look at this positively. 

Now that I know, I can add these crimes to the list and crush them all at once.

I turned to my aide suddenly.

“By the way, what’s today’s date?”

“It’s November 23rd, sir.”

“With ten days left to the capital…”


We’ll likely arrive around midnight on December 3rd.

“Perfect.”

What an excellent date for a coup.





 
  
    Chapter 46: Beauty and the Beast


Just like when we took control of the capital last time, speed is key to any rebellion, no matter the era or region.

The most standard approach is to plan as discreetly as possible and then strike like lightning.

However, you can add a variation to this by dividing your forces and conducting diversionary operations.

The idea is to have pre-prepared units secure critical objectives in advance, while follow-up forces manage the area and suppress any counterattacks.

What we were about to do fell under this kind of variation.

Though we brought some revolutionary forces from the north, our main force was the central army stationed in the capital.

“Sir, I see an unusual-looking city wall. It’s Rahator.”

“Have the signal beacons been lit? That was supposed to be the sign of the operation’s success.”

“They’re faint, but I see them over there. The colors match, too.”

The capital had already been prepared as per the instructions sent via messengers along the way.

Soldiers usually tasked with maintaining public order had been deployed to occupy the parliament and block off the nobles’ residences.

A whole grenadier regiment had been stationed at the High Court, and civilians gathered in the square were forcibly dispersed to their homes.

Every high-value target and gathering place, except for cathedrals and churches already allied with us, was filled with soldiers. 

Commercial districts and prisons were no exception.

In just a few hours, Rahator, the kingdom’s largest city, had undergone a drastic transformation.

Into this city, we marched, muskets raised high with bayonets gleaming.

“Welcome, sir. It’s been a while.”

“…Vaden.”

One of my subordinates, along with a group of officers, came out to greet me.

I didn’t ask how he’d been or if he’d had a hard time. 

Neither of us had the mental space for small talk.

We exchanged a brief glance before diving straight into business.

“Looks like you’ve set things up well. Have you secured all the targets I ordered subdued?”

“Of course. Sent troops to the palace, the court, the political prisoner facility—everywhere. None of them have called for reinforcements, so it looks like there are no issues.”

As expected of someone who’s served directly under me for seven years, his work is efficient.

While his field command skills might be a bit lacking, he excels at low-intensity operations like these.

“Then let’s move on to the next task. I brought some of our men from the north. I’ll hand them over to you, so round up every single noble remaining in the capital.”

“Uh… excuse me, sir. Do you mean all of them? Even the families that are cooperating with your faction?”

“Yes. No exceptions. Arrest them all—men, women, everyone—unless they’re children under ten or the elderly.”

Vaden looked taken aback, but my resolve was unwavering.

Any family with enough standing to own a residence in the capital is bound to be aware of central political developments.

Even if they weren’t actively involved in politics, information would naturally flow their way.

Blue-blooded aristocrats thrive on their tight-knit social circles; avoiding such news would require complete isolation from the outside world, which is nearly impossible.

And yet, they’ve remained silent this whole time? That can only mean one thing—they knew but chose to feign ignorance.

There’s more than enough justification to arrest them and conduct thorough interrogations. 

Of course, regardless of what the interrogations reveal, their punishment is already decided.

“Sir!”

“…Go on ahead and get started. I’ll head to the palace.”

As I gave the order and prepared to move, an unexpected and unwelcome guest appeared.

It was none other than the young republican congresswoman, still in her nightclothes, clearly unprepared for the situation.

“Lady Arschach, what are you doing here? I’m certain I left soldiers at your residence to guard you.”

“The situation seemed unusual, so I came out to check. What in the world is happening? Why are soldiers suddenly all over the city?”

“There’s a reason for it,” I replied. 

“Do you remember the last time we gathered everyone and I explained the situation? I’ve confirmed it—it’s all true.”

Despite the chaos—screams echoing from all directions, gunfire, soldiers running about—she quickly grasped the situation. 

Her expression turned grave.

“You mean the theory that the Crown Prince is the cause of the war? Don’t tell me it’s actually–”

“If you understand, then excuse me. I need to capture the damned King and his royal brats before they flee.”

“Wait, what? Hold on, sir! Sir! Lord Royten!”

Her frantic voice called after me, but I spurred my horse forward, leaving her behind. I felt bad, but there was no time to explain things to her now.

I’d have to apologize and provide further details later when the dust settled.

The grand boulevards leading to the palace were completely blocked off by the central army, sealing off all possible escape routes like a noose tightening around a condemned man.

With my escort in tow, I crossed the barricades and entered the palace without encountering any resistance.

Through long corridors and countless ornate rooms, I pressed forward, heading directly for the lavish bedchamber where the King and his family were likely holed up.

To be honest, I walked in a half-daze. My emotions spiraled out of control, clouding my ability to think rationally.

It felt as though my reason had been completely replaced by raw instincts.

“This is the room. You can enter directly,” someone informed me.

Finally, when I came face to face with the Crown Prince, my last vestiges of self-control vanished, leaving only seething fury.

“L-Lord Royten? Why are you here? Did you—are the soldiers outside under your orders–?”

CRACK!

“Shut up, you brain-dead bastard.”

The back of my hand connected with his face before he could finish speaking.

The moment the bastard tried to rise from his chair upon seeing me, I smashed my fist into his jaw.

I didn’t hold back in the slightest. 

His jawbone shattered under the force, and I grabbed it, feeling it crumble into pieces under my grip. 

The sensation of calcium and protein snapping into fragments in my hand wasn’t entirely unpleasant.

“AAARGHHH!!!”

“What on earth are you doing?! What grievance do you have to commit such an atrocity against us so suddenly?”

The King, now panicking, barely managed to finish his protest before I swept his legs out from under him, sending him sprawling to the floor. 

I glared at the writhing worms in the room and roared:

“Why am I doing this? You know better than anyone why, you pathetic excuses for rulers! You plunged us into a war for the most idiotic reason imaginable, making us endure ten years of hell!”

I released the broken jawbone, shoving the Crown Prince away so he toppled over. Planting my boot squarely on his chest, I pressed down hard.

“You sent hundreds of thousands to their deaths as cannon fodder, but you never bothered to explain why we had to fight! I had to go to the Empire to hear it myself—to learn what your wretched son did there!”

“You were invited as guests, and what did your brat do? You turned the Imperial Palace into a brothel! Attempted to assault the Imperial Princess! And then ran away without so much as an apology! After pulling a stunt like that, you demanded we lay down our lives in loyalty to the Crown?!”

As I applied a bit more pressure, I heard the satisfying sound of bones creaking beneath my boot. 

I stopped just short of breaking them entirely—not out of mercy, but because I wouldn’t let this scum escape justice with something as simple as fractured ribs.

Ten years. It had been ten long years.

“Ten years! Ten goddamn years! I’ve spent my entire adult life on this war! Kids barely in their teens—who should’ve been dreaming about their futures—died without ever having the chance to live.”

“Those who survived? They came back crippled, their minds shattered, turned into shadows of the people they could’ve been. And it’s all because of you!”

“You ruined our lives! Because you, drunk on your own arrogance, let your filthy whims dictate the course of history! Ten years we could have spent building families, finding careers, doing anything meaningful with our lives—wasted, all of it!” 

“And now you’re angry at me? Don’t make me laugh. This is entirely your doing! If you’d shown even an ounce of responsibility, if you’d behaved with even a shred of common decency, none of this would have happened!”

“There wouldn’t have been a coup. I wouldn’t be here in this palace, beating this pathetic excuse of a royal to death! It’s all because of you!”

I drew a pistol from my coat, aimed it downward, and pulled the trigger.

Bang!

“Urgh!”

I didn’t put a hole in the Crown Prince’s body. Instead, I merely removed a particularly protruding part of his anatomy—the one responsible for reproduction.

To put it simply, I shot off his genitals.

“Be grateful. I’ve done humanity a favor by ensuring someone like you can’t produce any more offspring.”

Sure, the ones he already has can’t be undone, but at least I can stop him from bringing more into the world. It’s for the future of humanity, after all.

“Now I see. I was a fool. You lot aren’t even worthy of being called human. Except for the so-called ‘good blood’ running through your veins, you’re no better than the scum rotting in a prison cell. Hell, a monkey or chimpanzee would do a better job on the throne than you lot.”

I tossed the gun to the ground and unsheathed my sword.

My blade, stained a permanent reddish hue from all the lives it had taken, glinted ominously.

This wasn’t supposed to happen. 

This wasn’t the plan.

But none of that mattered anymore. 

My mind was a haze, incapable of thinking clearly.

The only thought left was this: the enemies of my comrades and subordinates deserved justice.

“So I’ll clean this mess up once and for all. Go to hell and beg for forgiveness from the soldiers you sent to their deaths.”

I raised the blade high toward the ceiling, preparing to bring it down in one clean motion.

I intended to strike both the Queen, who had moved to shield her son, and the Crown Prince simultaneously.

But just as I was about to swing, an unexpected intruder burst in and seized me.

“No, you mustn’t, sir!”

“…Young Lady?”

Why is she here?

“I understand how you feel, but you can’t do this! If you kill the royals like this, it’ll cause chaos we won’t be able to control. Even if they deserve death, it has to be through a trial! Please, put down your weapon!”

“Understand?”

I scoffed. That flimsy attempt at empathy was too laughable to take seriously.

“You don’t understand. You have no idea what kind of hell we’ve been through! You, who have lived your whole life in comfort within the capital or your family’s estate, dare to talk about understanding? Don’t insult me!”

I grabbed Lady von Arschach by the collar, yanking her close. 

She choked and gasped for air, but I shouted straight into her face.

“War was just ‘news’ to you, wasn’t it? Something you heard in royal decrees or gossip in social circles! But to us, it was ‘reality’—every single day of every single year!”

“Do you know what that means? While you were sitting on your couch, casually listening to stories about fortresses being captured or prisoners being taken, my comrades and I were out there, bleeding and dying to make those reports possible.”

“For every single victory you might have heard as gossip, we sacrificed thousands, even tens of thousands, of lives. We killed and were killed to achieve it! Don’t you dare act like you understand the suffering of war when you’ve never even–”

I couldn’t finish.

She wrapped her arms around me, despite her ragged breaths, forcing me into a reluctant embrace.

“Yes, you’re right. As a woman who was never allowed near the battlefield, I can’t possibly understand how much you or the other officers have suffered. Not unless I had fought alongside you, and I know I never will.”

She slowly lifted her head to meet my gaze, her tear-filled eyes glistening with a profound sadness.

“But… at the very least, I can comfort you. I can try to ease your anger, even if only for a moment. So please… put down your weapon and calm yourself. I’ll take on all your sorrow and pain—whatever it takes.”

“…Even so…”

“Don’t let your emotions ruin the bigger picture. You’ve already lost so much—do you really want to lose another ten years to a single moment of rage?”

The young lady gave orders to the guards, who carefully took the sword from my hand. 

Then, seeing me collapse in utter exhaustion and despair, she gently supported me.

“Let’s go back, sir. You can think about punishing the royal family later, once you’ve had time to cool down.”


“She’s right, sir,” one of my subordinates added. “Please, take a moment to calm yourself. We’ll handle things here.”

“After some rest and sleep, you’ll feel better, sir,” another chimed in.

Her soft, guiding hand pulling me outside and my subordinates’ firm but concerned intervention left me with no choice. 

I couldn’t push further and had to retreat, for now.



 
  
    Chapter 47: After the Grand Operation


The latter part of the last chapter has been revised.

Please take a moment to read it before continuing.

Late Afternoon, the Next Day.

I woke up from a long sleep, feeling incredibly refreshed.

“Ahh… that was a great rest.”

Thanks to the soft blankets and pillow, my body felt completely rejuvenated with no soreness whatsoever. 

I must have slept for more than 12 hours.

After over a month of relying on field cots, lying in a proper bed felt like pure luxury.

I rubbed my eyes and glanced around, looking for a water bottle to quench my thirst. 

That’s when I noticed something strange.

“Where… am I?”

I didn’t recall owning a private residence in the capital.

And judging by the size and opulence of this room, it definitely wasn’t my officer’s quarters.

I pushed myself up from the bed, leaning on my arms.

But then, I felt something soft beneath my left hand—a yielding, pillowy sensation.

At the same moment, I heard a woman’s drowsy voice.

“Ahh… sir?”

“…Young Lady?”

She blinked awake from the unexpected touch, her expression still groggy. 

But it was unmistakably Lady von Arschach looking at me—her eyes filled with warmth and affection rather than her usual professional demeanor.

She smiled faintly, her expression a mix of subtle embarrassment and evident relief.

That’s when I realized what my hand had been resting on: her large, beautiful breasts.

“I-I’m so sorry!!”

Oh, damn it. What the hell have I done? Did I just harass an unmarried noblewoman?

No, wait… did we sleep in the same bed last night? 

Completely naked, no less? 

She’s nine years younger than me! Do I need to prostrate myself in a full dogeza to apologize?

I hurriedly pulled my hand away and backed up in a panic, utterly mortified.

The young lady clicked her tongue in mock disappointment.

“Aww, it’s fine if you keep touching, you know?”

“W-What are you saying?!”

“Why? After you spent the whole night enjoying yourself—kissing, fondling, and everything—don’t act coy now.”

Covered only by a blanket that barely concealed her most vital areas, she crawled closer to me with the grace of a cat. 

Resting her head on my thigh, she looked up at me with a playful smile.

“Did you forget everything that happened last night? Don’t you remember what we did after leaving the palace?”

“Me… and you? …Ah.”

As my drowsy brain finally processed her words, fragments of the previous night began resurfacing.

I distinctly recalled leaving the palace reluctantly after being persuaded by my subordinates. 

From there, I headed straight to my office, consumed by frustration.

There, I drank recklessly, pouring out my bitterness and despair:

What was the point of all this? 

What was the purpose of everything I’ve fought for? 

Does this mean our dedication was meaningless from the start?

You’ve been holding onto a lot, haven’t you, sir?

We should’ve just surrendered to the Empire! If I had run as soon as I made Major General, at least the men under me might’ve survived. 

At least 50,000 fewer would’ve died!

But the war has stopped now, hasn’t it? At least no one else will die. Isn’t that worth something?

What a joke! What does it matter? The ones who’ve already died won’t come back! Karl, Armin, Otto—all of them were good men. 

If not for the war, they would’ve lived happy, fulfilling lives. 

Instead, they’ve become frozen corpses on an icy battlefield…

That’s something to reflect on in time. For now, focus on ensuring everyone’s sacrifices aren’t in vain.

A glass of port wine, followed by a string of curses.

A glass of whiskey, followed by a bitter lament.

I dragged bottle after bottle from the storeroom, drowning my grief and rage in alcohol, the anguish of lost years gnawing at my soul.

The young lady stayed by my side throughout, silently refilling my glass and affirming my every word.

Occasionally, she would wipe away the tears pooling at the corners of my eyes. 

Sometimes, she even shed her own, matching me drink for drink as we emptied bottle after bottle together.

Since the alcohol content of the drinks had been increased for long-term storage, and there were no snacks to accompany them, the effects hit me quickly.

Although I held out for a while thanks to my strong constitution, it wasn’t long before I was too drunk to control myself. 

By the time midnight rolled around, I could no longer keep my body steady.

“Oh dear, you’re far too drunk. Would you like to rest at my estate for a while? My parents aren’t home anyway—they’ve already been sent off under arrest.”

“Anywhere… anywhere I can lie down…”

“Understood. I’ll escort you there right away.”

Normally, I would’ve gone straight home and collapsed into bed.

But in my intoxicated state, having surrendered all control to someone else, I couldn’t make sound judgments. 

I naively followed her without a second thought.

And so, the two of us—alone, intoxicated, and in an empty estate—found ourselves in a situation where the possibilities were both obvious and inevitable.

What could happen when reason fails, self-control breaks, and judgment is clouded? It was the natural course of events.

You’ve lost control and can’t think straight.

It was a standard, predictable sequence.

Undressing to wash, making out to clean each other, naturally laying down on the bed.

I’ve never been with a girl before, so please be gentle.

I’ve never been with a real girl before either. I’m sure I should put it here…..

I’ll take it. Are you sure it’s okay if I go in there?

Oh, no, it’s okay! I don’t mind if you do! Feel free to put it inside!

We’ve both been virgins, and we’ve done everything.

I’ve rammed it down her throat, taken it in my mouth, sucked her tits, lifted her up and rammed it in her…..oh fuck.How much woman-hungry are you?

I was so hungry for a woman that I did such a maniacal act.

I’m sure we kissed a few times along the way, but I think I fucked her a lot more than I fucked her inside.

Clothes and traces of bodily fluids scattered around the room bore undeniable evidence of the intensity of last night.

“…I’ll take responsibility.”

There was only one thing I could say in this situation.

“Suddenly?”

“I can’t just pretend nothing happened after spending the night indulging myself.”

Not only had I taken the virginity of a young noblewoman, but there were countless witnesses who had seen her lead me to her estate. 

The number of people who saw us must easily number in the hundreds. 

There was no way this wouldn’t become the talk of the capital.

After seeing how the Imperial Princess nearly had her life ruined by rumors alone, how could I repeat the same mistake? 

No matter how flawed I am, I’m not such a heartless scoundrel.

If I wanted to avoid ruining this woman’s future forever, I had no choice but to take responsibility.

“Hehe, it’s fine. It’s not like I seduced you with any ulterior motives. Sharing a bed with you was something I did fully aware of the consequences.”

“But still—”

“Now, now.” 

She placed a soft finger against my lips to silence me. 

“You don’t need to feel guilty. Just think of it as a pleasant experience. It was only one night, after all.”

She smiled warmly, her tone gentle and understanding.

“If you truly want to take responsibility, then formally propose to me later. I’ll happily change my last name to Royten when the time comes.”

With her saying that, I couldn’t argue any further.

“…Understood.”

“Good choice. Now, though it’s late, would you like to have breakfast together? Our family’s chef makes excellent omelets.”

“Just make sure there’s no alcohol. I don’t want to cause another incident.”

“Of course. Besides, you’re still recovering from last night’s hangover. Drinking with breakfast would be overkill, wouldn’t it?”

The young lady pulled a bathrobe from the drawer to cover herself, then paused before standing up and turned to me.

“Oh, and…”

“Hmm?”

“Could you stop calling me Young Lady all the time? Feel free to use casual speech, like last night. Oh, and no need to address me by my family name anymore either.”

“Are you suggesting I call you by your given name?”

“Yes! You’re older than me, so I’ve felt a little bad about us always speaking so formally.”

I initially wanted to refuse, finding it hard to suddenly switch to casual speech, but the eager sparkle in her eyes made it impossible. 

Having already crossed so many boundaries, I couldn’t bring myself to disappoint her now.

“If that’s what you prefer… Camilla.”

“I knew it! I like being called that much better. Please continue to do so from now on.”

Her smile was radiant as she called for a servant, her beauty shimmering like a precious jewel.

While the circumstances of our rest may have been less than ideal, we were still in the middle of a coup.

After finishing breakfast and regaining our energy, we headed straight to the meeting room of the Supreme Council for National Reconstruction to review the situation and plan our next steps.

“Sir! Are you feeling better now?”

“Yes. Apologies for suddenly stepping away in the middle of command.”

Kys, Vaden, Elan, and all the key officers who had participated in the operation were already gathered.

Even senior members of my faction, including my elder brother, were present.

Judging by their calm demeanor, it seemed they had already exchanged information during my absence, and no one appeared confused about the current state of affairs. 

That would save us time.

“Let’s start with a report. What happened in the capital while I was out?”

“As per your orders, we’ve detained all the royals and nobles and gathered them in one place. You can find them at the Sixth Opera House.”

“Did you confirm their identities?”

“Yes, sir. Everyone is accounted for, except for those who had already left for their estates or traveled far away.”

Good. It seems we didn’t miss any critical targets.

There would be no need to worry about anyone escaping to seek external assistance.

As expected from a coup launched with military superiority and solid regional control, the collapse of central command didn’t cause any significant issues.

“Well done. We can deal with tracking down the ones who fled later. What about the King and his family?”

“They’ve been transferred to a secured residence and placed under house arrest. It’s too risky to leave them in the palace with all its hidden passageways, escape routes, and secret rooms.”

“Good thinking. And Carl VII and his direct relatives?”

“Handled as well. We couldn’t leave them in the palace for the same reasons—it’s too dangerous. Even if they had nowhere to run, allowing them to remain there was unacceptable. Now, they don’t even have the option to attempt escape.”

Eliminating potential risks as much as possible was a necessity.


“All the directives have been carried out, sir. But… what do you plan to do now? We’ve captured them, but some kind of decision has to be made,” General Vaden asked, seeking clarification on what punishment awaited the detained royals and nobles.

Just as I was about to answer, Camilla interjected ahead of me.

“Why not just kill them all? Save time by skipping formal hangings and just shoot them en masse. Then bury them somewhere.”

Uh, Camilla? You do realize that includes your own parents, right?



 
  
    Chapter 48: How should we deal with them?


An awkward silence suddenly filled the room, all thanks to the bombshell Camilla—formerly referred to as Lady Arschach—had just dropped.

Well, it’s not like I didn’t expect someone to make such a suggestion eventually.

Her statement wasn’t particularly shocking in its content. 

If she’d proposed something like gassing them in chambers or flaying them alive, that would’ve been alarming. 

But the idea of wiping them out entirely? 

That was inevitable.

There were plenty here who, like me, had endured years of unimaginable suffering, many of them narrowly escaping death countless times. 

Some returned alive but had lost fingers, an eye, or worse.

After going through such hell, wouldn’t it be strange if they didn’t harbor a deep, bone-deep grudge? 

Frankly, I would’ve been more surprised if not a single person had shouted to burn and tear them apart.

But Camilla? She was different.

She was barely past twenty, a young noblewoman whose greatest battles likely took place in social circles.

A lady of privilege, raised in comfort without ever having dirtied her hands—how did someone like her become so ruthless?

“Um… Lady Arschach?”

“Why do you call me that, sir?”

Hesitating for a moment as I reverted to her old title in this formal setting, she eventually replied.

“Do you hold some sort of grudge against your parents? Talking so easily about killing your family isn’t something you should do.”

“Oh, you wouldn’t know, would you? I’m an illegitimate child.”

“…What?”

Another bombshell dropped with no warning.

Revealing her family’s secret so casually left me speechless and unable to respond.

…Wait, hold on. 

An illegitimate child? But she’s been treated as a noble daughter and uses her family’s surname?

According to the kingdom’s succession laws, illegitimate children can only take the family name if they’re adopted by the legitimate wife. 

Doesn’t that contradict what she just said?

I was about to ask how that was possible when she added an explanation.

“Technically, I became an illegitimate child right before I was born. All thanks to my father, who couldn’t keep it in his pants, just like the Crown Prince.”

“…What do you mean by that?”

“My biological mother was the legitimate wife of Viscount Arschach, but she passed away five years ago. Before we’d even finished mourning or removed our mourning clothes, my father brought in a new woman—along with my half-sibling.”

“Half-sibling? You mean…”

“Yes. The dear Viscount had been cheating on my mother even while she was alive. And the moment she passed, he tried to bring his mistress into the household, child and all.”

Well. That’s… quite the turbulent family history.

The bitterness in her tone left no room for me to offer platitudes or excuses.

Kys had once suggested that Viscount Arschach be protected and supported, given his role as a key informant. 

He was the one who first leaked critical details about the war, breaking the silence of the noble class.

The plan was to reward him generously as a symbol for others to follow suit.

But now… it might be best to abandon that idea.

Between the Viscount and Camilla, the latter was clearly more important—both politically and emotionally.

“As you all know,” she continued, “in our kingdom, the order of succession is determined by birth order, regardless of gender.”

“That’s correct.”

“Since I’m the eldest legitimate child, my half-sibling can’t inherit the title as long as I’m in the way. So, my father and his new wife did everything they could to nullify his marriage to my mother, trying to demote me to illegitimate status.”

While the royal family adheres strictly to the principle of primogeniture for legitimate heirs, the nobility operates differently.

Female heirs can hold titles, and the firstborn child—regardless of gender—is generally prioritized for inheritance. 

Though in practice, sons often inherit.

The system is flexible enough to allow for various legal maneuvers.

By negotiating with the crown and the church, they could have easily elevated the second child’s succession rights. 

So why aim to annul the marriage instead?

There must have been more going on behind the scenes.

Poor Camilla. 

Because of her lecherous father and greedy stepmother, even her very identity was denied.

“Thanks to them, I’ve suffered all sorts of humiliations over the past five years. I’ve been disrespected by maids, slapped and had my hair pulled by my younger sibling, had my mother’s keepsakes stolen from me, and was even engaged to a seventy-year-old man. If he hadn’t died of old age, I would’ve been forced to marry him!”

“…You’ve been through a lot,” I said, struggling to find adequate words.

“It was hell, pure and simple. And there were several times I almost ended up in the real hell, thanks to attempted assassinations. Honestly, one of the reasons I got into politics—about 40% of it—is because my family was such a disaster. Debating with strangers was way more fun than tiptoeing around my own house.”

Camilla shrugged nonchalantly, as if it were nothing.

“So, I figured I’d take this opportunity to kill my parents and sibling and claim the title myself. I’m tired of always being the victim.”

“I see. Let’s stop there,” I interjected quickly.

If this conversation went any further, the mood in the room would be utterly ruined. 

Please, calm down, young lady.

After hearing her story in full, I calmly rejected her proposal.

“However, I’m afraid it won’t be possible to execute the nobles immediately, as you’ve suggested. Regrettably, that approach is off the table.”

“Why not? Didn’t you round them all up just to punish them?”

“Well, yes, that’s true,” I admitted. 

Then I pointed out the glaring flaw in her logic, which she seemed to have forgotten in her excitement.

“Our kingdom is still a nation governed by laws and judicial systems. If we execute them without proper trials, what will happen to the credibility of our regime?”

Even in an era where high-ranking individuals could often evade justice, abuse their power, and brush aside their crimes, it was important to uphold some semblance of legal integrity.

We cannot simply ignore the laws we’ve established. 

Institutions derive their value only when they are adhered to.

This is especially true for us—a group that seized power on the grounds of opposing the incompetence and tyranny of the previous ruling class.

There’s a so-called line that must not be crossed, one we must uphold.

“…Then, are you saying we shouldn’t kill them and just let them go?” Camilla asked, frowning.

“That’s not it at all,” I immediately refuted her assumption.

Maintaining the line doesn’t mean abandoning action—it means staying within the bounds of reason and law while still achieving our objectives.

“We need to follow proper procedures. First, we need to justify the arrests of these nobles with sound legal arguments.”

Right now, we’ve detained all the nobles without warrants, and while we had valid reasons for doing so, those reasons aren’t officially recognized yet.

To legitimize the arrests, we’d have to establish a legal framework retroactively.

“To make things certain, we’ll need to pass a new law in parliament soon. Something along the lines of… granting unconditional and immediate arrest authority for charges of treason.”

“You’re planning to treat the nobles as traitors?”

“Why not? They’ve hidden the causes of a decade-long war and exploited the people. Some of them even actively contributed to the war’s cause.”

The most effective approach is to frame them all as traitors.

Unlike ordinary criminals, dealing harshly with traitors won’t attract as much criticism.

Additionally, by including a clause for retroactive application of the law, we can effectively neutralize any backlash for what we’ve already done during the coup.

The deployment of troops to populated areas? Justified as cutting off escape routes.

The mass detention of nobles? Framed as the capture of traitors and their accomplices.

This framing would ensure everything aligns with the new legal narrative.

We can frame our actions as “a somewhat extreme but necessary decision to preserve social order.”

“With the parliamentary quorum set at 60% attendance, there should be no issue with passing the law.”

“I’ll ensure it’s approved at the next session.”

“I’ll leave the detailed drafting to you. I don’t have the bandwidth to handle that myself.”

Once we create the charges, the next step is clear: trials. 

Each individual must receive the proper punishment for their crimes.

By having an official judicial body impose the sentences, we can ensure that executions or imprisonments are carried out without hesitation or controversy.

However, there was one glaring issue.

“We’ll need to bring them to trial somehow…”

“Do you really think that’ll work? Most of the judges are nobles themselves.”

“Exactly. They’re bound to be in cahoots with the accused. There’s no way we’d get fair verdicts.”

The term robe nobility comes to mind.

These are families without lands or independent power bases, but they’ve built their influence over generations by inheriting judicial or administrative positions.

Unlike the administration, where new blood is introduced regularly and monopolies are harder to maintain, the judiciary is the opposite.

It’s a small, elite, and highly exclusionary group that prioritizes family connections above all else.

I’d heard that over 95% of judicial positions are passed down hereditarily.

And like any noble faction, these robe nobles are deeply interconnected through intermarriage and personal networks. 

Each individual is tied to at least 10–20 families.

In such circumstances, the chances of a fair trial are slim, so my subordinates’ concerns were well-founded.

“You’re absolutely right,” I agreed.

“Then—” one of them began, but I cut him off.

“But I have no intention of holding a normal trial.”

My solution was simple: we wouldn’t use traditional judges at all.

“Excuse me? How is that even possible?”

“Of course it’s possible. We’ll just use a jury system.”

The jury system is one of the officially recognized trial methods in the kingdom.

It hasn’t been used for the past hundred years, but it still exists within the legal framework, so there’s no issue with reviving it.

“Put all the nobles on public trial. Select the attending citizens as jurors and let them decide the verdict by majority vote.”


A judgment shaped entirely by public opinion.

An environment where one-sided, carefully curated information can be fed to the masses.

By now, you’ve probably figured it out.

We’re going full people’s tribunal meta.



 
  
    Chapter 49: In the Name of the People


Three days after Carolus and his faction launched their loyalist coup d’état.

The sudden unrest caused by the military’s movements and the mass arrests in the capital subsided quickly.

Though unexpected, the populace had already been through something similar once before.

Having endured a two-month-long siege that left them starving, the citizens had grown resilient to new upheavals.

Sure, the late-night commotion startled them at first, but the events concluded quickly enough.

The king was still in place, the system remained unchanged, and no new taxes or forced labor had been imposed.

The only noticeable difference was that some parts of the capital were now quieter. 

As far as most people were concerned, they could just go back to their usual routines.

That’s what they thought—until strange news began spreading.

“Hey, did you see the proclamation in the square?”

“Why are you asking me? You know I can’t read. What’s it about?”

“Well, it says that Deputy Chairman Royten—”

Suddenly, official announcements began popping up everywhere.

To the Patriotic People of Ulranor,

On the morning of December 3rd, the Revolutionary Army, which had long exercised restraint, launched a decisive operation.

They seized control of the nation’s administrative and legislative institutions and detained the nobles residing in the capital.

Our uprising was driven by the conviction that we could no longer entrust the destiny of our nation and people to a corrupt and incompetent royal family and ruling class. 

This action was taken to overcome the crisis faced by our nation, which teeters on the edge of ruin.

Across the capital, countless proclamations and declarations echoed this message.

The documents boldly claimed:

The war was a disaster brought about by the reckless actions of a debauched Crown Prince and an inept King.

The nobles exploited this situation for immense political and economic gain.

The Emperor of the Empire had only raised arms to avenge the insult to his child, while the royal family deliberately hid this truth and forced the people into war for their own honor.

Learning of this betrayal, Carolus von Royten and the Revolutionary Army rose in anger and launched a coup to hold those responsible accountable.

For the kingdom’s citizens, these proclamations shattered the worldview they had lived by their entire lives.

With the backing of the Supreme Council for National Reconstruction and the Parliament, the declarations gained even more weight.

“My brother died in the north because of the Crown Prince’s idiocy?”

“Our family nearly went bankrupt paying war taxes for ten years… taxes that shouldn’t have existed in the first place?”

“I always thought the Empire was the villain, but we were the real bastards? And they kept it hidden from us all this time?”

The shock was immense, as such revelations didn’t just challenge people’s beliefs—it outright negated the values, morality, and meaning of their lives thus far.

Even the most rational and mentally stable individuals struggled to accept such truths, let alone the majority who weren’t.

Many, unable to process the truth, began rejecting reality altogether.

“I refuse to believe it! Who’s to say these people aren’t just lying? What proof do we have that they’re not making this up just to seize power?”

“No matter what, there’s no way our Majesty would commit such outrageous acts! This is all fabricated nonsense!”

“Traitors, and now they’re spreading ridiculous lies! If the late king could see this disgrace, how heartbroken he’d be!”

They glorified the true criminals as flawless saints, while vilifying those who had risen to save the nation.

All because they were terrified of losing the worldview they had held onto for so long.

Even in the face of clear and undeniable evidence, they clung to denial, refusing to accept the truth.

But such resistance didn’t last long. 

Carolus and his faction had more than one strategy up their sleeves.

“Make some time to stop by and listen! There’s a poetry recital today, featuring works inspired by Lord Royten!”

“We’ll be publishing a long-form editorial series covering the Revolutionary Army’s heroic decision to save the nation!”

“Every street performer and minstrel seems to be talking about the coup. And all of them are taking a staunchly anti-royalist stance!”

In this medieval fantasy world without phones, the internet, or even widely available newspapers, the tools to influence public opinion—the equivalent of a modern “media”—were few and far between.

At best, there were wall posters in crowded areas, niche magazines for intellectuals, occasional cultural events, and the network of street entertainers.

Carolus controlled all of them, directly or indirectly.

The Republican faction led by Camilla had already been dominating intellectual circles before joining the revolution. 

Naturally, they had their own publications.

Wall posters? They’d bought up printing presses and flooded the capital with them.

Street performers? Most of them were struggling financially, so a little funding and direction had them enthusiastically spreading the revolution’s narrative.

“In effect, we’re monopolizing the flow of information in the capital.”

Every available medium in the city had been turned into a propaganda tool for the revolution. 

It was a tried-and-true strategy used by past military and authoritarian regimes.

Crude, but incredibly effective.

In an environment where the same message was repeated everywhere you went, people’s resistance eventually waned.

Even if they stubbornly refused to believe at first, doubt began to creep in.

Gradually, they started wondering: “Could I have been wrong?”

“Extra! Extra! A public trial will be held in the southern square starting the day after tomorrow! Everyone interested, come and watch!”

After about ten days of carefully stoking public opinion, the much-anticipated public trials for the detained nobles finally began.

“Damn it. Why do I have to suffer through this humiliation?!”

Inside the transport wagon taking him to the courtroom, bound in handcuffs and shackles, Viscount Arschach couldn’t suppress his bitter sighs of frustration.

“I exposed the royal family’s dirty secrets, didn’t I? I revealed what the nobles did, didn’t I? I told them all about the deals between the blue bloods, didn’t I? I gave them everything!”

When Major Kaiss and the intelligence department began their internal investigation while Carolus was away in the Empire, most of the blue-blooded nobility scrambled to cover up their tracks and enforce silence.

It was obvious that Carolus and his faction wouldn’t forgive them once they learned the truth. 

Despite this, many nobles still clung to the hope that the old order could be restored.

They believed that if an assassination attempt on Carolus during the peace negotiations succeeded, the revolutionary faction would collapse. 

Without its central figure, the faction would likely lose momentum, rendering further investigations and oversight ineffective.

But Viscount Arschach had taken a different approach.

“Damn that daughter of mine. She’s been nothing but a thorn in my side her whole life.”

His eldest daughter, Camilla, was not only a close ally of Carolus but also a leading figure among the Third Estate representatives.

Because of her, the Arschach family had long been considered pro-revolutionary within noble society—regardless of the viscount’s personal opinions or intentions.

If the nobles succeeded in regaining power, it was clear his family would be destroyed as collateral damage.

Faced with this dire situation, the viscount made a decision: switch sides.

As an outsider already on thin ice among the blue bloods, his survival depended on gaining allies who could protect him—political preferences and personal grudges be damned.

“They were so pleased when they received the information. And now, this is how they repay me…”

And so, he revealed everything.

The dirty secrets and forbidden truths the nobility had tried so desperately to hide—he exposed them all.

The evidence he provided to the intelligence department was mostly testimony and records of verbal agreements, as solid proof was difficult to obtain. 

But he did his best to compile as much as possible.

At the time, the response had been positive, even enthusiastic.

Having provided such valuable assistance, Viscount Arschach had been promised leniency and even rewards for his cooperation.

Yet here he was, facing this humiliating predicament.

“There’s not a single trustworthy soul in this world,” he thought bitterly, his heart sinking.

“Is this how it ends? Am I destined to fall with no way out?”

“No, it’s not over yet. There’s still hope.”

Despite everything, the viscount clung to hope. 

He wasn’t as eloquent or resourceful as his accursed daughter, but he prided himself on his flair for self-promotion and persuasion.

Since this was a trial, he decided to treat it as an opportunity—a stage to showcase his contributions.

He would amplify and embellish his actions in service of the revolution and the people, making it clear that he was not merely a greedy member of the ruling class.

If he could convince the judges and prosecutors of his worth, perhaps he wouldn’t just escape punishment—he might even earn praise.

The viscount forced himself to imagine this optimistic scenario, using it to suppress his growing fear.

Finally, the wagon came to a halt.

“We’ve arrived. Prisoner, step out.”

He cautiously stepped down from the wagon, but the moment he set foot outside, the scene before him crushed all his hopes.

“WAAAAAAAHHH!!!”

“KILL THEM! KILL THEM ALL!”

“Death! Don’t bother with trials—just execute every last one of them! They deserve worse than death!”

The frenzied crowd roared, screaming for blood.


He saw accused nobles being dragged away without so much as a chance to plead their case.

He saw wagons beside the courthouse, piled high with bodies of the executed.

This wasn’t a court of justice—it was a stage for mass execution.

A spectacle of how to take life in the most public and brutal manner possible.



 
  
    Chapter 50: They Deserve to Be Boiled Alive


The temporary public courtroom erected in the vast city square was a theater of equal humiliation for all nobles brought there, regardless of their rank.

Whether dukes or barons, they were dragged out of transport wagons like dogs, hauled to the defendant’s stand without any explanation of where they were or why they had been summoned.

Before they could even comprehend the situation, the trials began—trials that were anything but fair, where innocence simply didn’t exist.

“Ladies and gentlemen! We now begin the fifth trial of the day!”

Once the guards had restrained the defendants to prevent escape, the prosecutor—an enthusiastic member of Camilla’s faction—rose to command the crowd’s attention.

This particular prosecutor, a highly educated elite with credentials and a flair for courtroom drama, was well-known for his zeal in targeting the powerful. 

Carolus personally selected him for his enthusiasm and willingness to participate in this staged spectacle.

True to form, he was energetically orchestrating the trials without so much as a coin of payment, running them with gusto since early morning.

“The defendants for this session include Count Horn, Viscount Grunwald, and Viscount Arschach, among others—a total of five!”

He rattled off their names with theatrical flair, warming up the crowd as he paraded between them, detailing their alleged crimes. 

His silver tongue, once used to defend clients in proper courts, was now weaponized for public condemnation.

“First, we have this golden-haired old man—sixty years old! He spends his days using his title as Count to collect young mistresses as a hobby! Not once did he join the war effort.” 

“Instead, he lounged in his estate, supported by taxes squeezed from his suffering subjects! And that’s not all—he imposed absurd new levies under the pretext of ‘supporting the war,’ leaving his people groaning under tax rates as high as 80%!”

“Next, this fat-bellied gentleman whose hobby is gourmet dining! He spares no expense in procuring rare delicacies from across the kingdom—prime beef, truffles, lobsters, and more! Naturally, the cost of these luxuries was forced upon his subjects. Even the military funds provided by the central government were squandered to satiate his gluttony!”

“And then we have this skeletal, grim-looking viscount! This man embezzled a staggering amount of public funds! He skimmed a full 30% from projects meant to improve irrigation and roads in the Great Plains!”

There were no defense attorneys or prosecutors to counter these accusations. 

From start to finish, it was a one-sided tirade by the prosecutor, filled with embellished facts, exaggerated claims, and outright vilification of the defendants.

Of course, with the average moral character of these nobles being appalling, there wasn’t much need for fabrication—there was plenty of truth to go around.

“Look at those scum!”

“I’ve spent 40 years being robbed by bastards like them!”

“Some of us have forgotten what chicken even tastes like because we’ve been starving so long!”

Using simple language for the general audience, the prosecutor’s accusations quickly whipped the crowd into a frenzy.

The endless stream of shocking revelations about noble misdeeds fueled outrage and hatred, stoking a fire of disgust and vengeance.

The seeds of propaganda Carolus had planted were now sprouting into a roaring blaze.

With each defendant introduced, the crowd hurled insults and expressed primal rage. 

The fervor grew more intense with every name until it reached a boiling point with the fifth defendant.

By then, the courtroom resembled a concert hall about to erupt with the final, climactic performance. 

The air was thick with heat and anticipation.

After delivering his fiery speech, the prosecutor paused to catch his breath. 

Then, with dramatic flair, he announced the main event.

“Now, let’s deliver the verdict! Shout out the punishment you believe fits each criminal’s crimes!”

The essence of the people’s tribunal—the alpha and omega of this spectacle—was decision-making by the masses.

As the baton was passed to them, the audience roared in unison, their voices filled with rage and bloodlust.

“Death! Death! Death! Death!”

“Tear them apart! Rip their limbs and burn them alive!”

“No, that’s not enough! Skin them alive, sprinkle salt on their wounds, and drag them behind a wagon around the city walls!”

“Whoa, whoa! Let’s calm down, folks!” 

The prosecutor grinned, gesturing for the crowd to settle. 

“If you all shout at once, I can’t make out what you’re saying!”

Feigning a need for clarification, he posed the obvious question once more.

“Am I correct in understanding that everyone here agrees these criminals should be executed?”

“Yes!”

“Keeping them alive is a waste of good grain!”

Historically, communist people’s tribunals often placed plants and party members among the crowd to sway public opinion. 

The reason was simple: controlling the narrative required groundwork and pre-coordination to ensure the desired outcome.

But here, no such efforts were necessary. 

The crowd organically screamed for death, thanks to generations of noble misdeeds, the prosecutor’s skilled rhetoric, and the weeks of revolutionary propaganda from Carolus.

The foundation for unrestrained hatred and vengeance had already been thoroughly laid.

“Excellent! Now, as a final gesture, let’s grant the criminals the right to choose their end!”

Turning to the condemned nobles, the prosecutor addressed them with mock magnanimity.

“You will have the privilege of selecting your own demise. Stone, blade, or water—which will it be?”

“Stone, blade, or water…?”

“What does that even mean?”

“You’ll find out soon enough. Now, make your choice.”

Confused by the cryptic options but unwilling to resist, the nobles hesitantly complied.

Two chose stone, two chose blade, and Viscount Arschach, hesitating to the last moment, chose water.

“The choices have been made! Now, let the sentences be carried out!”

The prosecutor clapped his hands, and the guards moved in, dragging the condemned nobles from the defendant’s stand to kneel on the cold stone floor. 

Their punishments were then announced for all to hear.

“Stone signifies stoning! Count Horn and one other will be pelted with rocks until they breathe their last!”

“What?! No, this is too cruel—mmph!”

Resistance was futile. 

The guards, already prepared, silenced their pleas and pinned them down. 

With their mouths gagged and limbs restrained, the two were dragged to the execution site, where piles of stones awaited.

“Next, blade! A traditional method from the East! Viscount Grunwald and one other will have their flesh sliced thin, piece by piece, until nothing remains!”

“Just kill me outright, you bastards! Tear me apart instead of this inhuman punishment!”

“What difference does it make? You’re not even human to begin with.”

The prosecutor’s smile vanished as he taunted them with scornful mockery.

“If you were human, you wouldn’t have concealed the cause of the war for ten years while exploiting the people like tyrants.”

No rebuttal came. 

Before they could scream further indignities, their mouths were gagged, and they were dragged toward a blood-stained platform, where the remains of previous victims were still visible.

“And finally, water! The most ‘non-violent’ yet cruelest of deaths! Viscount Arschach will be boiled alive until he becomes a tender stew!”

“No! No, please spare me! This isn’t right!”

Panicked, Viscount Arschach frantically scanned his surroundings for salvation. 

Then, his eyes landed on a familiar face on a terrace near the square—a face that gave him a fleeting glimmer of hope.

“Camilla! That’s you, isn’t it?! Please, save your father! Are you really going to let your own blood die like this?!”

Viscount Arschach’s desperate cries echoed through the square as he locked eyes with his daughter, standing calmly on a terrace.

Camilla, one of Carolus’s closest confidants, often described as his lover, was flanked by figures like Major General Vaden and Julius, the Treasury Director. 

Surely, with just a little effort, she could stop this. It would take no more than a word to spare his life.

Hopeful, he pleaded with her through his eyes, only to see Camilla lift her hand—then extend her middle finger.

“Ah, that wretched man. Finally, I get to see him die.”

Leaning against my shoulder, Camilla murmured with a satisfied smile as the execution began. 

She had been eagerly anticipating this moment all morning, and now, it seemed, her long-held frustrations were finally easing.

“Congratulations, my lady—or rather, should I start calling you Viscountess now?” I asked, half-teasing.

“Not just yet. The succession ceremony still has to be completed,” she replied, smiling faintly before turning to address the group behind us.

“You all should sit back and enjoy the show. If you’ve managed to survive this long, why not take a moment to savor your good fortune?”

“Y-yes, of course!”

“Absolutely! Thank you, my lady!”

The ones who answered her were nobles who had narrowly escaped the people’s tribunal. 

Each wore a pitiful, groveling expression.

Despite our earlier proclamations about purging all the blue bloods, we hadn’t actually carried out a complete massacre. 

Talent, after all, was too valuable to waste.

Nobles made up a significant portion of civil servants—if we wiped them all out, the kingdom’s administrative functions would collapse.

While we could eliminate the useless and incompetent, there were always those whose skills were irreplaceable.

“We’re still in a state of war. If we purge too recklessly, we won’t even be able to supply the army.”

So, we conducted strict evaluations, sparing only those whose crimes were less severe and who possessed undeniable talent. 

Naturally, those aligned with our faction were also exempt.

Bringing them here to witness the spectacle wasn’t strictly necessary. 

It was, however, an effective way to ensure discipline and compliance.

We spared them, but if they don’t cooperate, they need to see what happens. 

That way, they won’t dare entertain foolish thoughts again.

There were others we spared for specific purposes—like those intended to be sent to the Empire or kept alive to deal with later, alongside the king.

So, while a significant portion of the nobles were being obliterated here—around 70-80% of noble families—exceptions weren’t unheard of.

“But, I’ve noticed it’s been men all morning. Are there no women being brought out? Is there a reason for that?” I asked.

“Oh, the female nobles are being tried separately,” a subordinate replied.

“Why?”

“We can’t risk what might happen if they were brought before an agitated crowd.”

Female titleholders were handled discreetly in quieter, more controlled settings to prevent public disturbances and ensure their safety.

Bringing them to the public tribunal risked turning into chaos. 

The crowd would likely storm in before the execution could even begin, stripping, assaulting, and torturing them in ways too horrific to describe.

In the end, a clean death by stoning would seem merciful compared to what the mob might do.

I have no desire to recreate Sodom and Gomorrah in the heart of Rahator.

Most women without titles spent their days in salons or social clubs. 

Few of them had committed serious crimes.


“If everything goes as planned, the trials should wrap up in four days. Once they’re over, let’s get back to the office and prepare for what’s next,” I said, turning to my advisors.

“What’s next, sir?”

“…Civil war.”

When this grim yet entertaining spectacle is over, it will be time to address internal matters once again.



 
  
    Chapter 51: The Price of Madness


To be perfectly honest, I was well aware that our actions were excessive.

Even if this method technically existed within the framework of the law, abusing it to stage executions under the guise of trials undoubtedly crossed a line.

There’s no legal system anywhere in the world that condones executing people based on the prosecutor’s incitement alone, without judges or prosecutors present in the courtroom.

Certainly not in the laws of our own kingdom.

We completely disregarded basic rights like appeals and even the right to speak, slaughtering nobles indiscriminately. 

There’s no justifying that.

What will posterity call this? A massacre? Organized slaughter? Suppression of dissent through brute force?

They’ll find some way to label it, I’m sure. 

After all, the fact remains: we used the military to replace rule of law with a farcical North Korean-style people’s tribunal.

The repercussions will undoubtedly linger for decades.

Bureaucrats haunted by collective trauma.

A culture of politics where brute force prevails.

A weakened judicial system.

Who knows, perhaps we’ve set a precedent where anyone who doesn’t fall in line is lynched first and questioned later.

It’s possible to mitigate the damage over time, but for the next few decades, we’ll likely have to grapple with the fallout.

Still, if I were to offer a justification for why we resorted to this, I’d say this:

We had no other choice.

“If I hadn’t done this, the soldiers and citizens would’ve turned the entire capital into a bloodbath. The streets would’ve drowned in crimson.”

As everyone knows, learning the truth about the war had driven us all mad.

So much so that when a single letter instructed us to seize the capital before the negotiation delegation returned, we executed the order without hesitation.

Even I had attempted to castrate the Crown Prince and cut off his head, only to be stopped at the last moment.

At least a third of our soldiers were in a similar state—this isn’t a guess, but a sobering fact.

Sure, there were some, like the subordinates who stopped me, who still clung to a shred of reason. 

But even they were barely holding on. In their hearts, they were just as consumed by the desire to slaughter every noble.

The only difference between us was whether or not we’d acted on our rage.

Ten years of lives stolen. 

Ten years of potential wasted. 

Ten years of dreams crushed.

The nobles and the royal family had stripped everything from us, and the desire for vengeance was maddening.

Our soldiers weren’t the only ones. The people were just as enraged.

“Our lives had already been trampled by this kingdom. Whether rebellion or riot, it didn’t matter—as long as we could vent our deep-seated anger, it was worth it.”

The resentment of losing property, relatives, family, rights, and freedom under the pretense of war was far from trivial.

While the civilians hadn’t suffered as much as the soldiers who fought and bled, their shared desire for retribution burned just as fiercely.

As the revolution sought to justify itself by exposing the truth of the war, this desire for vengeance wasn’t likely to diminish. 

If anything, it would spread further.

“We needed a way to vent that rage—something extreme yet controllable, even if it meant crossing legal boundaries.”

Imagine a room filled with explosives, some already detonated, others seconds away from blowing up. 

To minimize the damage, you’d need to create an outlet to release the pressure.

That’s why I chose the extreme measure of holding people’s tribunals.

The punishments of the nobles were placed under central control, but the methods allowed soldiers and civilians to feel satisfaction.

Though illegal and brutal, it prevented these groups from completely breaking away and wreaking unchecked havoc.

I had to stop them from devolving into witch hunts and indiscriminate killings at any cost.

So, I ignored the rules, handed the power of decision to the masses, and prepared intentionally cruel methods of execution instead of the usual hanging or guillotine.

The intent was clear: let the condemned die screaming in hellish agony to soothe the hearts of the bereaved. 

Let their miserable deaths serve as consolation for the tragic losses endured by countless families.

It worked.

Our soldiers, officers, and even generals flocked to the square daily to gleefully shout for executions.

Not just enlisted troops—officers of all ranks joined in, from junior officers to field-grade officers and even some generals.

Aside from those on active duty, they would gather in groups to watch the executions together.

The result? No witch hunts. No indiscriminate massacres. 

Only the guilty were dealt with, brutally but systematically.

The process may have been gruesome and riddled with issues, but collateral damage was largely kept in check.

“The deed is done. Now, the clean-up and aftermath are mine to handle.”

Of course, the political cost of holding these tribunals wasn’t cheap.

The real problem lay in how to recover from what we’d spent.

The Day After the public Trials

In the conference room, the exhilaration from the previous day had faded.

We gathered around the table, smoking heavily and flipping through stacks of documents.

“Letting people vent their anger was effective,” one officer began, breaking the silence.

“But we’ve lost key figures who served as hostages and communication channels. The regional estates are slipping out of our sphere of influence.”

“Soon, title succession ceremonies will be held everywhere. It won’t be long before a slew of lords hostile to us emerge,” someone remarked grimly.

We had killed off a large portion of the nobles in the capital, which was satisfying.

After all, weren’t they all complicit in covering up and exploiting the royal family’s incompetence for years?

They were a deranged group willing to go as far as attempted assassination in foreign lands to keep their secrets buried.

At this point, there was no point in distinguishing between ringleaders and mere accomplices.

Rather than sparing them and risking our safety, we chose to treat them all as active collaborators.

Except for a select few whose lives were too valuable to lose, the rest had been sent to the gallows.

“Here’s a map marking the potential hostile estates, excluding families aligned with our faction.”

“Looks like at least three estates near the capital already?”

“And the number is likely to grow. Who would obediently submit after their parents were executed?”

The problem was the vacuum left behind.

Given the kingdom’s culture of many noble heads residing in the capital, the nobles of Rahator often played key roles in managing their estates and relationships with other regions.

Now, with those heads gone, their families back in the estates had inherited their titles.

These heirs, filled with hostility over their lost relatives and without any means for us to leverage against them, were now a brewing storm.

“Can’t we label them all as traitors and deal with them accordingly?” someone suggested, exasperated.

“Legally speaking, it’s feasible,” replied another. “But to enforce it, we’d have to subdue them first.”

Personally, I’d love nothing more than to see their heads roll. 

After all, weren’t they accomplices too?

These were people who had known full well about the royal family’s failures, yet still followed orders, basked in privileges, and lived in luxury in their estates.

Using the war as an excuse, they’d bled their peasants dry, indulging in decadence while the rest of the kingdom suffered.

While it wouldn’t be feasible to eliminate them all at once due to administrative concerns, a swift purge within the limits of our resources seemed like the best course of action.

But there was a glaring issue.

Their armies were still intact.

“Even though we heavily conscripted their private soldiers previously, a significant number still remain. At least 100,000, I’d estimate.”

“I’d say as many as 150,000. And that could increase quickly if they conscript villagers or hire mercenaries.”

Unlike the royal lands, where endless drafts had drained manpower, the noble estates had largely preserved their reserves.

Maintaining our current military strength while ensuring we can sustain a prolonged campaign—that’s the real challenge.

The noble armies were, admittedly, a mixed bag. 

Being private forces cobbled together independently, their levels of training and equipment varied greatly, with plenty of undisciplined rabble among them.

Still, sheer numbers couldn’t be ignored.

“If they were to rise up all at once and march on the capital, the central army wouldn’t be able to stop them. We’d manage to take out about half, but the rest would wear us down through sheer attrition.”

“Couldn’t the troops stationed outside the capital join them? Most frontline units are led by noble-born officers, after all,” someone pointed out.

“Not likely,” I replied. 

“We disrupted command structure during the last reorganization, relieving many of their officers of authority.”

At least the external army’s involvement wasn’t an immediate concern.

The western front, our largest force, was still recovering after returning from the Empire. 

About half of its units were undergoing reorganization and thus not combat-ready.

The other half couldn’t afford to leave the frontlines for fear of provoking the Empire.

And if anyone were to recklessly try an incursion, like the former crown prince might have, Major Mauer in the north would hold the line.

With our recently absorbed regional forces delaying them, we could surround them from both the central and northern armies.

“What about neighboring countries? How might they react?”

“They won’t,” someone answered confidently. 

“Even if we seem unstable internally, the kingdom’s sheer size is enough to deter them from meddling.”

“Even Albione? Those bastards would jump at any chance to stir the pot,” I questioned.

“Albione’s interference would likely be limited to minor raids along the southern coast. The local garrison can handle it,” came the reply.

With our truce with the Federated Empire, only four neighboring states posed potential threats:

The Albione Republic to the south,

Caledona to the west,

Ormera and Kailas to the east.

Of these, Caledona and Kailas, each with fewer than 30,000 troops, were too small to be considered serious threats.

Ormera had more substantial forces but was preoccupied with skirmishes against Albione, leaving little attention for us.

At least during this internal cleanup, we didn’t need to worry about external invasions.


“Good. Here’s what we’ll do,” I said, flicking my cigarette butt into the ashtray as I finalized the plan.

With the central administration weakened by the purge and our endurance stretched thin, there was only one viable solution for quickly resolving this internal conflict.

“We’ll pick a few major targets and crush them as examples. Once they see what happens, the rest will fall in line.”

We needed to flex our strength in such a way that no one would dare consider rebellion.



 
  
    Chapter 52: A Short but Intense Battle (1)


In war, the importance of seizing the initiative is a universally acknowledged truth.

Whether through diplomacy or combat, breaking and subduing the opponent early on carries a profound impact.

This effect isn’t limited to physical damage. 

Losses in prestige and morale can ripple through the intangible aspects of warfare, often outweighing the immediate costs.

Even nations with inferior resources or strategic positions can gain massive advantages if they successfully seize the initiative.

Two prominent historical examples of this principle are the Mongol victory at the Battle of Kalka River and the Japanese attack on Pearl Harbor.

“Both were tactical and strategic masterpieces, at least initially.”

Subutai’s Mongol forces crushed the coalition of Russian principalities in their initial foray into Russia, securing a decisive victory.

Similarly, Japan launched a surprise attack on the U.S. Pacific Fleet at Pearl Harbor, sinking numerous battleships and decimating its air units.

Both achieved remarkable tactical success, allowing them to conduct highly advantageous campaigns in the years that followed.

“Of course, their fates ultimately diverged dramatically.”

The lesson to be learned? It’s not just about winning the opening move—it’s about seeing it through to the end.

A victory that’s incomplete or poorly managed can easily lead to disastrous repercussions.

The Mongols obliterated the field armies of the Rus, rendering their subsequent conquest nearly uncontested.

Japan, however, failed to deliver a definitive blow, leaving key American infrastructure and assets intact.

This allowed the U.S. to rebuild its navy and, as history famously recounts, exact devastating retribution.

“We must emulate the Mongols, not the Japanese.”

With this understanding in mind, I began crafting our strategy.

What we needed now was a decisive example—a clear demonstration of power that would make other lords hesitate to oppose us.

The ideal target would be formidable and well-known. 

Striking down a minor noble would be insufficient to leave a lasting impression.

Instead, we needed a prominent adversary whose defeat would send a resounding message:

“This is the strength we wield. Band together if you wish; it will only ensure your destruction.”

“At least we have the necessary forces ready,” I muttered, piecing together our grim but necessary plan.

Despite the challenges we faced, the foundation had already been laid.

A battle-hardened, elite army forged through over a decade of combat in the north.

Cutting-edge line infantry tactics, unmatched by any neighboring power.

An exemplary cadre of experienced officers and commanders, sharpened in the crucible of war.

A seemingly endless supply of resources and funding to sustain the campaign.

To top it off, we had recently introduced new weapons that further enhanced our army’s capabilities.

The Central Army, in its current state, was arguably the strongest fighting force on the continent.

And with 40,000 soldiers at our disposal, we could overwhelm almost any noble’s private forces with ease.

Victory wasn’t just likely—it was inevitable. 

The real challenge would be minimizing our own casualties while delivering the strongest possible message.

“So, who would make the best target for such a demonstration? Any suggestions?”

The answers came quickly.

“The Barelmud family is a good candidate. They’re relatively close to the capital.”

“The Kirchheis County is also a viable option. Strategic and symbolic.”

“What about the Roengram Duchy? Their new head has a reputation for being an insufferable tyrant.”

Barelmud, Roengram, Kirchheis.

Each of these powerful noble houses could muster thousands of troops and stood within a week’s march of the capital.

They were perfect candidates for our first move.

“Choose one, and we’ll crush them,” someone suggested.

“No.”

I shook my head.

“We’ll crush them all.”

The room fell silent as my decision sank in.

“Prepare to face them all,” I continued. 

“We’re a force the size of an army corps. Do you think we’d impress anyone by conquering just one measly estate? No. We’ll engage multiple targets at once and emerge victorious against all of them. Only then will they realize the futility of resistance.”

“What I want is a scenario where we utterly dominate a powerful foe.”

A situation where, on paper, the fight should be evenly matched, yet one side effortlessly crushes the other.

To achieve this, at least on the surface, the enemy’s visible strength had to appear comparable to ours.

“Targeting a single duchy or county? Who would take that seriously? If it’s clear from the outset that we’re bound to win, what’s the point?

Not only will we fail to intimidate the nobles, but they’ll just scoff and dismiss us entirely.”

I scanned the map, calculating distances and positions.

“Let’s see. Roengram is to the south, while Barelmud and Kirchheis are westward?”

“Yes, sir. Of the two western regions, Barelmud is closer to the capital.”

“Then we’ll start with the furthest one and work our way closer. We’ll send royal decrees in the king’s name to all three. The message? Something like, ‘Your father has been arrested for treason. You are ordered to appear in the capital for investigation.’ It should do the trick.”

The basics of warfare often involve defeating the weaker enemies first through isolated engagements.

Having assessed the terrain and distances, I decided to target the isolated duchy of Roengram first.

There was another reason, too—its proximity to my hometown.

If I delayed and the enemy decided to take hostages, my parents could be at risk.

And if anything happened to them, my brother Julius would undoubtedly lose his mind.

While usually reserved, he became utterly unhinged when anything involved our parents.

That kind of fury could derail our entire political strategy, so it was better to preempt any such disaster.

“When should we send the decrees?”

“Not immediately,” I replied.

“How long do we need to prepare the supplies and have the troops ready for a campaign?”

“It’s hard to say exactly, but I’d estimate about two weeks. Procuring rations from the markets should be quick.”

“Then send the decrees in five days. We’ll time it perfectly.”

A swift response

Calling in a team of expert scribes and Foreign Ministry personnel, we quickly had the royal decree drafted.

It was a flawless document, complete with all the royal etiquette, phrasing, and formality expected of such correspondence.

To top it off, we affixed the royal seal we had taken from Carl VII, making it indistinguishable from an official letter issued by the monarch himself.

The bait cast, the trap set

At the appointed time, we dispatched the decree southward.

The response came back swiftly—and colorfully.

“Summon me to the capital? What nonsense! Tell them to get lost and shove it where the sun doesn’t shine!”

It was a tirade laden with expletives, but such a reaction had been anticipated.

Enough time had passed since the executions for news of the capital’s events to reach the surrounding regions.

Anyone with an inkling of what we had done would naturally refuse.

“Good,” I said, “Order the central army to march.”

The royal decree had served its purpose. It wasn’t meant to persuade but to establish legitimacy.

By refusing, the duke had essentially extended us an invitation to march on his lands.

A swift campaign

Within hours of receiving the reply, a force of 25,000 troops set out.

Exactly 12 days and 22 hours later, the Roengram Duchy was under our control.

The new duke and his family were promptly captured.

The news spreads west

It didn’t take long for word of Roengram’s swift fall to reach the western duchies.

“What? Carolus attacked Duke Roengram? That fat and complacent fool?”

“No, my lord. It was the newly ascended head of the house.”

“That accursed rebel seeks to eradicate the noble bloodlines entirely….”

A chilling realization

Barelmud, one of the remaining powerful dukes, was caught off guard.

Having narrowly avoided the catastrophe in the capital by retreating to his estates to handle family matters, he had already been shaken by news of the executions.

The idea that the rebels were now extending their claws beyond the capital struck him with a sense of dread.

“First the capital, now the provinces…. What in blazes is their next move?”

The gears of war turn, and the stakes rise as the flames of rebellion and defiance engulf the kingdom.

Barelmud Duke, shrewd from years in the political arena, immediately grasped the gravity of the situation. 

He could see that Carolus’ ambitions weren’t merely to consolidate power but to dismantle the very fabric of the kingdom’s noble hierarchy.

Though the motivations behind Carolus’ relentless aggression remained unclear, the stakes were unmistakable—to remain passive was to invite annihilation.

The Call to Arms

“We can’t afford to wait and see,” the Duke declared. 

“If Roengram has fallen, we could be next. That dog Carolus won’t be satisfied with just one victory.”

“Mobilize the levies! Begin conscription and prepare for war immediately!”

“And send out calls for reinforcements. We’ll need every ally we can muster, especially Count Kirchheis. Cooperation is our only chance.”

United in Desperation

Within hours, messengers returned with critical replies.

“Count Kirchheis has pledged his forces! He’s raising his army as we speak!”

“Filhaim, Nyben, and three other houses have also declared their support! Reinforcements are already on their way!”

The Gathering Storm

The Duke’s forces quickly swelled. 

Combined with support from neighboring fiefs, the coalition amassed a force of 46,000 soldiers.

For a hastily assembled army, it was a remarkable accomplishment—though one couldn’t help but wonder how such a force had been withheld from the front lines in previous wars.

“Your Grace, reports from the scouts! The central army is approaching, less than two days away!”


And thus, the armies of rebellion and resistance collided as the Kingdom’s Civil War erupted into full force.

Neither side could have predicted how bitterly the events would unfold.

It would not be long before soldiers on both sides echoed the same refrain.

“War truly is hell.”





 
  
    Chapter 53: A Short but Intense Battle (2)


“Already here, huh.”

Duke of Barelmud.

Plains near the Duke’s estate.

The Duke of Barelmud, serving as the Supreme Commander of the hastily formed Allied Noble Forces, clicked his tongue as he observed the approaching Central Army.

After hearing about the tragedy that befell the Roengram family, he had scrambled to prepare for several days. 

Now that the moment had finally come for his efforts to be put to the test, frustration bubbled within him.

“Because of that bastard Carolus, I’m going through all this trouble…”

Under his command were 46,000 troops—a colossal force that, even for a powerful ducal house, was impossible to organize or maintain alone.

He had been forced to solicit aid from neighboring territories, but that process had been far from simple. 

How would the greedy nobles react to such a sudden, massive request for support?

Of course, they hadn’t agreed readily. 

Far from offering assistance, they had resisted fiercely, extracting every conceivable concession in return for providing soldiers and supplies.

“The funds alone cost nearly three years of my budget.”

Except for Count Kirchheis, who cooperated under the immediate threat to his life, the Duke had to pay a steep price to assemble such a force.

In other words, the army under his command represented the Barelmud family’s future, sold off for the sake of survival.

This was a one-time chance, born solely from desperation.

“We must win. We must crush his power and foundation. Only then can our house—and the kingdom—survive.”

To make the most of this opportunity, merely repelling the invading enemy wasn’t enough.

Victory was essential, but the ideal outcome would be to press the momentum, launch a counteroffensive on the capital, overthrow Carolus’ regime, and restore the old order.

Even if that wasn’t achievable, at the very least, they needed to secure a decisive victory, guaranteeing their power and halting the suppression of the nobles.

The goal was daunting, but there was no alternative. 

Failure meant the ruin of his house.

This was a matter of success or death.

As he wrestled with these thoughts, someone beside him broke the silence.

“Your Grace, why the somber expression?”

“Ah, Count, you’ve caught me. It seems I’ve caused you some concern.”

The speaker was a man with curly red hair and a stout build: Count Kirchheis, the Vice Commander of this army and the second-largest contributor of troops after the Duke of Barelmud.

Believing that his own ruin would follow if this position fell, Kirchheis had personally joined the effort, making him the Duke’s foremost ally.

“I am troubled about what we must do next. And I can’t help but wonder how the great Kingdom of Ulranor came to this sorry state.”

“Haha, it seems you’re worrying too much, Your Grace.”

The Count chuckled and shrugged his shoulders.

“There’s no point in agonizing over a future that hasn’t yet arrived. For now, focus on the task at hand. If we win here, any plans for the future will naturally become possible.”

“…You’re right about that.”

“Save your deep deliberations for after the battle. Once you’ve severed Royten’s head, I’m sure your mood will improve, and your thoughts will become clearer.”

The Duke nodded at the well-meaning advice.

The Count was correct: only by overcoming the immediate challenge could he think about what came after.

“Thank you. I feel as though my head is a bit clearer thanks to you.”

“I’m glad to be of help.”

Shaking off his earlier doubts, the Duke set aside his distractions and focused on the battle ahead. 

His mind now turned entirely to the enemy he was about to face.

“It’s about time we prepared to shift into battle formations. Have we confirmed the size of the enemy force?”

“According to the latest reports, it’s just under 40,000. Likely around 36,000 to 38,000 troops.”

“If I recall, the Central Army totaled just under 50,000…”

That number included both the troops who had directly participated in the coup and the reinforcements sent to bolster them.

It seemed they had scraped together every available unit, leaving only a modest garrison behind to defend the capital.

“They are fewer in number than us.”

“But we can’t underestimate them. Their troops are on a level far beyond comparison to ours.”

Even with a numerical advantage, there was no room for complacency. 

The Duke of Barelmud knew all too well how formidable the enemy was.

He did not disregard the intelligence sent by his vassals and relatives within the military.

These were the elite forces directly commanded by the legendary general known as the Northern Wolf.

They had accumulated countless achievements on the battlefield. 

How could such an army be considered weak?

While arrogant young nobles might dismiss them as mere rebels, the Duke acknowledged their strength. 

Underestimating an opponent out of prejudice was a surefire way to court disaster.

“On the other hand, we’re just a coalition army—a haphazard mix of troops with wildly varying levels of training and organization.”

Aside from their superior numbers, his forces were at a disadvantage in almost every other respect.

The Barelmud family’s own soldiers were of commendable quality, but the rest were not.

Some units barely reached the level of city militia. 

Their equipment, training, and overall combat capabilities were far from uniform.

“At least we’re fighting on our home ground. That’s the one advantage we have.”

The terrain was the only clear benefit on their side. 

Being familiar with the land gave them a strategic edge.

They had also been able to set up defensive positions and fortifications in advance. 

It wasn’t much, but it was something they could rely on.

It would be a tough battle, but there was a chance for victory.

Resolving himself, the Duke gave his orders.

“Send messengers to all units. Form defensive formations and position the artillery. Everyone is to move to their assigned positions and prepare to meet the enemy.”

Within minutes, the army had assembled into standard formations, waiting tensely for the approaching enemy.

At last, the Central Army closed in, spreading out their forces as the curtain rose on the battle.

The engagement began with light skirmishes.

“So, they’re all out in the open, just as His Grace predicted, huh?”

The Central Army confirmed that the Duke of Barelmud’s forces had taken up positions in the open field. 

They saw this as the perfect opportunity to crush the main force of the enemy.

For defenders to leave the safety of their fortress and venture outside suggested one thing: they didn’t believe they could win a siege.

It also meant they had no choice but to defeat their foes in battle and claim a decisive victory to secure a path to survival.

This led the Central Army to conclude that the nobles had committed their entire main force to this confrontation. 

If the Central Army could secure a decisive win here, they could swiftly seize the territory and end the civil war.

“Spread the formation wider. Who’s in charge of our right flank?”

“That would be General Elan. Do you have any specific orders for him?”

“Tell him to probe their defenses lightly. No deep engagements—if resistance is strong, pull back immediately.”

“Understood, sir!”

The Central Army deployed here consisted of 37,000 troops.

The battle was 37,000 against 46,000—a contest of numbers where the nobles had a slight advantage.

As the Central Army moved to initiate an offensive, the Allied Noble Forces quickly responded, sending their left wing to counter.

Numerically, the sides were comparable.

However, in terms of tactics, the gap was vast.

It was as if a 17th-century pike-and-shot formation had faced off against Napoleonic-era line infantry.

By all logic, the latter should have completely overwhelmed the former.

“Hold the formation! Advance at a steady pace!”

“First and second ranks, prepare to fire! The third rank, stand by! If the front row falls, step up and fill the gap immediately!”

Before the pikes could even close the distance, the overwhelming firepower of the muskets tore through the ranks with rapid volleys.

The Central Army, composed of highly trained veterans, executed their maneuvers with precision and speed, their rate of fire mercilessly effective.

Even before reaching melee range, the noble coalition’s formations were already half-destroyed. 

And when they did manage to close the gap, the bayonets of the Central Army rendered hand-to-hand combat impossible, crushing their efforts entirely.

Just as the Empire’s troops had fallen before the might of advanced tactics in past battles, so too did the Allied Noble Forces.

However…

An unexpected turn of events occurred.

–Bang!

“What’s going on? Why aren’t they going down?!”

“You fools! We came prepared with breastplates! Let’s see how you handle pure melee combat!!”

The soldiers—no, the iron-clad warriors—weren’t falling.

The muskets had been aimed directly at them and fired, yet the soldiers pressed forward, unflinching, without so much as a scream.

The secret lay in the steel breastplates, which had been procured at great expense.

These were the same heavy armors the Duke of Barelmud had once purchased in his efforts to train a corps of heavy cavalry.

With Carolus converting all his troops into musket infantry, the Duke had thought it prudent to repurpose the armor for infantry use. 

It was this decision that now bore fruit.

“Unless we hit their heads, they won’t go down. This puts us at a disadvantage.”

“Looks like they came prepared. This is going to be annoying.”

“What should we do?”

The number of armored troops wasn’t overwhelming; armor was prohibitively expensive, after all.

Even with all the funds at their disposal, only about 5,000 suits had been made—far too few to equip an entire division.

However, distributing the armor evenly among the vanguard units had been enough.

Worn by elite soldiers and combined with heavy infantry formations, they had created an almost impenetrable iron wall.

Of course, the breastplates weren’t invincible; a well-aimed shot from close range could still penetrate them. 

But with muskets’ notorious inaccuracy, landing such a shot was far easier said than done.

The distance between the Central Army’s right flank and the noble coalition’s left flank rapidly closed. 

The concentrated musket fire from the Central Army’s line infantry barely inflicted casualties, let alone broke the formation.

It was clear who would gain the upper hand if things continued this way.

“What do we do?”

“Retreat. Maintain the formation and pull back to our original position.”

General Elan immediately ordered a tactical withdrawal. 

Staying and fighting under these circumstances would only result in unnecessary losses.

“Raise the red flag. If we’ve brought the new weapon for a situation like this, it’s time to use it.”

“Understood!”

As the Central Army began to withdraw, the noble coalition eagerly pursued them.

The weight of the armor and the density of their formations slowed their advance, but they persisted, striving to keep up and maintain the pressure.

“Stop right there, you traitorous scum!!”

“Traitors? Who do you think you’re calling traitors? Would you stop if someone told you to?”

Having seized the initiative, the noble coalition sought to capitalize on their momentum.

Following the left flank, the main force of the Allied Noble Forces began to rise and advance, their ranks moving forward like an unrelenting wave of humanity.

And then—

“Fire!”

Rockets rained down from the sky.

–BOOOOM!!

“Cannons! Bombs! It’s raining fire from above!!”

“What the hell did those lunatics bring with them?!”

Carolus had developed a ballistic weapon inspired by the Hwacha—a self-propelled, unguided rocket device.


Packed with high-explosive gunpowder and capable of being launched from angled platforms, the rockets streaked across the sky in fiery arcs, painting it with blazing trails before detonating over the coalition forces.

General Elan watched the chaos unfold with satisfaction and muttered to himself.

“Allahu Akbar, you bastards.”

It was a phrase Carolus had insisted they say whenever firing these rockets.



 
  
    Chapter 54: A Short but Intense Battle (3)


In the past—before Carolus set out to secure the northern and western fronts—he faced a significant dilemma.

“How can a smaller force defeat a larger one?”

Specifically, he pondered how his Central Army, numbering only in the tens of thousands, could suppress the potential rebel factions spread across the entire kingdom.

Although he had seized the capital in a coup and established his regime, the foundation of his rule remained precarious.

Hostile territories and political adversaries surrounded him on all sides, leaving him with no choice but to rely on the strength of his army.

While working to secure political allies and expand his influence, Carolus poured his efforts into strengthening the military that would protect him.

He equipped his troops with state-of-the-art weapons and expensive uniforms, training them in revolutionary tactics.

The result of this endeavor was the creation of line infantry.

It was a cutting-edge military force, utilizing tactics that others wouldn’t develop for decades.

“With this, we can crush most enemies.”

“Soon, we might even consider distributing this doctrine throughout the entire army.”

The outcome was satisfactory.

Carolus’ soldiers, despite the sudden shift in tactics, adapted remarkably well.

In time, they would achieve great victories, fully living up to his expectations.

However, even this wasn’t enough.

Line infantry was still just a concept.

“Anything that appears simple on the surface will inevitably be copied by others one day…”

The doctrine of abandoning traditional units like spearmen or swordsmen to create musket-only formations was innovative, but it wasn’t entirely unprecedented.

While the composition of the forces had changed, the operational methods and know-how weren’t vastly different from existing military strategies.

What did this mean?

In time, other armies would inevitably mimic line infantry tactics, much like copy-ninjas, learning from observing his forces in action.

If copied, it might take as little as four or five years before examples of imitation began to surface. 

Once that happened, the hard-earned superiority of the Central Army would vanish in an instant.

“I need a different solution. Something so far ahead that others wouldn’t even dare to attempt copying it.”

Instead of relying on a temporary advantage, Carolus pondered how to create a long-lasting strength that could be sustained over time.

After deep deliberation, he found his answer in technology: advancing weaponry so far ahead of its time that it would ensure superiority.

“If it comes to this, I’m going all in on firepower.”

Fortunately, he had already thought of several promising ideas. 

Turning those concepts into reality, he began producing and deploying them on a large scale.

Unlike with the introduction of line infantry, there was no opposition from his subordinates. 

The effectiveness of these new weapons was self-evident at a glance.

Though there hadn’t been enough time to deploy them during the battles against the Empire, the preparations were finally complete, and they debuted in this battle.

The results?

The chaos among the noble coalition’s forces, with their soldiers screaming like frightened children, spoke for itself.

“Aaaaaagh!!!”

“Damn it, the fire won’t go out! Why does it keep burning even when we pour water on it?!”

“Break formation! If we stay here, we’re all going to die! Scatter! Run for your lives!!”

Carolus’s special rockets, officially named the Primary Military Objective Strike System, but nicknamed “Juche Rockets,” were composed of three main materials:

Saltpeter (the primary ingredient of gunpowder), sugar, and oil.

The saltpeter and sugar served as propellants, while the warhead was loaded with either a charge of gunpowder or oil.

In the case of oil, it was mixed with sawdust and raw rubber to create a sticky, viscous substance.

In simpler terms, the rockets were effectively incendiary weapons.

What happened when such a device struck the enemy directly? 

Complete pandemonium.

“Kahahaha! Behold, humanity is nothing but trash!”

“…Colonel Vaden, sir? You’ve been saying some really strange things today.”

“His Grace told us to say it when we use these rockets.”

“I swear, sometimes he does the strangest things.”

While some soldiers were babbling nonsense as they watched the fiery trails streaking through the sky, chaos was erupting below.

Boiling oil seeped into the gaps of armor, causing armored infantry to writhe and thrash in agony.

Heavy cavalry were thrown from their horses as panicked, burned animals reared and bucked uncontrollably.

Tightly packed pikemen caught fire as the flames spread through their formation.

Skirmishers, their clothing and flesh melting together, couldn’t even scream in pain.

Dragoons, struck directly in the helmet by rockets, were blown to pieces.

The battlefield became a maelstrom of nearly every conceivable form of pandemonium.

Attacks from an unimaginable direction—the sky.

The noble coalition, having never considered the need to defend against something from above, found the rocket bombardment to be a devastating shock.

“St-stay calm! They’re flashy, but they’re not as deadly as they look!”

“Regroup into formation! Stay composed, and we can endure this!”

“Light cavalry, maneuver around our lines to the west and await new orders!”

Despite the chaos, the sheer size of the coalition’s army worked to their advantage. 

Before long, officers and soldiers who had regained their composure began rallying the troops, urging them to stand and fight.

In truth, the Juche Rockets were more dramatic than they were deadly. 

The actual damage was relatively minor—several hundred casualties and a few dozen horses lost at most. 

Considering the size of the entire army, the losses were negligible.

The rockets were, after all, nothing more than unguided, cheaply made “rocket candy” devices. 

Their accuracy was questionable at best; they were built for mass production and indiscriminate bombardment, not precision strikes.

However, the psychological impact was tremendous. 

The sight and sound of fiery streaks raining down from above created an overwhelming sense of terror and confusion.

In essence, the rockets were morale-breaking weapons—dangerous if they hit, but not particularly reliable.

For those who understood their true nature and could remain calm, it was possible to withstand the bombardment.

Of course, maintaining composure in the face of such chaos was easier said than done.

“Your Grace! Please issue an order! Are you just going to let the soldiers die like this?”

“Oh, yes, of course. All intact units, resume the advance! Focus on breaking through the enemy’s exposed right flank first!”

The Duke of Barelmund, regaining his composure, quickly began issuing commands. 

Positioned in the rear, he had escaped the worst of the rocket barrage and now demanded a swift counterattack from his generals.

“We’ve taken a hit, so it’s time to hit back. Crush those rebels relying on strange weapons!”

“Send the 5th and 7th Regiments to the front. Our 18th Regiment will provide support from the rear.”

“Do we have any hand cannon gunners left? As soon as you get close to the rebels, fire at will! Match their firepower with our own!”

Despite the chaos, the Duke’s forces still retained capable officers—veterans who had previously served in the Royal Army or were handpicked as vassals.

Following his orders, these commanders quickly reorganized their troops and moved to execute his commands.

The plan was to pin down General Elan’s division, which had yet to return to its original position, and finish off the rest of the Central Army.

Despite the weight of their heavy armor, the noble coalition’s soldiers pushed themselves to close the distance, intending to settle the battle in melee combat.

500 paces.

400 paces.

300 paces.

By now, they had reached the effective range of the muskets.

“Huh?”

“What’s that?”

As they closed in, something unexpected happened: the rocket barrage stopped.

Instead, something emerged from between the Central Army’s formations.

“They’ve brought out something that looks like cannons,” someone muttered in alarm.

“What is that? Are they seriously planning to fire cannons at us head-on?”

Using standard artillery at this range would be ineffective. 

And if they intended to use grapeshot, the distance was still too great.

The noble coalition troops hesitated, puzzled for only a moment.

They soon learned the answer the hard way.

–Tututututututu!!

A hailstorm of concentrated fire mowed down the noble coalition forces.

This was the power of a weapon known as the Volley Gun.

It bundled multiple barrels together to fire simultaneously—a primitive ancestor of the machine gun.

The Central Army, under Carolus’s command, had deployed precisely this weapon.

While it had its fair share of shortcomings—it was cumbersome to reload, heavy, and not particularly efficient—its sheer firepower was unmatched.

Against tightly packed enemy formations, few tools could be as devastating.

General Elan’s division had been issued 40 volley guns.

Each gun consisted of 50 barrels, allowing for a total of 2,000 rounds to be fired in a single volley.

Even accounting for half of the shots missing and another 20% hitting the same targets, that still left 800 casualties per volley—a devastating blow that shredded the front ranks of the enemy.

“Once you’re done firing, reload immediately! Fire at will as soon as you’re ready!”

“Aye, sir! Somebody bring more ammo over here!”

And it didn’t stop at one volley. 

With quick-loading tools on hand, the gunners were able to prepare a second barrage in just a few minutes.

By 21st-century Earth standards, this firepower might seem rudimentary, but in this world, it was unrivaled—a truly insane display of destructive capability.

“What kind of monsters are these?! Where did they even get so many unheard-of weapons?!”

“We can’t do this—retreat! Retreat! If we stay here, we’ll just die like dogs!”

“What are you cowards doing?! Retreating before the Duke’s enemies?! Stand your ground—”

“If you’ve got the guts to say that, why don’t you deal with that firestorm first?!”

From afar, there was no answer. 

Up close, there was even less hope.

With the weapons they had, victory was impossible—no matter how desperately they tried.

Once this harsh reality dawned on the soldiers, they began abandoning their positions one by one, fleeing the battlefield.

It didn’t matter if officers tried to stop them with shouts or threats; the soldiers didn’t even bother to listen.

This massive army, hastily assembled, had always been lacking in loyalty and morale. Now, it had finally reached its breaking point.

“We’ve won.”

“…We’ve lost.”

The battlefield was a study in contrasts as triumph and despair unfolded simultaneously.

The Central Army’s officers grinned with satisfaction, while Duke Barelmund clenched his teeth in frustration.

The army he had poured everything into had crumbled in vain.

With the tide of battle decisively turned, his defeat was now certain. 

Despair crept into his mind.

“Your Grace! Please, you must retreat immediately!”

“I know! Stop yelling at me and gather the remaining troops—whatever’s left!”

Yet, even in this moment of defeat, he did not give up. 

He couldn’t afford to. He wasn’t about to be captured and executed so easily.

Clenching his fists, the Duke resolved to scrape together whatever forces remained and retreat.

He believed that if he could make it back to his estate and hold out, there would eventually be another chance to rebuild.


★ ★ ★ ★ ★

Unfortunately for him, his hopes ended as nothing more than an empty dream.

“Oh? Finally arrived, have you?”

Carolus was already waiting, having taken the Duke’s estate and established control.



 
  
    Chapter 55: You’ve been kidnapped.


A few hours earlier.

“So that’s the Duke’s fortress? Pretty average in size.”

I had arrived at the Duchy’s territory ahead of the main army with a small detachment. 

However, instead of heading to our designated rally point, we stopped at a secluded area.

“It doesn’t look like there are many troops guarding the interior. Their discipline seems pretty lax too.”

“Isn’t that a bit too relaxed, considering it’s wartime?”

“Probably because they’ve deployed all their main forces. With their elite troops gone, they must’ve left only second-rate soldiers to defend the rear.”

Why? The reason was simple.

This time, I had handed over the role of Supreme Commander to one of my subordinates.

If I kept holding onto command forever, the others wouldn’t grow. 

So, I passed it to them to give them a chance to gain some experience.

Thanks to that decision, I no longer needed to stay stuck in the rear command post. 

For the first time in a while, I decided to take on frontline duties—to sharpen my field instincts and to assist the troops directly if necessary.

I brought a regiment (about 3,000 men) with me to carry out rear disruption and flanking maneuvers. 

But…

“This looks like something we could take if we play our cards right.”

“You mean… you want to seize the fortress, sir?”

“Yeah. Pick out a few dozen of our swiftest and best fighters, including me. We’re going to infiltrate and open the gates.”

The enemy’s stronghold looked far too vulnerable. 

It seemed like it could fall with just a little pressure.

So, I decided to just take it.

“Send a messenger to inform the main force. Tell them we’re skipping the attack on the noble coalition and going straight for their home base.”

“What if they object…?”

“They won’t. Don’t worry about it. We’ve had similar situations before, and they’ve never complained when I said I’d handle things.”

Though it was an impromptu change of plans, it wasn’t a reckless decision.

Back on the northern front, I’d personally assaulted and captured Imperial fortresses until I had two stars on my shoulder. 

I figured I still had the knack for it.

“Ever tried clearing rooms while holding a torch in one hand and a sword in the other? If you haven’t, save your breath. It’s ridiculously tough.”

Compared to the hardened veterans of hellish battlefields I’ve faced, taking some poorly guarded rear-line fortress is child’s play.

“The risks are more than worth it.”

From a tactical standpoint, this fortress was far too valuable to ignore.

If captured, it would cut off the enemy’s headquarters and supply routes while also blocking their retreat. 

With some luck, we might even secure valuable hostages. 

How could I let such an opportunity pass? Even if we failed, it was worth a try.

“You’ve got ten minutes. Pick out the team quickly. We move before the enemy catches wind of us. The rest of you, stay ready to move at a moment’s notice.”

“Understood!”

And so began our impromptu daytime fortress infiltration operation.

Despite the chaotic planning, the execution went surprisingly smoothly.

–Clink.

Using grappling hooks and ropes, we fashioned makeshift ladders and climbed the walls one by one.

Since we’d scoped out blind spots from below, we managed to reach the top without being spotted.

“Two guards ahead, one behind. We’ll take care of the ones in front first.”

While the soldiers climbed, I pulled out a dagger I had prepared earlier. 

Unsheathing it from its leather scabbard, I held it firmly, as if clasping my hands together, and then threw it.

–Thwack.

“Guhk!”

“Huh? Why are you suddenly—mmph!”

“Shh. If you want to live, stay quiet.”

The first guard dropped instantly as the dagger pierced his carotid artery.

As the second guard turned in surprise, I seized the moment to grab him from behind, covering his mouth before he could cry out.

“Now, I’m going to ask you some questions. Keep your voice down and only answer what I ask. Got it?”

I watched him nod before carefully uncovering his mouth.

“How many troops are left here?”

“J-just over a thousand, I think.”

“Where are the Duke and his family staying?”

“In that large mansion further inside….”

That was all the information I needed.

“You’ve done well. Rest in peace.”

“Please, spare—”

Before he could finish, I swiftly slit his carotid artery and severed his vocal cords. 

It was a quick, painless death, and I had no more use for this poor soul.

Meanwhile, my soldiers had finished climbing up. 

I tossed a couple of looted longswords their way and gave my orders.

“You see the watchtower near the gate? The gate controls should be nearby. Find them and get the gate open immediately.”

“Understood.”

“Oh, and five of you, come with me.”

The gate controls—a mechanism for opening and closing the fortress gates—were typically well-guarded due to their importance. 

While their location was usually predictable due to technical limitations, I was confident my soldiers could secure and operate them with ease.

“What should we do?” one of the soldiers asked.

“Distraction duty. Make sure the enemy doesn’t suspect anything unusual.”

As my soldiers set off for the gate controls, we prepared to create a diversion. 

I retrieved a few grenades I had brought along, scanning the surroundings quickly.

The fortress was a cluster of buildings, making it difficult to identify their purpose at a glance. 

The mansion the guard mentioned was visible in the distance, while this area appeared to be barracks.

“Alright, boys. Blow it up!”

“Got it! Eat this!”

–BOOM!!

I lobbed a grenade into every nearby building window, one by one. 

After a brief pause as the fuses burned down, explosions erupted in rapid succession, sending flames and black smoke billowing into the sky.

One of the buildings was particularly large and ornate.

The explosions inside were so violent that the entire structure was engulfed in flames, with the fire spreading to adjacent buildings.

“Was that a gunpowder store? Lucky us. That’ll draw plenty of attention.”

“This should be enough. Let’s move elsewhere.”

What followed was simple. We kept moving, blowing things up, setting fires, and dealing with anyone who spotted us.

As the chaos spread, we heard the sound of the fortress gates creaking open.

“Finally, they’ve arrived.”

“Disperse by company! First and second companies, follow me! Fourth company, head west!”

“Strike before they can respond! Burn everything in sight!”

My soldiers stormed in with triumphant cheers, firing into the air and charging like wild barbarians.

If we’d swapped their uniforms for traditional clothing, they could’ve easily passed for a Mongol horde.

“Your Grace! Where are you?!”

“Over here, you fools!”

Spotting them coming our way, I waved to signal my location.

“See? I told you we could infiltrate and open the gates.”

“Yes… though I didn’t really think it was possible…”

The battalion commander, who had brought my warhorse, gave me a sheepish grin. 

It occurred to me that this might’ve been his first time seeing me in an infiltration operation.

When he’d enlisted, I’d already been transitioning out of frontline duties.

“Thanks for the horse. Now, let’s go capture the Duke and his family.”

With the entire detachment inside the fortress, there was no need for subtlety anymore.

We moved openly and boldly, capturing every noble coalition soldier we encountered.

We seized every road, occupied untouched facilities, and secured weapons and provisions.

While supplies wouldn’t be of much use in such a short campaign, they were still valuable assets to have.

Humming a carefree tune, I strolled forward, and soon the mansion where the Duke’s family was said to be staying came into view.

“Who goes there! This is no place for—”

“Farewell.”

The guards at the front gate each received a neat hole in their foreheads and crumpled to the ground.

Inside, servants screamed at the sight of uninvited guests, but I ignored them and headed straight for the stairs.

From experience, houses like this always have the master’s quarters in the deepest part of the building.

Ignoring the side rooms in the hall—likely parlors or storage spaces—I continued down the main corridor.

“Found it.”

“Eek!”

And just like that, I came across the high-value hostages.

“D-die, you intruder!”

No sooner had I opened the door than a bodyguard lunged at me, dagger in hand.

He moved well, but unfortunately for him, he was far from being a match for me.

“You’re ten years too early, kid!”

–Crack!

I broke the first attacker’s skull with a straight punch to the face.

The second one behind him swung his blade, but I grabbed the weapon and yanked him toward me.

Seizing his neck, I used him as a human shield to block incoming attacks.

“Urghhh!”

“Wh-what? This wasn’t supposed to happen!”

For those who’ve never done it, let me tell you: pulling a blade out of someone’s body isn’t as easy as it looks. 

The skin, muscle, and clothing wrap around the blade, making it stick unless you apply some force.

It’s even harder when the stabbed person is walking toward you.

“Oops, time to finish this.”

I shoved the human shield, now full of holes, toward his comrades and leapt lightly into the air.

Using the body on the floor as a foothold, I launched myself forward and delivered a flying kick with my full weight behind it.

Thanks to the steel-reinforced soles of my boots, the force was more than enough to take someone down.

Reaching into my pocket, I pulled out another dagger and swiftly dispatched two more guards with precise throws to their necks. 

Was that all of them?

“P-please spare me!”

“Then drop your weapon and lie face down on the floor.”

“Yes, sir!!”

One soldier remained, but he quickly grasped the situation and obeyed without hesitation. 

I decided to let him live—for now.

With the room secured, I took a moment to compose myself. 

Then, I remembered something.

“Ah, I almost forgot to introduce myself as a guest.”

I turned toward the trembling figures huddled on the bed—young boys and girls, their wide eyes filled with fear, and an elderly woman who seemed to be their grandmother.

Judging by their ages, they were likely the Duchess and the Duke’s grandchildren. His children had either married off or been executed during previous purges.

“Greetings, esteemed members of the House of Barelmund. I am Carolus von Royten, Vice Chairman of the Supreme Council for National Reconstruction.”

I stepped closer and continued in a calm but authoritative tone.

“Evidence has surfaced that Duke Barelmund mobilized a large military force to incite rebellion. As direct family members, you are hereby deemed accomplices and key witnesses. You will be placed under arrest. If you cooperate, there will be no further bloodshed. But let me be clear…”

I crouched down to meet the children’s terrified gazes and whispered softly.

“You’ve been kidnapped.”

Honestly, I’d always wanted to say that line at least once.


Meanwhile, in the capital city of Rahator.

“So… you’re suggesting we hold an exam to select bureaucrats? Are you serious?”

“Yes, this is a system proposed by His Grace, Carolus.”

The kingdom’s administration was about to undergo a significant reform, introducing an exam-based bureaucratic system with a distinctly “Eastern” flair.



 
  
    Chapter 56: Side Story: Meanwhile, in the Capital (2)


While the Central Army was firing round after round at the Duke of Barelmud, back in the capital.

“Ugh, why are there so many documents?”

A young woman seated in Carolus’s office let out a long sigh as she paused her writing, lamenting how long she’d have to keep up this work.

“Are you doing all right, Madam Councilor?”

“I’m still holding up, barely. My head’s just spinning from staring at paperwork for days on end.”

Her secretary, who had been standing nearby, asked with concern. 

Camilla von Arschach waved a dismissive hand in response.

She wasn’t physically exhausted or on the verge of collapse. 

It was just that, after being buried in endless documents and reports for days, her mental stamina was wearing thin.

Compared to the soldiers risking their lives on the battlefield right now, her complaints felt laughably privileged.

Still, she couldn’t help but feel a twinge of irritation, and she sighed inwardly.

“The purges were too extreme. Arresting and executing every noble indiscriminately was a bit much…”

How had it come to this?

The reason was simple.

The original handlers of the documents she was reviewing had all met their end on the execution block.

Carolus’s abrupt and brutally efficient second coup left deep scars on the kingdom—not just politically but across its entire hierarchical and administrative systems.

The logic had been straightforward, if a noble lived in the capital and their name included “von,” they were considered complicit in or supportive of the monarchy’s resistance and sent to the people’s court.

The result was a massive vacuum in leadership.

About 30% of the parliament members were gone.

Roughly 20% of the treasury staff had disappeared.

In other government departments, a minimum of 20–30% of personnel were purged.

The Ministry of Foreign Affairs, where nobles were disproportionately represented, had lost nearly half its staff.

“How can the government function properly when so many positions are vacant?”

The only reason the entire administrative system hadn’t collapsed was that Carolus, regaining some composure toward the end of the coup, spared his own faction and preserved critical talent.

Even so, countless difficulties and inconveniences arose in the aftermath.

Since it was impossible to fill all the vacancies immediately, the remaining staff had to take on the extra workload.

If a document required approval from a deceased official, it was forwarded upward for review. 

Issues that couldn’t be resolved due to a lack of expertise were escalated to higher authorities for instructions.

Even under normal circumstances, such a situation would be overwhelming. 

But now, there was an unusually high volume of work due to the aftermath of the coup.

There was property damage to repair, preparations for imminent peace negotiations with the Empire, and the emergency allocation of funds for suppressing internal rebellions.

All of this meant that the burden on Camilla, acting as Carolus’s representative, was unimaginable.

“I just want to go home, take a bath, and sleep.”

This was also why Camilla had abandoned her own office and holed up in Carolus’s room.

Since the room doubled as the command center for Carolus’s faction, important people frequently visited.

Tired of running back and forth to meet with them, she decided to stay put for the time being.

“Just hang in there a little longer. Once His Grace returns, everything will get much easier.”

Despite the grueling working conditions, Camilla’s expression wasn’t dark. 

On the contrary, it was filled with hope and anticipation.

Why? That’s simple.

The current challenges were merely stepping stones toward a monumental achievement that lay ahead.

The reduced number of nobles in the government meant that the main instigators of factional infighting were gone.

This presented an unprecedented opportunity for sweeping reforms and restructuring.

Think about how the kingdom’s bureaucracy used to operate.

Getting a government job meant immediately seeking connections. 

Without joining a faction, you couldn’t even dream of promotions.

The infighting wasn’t just internal disputes—it was like the departments were entirely different organizations, functioning solely based on factional lines.

There were loyalists to the royal family, anti-royalists, and various duchy-aligned factions, all vying for dominance.

Now, that system could finally be dismantled.

It was an opportunity to foster a cooperative atmosphere within departments, with colleagues working together despite some level of competition.

A rational administrative system where practical work took precedence over political agendas—what a compelling vision for the future!

“Manfred, what was the name of the system His Grace proposed to implement soon?”

“Are you referring to the Examination Bureaucracy System?”

“Ah, yes, that’s the one.”

Once Carolus’s newly designed system was implemented, the manpower shortage would soon be resolved.

The idea was to move away from the traditional recruitment methods based on connections and recommendations and instead introduce a standardized exam to select bureaucrats.

Apparently, the system was inspired by one used in the Daiching Empire (though it was actually based on the Joseon Dynasty’s civil service exams).

It was a simple yet revolutionary concept, selecting candidates purely based on their abilities, regardless of social status or family background.

“If it works, training new recruits will become much easier. We’ll no longer have to deal with clueless idiots who got in just because of their connections.”

“Exactly. At the very least, we’ll be accepting people who meet basic competency standards.”

Currently, the kingdom’s system for recruiting officials fell into three main categories.

1) Hereditary succession.

2) Buying positions.

3) Hiring based on connections (recommendations).


	



Obviously, none of these methods had anything to do with fairness, meritocracy, or rationality.

Talented but poor individuals, or those lacking social skills, were effectively barred from advancing in their careers.

However, by introducing an exam-based system, hope would be given to such individuals.

At the very least, they’d have a chance to demonstrate their abilities and potential.

But that wasn’t all. Nepotism would also decrease significantly.

While it was unrealistic to expect it to disappear entirely, it wouldn’t be as rampant as it was now.

The existing system, which valued connections over competence, had fostered a culture of prioritizing politicking over actual performance. 

This was a deeply ingrained issue in the kingdom’s bureaucracy.

Once a meritocratic approach took root, such problems would naturally diminish.

“When you think about it, it’s actually a blessing that the noble class was swept away. Reforms that would’ve taken ages are now being implemented almost instantly.”

“Every situation has its pros and cons, wouldn’t you agree? Rarely is there something that’s entirely negative.”

“Still, this time, it feels like the positives outweigh the negatives.”

It was a change that would’ve been impossible in the past.

Nobles would have risen en masse to protect their privileges, rejecting any reforms that denied the so-called divine right of their lineage.

They would’ve fought tooth and nail to maintain their monopolized positions within the system.

But now? Most of them were dead. 

The few survivors had willingly bowed their heads to us.

With no one left to oppose, reform was completely within reach.

The parliament was filled only with our supporters, and all critical power had been consolidated. 

Who could stop us now?

“With those pigs wallowing in luxury gone, the budget’s finally seeing some breathing room.”

Ah, and the national treasury—always lacking—was about to become quite flush. 

After all, we’d be seizing the wealth of the noble families that had been wiped out.

Those leeches, who avoided taxes while indulging in endless extravagance, had hoarded vast amounts of riches.

Now, those treasures would finally be used for the good of the kingdom.

It would be a significant boost to the kingdom’s finances, which had been deteriorating after ten years of total war.

Seizing their territories would also allow for centralizing tax collection, making the process more efficient.

When the war ended, even the post-war recovery would be better managed by a government-led effort rather than leaving it to individual fiefs. 

It would be far more cost-effective.

“One coup solved so many problems all at once.”

In many ways, Carolus’s coup could be compared to the Soviet Great Purge.

Both were ruthless, causing significant casualties and side effects, yet both achieved undeniable results.

The Soviets had eradicated corruption and chaos from a country on the brink of collapse.

Meanwhile, the kingdom had eliminated the entrenched elite class that had been slowly devouring it from within—all in one fell swoop.

However, considering the scale of the side effects and the outlook for the future, the kingdom’s coup could be considered more successful than its Soviet counterpart.

“Manfred, let’s call it a day. Head home and get some rest. I’ll see you tomorrow.”

“Are you sure about that?”

“It’s fine. The remaining tasks for today are things I can handle on my own.”

“Understood. Then, I’ll take my leave.”

After sending her secretary home, Camilla set down her pen and stretched.

“Aaaah…”

She rubbed her aching muscles and stood up from her chair.

Any longer, and she felt like she’d become one with the chair itself.

“Maybe I’ll make myself some coffee.”

Heading to the small kitchen attached to the office, she set some water to boil in the kettle.

She poured the hot water over freshly ground coffee beans, letting it filter through. 

The rich aroma filled the room as she prepared her drink.

While waiting, her eyes drifted to a decorative item in the corner.

It was a pair of crowns—one for the king, the other for the queen.

These crowns, ancient relics symbolizing the monarchy, had been confiscated when the royal family was imprisoned. 

It was a clear declaration that they were no longer even nominal figureheads.

“…Would it suit me?”

The thought crossed her mind.

She imagined herself wearing the crown, holding the scepter, draped in opulent ceremonial robes.

In her mind’s eye, she saw herself as a ruler, commanding thousands with the flick of a finger, governing an entire nation with the sound of her voice.

But then.

“No.”

She shook her head.

That wasn’t who she was.

The Queen’s crown sitting beside it would suit her better. 


The King’s crown, of course, would be for His Grace.

She imagined herself standing beside him, not just as a subordinate serving her lord, but as his future wife and closest supporter.

“Fufu.”

Camilla covered her face with her hands and chuckled softly, daydreaming about the rosy future that she believed wasn’t far away.



 
  
    Chapter 57: Work will set you free.


There’s something slightly twisted about it, but watching an enemy fall into utter despair always feels satisfying.

I don’t mean the kind of despair that comes from personal hardships or life’s struggles.

I’m talking about the despair that consumes someone when all their plans and strategies crumble, leaving nothing but ruin. 

The kind that arises from being forced to acknowledge defeat and the humiliation that comes with it.

Why, you ask?

It’s simple. Seeing them in that state fills me with a sense of accomplishment.

It makes me think, How well must I have done for them to break down like that? It’s a source of pride.

Take, for example, Duke Barelmud standing outside his castle right now.

“Why… why are you there?!”

There I was, sitting casually on the edge of the castle wall, munching on a dry biscuit.

And there he was, ragged and panting as he led his defeated remnants.

A striking contrast, really. Just a few years ago, our positions were almost entirely reversed.

After finishing the biscuit and washing it down with water, I finally responded to his question.

“Well, isn’t it obvious? Because I took this castle while you were off leading your entire army elsewhere.”

“You secured the entire fortress… in just half a day?”

His eyes blinked rapidly in disbelief.

Of course, it was hard to believe. 

Even I had to admit that this fortress was a well-constructed stronghold.

The walls were high and thick, and while the design was a bit outdated, it was still an excellent military installation.

Placed on the northern front, it would’ve made for a valuable defensive stronghold and garrison.

But what can you do? It’s already fallen.

He had no one to blame but himself for leaving such a fine fortress so poorly guarded.

“I found plenty of treasures while searching the place, you know? Fine wines, jewels, administrative documents for your territory… and people. Bring them in.”

“Yes, sir.”

At my signal, my aide dutifully brought in the hostages we had captured.

“Darling!”

“Grandfather! Please, don’t kill us!!”

“Yulia? Pavel??”

Ah, so the old lady’s name was Yulia. 

Good to know.

I had Duke Barelmud’s wife and grandchildren, bound with ropes, brought to stand beside me. 

I even allowed them a moment to exchange words with the Duke.

For a brief moment, he looked utterly bewildered. 

But soon enough, his confusion turned into unbridled fury.

Pointing his finger at me, he shouted, hurling insults and curses.

“You spawn of Satan! Do you have no heart?! Taking innocent women and children hostage?!”

“What on earth are you talking about? These people are your family, aren’t they? The direct relatives and spouse of the ringleader of this rebellion—of course they’re relevant.”

Honestly, why does anyone expect mercy or morality in war?

Unless you’re crossing the line into outright atrocities like massacring civilians or committing genocide, isn’t it natural to use any means necessary to win?

If taking hostages is what it takes, then that’s just part of the game.

No matter what criticisms may follow later, if those actions ensure victory and save your soldiers, then that’s the right and just choice.

This isn’t some medieval age of chivalry where honor comes before practicality.

Nobles like him—good at politics but utterly detached from reality—always spout nonsense like this.

“Enough small talk. Let’s get to the point.”

Sighing inwardly, I placed my hands on the shoulders of the hostages and addressed the Duke.

“It’s time for you to stop resisting and surrender. You have no chance of victory left. If you disarm your troops and comply with my orders, I promise leniency to the extent possible.”

Compared to boiling the nobles in the capital alive, these were exceedingly generous terms.

Yet whether it was a lack of common sense or blind rage clouding his judgment, the Duke didn’t even hesitate to kick this golden opportunity away.

“Ridiculous! Do you think I’ll surrender so easily? Men! Prepare to lay siege to the fortress immediately! We’ll retake it in one swift strike and regroup our forces!”

“…Excuse me? What did you just say, Your Grace?”

“Did you not hear me?! Prepare to lay siege! We must retake the fortress and regroup for the future!”

The Duke’s subordinates exchanged uneasy glances.

With the Central Army, largely unscathed, hot on their heels, and now practically at their doorstep, launching a siege that could last days was sheer madness.

Perhaps their lord had finally lost his mind, they must have thought.

Though it was true that a siege was the only conceivable option left to them, there’s a stark difference between what can be done and what’s actually feasible.

As such, the soldiers hesitated, fidgeting awkwardly, without making any serious moves.

“Sigh.”

Useless nobles who held high ranks solely by birthright were always the most frustrating to deal with.

Clicking my tongue, I shifted my focus away from the Duke and addressed his vassals and officers directly.

“Soldiers! I’ll make you an offer. Arrest Duke Barelmud and lay down your arms immediately. If you do, I guarantee your lives and promise you will be treated with leniency.”

“W-what?! Don’t listen to him! It’s nothing but the lies of a traitor!”

The Duke shouted, trying to rally them, but it was clear the tide had already turned.

“…We’re sorry, Your Grace. We have to survive.”

“We surrender! Please, spare our lives!”

It didn’t take long before the Duke’s vassals gagged him and raised a white flag in surrender.

A couple of hours later, our main force finally arrived at the fortress, allowing us to begin the post-battle cleanup.

“Disarm the soldiers and release them immediately. Most of them are just ordinary peasants. There’s no need to harm them unnecessarily—except for mercenaries and known criminals. Keep those detained.”

“Understood. I’ll see to it right away.”

“And don’t forget to confiscate the goods from the merchants and porters who followed the enemy army before releasing them as well.”

It was best to quickly deal with the less significant elements—those who posed no real threat and would only get in the way—so we could focus on more critical matters.

“Our Duke… our Duke, Your Grace, is—”

“Damn it! Release me at once! How dare you treat the descendant of a family honored since the days of the first king like this?!”

“Ugh, you’re unbearably noisy.”

Next up was dealing with the highest-ranking individual here—the Duke himself.

I’d briefly had his gag removed, thinking I might get some testimony out of him. 

But as expected, he immediately began bellowing and throwing a tantrum.

“Who forced you to rebel? Did someone put a sword to your neck and threaten you? You brought this upon yourself, so take responsibility for it.”

“You were the one who tried to ruin us first! Just as you destroyed the House of Roengram!!”

“The Duke of Roengram ignored royal orders. I didn’t go after them on a whim.”

Of course, those orders had been forged to create a pretext.

But technically, the process and evidence were airtight—it was officially a decree from Carl VII.

By refusing that order, Roengram had been declared a traitor, and their extermination was perfectly justifiable.

“Had you not raised an army, I wouldn’t have had to march the Central Army down here. Don’t confuse cause and effect.”

Not that it mattered. If Barelmud hadn’t made the first move, I would’ve found some other excuse—just as I had with Roengram.

The difference here was that Duke Barelmud had kindly handed me all the justification I needed by panicking and assembling his forces preemptively.

I suppose I should return the favor by sending him to the guillotine instead of boiling him alive.

Perhaps once the remaining major families are uprooted, I’ll host a public execution ceremony for all the heads of the noble houses.

“Bind him with the Duchess and load them into a wagon. They’ll stand trial in the capital.”

“Kill me, you scoundrel! Don’t humiliate me any further—just kill me cleanly—mmph!”

We shoved the struggling old man into the wagon as though he were just another piece of luggage.

With the Duke and his family dealt with, all that remained were the former vassals of the House of Barelmud:

The officers captured on the battlefield, those who surrendered, and the retainers left behind in the fortress.

These were the middle-ranking officials and administrators who had served the Duke in both military and civilian capacities.

In one way or another, these people had likely been directly or indirectly involved in exploiting the populace under the guise of war.

The severity of their crimes varied, but it wasn’t unreasonable to regard all of them as guilty.

“Too valuable to kill.”

Unlike the wholesale purge in the capital, I couldn’t just eliminate everyone here.

Each educated and experienced individual was a rare asset right now.

After all, I’d already decimated the central government, and if I completely destroyed the local administration too, who would handle the governance?

Without these people, we wouldn’t even be able to collect taxes from the Duchy of Barelmud.

The best course of action was to keep them alive while imposing an appropriate punishment.

“Luckily, I have just the idea.”

Having reached my conclusion, I raised my voice.

“Hear me!”

I adjusted my tone, projecting with the same force I used when giving speeches.

“You are all guilty of serious crimes. You exploited the people, forced an unjust war upon them, and even dared to defy the government. These are unforgivable acts, deserving of the severest punishments!”

I started by instilling fear, laying out their crimes and emphasizing the consequences they deserved.

As I watched their faces grow pale with dread, I followed up with a semblance of mercy, offering them hope.

“But there is a way to atone. Though you cannot erase the wrongs you’ve committed, you can repent for them and earn forgiveness.”

“I-is that true?”

“It is! Through labor!”

“Labor will set you free.”

…No, not in the twisted historical sense. I meant it quite literally: they would work, and their punishment would be commuted through that effort.

“You each possess specialized knowledge and skills in your respective fields—be it military, finance, or civil engineering. Isn’t that right?”

“Y-yes! I was the chief accountant for the Duchy of Barelmud!”

“I’m a facilities manager! I can handle any construction project!”

As they eagerly began touting their qualifications, I cut them off with a brief declaration.

“Good. Swear here and now that you will dedicate your talents and abilities to the service of the nation! Endure hardship for just 10 years, and you will be granted your freedom!”


“Wha—really?! That’s it?”

“Yes. Prove your loyalty and worth, and you’ll earn a second chance.”

“Woooooo!!”

And with that, I had successfully secured a workforce of valuable administrative “volunteers.”



 
  
    Chapter 58: Cleanup


What followed was a series of monotonous cleanup tasks.

Clearing the chaos left on the battlefield, recovering the fallen, salvaging or disposing of damaged equipment.

Our fallen soldiers were given proper military funerals locally.

Anything that could be handled with a calm mind, we dealt with.

Unlike the war with the Empire, where every single day felt like a desperate race against time, this felt manageable by comparison.

The northern front? That was a nightmare.

Back there, when regiment commanders and even division leaders fell in battle, their bodies couldn’t even receive proper burial rites. 

We had to hastily bury them in the snow or burn them.

…Just thinking about it reignites my anger.

If it weren’t for that damn king and his incompetent crown prince, so many wouldn’t have died so miserably.

“You’ve secured their wills and personal effects, right?”

“Yes, everything has been collected without exception.”

“Make sure they’re properly sorted, no mix-ups. Their families will need to receive them later.”

“Understood, sir.”

As we do in the Korean military, we carefully loaded the wills and belongings onto a cart.

In the north, even this simple process had been difficult. 

At least now, we wouldn’t have to wait months to inform families of their loved ones’ deaths.

Once the internal management of our troops was done, it was time to deal with the assets we’d secured.

“Well, well, what do we have here? This guy’s got quite the rap sheet. He was enforcing the droit du seigneur on villagers? Wasn’t that outlawed a long time ago?”

“If I’m not mistaken, it was abolished by law about 140 years ago. Even if a lord himself did it, he’d be shamed beyond belief—what kind of nerve does a mere mine overseer have to pull that off?”

“Wow, bold indeed. And what about this one? He diverted tax revenue to build himself a mansion?”

While we’d secured the key administrative personnel and military resources of the Duke of Barelmud’s territory with relative ease, we couldn’t simply take in everyone.

It wasn’t a matter of lacking capacity, but of necessity and value.

We’d initially accepted everyone without condition during the initial triage, but not all of them were bound to be competent or valuable individuals.

Even the northern front, filled with hardened veterans and toughened soldiers who had crawled out of hell, occasionally produced freeloaders.

So why would this place be any exception?

If anything, being a safe and prosperous rear area, the situation here was likely far worse.

That’s why we conducted a thorough inspection of the personnel.

We investigated how they had performed their duties, their reputations, and their past records.

“If anyone has information about another’s corruption or misconduct, report it immediately! Useful information will result in a one-year reduction of your labor sentence!”

“R-really?!”

“However, be warned—spreading baseless rumors or attempting to frame others will increase your sentence.”

To ensure accuracy, we introduced a mutual surveillance and reporting system. 

We also brought in inspectors from the capital to handle the process. Professionals are professionals—they wrapped it up quickly.

Thus, we compiled a list of individuals who were irredeemable wastes of space.

These were people whose continued existence in service would actively harm the nation.

“Hang them.”

“Yes, sir!”

“Y-your Grace! Please, spare me! I was wrong! I swear I’ll never do it again, just give me one more cha—”

“–Urk.”

We dealt with them in one swift stroke.

We even gathered the locals to witness a public execution.

This served a dual purpose: to streamline administration and to win over the local populace.

No matter how justified our actions were, to the common folk, we were invaders.

To them, we were just foreigners who ousted their noble family and took over.

While we could change their perception in time through explanations, propaganda, and education, that wouldn’t happen overnight.

For now, we focused on winning their favor by targeting those they despised.

By executing corrupt officials and eliminating blatant exploitation, we positioned ourselves as enforcers of justice and reform.

“See? We’re the good guys, rooting out bad apples and punishing corruption.”

“That should about wrap up the necessary tasks.”

“It does seem so, sir.”

“Then grant the soldiers some leave. Give them a week off to visit their families or just relax.”

After all, there wasn’t much need for the troops during the executions and cleanup. 

As a reward for their efforts, I handed out combat commemorative leave.

Those with family nearby were encouraged to go home and share a meal together.

For those without, they could spend their time however they liked—whether in the taverns or the brothels.

Sure, there’s always a risk of soldiers causing trouble when let loose, but these weren’t the type to lack self-restraint. 

Those who couldn’t control themselves had already frozen or starved to death on the northern front.

And me?

While they took their well-deserved break, I visited a cemetery.

“We’re thinking of booking a pub nearby. Would Your Grace care to join us?”

“I’ll pass. You all enjoy yourselves.”

Back when I was still a green second lieutenant, during the early days of my career in this world—before the war with the Empire began.

The squad I led was made up of soldiers from the Duke of Barelmud’s territory.

They were good men.

Quick-witted, efficient, and reliable.

For someone like me, still adapting to the backward military technology of this world, they were an invaluable help.

Each of them was exceptional enough that I was certain they would succeed in civilian life if given the chance.

But they all died.

Less than a year after the war started.

“…So, this is where you’ve all been laid to rest.”

I still remember them all.

Their faces, the causes of their deaths, the dates—it’s all still fresh in my mind.

No matter how many years pass, I can’t forget.

Otto: Swept away in a landslide during a patrol.

Byrek: Shot through the skull by an enemy sniper.

Kastin: Caught in the explosion of a grenade during a firefight.

Oscar: Skewered like a kebab by a pike.

Trowie: Froze to death because of faulty winter clothing.

Becken: Starved to death due to embezzlement by the quartermaster.

At the time, the kingdom still had some semblance of resources, so the remains of the fallen could be sent back for proper funerals.

Well, “remains” is a generous term—it was usually just a lock of hair left behind before the battle.

But even that small gesture allowed for the creation of this communal cemetery for veterans.

“While you’ve been lying here, I’ve made it all the way to general. Can you believe that? Not even 30 years old, and I’ve got four stars on my shoulders.” 

“Remember that guy who used to drink beer with you and make dirty jokes? That guy’s getting called Your Excellency now.”

I brought the finest beer I could find in the village—an entire keg—and several glass mugs.

Pouring a round for everyone, I filled a glass for myself and drank.

Letting the light buzz wash over me, I chatted away to the comrades who could no longer hear me, spilling my heart out in the quiet graveyard.

“Remember the company commander from the 3rd Battalion? The one with the rough face? Was his name Hector? Or maybe Walter? Anyway, he lasted four years, made it to regimental commander, but died the same way I nearly did—charging forward. A shell took his head clean off.”

“And that administrative officer who used to look out for us? I thought he’d last longer, stationed in the rear as he was. But no, an enemy raiding party got to him, stabbed him in the gut. He died two weeks later from tetanus.”

“Come to think of it, out of everyone who was there from the start, I’m the only one left. Even the last guy who survived until recently—he bought it a year ago, took a grenade in the trenches. The north really is a hellhole, huh?”

“Oh, and speaking of Trowie, there was this guy named Vaden who got commissioned when Trowie was still alive—”

I poured out my sorrows and regrets to those who couldn’t answer.

For hours, as the sun set and the sky grew dark, I stayed. 

Even when the beer ran dry and the cold began to bite, I didn’t stop.

Only when my mouth grew tired and my body began to give out did I finally wrap up my rambling confessions.

“That’s enough for today. I’ll be back tomorrow, so hang tight.”

After five days of reminiscing, I’d finally unloaded ten years’ worth of stories.

If I went into every trivial detail, I could’ve gone on forever, but there was no need to share every last thing.

“Are all the soldiers on leave accounted for?”

“Yes, sir! No absentees across the entire unit.”

“Good. Let’s move out. Let’s finish this up and head back quickly.”

By mid-January, leaving behind my memories and connections to the past, we set out to wrap up what remained.

“I’ll give you my entire estate and title—just spare my life!”

“Our family didn’t participate in the fighting! We only provided financial support. Surely you can show mercy for that, can’t you?”

“If you need proof of goodwill, I’ll gladly offer you a generous gift. Please, I beg you for compassion….”

As expected, the process of purging the noble families allied with the Duke of Barelmud was over quickly.

Not that it was ever going to take long in the first place.

Their main forces had already been wiped out in the field, leaving them with no real means to resist.

Scraping together peasant militias? Both sides knew that was utterly pointless.

“No. No mercy. I have no intention of granting it, so stop wasting your breath.”

They begged for clemency, but mercy is only an option when you actually want to forgive someone.

We weren’t in the mood for forgiveness; we were focused on how to wipe them out as efficiently and cleanly as possible.

“Hang them.”

“Yes, sir!”

“Gurk!”

Once again, the process mirrored what we had done in the Duke of Barelmud’s lands.

The noble families were rounded up and dealt with. 

Key vassals were selectively spared to serve as administrative laborers, while a public execution was staged to send a message.

All territories gained during the civil war were officially converted into royal domains.

After all, our justification for attacking these regions hinged on the claim that they had defied royal authority. 

Consolidating them under the crown’s name made future management simpler.

Eventually, when the country stabilized and the war concluded, these lands would be fully nationalized.

“Finally, we can head back to the capital. It took long enough.”

“Do you have someone waiting for you? You keep checking the time.”


“Someone? Yeah, you could say that. Both professionally and personally.”

“Hmm, I think I know who it is—Arsha—mph!”

“Yes, it’s who you think it is. Now shut up, idiot.”

Once I returned, I’d sit down with her to discuss our plans for the future—maybe over a drink or two, nice and leisurely.



 
  
    Chapter 59: Unexpected Situation


[The Central Army successfully quells the rebellion led by Duke Barelmud and his allies with minimal losses.]

News of victory spread across the kingdom as swiftly as ever, carried far and wide.

For some, it was to share a joyous announcement; for others, it served as a grim warning and a call for vigilance.

“So, over a dozen noble families raised armies, and they managed to suppress it all in less than two months? Is that even possible?”

“They said the combined forces totaled over 60,000 troops. How could such a massive army be crushed in such a short time?”

“That’s Lord Royten for you. With someone like him, our kingdom remains unshakable.”

The people, as always, were thrilled and awestruck by a story that filled them with pride and excitement.

After all, this was no ordinary rebellion—it involved two ducal houses and a count’s house.

Adding in the smaller noble families recruited by Duke Barelmud, the number of involved houses easily exceeded ten.

Their combined forces amounted to a staggering 64,000 soldiers—on par with the entirety of the northern front’s army in its prime.

Of course, the truth was a bit different: Duke Roengram had been crushed as an example beforehand, and Carolus had deliberately provoked the rebellion.

But for public consumption, the narrative was simpler and more grandiose.

A massive coalition force had been decisively defeated by the Central Army in just two short campaigns.

Effortlessly, as though twisting a child’s wrist.

It was the kind of tale one would expect to hear in folklore or epic theater. 

How could people not be in awe?

“But why did they even rebel in the first place?”

“They claimed Lord Royten was oppressing them unfairly, and they were just trying to survive.”

“Hah! What nonsense. They start a war and then cry about injustice? Give me a break.”

“When have the nobles ever behaved differently? At this point, it’s not even surprising.”

By now, Carolus and his faction had been tirelessly spreading the truth about the war with the Empire.

Not only the capital but even most of the provinces knew about the crown prince’s incompetence and the blunders of his inner circle.

And, of course, they were well aware of the hypocrisy and greed the nobility had displayed in their attempts to cover for him.

Everyone now clearly understood why their precious sons had been dragged to the battlefield and their valuable livestock requisitioned.

Could there possibly be any sympathy for the nobles?

Absolutely not.

“I wonder how they’ll deal with the ringleaders.”

“They’ve been taken to the capital, so I’m sure there’ll be a trial. Then they’ll burn them or something.”

“What was it called? That method they use in the western countries? They say they cut people into thousands of pieces during executions there.”

For a populace that had been deceived for ten years by such scum, the idea of burning them alive was practically cathartic.

And since the Central Army had taken up the task of avenging the people’s grievances, there was no opposition or criticism to be found across the kingdom.

In fact, many lamented not having joined the Central Army sooner to exact their own vengeance.

“That Royten… a monster through and through. Now he’s cleaning up the regional powers, isn’t he?”

“He wiped out two ducal houses in one sweep. This is clearly a warning to anyone thinking of stepping out of line.”

“Given his background and stance, it’s unlikely he’ll be interested in compromises….”

Among the noble class, however, the mood was funereal—both metaphorically and literally.

Not only had their relatives in the capital been publicly executed, but they were now reeling from the blow of losing two of the kingdom’s most powerful houses.

Those families alone held territories that, combined, rivaled the size of a small kingdom. 

Now, their lands were uprooted entirely.

What’s more, the confiscated territories were set to be incorporated into royal domains.

The nobles understood exactly what this meant.

In fact, they understood it too well.

This wasn’t just punishment—it was part of a deliberate strategy.

Carolus intended to strip them of their power entirely. 

Using the powerless royal family as a figurehead, he would centralize all territories under the crown’s control.

It was clear to everyone: Carolus planned to ensure no regional force would have the strength to oppose his regime.

“It seems it would be wise for everyone to keep their heads down for the time being—for the sake of your families and yourselves.”

“Ugh, how did it come to this?”

“We should’ve killed Carolus when we had the chance. If we’d acted sooner, we wouldn’t be dealing with this mess now.”

But no matter how much they grumbled, there wasn’t any practical solution available.

In the end, the nobles quietly bowed their heads and chose to go along with the prevailing tide, clinging to the hope that someday an opportunity for a grand comeback might arise.

Whether that hope had any basis in reality was a matter they chose to ignore for now.

By the time Carolus and the Central Army returned to the capital, this tense atmosphere had reached its peak.

“Waaaahhh!!!”

“Royten! Royten! Royten!”

“Long live the Vice-Chairman of the Supreme Council! Long live the Revolutionary Army! Long liiiiive!!!”

“Mom, when I grow up, I want to be like Lord Royten!”

As we dragged our battle-weary bodies through the city gates, the thunderous cheers from the crowd erupted around us.

Above, flower petals rained down, and the sound of fireworks mingled with joyous cries, forming a celebratory symphony.

The endless applause and palpable energy of the crowd seemed to celebrate the soldiers’ efforts, filling them with pride and a sense of accomplishment.

“What a commotion.”

“Isn’t this a bit much? It was a civil war, after all.”

My subordinates grumbled, pretending to be concerned, but their grins betrayed their true feelings.

After being stuck in the frozen north for so long, they were practically starved for recognition and glory.

Up there, no matter how hard you fought—or even if you died—praise and gratitude were rare luxuries.

“From their perspective, it’s like we defeated an enemy army. We smashed a bunch of bastards they hated—of course they’re happy.”

“I suppose that’s true.”

“Don’t overthink it. Just enjoy the moment. They’re celebrating us, so there’s no need to waste time getting all serious about it.”

“Understood, sir!”

I waved at the crowd, accepting garlands and bouquets with a smile, playing along with the cheers as we marched forward.

Eventually, the crowds thinned, and we made our way into the city center where government buildings stood.

In front of the grand palace at the heart of it all, familiar faces awaited us.

There was my older brother, Julius, along with Major General Kys, General Albrecht, and the cardinal overseeing the capital’s archdiocese.

And finally.

“Your Grace!”

“Whoa—”

Camilla, who ran straight into my arms.

“It’s been a while, My Lady.”

“I’ve been waiting for you. Are you hurt anywhere?”

“Thanks to your concern, I’m fine.”

Her affection was becoming increasingly bold.

Ever since we spent the night together, she had no hesitation about showing her feelings, even in public.

“Wow, isn’t that a bit too blatant?”

“Sir, let us know when the wedding date is set. I’ll make sure to show up in my sharpest uniform.”

“We haven’t even had the family introductions yet, so shut your traps, all of you.”

Of course, I intended to take responsibility, but there hadn’t been any time to prepare.

Once the war was over and things calmed down, then I’d tackle everything properly.

“Did anything happen while I was gone?”

“Not much, sir. As for the tasks you assigned before leaving, I’ll give you a full report later. For now, you need to rest.”

Unable to resist Camilla tugging at my arm, I relented and gave the order to disperse. I told everyone to go rest for the night and reconvene tomorrow.

With that, the group scattered to their various destinations.

Some headed to the barracks, others to their tents or a nearby tavern.

As for me? I ended up at the house Camilla now called her own.

*****

I imagine plenty of people would want detailed descriptions of what happened next, but let me cut to the chase.

We spent the night consumed by passion.

In other words, we went at it. And this time, unlike before, neither of us was drunk—we were fully conscious.

Since it was the first time for both of us to properly do things, we were awkward at first. 

There were plenty of fumbles and missteps.

But once the spark was lit, there was no stopping. We drove each other to exhaustion, fueled by excitement until we couldn’t move anymore.

By dawn the next day, thoroughly drained and now in post-bliss clarity, I lay on the bed listening to Camilla give her status report.

“The recovery efforts are going smoothly. Though, with so many vacancies, finding replacements is proving difficult. The lack of administrative manpower is a serious issue.”

“But isn’t it easy to recruit educated professionals in the capital? Surely, there are plenty of competent people.”

“Most of the outsiders lack practical experience. We need people who can jump straight into the job, and we don’t have time to train them.”

“Ah, if that’s the case, I suppose there’s no helping it.”

“So, we’re promoting existing staff and shuffling roles around to make do. For new hires, we’re mainly focusing on entry-level positions.”

Camilla shrugged, adding that in another two months or so, about half of the administrative functions would likely be restored.

It wouldn’t be a full recovery, of course, but at least the framework would be back in place. And honestly, even that was an accomplishment given the circumstances.

“Better than nothing,” I muttered, watching the faint morning light filter through the window.

“The examination-based civil service system, right? That’s in the works as well. Without any nobles opposing it, it’s pretty straightforward—just draft the plan and get it passed.”

“What kind of subjects will the test cover?”

“For now, it’ll include mathematics, language, and philosophy. As for administrative work, we can train the recruits once they’re hired.”

The initiative to curb cronyism and nepotism was moving forward.

It wasn’t as structured as the modern South Korean civil service exam, but it was a solid start.

At the very least, it would ensure that candidates possessed basic intellectual competence. 

No more clueless fools in managerial positions who couldn’t even read a statistical chart.

“What about the captured nobles? What’s the plan for them?”

“Execution. Soon.”

With domestic matters under control, it would soon be time to finalize the peace treaty with the Empire.

We’d likely concede a few minor points, but nothing that would result in a major loss.

Once the prolonged war ended, I’d mark the occasion by executing the traitors.

A mass execution event would be quite the spectacle, especially if a few more dangerous noble families were dealt with beforehand.

I idly wondered how King Carl VII would react if he were to witness it.

But my musings were interrupted.

–Knock knock.

“Your grace, are you inside?”


An unexpected guest had arrived.

“What is it?”

“A visitor from the Intelligence Department is here. They say it’s urgent—apparently, the King has fled.”

…What the hell?



 
  
    Chapter 60: The Great Escape (1)


The monarchy is inviolable.

This belief had been deeply ingrained in Carl VII, ruler of the Ulranor Kingdom, since his earliest days.

To him, the status and honor of a king were divine rights directly sanctioned by the goddess herself—not just symbolic titles as they might be for earthly rulers.

The goddess had descended upon this land and bestowed the divine right to rule upon the royal family. 

The Riodolph Dynasty, starting with the founder Ferdinand I, had been entrusted to govern the kingdom for generations as a sacred duty.

Carl VII had been reminded of this fact incessantly, from the time he was a toddler by his parents and tutors.

This left no room for doubt in his mind about the permanence of his power and privileges.

If the goddess had approved and his ancestors had reigned uninterrupted, why would he be an exception?

However, he was forced to realize—violently and undeniably—that such beliefs were mere illusions.

“Have you been well, Your Majesty?”

He could never forget that moment.

One evening, during a grand banquet, the capital was suddenly seized.

A general strode into the royal palace, his presence a clear threat.

Carolus von Royten.

The kingdom’s greatest tactician. The guardian of the northern front.

A young man, yet with a wealth of battle experience unmatched by anyone in the kingdom.

Carl VII himself had once decorated Carolus with medals and praised his valor.

Yet, this very same general had betrayed him, leading a rebellion that overturned the kingdom’s order.

With a mere 40,000 troops, Carolus had annihilated the central army under Grand Duke Alexander, seized the capital, and stripped Carl VII and the nobles of their power.

He pursued his enemies with a relentless cruelty, as if avenging some deep personal grudge.

“That devil… Did he crave power so much that he would defy the divine order itself?”

Carl VII could not fathom Carolus’s motivations through the lens of his own worldview.

He could only speculate and disdainfully assume that Carolus’s growing fame had inevitably turned into an insatiable hunger for authority.

This was a convenient perspective for Carl VII to take, as he had long forgotten his own sins.

He had willfully commanded the retreat from the frontlines to buy lavish trinkets and disregarded the lives of his soldiers as if they were worthless.

Those sins, to him, were but distant memories—buried, ignored, and forgotten.

Carolus grabbing Carl VII by the collar and shouting in a fit of rage? Of course, Carl conveniently forgot all about that.

He didn’t bother listening to what Carolus was yelling about; he only remembered the audacity of someone daring to lay a hand on the king’s sacred body. 

Truly, a marvel of self-serving thinking.

“It’s fine. I still have time. As long as the crown prince and I are alive, the future is secure.”

Despite being reduced to a powerless figurehead after the coup, Carl VII wasn’t particularly concerned about his safety.

He was, after all, still the king—the ruler of this nation and a person blessed by divine bloodline.

Even the infamous Carolus, no matter how insolent, would not dare cause him or his family any direct harm.

Carl and his family continued to enjoy a comfortable life in the royal palace, treated with respect by all who saw them.

“As long as I’m alive, there will always be a chance.”

Whether it took ten or twenty years, Carl clung to the belief that one day the rebellious forces would be crushed, and order would be restored.

But even this fragile hope was shattered two months ago during the second coup.

“Why are you doing this all of a sudden?! What grievance could possibly justify such an outrageous act against us?!”

“Why?! You’re seriously asking me why?!” Carolus’s voice roared like thunder. 

“You and your ilk started this whole goddamn mess with your idiotic war! You made us suffer through ten years of hell!”

Having just returned from peace negotiations with the Empire, Carolus’s anger exploded. 

He raised his army once more, this time with the fury of a man pushed to his limits.

Perhaps calling it mere “anger” doesn’t do it justice—it was more like a berserk frenzy, a destructive wrath aimed at tearing everything apart.

–Bang!

“Be grateful. I personally ensured that someone like you won’t leave behind any more heirs.”

Carolus stormed the royal chambers, gun in hand.

The crown prince, caught in the chaos, was rendered impotent after being shot. 

The queen fainted from shock, collapsing on the spot.

The chaos was eventually contained by a noblewoman and a group of soldiers who arrived just in time, but the damage was already done. 

The crown prince’s mutilation was irreversible.

That incident forced Carl VII to confront a harsh reality:

“I’m no longer safe in this country.”

Carl VII understood that staying in the kingdom would only lead to one of two outcomes—losing everything and living as a pauper, or being dragged to the gallows or guillotine.

“I have no choice. I must escape! Anywhere will do, as long as I can flee this land. If I don’t, my entire family will be executed!”

This time, Carl VII even acknowledged, begrudgingly, that he bore some responsibility for the situation.

After all, it was only natural for people to be furious when the truth about the crown prince’s actions, which had sparked the war, came to light.

“If I were in Carolus’s shoes, I’d be just as enraged.”

But Carl VII couldn’t help but think: “Wasn’t this excessive? How dare he lay his hands on the sacred royal family!”

Carl considered himself a victim of ingratitude. 

He had, in his mind, done his best to manage the crisis: negotiating with the Empire, cooperating with the nobles, and preparing for war.

“Why couldn’t Carolus recognize my efforts? Why did he rush to violence instead of finding a civilized solution? Did no one teach him proper manners?”

Of course, Carl VII conveniently overlooked some key points:

If the crown prince had kept his “crown jewels” to himself, there would have been no need to negotiate with the once-friendly Empire.

The war could have been avoided entirely.

Carolus was one of the war’s direct victims.

Still, Carl VII was convinced that he was in the right.

“But is there any country that would take us in?”

Even though he had resolved to flee, turning that plan into reality was another matter entirely.

The first obstacle was painfully obvious—there was no country willing to shelter them.

The Allied Empire, their foe in a decade-long war, was an immediate no-go.

The queen’s suggestion to cede the Investiture Rights to the Setnil Theocracy wasn’t without precedent.

“You considered offering it before, to check Carolus’s power, didn’t you? Why not use it now to secure our safety?”

Carl VII hesitated but quickly realized the merit in her logic.

The Investiture Rights, granting the monarch authority to appoint bishops and other clergy within the kingdom, had long been a point of contention with the Church. 

It was a symbolic remnant of the monarchy’s power over religion.

But in practical terms? It was a card he’d already planned to forfeit.

“Fine. If it ensures our survival, I’ll give it up.”

Carl VII decided to approach the Setnil Theocracy. 

Though the relationship between Ulranor and Setnil was lukewarm at best—neither hostile nor particularly close—the offer of the Investiture Rights was a powerful bargaining chip.

And so, preparations for escape were hastily made.

“Are we truly going to leave the kingdom…?”

The thought weighed heavily on Carl VII as he surveyed the capital for what might be the last time.

The grandeur of Rahator, the ancient capital of Ulranor, stood as a testament to the kingdom’s history. 

Its spires reached toward the heavens, and its cobbled streets bustled with life.

“All of this… taken from me.”

But sentimentality gave way to pragmatism. The reality was clear:

“Staying here guarantees death. Leaving at least gives us a chance.”

Carl VII and his family began their clandestine exodus under the cover of night, with only a small retinue of loyal guards. 

Their destination: Setnil, the Holy Land of the Goddess’s Faith.

Would the gamble pay off? Would the theocracy shelter the fallen king and his family?

That was yet to be seen.

If so, it might be better to hand it over cleanly and immediately secure the benefits needed.

The king had no concern for the criticism he might face for arbitrarily ceding national authority to a foreign power.

After all, it was a country he was planning to abandon—what harm was there in stirring up a bit of chaos?

“…Will the Holy Kingdom even accept this? Or will they simply report us to that Carolus bastard?”

“They’ll surely accept. It wasn’t our idea—it was their proposal in the first place. They even suggested that if we agree, they’ll pressure Kailas to open the way for us.”

Since it wasn’t their own initiative but an offer from the other side, the risk of rejection was low.

There was no need to waste time negotiating; all they had to do now was escape.

While it was possible the Holy Kingdom intended to exploit them and discard them afterward, at this moment, it was the royal family’s only lifeline.

“What do you think, Your Majesty?”

“…..”

“…Fine. Let’s do it.”

Would he remain and perish, or bear the disgrace of being branded a coward and a traitor to save his life?

Carl VII chose the latter.

“Modify a few carriages. Make them inconspicuous and fit for long-distance travel.”

“Stock up on wine, preserved food, and supplies. Make sure we have enough to last at least a month if we have to stay inside the carriages.”

“We’ll also need skilled coachmen—find ones who can handle long-distance travel.”

“And take the warhorses left in the old Royal Guard stables. They’re sturdy and have great endurance.”

Once he made his decision, preparations began swiftly.

Once the decision was made, actions followed swiftly. 

The royal family began utilizing their wealth to hastily prepare for their escape.

They gathered all the necessary supplies for prolonged travel—clothing, toiletries, luxury items to maintain their dignity, cosmetics, hygiene products, and more.

Every item they could carry was packed, and trusted individuals were carefully selected to form the escape party.

Though time was limited, they made every effort to ensure the journey would be as safe and successful as possible.

“Is everyone here?”


“Two are still missing, Your Majesty.”

“…They must have gotten cold feet. No matter. Let’s depart immediately—we have no time to waste.”

On the night of the victory celebration commemorating the suppression of the civil war, as the capital buzzed with festivity and vigilance grew lax, the royal family fled eastward.

Faster than King Seonjo fled to Uiju during the Imjin War.
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In the middle of the night, an unexpected incident erupted into chaos, as is often the case with such events. 

Wherever they were, the moment news broke that the king had fled, everyone had to drop what they were doing and rush to the palace. 

Many didn’t even have time to change their clothes.

The scene became a blend of disorderly images: someone who had been drinking all night, another who was still in dreamland, and yet another who had been embracing a woman. 

It was a mess, even though the call to gather had been extended only to those with clout in the kingdom’s politics.

“Has everyone arrived?”

“It seems so.”

“Then I will explain the sequence of events,” declared Major General Kys, who had been waiting, beginning his briefing once the necessary attendees had assembled.

“Approximately two hours ago, at around 6 a.m., the first witness emerged. It was a servant who, as usual, went to greet the king with his morning pleasantries but found the royal chambers completely empty.”

“Who’s missing?”

“A total of six individuals. Carl VII, Queen Zalomir, one concubine, and three of their children.”

“So, the entire immediate royal family has fled.”

The concubine aside, the royal couple currently only has four children. 

Of them, the eldest daughter is older than the crown prince and was married off long ago. 

Other than the children, the closest blood relatives left are, what, fifth cousins? 

This meant that everyone who could properly inherit the throne had vanished.

“Was the escape route confirmed?”

“We’ve gathered testimony from the guards on duty the night before. They reported seeing two black carriages speeding out of the eastern gate in the middle of the night.”

“What time was this?”

“Around 1 a.m.”

“And they let carriages through at that hour?”

The statement raised questions. 

This was a medieval fantasy world, and a curfew existed in the city to maintain order. 

Civilians were forbidden from leaving their homes between midnight and 6 a.m., except for patrolling soldiers. 

So how had suspicious carriages managed to pass without being stopped or inspected?

“It’s the middle of the festival season.”

“….Ah.”

“With everyone excited, cheering, and reveling, enforcing a curfew was impossible. 

As a temporary measure, the guards allowed night-time passage for three days starting yesterday, and it just so happened…”

“Perfect timing, isn’t it?”

Escaping amidst the lowered vigilance of a festival—what an incredible coincidence.

Wait. 

No, it might not have been a coincidence. 

If they were prepared enough to arrange escape carriages, they must have calculated when the best time to flee would be. 

Perhaps they anticipated the celebration following the suppression of the rebellion and planned their escape accordingly. In fact, that seems more likely.

“Do we have any clues about their escape route? Did we confirm their direction?”

“They left through the eastern gate, so they’re likely heading that way.”

“So basically, you have no idea.”

“…Yes.”

All they had was the general direction; nothing about what happened after the gate.

“Looks like we’ll have to start from scratch.”

There’s a chance they deliberately misled us about their destination while still inside the capital. 

For instance, heading east initially but later circling around to the west.

“We can’t rely on this information. Let’s rule it out for now.”

“They wouldn’t stay within the kingdom, right?”

“Right. They wouldn’t have anywhere safe to go.”

The lords in the provinces—essentially the noble factions—aren’t in any position to shelter the king.

After witnessing the downfall of Barelmud and Roengram Dukes, no one would be foolish enough to invite additional risk.

Sheltering the royal family who only survives within the capital would be akin to begging us to label them traitors and destroy them.

If the royals sought refuge with any noble, they’d either be handed over to us or the noble would report themselves to avoid suspicion.

The king is probably aware of this reality, so let’s set it aside.

“So the question is, which country might it be…”

“For now, let’s eliminate the north and south from consideration.”

“The west is also unlikely. Still, the king might act recklessly and try to seek asylum in Daiching or Caledona.”

The north is held by the United Empire, and the south by the Albione Republic—neither is a viable destination, even in desperation.

That leaves the east or the west, but with the lack of clear clues, we’ll have to investigate directly.

“Let’s dispatch a pursuit team. Take two cavalry battalions from the Central Army and split them up.”

“I’ll assign some investigators from the Intelligence Bureau as well.”

“They’re using carriages, so they must have stopped at relay stations along the way. Focus the search on those locations.”

Unless they brought royal coachmen with them—which is doubtful—any carriage they used would need to stop to swap out drivers.

Coachmen, like anyone else, have homes and families and typically work within a specific region. 

For example, a coachman living in the capital wouldn’t usually work beyond a 60 km radius.

According to the testimony, only two carriages were used. 

No matter how many people they crammed in, they wouldn’t have included the families of the coachmen.

If the escape plan involved fleeing abroad, royal coachmen likely weren’t part of the operation. 

Only someone fanatically loyal would agree to such a role, and that’s highly unlikely.

Thus, they must have relied on relay stations to swap out their drivers.

“Kys, you’ll oversee the pursuit team. Manage the orders and gather intel yourself; just report the results directly to me.”

“Understood. And what will you do now, Your Excellency?”

“Well, isn’t it obvious?”

I shrugged toward Kys.

“From now on, we start the propaganda.”

It’s time to lay the groundwork to prevent any backlash later.

After returning to Camilla’s mansion to freshen up and dress appropriately, I headed straight to the assembly hall with her.

Taking my time to prepare, it was already 10:30 AM by the time I arrived.

In the meantime, the summoned members of the assembly had been fidgeting nervously, waiting for me.

—Clack.

“Good day, everyone. It seems I’ve kept you waiting too long.”

“Deputy Chair, no—Member Royten! What is going on here?”

“Why have you called us here on a holiday?”

A flood of heated questions poured in from every direction.

I raised a hand, signaling for calm, and stepped into the center of the chamber—the space reserved for those presenting proposals.

“Everyone, I understand you must be bewildered by this sudden summons. Believe me, I sympathize. But I must ask for your patience and understanding, for the matter at hand is of the utmost importance.”

“And what exactly is this matter…?”

“The king is currently fleeing abroad.”

A moment of silence hung in the air.

They were all straining their minds to comprehend what I had just said.

“…Our king? You mean our King Carl?”

“Indeed.”

Without giving them a chance to process further, I pressed on.

—Boom!

“Members of the assembly, this is not just a simple escape. It is a rejection of our system, a direct affront to the freedom and rights of every citizen in this kingdom!”

I stomped the floor to command attention, emphasizing the magnitude and implications of this event.

They needed to grasp the gravity of the situation, to understand the treachery and colossal crime committed by Carl VII.

“Ladies and gentlemen, we stripped Carl von Liudolf of his power and exercised it on his behalf. This was neither a coup nor treason. It was a just and rational measure in response to his grave transgressions.”

I deliberately referred to the king by his given name and emphasized our legitimacy. 

The narrative was clear: we are righteous, and he is the villain.

“Carl colluded with the nobles to unilaterally declare war against the Allied Empire. He started a conflict that should never have occurred and used it as a pretext to exploit the people.” 

“For the past ten years, he has stolen their property, their lives, and their futures. That is why we stripped Carl of his power. It was a justified action to ensure that this tyrant could no longer harm innocent citizens.”

I paused briefly, catching my breath before projecting my voice even louder.

“But now he has shown through his actions that he does not accept this. He wishes to continue sucking the lifeblood of the people, to indulge in wealth and luxury at their expense.”

If he had stayed quietly in his place, I would not have sought his death. 

His authority would have been taken away, leaving him a powerless figurehead and a forgotten relic in the backroom of history.

At least as a symbol of the monarchy, he had some value for maintaining appearances to the outside world.

But he chose to throw away the last vestiges of his purpose with his own hands.

“What do you think he’ll do once he’s abroad? Undoubtedly, he’ll seek foreign powers to meddle in our affairs. He’ll sell privileges and rights that don’t even belong to him to gather armies and resources.” 

“And with those, he’ll try to destroy what we’ve rebuilt—dragging this nation back into chaos and misery, plunging the people into despair once more.”

I scanned the room, ensuring the weight of my words was sinking in.

“Ladies and gentlemen, we cannot let this stand. Before he has the chance to cause harm, we must act decisively to stop him.”

“He must be stopped before he has a chance to destroy our country from the outside,” 

I declared, fixing my gaze firmly on the assembly members.


“I hereby propose that we officially strip Carl von Liudolf of all authority and decision-making power, effective immediately. Completely revoke his status as a representative of state authority.” 

“No laws, treaties, or agreements he attempts to enact without the approval of this Assembly or the National Reconstruction Supreme Council shall have any validity or force!”

And, of course, the motion was immediately put to a vote.

My proposal was unanimously approved by the representatives of both the First and Third Estates.
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Stripping Carl VII of all his authority.

It sounds grand when put into words, but in essence, it was merely the act of legally redefining the current structure of the kingdom.

After all, Carl VII hadn’t wielded any real power since my first coup.

Taxation rights? They had already fallen under my control after my older brother took over the Ministry of Finance while Carl was under the scrutiny of the Supreme Council for National Reconstruction.

Legislative power? That was officially taken from him when the parliament was established. 

Although he retained the final approval rights for new laws, there was no practical way for him to use them.

Appointment rights? Long gone, since parliament had taken charge of confirmation hearings and vetting major officials.

If we were to list the few remaining “rights” he still possessed, they might include things like.

Presiding over holiday masses,

Receiving daily formal greetings from the Prime Minister and the mayor of the capital,

Granting permission for military rewards,

And distributing various medals and honors.

“In short, he’s nothing more than a powerless figurehead, allowed to perform ceremonial acts.”

This state of affairs was the result of me—primarily—and Camilla taking turns methodically cutting away at the king’s authority.

At first, we had only forced him to stay confined to the palace. 

But through countless schemes and maneuvers, we stripped him of his remaining power, turning him into a complete puppet.

Yet, to formally declare the revocation of his authority carried this implicit meaning.

[We no longer recognize Carl VII as our king.]

We were taking the power we had previously borrowed in name only and making it wholly ours. 

This declaration ensured there would be no chance for anyone to claim it must someday be returned.

All ceremonial privileges and special treatments that had been begrudgingly maintained under the guise of respecting the monarchy would now be fully withdrawn.

He would become a person of lesser standing than even the common folk wandering the streets. 

His rights as a subject of the Kingdom of Ulranor would also be revoked.

After all, he abandoned the country and its people himself. 

Why should we bother showing loyalty to someone who had forsaken everything?

No longer a descendant of the royal bloodline that had lasted for centuries, he was now nothing more than a man named Carl von Riodolph.

That is the judgment we shall impose on him.

“But simply drafting the legislation won’t be enough.”

If everything could be resolved with just a law, how great would that be? Unfortunately, creating a legal framework alone wasn’t sufficient.

“There will still be fools who don’t understand and harbor resentment.”

No matter how vile, idiotic, pathetic, despicable, infuriating, and utterly worthless he is—so much so that it’s embarrassing to share the same species—he is, after all, still the king.

He ascended the throne at the age of twenty-two and has ruled this nation for decades.

Before I was even born, he was the recognized ruler of this land, and he could have easily continued to be so for another twenty years or more.

A monarch’s age and tenure often serve as potent political weapons in their own right.

For years, the image of Carl VII as the legitimate ruler of this kingdom has been imprinted in everyone’s minds.

To suddenly rewrite that notion is bound to provoke some backlash.

No matter how justifiable the reasons or righteous the cause, the same holds true.

There will always be dissenters; it’s an inevitable trait of human society.

“In that case, I’ll have to employ other means.”

Returning to my office after concluding the parliamentary session, I pointed at the cardinal standing before me and gave an order.

“Your Eminence Walter, could you mobilize theologians and scripture scholars from across the nation?”

“Pardon? That wouldn’t be difficult, but for what purpose…?”

“Have them justify the punishment for a king who has abandoned his duties. Use theological arguments and perspectives as much as possible.”

In this era, religious figures are synonymous with intellectuals.

These individuals are widely regarded as cultured and well-educated (though the reality may differ), which lends their words a natural sense of authority.

If the kingdom’s religious community unites to denounce and criticize Carl, it will lend greater legitimacy to our actions.

“If possible, please also prepare arguments that could be used to justify his deposition.”

“…Are you planning to remove the king from his throne?”

“Should we just leave him be? That idiot who abandoned the frontlines over some jewelry, treating the lives of hundreds of thousands of soldiers like trash?”

“A-Apologies. I spoke without thinking.”

“When this matter is settled, Carl must be dealt with—one way or another. Be it abdication, exile, or something else entirely, he has to go.”

The line between Carl and us had already been irreparably crossed.

For now, I may let him keep breathing, but once the situation is under control, he must be removed, no matter the means.

“And General Albrecht.”

I turned my gaze toward my military senior.

“We must prepare for war. Replenish the rations and procure additional weapons and equipment. Ensure the storage rooms are filled to the brim with gunpowder as well.”

“All of a sudden? But wasn’t the war with the Empire supposed to be coming to an end?”

Although General Albrecht had more years of service than I did, the power hierarchy meant we addressed each other with mutual respect. 

I shook my head, feeling a twinge of unease.

“It’s for precautionary measures.”

On the off chance that the dispatched pursuit force fails to capture the king.

If the royal family succeeds in escaping to another country.

The only thing that would follow is a new war.

Carl would undoubtedly plead his case to the entire continent, begging for reinforcements.

He’ll scream and grovel, offering anything in exchange for help to reclaim his throne.

Our kingdom, already tarnished in international diplomacy, wouldn’t stand a chance.

In such a scenario, everyone would leap at the opportunity, crying out for their share.

Perhaps in the past, we could’ve managed. But in the present—exhausted from years of relentless conflict—our country wouldn’t survive unless we were thoroughly prepared.

If we aren’t ready, hardship will come knocking, and the road ahead will only grow more treacherous.

“Hurry up and reorganize the disbanded units and arrange new personnel assignments for the purpose of restructuring. If necessary, you may even mobilize cadets from the military academy. Do whatever it takes to form combat-ready units as quickly as possible.”

“That won’t be easy, but we’ll do our best.”

“If needed, I can allocate some personnel from the Central Army. Just let me know at any time.”

These were all precautionary measures for an emergency.

If the king is captured in time, the hastily conscripted officers can return to their original posts, and the cadets can go back to their schools.

If not… we might be rotting on the battlefield for another ten years. At this point, I can only hope that doesn’t happen.

“Arranging troops and reorganizing units will require a considerable budget. How should we handle the costs?”

“Submit the request to parliament. If necessary, we’ll secure funds by confiscating royal assets.”

“Is that… even permissible?”

“It has to be. If needed, we’ll rewrite the laws and apply them retroactively to make it happen.”

We can cover any shortfall by liquidating the jewels and artworks piled up in the palace.

There’s also the wealth confiscated from Duke Roengram and the Barelmud family, so we shouldn’t be too pressed for money—for now, at least.

If a full-scale war breaks out, however, the funds will be drained in no time.

“If you understand, then get back to work. We all have plenty to do, so let’s move quickly.”

After sending off my visitors, I slumped into the sofa, taking a deep swig directly from a bottle of strong wine. 

A deep sigh escaped me.

“Damn it.”

Why is it that nobles, with all their so-called “noble blood,” are of absolutely no help in my life?

I can only hope my cavalry does their job well…

Meanwhile, contrary to Carolus’s concerns, the royal family was leisurely and indulgently enjoying their exile journey, as if their lives weren’t on the line.

“Father! The water here is so cool!”

“Don’t go in too deep. Be careful not to hurt your feet.”

“Okay!”

After hiding in a specially modified carriage and frantically dashing along relay stations for hours, the royal family finally relaxed once they were outside the metropolitan area.

Their tension completely dissolved, they stretched out comfortably, behaving just as they had in the palace.

In other words, they stopped at a village along the way, unable to endure the discomfort of the carriage, and wasted time indulging themselves to relieve their fatigue.

“Your Maj—ah, I mean, Master. If we waste time here, it will disrupt our schedule…”

“We’ve already traveled 60 miles, haven’t we? A short break won’t be an issue.”

By the stream, a ten-year-old youngest child splashed barefoot in the water, laughing joyfully.

Watching this with a satisfied smile, Carl von Riodolph held a large roasted pork hock in his hand—a delicacy this village was famous for. 

It was said to be a dish that required two hours of slow boiling, followed by steaming in a special sauce.

Clearly, enough time had passed for them to enjoy such a labor-intensive dish, highlighting how long they had been dawdling.

Meanwhile, their attendants were practically burning up inside from anxiety.

The king, however, was utterly oblivious to their distress, remaining calm and carefree.

“It’s still far too dangerous. Surely you know how perceptive and cunning that Carolus can be.”

“Ah, I’ve told you already—I understand. We’ll leave in an hour, so stop nagging.”

Despite repeated pleas, his response remained unwavering.

Eventually, the attendants gave up on persuading him and instead focused on preparing for departure so they could leave immediately when the royal family was ready.

“Have the coachmen been swapped out?”

“Yes, sir. Where should we head next? I’ll need to inform the coachman of the waypoints along the route.”

“We’re currently in Münhausen, correct? Then…”

After scanning the map and mentally calculating the route, someone shouted decisively.

“Varennes! We’re going to Varennes!”


Varennes was a key relay stop in the kingdom’s postal system, located on the eastern outskirts of the kingdom.

The plan was to secure a new carriage there to ensure a safer escape from potential pursuers.

An attendant passed on the destination to the coachman and began packing wine purchased from the village into the luggage.

…They didn’t even notice that nearby passersby had overheard their conversation.
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The cavalry of the northern forces is formidable.

Not only are they superior to other units in the east and west, but their strength rivals—even surpasses—that of the former royal guards.

Years of conducting operations in an unforgiving environment, where every season—spring, summer, fall, and winter—claimed lives and where the terrain itself was treacherous, have honed their skills to an extraordinary level.

Aside from underwater and aerial combat, there’s hardly a type of battle they haven’t experienced.

If you’ve never fought on a snow-covered crevasse, you don’t know what a real fight is.

For every soldier who died by the enemy’s blade, several more vanished after plummeting off cliffs.

As a result, while their casualty rate is inherently high and their numbers relatively low, every surviving soldier is a one-man army.

These warriors could shoot a rifle with their left hand, swing a sabre with their right, and do a headspin with their brain working at full capacity—all at the same time.

Those who couldn’t reach such extreme levels of skill had long since become frozen corpses.

Now officially integrated into the Central Army, these cavalry units were tirelessly hunting for the king.

“Have you still not found any clues?”

“Apologies, Battalion Commander! Aside from what we heard earlier at the relay station, nothing substantial…”

“Even the scouts sent further out seem to have come back empty-handed. We’re certain they passed through this area, though.”

One battalion was deployed to the east, another to the west.

With ample supplies, replacement horses, and investigation specialists from the intelligence division, the pursuit teams were diligently combing the areas surrounding the capital.

They interrogated villagers and farmers, visited towns to inquire if anyone had seen carriages, and inspected the supply records at every relay station.

“We’re 40 miles out from the capital, and the only evidence we’ve gathered so far is a single testimony that two carriages passed together during the night?”

Thanks to the robust support they received and the competence of their members, the search was progressing at an impressive pace.

The level of efficiency they were achieving—something that would normally require an entire regiment—was nothing short of remarkable.

But despite their fervour, half a day into their pursuit, the cavalry was still wandering aimlessly, unsure of which direction to take.

They had managed to get this far thanks to some lucky information they overheard, but that was it. 

They couldn’t determine the royal family’s next move.

“We know the king hired an ordinary coachman since he left the royal coachmen behind. So how is it that there’s no record of a change of hands along the way?”

“Perhaps they’re driving the carriage themselves or had one of the attendants take over?”

“Impossible. If that were the case, reports about a carriage being driven by some incompetent fool would’ve already flooded in.”

Their struggles weren’t due to laziness or incompetence.

If anything, they were driven by a burning determination to find and crush their sworn enemy. 

It wouldn’t be an exaggeration to call this the most passionate day of their lives.

The issue lay in the meticulousness the royal family had displayed at the beginning of their escape.

They had gone to great lengths to hire a coachman experienced in long-distance travel, kept breaks to an absolute minimum, and avoided leaving any traces.

“It seems they’re determined not to leave any trail at all.”

They didn’t change horses unless they were on the verge of collapse, and even then, they limited their use of water and hay as much as possible.

Coachmen who wanted to return home were either threatened or sweet-talked into driving further than planned. 

Meals, bathroom breaks, clothing changes, and even sleep were all handled inside the carriage.

Since they had departed under the cover of night, there were hardly any witnesses. 

At this point, even Carolus himself might have given up on the pursuit.

“Should we just pick a plausible direction and go for it? If we give up here, the regimental commander’s going to break my legs.”

“Doing that would waste even more time if we end up heading back later.”

“I know, idiot. I was just saying.”

Had the royal family maintained this level of precision and discomfort for even 24 hours longer, their pursuers might have truly lost them.

If they had been willing to endure a little more hardship for their survival, any further pursuit would have been utterly impossible.

The kingdom would have been left with no choice but to watch helplessly as Carl VII fled overseas.

However, the moment they left the capital region, their tension dissolved, and they began to indulge themselves.

That indulgence came at the cost of their own ruin.

“Battalion Commander! We’ve found them!”

“Really?! Which direction? Where are they?!”

After hours of scattering small search teams to comb the area, one squad finally uncovered a lead.

“A small town called Münhausen! Up until half a day ago, a family of high status was there riding a black carriage!”

“Mün… what? Where is that? Someone open the map.”

The battalion commander quickly compared their current position to Münhausen on the military map.

The straight-line distance was roughly 12 miles. If they hurried, they could reach it within one or two hours.

“They’re not still there, are they?”

“No, sir. They left some time ago. A passerby mentioned overhearing a servant shout, ‘Let’s go to Varennes!’”

“…Varennes? I’ve heard of that name.”

Varennes was a city located about two days’ travel east of Münhausen.

Surrounded by flatlands, it boasted convenient transportation routes and sat beside the Tiora River, which made it a hub for waterborne trade.

As one of the major logistical centers of the east, Varennes was among the region’s most prosperous cities. Much of the supplies sent to the eastern frontlines passed through it.

“Why Varennes?”

Were they planning to disappear into a city with over 100,000 people to better hide their tracks? That seemed plausible, but it likely wasn’t the full story.

The royal family couldn’t head north toward the Allied Empire, so their escape route had to lie somewhere south.

If they were aiming for Ormera, located to the southeast, there was no need to travel so far northeast near the Tiora River.

They should’ve already crossed the Atlantia River much further south. 

After Varennes, the width of the Tiora River would increase, making it much harder to cross.

“Kailas.”

The only logical route was toward the Kingdom of Kailas.

Moreover…

“His Excellency’s family estate is nearby. The king won’t risk taking unnecessary chances.”

The Royten Barony was located near the border with the Kingdom of Ormera.

The Royten family, along with the Arschach family, was among the most influential factions in the current central political sphere.

If the royal family intended to cross into Ormera, they would likely have to pass through the barony.

However, the former head of the Royten family, who managed the estate, would surely recognize the king’s face.

If their identity were discovered while passing through, it would be far too risky of a gamble.

“Prepare a messenger. I must send a letter to the capital. The king’s destination is the Kingdom of Kailas!”

The battalion commander hastily scribbled a note, handed it to a soldier, and stood up. 

If they were to capture the fugitives in time, they had to act quickly.

Meanwhile, the royal family found themselves delayed once again.

This time, the problem wasn’t due to their careless behavior but rather a commotion in the region.

“What on earth is happening now?”

“It appears to be a riot. They’re burning everything and shouting like mad…”

“Of all times, to have unrest break out now, what luck.”

Here was the situation:

The lord of the territory where the royal family currently found themselves was, originally, a staunch anti-royalist noble.

Following the first coup, he switched sides to become a counter-revolutionary, actively opposing and obstructing Carolus’s faction.

Although he narrowly survived the second coup, he had supported Duke Barelmud’s rebellion and ended up losing a fortune.

In short, he was a fool who had made every possible move to earn the central government’s ire.

Having accumulated two massive “stacks” of offenses, his fate was sealed—ruin was inevitable.

Still, the lord couldn’t abandon his lingering hopes of survival. He sought to salvage his life by offering massive bribes.

“Gather up everything valuable and expensive! Be it artwork, jewels, or whatever!”

“M-my lord, how are we supposed to fund this?”

“Take it from the peasants! Impose a special tax or something! Squeeze every last coin out of them! If I don’t have the money, I might die!”

The reasoning was understandable—no matter how much trouble one has caused, life is precious.

But to the people, this was utter nonsense.

The idea of sacrificing their possessions to save a greedy and incompetent lord was beyond absurd.

“Burn it! Destroy everything and set it all on fire!”

“Kill the women in the lord’s castle, defile the men! Except for the lord—capture him and send him to the capital!”

“…Isn’t the order of that a bit backward?”

A large-scale riot broke out.

Not only did the common people rise up, but even some members of the estate’s military joined the chaos, creating an uproar that shook the entire region.

As a result, the estate’s administration and public services, including the relay stations, were completely paralyzed. 

Law and order collapsed, and simply passing through the area became an arduous task.

“Can we force our way through?”

“It’s too dangerous. If we resort to violence, the noble bodies of Your Majesties might be harmed.”

“Ugh. Then let us stay here for the night and look for an alternative route. We can’t afford to sit idly just because the path is blocked.”

“As you command.”

As darkness fell, Carl VII ordered everyone to rest for the time being. 

Suddenly, an idea struck him, and he called one of his attendants to issue a new directive.

“Ah, and wasn’t the Theocracy sending troops to assist with our asylum? Send someone to summon them to Varennes.”


“W-what? Are you suggesting we bring foreign troops into the kingdom, Your Majesty?”

“It’s too dangerous for us to remain on our own when traitors might be pursuing us. I need soldiers who can guarantee my safety at all times.”

“…Understood, Your Majesty.”

What Carl VII didn’t realize was the cost this reckless decision would ultimately bring him.



 
  
    Chapter 64: Arrest


“Run, you lazy slugs! Swing those whips harder!!”

“We’re already doing that, so stop nagging, will you!”

“The horses haven’t started foaming at the mouth yet!! That means they still have energy left, so keep whipping them!”

The pursuit force ran at nearly the maximum speed transportation of this era could achieve.

By alternating between reserve horses, they avoided exhaustion and pushed their mobility to the limit, practically driving the animals to their breaking point.

Their vigor was so immense that even in the late winter, with the ground frozen solid, they kicked up clouds of dust.

It was a side effect of their full-speed forced march, which strained roads, horses, and people alike to their limits.

“Ugh… Guh! Is… is this really okay?!”

“What are you talking about?”

“This speed! I’ve ridden horses a fair bit, but at this rate, they’ll all collapse in less than half a day!”

“Don’t worry! These beasts are tougher than you think and don’t tire easily! And if you don’t want to bite your tongue, stop blabbering—AARGH!—oh, too late, huh.”

True to their reputation as horsemen deeply attuned to their mounts, none of the riders fell behind.

However, the investigators traveling with them suffered a minor mishap—physical and mental exhaustion.

But in any case, their speed justified the means.

“That’s Münchausen ahead.”

“Are we conducting a search, Major?”

“Of course. Start by rounding up the ones we took testimony from earlier. We’ll interrogate them again.”

The pursuit force arrived in the village where the king’s party had dined and enjoyed their time by the water. 

They stayed briefly, gathering evidence once again.

They spoke to the chef who had served food to the fugitives, inspected the spot where the carriage had been parked, and examined the places where the royals had relaxed.

They questioned nearby merchants about appearances and distinctive features, leaving no stone unturned to secure information for their report and any potential leads.

“In the meantime, resupply the water and feed the horses. We leave in two hours, so handle your meals and bathroom breaks on your own. The meeting point is here.”

“Yes, sir!”

“Don’t overeat. If you’re too full, your condition will suffer during the journey.”

“Don’t worry too much, sir. We’ve been through the grind in the north for years.”

After quickly recovering their stamina and easing some of their fatigue during the short rest, the pursuit force resumed their eastward advance.

Precisely one day and four hours later, they managed to catch up with the fugitives.

Thus, they reached the capital of the territory located between Münchausen and Varennes.

Despite having pushed the soldiers relentlessly with promises of reaching the goal, the major’s expression soured as the destination came into view.

“Damn it. What the hell is this?”

Originally, this wasn’t exactly a major city, but it was a decently bustling town.
It had everything—fancy clothing shops, jewelers, a market street—an elegant, compact city.

But what reaction could one possibly have when seeing such a town going up in flames?

And it wasn’t just some accidental fire. Chaos, destruction, and ruin were playing out like a symphony in real time.

“What on earth is going on?”

The major, reacting just as King Carl VII had two days earlier, clutched his head.

“Ugh…”

The situation was absolutely maddening, but he was still on a mission.

This wasn’t the time to stand there dumbfounded; he had to come up with a plan and take action.

“Long live Lord Royten! Long live the Revolutionary Army!”

“From now on, let’s pay taxes to the central government, not the lords!”

‘These slogans are… peculiar. Did some kind of conflict break out between the commoners and the nobility?’

Quickly regaining his composure, he surveyed the situation.

It seemed the lord’s manor had already been breached, and a few unidentified bodies were scattered around the plaza.

Judging by the signs, the uprising had long since succeeded, and the process of overturning the old ruling class was already complete.

From the looks of the villagers, they hadn’t exactly acted with restraint. It was obvious they had smashed, burned, and killed indiscriminately.

Valuable administrative documents, reports, and tax records had likely all been reduced to ashes.

‘Restoring order here is going to be a nightmare.’

He could already picture the administrative bureaucrats clutching their necks and frothing at the mouth. But he decided to ignore that for now.

After all, he was just a major—tedious administrative work wasn’t his responsibility.

What concerned him more was what to do about this place. 

In its current state, getting supplies was out of the question, let alone cooperation for their investigation.

Would it be better to stop wasting time here and move on to another region to continue the search?

As he turned the idea over in his mind, something caught his eye—a large object pinned beneath the wreckage of a collapsed stable.

“What’s that?”

It was an elegant carriage.

Though painted black and free of any flashy decorations or embellishments, it was still a masterpiece, clearly crafted with a skilled artisan’s touch.

At a glance, it was obvious that such a carriage didn’t belong in a roadside inn or some shabby stable.

Could it belong to a wealthy noble or even royalty? 

But then, why would it be decorated so modestly?

Unless there’s some reason they’re deliberately trying to keep a low profile… Ah!

“No way. Could it be? Were they also caught here?”

It didn’t take long for the major to deduce that the carriage likely belonged to the king’s party.

Having reached his conclusion, he immediately shouted orders to his troops.

“Everyone, arm yourselves! Quickly suppress the rioters and seal off the city—don’t let anyone escape! Our king is hiding here!”

“Are you sure about this?”

“You’ll know once we catch them, so stop yapping and move! Time is critical—get going, you fools!”

There was no way they would have sold such a fine carriage. 

Even if they had wanted to, no one in a town like this could afford to buy it.

And they wouldn’t have abandoned it and fled on foot, especially with children in tow.

It was equally unlikely they would’ve been able to buy a new carriage in their current situation.

The conclusion was clear—the king’s party hadn’t left the city.

King Carl VII and his family had to be hiding somewhere within these walls.

“Well, this might just get me a promotion.”

Dreaming of a bright future and a swift reward for resolving the situation, the major personally took the lead in controlling the citizens.

A couple of hours later.

“What’s going on now?”

“Why are people claiming to be from the central army here…?”

The suppression was successfully completed in no time.

The appearance of a cavalry unit bearing the central army’s flag threw the citizens into confusion, and the soldiers took advantage of the moment to secure their cooperation.

Rather than resorting to force, they calmly asked the citizens to gather in one place for a short time, and the request was met with surprisingly little resistance.

Since the riot had initially been sparked by resentment toward the nobility, the citizens saw no reason to clash with the central forces unnecessarily.

“Quite the crowd we’ve got here.”

With the citizens calmed and gathered in the city’s central plaza, their number was estimated to be in the thousands. 

Despite the casualties and injuries, it was still an impressive crowd.

“If we try to check each person one by one, it’ll take forever, won’t it?”

“No doubt about it.”

“Besides, only three people here actually know what the king or crown prince looks like—those investigators from the intelligence department.”

However, the problem remained: how could they identify the disguised and hidden royal family members among the crowd?

Unlike 21st-century Earth, where facial recognition technology or AI could help, such advancements were centuries away.

Even if they had portraits or composite sketches to compare, they hadn’t brought any—paintings in this era were typically on canvas, making them too bulky to carry around.

Leaving the task entirely to the investigators would also take all day without guaranteeing results.

During the French Revolution, King Louis XVI had his face engraved on currency, making identification relatively simple.

But unfortunately, the Kingdom of Ulranor didn’t have such a custom. 

Their coins featured portraits of their founding king or the royal family’s coat of arms instead.

“What should we do about this?”

It wasn’t an impossible problem to solve, but it was certainly a vexing one.

At this moment, the major came up with an idea.

“Separate the women. Have them stand off to the side. Then, bring all the men over and have them urinate one by one.”

“…What?”

“The crown prince is a eunuch. His entire manhood—both the stones and the pillar—is gone, leaving him smooth down there like a woman. He wouldn’t be able to urinate properly, so we’ll spot him easily.”

Since the prince had been involuntarily castrated, a simple check of their lower body would make him impossible to miss. 

It was such a simple yet effective idea.

“Once you find him, identify a man and a woman who resemble him. You should be able to figure that out even without having seen the royal family in person.”

Awestruck by the ingenuity of the plan, the soldiers divided the crowd into groups of ten to twenty people and began carrying out the test.

“Hey, why’s this guy standing so awkwardly?”

“Are you hiding something? Come on, drop your pants. If there’s nothing, we’ll let you go. Why are you stalling?”

It wasn’t long before the target was found—a pseudo-eunuch who couldn’t grasp anything but instead clutched at his thighs.

“We’ve got him! It’s this one!”

“Really? Hey, intelligence team, is this the crown prince?”

“Yes. His facial features match. He looks a little different from before, but there’s no doubt about it.”

The man trembled in fear, wetting himself as he quaked. 

His shabby appearance made it hard to believe he was once the handsome heir to the throne.

The major, having secured the prince, ordered the soldiers to continue their search of the remaining crowd.

Sorting them was easy. 

In this world, thanks to magic, the traits of parents were strongly inherited by their children, often making family members look nearly identical. 

Even a quick glance could tell who was related to whom.

“We’ve got the queen!”

“The king is over here! We’ve found him!!”

And so, within just 30 minutes, the queen—who had been hiding with her children—and the king—accompanied by his mistress—were all dragged out together.

It was an anticlimactic end to the intense chase that had stretched on for days.

“Finally caught you. A pleasure to meet you, Your Majesty. I’m Major Alix of the 2nd Battalion, 4th Cavalry Regiment.”

His greeting, dripping with sarcasm, was met with silence.

That didn’t matter; he hadn’t expected a reply anyway.

“This is what happens when you run away and cause all this mess. If you’d just stayed put in the palace, you’d at least still be treated with dignity.”

He smiled coldly and continued.

“When we return to the capital, the council will decide your fate regarding this incident. Until then, behave yourself.”

The major, who had spoken formally but with not even a shred of respect in his tone, gave the order to confine the royal family.

“What should we do with them?”

“Tie them up so they can’t escape, commandeer a suitable house, and shove them in there. Leave them with enough water and food to get by.”

“No need for attendants or servants?”

“Why would we bother with that? That man’s already had all his authority and rights stripped away. At this point, he’s just a king in name only.”

Although they still had to call him “Your Majesty,” nothing else really mattered. 

In the old days, his recent actions might have been considered treasonous for showing such disrespect, but now it was perfectly legal.

To someone who had consistently made foolish decisions, showing unnecessary consideration or respect wasn’t worth the effort.

“We’ve captured all the targets, so send the remaining civilians home and report to Central Command that the mission is complete.”

There were still some attendants around, but there was no value in apprehending them. 

They weren’t high-ranking individuals or in any important positions—they were merely servants. Leaving them behind wouldn’t cause any significant issues.


Meanwhile, around the same time, at the border with the Kingdom of Kailas.

“From this point onward, no speaking in the language of the Holy Nation. Use the Kingdom’s language only. Understood?”

“Yes, sir!”

A group of unexpected visitors was attempting to cross over.



 
  
    Chapter 65: Obstructionist


As always, the most tedious part of any mission was the cleanup afterward.

“Hey, move that pile of wood over to the corner. It looks like it’s about to collapse.”

“Understood. Should we clean up the looted shops as well?”

“Just clear out the trash. Don’t mess with anything inside.”

After capturing the royal family, the pursuit force found themselves naturally roped into assisting the locals with restoration efforts.

They cleaned up debris from the streets damaged by the riot, repaired burned roofs on houses, and dealt with bloodstains and corpses. 

All the usual grunt work.

This wasn’t out of goodwill—it was due to Carolus’s orders and the major’s judgment.

“How long will it take for the transport team to get here?”

“At least a week. They’re bringing a lot of equipment, so they won’t be able to come quickly.”

“Damn it, I thought I’d finally get to go home, but no such luck.”

Transporting the royal family required more than just any carriage.

They could have used the luxurious carriage the royals had arrived in, but that would have been far too respectful.

There was no way they’d show such courtesy to criminals who had ruined the kingdom and tried to flee to a foreign country.

Instead, Carolus had dispatched a special prisoner transport carriage designed for high-security transfers. 

A messenger had already informed them of its location, and once it arrived, the royal family would be loaded into it and taken away.

“Quit whining and focus on taking care of the citizens. Remember, they had to strip down because of us.”

“Don’t worry, sir. Everyone’s working hard without needing to be told.”

Even so, leaving immediately after their task was done would have felt a bit wrong.

Under normal circumstances, it wouldn’t have been an issue, but they had stripped thousands of people down to their underwear just to find one eunuch.

Public opinion was understandably outraged, with citizens muttering about what kind of perverts would do such a thing.

Given the era, they could have ignored it—but as outsiders, they didn’t want to push their luck.

So, to smooth things over and offer some compensation, they decided to help with the city’s recovery. 

At the very least, this would prevent future resentment toward the central government for acts of tyranny.

“Once we’ve tidied up over there, we should focus on getting the men fed. There’s no rush, so let them work at their own pace.”

“Good idea. What’s on the menu today?”

“Sausages with beer soup and rye bread. Pretty fancy for field rations.”

“Can’t complain about that.”

After spending several days like this, things seemed to be settling down, and they were almost ready to depart.

Then, one day, yet another group of uninvited guests descended upon the city.

“Major!! An unidentified group is approaching from the 2 o’clock direction!!”

“A group? How big is it?”

It was just before noon, as morning transitioned into afternoon. 

The soldier standing watch atop the city’s tallest clock tower shouted the report as if screaming for his life.

“There are at least a few hundred of them! They’re all on horseback!!”

“…A few hundred people riding horses together? Are you serious?”

“It’s true! They’re all bunched up, and you can see the dust cloud they’re kicking up!”

The major was puzzled.

A large group of mounted riders moving around? 

It was unusual, but not unheard of. 

Cavalry units sometimes traveled around the country for training or reconnaissance.

But the direction and the area were suspicious. 

The 2 o’clock direction… wasn’t that where the Kingdom of Kailas was located?

“Cavalry units haven’t been seen anywhere except along the frontlines with the Empire for a long time.”

Unlike infantry or artillery units, which could be quickly formed by conscripting anyone and training them for a few weeks, cavalry was a different story.

You couldn’t just turn anyone into a cavalryman. 

Even if you gathered people who could already ride horses, it was still challenging.

To maintain speed, keep formation, and perform mounted combat maneuvers, it took at least six months to a year of training.

Because of this, as the war dragged on and the kingdom’s resources became stretched, cavalry units from the rear were hastily conscripted and sent to the frontlines.

There simply weren’t enough new recruits to meet the demand each year.

“It can’t be civilians.”

Given that, there was no reason for kingdom cavalry to be roaming around this area, especially this far from the front.

The nearest training camp was at least 70 miles away.

If they were civilians, they would typically use carriages, not inconveniently choose to ride horses. 

Considering all the information, there was only one conclusion.

Those people were either a new rebel group or an armed force from outside the kingdom. 

Either way, they were unlikely to be friendly.

“Everyone, prepare for combat! Get up and grab your gear, you lazy slugs!!”

“Leave only the minimum number for guard duty! The rest of you, move out! Assemble outside the northern city gate in 20 minutes!”

The major, having quickly made his decision, began donning his armor.

He intended to attempt a negotiation first, but if that failed, there was no choice but to crush them by force and take prisoners.

Once the soldiers hastily formed ranks and gathered outside the city, the approaching group seemed to notice them and slowed their pace as they came closer.

As the distance between the two sides decreased, the appearance, equipment, and demeanor of the approaching group came into view.

“Not bad. They’re sharp.”

Their discipline was evident. 

The cohesion and control they displayed weren’t something you’d see in civilians or amateurs.

These people had clearly undergone extensive training and likely lived and worked as a group for a long time.

They also seemed to have battlefield experience. 

That distinct aura of people who had killed and survived against others of their kind was unmistakable to someone like the major.

“But their equipment’s absolute garbage. Is this some kind of disguise?”

Despite being seasoned and likely elite fighters, their gear was embarrassingly substandard.

They were clad in a mismatched array of leather armor, quilted garments, and battered iron plates covered in scratches—more akin to second-rate mercenaries than professional soldiers.

“This is way too suspicious.”

The disparity felt unnatural. 

It didn’t make sense for fighters of their apparent caliber, who would be highly valued anywhere, to be dressed like this.

The only plausible explanation was that it was a deliberate disguise for some ulterior motive.

If they were ordinary mercenaries, there would be no need to hide their identity. 

It was more likely they were part of an exceptionally renowned group—or, perhaps, they weren’t mercenaries at all.

Whatever the case, they were the sort of people who had no business being in the kingdom.

After all, the kingdom hadn’t hired mercenaries since the early stages of the war. 

Why would mercenaries stay in a place with no work and no pay? 

Something wasn’t adding up.

“There’s a messenger approaching. Looks like they’re asking for negotiations.”

“Don’t attack—just let them come. Let’s hear what nonsense they’re spouting.”

The two sides faced off at a cautious distance for a moment.

From the opposing formation, a soldier carrying a white flag stepped forward.

The soldier approached until he was right in front of the major, gave a light bow, and spoke.

“Greetings, officer. I am Geronimo of the Akulus Mercenary Company, under the Kingdom of Kailas.”

“I don’t care who you are. Just state your business.”

“Yeesh, you’ve got quite the impatient personality, huh?”

His tone was unbearably flippant, but every movement betrayed signs of extensive training, and his sharp gaze couldn’t be hidden.

The major kept his guard up, glaring at the man without the slightest hint of relaxation.

“We’re here for a very simple reason. We’ve come to protect a certain esteemed individual who is currently in your custody.”

“Carl VII, you mean? We’ve already detained him and his family.”

“…Is that so? Well, this is turning into a bit of a headache.”

Geronimo clicked his tongue before politely making a proposal.

“Why not hand them over to us? The entire family, that is. That way, there won’t be any bloodshed, and we’ll ensure their safety.”

“You’ve got to be joking. He’s a criminal. He’ll soon be transported to the capital to stand trial. Do you seriously think we’d hand over our enemy to some random rabble with no clear allegiance?”

“Well, wouldn’t cooperating with us be better than dying over something so pointless?”

Geronimo gestured toward the mercenaries standing behind him.

“Sir, we number over 1,000 strong—far more than twice the size of your force. I think it’s pretty clear who would come out on top if a fight broke out, don’t you?”

“…”

“There’s no need to throw your lives away. Just hand over a few people, and this all ends. Don’t waste lives needlessly—please, make the smart choice.”

Listening to Geronimo’s honeyed words, the major responded with a brief question.

“You’re not from Kailas, are you?”

“What? What are you talking about all of a sudden?”

“When people from Kailas speak the kingdom’s language, they often mess up the pronunciation of ‘L.’ But you don’t have that habit. Instead, you struggle with ‘B’ and ‘D.’”

It was something the major had learned during his officer academy days, studying linguistics as part of his general education.

Each country’s language had unique characteristics and quirks in pronunciation.

“And wouldn’t you know it, people from the Holy Nation speak exactly like that.”

“…You’re sharp.”

Realizing his secret had been exposed, Geronimo immediately dropped the act and revealed his true colors.

“So, what are you going to do about it? If I, or rather, we, admit to being from the Holy Nation, what changes? Your situation of being outnumbered remains the same.”

He abandoned his earlier pretense of politeness, now arrogantly attempting to intimidate the major.

“Unfortunately, you’ve learned too much. But don’t worry—I’ll make sure your journey to the afterlife is a peaceful one—”

Shk!

“Shut it.”

Before Geronimo could finish, the major had already drawn his sword and severed the man’s neck with a single, clean strike. 

Flicking the blood off his blade, he turned to his soldiers and roared.

“Listen up, everyone! These foreign bastards have dared to trespass on our land, and now they want to steal the king! Let’s crush these thieving scum!!”

“WOOOOO!!!”

“Wipe them all out! And if any of you idiots fail to kill your share, I’ll deal with you myself!!”

The soldiers’ morale soared to its peak, and they launched an all-out charge against the enemy force.


“Wha—? Prepare for impact! Lower your spears—!”

“Lai lai cha cha cha!!!”

But the enemy didn’t stand a chance. 

They were ruthlessly cut down by the kingdom’s seasoned veterans, who attacked with insane precision and ferocity—charging from their saddles, dual-wielding swords like madmen steeped in the chaos of war.



 
  
    Chapter 66: Annoyance


“Th-That can’t be.”

Girolamo Marchisio, the commander of the rescue force sent by the Setnil Holy Kingdom and head of the 2nd Division of the Holy Kingdom’s Army, could not hide his shock.

“We’re being completely overwhelmed? Us, one of the Holy Kingdom’s finest elite forces?”

The formation of the rescue force had been carefully selected and reviewed with the utmost attention.

Only the most outstanding members within the division were chosen, and both the commander and vice-commander were personally involved in the process.

Although the number of troops was just over eleven hundred, they were confident that their actual combat strength was equivalent to that of an entire regiment—about three thousand soldiers.

And yet.

Despite all that.

Girolamo’s brave subordinates and reliable comrades were now being utterly wiped out. 

By an enemy force barely the size of a battalion.

“Wh-What’s wrong with all of you?! Pick up your weapons. I said counterattack! Shoot your rifles and thrust your spears!!”

“It’s no use, Commander!! The Kingdom bastards are too strong! They charge in and break our formation before we can even react—how are we supposed to deal with that?!”

“You’re knights, aren’t you?! Why are knights losing in brute strength to some cavalry unit?!”

Why was this happening?

Was it because their equipment was too poor? 

Because they disguised themselves as mercenaries from Kailas and wore shabby armor?

No.

That might be a factor, but it wasn’t the main issue.

The Holy Kingdom’s knights were all elite warriors with at least five years of training.

They could all use basic magic, and many were veterans with actual combat experience.

They had long overcome any fear of killing through subjugating bandits and purging heretics.

Even if their weapons and armor were subpar, they still held a two-to-one advantage in numbers. There was no reason for them to be beaten this badly.

‘I expected our momentum to drop after we lost the initiative. But this is just ridiculous…’

Girolamo clicked his tongue and sighed.

If there was no particular problem with his own forces, then only one conclusion remained.

‘Monsters.’

It wasn’t that they were weak.

The enemy was just far too strong.

So strong that what the Holy Kingdom considered “enough” strength simply wasn’t enough to face them.

“Please give us orders, Commander! What should we do?!”

“F-First, scatter! Spread out left and right! Trying to maintain control will only get us all killed. For now, scatter and regroup by platoon!”

“Where to, sir? Please give us a location!”

“Toward the enemy’s rear! If we regroup with that city at our backs, they won’t be able to suddenly change direction easily!”

Isn’t that just a cowardly excuse?

Sure, you could see it that way. 

But what else can I say?

How else do you explain losing to lunatics who crush us two-to-one even against the same unit types?

This was beyond our control.

We did our best within the limits of our own ‘common sense,’ but when you face someone who surpasses that common sense, how can you possibly win?

“Dear god. They’re scattering and chasing each of us down individually! What the hell kind of insane maneuvering is that?! They charge, scatter, then instantly reverse course?!”

“This is a cheat move!!”

Then why was there such a massive gap in combat ability that it felt almost unreal?

Just ten years ago, things weren’t like this.

How had the Kingdom’s army become so strong while no one was looking?

As he fled from the Kingdom forces, who were persistently pursuing him with high-level maneuver tactics that should only be theoretical at best, a sudden memory resurfaced in Girolamo’s mind.

A conversation he once had with the commander of the 3rd Division, shortly after war broke out between the Kingdom and the Empire.

‘Hey, you hear the news?’

‘What news, sir?’

‘Recently, mercenaries from all over the continent rushed over to the Allied Empire and the Kingdom. Said it was the biggest payday in years.’

‘Oh yeah, I heard. The bishop even said he was glad all the sword-waving idiots disappeared from the streets.’

‘That so? Well, too bad. I was going to tell you that those guys have started coming back.’

Back when the two great continental powers were waging full-scale war and pulling in as much overseas manpower as they could, there was suddenly this mass return of mercenaries who had previously been well-employed.

Sure, it wasn’t rare for people to break contracts due to personal issues or lack of payment, but this? This was on another level.

Tens of thousands, from both countries combined, all left at the same time.

‘Any idea why?’

‘Beats me. But rumor has it… the local command in both the Empire and the Kingdom just kicked them out. Said they were dead weight.’

‘What nonsense. They’re saying in desperate times, even mercenaries were useless?’

‘Exactly. Maybe they were all high or something?’

Back then, he just brushed it off as a strange event.

But now… he finally understood.

They didn’t go mad and kick the mercenaries out.

They genuinely didn’t see the point of paying for something so worthless.

“It was the snowfields. The devils were forged in the snowfields.”

Even in the distant Holy Kingdom, the brutality of the snowfield frontlines was infamous.

The fighting there had been so intense that the horrors reached far and wide.

As both sides battled daily in such extreme conditions, the overall quality of their regular troops soared.

So much so that mere mercenaries, who fought only for pay, couldn’t even keep up with the pace of operations.

After ten full years of brutal training, those soldiers staged a coup and seized power.

They became the garrison force of the capital.

And now, they’d been deployed here, where they ran into Girolamo’s unit.

Compared to them, Girolamo and his men were nothing but arrogant amateurs, proud yet ignorant.

“We should never have engaged them head-on. We should’ve hidden and launched a night ambush instead. If we had tried a different approach instead of a full-frontal assault, we might’ve had a sliver of a chance!”

Having a bit of combat experience didn’t mean anything.

What use was fighting in some minor skirmish or suppression campaign?

Compared to those who fought a daily battle for survival just to move between camps and the battlefield, their own experience was child’s play.

Girolamo screamed.

He lamented that his foolish decision had gotten his men killed, and despaired at the lack of any real way to turn the situation around.

‘The mission is a failure. From now on, we focus on surviving. Forget the king—we need to save as many as we can.’

But he couldn’t allow himself to wallow in despair.

He had to save lives.

He couldn’t let his men die in this distant, foreign land.

“Vice-Commander! Turn toward the 8 o’clock direction—”

“Commander! Behind you!!”

Just as he was about to give regrouping orders to his vice-commander, a subordinate let out a blood-curdling scream.

In that moment, Girolamo realized, an enemy had crept up behind him, swinging a saber with both hands.

“Ah.”

“I got the enemy commander’s head!!”

—Crunch!

His head was severed.

His body fell from his horse, rolling onto the dirt.

That was the last sight Girolamo ever saw in his life.

** * * *

And a few days later.

“So in the end, there was an ambush, but you handled it well and even captured prisoners on your way back?”

“Yes, Your Majesty!”

I buried my face in my hands, overwhelmed by the confidence of my subordinate, who was already excitedly boasting of his exploits the moment we returned.

Goddamn it—now the Holy Kingdom’s getting involved too?

I’m already about to die trying to figure out how to negotiate a peace treaty with the Empire, so why are more uninvited guests showing up?

“…Anyway, I understand. You’ve done well, so go and get some rest. I’ll arrange a proper reward for your service soon.”

“Yes, sir!”

The reward for the battalion commander and his troops, who risked their lives to stop King Carl VII from escaping, would likely be a mass round of promotions and bonuses.

After I sent the soldier out of my office, I opened the window.

As I sat on the edge of the sofa with a cigarette between my lips, Camilla lit it for me.

“This is driving me crazy. In more ways than one.”

I’d suspected that another faction might’ve gotten involved in the sudden escape,
but I didn’t expect to be right.

How should I put it? 

I feel…

Relieved, yet royally pissed?

I’d already known for a long time that Carl VII was a brainless bastard with no mother to teach him better.

So I could understand why he stacked up a mountain of sins and then tried to flee, why he sent secret letters begging to be smuggled into another country.

But I didn’t think he’d actually go as far as to ask a foreign army to enter our land on his behalf.

Granted, an incident of this scale was bound to attract external interference.

I’d predicted that much.

But understanding and accepting it with my mind didn’t stop the rage boiling in my gut.
Even though it all makes sense logically, my heart still wants to beat that bastard to death right this second.

“If we press the Holy Kingdom for answers, they won’t admit anything, will they?”
“Of course not. What country in the world would boldly admit to meddling in another nation’s internal affairs?”

Even if we did interrogate the prisoners we captured and got testimonies, the Holy Kingdom would never acknowledge them.

They’d just cut their losses and blame it on some lunatics, shrugging it off like it was a rogue act.

They love to call themselves a morally upright religious state, but when you look at what they actually do, they’re no different from any other worldly power.

If we at least had some solid physical evidence, we could use it to blackmail them,
but of course, we don’t.

All the letters that proved the Holy Kingdom’s involvement were burned by the Queen herself.

“I can’t just let this go…”

However, just because we lack solid grounds doesn’t mean we can let this go.

Once you take the first hit, retaliation must always follow.

If we stay quiet now, they’ll use it against us later, Lecturing us about how we treated a king, or how we’re ignoring rights granted by their goddess.

They’ll try to harass us however they can, scheming to wring benefits out of the situation.

‘Crushing them outright would be the easiest.’

And the easiest method, of course, is war.

The Holy Kingdom’s military is weak for its size.

They haven’t seen a real war in decades, so if we attach a few auxiliary troops to our central army, we can easily win.

Honestly, we could probably sweep through the Kailas Kingdom within half a year
and raise our flag in their capital.

But just because it’s possible doesn’t mean we can actually do it.

Because of the power of their religion.

‘If we touch the Holy See, we’ll get excommunicated.’

The Goddess Church, followed by over seventy percent of the continent’s population.

In this era, where faith holds immense influence, being branded a heretic carries powerful consequences.

Even if it’s not like the old days, politically and diplomatically, it would bring a storm of complications.

Our people, too, wouldn’t want to attack the place where the head of their faith resides.

“This is annoying.”


I exhaled deeply with a sigh of smoke.

“Isn’t there some convincing reason we can use to sway the people and claim religious justification?”

…At that point, I had no idea.

I never imagined that such a justification would walk right through our door on its own.



 
  
    Chapter 67: The Tale of the Nation (1)


The world is vast, and civilizations are abundant, but at the core, the way people live is the same everywhere.

The elite flaunt their power, the lower class grovel and endure exploitation, and those in power prioritize their own interests over national or public welfare.

Corruption and injustice persist, no matter how clearly wrong they are—be it on 21st-century Earth or in this fantasy world.

And unfortunately, even theocratic states that claim to be closest to the Goddess, like the Setnil Holy Nation, are no exception.

“Waaah!!”

“Saintess!! Please, just look this way once!”

“Bestow a miracle upon us! Have mercy and grant us even a simple blessing!”

The people cheered and called out a single title with unwavering devotion, their voices filled with fervor and hope.

But despite their enthusiasm, the one they worshipped didn’t spare them a glance. No, she couldn’t.

Her attention and hands were occupied, focused entirely on treating the “guests” in front of her.

“Lord, may Your divine power descend upon this land to heal these foolish children… [Absolute Cure]. There, it’s done.”

“Thank you, Saintess. As expected, someone chosen by the Goddess is truly extraordinary.”

“You’re too kind. Please take care on your way home.”

She offered a polite smile and kind words to someone who, by all appearances, had lived a life of luxury and indulgence.

A man who likely sweated gravy just by walking and could spend the equivalent of a peasant’s yearly food expenses on a single meal.

The Saintess masked her feelings and maintained a polite demeanor, forcing a businesslike smile. 

But the man, perhaps misinterpreting her courtesy, became emboldened and began to pester her.

“If it’s not too much trouble, would you care to join me for a meal? I’ve recently hired a chef whose skills are absolutely unmatched—”

“I’m afraid that won’t be possible. The Saintess has many duties to attend to. If your treatment is complete, please return home quietly.”

“I wasn’t talking to you! Don’t interrupt when I’m speaking to the Saintess!”

“When you entered the Holy Nation, you agreed to the terms of your visit, did you not? Private interactions outside of treatment are strictly prohibited. Please don’t cause any unnecessary trouble and leave.”

Thankfully, the timely intervention of the Saintess’s guards prevented the man from crossing any physical boundaries.

Even so, he didn’t seem to get the message and continued throwing a tantrum.

“If you persist in disobeying our directives… we will have no choice but to take stronger measures. Surely, you wouldn’t want to face a permanent ban from entering the Holy Nation, would you?”

“Tch. Annoying bastards.”

Finally, with the intervention of nearby soldiers, the situation was brought to an end.

Having been unable to outright refuse and left in a difficult position, the Saintess finally let out a small sigh of relief.

“Thank you. You really saved me back there.”

“It’s nothing.”

The guard responded curtly and returned to his post, his demeanor practically screaming that while he would help, he had no intention of getting involved any further.

It was an attitude the Saintess had grown used to over the years since taking on her role. 

She wasn’t surprised, though it didn’t make it any less disheartening. 

Swallowing her bitterness, she turned her attention back to her duties.

“Please send in the next person. Who’s next in line?”

“It’s the Marquis Arcanon from Ormera.”

“Ah, I’ve met him a few times before. I treated him for lung cancer and syphilis.”

Like a doctor examining patients in a clinic, the Saintess continued tending to the “guests” who entered her personal prayer and treatment chamber.

One by one, she listened to their ailments, examined their bodies with divine energy, explained their conditions, and performed miraculous healings.

It was a routine she had repeated tens of thousands of times, so much so that it had become second nature.

For hours, she attended to the nobles and dignitaries who had traveled from all over the world.

By the time the seemingly endless line of visitors finally dwindled, her legs ached from standing too long, and her hands felt numb from channeling her miracles.

“Thank you for your hard work, Saintess. That’s it for today.”

“My body feels so heavy… Could you prepare the carriage for me?”

“It’s already been called. It should arrive shortly.”

“Alright…”

Until the moment she returned home, this brief respite was her only chance in the day to have a moment of freedom and peace for herself.

Lately, even that time seemed to be shrinking, which only added to her frustration.

“Well then, if you’ll excuse me for a moment.”

Clink.

With the departure of her guards and assistants, who doubled as her secretaries and overseers, the Saintess found herself momentarily alone in the treatment chamber.

Relishing the brief sense of liberation, she stretched her arms wide, savoring the fleeting moment of freedom.

“Hmm…”

The warm afternoon sunlight streamed softly through the window, gently illuminating her.

The pure white nun’s robe she wore absorbed the warmth, soothing her weary body with a mild sense of comfort.

“Haa…”

However, despite the momentary solace, her heart remained deeply troubled.

The reason was none other than the people huddled together outside the treatment chamber.

“Saintess…”

“Mom, do we have to keep waiting here? I’m hungry.”

“Just a little longer, sweetie. Once the Saintess heals your little brother, we can go home, okay?”

These were the faithful—God’s people—who could not even enter the treatment chamber. 

They were gathered nearby, begging for charity.

Unable to afford the exorbitant costs that even nobles struggled with, all they could do was plead for the Saintess’s grace.

And yet, wasn’t her duty as the Saintess to bring God’s miracles to all people?

These people, however, didn’t qualify—not because they were unworthy, but because the system had excluded them.

Instead, they were forced to pay taxes that went toward funding the treatments of the nobility. 

Even their basic right to receive blessings had been exploited and taken from them.

“How much longer does this have to continue?”

This wasn’t the world the Goddess had envisioned.

Surely, the Goddess wished for all to receive Her grace and to give thanks in harmony.

So why, even as the bearer of the Saintess’s title, was she so restricted that she couldn’t fulfill even the most basic responsibilities of her role?

“Maybe… just this once, it’ll be okay.”

Unable to suppress the suffocating frustration, she quietly opened the window, careful not to make a sound. She waved at the people outside, signaling them to come closer.

“Huh? The Saintess?”

“Shh! Don’t let anyone see!”

Reaching through the window, she took the hands of each person one by one and bestowed miracles upon them.

She ignored the pain in her legs, the ache in her muscles, and pushed through the weariness of her body.

If not now, when would she ever have the chance? 

Ignoring her own discomfort, she focused entirely on sharing as many blessings as possible.

“Thank you, Saintess! I’ll never forget this kindness for the rest of my life!”

“Keep your voices down! Go home quickly before anyone notices, and don’t tell a soul about this.”

“Ah, understood. Thank you, Saintess. We’ll take our leave now.”

The divine power bestowed by the Goddess was limitless. 

As long as her physical strength held up, the Saintess could heal as many people as needed.

She might suffer from overexertion tomorrow, but that didn’t matter.

Saving the person in front of her right now was what came first. 

What point was there in hesitating when she had the power to help?

Driven by her compassion and determination as a Saintess, she gave everything she had to the people before her.

But.

“What exactly do you think you’re doing?”

Unfortunately, those who managed her were far removed from the ideals of mercy.

“Have we not repeatedly told you not to use divine power without authorization? Why are you disobeying orders?”

“L-let go of me! I am the Saintess!”

“What are you all standing around for? Escort her to the carriage immediately! And call the workers to seal up all the windows!”

“Yes, sir!”

The healing power she had been about to grant to a baby, its face flushed red from fever, dissipated into nothingness.

As rough hands yanked her backward, the mother clutching her baby froze in shock.

“Saintess!”

“I’m so sorry. I wanted to help you at least…”

Her arms restrained, the Saintess was dragged away and thrown into the waiting carriage outside.

There was no dignity, no respect in the way she was treated—just brute force.

That moment marked the last glimpse she would have of the outside world for the next week.

When she was finally escorted back to the Holy See, it felt as though she were a criminal being delivered for sentencing.

The Holy Sovereign was waiting for her.

“You’ve returned, Saintess.”

“Your Holiness, this cannot con—”

Smack!

Her protest died mid-sentence, interrupted by the sharp sting of the Holy Sovereign’s hand slapping her face.

“How many times have I told you? Do not act recklessly. Do not make your own decisions. Obey orders and follow them. But it seems my words mean nothing to you, don’t they?”

“…That’s enough.”

“I don’t want to hear it. Bite down and endure it.”

Smack!

Another slap landed in the exact same spot, harder this time, as if he was venting his frustrations.

The violence was one-sided, relentless, and offered no chance for the Saintess to explain or plead her case.

Her cheek throbbed, blood vessels burst, and the inside of her mouth filled with the metallic taste of blood.

Not until she was on the verge of collapse, bleeding and barely able to stand, did the assault stop.

“Kh… ugh… cough…”

“Now, listen closely, Saintess.”

The Holy Sovereign grabbed the Saintess by her hair and lifted her head, forcing her to look at him.

“The divine power you possess is a precious resource of the Holy Nation. It is not something to be squandered or wasted.”

“It must never be wasted on ignorant, worthless peasants who contribute nothing of value.”

In truth, her divine power was inexhaustible, regenerating fully after just a few days of rest. 

But even knowing this, the Holy Sovereign shamelessly spouted his absurd reasoning.

“The power bestowed by the Goddess must be conserved and used sparingly. It is one of a kind, and whenever it is used, there must be compensation worthy of its value.”

“Do not waste it ever again in the name of charity. Such behavior is nothing short of heresy against both the Goddess and me. Do you understand?”

“…”

“I asked you a question. Did you understand?”

Finally, the Saintess, trembling, responded in a subdued voice.

“Y-yes… I understand.”

“Good. I knew the Saintess was quick to understand.”


The Holy Sovereign smiled and clapped his hands, his tone suddenly shifting to one of cheerful nonchalance.

“Well then, it’s time for the Sacred Blood Ritual. Would you kindly offer your arm?”

At his command, the attendants entered, carrying an elegant glass goblet, a sharp knife, and a funnel.

The purpose was clear: they were preparing to collect the Saintess’s holy blood.



 
  
    Chapter 68: The Tale of the Holy Nation (2)


Throughout history, across all times and places, humanity has obsessively pursued immortality and eternal youth.

A life free from aging and death, where one could live forever.

The methods varied greatly.

Elixirs, mercury, drugs, dietary regimens, spiritual training—you name it.

With countless attempts recorded over the ages, people tried every method imaginable.

But if one were to pick the most brutal of them all, there is one undeniable peak: blood.

Blood has always been seen as the essence of life, the source of vitality and energy.

It wasn’t long before people thought of using the blood of healthy and young individuals to gain strength and prolong their own lives.

A famous historical example is Elizabeth Báthory of 16th-century Hungary.

She was a woman who allegedly killed hundreds of young maidens to bathe in their blood.

Believing that her skin would become firm and youthful when soaked in blood, she committed these heinous acts hundreds of times, much like Qin Shi Huang’s futile search for eternal life.

A more “refined” approach involved transfusions.

Taking blood from young people with compatible blood types, the rich would inject it into themselves to boost their vitality and slow aging.

Shockingly, such practices became common in the 21st century, with evidence suggesting benefits such as improved circulation and enhanced physical condition.

Pssh!

“Ahhh!!”

“Please bear with it. It will only hurt for a moment.”

And what, then, of the Holy Nation’s current practices?

They were engaging in something far darker: blood-drinking.

Rather than smearing blood on the skin or injecting it into veins, they consumed it directly, absorbing its properties by drinking.

But unlike vampires, they did not elegantly draw blood with fangs.

They had no such biological capability, no nobility, and certainly no restraint to determine an appropriate amount.

What they did have was the audacity to harm the Saintess, the Goddess’s chosen representative, for their selfish well-being and indulgence.

They crudely cut into her arm, collected her blood in glass goblets, and drank it straight.

“Oh… Truly, the divine power bestowed by the Goddess…”

The method was crude, revolting, and barbaric. 

Yet, disturbingly, it worked.

The effects were undeniable—far more potent than any other methods mentioned before.

It was a grotesque ritual, but one that yielded results so powerful it was impossible to ignore.

The divine power imbued within the Saintess’s body, as ordained directly by the Goddess’s oracle, was infinite.

That power permeated her entire being, wrapping every single cell in her body with supreme, immense divine energy.

Each cell was practically a sacred relic in its own right.

“Thank you, Saintess. Thanks to you, I’ll be full of energy for another day tomorrow… Oh? Have you already lost consciousness?”

So then, what happens when an ordinary human drinks that blood, allowing the divine energy within it to enter their body?

It’s simple. They experience rejuvenation, an increase in their own divine energy reserves, and the miraculous healing of all ailments.

Every imperfection in the body is erased, returning them to their prime physical state.

It’s no exaggeration to say that this surpasses any known elixir or miracle drug in existence.

Of course, the effects only lasted until the ingested blood was fully digested. 

But to the Holy Sovereign, that didn’t matter.

As long as he could continue extracting and drinking her blood regularly, he would remain in peak condition.

Much like how cows or goats are milked daily, the Saintess’s blood was extracted every single day.

All for the fleeting happiness and health of one greedy human.

A living, breathing vessel in the guise of a human—a precious livestock.

That was the current state of the Saintess.

“Now that we’re finished, take her back to her room.”

“What about her meals? How should we prepare them?”

“The usual. Make it plentiful. Meat, fish—load it up. She’ll need proper nutrients to replenish the blood we’ve taken.”

“Understood, Your Holiness.”

Having been drained of her blood, the Saintess was led by the guards back to her so-called “personal quarters.”

While it was labeled a private space, in reality, it was a prison.

All exits were barred with iron bars and dozens of locks, sealing her inside completely.

“…How many times has this happened now?”

On the hard bed in the middle of the room, the Saintess sat up, having regained consciousness late at night.

Her voice was heavy with bitter self-deprecation as she glanced at her arm. 

The bandages wrapped around it were soaked with fresh blood.

“A thousand times? Two thousand? I’ve lost count by now.”

She was only six years old when she was chosen as the Saintess—a simple, innocent girl from the countryside, handpicked by the Goddess Herself.

And now, she was twenty-two. 

Sixteen years had passed.

As a child, she had been separated from her parents and subjected to the Church’s near-brainwashing education, tailored specifically for the Saintess.

By the time she became aware of the world around her, she was assigned the role of an elite healer.

Her miracles, accessible only to the Saintess, were reserved for the noble patrons who made massive donations to the Church.

After exhausting herself during the day healing the wealthy and powerful, her nights were spent “donating” her precious blood to the Holy Sovereign.

It was always just below the threshold of causing permanent harm to her body, carefully calibrated to avoid complete physical breakdown.

Even slaves from centuries past, she thought bitterly, might not have been exploited to this extent.

At least slaves only had to surrender their labor; they weren’t forced into emotional servitude or coerced into giving their blood.

“How much longer can I endure this?”

Though she had no formal knowledge in such matters, the Saintess instinctively understood one thing:

No human body could survive this kind of abuse for long.

The only reason she had lasted so far was the divine protection of her sacred power and her ability to use miracles to heal herself.

Had she been an ordinary person, she’d likely have been reduced to a dried corpse long ago—perhaps not even lasting a year.

“If only I could go mad… If I could lose my mind, I’d have no regrets.”

She cursed the fact that divine power protected her mind as well as her body.

Had she been allowed to descend into madness, her soul might have found an escape from this hellish existence.

But no matter how much she suffered, no matter how agonizing her heartache, her sanity was forcibly maintained. 

It was psychological torture at its worst.

“Goddess… Is this truly the world You envisioned?”

The Saintess raised her eyes to the sky beyond the heavy iron bars.

A full moon glowed faintly, illuminating the night and casting its light upon her.

“Clergymen who care nothing for morality or justice twist Your scriptures for their greed. The Holy See exploits my power purely for profit, and the aging Holy Sovereign endlessly demands my blood to stave off the end of his life. Is this… truly the sight You hoped for?”

Clasping her rosary-wrapped hands together, she intertwined her fingers tightly. 

Gently, she knelt on the cold stone floor, lifting her gaze toward the heavens

She asked, her voice trembling with pain and sorrow.

There was no answer.

Just as it had been for years, tonight was no different.

“You were the one who chose me as the Saintess, weren’t You? You gave me Your oracle and made me Your representative, didn’t You? Then please, tell me… show me something. Grant this unworthy servant a response.”

“The Holy Nation has completely rotted away. Those who claim to serve and worship You have become greedier than the most corrupt nobles.”

“They say with their lips that they honor You, but in truth, they chase only immediate pleasures and wealth, not the afterlife. How much longer will You sit idly by and watch this tragedy unfold?”

Her voice wavered between desperation, lamentation, and anger, her emotions swirling into words she herself couldn’t fully define.

Abandoning the proper decorum of prayer, she poured out all the bitterness and frustration that had accumulated within her.

A life torn from her parents, forced into separation.

Beaten, indoctrinated with bizarre knowledge, never allowed to make a single friend.

Living every day as the symbol of faith, receiving the worship and reverence of strangers while being denied any joy or happiness of a normal life.

She would live as a puppet until death, robbed of even the smallest freedom.

She demanded to know why such a burden, one she had never asked for, had been thrust upon her.

If her life was to be nothing but pain and torment, she begged for at least a shred of accountability.

But there was no answer.

Just as it had always been, even in this moment, silence was the only response.

“If You won’t speak, if You won’t answer me… then I have my own plans.”

The Saintess clenched her teeth so tightly that blood seeped through her lips, staining her mouth crimson.

This one-sided, unanswered dialogue had played out hundreds of times before.

Until now, she had endured through sheer faith. But she was at her limit.

For 16 years, she had served a being who had never once spoken to her. 

Her once-unshakable faith had turned to weariness, then bitterness, and finally despair.

“Goddess—no, Kether. I will no longer serve You through faith.”

She dared to utter the forbidden name of the Goddess, a name even the Holy Sovereign would never dare speak.

According to scripture, such an act was grounds for divine punishment—a heavenly wrath beyond comprehension.

But no punishment came. 

Not even the faintest sign of retribution.

It was as if the being she sought had never existed in the first place.

“You abandoned this world and me. So now, I will abandon You.

From now on, I will use the divine power You granted me for myself.

No longer will I live a life of being used by others. I will use my power to pursue my happiness, to reclaim my life.”

“I will no longer follow the orders of the Holy Sovereign. I will exact my revenge on everyone who exploited and tormented me and reclaim my freedom.

“Perhaps, as a result, the Holy Church itself may collapse. But why should I care? To me, they’re nothing more than a collective of my enemies anyway.”

The Saintess unclasped her hands, spreading her arms wide as she cried out to the heavens.

“If You have any objections, then show me something—anything! Send me an oracle, strike me down for my blasphemy, or curse me however You wish! If You remain silent, I’ll take it as Your consent. Is that acceptable to You?!”

Once again, there was no response.

Her body remained unharmed, and the divine power coursing through her veins remained intact.

The Saintess closed her eyes briefly, waiting. 

But when nothing happened, she let out a hollow laugh and tossed her rosary aside.

“…Ha. I really was an idiot to serve something like this.”

The void of emptiness and the unfairness of her life threatened to drive her mad, but she refused to remain idle.

She couldn’t afford to waste time doing nothing, even as her mind unraveled.

“…I’ll run. I’ll escape this country.”

She picked up the spoon that had come with her meal.

It was a fragile utensil made of silver, but with her divine power, she could strengthen it enough to make it usable.

She had to carve a path to freedom, no matter what.


Meanwhile, in the Kingdom of Ulranor.

“We’re infiltrating the Holy Nation from here on. Once we cross the border, you’re to either speak only in their language or stay completely silent. Got it, you fools?”

“Yes, sir, Your Excellency!!”

Carolus was in the middle of executing a counter-infiltration operation.



 
  
    Chapter 69: An Unintended Farce (1)


Approximately five weeks ago.

When dealing with a particularly troublesome adversary, the most essential first step is information gathering.

Sure, intelligence is always important, but in situations like this, its significance becomes even greater. 

Unlike the Empire, which boldly declared war and attacked head-on, the Holy Nation of Setnil had chosen to engage in covert backroom maneuvers.

They secretly contacted the royal family, orchestrated an escape plan, and even sent their forces to trespass on our land without permission.

These weren’t overt actions but shadowy schemes that, if exposed, could lead to all sorts of complications.

‘What’s their game here?’

If the Holy Nation went to such lengths, we needed to understand their reasons.

What interests or strategic goals were driving them to target us?

They knew full well that their national strength and military power were vastly inferior to ours. So why would they poke the lion’s nose?

And even if their ultimate motives remained unclear, uncovering their weaknesses or internal secrets could also work to our advantage.

If we could acquire blackmail material, we could pressure the Holy Nation into submission without wasting resources on conflict.

But regardless of the angle, this wasn’t the kind of information that could be easily obtained from the outside.

After much deliberation, I made a decisive choice.

‘I’ll personally lead an infiltration team into the Holy Nation.’

I would form a small, elite team of spies, composed only of the most skilled individuals, and infiltrate the Holy Nation to dig through its inner workings.

We’d search key facilities like the Holy See and the Grand Cathedral until we uncovered something useful. 

Surely, they were hiding something of value.

‘Wait… are you saying you’ll become a spy yourself? Are you in your right mind? Should I arrange for a good physician?’

‘Have you forgotten that you are effectively the de facto ruler of this kingdom?’

‘Please, let one of us go instead! If you’re caught in the Holy Nation, the kingdom would be doomed!’

‘I am in my right mind, so stop looking at me like that. Do you want to get punched?’

Of course, the backlash was intense.

I had seized control of the military under General Albrecht, the nominal leader, and led the most influential political faction with a majority in the parliament.

If I were to die or get captured while running wild in a foreign land, the kingdom’s administrative and governance capabilities would immediately collapse.

Unlike leaving for a brief diplomatic mission, outright disappearing would leave a power vacuum that no one could fill. 

Internal factions wouldn’t be able to reorganize in time, leading to chaos.

The republicans, the military, and the clergy would all tear each other apart in a frenzy, only to destroy themselves in the end.

But there was a reason I was willing to take such a risk.

“Alright, let’s hear it. If any of you think you can do a better job than me, step forward. I’ll hand over full authority to you.”

“Uh… well… I’m not sure I’m qualified for that.”

“W-well, couldn’t we find someone in the intelligence department? Colonel Kys has a lot of talented people under him, doesn’t he?”

“So basically, you’re all saying you don’t know squat. You idiots.”

There wasn’t anyone I could entrust this mission to besides myself.

As I’d mentioned countless times before, I was someone who led from the front, even while wearing a general’s stars during my time in the Northern Front.

Despite commanding an entire division, I personally led operations to infiltrate and take down enemy fortresses as if it were routine.

I only stopped after being promoted to lieutenant general.

Thanks to that, I knew all the tricks of the trade. 

How to disguise myself as the enemy, how to move undetected, how to erase my presence—it was all second nature to me.

And my subordinates?

“They’re great at following orders but not at leading missions themselves.”

Because I had always taken the lead on infiltration missions, my subordinates had rarely been given the opportunity to gain hands-on experience commanding such operations.

They excelled at assisting from the sidelines, but expecting them to take the reins was too much.

After I stepped back from frontline operations, the focus had shifted to pitched battles and trench warfare, leaving them with even fewer chances to hone those skills.

Under normal circumstances, this wasn’t a problem. 

But in a situation like this, it was a different story entirely.

I couldn’t afford to assign an uncertain candidate to a mission where failure wasn’t an option.

“Alright then, I’ll take that as unanimous approval. I’ll pick the team from my own unit. Just make sure the provisions are prepared by next Monday.”

And so, for these reasons, I personally took command of the infiltration operation into the Holy Nation of Setnil.

Currently

“Your Excellency, that’s the Grand Cathedral of Ammas. It’s the largest religious structure in the southern Holy Nation.”

“Really? We got here faster than I thought.”

After spending several weeks traveling in a modified covered wagon designed for the mission, crossing two borders, and passing through the Kingdom of Kailas, we had finally made our way deep into the Holy Nation’s territory.

“Shall we use the same approach as last time?”

“Yeah. Find a good spot, set up a stall, and start trading. I’ll pick a team of six to rest and move with me during the night. That should be enough for this one.”

“Understood!”

And with that, the preparations for the next stage of the operation began.

At my command, a resounding response echoed back.

Even those who had been awkward at first were now becoming accustomed to the rhythm of these operations after experiencing several missions.

Our strategy was simple: street vendors by day, spies by night.

Mobile stalls selling snacks and drinks were common in any country or city, so they rarely drew suspicion.

Using the cover of a merchant, we could stash ropes, tools, and other supplies without anyone batting an eye. It was the perfect disguise.

“So, is tonight’s target that place?”

“It’s not a ‘target,’ you idiot. It’s a search. This place is directly managed by a cardinal, so there’s bound to be a treasure trove of classified documents hidden there.”

I lightly reprimanded the soldier who made it sound like we were robbing a bank, then muttered to myself.

“All the places we’ve searched so far have been duds. It’d be great if we hit the jackpot this time.”

Small monasteries and churches had yielded little to no results.

We had managed to procure some minor corruption records and a few government documents from the Holy Nation, but such scraps wouldn’t be enough to leverage diplomatically.

This place, however, was said to be one of the top three most important facilities in the Holy Nation. 

Surely, it had to be different.

“I’m going to sleep inside. If anything happens, wake me.”

“Yes, sir. See you later.”

Entering the wagon, I set up a hammock between the roof beams and stretched out on it, using my arm as a pillow.

Through the thin wooden walls, which didn’t block sound well, I could faintly hear the voices of my men outside.

“Welcome! A pint of beer is only 40 kilver today!”

“We’ve got sausages and pickled cabbage! Fish and chips for snacks too!”

“Ale and fruit wine are available as well! If you’re a drinker, don’t hesitate—grab a drink!”

“Working hard, aren’t they?”

These were men who had wasted their youth in the military, yet their sales pitches were surprisingly effective.

I made a mental note to plan some support programs to help them find their talents after the war.

I couldn’t let them rot as soldiers forever.

Several hours passed, and the moon hung high in the night sky.

“It’s 2 a.m. now… Alright, time to move out. Is everyone fully equipped?”

“Yes, sir! We’ve triple-checked everything. No worries.”

“Good. Let’s do this.”

Awake in the hours when the rest of the world was asleep, we changed into plain clothes and covered our faces with masks.

This was to ensure that even if we were spotted, no one could identify us later.

Equipped with ropes, daggers, and various tools, we moved silently through the streets, avoiding any attention.

“The cardinal’s private quarters are said to be at the rear of the cathedral. Apparently, he tends a garden there.”

“He must have a separate office too, right? Do you know where that might be?”

“Probably near the library. Important documents are usually kept close to books, aren’t they?”

“Fair point.”

The security around Ammas Grand Cathedral, our target, was lax.

There were no walls encircling it like a fortress, and only a couple of guards patrolled the area.

It seemed the deeply religious people of this theocratic nation believed no one would dare defile a cathedral.

That was fine by us—it made our infiltration far easier.

“You two—Hans and Johann, was it? Check if there’s a treasure vault somewhere.”

“Got it.”


“Karl, Wilhelm, and Joachim, you’re coming with me to the library.”

“Understood.”

“And me, sir? What’s my assignment?”

“Heinrich, you’re on lookout duty outside. Keep an eye out for anyone approaching the cathedral.”

“Understood.”

Taking advantage of the lack of security, we carefully shattered a window and slipped inside.

We found ourselves in a large hallway—likely a prayer room.

Several corridors branched out in different directions, so I quickly divided roles and sent everyone off.

Two were tasked with searching for valuables, while four of us would focus on finding documents and records.

“What floor do we head to?”

“Let’s start by heading up. Books are usually kept in the most secure and secluded parts of a facility.”

In this era, the printing press was rudimentary—something akin to the one used during Gutenberg’s time.

Books weren’t as ludicrously expensive as in the days of manual transcription, but they were still valuable commodities.

Many institutions restricted access to their libraries, storing books in areas where only a select few could enter.

“Let’s move quietly. If this place has what we’re looking for, it’s probably deeper inside.”

As expected, just like the libraries in our royal palace or general headquarters, the one here was tucked away in an ideal, secure location.

“Found it.”

Sure enough, after climbing to the third floor, we arrived at the library and what appeared to be an office.

Bookshelves stretched out in every direction, stacked with what seemed to be over 2,000 books.

By Earth’s standards, it wasn’t much, but in this world, it was an overwhelming collection.

Considering how few kinds of books existed in this era, this was practically a comprehensive collection of nearly every published work.

‘Looks like administrative records and documents are stored here too.’

That saved us the trouble of searching multiple locations. 

If we focused on this room, we’d likely find all the information we needed.

There was only one problem…

“Who goes there?! Do you know where you are and dare to trespass so recklessly?”

“…Oh, for fuck’s sake.”

The cardinal was still awake, burning the midnight oil in his office.

“Gag him and tie him up.”

“Yes, sir.”

“Do you know who I am?! You dare to—mpphh!!”

The cardinal’s protests were cut short as my men efficiently gagged and restrained him.

Now that the noise was dealt with, I turned my attention to the documents he had been working on.

“Let’s see… Cathedral maintenance expenses… receipts for cleaning staff wages… and under this…”

“‘List of external assets purchased with tithes and offerings’? Well, doesn’t this just reek of corruption?”


Meanwhile, at the Holy See…

Crash!

“I—I dug my way out! But… where am I now?”

The Saintess, unfamiliar with the layout of the building, had been blindly punching holes through walls, trying to find an exit.
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Tithes and offerings.

These two terms were familiar—ones I had seen plenty of times before.

Tithes were the portion of income—one-tenth, to be exact—that the followers of the Goddess Church were required to offer to the Church.

Offerings, on the other hand, were essentially a form of extortion collected by the Church during services.

There were offerings for births, safe deliveries, Sundays, harvest thanksgiving, birthdays—you name it. 

They attached some absurd reason to demand money from their believers.

In Ulranor Kingdom, I’d recently reformed the system to curb such exploitation, but it was clear that the Holy Nation still clung to its old ways.

It wasn’t unusual for a cathedral to collect such funds; the issue lay in the words that followed.

“External assets?”

As far as I knew, this term referred to resources or wealth secured from outside the organization, not something owned or generated by it directly.

The Church wasn’t supposed to own anything beyond its religious facilities and self-sustaining farms. If it did, it was outright corruption.

Curious, I picked up the document from the desk. 

The pages were filled with graphs and tables written in the Holy Nation’s language.

There were figures, calculations, and notes scrawled everywhere.

Despite my limited proficiency in the language, I managed to make out a few details:
100 pounds of gold bars (approximately 45 kilograms), 230 pounds of silver bars, and a thousand acres of high-quality coniferous forest.

Other terms like “mansion” and “aged fine wine” also caught my eye.

I didn’t know the full context, but every single entry on the list clearly held significant value.

“…Officer.”

“Yes, sir.”

“Take the gag off that bastard. Then make him kneel in front of me.”

My soldiers obeyed without hesitation, grabbing the cardinal by his arms and forcing him to his knees on the floor.

“You… who the hell are you people? What’s your purpose in coming here and rifling through my papers?”

“That’s none of your business. Just answer my questions, and things won’t get bloody. Cooperate, and we’ll leave quietly.”

Grabbing the cardinal by the chin, I tilted his head up to meet my gaze.

I waved the document labeled “External Assets List” in front of his face, and his eyes trembled uncontrollably.

“What’s this? Assets purchased and managed by the Church, perhaps?”

“…”

“Come on, no need to hold back. Just answer the question. It’s not like telling me will cause you any harm.”

He didn’t respond. 

His silence was defiant, as though he were determined not to give me the answer I wanted, no matter what.

Maybe he thought this was some display of resolve, but it only worked against him. 

His stubbornness confirmed that this document hid something important.

If he truly wanted to protect this secret, he should’ve tried to spin a convincing lie.

Not that I’d have fallen for it—judging by his acting skills, it would’ve been easy to see through.

“Well, if you refuse to talk, I have no choice.”

I gestured for the soldiers to step aside and grabbed the cardinal’s left arm with one hand.

With a swift motion, I tore through the loose priestly robes covering it, clenched my other hand into a fist, and brought it down.

—CRACK!

“AAARGH!! M-my arm!!”

Using a combination of magic and well-trained strength, it wasn’t difficult to break someone’s bone in a single strike.

Especially when the person was a civilian with no military experience.

If a trained soldier like me could snap necks with a single lariat, shattering an arm was child’s play.

But I didn’t stop there.

Interrogation 101: it’s not the initial pain that breaks someone; it’s the continuous agony and fear that follow.

As the cardinal writhed in panic from the shock of his broken arm, I “kindly” gave him a thorough massage. Of course, it was the punching-and-beating kind of massage.

“So, have you decided to tell me everything now?”

“Argh! K-kghhh! I’ll talk! I’ll tell you everything, just spare me!”

The cardinal clutched my arm with his good hand, pleading desperately. 

Having just experienced my revolutionary bone-pulverizing interrogation method, he had become significantly more cooperative.

He promised to answer every question I had, his voice trembling and his tone suddenly polite.

What a shame.

If he’d endured just a little longer, I was planning to twist his legs into a pretzel next.

“Explain this properly. What exactly is written here?”

“Haa… What’s written there are my personal assets. I’ve been setting them aside for retirement, for my old age.”

“Retirement, huh? That’s quite a large amount for a retirement fund. And why are these assets, purchased with donations and tithes, listed as your personal property?”

The cardinal had the audacity to blatantly label the source of the funds in the title and still call it his private stash.

Was he not even trying to hide his blatant disregard for the separation of personal and public matters?

The cardinal let out a deep sigh before replying.

“Well, of course, it’s embezzled money. I skimmed off a portion of the funds that were supposed to go to the higher-ups and used it for myself.”

“…You’re very bold to admit your corruption so openly, aren’t you?”

“Isn’t it something everyone does? Be it the Holy Nation or any other country on the continent, it’s all the same.”

He spoke with surprising confidence, even as he cradled his broken arm. 

To him, he was just another ordinary corrupt figure in a system teeming with them.

“I don’t know where you’re from, but this is the norm in the Goddess Church. Without this kind of ‘resourcefulness,’ there’s no way to get ahead—or even survive, for that matter. Do you have any idea how pitiful our official salaries are?”

“…I’ve heard about it,” I admitted.

When overhauling our own kingdom’s religious institutions, I’d learned about similar systems.

Under the Church’s internal regulations, clergy were only provided with the bare minimum required to maintain their basic living needs and uphold their dignity.

Forget fine wine or mansions—even acquiring a small garden plot would be a stretch under such conditions.

“When clergy step down from their positions, they’re left with no means to sustain themselves. So everyone ends up creating a little stash or two on the side.

When you’re a junior, you might siphon off a few coins here and there. But when you climb as high as I have, you start hoarding wealth by the mountain.”

“Does it not cross your mind that what you’re doing might shame the Goddess you serve?”

“Shame doesn’t put food on the table, does it? Do you know how much money it takes to rise to this level?

If you don’t want to go bankrupt, you toss aside morality and focus on earning as much as you can.”

He continued to elaborate, speaking casually about the rampant bribery, position-buying, and kickbacks required to stay afloat in the Church hierarchy.

It was a system where corruption wasn’t just an option—it was a necessity for survival.

The cardinal’s place at the top of this corrupt food chain allowed him to accumulate this much wealth.

“Disgusting. At this point, you’re not clergy—you’re just a glorified pyramid scheme.”

“Pyramid scheme…? I’m not sure what that is, but I won’t deny your point. Even I know this isn’t the behavior befitting someone who serves the divine.”

The cardinal shrugged with his one good shoulder.

“But if you think I’m bad, the Holy See is far worse. It’s a den of pigs—indulgence is their way of life, funded by tributes and offerings collected from across the continent.”

“Be specific.”

“Hmm… well, they line every hallway with gold-plated statues, lay out the finest carpets, and use silk vestments as if they’re disposable. Wear them once and toss them out.”

“…What the hell? They’ve completely lost it.”

Silk was one of the most expensive textiles out there, and they were treating it like a disposable napkin? 

How easy it must be for them to burn through wealth without understanding its value.

Religious organizations with unchecked power are always hopeless. 

They need to be dismantled and restructured under state control to prevent this kind of madness.

In fact, when I returned, I resolved to push for a new law requiring the Church to submit detailed financial reports, including a breakdown of how much they collect in offerings every month.

“Wait… hold on.”

Midway through cursing internally, a brilliant idea struck me.

“Hey. If you’ve compiled an asset list like this for yourself, then surely the Holy See has something similar, right?”

“I can’t say for sure, but… probably? They own far too much to keep track of without documentation.”

“Perfect. Then the next target is the Holy See itself.”

I would find the evidence of corruption and decadence within the Goddess Church and the Holy See, then expose it publicly in the kingdom.

I would prove, once and for all, just how rotten and corrupt these so-called servants of the divine had become.

Such an act would show the world that these people had no right to meddle in other nations’ politics or preach about justice and morality.

Alternatively, I could use the information as leverage—a weapon to keep the Holy Nation in check. 

Even if I didn’t reveal it to the world, just letting them know I held damning evidence could serve as a powerful diplomatic tool.

“Thanks for the valuable info. Go get that arm healed later with magic or holy arts. Don’t worry, it’s not life-threatening.”

“No need for thanks, just finish your business and leave…”

He was grumbling, and for a moment, I considered smacking him upside the head—but I decided to let it slide. 

There was no point in tormenting a “cooperative” source who had just handed over such crucial information.

Thus, the decision to head for the capital was made on the spot.

The next day, we packed up our stall and turned our horses north.
Traveling along the main roads, stopping occasionally to rest and resupply, the journey took roughly two weeks.

It wasn’t too surprising, given that the Holy Nation was a smaller, mid-tier country compared to ours.

“So that’s the Holy See?”

“Looks more like a fortress, doesn’t it?”

“That’s because it is a fortress. They built it during the days when they were treated like heretics, to fend off attackers. Then they repurposed it later.”

The headquarters of the Goddess Church, which I was seeing for the first time in my life, was surprisingly unimpressive.

The buildings, aside from those at the uppermost levels, were so old and utilitarian that you might mistake the place for an outdated castle.

Apparently, the defensive capabilities of the fortress were still intact, with an armory and gunpowder storehouse on-site.

Well, no matter its origins, it looks easy enough to infiltrate. That’s good for us.

“Same plan as before. Some of you stay behind to sell, the rest prepare for the mission. Eat, rest, and relieve yourselves ahead of time. This is going to be another long night.”

“Yes, sir!”

After spending half a day sleeping to recharge, we rose in the dead of night.

It was the hour when all the streetlights were out, and not a soul could be seen wandering the streets.

It didn’t take long to slip through the capital’s quiet streets, bypass the even stricter security around the Holy See, and make our way inside.

—Crash!

Breaking a window, we entered.

“Wow… I’d heard stories, but this place really is ridiculously extravagant. Split into two groups—half of you go left, the rest follow me to the right.”

“Should we start by finding the archives?”

“There might be a separate room for documents. Search thoroughly. A facility like this could have split them into different sections.”

Even amidst whispered instructions, we couldn’t help but be awed by the sheer opulence of the place.

Everything was gilded and pristine, making it clear this was no ordinary building.

We moved cautiously, careful not to make a sound and risk waking anyone.

The first floor didn’t yield much—stables, a communal prayer hall, and what appeared to be barracks for the guards.

So we decided to check the second floor.

And that’s when I saw it.

“…What the…?”

“Eek! Y-you saw me?”

It was a bizarre sight: a woman with her backside wedged into the wall, struggling to free herself.


“Uh… could you… help me, please? Judging by your appearance, you don’t seem to be from the Holy Nation…”

She asked for help, but I couldn’t focus on anything she was saying.

Because in my mind, I could only think one thing.

Wow. Her chest is bigger than her head.
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Massive. 

Gigantic.

Powerful. 

Destructive.

Those were the only words that could begin to describe the impact of what I was seeing.

A stunning woman with silver hair and violet eyes, wedged into the wall, her ample chest bouncing with every struggle.

Two enormous mounds—each larger than her head—defied gravity, retaining their elasticity and softly swaying as though flaunting their presence.

How strong must her Cooper’s ligaments be to support that? 

Considering breast augmentation doesn’t exist in this era, this was undoubtedly natural.

It felt like I was witnessing the limits of human biology being showcased right before my eyes.

Even Camilla, who boasts a figure that dwarfs most women, would be outclassed here. 

This was on another level entirely—untouchable.

If I could touch those just once—

“Snap out of it!”

I coughed and shook my head furiously. 

What are you doing, you idiot?! You’re on a mission, not ogling strangers!

“Ahem. How can you be so sure we’re not from the Holy Nation?”

“Well… no one from the Holy Nation would be wandering around the Holy See at this hour in those clothes. At this time, only patrolling priests are around here,” she replied as if stating the obvious.

Right. 

That checks out. 

Anyone here at this hour not in priestly robes would either be a thief or a foreign spy. 

Shouldn’t have even asked that.

“And your accents are odd. I can understand you, but the way you pronounce certain words is unusual.

From my experience, people from the Ulranor Kingdom usually have that kind of habit.”

She even pinpointed our country of origin.

Our cover was blown in an instant—this woman was surprisingly perceptive.

‘Draw your blades,’ I silently signaled.

“Understood,” my men responded, gripping their weapons.

Sorry, but witnesses can’t be left alive.

As much as it pained me to consider eliminating her—and it did—I prepared to strike swiftly, aiming for her neck.

But before I could, she looked at us with hopeful eyes and made an unexpected request.

“So, what’s your goal for breaking in here?”

“…What if we don’t answer that?”

“That’s fine! I’ll cooperate with you! Just get me out of here! I actually know a lot about this place, so I can help!”

What?

My hand, poised with a dagger, froze mid-motion.

Cooperation? 

She’s suddenly offering to help a bunch of strangers who’ve broken into her nation’s most sacred institution? Why?

If she works in the Holy See, the very heart of the Church, she must hold a significant position, along with considerable power and wealth.

The idea of someone like her suddenly being so accommodating didn’t give me relief—it only raised my suspicions. 

What could possibly motivate her to act like this?

“…That’d be difficult. A civilian without training would only slow us down.”

“It’s fine. I’m a saintess, after all. I can enhance my body with divine power to keep up with you.”

The word saintess left her lips so casually that not only I, but everyone in my group froze on the spot.

Saintess.

Anyone who followed the Goddess Church knew that title. 

It wasn’t just a position—it was the title of the one chosen by the Goddess herself, her sole representative on earth.

The saintess was revered for her infinite mercy and miracles, her role in healing the sick, and her status as the most sacred and significant figure in the Church.

Even though she had never left the Holy Nation, her reputation was so vast it had reached the very corners of our kingdom, overshadowing even our own leaders.

And she’s saying that she—this busty woman stuck in a wall—is the saintess?

“If you don’t believe me, I’ll show you. Oh Lord, may Your power descend upon this earth…”

Sensing our disbelief, the woman—no, the saintess—grabbed my hand and began chanting a prayer.

Immediately, I felt it. 

The scars on my skin—the deep, twisted ones that no healer, no matter how skilled, had ever been able to mend—began to fade away.

Within moments, the mangled patches of my skin smoothed over, replaced by healthy, unblemished flesh.

These weren’t minor injuries. 

They were battle wounds I had carried for years, the kind that even the most seasoned doctors in my kingdom had deemed untreatable.

This… this is real.

There were no signs of illusion, no tricks to it. 

If this were some kind of false miracle, I would’ve noticed something off by now.

This wasn’t the result of a hidden elixir, nor some forgotten ancient spell. 

She had simply spoken a few lines of prayer, and yet the effect was undeniable.

“This should be enough proof, right?”

I couldn’t deny it anymore. 

This woman was indeed the saintess.

In this medieval fantasy world, there was only one being capable of performing such feats.

“My apologies, Saintess.”

“Ah, don’t be so formal! Honestly, I’m used to being looked down on by everyone here anyway.”

Her tone was light and self-deprecating, as if being disrespected was just another part of her daily life.

The saintess, with a trace of frustration evident in her voice, stretched out her arms and sighed.

“Well, could you help me get out now? My back’s really starting to hurt.”

“Of course. Guys, grab hold of her and pull carefully.”

“Ah! W-wait! My lower stomach hurts a lot, so go easy!”

What followed was a chaotic scene.

Some of my men grabbed her arms and tried to pull, while she yelped in protest. 

Another grabbed a pickaxe to widen the hole in the wall.

It was a noisy yet strangely subdued commotion, and after about 20 minutes of tugging, shifting, and the occasional startled scream—

—CRACK!

“She’s free! Finally! You’re welcome!”

“Thank you! I can finally move again!”

We helped the saintess to her feet, and I handed her some water. 

She had been stuck for who knows how long, so I figured she could use a moment to recover.

“You must be exhausted after being stuck in such an uncomfortable position for so long, but… if I may, I have to ask. Why are you helping us? Aren’t you part of the Holy Nation?”

Her face darkened for a moment, and she shook her head slowly.

“…That’s not an easy question to answer right now. Explaining everything would take far too long.”

Why would someone like her—a saintess, no less—volunteer to betray her country, without any pressure or coercion?

As I mulled it over, she broke the silence.

“But there is one thing I can tell you. I despise the Holy Nation as it is now. Perhaps more than anyone else in this world.”

“…Despise it?”

“Yes. That’s why I can do this without hesitation. As long as I can ruin this damned country and reclaim my freedom, I’ll do whatever it takes. On my name as the saintess, this is the truth.”

Coming from an ordinary noble or royal, swearing on one’s honor wouldn’t carry much weight. But coming from a saintess, it was a different matter entirely.

Her position wasn’t just a title—it was a symbol of trust and authority, as the sole earthly representative of the Goddess herself.

In other words, the saintess’s name carried the weight of divine authority and honor. 

To swear on it was to pledge her utmost sincerity.

No one who truly serves the divine would dare invoke their name for a lie.

“…Understood. I’ll take you at your word, Saintess.”

I collected my thoughts and spoke.

While I couldn’t grasp the full story yet, one thing was clear: this woman was on our side. 

For now, she could be trusted as an ally.

“Alright, can you tell us where the document archive is? Somewhere they’d store classified information they wouldn’t want anyone to see.”

“If you’re looking for documents, it should be on the fifth floor. Near the bishops’ private dining hall, there’s a black door. Try there.”

“Hans, Georg, Joachim—you heard her. Go up there and grab anything important.”

“Understood, sir!”

“Saintess, are you sure no one’s on duty in that area?”

“It’s a classified archive. Who would be standing guard there? Just watch out for the guards patrolling the fourth floor, and you should be fine.”

Well, that’s what we thought last time too, and it didn’t exactly go smoothly.

Regardless, my men followed the saintess’s directions, heading up to the fifth floor. 

Before long, they returned, their arms full of papers.

“Commander! She was right—it was all there. We found everything.”

“There’s tax records spanning the past ten years, a national treasure inventory, even a list of the Holy Pope’s personal assets!”

“There were also internal meeting minutes, so we took the whole lot!”

“Did you find anything explaining why they’ve been meddling with our kingdom?”

“We didn’t check thoroughly, but it’s likely in there. The documents were intact—no redactions or destroyed sections.”

“Good. Nice work.”

With the saintess’s claims now proven true, there was no reason to hold back anymore.

Using her guidance, we ramped up our search, pillaging other key locations throughout the Holy See, the underground treasury, the relic vault, even the Holy Pope’s private kitchen.

If it looked valuable or important, we went through it all.

And as for the kitchen? Well, that was because our saintess mentioned she was hungry. 

Apparently, she’d used up too much energy smashing through stone and digging tunnels all night.

Seriously, what on earth happened that the Goddess’s representative ended up escaping by literally punching holes in buildings?

“What the hell is this? Johannes’s Longsword? Wasn’t that one of our kingdom’s lost relics? That’s what they taught us back at the academy.”

“We found it tucked away in the relic vault. Looks like these bastards got their hands on it during the civil war and kept it hidden as stolen loot.”

“Disgusting scum. Pack it up. It belongs to us.”

As we rummaged through the relics, we found several artifacts belonging to our kingdom that had been missing for years.

Johannes, the first saint canonized in the history of Ulranor, had his sacred relic stolen and hidden away here. The audacity of these thieves.

Besides the longsword, there were other items as well: a royal scepter, a gauntlet, a brooch—all belonging to our kingdom. We took everything.

We even grabbed relics from other nations while we were at it, making sure to obscure the trail so no one could trace the theft back to us.

“Alright, if everything’s packed, let’s move out. We’re heading back.”

“Yes, sir.”

“Take me with you,” the saintess suddenly interjected. 

“You’re planning to return to your kingdom now, right? I want to go with you.”

“Are you serious? You’d be heading to a country where you don’t even speak the language.”

“Learning a language is nothing. Living here is unbearable. I’d rather struggle abroad than stay in this hellhole.”

“…Fine. You’re coming with us then, Saintess.”

With arms full of loot, we made our way toward a carriage we had scouted earlier. It would save us the trouble of carrying everything by hand.

But just as we headed down to the garage with the saintess, someone stepped on a suspicious floor panel.

“Uh, Commander? When I stepped here, it felt like the floor—”

EEEEEEE-AAAOOOOGAAAA!!!


The deafening wail of alarms echoed through the halls, followed by the shouting of guards.

“INTRUDERS! INTRUDERS IN THE HOLY SEE!”

Damn it. 

So that’s why the security seemed so lax—it was all a trap.



 
  
    Chapter 72: Explosions Are Art


A Sudden Crisis

A situation that came crashing down out of nowhere.

In the face of this life-or-death emergency, my brain worked faster than ever before.

“The left hallway’s blocked. I can hear someone coming down from the upper floor. Is the basement still safe?”

I’ve spent more than eight years on the front lines. 

Being surrounded in the middle of enemy territory? 

I’ve been through it countless times.

I’ve been trapped in places far worse than this—sealed warehouses, the tops of spires with no escape routes.

And yet, I survived every single time. I might have bled and lost chunks of flesh along the way, but I’ve stubbornly clung to life and made it here.

If there’s one thing I’ve learned from all those years of experience, it’s this.

In moments like this, staying calm is the absolute priority. 

Keeping your head cool is the only way to make proper decisions.

“What in the world is going on, sir?!”

“It’s probably some kind of alarm spell or security mechanism! That’s not what matters right now—grab your stuff and follow me!”

Someone had just mentioned that the floor felt like it was shifting downward, so it was likely some kind of mechanical setup. 

Not that it really mattered at the moment.

With the loot we’d quickly gathered strapped to our backs, we dashed down the only hallway that wasn’t blocked.

We kept turning corners to make it harder for anyone following us to track our path.

“Saintess, do you happen to know how many troops are stationed in the Holy See? Or anything about their locations or unit types?”

“I don’t know anything about military matters. I was never informed—apparently, the goddess’ representative doesn’t need to know such things…”

“I figured as much.”

It wasn’t a question I had high hopes for, but her response was still disappointing.

It made me wonder just how the Holy Nation treated the Saintess. 

They didn’t even bother briefing her on the army stationed closest to her for protection?

The way she mentioned “hatred” earlier…

Did they lock her up somewhere and abuse or exploit her?

“Sir, up ahead!”

“Oh, great.”

There was no time to dwell on guesses, as enemies suddenly appeared right in front of us.

The Holy See was massive, with pathways branching out all over the place, so they must’ve gotten ahead of us through another route.

“We’ve found the intruders! Everyone, gather at the east—guh!”

“You really shouldn’t go around broadcasting other people’s locations without permission.”

Well, there weren’t that many of them, so taking them down wasn’t exactly a challenge.

One enemy had their carotid artery and windpipe slashed with a greatsword, and their body was hurled to impale the skull of the one behind them.

As the corpse was about to fall, I grabbed and shoved it forward to create a barrier against the remaining enemies while casting a quick ice spell.

“Icicle Lance.”

—Thwack!

It’s a simple spell with power comparable to a weak arrow and is pretty flashy, too. 

Honestly, it’s not something you’d use on a battlefield where bullets rain down like a storm.

But the incantation is short, and if you hit someone in the head, it’s more than enough to kill them. 

Summoning two or three at a time isn’t hard either.

In other words, it’s highly effective for situations like this—taking out close-range enemies who’ve lost their balance and can’t react.

“All right, let’s move.”

“As expected, your skills are incredible, sir. When I heard you’d taken down hundreds of enemy soldiers on your own, I thought it was an exaggeration.”

“Hundreds? Try thousands. Over ten years, I can’t even count how many necks I’ve personally severed.”

In the blink of an eye, we cleared out an entire squad. 

The soldiers couldn’t hide their admiration.

I guess they picked mostly the newer recruits who came in after I stepped off the front lines; they’re impressed by something as minor as this.

Those who served for years alongside me wouldn’t even flinch at this—it’s just standard procedure to them.

Honestly, isn’t mowing down rookies with no combat experience a basic skill for anyone in the revolutionary army?

“Sl-slicing a person’s neck… like slaughtering a pig…”

On the other hand, the Saintess collapsed to the ground, her legs giving out beneath her. 

Her eyes filled with fear, and it was clear she’d never seen someone die like that before.

I suppose treating this like any other situation and responding in my usual way was a mistake—I didn’t consider how someone like her would react to such brutal sights.

“Are you all right, Saintess?”

“I-I’m so sorry. I’m not all right at all. I’ve never seen anything like this in my life…”

“This is troublesome.”

If it had been a soldier, I’d have just yelled at them to get up and stop whining.

But she’s not just cooperative; she’s a key ally who’s already expressed her intention to defect. I couldn’t risk offending her.

Clicking my tongue internally, I hoisted the Saintess onto my back. 

There wasn’t enough time to let her recover or show her any more kindness.

“Hold on tight. It’s going to be a bumpy ride.”

“Wh-what? Ah—EEK!”

A soft yet heavy sensation settled on my back, but I ignored it for now.

It was undeniably a delightful and blissful feeling, but there was no time to indulge in such things.

If I let my mind wander even for a second, I’d be truly doomed.

“But isn’t there no point in just running away like this? They’ll keep chasing us,” one of the soldiers pointed out.

“We’re running because I don’t have a way to make them stop chasing us,” I snapped, irritation lacing my voice.

“No matter how well we fight, if they keep swarming us, there’s no way to hold them off forever.”

We attempted to enter an alley, but the path was blocked.

The stables—our best means of escape—were in the direction where the guards were gathering.

With that option sealed, our only choice was to move on foot.

However, if we just bolted out recklessly, it wouldn’t be long before we got spotted again.

If only we had a way to completely block or confuse their pursuit…

Without that, we had no choice but to run, hoping to either gain enough distance or find an empty room to hide in and wait for an opportunity.

“Um, excuse me…”

The Saintess hesitantly called out as I finished explaining the situation.

“If that’s your concern, I might have a solution. If we turn at that corner, there should be one of the tunnels I’ve dug…”

She explained that over the past few days, she had dug escape tunnels all around the Holy See building.

Apparently, thanks to her physical strength enhanced by divine power, she had plenty of energy but no sense of direction, which resulted in dozens of misdirected tunnels.

One of them, as it happened, was located right nearby.

“I’ve covered them with paintings and wallpaper, so no one but me would be able to find them from the outside. How about we hide in one of them for a while?”

“Not a bad idea, but…”

As I mulled over her suggestion, a brilliant idea struck me.

“Saintess, do any of those tunnels lead to the armory or the powder magazine?”

“The powder magazine? Of course. If we go two sections over, there’s one that leads there,” she replied without hesitation.

Hiding was a good idea, sure. But what was even better? Active sabotage.

If something was breaking down, burning, or blowing up, they wouldn’t be able to focus solely on chasing us.

If the warehouse was packed with military-grade gunpowder, it was an ideal target. 

Conveniently, we had just the right tools for the job.

“It’s close by. Georg!”

“Yes, sir!”

“I’ll hand you all the fuses and grenades we’ve got. Head there with Gunter and set it up so it explodes after a delay. We’ll regroup at the bushes outside.”

“Understood!”

The grenades of this era weren’t like the 21st-century ones where you pulled a pin and threw. 

These were more akin to bombs that required lighting a fuse—a compact, lightweight version of something like the Bigyeokjincheolloe from Joseon-era Korea.

This meant that tying several grenades together with fuses essentially created a makeshift time bomb.

“We’ll wait outside. Staying in the building when it blows won’t do us any good,” I added.

Georg and Gunter gave sharp salutes, fully understanding the plan, and disappeared down the hallway.

We climbed out of a window and hid in the overgrown bushes in the Holy See’s garden, waiting quietly. 

Before long, the soldiers returned, panting and sweating.

“I-it’s done, sir. It’ll explode in about a minute.”

“Good work. Here, have some water.”

With a mix of hope and nervousness, we waited.

And sure enough, the explosion went off.

-KWA-KWA-KA-KA-KABOOM!!!

-RUMBLE…RUMBLE…

“…Huh?”

It was far, far more catastrophic than we had anticipated.

Why did it turn out like this?

To understand, we need to examine two facts that Carolus was unaware of.

First, over the past few weeks, the Saintess had produced a massive amount of rubble while digging her escape tunnels.

Broken walls, shards of flooring, and other debris didn’t magically disappear. 

That was to be expected.

But where had all that debris gone, given the lack of space to dispose of it?

Simple. 

She used divine power.

With the overwhelming authority of the goddess coursing through her, she had performed the miracle of material decomposition.

Originally, the Saintess had repurposed a divine technique meant for cleaning up patients’ bodily waste and bloodstains.

While it allowed her to successfully dispose of the rubble without drawing attention, there was something critical she had overlooked.

Carelessly, she only dealt with the visible piles of debris and neglected the air.

In other words, the dust and fine particles floating around in the dug-out tunnels were left untouched.

As everyone knows, if dust isn’t properly managed, it can easily lead to explosions.

With dozens of such dust-filled tunnels spread throughout the Holy See, it was as if the entire building had been laced with hidden fuses.

“If any one spot ignites, the fire will spread instantly.”

On top of this, the Holy See itself was a remodeled fortress that dated back hundreds of years.

Its long history and numerous expansions over the centuries had made the layout incredibly complex—so much so that even the Holy Nation didn’t have a complete understanding of its internal structure.

Among the forgotten and abandoned spaces were, unsurprisingly, storage rooms filled with gunpowder or food supplies.

Some of these rooms were packed with flour that had rotted over centuries, while others were loaded with ancient, deteriorated gunpowder.

To make matters worse, the Holy See was also filled with flammable luxury items. 

Once a fire started, it became almost impossible to extinguish.

In such a disaster-prone environment, deliberately starting a fire inside? The result was predictable.

“The Holy See is collapsing!!”

“Everyone, run! Forget the loot for now, just get out of the building if you value your lives!!”

“Evacuate His Holiness first! Get him to safety no matter what!!”

And the result?

Everything burned. 

And everything exploded.

Small mushroom clouds rose here and there, shattering glass windows as flames consumed the building.

The intricately decorated exterior walls were scorched black, and flaming bodies and debris rained down to the ground.

The once-pristine white oil paintings, exuding a sense of classical beauty, burned with the acrid smell of oil.

Silks imported from Daiching, once symbols of wealth, were reduced to mere kindling.

The destruction was so massive that it was clearly visible from dozens of kilometers away.


It was as if the Holy See had become a giant, extravagant campfire, illuminating the Holy Nation just like Dong Zhuo’s human lanterns once lit up Chang’an.

And as for Carolus and his group…

“…Let’s just pretend we didn’t see anything.”
“…Agreed.”

They promptly fled from reality.




 
  
    Chapter 73: The Great Schism of the Church (1)


During our covert infiltration mission, we somehow managed to burn down the enemy government building, which also served as the headquarters of their church, causing astronomical damage. 

Quite the adorable blunder, wasn’t it? Anyway, despite the fiasco, we miraculously succeeded in escaping unscathed and reunited with our other comrades to begin the journey back to the kingdom.

“The inspections seem to be at the usual level. You’d think they’d have raised their alert level by now, given the situation.”

“They probably don’t even have the wherewithal to think about it. With their leadership wiped out, who’s left to make decisions?”

The road back was smooth. 

We didn’t have to cut our way through checkpoint guards like Guan Yu from the old tales. 

Their defenses were laughably lax. 

We just hid our loot, applied a bit of disguise, and they bought it—didn’t even check our nationality.

Thanks to that, we passed through Kailas Kingdom with ease, even stopping briefly at the Ammas Cathedral we’d plundered before. 

By the time we returned to the kingdom’s territory, our party had grown by one but suffered no losses.

Once we sent a messenger to announce our arrival, we decided to take things slow and relax a bit after our long journey. Inside the kingdom, it wasn’t necessary to be so on guard anymore.

“So this is the Kingdom of Ulranor…”

“You seem quite fascinated. Isn’t this just another rural farming village? Places like this are common even in your theocracy.”

“Common? Not at all. It’s completely different. Back home, everyone’s obsessed with religion—people stop farming midway to pray, or offer sacrifices to the gods even when they don’t have enough to eat themselves. How I managed to survive in such a country, I’ll never know.”

Well, part of it was because she had to maintain appearances as the saintess.

She said she wanted to see the land she’d be living in from now on, so while we couldn’t wander everywhere freely, I made sure she got to look around a bit. 

After all, she’s going to become one of the most important figures in our goddess’ church. It’s best to foster a positive impression.

“But how do you know what rural areas look like? I heard you were always in the capital, healing patients.”

“Occasionally, the Holy Emperor would drag me out under the guise of ‘boosting faith’ or ‘managing public sentiment.’ I was paraded around like an ornament and saw it all.”

“…Ah, I see. You must have had a hard time.”

“Hard time? It was hell. Just thinking about it makes my teeth clench.”

With plenty of pent-up frustration, she continued venting as we traveled for a few more weeks. 

Before we knew it, we were finally approaching our ultimate destination: the capital, Rahator, where our beloved people were waiting for us.

“Your Excellency, there’s a crowd gathering over there. It looks like they’ve come to welcome us.”

“Ah, all familiar faces.”

There was my brother Julius, General Albrecht, the archbishop of the capital diocese, Lieutenant General Vaden, and so on.

These were the close confidants I frequently entrusted with major responsibilities. 

Judging by their expressions, it seemed they’d been worried about me during my absence. 

Their faces were lined with concern, reflecting the weight of their care.

And then.

“Your Excellency!!”

My beloved ran toward me, tears streaming down her face, and threw herself into my arms.

“I’m back, Camilla.”

Basking in the warmth of her affection, I whispered my return report to her.

“Send all the documents we brought back to the Intelligence Department. Have them sort through it and forward only the critical information to me.”

“Understood. And what about the treasures?”

“If they’re identifiable as belonging to the kingdom, sort them out and store them in the royal treasury. As for the rest, gather them and keep them in a secure location for now.”

While the soldiers had been granted leave to enjoy themselves as a reward for their mission, I, unfortunately, couldn’t join them.

The position of a powerful nation’s leader is perpetually buried under mountains of work.

Without much rest, I managed to splash some water on my face and hurried to the office to handle urgent matters.

Signing off on documents that only I had the authority to approve, issuing directives on how to manage the spoils, authorizing executions for convicted criminals—hours flew by just addressing the most pressing tasks.

“Are these all the documents for today?”

“Yes. But tomorrow, you can expect about 2.5 times more.”

“Getting back into paperwork after so long feels like torture.”

Hearing what essentially amounted to an announcement that I’d be stuck in the office again, I felt a sigh creeping up. 

But what could I do? This was the life I chose. I’d just have to power through it.

…Or not? No, come to think of it, this was all because of the damn royal family.

It was those idiot king and queen who messed everything up, forcing me to stage a coup and seize power just to survive.

If it hadn’t been for those three bastards, including the crown prince, I could’ve quietly served in the military, retired at a decent age, and spent my later years in peace.

Seriously, those jerks were absolutely useless.

I should order the evening menu to only include mint chocolate and pineapple pizza starting today.

“Still, work must go on. Camilla, would you mind stepping out and sending in the saintess?”

“Understood,” she replied.

It was still early afternoon, with plenty of time left before dinner, so I decided to continue the conversation we hadn’t managed to finish in the Holy Kingdom. 

Specifically, I wanted to hear more about the saintess’ past.

—Clunk.

“I-I heard you called for me, Your Excellency.”

“Welcome, Saintess. Please, have a seat here.”

Despite my instructions to treat her as an honored guest, the saintess seemed a bit tense. 

Her speech was stiff, her demeanor reserved.

It didn’t seem like she was uncomfortable with the environment itself—so, was it because of me?

Well, if I were in her position and realized the person who helped me escape my country was actually the de facto ruler of a major power, I’d probably feel the same way.

After all, who could remain completely composed in front of someone who literally held their life in their hands?

“Don’t be too nervous,” I said gently. 

“The reason I called you here is that I want to hear the full story.”

It was just the three of us in the room—myself, the saintess, and Camilla, who stood off to the side.

Carefully, I made my request. I wanted to know why she had fled her country and abandoned the land devoted to the goddess. 

Last time, she had refused to explain, citing a lack of time.

“Why did you, Saintess, choose to abandon the country that serves the goddess? What happened between you and the Holy Emperor?”

“…I doubt you’ll believe me, even if I tell you.”

“How could I ever doubt the words of the saintess, who stakes her honor on them?”

I urged her with a polite but firm tone.

“I promise that this will never leave this room. Only Lady Arschach and I will know. Please, tell us the truth, without holding anything back.”

“…Are you certain?”

“Of course. If necessary, I’ll stake my honor on it.”

After taking a few deep breaths, she seemed to make up her mind. 

In a quiet voice, she began recounting her story.

She spoke of how she had once been nothing more than a shepherd girl from a remote mountain village and how she came to be the saintess. 

She told of the hardships she endured growing up within the Holy Emperor’s court, the abuse and exploitation she suffered at his hands, and the crushing sense of shame, misery, and despair she had felt over the years.

She laid bare all the experiences that had defined most of her twenty-some years of life.

When her two-hour confession finally came to an end, the atmosphere in the office was on the verge of complete devastation.

“—That’s all. That’s everything I can share with you.”

“I… I need to step out for a moment. I can’t… Ugh!”

Camilla, unable to suppress her nausea, bolted for the restroom.

The saintess, meanwhile, was left with her clothes soaked in tears, having been overwhelmed by the pain of reliving her past.

As for me, all I could do was lean back against the sofa, lighting cigarette after cigarette in stunned silence.

“Thank you for your honest confession, Saintess. It’s been immensely helpful.”

“Not at all. If you don’t mind, may I be excused now? I’m not feeling very well.”

“Of course. I’ve arranged for a comfortable residence nearby. Please stay there and rest for the time being.”

A saintess who could heal any illness with her divine power claiming she wasn’t feeling well was, of course, an absurd statement. 

But I didn’t press her. 

It was clearly a subtle way of saying that she was mentally and emotionally drained and needed to recover.

Once she left, and I was alone in the office, I sat there blankly, lost in thought.

“Madmen.”

Draining someone’s blood just to regain youth and vitality? 

What did they think they were—vampires?

I had anticipated they might exploit the divine power bestowed by the goddess or misuse her abilities. 

Even charging exorbitant fees for her healing didn’t surprise me.

But this? 

This was beyond anything I could imagine.

Not even slaves in the past were treated like this.

These so-called servants of the goddess treated her very representative with such appalling cruelty? 

In a world where the goddess’s existence is undeniable, how could they not fear divine retribution?

If this is all true… then this is an opportunity.

If the Holy Emperor’s court was rotten to this degree, then there was a way to use it to my advantage.

They must know better than anyone else just how much dirt they have on themselves. 

With evidence like this, I have more than enough leverage to use it against them.

While I promised not to reveal the saintess’ past, this is information they’re already aware of anyway. 

I don’t need to spread it around to threaten them—just the possibility of their filth being exposed should be enough to make them fall in line.

Not only could I force an apology for sending troops to assist the royal family’s escape, but I could also extract diplomatic concessions.

When combined with the various pieces of information the Intelligence Department is currently analyzing, this could even allow me to claim both moral superiority and religious legitimacy.

“Wait.”

A sudden, brilliant idea struck me.

The saintess is the goddess’ representative, her authority and reputation exceeding even that of the Holy Emperor, the head of their church.

While she may lack real political power, in the realm of faith, her every word is as good as absolute truth.

If I could use the saintess to seize the authority and legitimacy of the entire church for our side… wouldn’t that be possible?

And with the Holy Emperor’s court in shambles, there’s no way they’d be able to respond effectively. 

From what I heard on the way back, they still haven’t even finished calculating their casualties.

“Not bad at all.”

I needed a decisive act of retaliation and punishment for the Holy Kingdom meddling with us. 


If I could wrest away the religious power that forms the foundation of their society…

“Lieutenant! Where’s my lieutenant?!”

I decided it was worth taking a gamble. 

With my mind made up, I immediately called for someone to set things in motion.



 
  
    Chapter 74: The Great Schism of the Church (2)


“Is this everything we have here?”

“Yes, nothing was sent elsewhere. Everything is being processed in one place.”

“Good.”

As soon as the idea struck me, I rushed to the Intelligence Department and commandeered Kys’ desk (read: took over).

Beside me, the lieutenant had brought in experts from the Tax and Accounting Departments of the Treasury.

“You’ve had plenty of time to get started this morning. Are the categorization tasks finished?”

“Of course. These are the meeting records, and over there are the documents related to the Holy Kingdom’s national budget—”

“Spare me the explanations. Just bring all the financial documents over here. From now on, prioritize analyzing and organizing those.”

We quickly created extra seating by dragging in folding chairs and even benches from the hallway. 

The Intelligence Department’s meeting room became noticeably cramped.

Of course, that was inevitable, given that a space meant for twenty people now held nearly sixty.

We could’ve moved the materials to a larger workspace, but that would’ve been a waste of time. 

With tens of thousands of documents, there was too much risk of them getting mixed up during the transfer.

“As I mentioned earlier, start with calculating the amounts for each category and estimating the total sums. That’s the most critical information right now.”

“Shouldn’t we also calculate the scale of the Holy Kingdom’s tithes and population?”

“That can wait. It’s not immediately relevant to what we’re doing here.”

In a smoke-filled, cramped room, we got straight to work.

Our task was simple but critical: consolidating and analyzing the records of corruption committed by the clergy across the Holy Kingdom, the embezzlement by the Holy Emperor’s court, and the misuse of funds and resources.

In other words, we were quantifying, with cold, hard numbers, just how the Holy Kingdom had squandered the money extracted from believers across the continent.

“Should we categorize artworks and land separately?”

“Rights like mining permits or logging licenses are harder to assign a monetary value to—”

“Then just combine them by area. For example, how many acres of land or how many mines they control.”

Can a few dozen people really uncover corruption on the scale of an entire nation? Surprisingly, yes. 

This isn’t an investigation.

If we were conducting a full-scale inquiry like a prosecutor going after criminals, even a hundred people wouldn’t be enough. 

But all we’re doing is analyzing documents.

The clergy had carefully recorded these details for their own internal use. 

All we had to do was read and consolidate the information correctly.

Granted, the sheer volume meant it would still take time. 

But with everyone working hard, we’d get through it eventually.

“Your Excellency, is this information really that important?”

I turned to the one who asked, a junior officer who seemed skeptical, and replied with a smirk.

“It’s critical. This data is a weapon.”

I paused for effect, then continued.

“If you can prove to the public exactly how much wealth they’ve hoarded and wasted, you can destroy their authority without firing a single shot. The Holy Kingdom thrives on faith, but faith falters when the truth comes to light.”

As I busily scribbled with my fountain pen, Kys leaned in and whispered, making sure no one else could hear.

“Why?”

“If your purpose is to expose corruption and threaten the moral and religious legitimacy of the church, wouldn’t simply releasing these documents be enough? Why waste time on analysis?”

It seemed he was curious after hearing about my plans earlier. 

I gave him a straightforward reply.

“Because people in power prefer numbers over explanations.”

If the goal were simply to stir up the masses and rally public opinion, I wouldn’t need to go this far. 

Just exposing the fact that supposedly virtuous clergy are actually corrupt embezzlers would be enough to create an uproar.

Releasing the stolen documents as evidence would naturally sway public sentiment to our side.

But I am neither an atheist nor a heretic. I’m a soldier who dabbles in politics.

My objective isn’t to destroy the people’s faith.

This is a medieval fantasy world. 

Even if I convince a million peasants, they won’t wield any political power.

One corrupt central noble holds far more value in terms of influence than ten thousand righteous commoners.

Thus, my target is, and always has been, the leadership of each nation—those who hold real power and control their governments.

And to convince them, objective metrics are crucial.

“Think about it. Instead of just shouting, ‘That guy’s bad,’ wouldn’t it be more compelling to say, ‘He’s a murderous thief’? Same principle.”

Everyone already knows the church is corrupt. 

They’ve been bleeding the faithful dry with their endless tithes and donations for centuries. 

No one is oblivious to that.

But what they don’t know is exactly how rotten it is. 

How much has been stolen? 

How far does the corruption go?

Even within the Holy Kingdom, this is one of the most tightly guarded secrets. 

They’ve gone to great lengths to conceal it because they know that exposing it would obliterate their honor and authority.

But what if we unveil it all at once? Not just the evidence, but the cold, hard numbers that surpass even the wildest imaginations?

What kind of reaction would there be when they learn that just a small fraction of the embezzled funds already matches the kingdom’s annual defense budget?

Well, I don’t know exactly, but one thing is certain—they won’t be pleased.

Power-hungry rulers might not care about the lives of commoners, but they are exceedingly sensitive when it comes to the nation’s wealth being siphoned off by external forces.

With this, I might not only shatter the authority of the Holy Emperor’s court but also secure justification for establishing a new organization to replace it.

Surely, there won’t be any brainless idiots who’d continue supporting them after receiving such specific, incriminating evidence.

“I understand now,” Kys finally said, nodding in agreement. 

I patted his shoulder lightly, signaling it was time to focus.

“Good. Now stop overthinking and pick up your pen. We’re not going home until this is done.”

“Are we pulling an all-nighter right after you’ve returned…?”

There’s no helping it. 

I need to destroy those bastards in the Holy Kingdom so I can rest in peace later.

…Ah, damn it. 

I miss Camilla. 

Haven’t even been able to sleep next to her lately because of work.

Roughly nine hours and thirty-seven minutes later.

It was already past 4 a.m. 

when our monumental analysis effort finally came to an end.

“We… w-we’re done. Here’s the final report.”

“Great work, everyone. Go home and get some well-deserved rest! Today—well, technically, later today—is officially a holiday. No work!”

“Ughhh…”

The bureaucrats and soldiers groaned as they shuffled out of the room, too exhausted to even cheer at the thought of a full day off.

So weak. 

Despite being the one who endured the most, I was still perfectly fine.

The following afternoon.

After nearly 12 hours of deep, uninterrupted sleep—though it had started as a quick nap that turned into me completely missing the morning—I finally felt human again. 

A hearty meal helped me fully recover, and I wasted no time inviting the saintess to my office.

“…Your Excellency? What on earth happened to you in just one day? You look like a corpse!”

“It’s nothing. Don’t worry about it.”

“How am I supposed to not worry when you look like you could drop dead at any moment?!”

As much as being treated like a patient right off the bat wasn’t ideal, the results were undeniable.

Miracles really are amazing. 

With just one instance of divine healing, my fatigue vanished entirely, and I felt like I was back in peak condition.

No wonder the saintess is hailed as the representative of the goddess.

Anyway, with that brief incident behind us, we quickly got down to business.

“So, may I ask why you called for me?”

“Saintess, I’ll be blunt. How would you like to join me in a rebellion?”

Her expression froze in shock, as expected. 

It was clear she understood that I wasn’t referring to a rebellion within the kingdom (I’d already taken care of that myself). 

The target was obvious.

“You’re suggesting an uprising against the Holy Kingdom? Are you planning to mobilize the kingdom’s army for this?”

“Of course not. This will be done entirely through diplomatic and political means.”

I spoke as gently as possible, trying to win her over.

“You’ve seen it for yourself during your life—the Holy Kingdom is completely rotten, from top to bottom. There’s not a single part of it that functions as it should. The people are consumed by fanaticism, and the clergy exploit that to line their own pockets.”

“…That’s true. Even the Holy Emperor drank my blood as if it were some kind of miraculous elixir.”

“If they’d kept their greed confined within their borders, it might have been tolerable. But now they’ve overstepped their bounds and reached into other nations—including ours.”

I subtly brought up the incident where the Holy Emperor’s court sent a contingent of knights to escort Carl VII.

I highlighted how outrageous it was for them to deploy military forces to interfere with the internal affairs of a sovereign nation. 

An act like that could easily justify a declaration of war, potentially leading to widespread devastation.

“We cannot stand by and watch such reckless behavior any longer.”

I handed the saintess a copy of the materials we had painstakingly compiled overnight.

“Saintess, will you lend us your strength? With your reputation, you could denounce the Holy Kingdom’s corruption and crimes before the people.” 

“All you have to do is expose their wrongdoing and condemn their sins publicly. We’ll handle spreading your message across the continent and rallying support.”

She wanted to use her name and influence to shoulder the responsibility, leaving the smaller tasks to us. 

It would give her the opportunity to strike at the Holy Kingdom she so despised—surely, that was an enticing offer.

After mulling it over for a moment, she looked at me and posed a question.

“Your Excellency, have you decided how far you’re willing to take this? Will you stop at reforming the Holy Kingdom, or do you intend to utterly destroy it? Surely, you’ve set some goals.”

“If possible, I intend to dismantle the Holy Emperor’s court entirely and establish a new headquarters for the goddess’ church.”

“In that case, fine. I’ll help you—on one condition.”

“What is it? If it’s within my power, I’ll promise it to you.”

The saintess took a deep breath before boldly declaring her demand.

“I will kill the Holy Emperor myself. I’ll tear him limb from limb and grind him to pieces while he’s still alive.”

“…Saintess, are you even allowed to, uh, commit murder?”

“So what? It’s not like that goddess has done anything to stop her followers from descending into this mess.”

Her demand was… shockingly extreme, but it wasn’t entirely unreasonable. 

After all, if we were planning to bring down the Holy Kingdom, the Holy Emperor’s elimination was inevitable.


And if it’s framed as the goddess’ representative delivering justice to a corrupt religious leader, the public response might even be favorable.

Assuming, of course, that he’s still alive. If he is, I’ll simply hand him over to her.

Having made my decision, I nodded firmly.

“Understood. We’ll proceed as you wish.”



 
  
    Chapter 75: The Great Schism of the Church (3)


“Understood. We’ll proceed as you wish.”

As soon as those words of affirmation left Carolus’ mouth, the saintess nodded in satisfaction. 

Both of them rose from their seats and clasped hands in a firm yet brief handshake.

“I look forward to working with you, Your Excellency.”

“The pleasure is all mine.”

The agreement was clear: the saintess would lend her name and reputation, while Carolus would use it to wage a propaganda campaign to bring down the Holy Kingdom.

Of course, this was not a decision to be taken lightly. 

There was always the risk that Carolus, despite his convincing words, might use this as an opportunity to pursue personal gain.

If he were to focus solely on bolstering his own legitimacy with her reputation as the goddess’ representative, she would once again find herself exploited, just as she had been during her time in the Holy Kingdom.

Yet, the saintess chose without hesitation.

It was because of the things she had seen and experienced, even in the short time she had been here.

“During your stay, you may use this house. I’ll send servants to assist you with daily life, so please feel at ease.”

As an esteemed guest in exile, the saintess received an exceptional level of hospitality.

Even though her arrival was unannounced, she was provided with an empty mansion in the capital, along with living expenses and a staff to assist her.

“A-All of this… just for me?”

“That’s right. Oh, and if you wish to go out, please inform us in advance. We’ll arrange an escort for your safety.”

The life she was experiencing here was worlds apart from what she had endured in the Holy Kingdom.

There, she had been confined to a barred room, fed just enough to survive, and treated more like livestock than a person.

She was constantly ordered around, never allowed to make decisions for herself.

In her decade and more of life, she had never once been treated as a human being with her own thoughts and dignity.

But things were different here.

Everyone treated her with respect, acknowledging her as the saintess. 

Their words were filled with courtesy and consideration, and they regarded her with reverence befitting a representative of the goddess.

For the first time, she was receiving the treatment her title and honor deserved, something she had never experienced before.

“Excuse me, may I ask you one question before you leave?”

It was a luxury so overwhelming she could have easily broken down in tears. 

It would not have been strange for her to weep in joy at finally tasting freedom.

But the saintess did not.

Instead of indulging in fleeting comfort, she chose to use the moment to gather information.

“The man who brought me to this country…”

“You mean His Excellency Royten?”

“Yes. Who is he, exactly?”

Carolus von Royten.

The man who had personally infiltrated the Holy Emperor’s court to steal classified documents and rescue her.

At first, she had thought of him as merely the leader of a special forces unit. 

Learning that he was, in fact, the most powerful figure in the kingdom had been a complete shock.

A brilliant commander renowned as the “Wolf of the North,” and a political heavyweight capable of steering the entire kingdom’s direction—she had wondered if she were dreaming.

And honestly, wasn’t it absurd? Someone with influence equivalent to a prime minister, personally undertaking a dangerous infiltration mission on the frontlines? 

It didn’t make sense.

Even after hearing it directly from the soldier who escorted her to the mansion, she had repeatedly asked for confirmation, struggling to believe it.

Eventually, she had accepted the truth. But even then, lingering doubts remained.

Could Carolus truly be trusted?

“If you’re asking what he’s like… hmm, a great superior? Someone you can always rely on in battle, no matter what.”

Carolus von Royten was practically the highest authority in the Kingdom of Ulranor.

Having wielded such power to save her, it was clear he intended to use her for something. 

No one would go to such lengths without expecting something in return.

The saintess had no formal education in politics, but she understood that much. 

Having spent most of her life being exploited and used, she was acutely aware of the dynamics of give-and-take.

“I’ve been by His Excellency’s side since my cadet days. He’s saved my life dozens of times. If not for him, I wouldn’t be here right now.”

That was fine. Life, after all, was about give and take. 

Helping Carolus and cooperating with him to a reasonable extent was something she was more than willing to do.

But what if he went further? 

What if he used her reputation and authority recklessly for his own gain? 

That was what worried her.

Thus, the saintess began to question everyone she encountered, trying to determine if her fears would become reality.

“It sounds like you trust him deeply.”

“Of course. Not just me—anyone from the Northern Army would say the same.”

She started with the soldiers.

From Lieutenant General Vaden, who had escorted her, to the soldiers patrolling the streets, the answers were all the same.

They would gladly risk their lives for Carolus. 

They would follow him into hell itself if necessary.

The bond of trust shared by comrades who had endured life and death together was unmistakable. 

It seemed stronger than that of most blood-related families.

Still, relying solely on the words of those within the same organization felt insufficient to the saintess. 

To get a more balanced perspective, she sought out others—this time, the politicians frequenting the parliamentary halls.

“His Excellency Royten? He’s remarkable. It’s no easy feat to unite people as different in ideology and status as us.”

“Our faction survives because of the trust we place in him. If that trust faltered even a little, we’d have fractured long ago.”

“He rewards those who deliver results with matching compensation and recognition. It’s a simple principle, but surprisingly rare among leaders.”

Next, she approached civil servants working in the government.

“He’s a demanding superior with high standards, but he never takes bribes or makes unreasonable demands. That alone is satisfying.”

“While his methods can be harsh, he ensures that hard work is rewarded. Unlike other noble lords, he doesn’t just use people and throw them away.”

“He’s merciless to sycophants who cling to power through politicking, but as long as you avoid that, you’ll never be discarded unfairly.”

Finally, she spoke to Camilla von Arschach, who was rumored to be Carolus’ fiancée.

“His Excellency? Hmm… He’s surprisingly straightforward for a politician. Maybe it’s because of his military background.”

“Do you mean he never lies?”

“Not quite. It’s more like he’s very clear about how he treats people. There’s a noticeable difference between how he interacts with those he intends to stand by and those he plans to discard along the way.”

Though the answers varied, there was one consistent theme: trust in Carolus von Royten.

If you gave him your loyalty and effort, he would ensure you received what you deserved. 

You wouldn’t be used and discarded on a whim.

Such trust was deeply embedded in everyone’s responses.

“…It’s not a lie.”

The saintess had met countless people and been tormented by the greed of humanity. 

Despite her young age, she prided herself on her ability to discern lies.

Even through her experienced gaze, the praise for Carolus was consistent and genuine. 

It wasn’t born out of coercion or fabricated to deceive her—it was a reflection of their honest opinions.

These weren’t people trying to flatter their superior by inventing compliments. 

Carolus’ consistent attitude and actions over time had earned him this trust.

This wasn’t a mask he wore. 

It was a reflection of his true values and principles, the essence of Carolus von Royten.

“Maybe… I should try trusting him, just once.”

After all, she had already arrived at the heart of the kingdom. 

Leaving for another country at this point wouldn’t be easy.

Besides, she had never earned her own living or navigated society on her own. 

Venturing elsewhere would inevitably result in hardship.

So, she decided—just this once, she would trust in Carolus’ goodwill.

The next day, the saintess accepted Carolus’ proposal without hesitation, quietly hoping her expectations wouldn’t be betrayed.

“And if it turns out well… then, maybe…”

If Carolus truly was the man everyone claimed he was—if he didn’t exploit her like others had—then perhaps she could envision a deeper, longer-lasting partnership with him.

Three days later.

The saintess attended the regular session of the kingdom’s parliament, just as planned.

She was scheduled to deliver a special speech as a political exile from a foreign nation.

“Saintess, are you ready?”

“Yes. But I can’t help feeling nervous.”

“We’ve prepared a script for you. If you need it, feel free to read from it. Take it slow.”

Receiving a light word of encouragement from Carolus before the event, she steadied herself with a few deep breaths and stepped onto the podium.

The chamber was already packed. 

Every seat was filled with parliament members, waiting for her.

Clergy, republicans, soldiers, prominent intellectuals—nearly two hundred people had their eyes fixed on her.

Under their collective gaze, the saintess carefully began to speak.

“Good day, esteemed members of the Kingdom’s Parliament. I am the saintess.”

With the saintess using a miracle that automatically translated her words, her speech was conveyed flawlessly in the language of the Kingdom of Ulranor.

Her declaration as the saintess, delivered in a clear and elegant voice while dressed in a resplendent nun’s habit, caused an uproar in the chamber.

The fact that she had sought asylum was classified information, so the parliamentarians, learning of this now, were visibly shocked.

The saintess took a moment to glance around the room, gauging the reactions, before raising her voice with conviction.

“The reason I, who have spent my entire life in the Holy Kingdom, have come here is simple: the Holy Emperor’s court is so deeply corrupt and depraved that it has turned into a den of criminals.”

The room fell silent, her words cutting through the murmurs.

“The current state of the Holy Emperor’s court is more corrupt than any nation on earth. It rivals even the infamous cities of sin—Aleim and Naivenheim—that the goddess herself destroyed in ages past.”

“The clergy have forsaken faith and become obsessed with greed, using their power to hoard wealth. They indulge in every luxury imaginable with the tithes and offerings they extort from the faithful.” 

“While the pious starve, they feast on extravagant meals and live in unimaginable splendor, all while demanding frugality and sacrifice from their believers.”

At first, she adhered to the carefully prepared script, using the eloquent phrases and expressions it provided.

But as she continued, her emotions began to rise, her words taking on the raw edge of her own anger and pain.

Tears welled up and spilled down her cheeks as she raised her voice, pouring her fury and anguish into her speech.

She recounted the horrors of the organization she had been imprisoned within, the depth of its evil, and why it needed to be punished.

“Ladies and gentlemen! We cannot let them continue their misdeeds. Those who defy the will of the goddess and dare to invoke her name as a shield for their sins must not be tolerated!”


Her voice reached a crescendo, every word dripping with sincerity and rage.

And then, in a moment that silenced the entire assembly, the saintess performed a miracle—a divine act that only the saintess could invoke. 

With the air shimmering faintly around her, she made her final declaration:

“I hereby proclaim this: the Holy Emperor’s court is heretical! They are not servants of the goddess but mere cultists in disguise. I implore the righteous heroes among you to lend your strength in bringing them to justice!”



 
  
    Chapter 76: The Art of Persuasion


A heavy silence fell over the chamber.

Heresy.

There wasn’t a single person in the room who didn’t understand the weight of that word.

Heresy meant those who worshipped the same god yet twisted the doctrines to suit their own purposes. 

It referred to unforgivable enemies of the faith who used religion as a tool for personal greed.

It was a term that had been commonly used during the dark days of inquisitions and religious trials, where heretics were hunted down mercilessly.

In recent times, however, it was a word one would only occasionally hear in sermons or moral lessons from priests.

But now, someone was declaring the Holy Emperor’s court heretical? 

The very heart of the goddess’ church, the home of the Holy Emperor, the high priest of all believers?

If the core of the church was heretical, that meant the entire church was fundamentally corrupt and needed to be uprooted.

“Do you have any proof?”

A bishop stood and questioned the saintess, his voice trembling despite his attempt to sound composed.

It was clear he was barely clinging to his reason.

The only reason the reaction wasn’t more volatile was because this was the Kingdom of Ulranor.

Here, the clergy had a degree of independence from the Holy Kingdom. 

They controlled their own ordination rights, appointments, and even the organization of the local church, making them somewhat detached from the Holy Emperor’s authority.

While they professed to follow the same faith, in practice, their operations were semi-autonomous. 

This insulation lessened the immediate shock, though the blow still landed hard.

“Proof, you ask? Of course, I have proof. Are you not looking at me right now?”

The saintess boldly declared, her voice clear and resolute.

“Do you not believe your own eyes when you see me standing here before you?”

She raised her hands toward the heavens, her voice echoing in a powerful prayer.

“Lord, watch over the children whose faith wavers. Grant us your divine power on this earth, a sign of your grace… [Holy Cross].”

—II-OH!

She invoked another miracle, and the room was instantly bathed in a soft, radiant light.

The parliamentarians’ eyes widened in awe as they witnessed her divine power manifest once again.

This time, she conjured the twin-cross symbol of the goddess’ church, a radiant sigil that hovered in the air, emanating a warm, invigorating energy that filled everyone within its range.

It was a miracle designed to restore vitality and bolster the spirit, a method often used by previous saintesses to inspire faith and awe among the believers.

In this moment, the saintess displayed the majesty of the goddess’ power, leaving no room for doubt.

No matter how skilled a magician was, they could never replicate what the saintess had just performed.

This was a power that only someone with the qualifications and authority of the saintess could wield.

In other words, her ability to use such miracles after making such a bold declaration was undeniable proof that her accusations carried divine approval.

“Even after saying such things, my divine power has not faded. I, the goddess’ representative, have directly condemned the Holy Emperor’s court, yet the goddess has issued no punishment upon me.”

“Th-That’s true now that I think about it!”

“If she can openly criticize the Holy Emperor’s court and remain unharmed…”

“What would’ve happened if she were wrong? Surely, divine punishment would’ve come by now! There should have been some oracle condemning her for deceiving the faithful!”

Even on Earth, claims made in the name of absolute authority had a way of sounding convincing, even if they lacked airtight logic.

And in this world, where gods were real and their presence was felt directly by the people?

There was no need for further explanation—it was self-evident.

Moreover, the one making this claim wasn’t some random charlatan; she was the saintess, the one and only representative of the goddess on Earth.

She was the sole individual directly appointed by the goddess, the person who could communicate with the heavens more freely and directly than anyone else.

If someone of her status made such an inflammatory declaration and the heavens remained silent, it was as good as an implicit admission that her words were true.

From the saintess’ perspective, this was just a calculated move to exploit the goddess’ name for the sake of her argument, given her years of suffering with no oracles to guide her.

But to the parliamentarians witnessing this scene, it was exactly what it appeared to be: the goddess silently endorsing the saintess’ words.

“Do not doubt the truth, my friends. The Holy Emperor’s court is an utterly corrupt institution. It is no better than the aristocrats of this kingdom who were purged by Representative Royten—perhaps it is even worse. No, I’m certain it’s worse.”

“As true believers, it is our duty to denounce and root out evil. I beseech you to help eradicate that den of earthly corruption and restore the goddess’ justice to this world. Please lend me your strength.”

With her head bowed low, the saintess finished her impassioned plea. 

Her posture conveyed a desperate request, asking the audience to stand with her and not reject her call.

Thus, the shocking and fiery speech came to an end.

“Phew, this is more tiring than I thought. The pressure of having to speak eloquently in front of so many people is exhausting.”

“It gets easier with time, Saintess. I felt the same way when I started.”

As she stepped down from the podium and exited the chamber, the saintess wiped the sweat from her forehead, grumbling as she did.

Having spent most of her life confined to treating people, she had no experience speaking in public like this, which only added to her fatigue.

For a beginner, the saintess’ speech was remarkably effective.

Her use of emphasis and ability to provoke reactions from the audience were impressive—was it a natural talent? 

If she had been born into a noble family, she might have become an exceptional politician.

“So, is my job done now?”

“I’d like to say yes, but unfortunately, it’s not. A nationwide pilgrimage is next on the agenda.”

Now that we’d convinced the leadership of the kingdom, the next step was to sway the public and the provinces.

She’d need to deliver public speeches, travel to different regions, treat patients, and guide public opinion in our favor.

If this were the modern world, where live broadcasts and video distribution were possible, things might be different. 

But this is a medieval fantasy setting. 

If an outsider wants nationwide support and backing, they need to put in this level of effort.

“It won’t take too long. It should be done in about two months.”

“Ugh…”

Hearing my explanation, the saintess slumped her shoulders with a weary expression. 

Still, since she didn’t lash out, it seemed she understood the necessity of this plan. 

At least I wouldn’t have to spend time convincing her.

“Please endure it for a little longer. Soon, you’ll achieve the results you’ve been hoping for.”

“Let’s hope so. Truly.”

With a sigh, she took a sip of water, then glanced sideways at me, her gaze lingering for a moment.

“When all this is over, I’ll need to think about how to live my life. I don’t plan to stay a saintess forever, keeping my purity intact. I’ll pass it on to the next generation eventually and find my own path in life.”

That’s understandable… but why are you looking at me while saying that?

Regardless, as planned, the saintess began her journey across the major cities of the Kingdom of Ulranor, accompanied by her escort.

Her mission was to visit densely populated areas, denounce the atrocities of the Holy Emperor’s court, and gain recognition and support by performing miracles and offering aid.

“Hear me, citizens! The saintess herself has graced this city with her presence!”

“If you are ill or suffering from serious conditions, come forward to receive treatment! Opportunities like this don’t come twice!”

The routine was simple.

Every time they arrived in a new city, she would appear in public, ensuring that people who had only heard the title of “saintess” through rumors could witness her in person and recognize her existence.

“There we go, you’re all healed now. You should be able to walk again.”

“Th-Thank you, Saintess! I thought I’d never be able to use my legs again!”

“How can I ever repay this kindness…?”

“If you’re truly grateful, just attend the speech tomorrow evening. That’s all I ask.”

Using miracles only she could perform, the saintess steadily won the hearts of the people.

She restored severed nerves, healed festering wounds that had decayed beyond hope, and performed other acts of healing that no ordinary medicine or magic could achieve.

And once the crowd’s awe and admiration had reached a peak?

“Servants of the goddess! Your tithes are being squandered by the Holy Emperor’s court! The hard-earned money you offer is being used to buy the steaks served at the cardinals’ dinner tables!”

“While our goddess may have instructed us to pay tithes, she did not demand endless donations. The current church, which forces endless offerings for all kinds of ridiculous reasons—”

“The goddess wills it! (DEUS VULT!) The punishment of the corrupt Holy Emperor’s court is the will of the divine! Join the holy war to defeat the enemies of our faith!!”

She threw herself into rousing the people with fiery rhetoric.

It seemed she had discovered a latent talent for public speaking, as her eloquence improved by leaps and bounds. 

With her innate charisma and the weight of her title as the saintess, her speeches became more powerful with every delivery.

After her fiery speeches, it was our turn to act.

We edited and distributed her statements, along with the citizens’ enthusiastic responses, to spread her message across the kingdom.

We also sprinkled in the damning information we had stolen from the Holy Emperor’s court.

We detailed exactly how much money the clergy had stolen, the luxuries they indulged in, and why their punishment was not only justified but necessary.

We compiled all of this into leaflets and posters, which were then distributed far and wide.

And the reaction?

“Those filthy bastards…!”

“It’s the saintess’ command! Grab your tools—we’re heading to the Holy Kingdom!”

“I’ve had enough of those smug priests lording over us. Let’s show them what we think of their corruption!”

The response was explosive.

In this era without newspapers, magazines, or radios, even official government notices were passed around and read out of curiosity. 

So, naturally, propaganda with such sensational content spread like wildfire.

Protests condemning the Holy Kingdom erupted everywhere, and acts of violence against local clergy increased dramatically.

We even received reports that the amount of donations to the goddess’ church had dropped by nearly 70% within just a few days.

Public opinion in the kingdom was rapidly turning fiercely hostile toward the Holy Kingdom and the Holy Emperor’s court.

“Y-Your Excellency, please calm the people down! If this continues, we might get swept up in this chaos ourselves!”

“Just bear with it for a little while. Things will settle down soon, so there’s no need to worry.”

Though even our kingdom’s clergy were unfairly caught in the backlash, I told them to endure it for now. 

Once the Holy Emperor’s court was demolished, this wave of fanaticism would subside on its own.

And honestly, let’s not pretend your predecessors didn’t indulge themselves just as much. 

If you’ve inherited their position, it’s only fair that you deal with a bit of their karma, don’t you think?

“By the way, has there been any response from the Holy Kingdom yet?”

“None. The news must’ve reached them by now, but there’s not even a hint of a statement.”

“Did we hit them too hard…?”

I thought they’d have recovered enough to react by now, but maybe we overdid it.

Meanwhile, in the Holy Kingdom.


“Have you still not found the cardinals’ bodies?”

“No, sir. There’s too much debris to sift through…”

“This is maddening.”

With the mass deaths of clergy, all administrative functions had ground to a halt.



 
  
    Chapter 77: Sharing the Pie (1)


A couple of months ago, at the moment the Holy See collapsed due to the terror attack by Carolus and his companions.

At that time, thousands of people were present in and around the Holy See building.

Cleaners, guards, knights, priests, nuns, chefs, and so on.

It was enough to form a small town in terms of population.

But that wasn’t all.

On this particular day, not only were the regular residents present, but there were also many guests who had traveled from afar—a rare occurrence.

“Is this the place where the bodies are being gathered?”

“Yes, Your Holiness. For now, we’ve sorted the identified remains by rank.”

“…Devastating. It’s rare to even find remains that have kept their original form.”

Those gathered were none other than the cardinals from churches and cathedrals across the Holy Kingdom.

Due to the theocratic nature of the state, bishops also acted as regional governors, wielding both religious and administrative power.

These were the influential figures of the Holy Kingdom—people who were normally preoccupied with exploiting their dioceses and extorting taxes from the populace. 

But for this one occasion, they had to put that aside.

They were obligated to attend the central state council of the Holy Kingdom, an annual gathering.

The council was a critical meeting to discuss diocesan reorganization, administrative measures, and new laws.

Except for a few absentees like the cardinal of the Amas Cathedral, most had already arrived at the Holy See several days prior to the event.

But tragedy struck the day before the council was scheduled to begin.

“And among these remains, you’ve only managed to find two individuals ranked bishop or higher?”

“My apologies. Most of them were too deep inside…”

“Incompetent fools. Didn’t you employ thousands of workers and even mobilize nearby residents? And yet, the search isn’t complete?”

As if the disaster wasn’t tragic enough, the problem also lay in the location where the guests were staying.

For security and safety reasons, the cardinals were all accommodated in VIP rooms located on the middle floors.

This area was situated at the heart of what had once been a fortress and later heavily expanded with additional structures above it.

In short, it was a place surrounded by mountains of concrete and stone debris on all sides—above and below.

Could anyone have survived being caught in an explosion there? 

Of course not.

Even retrieving the bodies was an incredibly challenging task.

This was an era without heavy machinery like cranes, so how could they possibly recover tiny fragments of bones and flesh buried under tens of thousands of tons of rubble?

This kind of task would be difficult even in the 21st century. 

Unless a government of an advanced nation fully mobilized all its resources, it would be nearly impossible.

“Incompetence has its limits! To put someone like that in charge—what a disgrace.”

“…I am deeply sorry.”

“I don’t need apologies! What I need is results!”

Given the current circumstances, where so much time has passed that the bodies have started to decompose, it would be reasonable to give up on both finding survivors and retrieving the remains.

Unfortunately, the rulers of the Holy Kingdom were not in a position to do so.

“Damn it… for such a disaster to happen at a time like this…”

The 32nd Holy Pontiff of the Goddess Church, Giulio Cesare, gritted his teeth.

He had survived the disaster with only minor injuries, thanks to being on the top floor of the Holy See during the incident (as the Holy Kingdom believed). 

It was deemed a miracle.

When he first escaped death, he thought it was divine intervention. Yet, he now faced a complete and utter crisis.

‘If I’d had just one more year—no, even six months—I could have bled the kingdom dry!’

A few months ago, as the leader of the Holy Kingdom, he had instructed covert operations targeting the kingdom. 

Specifically, it was to assist King Carl VII’s asylum plans.

The objective was straightforward.

Seize the monarch and use him to undermine the legitimacy of the kingdom’s coup government.

Label them as rebels who ousted the king, greedy and faithless usurpers.

From the perspective of the coup government, which had only just barely suppressed internal resistance and established its foundation, creating an external enemy would be the last thing they wanted.

With that burden and the moral justification, he believed they could pressure the coup government to extract privileges, such as monetary compensation or the authority to appoint bishops.

And honestly, the likelihood of success was quite high.

History was filled with examples of such underhanded tactics working. 

He had expected this time to be no different.

But now…

‘With the cardinals dead and local governance paralyzed, the central administration must take over. Yet now even the central administration is at a standstill.’

The domestic crisis had thrown all his plans into chaos.

The Holy Kingdom, after all, had neither a systematic bureaucracy nor a proper system for selecting capable officials.

Due to the nature of the state, which was fused with religion, the training of high-ranking priests was almost entirely conducted through an apprenticeship system.

When the high-ranking personnel, such as cardinals, were suddenly wiped out, the central government had no choice but to take over their roles until successors could be trained.

If the Holy See had survived, it might have been possible to manage the situation somehow.

But with the building and its entire staff wiped out, along with all the experienced administrators and administrative documents?

There was no solution.

Far from engaging in diplomatic efforts, they were now at a loss as to how to even keep the country running.

“If only we still had the Saintess on our side…”

The Holy Pontiff sighed. He couldn’t remember a time when the Saintess’s presence had felt so crucial.

If they had been able to keep her within their control, she could have calmed the citizens, who were shaken by the collapse of the Holy See, and possibly even minimized the number of casualties from the disaster.

But that was no longer possible. The reason was simple.

“That wretched girl.”

The Saintess had already left the country.

The Pontiff only realized this after obtaining and reviewing a public notice distributed by the kingdom.

To his astonishment, she had fled to Ulranor without his knowledge and was now living a life of luxury there.

The Pontiff had his suspicions.

The Saintess, who had always been defiant toward him, must have been planning her escape, taking the first opportunity that presented itself.

How she ended up in the kingdom was unclear, but what was certain was that she had completely slipped out of their control.

And she didn’t just run away.

As soon as she successfully sought asylum, she appeared publicly and began denouncing the Holy Kingdom in every possible way.

She even went as far as to declare the Holy Kingdom a heretical state—a drastic and extreme measure.

“She’s running wild like a mad horse finally let loose.”

Thanks to the Saintess, who had no sense of gratitude (not that they had ever done anything to warrant it), the Holy Kingdom’s reputation was on the verge of being completely destroyed.

Even nations that had previously been friendly were now sending protest letters, asking what was going on.

The Pontiff was furious, but there was nothing he could do.

The secretaries who would draft a reply and the cardinals responsible for foreign affairs were buried under the rubble. 

What could he possibly do in such a situation?

“For now, the best course of action is to accelerate the recovery efforts.”

With a sigh, the Pontiff reprimanded the official in charge of managing the situation.

“Order the nearby provinces to send 30,000 laborers immediately. One way or another, the recovery must begin before summer.”

“Understood!”

“I’m giving you full authority, so get it done no matter what. If you fail… you’d best be prepared for the consequences.”

The priority was to confirm the deaths of key personnel and recover the critical documents and administrative records buried inside the ruins.

If they could retrieve even some of those documents, they could establish a foundation to rebuild the Holy Kingdom.

And perhaps… they might also be able to retrieve him buried deep within—or rather, it.

Clinging to this faint hope, the Pontiff forced himself to remain optimistic.

…Completely unaware that most of the documents he was so desperate to find were already being sifted through and exploited by the Kingdom of Ulranor.

Effective propaganda always creates ripple effects.

Be it excessive public reactions, a sudden division in public opinion, or the persecution of forces deemed enemies of the state.

Sometimes, the influence even extends beyond borders, eliciting responses from neighboring nations.

For instance, like what was happening now.

“Haha, it’s been a while, General. Almost a year, hasn’t it?”

“Not quite that long, but yes, it’s been a while, General Leclerc.”

It had been about two and a half months since they started spreading their propaganda.

Though they still hadn’t received the awaited letter or protest from the Holy Kingdom, someone else had come knocking instead—none other than a guest from the Federated Empire.

“What brings you here?”

“His Majesty has a few things he desires, and I’ve been dispatched as a special envoy to get some answers.”

The visitor was General Leclerc, whom they had previously encountered on the Western Front.

General Leclerc, a close confidant of Emperor Louis XVI, had arrived as the delegation’s ambassador.

“Something you want? Of course. Let’s hear it, and I’ll do my best to cooperate within reason.”

“Thank you. First…”

Leclerc, fluent in both the kingdom’s language and the imperial tongue, made translation unnecessary.

Seated across from each other in my office, we began our discussion, just the two of us, accompanied by a suitable wine and some light snacks.

“The end date for the armistice agreement is approaching, isn’t it? It was supposed to lead to a peace treaty by then, but I’d like to confirm if that agreement is still valid.”

A peace treaty… 

Now that he mentioned it, I had completely forgotten about it, what with all the chaos happening internally.

Was this brought up because they were worried we might break the agreement and reignite the war?

Thankfully for them, that wouldn’t happen. 

We didn’t have the budget for such a thing.

After a decade of total war that left the treasury in ruins, we’re barely managing to refill it by squeezing the nobles dry. 

Starting a war again? 

Not a chance.

“Of course, the agreement remains valid. That includes our offer to cede the Helgoland County as well.”

“Well, that’s a relief to hear.”

“We’ll begin negotiations as soon as we’ve wrapped up our business with the Holy Kingdom, so there’s no need to worry.”

“The Holy Kingdom? Ah, now that you mention it, His Majesty did instruct me to discuss that issue as well.”


Leclerc nodded and leaned forward in his seat.

“The Saintess has been quite active in your kingdom recently, hasn’t she? Our empire can’t just sit idly by regarding this matter either,” he said, pausing for a moment to gather his thoughts.

Then, smacking his lips slightly, he posed his question to me.

“The Holy Kingdom—how about we divide and rule it together?”



 
  
    Chapter 78: Sharing the Pie (2)


“Divide and rule the Holy Kingdom together, shall we?”

At Leclerc’s proposal, I fell silent for a moment.

Divide and rule.

Another way to put it would be partition or occupation.

To put it simply, he was suggesting we split the Holy Kingdom and share it rather than trying to take it all for ourselves like greedy pigs.

“…What’s the price?”

Fine. 

I wasn’t opposed to the idea.

To be honest, the Holy Kingdom is far too large for the Kingdom of Ulranor to handle on its own.

Its population is four times ours, and its territory is of a similar scale.

Absorbing such a massive amount of people, who speak a different language and have a completely different culture, would make governance incredibly difficult.

Do you think the people of the Holy Kingdom, suddenly stripped of their country and reduced to a minority, would meekly submit to our rule?

It would take at least several decades just to subjugate them. 

If their sheer size is added to the mix, managing them would become an impossible task.

The worst-case scenario? 

Ethnic conflicts and systemic differences could plunge everything into chaos, to the point where occupying them might turn out worse than leaving them alone.

So, I was willing to entertain their request to share the pie, as long as they presented conditions that were worth considering.

“Of course, we’ve prepared something in return. In the form of diplomatic support,” 

Leclerc said, smiling as he presented the compensation the emperor had prepared.

“The Kingdom of Ulranor doesn’t directly border the Holy Kingdom. It’s separated by the Kingdom of Kailas.”

“That much is common knowledge.”

“In other words, in order to attack and occupy the Holy Kingdom, you’ll first have to deal with the obstacle of the Kailas Kingdom. Wouldn’t you agree?”

Hearing this much, I could already tell what he was proposing.

“You’re saying that if we conquer the Kingdom of Kailas, you’ll recognize it as a legitimate act?”

“Sharp as ever. That’s exactly it.”

I had already planned to crush Kailas for the audacity of helping the team that abducted King Carl VII.

Our military was already crafting a suitable pretext for the invasion.

When the time came to march, we intended to use that excuse to assert the legitimacy of our military action… but truthfully, I hadn’t expected anyone to buy it.

No matter what justification we presented, other nations would still see it as a war of aggression. 

At best, we intended to use the excuse as a surface-level defense.

But now the Federated Empire was offering to officially recognize it?

That was a significant advantage.

This meant we could maintain the prestige and international credibility we would otherwise have lost.

“If you’d like, we can even bring in the Kingdom of Ormera. Their royal family owes us quite a few favors,” Leclerc added.

If we could involve Ormera, which borders directly beneath Kailas, the diplomatic risks would be almost negligible.

If the countries most directly connected to the situation had no objections, what could the others do? 

At most, they’d issue formal criticisms and then let the matter drop.

In short, the only diplomatic obstacle that made crushing Kailas somewhat bothersome would be effectively eliminated.

“Of course, you’ll have to give them a piece of the Holy Kingdom’s land, too. Perhaps a region equivalent to one or two average-sized counties.”

“That much is manageable,” I replied with a nod.

With conditions like this, the deal was worth accepting. 

I’d need the Parliament’s approval afterward, but it would almost certainly pass without issue.

“Then, how much territory do you plan to take? We can’t let you have too much.”

“Don’t worry, I know the meaning of ‘reasonable.’ Let’s see… here’s the capital of the Holy Kingdom, isn’t it? How about we split it starting around here?”

In exchange for their support, the empire wanted roughly 30% of the Holy Kingdom’s land—focusing on the northern regions around the Holy See, which bordered their territory.

“That’s a bit excessive, don’t you think?”

“We’ll be handling the troublesome parts of this operation for your kingdom. Isn’t it fair to be compensated adequately?”

“Still, it’s problematic if you only take the prime land.”

The regions the empire wanted were some of the most fertile in the Holy Kingdom. 

These areas had abundant rainfall, thriving dairy farming, and vast agricultural lands.

In other words, this was resource-rich, highly productive territory with a significant population base. 

According to internal records, about 45% of the Holy Kingdom’s population resided there.

We had our eyes on those regions too, but taking it all? 

That’s unacceptable. 

If they had mixed in some less desirable areas, it might have been a different story.

“Let’s be reasonable and limit your claim to this area,” I said.

Unfolding a map that detailed the Holy Kingdom’s geography and terrain, we drew lines across it, marking possible borders for the division.

What followed was an hour-long debate of adding this area, excluding that one, and making adjustments to find middle ground.

Finally, we reached a conclusion.

“Let’s use the Arthua River and the Phinis Mountains to the north of the Holy See as the boundary. Dividing it along natural borders seems clean and practical, doesn’t it?”

“It’s a bit smaller than I’d hoped, but… well, it’s not bad.”

The final agreement involved mixing fertile land with wastelands, giving the empire about 35% of the total area.

While the land area they received increased slightly, the population they’d govern was reduced proportionally.

We also adjusted the borders so that natural landmarks clearly distinguished each region.

It wasn’t a perfect outcome, but it was a compromise both sides could reasonably accept.

“As for Ormera…”

“We’ll give them the land below Lake Engawa. That should be more than sufficient for just standing by quietly.”

The southeastern region, known for its successful fisheries, would be given to the Kingdom of Ormera as compensation for their passive involvement.

While it didn’t have valuable mineral deposits or rich black soil, it was a region where fish were abundant.

The existing infrastructure was also well-established, making it a fitting reward for a maritime nation like Ormera, which would certainly welcome the increased access to water resources.

“Any further objections? If not, we’ll finalize the division with this plan.”

“Make sure to draft an identical copy for us. I’ll need to bring it back to His Majesty for review.”

“I’ll even have it gilded for you.”

And so, much like how Nazi Germany and the Soviet Union divided Poland, we finalized our plan to carve up the Holy Kingdom.

Of course, resolving the issue of territorial division didn’t mean everything was settled.

Devouring an entire nation comes with countless complications to consider—like, for instance, military matters.

“The Holy Kingdom’s military isn’t much of a concern. Even their so-called elite knights are inferior to our regular cavalry.”

“I’d heard they were just flashy in appearance and lacked real combat experience, but is it really that bad?”

“Indeed, it’s that bad. I can confidently say that losing even once to them in battle would be a disgrace we’d carry for the rest of our lives.”

Fortunately, in this case, there wasn’t much to worry about militarily. 

The enemy simply wasn’t dangerous enough to warrant serious concern.

Whether it was the empire or our forces, we could crush them easily by sending just a portion of the veterans who had fought through the harsh winters. 

What’s there to worry about?

Even accounting for the Kingdom of Kailas, three to four divisions with a few supporting units would suffice.

If we added the local garrison troops, five divisions would be more than enough to get the job done.

The only headache was the cost of the expedition, but that could likely be covered with the military funds saved from the halting of combat on the current front.

“Does the empire plan to deploy troops as well?”

“We’ll handle our share. We’re not so shameless as to leave everything to your kingdom and just sit back waiting for the spoils.”

To prevent any backstabbing and to save costs, we agreed that each side would mobilize an appropriate number of troops to secure the regions they intended to claim.

Just like Germany and the Soviet Union had done during the invasion of Poland in World War II.

The more directly involved they were, the harder it would be for them to back out or make contradictory claims later.

“Let’s leave the military talk at that… and move on to another topic,” I said.

Having included all of this in the confidential agreement we drafted, we shifted the focus of the discussion.

“The Goddess Church. What do you plan to do about it?”

Religion was the next point of conversation.

As I’ve mentioned before, the Goddess Church is the common faith of this continent.

Unless you’re talking about culturally distinct nations like the Daiching Empire or the barbarian tribes of the far northern reaches of the Federated Empire, nearly everyone on this continent reveres the Goddess.

Under normal circumstances, this shared religion could serve as a foundation for international harmony.

But in times like these?

“Let me be clear—there is no way the empire will submit to a church controlled by your kingdom. It’s simply impossible, both practically and emotionally.”

“I understand. If I were in your position, I wouldn’t accept it either.”

Far from fostering unity, religion had now become a spark for conflict.

With the Saintess now in our possession, the Kingdom of Ulranor had nearly absolute religious authority.

We were in a position to boldly declare that the Holy Kingdom was unequivocally wrong, and that we held the truth.

Having gained such authority, it was natural for us to plan on remodeling the Holy See to our liking once the war with the Holy Kingdom was over.

However, it was understandable that the Federated Empire would not be on board with this plan.

While they might agree that the Church was corrupt and needed reform, they wouldn’t want to hand over the entire claim to religious legitimacy.

“Then, do you have any alternative proposals?” I asked.

“What about conducting the Church’s reformation as a joint effort between our two nations? We could divide the positions and assign people to roles that suit each of our interests,” Leclerc suggested.

“That doesn’t sound like a particularly smooth solution.”

Although I voiced my dissatisfaction, it seemed clear that Leclerc didn’t have a better alternative or compromise in mind.

Dividing the leadership evenly wouldn’t lead to an effective organization.

It was obvious the Church would be paralyzed, mired in endless factional disputes instead of accomplishing anything meaningful.

Judging by Leclerc’s tone, it felt like he was just improvising and saying whatever came to mind. Was he grasping at straws, desperately trying to convince us?

‘Well, there’s no helping it.’

If it was too difficult to seize control of the Church, the only choice was to change the approach.

“How about this instead?” I countered, presenting a proposal to Leclerc.


“We strip the Holy See of all its authority and divide it between us. Control over appointments, ordinations, everything.”

The immense authority of the Holy See?

Its influence spanning the entire continent?

If I couldn’t have it, I’d rather destroy it entirely.



 
  
    Chapter 79: Request for Passage to Conquer the Holy Kingdom


“Stripping away… their authority? What exactly does that mean? I can’t quite wrap my head around it.”

Leclerc, bewildered by a concept he’d never encountered before, looked at me in confusion. 

His war-hardened mind seemed to struggle with the unfamiliar idea, so I added further explanation.

“It’s exactly as it sounds. You understand why the Holy See wields such immense influence, don’t you?”

“Of course. It’s because they control the Goddess Church in every nation and can issue commands as they please. The Holy Father is the ruler of all believers.”

“Well, my plan is to put an end to that.”

My idea is a derivative system loosely inspired by the Church of England back on Earth, specifically the one established during Henry VIII’s reign in the 16th century. 

When Henry VIII declared the Reformation, he essentially created a church where the monarch served as its head.

He stripped the Pope of all authority—rights to appoint clergy, judge ecclesiastical cases, and ordain bishops—and claimed them for the monarchy. 

While the doctrine and scriptures remained the same, it was effectively a separate religion.

“It was reckless, but thanks to that, England freed itself from Rome’s influence.”

We intended to do almost the same thing. 

The monarch would be granted authority to oversee all religious organizations within the nation and reign as their de facto leader. 

Every clergyman would first and foremost be a subject of the state, even before being a member of the bishopric.

The only difference in our version would be acknowledging and accepting the existence of the Holy Father. 

But that wasn’t out of respect for their authority or tradition—it was purely a strategic move.

“Each nation will handle the management and administration of their believers independently. As for the Holy See, we’ll keep it as a puppet to justify our actions when necessary. Wouldn’t that be useful?”

Once the war is over, all the current clergy, including the Holy Father and saints, will be purged. 

This is almost a certainty, regardless of how the war unfolds.

The resulting vacancies can be filled with individuals who possess the appropriate qualities. 

We’ll gather a few hundred people, assign them positions, and name the institution the “New Holy See.”

It will serve as an outsourced organization for our doctrines.

“Its size should be reduced.”

There’s no need to maintain its original scale. 

A modest building on a vacant piece of land and a small estate for subsistence will suffice. 

Just enough to scrape by.

As for the location… putting it in Ulranor or within the Federated Empire’s territory would be too blatant, so somewhere within the Holy Kingdom’s lands would be more appropriate.

“If we were to abolish the Holy Father entirely, other nations would resist. Leaving a semblance of it intact is the best way to use it to our advantage.”

Despite the convenience of outright abolishing it, there were two main reasons for adopting such a troublesome approach.

The first reason, as I mentioned earlier, is a diplomatic concern, and the second is a practical matter.

Leaving the management of the national religious orders and the interpretation of doctrine for political arguments to an external body is far more efficient. 

This strengthens legitimacy and objectivity.

Wouldn’t it be beneficial to have a dedicated organization to handle such subtle, tedious tasks on our behalf?

“What do you think? Does this idea appeal to you?”

Leclerc pondered for a moment before asking me a question.

“Would it be possible to send our own people to this newly established Holy See?”

“There’s no reason why not. However, it’s worth noting that this institution will merely be a puppet. The selection of personnel won’t make much of a difference.”

We’ll ensure that it’s tightly controlled, limited solely to the tasks assigned to it. 

Beyond that, it will be completely powerless.

The extent of their freedom will be confined to research on scriptures and academic pursuits. 

Sending particularly talented individuals would be a waste.

It would actually be better to appoint those who are well-versed in theology, subservient to power, and good at cunning manipulation—the type of people you find in any organization but should never allow into senior positions.

“According to your plan, wouldn’t that mean even outsider nations like the Kingdom of Ormera or the Kingdom of Caledona could gain authority over their own religious orders?”

“Precisely.”

“Could they also utilize the Holy See for their purposes?”

“No, they could not. Control over the Holy See will remain a shared asset exclusively between our nation and the Empire.”

Other nations on the continent will benefit from the absence of religious interference but will not be granted the privilege of manipulating doctrine at will. 

That privilege will be reserved for us alone.

The conversation ended, and a brief silence followed.

Leclerc took a sip of his hot coffee, then slowly opened his mouth to speak.

“…It’s an odd plan, but it’s better than handing the entire Goddess Church over to someone else. Very well, I accept your proposal.”

“A wise decision.”

Thus, we succeeded in reaching an agreement regarding the fate of our enemies.

Although it was a tedious process, the cooperation with the Empire was now secured, and nothing stood in our way.

“Unload all the ammunition, everyone! Looks like it’s our turn to be deployed!”

“Attention, all personnel! Conduct a full gear inspection and have all marching supplies ready by tonight!”

“Load all the hardtack and jerky onto the wagons! If you don’t want to starve and suffer on the way, make sure they’re packed to the brim!”

The unit that would be dispatched to the Holy Kingdom was quickly selected.

It consisted of two divisions from the Central Army, two additional divisions known for their unwavering loyalty, which had recently been withdrawn from the western front, and an artillery regiment equipped with rockets, howitzers, and cannons.

Since it would take some time to gather sufficient provisions, the expeditionary force was scheduled to deploy in two waves.

The first wave, comprised of the Central Army, would march ahead to subjugate the Kingdom of Kailas. 

The second wave would follow, joining them later.

“But isn’t this plan a bit too careless? I mean, even if the Central Army is strong, are 20,000 troops really enough to conquer an entire kingdom?”

“No problem. Honestly, I think even 10,000 would be more than enough.”

From a tactical perspective, it wasn’t exactly an ideal plan.

In situations like this, you’d want to overwhelm the enemy with a single, decisive push, yet this approach relied on staggered deployments, which was a textbook mistake.

However, that didn’t concern us in the slightest. After all, why is staggered deployment criticized? 

It’s because dividing forces makes them vulnerable to being defeated in detail. 

But if the vanguard can crush and rout the enemy outright, then who cares about tactical shortcomings?

“How could we lose when the tiers of our armies aren’t even comparable?”

The Central Army’s combat prowess was undeniably among the world’s best.

The only force that had ever posed a challenge was the Empire’s Southern Front Army during past conflicts. 

Even they were no match for us now, thanks to the introduction of advanced weaponry and revamped strategies.

Technologically, we were at least two centuries ahead of our neighboring countries, making it practically impossible for us to lose. 

Unless the enemy had three or four times our numbers, defeat wasn’t even a consideration.

Of course, that’s assuming equal levels of skill and expertise, but…

The Kingdom of Kailas? Let’s see. 

Their total military strength was around 50,000 or maybe 60,000 at best, wasn’t it?

“Even if they mobilized every soldier they had, their entire army would still be smaller than our Northern Army alone. If they manage to hold out for even a few months against us, I’d say they’ve done an exceptional job.”

“I suppose that’s true, but…”

“If you understand, go grab a map and keep it handy. We wouldn’t want you getting lost on the way.”

Taking on a nation so weak that it’s at the mercy of the Holy Kingdom is easier than twisting a child’s arm. 

Unless they have a Napoleon or an Admiral Yi Sun-sin among them, there’s no way we lose.

“Who do you plan to appoint as the commander of the expeditionary force, sir?”

“Is Mauer available right now?”

“Are you referring to Lieutenant General Mauer, who just returned? He’s on leave, sir. He said he was too exhausted from the Northern front and needed a break.”

“Then leave it to Vaden. He’s the kind of guy who’ll achieve the objective no matter what mission you give him.”

“Understood.”

Thus, Lieutenant General Baden, the current deputy commander of the Central Army, was chosen as the commander of the expeditionary force.

Once all the preparations were complete, we boldly declared war on the Kingdom of Kailas.

To be precise, it was less a declaration of war and more a mix of coercion and provocation under the guise of a request:

[We seek to punish the Holy Kingdom for their defiance of God’s will and their descent into corruption. We ask that you lend us passage through your territory.]

“If you cooperate, we will welcome you as brothers in faith. However, if you refuse, you will be deemed heretics just the same.”

This was the essence of “Request for Passage to Conquer the Holy Kingdom.”

The demand for military passage to attack the Holy Kingdom sparked heated debate in the political circles of Kailas. A few days later, we received their response:

[We have carefully reviewed your proposal; however, due to our unavoidable circumstances and our diplomatic principles, we cannot take part in any direct or indirect acts of hostility against the Holy Kingdom, with whom we have cultivated a mutually beneficial relationship. Such actions would tarnish our diplomatic honor—]

The reply was filled with flowery rhetoric and indirect expressions, but the gist was simple.

“We don’t want to side with you. Even if our heads are smashed in, we’ll support the Holy Kingdom. Stop trying and leave us alone.”

A truly foolish decision.

If they had bowed their heads, we might have treated them kindly. 

Instead, they willingly invited their own punishment.

Having confirmed their stance, we readily cast aside any mercy.

“Saintess, I leave it in your hands.”

“Yes, sir. Everyone, those who side with the greedy pigs of the Holy Kingdom are no different from apostates! If you are truly faithful servants of the Goddess, you will join us in punishing the Holy See!”

“The representative of the Goddess herself has spoken! Let us crush the spawn of Satan to the last one!”

“Capture them and clear the path to the Holy Kingdom!”

The Saintess Aemon declared the Kingdom of Kailas a heretical nation alongside the Holy Kingdom, and the expedition began.

Under the rallying cry of religious fervor, Lieutenant General Baden’s army departed to the thunderous cheers of the faithful and confidently marched eastward.

“Report! We’ve successfully breached the border gates!”


“We’ve captured three fortresses and pillaged the local supply depots!”

“In open battle, we’ve crushed Kailas’ main force of 40,000 troops! We’re now advancing rapidly toward the capital!”

“The remaining forces have surrendered and abandoned resistance! All of their territories are now under our control, sir!”

With one victory after another, the army managed to conquer the entire country within just two weeks of their arrival.



 
  
    Chapter 80: Double-Sided Assault


“Your Holiness, we’ve received a message from the Kingdom of Kailas. They are requesting assistance, reporting that Ulranor’s army has crossed their borders.”

“So, they’ve finally started to move? Sooner than I expected.”

When troubling news first arrived from a neighboring country, the Holy Kingdom and the Holy Father simply dismissed it, treating it as an inevitable occurrence.

“What’s their strength?”

“We’re unsure of the exact numbers, but it doesn’t appear to be very large.”

“Then tell them to hold out as long as they can on their own. We’ll prepare reinforcements and send them later.”

This might seem like complacency, but there was a reason for their relaxed response.

The Holy Kingdom was still deeply preoccupied with recovering from the aftermath of the recent great disaster.

Clearing the debris of a structure larger than the Colosseum and investigating its interior was a monumental task that demanded an immense amount of manpower and resources.

Had it been a commercial district or an entertainment facility that collapsed, they could have simply offered some token mourning and abandoned its restoration. 

Unfortunately, the structure in question was none other than the government complex and the heart of the Goddess Church.

Abandoning the core of the church and the administrative center was out of the question. 

Everything had to be thoroughly restored and organized.

Failure to do so would undermine the authority of the Holy Father as the High Priest of the Goddess.

“How could we justify military expenses when we’re struggling to collect taxes for this year? The regions we’ve supported all this time should earn their keep now.”

“You’re absolutely right, Your Holiness.”

“Send them an encouraging letter with some flowery language. Let them gladly sacrifice themselves on our behalf.”

The situation was exacerbated by the deaths of many cardinals, leaving a vacuum in the middle-management roles responsible for local governance.

Taxes, tithes, and donations collected from the regions were no longer making their way to the central government. 

The lack of funds meant they couldn’t maintain a proper army or provide sufficient supplies.

Sending an expeditionary force under such circumstances was simply unfeasible.

“Even if the Kingdom of Kailas is weaker in national power, defending their territory should allow them to hold out for a few months. By then, we’ll be able to shift our attention outward again.”

“If we deploy our elite Holy Knights, we’ll stand a chance against the Kingdom of Ulranor, even if they’re the opponent!”

“Their army may be strong, but surely not stronger than ours, don’t you think?”

Wars between nations consume astronomical amounts of time and resources. 

By the time the Holy Kingdom recovered its footing, Ulranor’s forces would also be significantly weakened from the blood they’d shed.

After all, Ulranor was a nation that had already strained its resources to the limit during its decade-long total war with the Empire.

With so many fronts to manage, it was impossible for them to continue deploying a large, elite army to this region indefinitely.

The plan was simple: let them exhaust themselves, then strike with full force.

If all went well, not only could they secure victory, but they might even counterattack into Ulranor’s territory. 

That was the judgment of the Holy Father and the remaining leadership of the Holy Kingdom.

“Re-reporting!! The Kailas army is suffering continuous defeats!!”

“What?!?”

Unfortunately, reality was far removed from their optimistic expectations.

The Kingdom of Ulranor had long since established a temporary truce with the Federated Empire, allowing them to pull many of their elite troops back to the rear.

This brought much-needed relief to their previously overburdened supply system.

And more importantly, the Kingdom of Kailas was simply not strong enough to hinder Ulranor.

“Regional fortress strongholds are falling one after another! They say the enemy is using some kind of flying weapon we’ve never seen before, setting everything ablaze!!”

“We can’t hold them in the field! Every encounter ends in devastating losses for us!!”

“For every 500 Ulranor soldiers killed, over 10,000 Kailas troops are being wiped out!!”

“The royal family of Kailas has requested asylum! It seems they can no longer defend the capital!”

Defeat after defeat. An unending series of crushing losses.

Fortresses, strategic points, and open battlefields—none of it mattered.

In every type of engagement, the Ulranor forces displayed overwhelming superiority, relentlessly driving their enemies back.

Each day brought grim reports of losses and defeats to the Holy Kingdom.

Overwhelmed by the sudden deluge of information, the Holy Kingdom’s leadership scrambled to analyze the situation, only to realize it was too late.

Before the Holy Father could even receive the final report, the Kingdom of Kailas had ceased to exist on the map.

“The presence of a neighboring country… has vanished?”

“W-what should we do?! Surely we’re their next target!!”

“What if the enemy has already crossed our borders while we’re sitting here panicking…?”

“Calm yourselves!! Acting like frightened children will solve nothing!!”

Shocked by the sudden disaster, the leadership of the Holy Kingdom descended into chaos.

The Holy Father hastily convened an emergency meeting with the remaining high-ranking officials, but no solutions emerged.

Instead of devising a viable countermeasure, they spent the entire meeting expressing their fears, accomplishing nothing.

“We must prepare for war, Your Holiness. We must mobilize every means and resource at our disposal.”

“…Yes. It seems there’s no other choice.”

At the very least, they now had a clear understanding of the situation.

They had lost their puppet state, which had served as a buffer, and were now forced to face the monstrous army that had conquered an entire nation with only 20,000 troops.

Failure—highly likely though it was—meant not only the collapse of their authority but the loss of their very lives.

“Who was the cardinal in charge of the Grand Cathedral of Amass?”

“Do you mean under the jurisdiction of Messina?”

“Yes. Inform him that we’re sending troops and that he’s to handle rear support. Since the central administration can’t manage supplies, they’ll have to be sourced locally.”

An emergency response force was immediately formed. 

Knights from the remaining orders, the regular army, and freshly conscripted auxiliary troops were all scraped together without discrimination.

They poured the last of their funds into this endeavor, squeezing every ounce of strength from their crumbling nation to create an army capable of holding off the invaders.

While the infrastructure and administrative systems were utterly paralyzed, the Holy Kingdom was still a mid-sized nation with a history spanning centuries. 

It had enough strength left for one final desperate stand—never mind the disastrous aftermath that would inevitably follow.

“Let us pray that our generals fight well.”

The Holy Father didn’t dare hope for victory or even a counterattack. 

He simply wished for the defenders to hold out for as long as possible.

“Hasten the cleanup of the Holy See’s ruins. Mobilize more manpower if necessary and finish it as quickly as possible.”

“Understood, Your Holiness.”

“No matter what, the passage to the underground must be opened. If we can restore access to that place, we may yet find a way out of this crisis.”

If they could reach the buried basement of the Holy See, and if they could reclaim and reactivate the “object” stored deep within its innermost chamber, hope would still remain.

At least, that’s what the Holy Father believed.

Meanwhile, as the Holy Kingdom clung to its increasingly fragile hopes, the Ulranor army, having fully occupied the Kingdom of Kailas and secured its surrender, resumed their march.

The force now numbered approximately 38,000, with 5,000 troops left behind to maintain order and control in the occupied territories.

“E-enemy troops sighted!!”

“Everyone, run! The unbelievers are coming to capture us!!”

“The townsfolk are fleeing everywhere. What should we do?”

“What do you mean, what should we do? Leave them be. If they abandon their homes, it just makes it easier for us to requisition them. We should be grateful.”

It’s common sense not to station troops in border regions unless war is imminent (though there are exceptions, like a certain peninsula in the 21st century).

Caught off guard, the Holy Kingdom had no time to prepare, and as a result, they helplessly lost large swathes of their borderlands.

This included over a dozen cities with populations exceeding 10,000 and countless villages. 

At least hundreds of thousands of people and vast tracts of farmland fell into Ulranor’s hands in the blink of an eye.

“Whoa, why is there so much money in these vaults?”

“Lord Royten said the clergy were embezzling like crazy, but I didn’t think it was to this extent…”

“Judging by the records, they collected taxes but never transported the funds. It seems the administrative system came to a halt because no one was left to approve anything.”

“Load it all up and send it back to the homeland. The Treasury Department has been whining about budget shortages—they’ll love this.”

As a bonus, Ulranor also plundered the wealth that the Holy Kingdom had painstakingly accumulated. 

A nation that had enjoyed decades of peace without war had grown prosperous, but all that prosperity ended up being devoured by their enemies.

“That’s far enough, you thieving scum!!”

“Attack! Destroy the heretics who defy the words of His Holiness!!”

The Holy Kingdom’s army finally arrived in haste, trying to halt the invaders’ steady advance. 

But by then, it was too late.

The hastily constructed defensive lines, manned by poorly trained soldiers, stood no chance against the organized assault of Ulranor’s elite troops.

–Tat-tat-tat-tat!!

“Fire three volleys and advance! Is the artillery setup not finished yet?”

“They’re almost done! The rocket artillery battery is on standby!”

“Have them advance to the flank, fire, and then retreat. All we need is to disrupt their formation.”

The Holy Kingdom’s army had superior numbers.

Their forces totaled nearly 80,000, almost double the size of the Ulranor army. 

Their morale was sky-high, fueled by the belief that they were defending their homeland.

However, in every other respect, they were at a severe disadvantage:

The number of muskets they possessed.

The precision and range of their cannons.

The sophistication of their tactics and technology.

The result was inevitable.

Even the uniformity and quality of the supplied weapons and equipment were leagues apart.

Every factor that determined the practical combat strength of an army was incomparably different.

“H-how are we supposed to stop this?”

“The 3rd Knight Division is on the verge of total annihilation after just a few days! Please, give us some kind of solution, Your Holiness!”

“Do you think I have a magical solution?! Stop whining at me and figure something out! Just make sure they don’t pass this point!”

The Holy Kingdom’s army fought desperately, spilling endless amounts of blood to try and halt the invaders. 

They piled up corpses to block the path, wailing in despair at the miserable reality of their situation.


Even so, they tried to comfort themselves with the thought that their sacrifices might have some meaning, that their struggle might not be in vain.

But their suffering was far from over.

“It seems the Kingdom’s forces are causing quite a commotion. Shall we get moving as well?”

Seizing the opportunity, the Empire struck the Holy Kingdom from the rear once they confirmed that its main forces had been drawn away.



 
  
    Chapter 81: The Final Struggle


“The path is rough. Artillery units, pay close attention to the condition of the gun carriages as you move.”

“Has the reconnaissance team departed yet? I instructed them to patrol the surroundings with light cavalry every three hours.”

Marching forward in formation, tens of thousands of soldiers maintained discipline, ready to engage in battle at any moment.

Their rhythmic, precise steps crushed the Holy Kingdom’s land beneath their feet, steadily advancing across its territory.

Nearby civilians, unaware of what was happening, fled in panic. 

Watchtowers set up for surveillance were abandoned in mere moments.

Watching the unprepared enemy crumble under the unexpected assault, the commander of the Imperial Army smiled with satisfaction.

“Ha, never thought I’d see a day like this again. Who would’ve guessed I’d be conducting joint operations with our friends from Ulranor?”

That man was none other than Sébastien de Leclerc, once the commander overseeing the Western Front, now leading the invasion force against the Holy Kingdom.

“You seem pleased, sir,” his aide remarked.

“Not pleased, exactly. Just… it’s an odd feeling,” Leclerc replied, shaking his head.

Despite his denial, he couldn’t completely suppress the sense of joy in his heart. 

To be precise, it was more like nostalgia—a wistful recollection of his younger days.

“We spent ten long years at war with the Kingdom, didn’t we? I thought it would last until one of us was completely destroyed.”

“I think everyone believed that, sir.”

“But everything changed when the source of the war lost its power. Relations between our nations improved, and the war came to an end.”

When the Riodolph royal family, whom even calling “vermin” seemed generous, was overthrown, the reasons for war vanished. 

The two nations quickly reconciled.

The extradition of war criminals and mutually beneficial agreements were arranged, and the endless drain on military resources was finally curtailed. 

Soldiers who had been dying pointlessly on the front lines were able to return home at last.

All of this was a direct result of the actions of Carolus and his revolutionary army.

“The bullets and firepower we once aimed at each other are now being used for our mutual benefit. Just like decades ago.”

“Decades ago… Ah, you mean the Five Years’ War?”

“That’s right. This old man served in that war too. I still remember it vividly.”

While some under-the-table dealings and agreements had taken place, the two nations were now working together once again.

That fact delighted Leclerc—it felt as though he was reliving a piece of his youth.

“Report, sir! A church has been spotted 10 miles ahead! There’s also a small group of militia present!”

“Ah, it seems I’ve been too lost in my thoughts.”

The loud voice of the messenger jolted Leclerc out of his reminiscing and back to reality.

It was time to set sentimentality aside and focus on the task at hand.

The warm, grandfatherly expression he wore moments ago quickly transformed into the composed, battle-hardened demeanor of a seasoned veteran.

“What’s their armed status? Do we have an estimate of their numbers?”

“They’re armed with tools like pitchforks and hoes, wielding them like spears. A few rusty muskets as well.”

“So, they’re just ordinary peasants gathered together in desperation.”

It seemed the reports were true—the Holy Kingdom had concentrated the majority of its forces in the south.

The Ulranor army had already advanced 20 miles past the border, yet they hadn’t encountered a single organized military force.

Leclerc saw this as an opportunity.

“Send a battalion forward to deal with them. Prioritize capturing them over killing, if possible.”

“Yes, sir!”

“The church must be a spacious building. Once it’s secured, we’ll use it as a temporary command post. If there are clergy inside, extract any useful information and then… deal with them.”

Hearing Leclerc’s plan to repurpose a religious site for military use, his aide expressed concern.

“Sir, won’t our own clergy object to this later? They might accuse us of disrespecting a place meant for worship.”

“Blasphemy, lack of faith, that sort of nonsense? You worry too much.”

Leclerc shrugged his shoulders.

“We’re here to punish those the Saintess herself has declared heretics. The priests and bishops in this church have been officially recognized as wicked apostates. There’s no need to fret over such things.”

The Saintess had traveled throughout the kingdom, loudly proclaiming her criticisms of the Holy Kingdom and declaring it heretical.

By now, there wasn’t a single person in the Empire who wasn’t aware of her words.

This was likely true not just within the Empire but across the entire continent.

And when Emperor Louis XVI acknowledged her declarations and raised an army, what did that signify?

It was essentially a proclamation that all clergy of the Holy Kingdom were offspring of Satan.

In other words, no matter how many were captured, beaten, or killed, it wouldn’t be considered a problem.

“Set aside your unnecessary concerns. They won’t be able to say a word to us.”

In any case, once the war was over, the clergy in this land were slated for purging to ensure control.

Given that, there was no harm in starting their oppression early—consider it preparation for the inevitable future.

Leclerc thought this to himself with a slight smirk.

“If you understand, go back and manage the soldiers. Once the village is cleared, we’ll establish a camp nearby.”

“…Understood, sir.”

The troops, weary from prolonged marching, would rest, and operations would resume around midday tomorrow.

At this pace, they would likely secure all the promised territory within two weeks.

“Come to think of it…”

Leclerc wondered idly.

When the Holy Father heard that not only were his lands being carved up in the south, but now armies from the north were descending upon him, how would he react?

As expected, the Holy See was on the verge of collective panic.

“Why is the Empire suddenly taking action?!”

“It’s obvious they’re trying to use this opportunity to expand their territory. There’s no other explanation!”

“There must have been some prior agreement with the Kingdom. They’ve decided to split our land between them!”

It was already overwhelming trying to deal with the Kingdom’s army, but now another enemy had appeared—this time from the opposite direction.

Their individual combat ability might be slightly inferior, but their numbers were several times larger.

“We can’t stop this, Your Holiness. We no longer have the money or the soldiers to fight.”

The difficulty of facing enemies on two fronts was on an entirely different level compared to having a single enemy. 

Logistics, strategy, troop movements—everything became exponentially harder.

But the Holy Kingdom, in its current state, simply didn’t have the capacity to handle a two-front war.

Even if the nation had been in perfect condition, it would have been a formidable challenge. 

In their current dire situation, how could there be any hope?

They couldn’t even collect taxes properly, nor provide enough food for their soldiers, forcing them to resort to local requisitioning.

“How long do you think we can hold out?”

“At most, three weeks. The enemy is just too strong.”

Desperately, a portion of the troops heading south was redirected to the north to join the local forces in an attempt to fight off the invaders.

But it was useless. 

The defenses collapsed before they could even be established, leaving the Holy Kingdom’s lines in shambles.

To make matters worse, with fewer obstacles in their way, the Kingdom’s army to the south became even more aggressive, their momentum now unstoppable.

“Three weeks…?”

The Holy Father could do nothing but let out a deep sigh. 

He couldn’t even summon the energy to be angry anymore.

“Are you saying this nation will fall in just twenty days? What on earth makes those heretical armies superior to ours?”

Of course, the quality of their troops was lacking—that was understandable for a hastily assembled army.

But still, they had 80,000 soldiers. 

Including the reinforcements currently being prepared, their numbers would reach nearly 100,000.

That was far greater than the total number of invading forces combined.

How was it possible that a force of this size couldn’t hold out for even a month?

Faced with the Holy Father’s questions, his subordinates could only give one answer:

“We’re deeply sorry, Your Holiness. But how can we change the reality of the situation?”

“…Damn it.”

What the Holy Kingdom didn’t know was that the Imperial expeditionary force was composed primarily of divisions previously stationed on the southern front.

These were battle-hardened troops who had survived the hellish snowy fields, boasting unmatched skill and experience, and were considered the best the Empire had to offer.

When news of Carolus’s revolutionary army achieving brilliant victories reached the Emperor, he specifically mobilized these troops out of competitive pride.

While their equipment and doctrine were the same as other units, their prowess on the battlefield was worlds apart. 

Naturally, the ragtag soldiers of the Holy Kingdom stood no chance against them. 

Many were mowed down in volleys of gunfire long before they could even engage in close combat.

“Are we just supposed to sit here and await our doom?”

The Holy Father muttered to himself, his voice heavy with despair.

It felt like only yesterday that he had reveled in boundless luxury and glory, sustained by the blood of the Saintess and the sacrifices of his people.

And yet, here he was now, standing before the crumbled ruins of the Holy Temple, watching the inevitable ruin of his kingdom approach.

‘No, this cannot happen.’

But he refused to give up. He couldn’t afford to.

He had amassed so much wealth and power over the years. 

He had endured countless hardships to rise to his position.

To die without enjoying it to the fullest was unthinkable.

(Let’s momentarily ignore the fact that all of this had been squeezed out of the blood and sweat of the people and the Saintess, quite literally.)

“Send messengers to the frontlines. Order all surviving Holy Knight Orders and elite troops to retreat to the Holy See.”

“Your Holiness?!”

“If you do that, the already fragile frontlines will completely collapse!”

“What’s the point of maintaining a frontline we can’t hold anyway? This is more important.”

The Holy Father glared at the chief overseer of the Holy See’s reconstruction efforts.

“You there! How much longer will it take to clear the debris and unseal the basement?”

“It will likely take another month, Your Holiness.”

“Get it done in two weeks. No exceptions! If you fail, I’ll have your limbs torn off, your skin flayed, and your body tied to the back of a horse!”

“I-I will do my utmost!”

Terrified, the overseer rushed off to carry out the Holy Father’s orders. 

Turning to his subordinates, the Holy Father bellowed:

“The Church has faced many crises throughout its history. There have been plenty of times when enemies came right to our doorstep.”


“But we overcame them all—with the power of the great Goddess! And we shall do so again this time!”

The Goddess had always guided her followers through their trials, helping them escape even the direst of crises.

This time would be no different.

Because the Holy Father himself would ensure it.



 
  
    Chapter 82: Urban Warfare (1)


At some point, with the disappearance of the experienced troops and knight orders from both fronts, the already fragile Holy Kingdom’s army lost its capacity to stand against the enemy.

“Where’d their cavalry go?”

“Exactly. Normally, when our infantry pushes forward like this, they’d send in a cavalry charge at least once.”

How had the Holy Kingdom’s army, with inferior tactics, troop quality, and equipment, managed to hold out until now?

It was thanks to the presence of a small number of elite troops.

These veterans had formed the backbone of the army, teaching clueless conscripts how to endure artillery fire and leading from the frontlines to rally the soldiers in battle.

By harassing the Kingdom’s and the Empire’s forces relentlessly, they had bought the Holy Kingdom a few extra weeks of survival.

But now that those elites had been reassigned to the Holy See, what was left?

A chaotic mess of poorly trained conscripts.

With no reliable comrades to follow, the remaining troops lost their morale and spiraled into panic.

“Well, this works out for us. Relay to the artillery unit to fire another rocket barrage. Once their trenches are breached, launch a full assault.”

“Yes, sir! Preparing for rocket fire!”

If the Holy Kingdom’s forces had at least retained a balanced mix of troop types, it might have been a different story. 

But even their cavalry had been stripped away.

The Holy Kingdom had long invested heavily in raising expensive cavalry units, appointing them to the knight orders.

Cavalry, which handled everything from counter-cavalry combat to reconnaissance, disrupting enemy formations, and pursuit, were essential for an effective military. 

Losing them was like losing the army’s limbs.

While the army could still technically “function,” in practice, it was utterly crippled.

“Those bastards can’t counterattack! Keep striking and retreating!”

“First Battalion, flank left and take out their artillery! Their rear is wide open!”

The Kingdom’s and Empire’s armies, realizing their overwhelming superiority, unleashed a series of relentless assaults.

They resorted to swarm tactics reminiscent of nomadic raiders, hit-and-run strikes, flanking attacks, and rear assaults—methods designed to infuriate and demoralize their enemies.

“Hey, you cowardly bastards! Fight fair for once!!”

“Idiot. There’s no such thing as fairness in war. Stop whining and dodge the artillery instead.”

“Wait, what? Crap, they’re sending out another one of those weird flying machines–“

–Boom!

It took only eight days.

It had taken only eight days for the Ulranor Kingdom Army and the Holy Federated Empire Expeditionary Force to meet at a river.

“Hmm, I recognize your face. A pleasure to meet you. I am General Leclerc, Supreme Commander of the Imperial Expeditionary Force.”

“Likewise, General Leclerc. I’m Lieutenant General Baden, Commander of the Kingdom’s Expeditionary Force. The pleasure is all mine.”

Much like how German and Soviet forces met at the front during the invasion of Poland to celebrate their shared victory, the armies of the two nations, meeting across a shallow stream, greeted each other—albeit not particularly warmly.

“Your soldiers seem rather tense. Did you happen to bring the ones who fought on the snowy frontlines?”

“Indeed. His Majesty specifically ordered that those units be brought first.”

“In that case, it might be wise to prevent any interaction between our troops. Unless you want to witness a brawl break out.”

It was a natural reaction.

These soldiers had spent the last ten years slugging it out on the harshest battlefields in the world.

They had endured grueling conditions, fighting and killing each other just to survive another day.

Bringing such men together in one place wasn’t going to create a cheerful reunion. 

Even lifelong friends would have become bitter enemies after experiencing such trials.

Frankly, the fact that they hadn’t started shooting at each other the moment they recognized familiar faces was a testament to their self-restraint.

If they hadn’t, this peaceful meeting might have turned into a full-blown war all over again.

“I was considering hosting a grand feast, but it seems that’s out of the question. How about a simple exchange of liquor instead?”

“That sounds like a splendid idea.”

As a gesture of goodwill, the two commanders exchanged their provisions—wine from the Kingdom’s side and brandy from the Empire’s. 

Along with that, they also traded spare uniforms adorned with their respective insignias.

These items later became artifacts, preserved as evidence of a peaceful encounter between two armies that had once fought fiercely against each other.

The two commanders, each setting up their camps at a respectful distance from the other, met again in a nearby field.

Setting up a small table and chairs, they brought out the liquor they had exchanged and poured drinks into each other’s glasses.

“Shall we toast?”

“Let’s.”

–Clink!

The rough clinking of glasses was so vigorous that the liquids inside mixed together.

The vigorous clinking of glasses was a deliberate act to prove there was no poison in the drinks.

Both commanders downed the strong wine like it was beer, then began tearing into simple snacks like cheese and jerky as they started their conversation.

“When do you plan to withdraw your troops? This territory has been promised to my country, as per our agreement.”

“About a week from now. My soldiers are exhausted and need the rest.”

“Isn’t that a bit shameless of you?”

Baden chuckled lightly, shaking his head in disapproval.

They had written and signed a formal treaty beforehand, so was Leclerc really trying to go back on his word now? 

It was better than sneaking around and scheming behind the scenes, but staying here out of greed for more land would be a problem.

“I’ll give you two days. Replenish your water supplies and let your men rest up properly, but after that, you leave.”

“You’re stingy, aren’t you? Fine, two days it is.”

Leclerc, realizing he wouldn’t gain anything by pushing further, agreed without protest. 

He had only been testing the waters anyway. 

Starting a dispute in this faraway land wasn’t worth it.

Besides, the land they had already taken was more than enough of a windfall for the Empire.

“So, will your forces be handling the assault on the Holy Kingdom’s capital?”

“Yes. We’re already finalizing the operation plans.”

By now, 98% of the Holy Kingdom’s territory was in the hands of the Empire and the Kingdom. 

Only one place remained—the capital, where the Holy See was located.

The remaining knights and Holy Kingdom troops had gathered there, seemingly cornered. 

For now, both armies had chosen not to attack, opting instead to finish cleaning up the rest of the region before launching a decisive strike.

“Well, that’s the Kingdom’s territory as per the agreement, so I can’t argue. Still, would you allow us to send a military observer delegation?”

“An observer delegation? You want to watch us fight?”

“Let’s just say I’d like to see the tactics of the men who once crushed my army up close.”

Leclerc’s mind wandered back to the time when the Imperial Western Front Army, nearly 200,000 strong, was shattered in a single day. 

He could still vividly recall the sight of Carolus’s revolutionary forces:

Long, drawn-out lines of musket-armed infantry marching in perfect formation, setting fields and fortresses ablaze. 

Their precision volleys devastated the Imperial ranks, using muskets to deliver relentless waves of gunfire instead of relying on pikes or swords.

Though hostility between the two nations was now a thing of the past, Leclerc believed it was essential for the Empire to study and understand the revolutionary army’s tactics and doctrines for future conflicts.

“If the Imperial Army could adopt those methods, we’d gain the upper hand in any disputes with other nations, wouldn’t we?”

“There’s no reason it couldn’t be done, but…” 

Vaden responded hesitantly.

This wasn’t a matter he could decide on his own authority.

“I think it’s best if you ask someone else directly about this.”

“And who might that be?” Leclerc asked, raising an eyebrow.

Vaden shrugged lightly.

“My superior will be arriving here shortly. Along with the Saintess.”

“Your superior… ah.”

Leclerc immediately understood who Baden was referring to. 

There was only one person in the world who fit that description.

“His Excellency will be arriving in the Holy Kingdom.”

Carolus von Royten.

“It’s been a while, Your Excellency. I trust your journey here wasn’t too harsh?”

“You managed the occupied territories well enough for us to have a smooth journey. You’ve worked hard, my friend.”

Carolus arrived at the frontlines surrounding the Holy Kingdom’s capital, accompanied by the Saintess. 

It was at her request—they had come to personally witness the fall of the Holy Kingdom.

Waiting for him were his subordinates, their uniforms and equipment still intact, though signs of weariness were evident on their faces. 

Perhaps the fighting with the Holy Kingdom’s army had been fiercer than anticipated.

The last report Carolus had received stated that the enemy was being pushed back without much difficulty.

And then there were some unexpected guests in the camp.

“Why are those people here?”

“General Leclerc of the Empire sent them as part of a military observer delegation.”

“So, we’ve got ourselves some extra baggage.”

Annoying, but manageable.

“It doesn’t matter. Let them stay.” Carolus muttered.

The Empire would likely want to observe how the Holy See was captured and managed. 

It wouldn’t hurt to have them around as witnesses to the operation.

“As long as they don’t interfere with the battle, just let them be. Now, what’s the situation on the front?”

“…Not great, to be honest.”

Baden’s forced smile turned into a grimace, as if he had never encountered anything this frustrating in his life.

“Those Holy Kingdom bastards… I don’t know what they’ve been eating, but bullets don’t seem to work on them. I’ve seen musket shots hit them point-blank, yet their armor just shrugs it off.”

“Maybe they’re wearing specially reinforced armor?”

“We’ve compared it to the standard Holy Kingdom armor we’ve captured before—it’s no different. And that’s not all.”

Baden gestured toward the corpses scattered across the ground.

“If it were just the armor, we could’ve set traps or overwhelmed them with sheer force. But even their regular soldiers are insane. I’ve seen men with both legs blown off crawling toward us, still trying to fight.”

“Even as they’re bleeding to death, they keep swinging their swords with whatever strength they have left, Your Excellency!”

“And it’s not all Holy Kingdom troops—just the ones stationed here in the capital. It’s like they’ve rounded up every lunatic in their army and concentrated them here!”

Not only did these soldiers show a complete lack of fear for death, but their defense seemed unnaturally high. 

Even our most seasoned veterans were caught off guard and struggling to come up with effective countermeasures.

‘Drugs?’

It wasn’t impossible. 

Narcotics existed in this world, and historically there were instances of soldiers being turned into berserkers under the influence of substances.

But that explanation didn’t account for the enhanced durability of their armor.

As Carolus pondered the situation, the Saintess spoke up.

“I don’t know the exact cause, but I might be able to help with a countermeasure.”

“What do you mean?”

“Among the blessings I can provide, some can strengthen clothes or even skin. If we enhance our soldiers, they might be able to match the Holy Kingdom troops.”

“Some kind of reinforcement magic?” Carolus asked, intrigued. It sounded useful—if it worked.

“Is there a limit to how many people can receive the blessing?”

“I’m not entirely sure, but I think I can manage up to around a thousand without much difficulty.”

The issue wasn’t that their troops were lacking in tactics or combat skill. 

The problem lay in the bizarre and seemingly unnatural strength of the Holy Kingdom’s defenders. 

If the Saintess’s blessings could close that gap, it might turn the tide.

The sudden shift in the enemy’s capabilities had thrown all plans into disarray. 

If, however, we could field 1,000 soldiers with strength equal to or exceeding the enemy’s, it could serve as the turning point to reverse the situation.

And if we utilized the weapons we had brought along…

“Very well. Let’s proceed with this plan.”

I organized my thoughts and began issuing orders.

“Saintess, please prepare the blessings. As for you all, have the soldiers unload every piece of cargo from the wagons we brought. We’ll use it in the next battle.”

“May I ask what exactly we brought, Your Excellency?”

“Napalm bazookas.”

They had been prepared for destroying buildings, but given the circumstances, there was no choice but to repurpose them for anti-personnel use.
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    Chapter 83: Urban Warfare (2)


Clink!

“Loyalty! First Knight Division, Mario Ranieri, reporting back!”

“Good work making it back alive. Take off your armor over there and get some rest.”

This was the last stronghold of the Holy Kingdom’s army, stationed near the Holy See.

A weary knight stood in a makeshift tent, saluting his superior as he formally reported his return.

His commander, acknowledging him with a simple nod, finally allowed himself a brief moment of respite. 

He slumped into a chair and removed his helmet.

“Phew!”

Steam rose from his armor, a testament to the intensity of the battle.

Despite the cold weather, his body heat had built up so much that touching the armor’s surface felt warm.

Letting the wind cool him down, the knight retrieved a waterskin and took a long gulp, savoring the sweet relief of rehydration after a grueling mission.

As he sat there, lost in thought, an attendant who assisted the knights approached him.

“My lord, have you just returned?”

“Yeah. What about the others?”

“They haven’t arrived yet. Those who returned earlier went to bathe.”

“Already? The sun’s still high in the sky.”

Most knights of the Holy Kingdom wore full plate armor, staying true to the traditions of chivalry.

Their armor was so cumbersome that putting it on—or taking it off—required assistance.

For them to go through all that trouble just to wash themselves…

It meant they couldn’t bear the filth any longer.

“Their entire bodies were covered in blood. Staying clean makes it easier to fight, after all.”

“Fair enough. It’s not really my place to judge.”

“Should I prepare water for your bath as well, my lord?”

“…No thanks. Seeing those guys outside kinda kills the mood.”

The knight gestured toward the lines of soldiers marching outside the tent.

The sight made the attendant frown, nodding in reluctant understanding.

“Understood. In that case, I’ll bring you a wet towel instead.”

“Thanks. I’d appreciate that.”

Soldiers marched toward the battlefield, their weapons in hand and their banners held high, maintaining their formations.

It was a common sight in any war—except for one unsettling detail.

Almost every soldier had lost their mind.

“Ghehhhhh…”

“B-battle! Time to cleanse those damned heretics!!”

“Holy war! Hooooly waaar!! Kill, kill, kill!! The more we slay, the closer we are to heaven!!”

“Salvation, salvation, salvation… faith, His Holiness, His Holiness, believe, protect, protect…”

They muttered incoherent words and phrases, their meanings lost in madness.

Foam dripped from their mouths, their bloodshot eyes twitched, and their fingers trembled uncontrollably.

These soldiers had once been elite warriors, disciplined and orderly. But now, they were nothing more than a horde of lunatics.

Had they not been wearing the Holy Kingdom’s uniforms and carrying its banners, one might have mistaken them for a gang of drug addicts.

No—perhaps even drug addicts would be more reasonable.

At least they eventually sober up and regain their senses.

In that sense, they might even be more rational than these fanatics.

“What kind of ‘blessing’ did His Holiness bestow upon them…?”

The knight sighed, recalling the events three weeks ago.

‘Welcome, noble servants of the Goddess.’

When the frontline units were withdrawn to the capital, His Holiness himself appeared before them.

Standing tall, he delivered a grandiose speech, his voice filled with righteous fervor.

He spoke of wicked heretics and blasphemers threatening the Holy Kingdom, urging his soldiers to stand firm in their faith and protect the true path.

His words were carefully chosen, stirring up zeal and devotion among the troops—
Filling the unsuspecting soldiers with false hope.

‘I shall bestow upon you the blessings of the Goddess. She will grant you the strength to vanquish the evil before us.’

At the time, the soldiers cheered.

Blessings? 

Surely it must be something akin to the Saintess’s miracles.

And the idea of receiving the same divine favor that only a chosen few had ever known?

They eagerly accepted His Holiness’s offer, never once considering the consequences.

Foolishly, they never considered the side effects of their so-called blessing.

“I—I feel overflowing with power! No matter how much I swing my sword, I never tire!”

“With this… we can drive out those damned invaders for good!”

The gift they received came in two forms.

Enhanced durability—both for their bodies and their armor, making them much harder to kill.

Reduced pain and heightened morale—allowing them to fight without hesitation.


	



The first was manageable.

It simply made them tougher, increasing their survivability in battle.

But the second…

That was the true curse in disguise.

While the blessing dulled their pain and filled them with courage, it also eroded their sanity.

“The more blood they saw, the more they were consumed by madness.”

The more they were wounded, the more they lost themselves to the battle.

Each encounter pushed them further into insanity, stripping them of all reason and logic.

Eventually, they became nothing more than beasts—incapable of thinking about anything but killing the enemy.

The mindless soldiers outside were the horrifying result of that transformation.

The only reason the knight had retained his sanity was his armor.

It had protected him from serious injuries, keeping him from fully succumbing to the effects.

But for how much longer?

“Hah…”

With a heavy sigh, the knight pushed his worries aside.

Thinking about it wouldn’t change anything.

All he could do was hope the war ended soon.

If they won, there would be no need for the Holy Father to maintain the “blessing.”

Everyone would return to their senses once it was no longer needed… right?

It was a baseless assumption, but he needed to believe it.

Otherwise, his mind wouldn’t last.

“Hey, where’s that towel? How long does it take to—”

Growing impatient, the knight stood up to look for his missing attendant.

Just as he stepped outside the tent, a figure came sprinting toward him.

It was the attendant—his face pale with terror.

“My lord!! Arm yourself immediately! The enemy is right upon us!!”

“What?”

The enemy?

Had the Kingdom’s forces already infiltrated the Holy See’s inner sanctum?

How?!

There was no time to think. The knight instinctively donned his helmet and drew his sword.

“Damn it! Those bastard Kingdom dogs!”

He rushed outside, scanning his surroundings.

In the distance, he spotted enemy cavalry advancing toward them.

“Heretics! I, Mario Ranieri, shall deliver divine punishment in the name of the Goddess!”

With a fierce battle cry, the knight charged at the incoming cavalry.

With his enhanced durability, even a direct collision with a horse wouldn’t be fatal.

All he needed to do was take down as many as possible—anything to ease the burden on his allies.

He took a firm step forward, bracing himself for battle.

“All units, fire. Target the heavily armored one in front.”

—Whoosh!

A barrage of rockets spewing fire streaked toward him.

His eyes widened as the sight burned into his mind.

“Ah.”

In that final moment, one thought crossed his mind—

“War is absolute bullshit.”

Five Hours Later.

“Your Excellency! We’ve secured a breakthrough toward the Holy See!”

After five grueling hours of battle using new weaponry, a messenger finally brought positive news.

“About damn time. What’s the status of maintaining the breach and expanding the front?”

“We’ve already concentrated cavalry in that direction. There won’t be any issues—our men aren’t foolish enough to waste this momentum.”

“Fair point.”

For the first time, Vaden grinned, as if a long-standing pain had finally been relieved.

It was the most satisfied expression I had ever seen from him since taking him under my command.

“The weapons you brought in made all the difference. I never thought those walking tanks of theirs would turn into roasted corpses in a single shot.”

“We used top-quality saltpeter and expensive fuel, so they damn well better be worth the price.”

The new weapon deployed in this battle was, in simple terms, a miniaturized Hwacha.

I had taken the rocket weapons I previously developed, shrunk them down, and equipped them with napalm warheads.

Fitted with fuses, they were loaded into portable launchers for use.

In all honesty, accuracy and range were abysmal, but for close-range destruction, they were more than enough.

After all, these weren’t meant for personnel—they were designed to burn down buildings.

But when used against people?

They didn’t just kill—they melted flesh away.

Even the sturdiest armor was meaningless, it would collapse in on itself, leaving behind nothing but charred bone fragments.

“I got chewed out by the Treasury for making so many of these. Even though the war is ending, they said I’m wasting too much military funding.”

“How expensive are they?”

“Fifty rounds cost the same as one artillery cannon. The materials are the problem.”

These weren’t practical for standard combat.

I had only deployed them now because we were storming a capital city.

In normal circumstances, they would probably only be used for covert operations or sabotage missions.

“Well, whatever. We used them well, and that’s what matters. Now, send orders to all reserve units—it’s time to launch the final assault.”

Once the defensive lines had been breached, the Holy Kingdom’s army lost all ability to maintain the front.

The heavy cavalry that spearheaded the charge quickly split into smaller units, spreading throughout the city.

Fires erupted.

Communications were severed.

Enemy encampments burned.

Commanders were obliterated.

With their rear thrown into chaos, the Holy Kingdom’s forces lost cohesion—
and without their already weak firepower and skill, they stood no chance.

Scattered and isolated, they were systematically wiped out.

“Your Excellency! We have neutralized all of the enemy’s main forces!”

“Now all that remains is capturing the Holy Father. Once he’s taken, the war is over!”

“One battalion, follow me. We’re securing the building and capturing key figures.”

By now, the Holy See was nothing but ruins.

We had intel that the leadership had retreated to the underground chambers.

Leading my men, I stepped into the rubble, ready to end this wretched war once and for all.

And then, we saw it.

“…What the hell is this?”


“It’s the Goddess. That damned heretic and traitorous wench.”

Lying before us was something that shouldn’t exist in this world—

A colossal, lifeless body of a woman.

And a twisted, grotesquely deformed Holy Father.



 
  
    Chapter 84: Disgusting Truth


To sum it up, the operation to capture the key figures of the Holy Kingdom ended anticlimactically.

“U-Ulranor’s army!”

“We surrender! We’ll confess to everything, just please spare our lives!”

“Pathetic bastards. Tie them all up and take them as prisoners.”

The location was the basement of the Holy See, a place that, before the war, had only been used as a storage facility for old documents and outdated supplies.

Built in an old-fashioned architectural style, the place was run-down, lacking proper space for people to stay.

The priests, who had holed up here after hastily converting it into their so-called headquarters, raised their hands the moment they saw our soldiers.

They pleaded for their lives, swearing full cooperation.

Damn fantasy world.

“These guys are supposed to be the nation’s leadership, yet they have no dignity? They surrendered immediately.”

“Can you really expect anything different from bastards who spent their whole lives scamming their followers?”

“True, judging by the way they look, they probably don’t even know what honor means.”

It seemed that whatever combat-ready forces they had were already deployed elsewhere, as there were barely any guards inside. 

At most, a few dozen sentries?

Thanks to that, we secured the basement smoothly, even with the prisoners guiding us along.

Along with them, we seized the remaining documents, valuables, and various military records.

“Where is the Holy Pontiff? He’s not here.”

“H-He went further underground. Said he had urgent matters to attend to…”

“That so? I’ll go and drag him out myself. One platoon, follow me!”

The place was simply marked as a storage area on the map.

Not only was its purpose unclear, but even its size was unknown. 

And yet, the Holy Pontiff had hidden himself there?

I moved at once with the Saintess, assuming that whatever was hidden below could only be a bunker or an emergency escape route.

Rather than charging in with a large group, it was better to strike quickly with a small team.

Boom!

“It’s too dark inside! I can’t see anything!”

“The floor is stone, so sprinkle a bit of napalm and light it up! It’ll be brighter than a torch!”

It was pitch black. 

A room without a single lantern or candle.

In a hurry, we removed the warhead from a rocket and used it as an improvised light source. 

Only then did the interior come into view.

Lavish ornaments that appeared to be at least several centuries old, aged but undeniably luxurious fabrics, ritual vessels polished to a gleaming finish, and elegant paintings hanging on the walls.

It seemed to be some kind of ritual sanctuary or a place for conducting secret ceremonies. 

Judging by its condition, it had clearly been in use until quite recently.

“…Your Excellency? What the hell is that?”

“Is that… a person? I’m not the only one seeing something strange, right?”

“Don’t worry, we’re all thinking the same thing.”

But that wasn’t the real issue.

There was a corpse. 

Dressed in ceremonial robes befitting a royal funeral, it lay motionless.

It had a human-like appearance, but its size was anything but ordinary.

Thirteen meters? 

No, maybe closer to fifteen?

It was as if a giant from fantasy had materialized into reality.

As far as I knew, monsters didn’t exist in this world.

Magic might be real, but there were no trolls, no dragons, no goblins. 

Giants were supposed to be just as nonexistent.

Then what the hell was that?

“Your Excellency! The Holy Pontiff is hiding here!!”

“Drag him out immediately!”

Just then, a soldier’s voice rang out.

He had found our target while searching every corner of the room. 

Without hesitation, I ordered him to be brought forward.

I had a strong feeling that bastard had information that could explain all of this.

“Damn it! If only I had a little more time!! I would have gained the power to vanquish you heretics and restore order to the church—”

“God, you’re noisy as hell.”

“Urk—?! Guhk!”

I gave his throat a light massage—military slang for strangling him—cutting off his nonsense.

Grabbing him by the collar, I lifted his head so this repulsive old man would focus entirely on me.

“From now on, I’ll ask the questions, and you’ll answer. Understood?”

“Who is that woman? She’s clearly not a statue, so how the hell does a body that massive even exist?”

Unfortunately, the Holy Pontiff refused to answer my question. 

Was he trying to be difficult, refusing to cooperate with us?

Admirable courage, but ultimately pointless.

No matter how much he resisted, I already had the means to force an answer out of him.

“Saintess, if you would.”

O Great Goddess, by Your divine power, compel this foolish sinner to confess the truth.

“Guh… Ugh…”

“You damn traitorous wench! Is this how you repay the benefactor who raised and cared for you?!”

“What a load of crap. You kidnapped a poor country girl and used her like livestock, draining her blood for your rituals.”

Once again, the Saintess’ power came into play.

A forced miracle—one that suppressed his psychological resistance and another that prevented him from speaking falsehoods.

With this, not only would he be unable to lie, but even keeping secrets was no longer an option.

“Now, I’ll ask again. Who is that woman? Why was she enshrined in the deepest part of the Holy See?”

Silence.

For a moment, he clenched his teeth, desperately trying to resist.

But in the end, his willpower was no match for the miracle’s power.

And then, from his trembling lips, an answer escaped—a shocking revelation.

“She… is the Goddess. She passed away nearly 200 years ago.”

…What the fuck?

The moment I heard those words, my instincts kicked in.

I turned and shouted at the soldiers.

“Everyone, get out of here.”

“Excuse me?”

“I said get the hell out! Don’t stand around, turn around right now and get upstairs, you bastards!!”

This was something that rank-and-file soldiers must never learn.

If word got out, it would lead to a disaster beyond control.

Sensing the sheer danger of this knowledge, I cut off as many ears as possible—only the Saintess and I would hear the rest of this conversation.

“What do you mean? The Goddess should be watching over us from the heavens.”

“She was—until 200 years ago.”

The Holy Pontiff let out a short sigh.

“If you’ve read the scriptures and history books, you’d know that the Goddess would occasionally descend to the human world to deliver divine revelations—choosing the next king, legitimizing a new dynasty, and so on.”

“I know that much. So what?”

“But one day, the Goddess suddenly appeared at the Holy See and made a declaration—she would no longer do any of that.”

Quit?

After all that time, after actively meddling in worldly affairs, she just suddenly had a change of heart?

Or… had she grown disgusted with the filth of the human world?

“She had grown weary of the clergy’s corruption—of their empty praises for her while they secretly pursued wealth and power. 

So she decided to sever ties with us, ensuring that the clergy would lose their influence and that the church would collapse.”

“But she failed.”

“…Yes. The clergy of the time couldn’t accept it. Their entire lives depended on maintaining their positions.”

The Goddess had sought to purge the corrupted religious order through drastic measures.

The clergy, unwilling to lose their status and wealth, had chosen to resist.

It wasn’t hard to piece together what must have happened next.

“So they decided to kill the very deity they worshiped?”

“That was never the intention at first! They only meant to imprison her, to keep her from leaving. But then… things went wrong, and in the end…”

“Crazy bastards.”

A curse escaped my lips without thinking.

These bastards, who had abandoned their faith for greed, had the audacity to strut around calling themselves clergy?

There had to be a limit to hypocrisy and depravity.

And after committing an irreparable atrocity, they realized they were doomed, so they just stuffed the evidence down here?

Meanwhile, outside, they continued to deceive the world, pretending that the Goddess was still alive, fabricating divine revelations?

Even though I hadn’t eaten anything today, I felt like throwing up.

“How is the body still intact? A corpse should have decayed long ago.”

“The Goddess’ body is imbued with a special power. No matter how much time passes, not a single piece of her flesh will wither.”

“Then what about the Saintess’ power? If the Goddess is dead, who has been granting her divine energy?”

“I did.”

The Holy Pontiff pointed to the ritual vessel.

“There are a few secret arts that have been passed down. One of them extracts divine energy from the Goddess’ body and imbues it into the Saintess.”

“W-What? But I heard the voice of the Goddess! I received divine revelations!”

“If we can transfer divine power from the Goddess to a human, do you really think we wouldn’t be able to fake a voice and an apparition?”

“Th-Then… my entire life until now…”

Overwhelmed by the shocking truth, the Saintess’ legs gave out.

I quickly caught her before she collapsed, keeping her from getting hurt.

Wait—then did the same thing happen to the soldiers of the Holy Kingdom?

“You’re the one who gave the soldiers outside those strange abilities, aren’t you?”

“Yes. I granted them the Blessing of Protection and the Blessing of the Warrior. Since I had to bestow them in a hurry, there were side effects—it shattered their minds. But to protect the Holy Kingdom, I had no other choice.”

The Holy Pontiff confessed this without hesitation—then suddenly glared at me.

“Truly monstrous. We had prepared for everything, yet you still made it here in the end. Even the demons of hell would pale in comparison to you wretches!”

“A sore loser throwing a tantrum, huh?”

I had already gathered most of the important information. 

Now, I just needed to shut him up. 

I started looking around for something to use as a gag.

But before I could act, the Holy Pontiff wrenched free from my grip, then suddenly tore through the ropes binding him with brute force.

“Thank you for wasting my time. Thanks to that, I was able to complete the ritual I left unfinished!”

His body began to grotesquely transform.

His wrinkled, aged skin turned a deep, unnatural red. 

His limbs swelled with grotesque muscle.

His eyes bulged out unnaturally, and his already balding head became completely bare.

A demon? 

No… he looked more like a necromancer’s abomination.

Was this another so-called miracle, drawn from the remnants of the Goddess’ power?

“I may not be able to overturn this lost war—but I will have my revenge! I’ll tear you all apart, limb by limb, until there’s nothing left but bloody scraps!!”

Instead of running, I calmly picked up a discarded rocket from the floor, left behind by the soldiers earlier.

“Fire.”

Boom!

A burst of flames erupted—napalm, the kind that doesn’t go out with water.

No matter how enhanced his body was, no matter how much he had transformed, he was still made of flesh and blood. 

Fire would work.

The only question was how long he could withstand it.

“Kraaaagh!! D-Do you really think this is enough to stop me?!”

“Then have six more.”

Boom! Boom! Boom! Boom! Boom! Boom!

After unloading a full barrage, the thing stopped moving.


Looked like he was dead.

“…Phew.”

Brushing aside the charred, reeking remains, I helped the Saintess to her feet and let out a sigh.

How the hell was I supposed to clean up this mess?



 
  
    Chapter 85: Cleaning Up the Aftermath


Let’s start with what can be done right away.

How many people in the Holy Kingdom actually know this secret?

“Is anyone there?”

“You called for me, sir?”

“Bring me those priests we captured earlier. Every single one of them—no exceptions!”

After heading upstairs, I ordered my subordinates to gather the top officials of the Holy Kingdom who had been taken as prisoners. 

Then, one by one, I interrogated them in a way that left no room for denial.

“Do you know what’s hidden down there?”

“I-I don’t! His Holiness never told us anything!”

“Why not? You hold key positions in the Holy Kingdom’s leadership. You’re the Prime Minister, the Foreign Minister, and the Treasury Minister, for God’s sake! And yet you claim ignorance?”

“Our predecessors perished in unfortunate accidents, so we were only filling in temporarily…”

“Please, believe us! We were going to be replaced as soon as the war ended anyway!”

Fortunately, not a single one of them knew anything.

It seemed my previous sabotage of the Holy See had a far greater impact than I had expected. 

They must have been in such a rush to find replacements for the late bishops that they hadn’t had time to share classified information or train successors.

For me, that was the best possible outcome. 

There was no need to silence them.

“That’s enough. Load them into carriages and have them transported back to the homeland. There’s nothing more to extract from them.”

“Understood, sir.”

After sending off my subordinates and the prisoners, I was left alone with my thoughts.

The truth about the Goddess Church—normally, it would have only been shared among the highest ranks. 

But thanks to the series of recent events, that information had ended up being known only to the Holy Pope… and now, no one in the world knew about it anymore.

No one except me and the Saintess.

So… should I reveal this to the public?

Should I expose this wretched, disgraceful truth and let the world realize the original sin of the clergy?

“Ha… damn it.”

To be honest, I wanted to. 

I had never been fond of hiding or deceiving people.

And after centuries of being exploited and lied to, the people deserved to know the truth. 

I had no intention of continuing the deception.

But…

‘Realistically, it’s impossible.’

There are things in this world that can and cannot be done.

And unfortunately, this matter fell into the latter category.

Even if I used all the power, status, and connections at my disposal, it simply wasn’t something I could handle.

“It can’t be helped.”

This time, even if I didn’t like it, I had to be pragmatic.

When I went back downstairs, the Saintess was still in the same place as before—collapsed on the floor, her nun’s habit soaked with tears.

“Saintess.”

“G-Grand Marshal…”

At the sound of my voice, she looked up at me.

Her bloodshot eyes and tear-streaked face carried an unmistakable expression—desperation.

I’d seen that look before, countless times.

People pushed to the very edge, clinging to the last thread of hope.

And really, considering her situation, it wasn’t an unfair comparison.

“W-What am I supposed to do? I’ve lived my whole life as the Saintess. I was taught, told, and trained that I was the Goddess’s representative… But it was all a lie. My entire life was a lie. The faith I believed in, the doctrines I followed—it was all fabricated! I devoted everything to an empty illusion. What was it all for? How could—”

“Calm yourself. You’re too overwhelmed right now.”

I knelt down and wrapped my arms around her. 

Just like Camilla had done for me once, back in the royal palace.

Using my body as her support, I let her lean on me, giving her the chance to steady herself.

“I understand your pain, truly. But no matter how much you cry and grieve, it won’t change anything.”

“…Hic… Hhic…”

I wiped away her tears with my sleeve.

She still didn’t seem to have the strength to stand, so I stayed seated beside her and spoke in a quiet, steady voice.

“I’ve had a similar experience. Back when I served on the Northern Front.”

“…Are you talking about the war with the Empire?”

“That’s right.”

To form a sense of understanding, I recalled those painful memories.

It had been over a year now, but even just thinking about it still made my hatred for the royal family burn anew.

“I was stationed there from the moment I was commissioned as a second lieutenant. Despite the cold, it was a decent place with good superiors and comrades. Then, one day, war broke out just like that.”

A diplomatic catastrophe triggered by the crown prince’s inability to keep his affairs in order.

And from that blunder came a full-scale war between two great powers.

The man responsible lived in luxury in the capital, while the price of his folly was paid by those of us on the front lines.

“We fought for ten long years. No proper leave, no rotations with other units. Nearly a decade spent buried in snow, locked in a desperate struggle. If you failed to kill the enemy, you died instead. If you let your guard down for even a moment, you froze, starved, or perished in some accident. It was a living hell.”

“…That must have been incredibly difficult.”

“No more than what you’ve been through.”

I made sure she understood—we had walked similar paths in life. 

Then, I gently led the conversation toward my main point.

“But through it all, I learned something.”

“And what is that?”

“No matter how horrific the situation, simply wallowing in despair won’t change anything.”

I grasped her shoulders and lowered my gaze, meeting her eyes directly. 

My next words were spoken with firm conviction.

“Saintess. From now on, you must become the heart of the Church.”

“…What?”

“You heard me correctly. You must take the lead in rebuilding the Church and shaping its future.”

At the suggestion that she should become the leader of all Goddess Church followers, her face turned pale.

“M-Me? That’s impossible. I don’t have that kind of ability. All I’ve ever learned is how to heal people. How could I possibly guide the faithful—”

“Whether you like it or not, you must. If you don’t, the entire continent will descend into chaos.”

I knew.

I knew she would never want this.

Even I wasn’t thrilled about it, so how much worse must it be for her—the one most directly affected by the Church’s deception?

But it had to be done.

It wasn’t about preference or desire. If she didn’t take charge, the world would fall apart.

“Saintess. What you witnessed today can never be spoken of to the outside world. Even if you were to reveal the truth, no one would believe you. Worse, they would turn their suspicion and blame onto you instead.”

The Goddess had reigned as an absolute truth for centuries, passed down through countless generations.

Even just two hundred years ago, she was still believed to be active. 

Her deeds were recorded in hundreds of history books and scriptures.

But who would believe it if we suddenly declared that the Goddess was dead?

No matter how much evidence we presented, no one would accept it. 

No, they couldn’t.

This wasn’t a matter of logic—it was a matter of faith and emotion.

The Church reform plan I had painstakingly negotiated with the Empire would be ruined. 

Worse, the entire Church itself could collapse.

With their object of worship gone, people would abandon their faith and search for new beliefs, splintering and fragmenting in all directions.

It would be chaos, reminiscent of the Thirty Years’ War in 17th-century Europe.

And the Saintess herself would be in danger.

That wasn’t the only problem.

If the Goddess was already dead, people would start asking—how did the Saintess receive her divine power?

Even if we tried to explain it away as some secret technique of the Holy See, who would believe us?

Even we, who had heard the truth firsthand, still found it hard to process. 

How could outsiders possibly accept it?

Fanatics might start spreading rumors that the Saintess was being manipulated by demons. 

That the Holy See was innocent, a righteous institution, and that she was attacking it with baseless lies.

And there would definitely be people who believed it—hundreds of thousands, scattered across different nations.

Assassination attempts. 

Vengeance. 

Political upheaval. 

All of it was a real possibility.

In the end, there was only one choice.

We had to bury the truth forever.

Unless we wanted to watch the world burn.

“So please… gather your strength, Saintess. I know you can do this.”

After hearing my reasoning and encouragement, she still sounded uncertain when she asked me:

“…Do you really think so?”

“Of course. And even if you struggle, I’ll be right beside you, supporting you. I’ll make sure you can keep moving forward.”

“And… if I fail?”

“That won’t happen. I’ll be watching over everything to ensure that it doesn’t.”

If she failed, my life, my power, and even the stability of the kingdom would all be at risk.

Whether I liked it or not, I had no choice but to help her.

It wouldn’t take too long to wrap up the war, establish a new Holy See, and restructure the system.

At most, it would take two or three years. 

Until then, I would need to guide and support her as much as possible.

“…Alright. If you say so, Grand Marshal, I’ll do my best.”

Hearing her say that, I felt justified in making such a bold promise. 

But then, she looked at me with teary yet determined eyes.

For some reason, her cheeks flushed, and her expression softened.

…Why?

Anyway, with the battle over and the Holy See firmly under our control, we officially declared our victory.

“The Holy Pope is dead! The Holy Kingdom has finally fallen!”

“This land now belongs to the Kingdom of Ulranor! Anyone who resists our rule will be severely punished—take heed!”

Managing the occupied territories wasn’t difficult.

After ten years of total war, I had plenty of experience.

We appointed capable locals as administrative officials and stationed enough troops to maintain military control.

We also released prisoners, restored public order, and worked to win over the people—all standard procedures.

The internal administration was still in shambles, so this temporary system would stay in place until the kingdom had enough officials and bureaucrats to govern the expanded territory properly.

“Vaden, I’m leaving this place in your hands. You can handle it, right?”


“Of course, sir. Just make sure to send relief forces on time.”

“I’ll have them here within a year—don’t worry.”

With the administration entrusted to my reliable subordinate, we finally set our sights on home.

It was time to put an end to these long, grueling years of war.



 
  
    Chapter 86: Final Cleanup (1)


“Then, we will now proceed with the signing of the peace treaty. Representatives of the Kingdom of Ulranor and the Holy Kingdom of Setnil, please step forward.”

The first major event upon my return home was concluding the war with the Holy Kingdom.

The battles had already ended, but we needed to make it official on paper.

So, we held a grand signing ceremony in the central plaza of the capital.

At the same time, this served as a demonstration to the city’s citizens—proof that we had utterly conquered our enemies.

Unlike the pathetic royal family, we had crushed the foreign invaders with ease and achieved an overwhelming victory.

As I’ve said before, our government was established through a coup.

That meant we needed constant public support, and large-scale events like this helped shape the narrative.

We had to keep justifying why we were the rightful rulers.

“I suppose we’ll have to keep this up until the system is fully reformed.”

Even though the parliament was handling state affairs, the real decision-making power still rested with the Supreme Council for National Reconstruction—an institution that had replaced the central government.

As long as this awkward dual-power structure remained, we had no choice.

The only solution was to overhaul the system by transitioning parliament from a class-based body to a proper elected institution.

Any potential opposition, both domestic and foreign, had already been crushed, so there wouldn’t be any major obstacles.

My plan was simple: gradually strip the Supreme Council of its authority and take over as Prime Minister.

While I was at it, I’d also strip the king of his decision-making powers.

Might as well take this opportunity to establish a proper parliamentary system.

Since the largest (and practically only) political faction in parliament was under my control, governance would be much more efficient that way.

“Here is the treaty. Please review it and sign at the bottom.”

But enough idle thoughts.

As Ulranor’s designated representative, I stepped onto the platform with unwavering confidence.

In stark contrast, the Holy Kingdom’s representative looked like a defeated stray dog.

It was none other than the cardinal of Amas Cathedral—the same old man whose arm I had shattered not too long ago.

Among the prisoners, he was the highest-ranking official left, which meant he had no choice but to take the place of the deceased Holy Pope.

His name was… what was it again? Alio Olio?

Not that it mattered.

“S-So… I just have to sign here?”

“Yes. Review the contents first, then sign your name.”

The cardinal skimmed through the document at a speed that made me doubt whether he was even reading it properly.

Then, without hesitation, he hastily scrawled his signature—clearly desperate to step off the stage as soon as possible.

Once the ceremony was over, he’d have to sit with me for the official portrait.

I wasn’t sure if the old man could endure it, but at least there wouldn’t be a crowd watching. 

Maybe that would make it a little easier on him.

Then came my turn.

I had already reviewed the treaty several times before coming here, but I scanned it once more for good measure.

[Article 1] The representative of the Holy Kingdom of Setnil hereby cedes all governing authority over the entirety of the Holy Kingdom to His Majesty, the King of Ulranor, in full and in perpetuity.

[Article 2] His Majesty, the King of Ulranor, accepts the cession described in the previous article and consents to the complete annexation of the Holy Kingdom into the Kingdom of Ulranor.

[Article 3] The government of the Kingdom of Ulranor shall assume full administrative responsibility over the annexed territories and shall ensure the protection of the persons and properties of the citizens of the former Holy Kingdom, while also striving to improve their welfare.

[Article 4] The government of the Kingdom of Ulranor may, to the extent that circumstances permit, appoint qualified individuals from the former Holy Kingdom to administrative positions within the newly annexed territory, provided they demonstrate loyalty to the new system.

[Article 5] The government of the Kingdom of Ulranor reserves the right to partition or cede portions of the annexed territory for diplomatic purposes. In such cases, the governing authority and obligations over the transferred land shall be delegated to the respective recipient nation.

— (Omitted for brevity) —

[Article 10] This treaty has been duly ratified by His Majesty, the King of Ulranor, and the representatives of the Holy Kingdom. It shall take effect immediately upon its promulgation.

With this, both plenipotentiary representatives hereby affix their signatures in testimony thereof.

Whew.

It was long and complicated, but the summary was simple.

This was Ulranor’s version of the Japan-Korea Annexation Treaty.

Some of the clauses were so similar that I had practically copied them from memory.

With this, the Holy Kingdom was now entirely ours.

Taxes, governance, law enforcement, conscription, and administration—all of it would be under the Kingdom of Ulranor’s strict control.

In the long term, the Holy Kingdom’s population would be fully assimilated.

“Still… we’re better than those priests, aren’t we?”

It might sound like an excuse, but I truly believed that our rule would be better than that of the previous leadership.

Unlike them, we wouldn’t exploit the people through religious manipulation.

Before, the common folk paid not only regular taxes but also a tithe and various religious donations—amounting to nearly 19% of their earnings.

Honestly, it was a miracle they had survived this long.

Even corruption had its limits, but those bastards had none.

“Signing complete.”

“Thank you, Your Excellency.”

With both representatives’ signatures in place, the officiator carefully picked up the document and addressed the crowd.

“Citizens! With this, the land of the Holy Kingdom is now ours! The glorious victory of the Kingdom of Ulranor is officially recorded in history!”

“Waaaaaah!!!”

“Victory to Ulranor! Glory to General Royten!!”

“The land of heretics has fallen! Justice has finally prevailed!!”

“Long live Ulranor! Glory to our great homeland!!”

The cheers were deafening, like the roar of flames.

Fireworks erupted in broad daylight, and celebratory music filled the air.

I could see several people playing trumpet-like instruments, joining in the celebration.

Even the soldiers on guard duty subtly slipped away from their posts, getting swept up in the festive atmosphere.

Everyone was overjoyed by the fact that we had defeated a powerful enemy in an all-out war.

“Well, not everyone…”

Unfortunately, there were those who couldn’t partake in the celebrations on such a joyous day.

Namely, within the royal palace.

In the capital city of Rahator, the royal palace had a separate, hidden chamber designed for the imprisonment of high-ranking criminals.

It was used for those who couldn’t be held in regular prisons, such as key political figures awaiting their punishment. 

Normally, only one or two individuals would be confined there at a time, but recently, an entire family had been locked away.

The family of King Carl VII.

“Sigh…”

The king, gazing through the iron bars, watched the joyful citizens outside.

“Once, this fervor was for me.”

These same people, who would chant praises and beg for his blessings whenever he stepped into the streets.

Now, that fervor was directed at Carolus, the traitor who had imprisoned him and stolen his power.

He felt a deep sense of frustration and injustice, but he couldn’t voice it.

If the guards heard him, they’d undoubtedly shout at him to stop his nonsensical whining.

He had already experienced such reprimands multiple times, and he had no desire to repeat the experience.

“Where did it all go wrong?”

He whispered softly to himself.

Where had things taken a wrong turn, leading him to this miserable state? 

What could he have done differently to avoid such a fate?

Should he not have attempted to flee the kingdom?

No. 

That had been an unavoidable choice. 

When faced with the immediate threat to his life, it was a gamble he had to take.

Looking back now, it was a wrong decision, but even if I could go back, I would have reached the same conclusion.

The fear that he and his family had felt was immense.

But more than that, he should have prevented the external factors from causing the downfall.

“Royten.”

Carolus von Royten.

From the moment that man began to make a name for himself, I should have been more cautious.

It was a mistake to leave him at the Northern Front just because he fought well.

For ten years, he had been stationed in the same unit, and that gave him the freedom to act on his own.

If only I had prevented a single general from gaining excessive fame and building up his own influence by controlling the battlefield, the rebellion wouldn’t have happened.

If I had reassigned him to another front or position, I could have neutralized his power, and the revolt would never have started.

‘I could have recruited him to our side.’

He was a soldier who had dedicated his life to the country, enduring harsh conditions and hardships.

If only I had given him a substantial reward earlier and made him one of my own, how much better would it have been?

With just a little thought, I could have found a way to either utilize him or neutralize him.

Why had I been so foolish, sitting idle and bringing about my own downfall?

‘No, at least if it weren’t for that damned tiara.’

Damn.

If only we hadn’t indulged in such luxuries.

When the queen insisted on flaunting her status in high society, I should have rejected it firmly, and we could have avoided the situation.

But instead, I gave in, and in the process, I cut the military budget to buy those damn jewels, and as a result, Carolus and the Northern Army revolted.

Their actions came from the anger of feeling betrayed by the loss of the frontlines they had fought so desperately to protect.

Had it not been for that, they would have continued serving as they always had.

Bang bang!

“Your Majesty, we are entering!”

Caught in the endless spiral of regret and lament, I was jolted back to reality by a loud knocking on the door.

The lock was roughly undone, and a group of grim-faced soldiers burst into the room.

“What’s going on?”

“It is Your Excellency’s command. The Crown Prince is to be escorted to the Empire. We have been ordered to bring him.”

The soldiers didn’t even use proper titles, speaking in a way that clearly showed they viewed the Crown Prince as nothing more than a nuisance.

The Queen, still in denial, could barely comprehend the situation.

“W-What do you mean by that?! No! How dare you take my son away?!”

“Step aside.”


Whether she screamed or clutched at their legs, the soldiers simply handcuffed the Crown Prince and dragged him away.

Watching the scene unfold, the king immediately sensed what was happening.

“This is the end.”

He realized that their time was running out.



 
  
    Chapter 87: Final Cleanup (2)


As soon as the treaty ceremony was over, we immediately began preparing the delegation to negotiate with the Empire.

It wasn’t a difficult task. 

We had already made preparations in advance.

In fact, we essentially recycled the previous appointments, just swapping out the foolish aristocrats and royal faction members.

I, who had been the ambassador before, was chosen as the head of the delegation, and from the members of parliament, I selected the smartest of them to be my deputy. 

I also brought in a few skilled experts from the Ministry of Foreign Affairs.

“Good luck, Your Excellency. We’ll see you soon.”

“I’ll be back soon, Camilla.”

Just a few days later, our delegation was formed and received an overwhelming welcome from the capital’s citizens, as we set off on our journey.

The thought of finally ending this exhausting total war system filled everyone with energy.

They couldn’t hide their joy—humming, making jokes, and enjoying the moment. It was hard to believe they were heading to the enemy’s land.

“General Royten? Where are we going now?”

Ah, I shouldn’t say everyone.

There was one exception.

Our miserable Crown Prince, who had been bedridden since being castrated.

When he was brought for transport, he had been unconscious, so he hadn’t heard where we were headed.

Since he was locked in a carriage with no view of the outside, he probably still had no idea of our destination. He was clearly anxious.

“We’re taking you to a nice place, Your Highness. There’s a healing hot spring near the eastern border that’s good for wounds.”

I decided not to tell him the full truth.

It would be boring if he realized it too soon.

He’d made me suffer for so long, so I thought I might as well string him along a little longer.

Even death row inmates are given a good meal and some comfort before they go, right? It’s something like that.

“Is that really true? Then why did my mother send me off with tears in her eyes…?”

“Perhaps she thought it was best to send her injured child far away.”

It was a bit absurd that he believed it so blindly, even after I, the one who destroyed his manhood, told him that.

Was he naive, or just stupid? 

Did losing his testicles also cost him his ability to think critically?

“Then why am I being locked in this prison-like carriage?”

“Because, Your Highness, there are many people in the kingdom who dislike you. If something were to happen to you during the journey, it would be a huge disaster.”

Well, not everything I said was a lie. 

A bit of truth mixed in helps build trust, doesn’t it?

It was true that there were a lot of people in the kingdom who were eager to kill the prince right now.

At the very least, our revolutionary army, along with the families of high-ranking officers and others affected, would probably amount to several hundred thousand people across the country.

As the precious hostage and sacrificial figure, I couldn’t allow any harm to come to him, so we were protecting him this way.

“I understand. I will leave it to you until we arrive.”

“Of course, Your Highness.”

As the delegation shared a laugh at the absurdity of the situation, we continued on without interference.

Perhaps it was because of the executions of Duke Barelmud and other high-ranking nobles, but there was no one daring to make trouble.

In these times, defying the government would likely result in more than just the destruction of a family.

If you valued your life, you would stay quiet and open the roads for us.

“Is that the direction to Count Helgoland’s territory?”

“Yes. According to the map, we should be about 60 miles away.”

“At this rate, we should arrive in two days.”

Though, in the long run, all of them would be purged anyway.

There was no reason to let the festering tumors of a nation rotting with aristocracy and privilege remain. 

If left unchecked, they would eventually undermine our leadership.

Only those who are truly reformed and cooperative would be spared. The rest… well, their heads would roll.

“Your Excellency, it seems the Empire is coming to greet us.”

“We haven’t even crossed the border yet? That was quick news.”

“Seems like they’re anxious, don’t you think? Their nemesis is finally captured.”

After traveling back and forth between the well-paved roads and dirt paths, we finally arrived at the grand capital of the Empire, Orléans.

“It’s been a while, Your Excellency.”

“Indeed. It’s been quite some time.”

We were welcomed into the Empire with the kingdom’s flag proudly displayed, greeted by the Emperor and his entourage.

Perhaps because the atmosphere between the two nations had somewhat thawed due to the ceasefire, they were now welcoming us publicly.

“Quite a crowd here. I trust the people I asked for are with you?”

With the Emperor speaking in a tone reminiscent of a child awaiting a gift, I smiled and responded willingly.

“Of course. Bring the black box!”

“Understood, Your Excellency!”

The porter, straining with effort, lowered a large chest to the ground. 

He unlocked the padlock and opened the lid.

Inside was a head—preserved in salt—belonging to one of the traitors who had been executed during the recent purge.

“These are the remains of the accomplices involved in the unfortunate events at the imperial palace. Please, have a look.”

“No living ones, then? I would have preferred to kill them myself if possible.”

“Unfortunately, there are none. The kingdom’s politics have been such a mess that there wasn’t time to distinguish them before we took action.”

Upon returning home, I immediately lost my mind, and without a second thought, carried out public executions. 

I had no interest in separating these fools for execution based on their past actions.

They weren’t people of any particular talent or merit, so there was no reason to spare them.

Only after killing them did I search for clues and testimonies to identify who was truly involved.

“But don’t worry, I made sure to save the ringleader. Please, forgive me for that.”

Saying this, I opened the door of the carriage.

It was a mobile prison—completely soundproof, offering no light, designed to hold just one person.

“Ugh, General? We’ve finally arrived… huh?”

The Crown Prince, who had been slumped over, suddenly stood up when the surroundings brightened. 

He rubbed his eyes and, after a moment of confusion, realized who was standing before him. 

His face turned pale.

“I haven’t forgotten you for the past ten years, no—eleven. Every day, I wondered what kind of pain I could make you suffer. I spent both day and night thinking about how I would make you pay for your sins.”

“General! What is this?! You said we were going to the hot springs for healing—”

“Finally, today, my concerns will bear fruit.”

Without a chance to resist, the Crown Prince had a gag shoved into his mouth.

Bound at every limb, he was dragged through the dirt, yet he desperately looked up at me.

His eyes, pleading for help, begged—Are you really going to let a royal be dragged away like this?

I kneeled before him and gave a simple reply.

“You fool. Did you actually believe that?”

What made you think I’d send you somewhere nice? 

How dare you make advances on my future wife?

The despair in the Crown Prince’s eyes was almost enjoyable to watch. 

It reminded me of a traitor being punished—like a captured slave.

Come to think of it, that wasn’t too far off the mark.

A man who had lived his whole life in luxury was now reduced to nothing—losing both his family and home, now a mere prisoner.

“Thank you. Thanks to you, I can finally avenge my daughter.”

“If possible, take your time. Make it long and painful. After all, how many people have died because of that bastard? He should pay for all of it.”

“That’s excellent advice. I’ll keep it in mind.”

Looking at Louis XVI’s expression, I suspected he’d likely die after enduring hundreds of torturous experiences.

Well, we welcomed that, of course.

It was a pity that magic capable of recording and preserving such moments didn’t exist yet.

If it did, I would have made sure to capture the Crown Prince’s suffering and made our king watch it on a 24-hour loop.

“Let’s stop talking about this useless fool and head inside. Surely we have plenty of other things to discuss?”

“Indeed.”

With that, the Emperor, having sent the Crown Prince off to his prison, gestured for us to come inside.

This long and bitter relationship, all stemming from one person’s foolishness, was finally coming to an end.

As for the borders, we agreed to maintain the status quo, returning to the pre-war conditions.

Except for the territories that had been ceded.

“Agreed. That should be the most efficient for our country. However, leave Mount Athos. Neither of our nations originally owned it, yet it was captured by your kingdom.”

“And what about the lakes in the Talanian Mountains to the east?”

Territory.

“The kingdom started this war, so surely we have a moral responsibility to pay for it, don’t you think?”

“Though there is an appropriate amount for reparations. This seems too much, though—four times the annual budget…”

“Four million! This is all we can pay with our country’s current situation, so bear that in mind!”

Reparations.

“War criminals… Well, it seems like we should exchange them. Do you have anyone we could trade?”

“Let’s exchange them one-to-one, but adjust the value depending on their rank.”

The conversation extended to dealing with war criminals.

The representatives from both countries engaged in heated debates on all sorts of issues, each fighting to protect their own interests and extract as much as they could from the other.

While the general boundaries and interests had already been agreed upon beforehand, the details were another matter entirely.

Needless to say, the fierce political maneuvering and subtle games of one-upmanship were inevitable.

“–So, what do you think?”


But that wasn’t the real issue at hand.

The Emperor and I were discussing something far more significant.

“Do you have any intention of overthrowing Carl and founding a new dynasty?”

It was, in fact, about the change of dynasties.



 
  
    Chapter 88: The Invitation


“Please bring the coffee.”

“Yes, Your Excellency.”

In the royal palace’s reception room, just the two of us sat face to face. 

While enjoying some light refreshments, the Emperor and I began a conversation no one else was meant to hear.

“First… the war has finally ended. It has truly been a long time.”

“Indeed. And in that time, I’ve grown old without even getting married.”

It had been a war of vengeance, one that had to happen. 

Even so, it had dragged on far too long.

Both the Empire and our kingdom were so powerful that we exhausted endless resources and manpower, leading to a prolonged war that drained our national strength.

The price for this was paid by everyone, except for King Carl VII’s family.

The soldiers lost their lives, the common folk their wealth and families, the Empire’s nobility their taxes and private soldiers, and the Emperor his family’s honor and happiness.

Though the losses varied in type and scale, so many had lost so much.

“Now, rather than being tied to the past, we should focus on the future.”

Louis XVI, who had briefly been lost in a nostalgic look, soon turned his gaze back to me.

“What are your plans once you return to your country?”

“Well, I plan to step down from active service.”

I had already made this decision when I assigned Vaden to replace me as the commander of the front lines. 

It was time for me to move away from fieldwork.

Ten years in the North and one in the center—I had endured eleven years of tough work. 

It was time for a break and to handle overarching responsibilities.

Once Vaden returns, I’ll pass on the command of the central army to him. 

And once General Alfred von Albrecht retires, I plan to take the position of Supreme Commander.

As long as I hold control over personnel decisions, managing the troops will be no problem.

“I want to focus more on politics now.”

Once the parliament is reformed, I will form a cabinet and take the position of Prime Minister to finish the reforms of the kingdom.

There are policies suggested by Camilla and others that were accepted but not yet implemented. 

Now, with no political obstacles or factions to stop me, I can carry them out without hindrance. 

The days of wasting time and energy on aristocratic factions and political games are over.

Since the plans are large and far-reaching, I don’t expect them to be completed in just a year or two.

There are also tasks such as recovering from the domestic war damages, rebuilding the Holy Kingdom, and securing control, so in total, it might take at least ten years… or maybe fifteen.

But I have no doubt I’ll be able to maintain power during that time. 

It’ll be easier than managing both military and administrative responsibilities alone, like I’m doing now.

As I explained, the Emperor’s gaze grew more complex.

“So, what about after everything is over? Once all the duties are done, what will you do next?”

“I haven’t thought it through yet. Perhaps I’ll step down from the position of Prime Minister?”

Once there’s no more need for the title, I’m willing to hand it over to my successor.

But in return, I’ll use the network and influence I’ve built to operate behind the scenes.

After all, in a parliamentary system, the Prime Minister’s position isn’t as crucial. 

With the support of a faction and its leaders, it wouldn’t be hard to manipulate the Prime Minister or any political figure as I see fit.

The political system in Japan on Earth runs in a similar way.

For someone in my position, it’s the perfect political strategy. 

It may seem like shadow politics, but it’s an ideal approach if you’re looking to keep the real power in your hands.

“…And when you get older, you’ll pass the power to your successor, right?”

“Yes. Is there a problem with that?”

At my answer, the Emperor sighed deeply.

His reaction seemed to be a mix of frustration, regret, and concern.

“Whether that successor is one of your subordinates or a descendant, I don’t think it’s the wisest choice.”

“What do you mean?”

“You’ve left the potential risk unaddressed.”

The Emperor pointed to the crown on his head.

“Do you really think the Liudolf dynasty will let you peacefully complete the transfer of power? The ones who lost their crown prince and were oppressed because of you?”

“Even if they hate me, what can they do? I’ve already stripped them of all their power. They can’t legally interfere with politics anymore.”

“Of course, that’s true for now. But what about later? After you retire, can you guarantee that this will remain unchanged for decades?”

I couldn’t refute that.

The Emperor’s words made a lot of sense.

“The future is unpredictable. One day, there may be an idiot who wants to return power to the royal family. Of course, once they regain power, they’ll seek revenge for the past.”

“So, what should I do?”

The Emperor jabbed his finger into my chest and declared:

“It’s simple. You need to become the monarch.”

“What?”

“Did you not understand? Let me explain again. You must remove the Liudolf dynasty and establish a new dynasty.”

“No, I understand what you mean.”

I heard the words clearly, but it was so shocking that I couldn’t respond properly at first.

“Do you really think people will accept me on the throne? How can a man of humble origins, who ousted a family that had ruled for centuries, be allowed to govern the kingdom?”

“Why not? You’re a hero. A war hero with immense accomplishments.”

The Emperor raised his hand and began to count on his fingers, one by one.

“You held the snowy fields, prevented the collapse of the western front, suppressed the rebel forces, crushed the greedy aristocrats, purged the clergy, and even conquered two nations, incorporating them into your kingdom.”

“You’ve accomplished feats that rival those of the founding emperor of our United Empire. Who would dare oppose you? If you say you want the throne, people will bring it to you willingly.”

Had I really achieved that much?

Looking back, I did a lot.

I fought for political influence, gained the people’s trust, and stirred up various sectors.

But taking the throne never crossed my mind.

I was always a commoner at heart, and such grand ideas never reached my mind.

“And you see, Your ascension to the throne is not just for you, but for the future of the entire kingdom.”

The Emperor seemed intent on delivering the final blow to my wavering thoughts. 

He continued to try to sway me with his words.

“…What do you mean by that?”

“What will the Liudolf dynasty do once they regain power? Naturally, they will destroy the current system. They’ll erase all the accomplishments built by the traitors and rebels, and they’ll try to return the kingdom to its old state.”

One of the classic methods for a new power to establish itself is to negate the old regime.

They’ll label the previous system and its laws as flawed and inefficient, to build their own “accomplishments” by destroying it.

I destroyed the feudal system and implemented a constitutional monarchy/parliamentary system, but the royal family would want to reverse that.

“I’m an outsider, so I don’t know exactly, but I’ve heard that you’ve made reforms in many areas—administration, taxes, religion, the entire social structure.”

“Do you really want to return the country you and your subordinates worked so hard to build to the pitiful past?”

Louis XVI was pointing this out to me—saying that if I didn’t want all that I had done and would continue to do to go to waste, I had to make a wise decision.

“Think of the future of your loved ones and family. If the royal family is revived, the first targets of their revenge will be your subordinates and family.”

“Are you telling me to consider the safety of my family?”

“You’re a man too. You’d want to get married, have children, and raise them well. Then, you must remove any potential threats to your children beforehand.”

I fell silent for a moment, drinking cup after cup of coffee, trying to sort through the complex thoughts swirling in my mind.

The Liudolf dynasty would inevitably become a threat if left alone.

But to remove that threat, I would have to take the crown.

That meant bearing the heavy burden of being the ruler of the nation and its people for the rest of my life.

What was the right choice for our future?

“…What’s the reason you’re telling me all this? I’m nothing but an enemy general from a rival nation.”

“I like you. You’re capable and loyal, just like I was in my youth. You lack a little in decisiveness, but…”

At my question, the Emperor shrugged casually.

“And also, I don’t want to deal with those Liudolf bastards. To be honest, this is my true intention. If you ascend to the throne, you won’t have to continue interacting with those vermin who ruined my daughter’s life.”

When the Emperor indirectly promised support for my ascension, I couldn’t help but let out a bitter smile.

It seemed that I was trusted more by the Emperor of the enemy kingdom than by the king of my own country. 

I couldn’t bring myself to feel good about that.

“Hah…”

I took a deep breath to clear the air and calm myself.

I had considered this countless times, and I knew that the only answer I could give at this moment was already decided.

“Thank you for your offer, Your Excellency. But I’m afraid I can’t give you an answer right now.”

This wasn’t a decision I could make alone. 

There were too many people involved in this. 

At the very least, I needed to consult with others and gather opinions before making a final choice.

“That’s fine. Take your time to think it over, and send your answer through the envoy later.”

Huh? He accepted that far too easily.

“Why the sudden change?”

“I thought you might give me a definite answer right here and now.”

“How could I be so rude to a guest from a foreign country?”

The Emperor smiled subtly, his expression filled with hidden meaning.

“Regardless, even if I don’t press you, there will be plenty of people in Ulranor who will do it for me.”

“What does that mean?”

What is he talking about?

Meanwhile, back in the kingdom…


“So, if it becomes an Empire, the monarch’s consorts can number up to three, is that correct?”

“Yes. That removes the reason for any rank-based infighting among us.”

“Then, if we each take the first and second wives’ positions, we can keep the others in check…”

The future wives were conspiring (in a double-meaning way).



 
  
    Chapter 89: The Saintess Is Vulgar


The Saintess. The Goddess’s appointed representative on earth.

But in reality, she was nothing more than a fabricated symbol of faith, created by the Holy See.

Just like her twisted identity, her life was filled with hardship and suffering.

“From today onward, this will be your home.”

“Your only family from now on is the Goddess. Forget your worldly life—it is meaningless.”

“A name? You must abandon it. The Goddess’s representative should not have a personal identity.”

“You will read and memorize the scriptures four times a day. There will be weekly tests, and if you slack off, you will be punished.”

At the age of four or five, before she even had the chance to form her own sense of self, she was taken to the Holy See.

Torn away from her family, she was forced to live among adults, some decades older than her.

Her daily life consisted of near-abusive, relentless training.

She had no name. 

No identity. 

Only obedience, prayer, and faith.

“You want to play in the garden? Where did you learn such wicked thoughts?! Go back to your room immediately!”

“The Saintess exists to serve His Holiness. If you are to fulfill your duty, you must never neglect your studies, even for a moment.”

“Engrain faith and obedience deep into your mind. No matter the situation, you must submit and follow orders.”

This was not proper education—it was systematic abuse.

Even by medieval fantasy standards, let alone the 21st century.

A child raised without friends, forced to absorb only theology and doctrine—it was nothing short of unnatural.

Yet, the Saintess accepted everything without complaint. 

She had no choice but to accept it.

A lifetime of suppression and control had left her incapable of even considering rebellion.

She had grown used to it.

Her mind had been shackled for so long that resistance no longer seemed possible.

And even when she did attempt to resist, nothing ever changed. 

The environment around her was unyielding, merciless.

A few days of beatings and confinement were all it took to break her fragile will.

“From now on, you will tend to the sick directly. Always remember to smile when you do so.”

“His Holiness requires your blood. Offer your arm and hold still. It will be over soon, just endure it.”

“Such pure divine power… To think all our training—ahem, I mean, teachings—have borne fruit.”

By the time she reached adulthood, even her blood was harvested like that of livestock.

Enduring both physical and emotional suffering, the Saintess prayed desperately every single day.

“Please, save me. I can’t live like this anymore. If I am truly your chosen representative, then shouldn’t you help me?”

Desperate for salvation, she clung to the faith she had been taught her entire life.

She prayed to the Goddess she had believed in so fervently, hoping for an answer.

But no matter how desperately she pleaded, the response she longed for never came.

In the end, abandoned even by her god, the Saintess turned to find her own path to salvation.

And yet, was it fate’s cruel joke?

Because just at that moment, salvation found her instead.

And it came in the form of a soldier from the Kingdom.

“Um… Could you help me? You don’t seem to be from the Holy Kingdom.”

Her first meeting with him was, admittedly, a bit embarrassing—what with her lower half stuck in a wall and all.

But that didn’t change the fact that Carolus was, in every way, an ideal figure for her.

His appearance, his personality, his abilities—everything.

It was enough that he had saved her from the hellish Holy See, but to also be such a captivating person?

And on top of that, he even promised to help her get revenge. 

How could she not fall for him?

Her gratitude, however, soon blossomed into something deeper.

All because of the events that followed.

“There are several ancient techniques passed down in the Holy Kingdom. One of them involves extracting divine power from the body of a god and implanting it into the Saintess.”

During the war, when the Holy Pope revealed the truth to her, she had nearly lost her mind.

But just before she could break, Carolus had held her in his arms.

He comforted her.

He told her he would help her.

That he would stay by her side and support her until the very end.

Not the false Goddess, who had abandoned her after bestowing divine power.

Not the Holy See, who had used her like a golden goose.

Carolus was the only one who had given her the comfort she had been denied all her life.

For the first time in her twenty-something years of pain, she had heard words of genuine encouragement and support.

And to a girl who had spent her whole life crying out in agony, those words were sweeter than anything she had ever known.

“Your Excellency… No, Carolus. My savior.”

Providence exists for those who cannot live without it.

And for a Saintess who had lost the god she once served, she needed something new to cling to.

And conveniently, the perfect pillar of faith was standing right in front of her.

“From now on, I will serve you.”

Her emotions changed in an instant.

From admiration to affection.

From affection to devotion.

From devotion to faith and worship.

The Saintess, reborn not as a follower of the Goddess but as a disciple of Carolus, vowed to serve and assist him in any way she could for the rest of her life.

Politics, governance, diplomacy—it didn’t matter. 

Whatever she could do, she would do it to support him.

If it was for Carolus, she would gladly give up even her own life.

And if he desired it… even her chastity.

Well, that part was more of a personal wish.

“Adultery is a sin for a married man, but before marriage, it’s fine, isn’t it?”

She knew about Carolus’s relationship with Viscountess Arschach.

She was well aware that they were practically a married couple and that a formal wedding was being planned.

She had heard Carolus mention her name numerous times while they were together—how could she not know?

But she had no intention of interfering. 

She didn’t want to break apart a loving relationship or become the cause of discord.

However… a brief moment of indulgence should be fine, right?

“He’s a man too. He should experience something different at least once.”

She was confident in her looks and body.

Where else could you find someone whose chest was bigger than their head?

Carolus was into large breasts, so he surely wouldn’t dislike it.

Like the heroines of the erotic novels she had discovered after coming to the kingdom, she wanted to experience something ecstatic as well.

She didn’t even expect much.

Being a fleeting lover, even just once, would be enough.

To ease the stress and pent-up desires accumulated during the war.

If she could take in his passion and bear his seed, that alone would satisfy her.

And if a child were to be born…

She’d simply claim it was a miraculous virgin birth.

After all, as the Saintess, her word carried divine authority—who would dare question it?

“Hehe.”

For someone who had never encountered the concept of lust until adulthood, her thoughts had become utterly depraved.

“This vulgar wench dares to challenge my position?”

Unfortunately (or perhaps fortunately?), her ambitions had already been detected by her competition.

Meanwhile…

“For fuck’s sake. Why the hell is the Saintess—no, why is she here?”

Lately, Camilla von Arschach had been in an absolutely foul mood.

Everything was going well. Her relationship with her future husband was stable, and she was enjoying success in politics.

But there was one thing that troubled her.

Another woman.

“It was already hard enough dealing with all those other women, but this is just ridiculous!”

Because the man she loved was too competent, women swarmed around him like flies.

Some saw getting close to him as a way to completely change their lives—if not as a wife, then at least as a mistress or lover.

And the range of suitors was vast.

Merchant daughters, noblewomen from families that had survived the purges, distant members of the royal family—every single household that thought they had a chance was eagerly waiting for an opportunity.

Still, she had managed to handle it.

Using her position as both a noble family head and Carolus’s future wife, she had shut them all down one by one.

Since most of them were just after wealth and power, it had been easy to deal with. 

Carolus himself wasn’t interested in them, which made things even simpler.

But this time was different.

Because now, her opponent was none other than the Saintess.

“If I take away her family background… do I have anything left where I’m superior?”

Status? 

A mere viscountess could never compare to the Goddess’s chosen representative.

Appearance? Both of them were in the absolute top tier—so that was a tie.

Skills? 

The Saintess was the foundation of the government’s legitimacy. 

Her very existence provided religious and political stability.

And finally, breasts.

Camilla had always taken pride in her large chest… but her opponent was on another level entirely.

How the hell was she supposed to compete with those massive divine orbs?!

If she was being honest with herself, she could only claim an advantage in wealth and political connections.

As both a political partner and a woman, she was being completely outmatched.

“And worst of all… she’s just as serious about him as I am.”

Even from the perspective of a romantic rival, Camilla had to admit—the Saintess’s feelings were genuine.

That level of devotion? 

That level of insanity?

It was impossible unless she was truly in love.

Because no sane woman would ever come up with the idea of having an affair before he was even married unless she was completely smitten.

“…In that case.”

After much deliberation, Camilla made a decision.

If she couldn’t win against her…

She might as well join her.

A Few Days Later

“Did you call for me, Viscountess?”

“I thought we could have some tea together, Saintess. There are some things I’d like to discuss with you personally.”

One day, after an ordinary parliamentary meeting, Camilla invited the Saintess to her mansion for tea.

The conversation remained pleasant as they exchanged casual talk. 

Several cups of tea were emptied, and just as the atmosphere had relaxed…

Camilla cut straight to the point.

“Saintess.”

“Yes?”

“Do you love His Excellency?”

“Of course.”

No hesitation. 

No moment of doubt.

Her response was immediate, leaving no room for misinterpretation.

Camilla clicked her tongue internally.

And then, she made her proposal.


“Then let’s split him.”

Not literally, of course.

She meant sharing the title of official wife.

“I’ll take the position of First Wife, so instead of sneaking around with some illicit affair, just become the Second Wife.”



 
  
    Chapter 90: Ascension to the throne is not a choice.


According to the general common sense and morality of this world, one person is not allowed to have more than one spouse.

Of course, remarriage after an unavoidable death or divorce is not an issue.

What is not allowed is having multiple spouses at the same time.

This was a universal rule not only in the Kingdom of Ulranor and the Federated Empire but also in the distant Daiching Empire.

However, there was only one exception in the world.

A single being to whom this rule did not apply.

“The Emperor of the Empire.”

“You mean the Emperor? As far as I know, Louis XVI only had one wife.”

“That was just his personal preference. If he had wanted to, he could have had more.”

An empire is a nation that rules over multiple kingdoms and vassal states.

It was only natural that the ruler of such a country was treated as a being beyond ordinary monarchs.

Among the few individuals who held power across the entire continent, how could they be expected to enjoy only the same rights as common men?

Unlike others who formed harems in the form of concubines or mistresses, the Emperor had the right to officially take multiple wives.

A certain great emperor of a long-destroyed empire was said to have had more than 500 wives.

Of course, that was no longer possible in modern times.

With the spread of the Goddess Church, excessive indulgence in women had become taboo.

However, the fact remained that emperors were still relatively free from restrictions on the number of their wives.

And Camilla saw an opportunity in that fact.

“The scriptures say that the Goddess once blessed a simultaneous marriage between three partners.

Using that passage as justification, the clergy have long insisted that the Emperor should not take more than three wives.”

“I think I remember reading that as well.”

Although there would undoubtedly be implicit hierarchy and status differences, the wives would be officially treated as equals.

There would be no need to fight and compete for the position of the main wife—each would secure a place by Carolus’ side.

There would be no unnecessary waste of time and emotions trying to push each other out.

While it might be regrettable that no one could monopolize him entirely, it was still better than losing everything in the struggle.

For those who were hopelessly in love, this was the most rational compromise they could reach.

“So, we will enthrone Your Excellency as Emperor, and together, we will support you as your wives. What do you think? Do you have any intention of accepting?”

After listening to Camilla’s passionate argument, the Saint took a sip of her tea and asked her.

“Viscountess, may I ask you two questions?”

“Please, go ahead.”

“If things go as you suggest and we each secure a position, there would still be one more open spot for a wife.

What do you intend to do about that?”

At this, Camilla scoffed and answered.

“The women who will stay by Your Excellency’s side… wouldn’t one on each side be more than enough? That’s how I see it.”

Carolus’ stamina and time were limited, and one business partner was sufficient.

And now they were supposed to bring in another woman to divide his attention and affection? 

Only a fool would agree to such a thing.

Unless Carolus himself personally brought in another wife, she would never acknowledge it.

Even if he did, she still wouldn’t want to accept it.

“I asked something unnecessary, didn’t I? I should have known you already had a plan.”

“Not at all. Since we love the same person, it’s only natural to have concerns.”

The same applied to the Saint.

She had only just escaped the status of a mistress and finally gained the opportunity to become a legitimate wife.

There was no room in her heart to accommodate others.

No matter how kind-hearted she was by nature, she did not possess the generosity to extend kindness to a romantic rival.

If some vixen came crawling in, she would sooner lash out in outrage.

“Then, I have another question… How exactly do you plan to enthrone His Excellency as Emperor?”

“How to make him ascend to the throne?”

“This country has been a kingdom for hundreds of years. To elevate its status, there needs to be a proper justification or foundation for it, right?”

At the core of this idea was the method by which Carolus would establish an empire and claim the throne.

It was, of course, an immense challenge—one far beyond the ability of even a powerful politician and the representative of the Goddess Church working together.

However, Camilla had already finished calculating the answer long ago.

“We already have more than enough justification, don’t we? After conquering two nations and vastly expanding our territory, there’s no shortage of reasons. At this point, our country is even larger than the Federated Empire.”

History was full of empires that had been declared with far weaker positions and conditions.

If even such rulers were recognized as emperors, then what was stopping Carolus?

The Kingdom of Ulranor had originally started as a small vassal state, making it difficult for it to ascend beyond a kingdom.

But no such restrictions applied to Carolus.

He could proclaim his imperial rule as he pleased.

“And besides…”

She smiled and pointed towards the location of the parliament.

“If we ask for their support in Your Excellency’s ascension, do you have any idea how many people would eagerly roll up their sleeves and step forward?”

As expected, Camilla and Louis XVI’s predictions were spot on.

“So, we’re going to put a crown on our commander’s head? And take it from that bastard king?”

“Do you have any objections?”

“Where can I buy a ticket to the coronation?”

Whether they were allies, subordinates, or superiors, everyone who served Carolus shared the same underlying concern.

The fear that this peace, this governance, and this system they had painstakingly built might not last in the long run.

It wasn’t just about the natural shifts in policy or the transfer of power due to aging. 

Those were ordinary occurrences in any organization.

As the Emperor had pointed out, the real fear was that the system they had barely managed to establish might crumble in the near future.

“Leaving that useless royal family in place always made me uneasy. It wouldn’t be a bad idea to get rid of them altogether.”

“It’s not like our Excellency would suddenly reveal some hidden tyrannical ambitions just because he became king.”

“If we improve the royal bloodline and maintain the current political structure… that sounds reasonable.”

“If the dynasty changes, does that mean we can lop off the deposed king’s head?”

Ulranor was only just now beginning to establish the foundations and customs of a constitutional monarchy.

Measures were being put in place to prevent another idiot king from ruining both foreign relations and domestic affairs.

But if Carolus were to leave?

What if, after Carl VII’s death, some power-hungry tyrant took the throne?

This already fragile nation would completely collapse into ruin.

There was no way they wouldn’t be worried.

“About this coronation plan… Has Carolus agreed to it?”

“I haven’t even mentioned it to him yet. I was planning to bring it up once he returns from the postwar negotiations.”

“If persuasion is needed, let us know. We’ll do everything we can to help.”

But if Carolus were to ascend the throne, everything would change.

There was no way a ruler would suddenly overturn all the achievements he had worked so hard to build.

He would likely even issue a directive for future generations to uphold them.

With a capable monarch in place, the country would gain both stability and continuity.

Future rulers would be the descendants of a respected commander, ensuring long-term loyalty from their vassals.

And above all, it would be an empire.

Not just a kingdom, but a nation ruled by an emperor, elevating its prestige even further.

With nothing but advantages and no downsides, there was no reason anyone would oppose it.

“So, what do we prepare first… Do we still have any royalist military units left?”

Some of the deployed divisions are likely still loyal to the royalists. 

From what I know, there are at least two in the west and some stationed on the front lines.”

“Can the Central Army handle them?”

“It won’t be difficult. However, I’d prefer to avoid any unnecessary bloodshed among our own forces. It would be best to take preventive measures in advance—such as dismissing their commanders.”

“I’ll send the orders immediately.”

With widespread consensus reached, actions followed swiftly.

Those who were determined to make sure Carolus would be addressed as His Majesty wasted no time in making preparations.

The first step was to eliminate the remaining obstacles.

The last remnants of royalist military power were dismantled, leaving no room for resistance.

At best, the opposition would only be able to voice their complaints, but in the end, they would have no choice but to accept reality.

“Should we craft a new throne? I don’t like the idea of using the old one.”

“I’ll take care of that. I’ve already arranged for artisans to make thrones for the Empresses as well.”

“Then we’ll handle the construction of the coronation hall and event preparations.”

“How about making an official seal for His Excellency to use for approvals?”

“Let’s wait until he returns to discuss that. It wouldn’t be right for us to prepare his personal seal without his input.”

In addition to preemptively crafting all the necessary ceremonial items and furniture, they secured a location and set the schedule for the event.

“Just don’t make it too extravagant. Considering the justification we used for the coup, we need to be mindful. If we overindulge in luxury after overthrowing the previous regime for its extravagance, what will the people think?”

“Of course. There’s no need to worry about that.”

Finally, they made appropriate budget adjustments to maintain a good public image.

With everything in place, all that remained was for Carolus to return and take his seat.

Thus, when he finally arrived.

“It’s been a while, everyone. The Empire has made me a rather strange offer… They want me to take the throne and establish a new dynasty—”

“His Excellency wants to be our ruler!!”


“Bring forth the crown and scepter at once!!”

“Long live the Emperor!!”

Before Carolus could even finish voicing his concerns, his subordinates, without listening, forced him into coronation robes and placed a crown on his head.

It was only natural that they would kidnap him into becoming Emperor.



 
  
    Chapter 91: The Coronation


“Bring the facial toner and powder! And a perfectly polished mirror too!”

“There’s less than two hours until the coronation! We need to finish preparing and head out!”

“Can’t you see we’re getting His Excellency ready?! We’ll send him out as soon as we’re done, so be patient!!”

Servants rushed around, carrying various items in their hands.

Experts who had spent their lives mastering cosmetics and grooming meticulously worked on my face and hands, while tailors fussed over the hem of my ceremonial robes, ensuring every detail was pristine.

At some point, the royal scepter—an item reserved for monarchs—was placed in my left hand, while an ornate staff was pressed into my right.

My entire body was adorned in an outfit that, until now, and likely for the rest of my life, I never imagined myself wearing.

‘How did it come to this?’

Not even half a day had passed since I returned to the capital.

And yet, here I was, unable to even go home, being forced into a royal succession.

With my mind still dazed, I retraced the chaotic chain of events that had led up to this moment.

‘All I did was talk about what happened in the Empire.’

I had returned in triumph after finalizing a treaty with the Empire—one that nullified hostilities between our nations in exchange for a reasonable sum in reparations and a single province.

The agreement also secured a ten-year non-aggression pact, lowered tariffs, and opened trade routes, granting us countless economic advantages.

All for the cost of merely two years’ worth of the national budget.

It was a deal so advantageous that even calling it massive didn’t do it justice.

Naturally, I felt a sense of accomplishment and pride.

I had planned to share the details of this diplomatic success with my closest aides, while also basking in the cheers of the citizens celebrating the end of the war.

It was a way to inform them for future governance and, admittedly, to brag a little.

On my way back, I even rehearsed a concise summary and thought up an eloquent way to present it.

Unfortunately, my subordinates had absolutely no interest in any of that.

They latched onto just one word from my speech.

‘The moment the topic of succession came up, they all went insane and ran wild on their own.’

Everything spiraled out of control when I mentioned my conversation with Louis XVI.

Actually, it didn’t even get that far.

I hadn’t even finished saying that the Emperor had suggested I take the throne before they dragged me off.

The moment the words new dynasty left my lips, I was kidnapped.

Dozens of people lifted my chair with me still in it and carried me—straight from my office to this dressing room.

For something so spontaneous, their execution was unbelievably coordinated and, more importantly, meticulously prepared.

At the very least… it felt like they had been coordinating this for months.

‘These bastards… They were preparing to pull this stunt while I was away.’

Figuring out the situation wasn’t difficult.

There was no way they could have orchestrated such a grand spectacle without prior discussions and planning.

They had clearly decided in advance that today would be my coronation, completely disregarding my own will and intentions.

Sigh.

I wasn’t exactly angry—more like I felt a dull ache at the back of my head.

It wasn’t even betrayal that bothered me.

I had a pretty good idea of why they were doing this.

It was probably for the same reason Louis XVI had mentioned.

They were afraid that the current system wouldn’t be sustainable in the long run.

For the sake of their own power and survival, they needed to take action.

And so, they sought to make me their ruler, eliminating the Riudolph royal family as a potential threat.

But understanding something and accepting it were two different things.

No matter how rational their reasoning was, I couldn’t help but feel a bit irritated.

“Ow.”

“Your Excellency? Please don’t move. The assistants are still fixing your hair—”

“It can wait. Get out of my way.”

After I sent the outsiders away, only my subordinates remained in the dressing room.

Their expressions hardened, as if bracing themselves for what was to come.

I glared at them and asked sharply.

“How the hell were you planning to deal with the aftermath? Did you really think I’d be happy just because you managed to force me onto the throne?”

“Of course not.”

“Then what the hell were you thinking, pulling this on me?”

I abandoned all formal speech and spoke bluntly.

The room fell silent for a moment—until Camilla slowly opened her mouth.

“Because asking for forgiveness is easier than asking for permission.”

“…So your plan was to just go ahead with it and apologize later?”

“Yes.”

She dropped to her knees on the floor and lowered her head before me.

“Forgive us, Your Excellency. Please grant us your understanding with your boundless generosity. You may be angry now, but in the long run, this was the best path for all of us.”

“I—”

“For the sake of Your Excellency and for the future of our descendants… Please, bear the weight of the crown.”

When I didn’t respond, she slowly leaned in close to my ear.

“If you accept, the Saint and I will devote ourselves to serving you for the rest of our lives. You like it when we suck on your chest, don’t you? Once you ascend the throne, you can enjoy two different flavors for the rest of your life.”

“…Sigh.”

In the end, I couldn’t win against the desperate pleas of my lover and subordinates.

I had no choice but to accept this damned proposal.

…And not because of the chest thing. 

Absolutely not.

“Let all citizens of the capital hear this! Today, alongside the armistice celebration, the coronation of our new ruler shall be held! All who can attend, come and bear witness!”

And so, the coronation event began in a flurry of chaos.

To gather as much support as possible, Carolus’ subordinates launched a widespread publicity campaign across the capital.

They sent out trumpeters, distributed simple posters, and spread the news through town criers.

Thanks to the continuous promotion efforts that had been ongoing since before the armistice delegation’s return, the public reaction was quite favorable.

“General Royten is becoming the king now?”

“What are you talking about? He’s becoming the Emperor! Our country is turning into an empire!”

“Well, he’s gotta be better than that idiot Carl. At least living under him won’t be as miserable.”

By now, the people fully understood who had started the war with the Federated Empire and how much the so-called blue bloods had stolen from them.

After witnessing firsthand how the nobles and the royal family had completely wrecked governance and the economy, there wasn’t a single fool left who still supported them.

Unless they were completely out of their minds, why would they continue serving rulers who had already proven themselves to be a disaster?

“A dynastic change? So blatantly?”

“The royal family hasn’t made any response.”

“They can’t respond. The opportunity to turn the tide through public opinion has long passed.”

“We should inform the homeland to focus all intelligence efforts on Ulranor for the time being.”

The ambassadors from Ormera, Albione, and other nations stationed in the capital wore uneasy expressions but ultimately accepted the situation.

After all, a peaceful(?) regime change was far better than a civil war that could completely overthrow the system.

If one of the continent’s strongest nations collapsed, the resulting chaos would ripple across borders, affecting them all.

Now, their main concern was figuring out how to build a favorable relationship with the incoming emperor who had ousted the incompetent king.

“Where is the ceremony taking place?”

“In the plaza on the southern side of the capital.”

“The same place where the last execution was held?”

“Yes.”

And so, as time passed, the long-awaited day finally arrived.

An unprecedented crowd gathered in a single place.

They had come to witness the fall of the old era and the dawn of a new age.

“Your Excellency—no, Your Majesty. The time has come.”

“…Alright.”

Taking a deep breath, I rose from my seat, flanked on both sides by my wives, who were dressed in perfectly coordinated attire.

—Whoosh.

The heavy curtains parted as I stepped onto the podium.

Before me stretched a sea of people—at least a hundred thousand, all standing witness to this moment.

Once I was certain I had made a strong enough impression, I activated a voice amplification spell and shouted at the top of my lungs.

“People of Ulranor!!”

I paused for a beat.

“You all know me. Carolus von Royten! The Northern Wolf who brought you countless victories and glory!!”

“Ever since the last coup, I have agonized over this question—what path must our homeland take? And at last, I have found my answer!”

I proclaimed the truth I had realized through executing treacherous nobles and crushing Kailas and the Setnil Theocracy.

“There is no hope left for this kingdom. Loyalty to the bloodline of Riudolph will bring nothing but ruin and decay! No longer shall we pledge allegiance to an incompetent royal family! For your sake, for this nation’s sake— I have made my decision!”

—Boom!

I stomped my foot against the platform, drawing all attention to me before declaring with unwavering resolve,

“People of Ulranor! I shall become your ruler!”

“This is not just about claiming the throne. I shall establish an Empire—one that none will dare challenge, a nation that shall reign supreme over the world! A country that will not crumble from the stupidity of royal bloodlines!”

I alone could accomplish this.

No one else in this entire nation could.

A reformist force that wielded military might, political prowess, and widespread influence like mine would likely never rise again.

“Do you accept this? Do you support my ascension to the throne? If so—then shout! Tell me that I am walking the right path!”

For a brief moment, silence filled the air.

And then, the capital erupted into a deafening roar.

“Uwaaaaaaah!!!”

“Your Majesty! We stand with you!”

“Please, lead this nation! Bring us a new future!!”

I had planted supporters in the crowd in advance, but even with that in mind, the sheer fervor was overwhelming.

I could feel it—their cheers weren’t just for show. 

They genuinely supported me.

At that moment, the last traces of hesitation within me vanished.

My resolve was set.

“Guards, bring forth the prisoners!”

At my command, the soldiers saluted and dragged the shackled couple from the carriage, forcing them to kneel beneath the platform.

Their garments—though now tattered and worn—had once been elegant and regal.

King Carl VII and Queen Jalomier.

“Remove the crown.”

“N-No! You traitorous scum! You have no right to that! That crown is the sacred treasure of the royal fam—”

“Silence. A failed king has no right to speak.”

I snatched away the crown that had once been returned to him on purpose.

The queen struggled desperately, but she was swiftly subdued.

The cardinal overseeing the capital’s archdiocese stepped forward and solemnly accepted the crown, raising it high for all to see.

“Your Majesty.”

“I understand.”

I knelt, adopting a posture of prayer.

With great reverence, the cardinal gently placed the crown upon my head.

A symbolic act—one that signified the transfer of power.


A perfectly orchestrated display to etch the image of their new ruler into the hearts of the people.

“With this, the Kingdom of Ulranor is no more! I hereby proclaim the foundation of the Ulranor Empire!”

On that day.

I became Carolus I, the founding Emperor of the Royten Dynasty.



 
  
    Chapter 92: Resolution


My title had changed in a grandiose way, but surprisingly, my life hadn’t altered all that much.

I already wielded absolute power long before ascending the throne.

The parliament obeyed my words, the administration executed policies according to my will, and the bureaucrats were trained to possess the skills and knowledge I deemed necessary.

What difference would an official title make?

‘I had more power than most kings even before this.’

I still wore my military uniform as usual. 

The crown was meant for ceremonies, so I hardly ever had to carry it around.

The only real difference was that people now addressed me as Your Majesty instead of Your Excellency.

Oh, and I had an extra star on my epaulet. 

As the sovereign ruler, I was considered the supreme commander, which meant I now bore five stars.

Other than that… perhaps the biggest change was finally being able to experience some aspects of modern civilization again?

Like the ultimate secret weapon of 21st-century South Korean TV—marriage counseling shows.

Chuup, chuup.

“How is it, Your Majesty?”

“You want us to touch you more? Please, do as you wish. We are your women, after all.”

“…That’s a bit…”

“Oh my, but I’m serious. Even if you milk me like a cow, I’ll gladly accept it if it pleases you.”

Of course, calling what we were doing a healthy conversation to resolve a marital dispute was a stretch.

Not just by modern standards, but even by the norms of this medieval fantasy world.

The doors to the newly designated royal bedchamber were firmly shut, but if anyone happened to peek inside, they would be utterly shocked by what they saw.

I was sitting proudly on the bed, while Camilla knelt beneath me.

The Saint, meanwhile, leaned against me from the side, pressing her voluptuous body against mine.

The scene looked like a one-sided punishment or an act of venting frustration.

But the fact that none of us were wearing a single thread of clothing—and that Camilla’s head was moving so enthusiastically—made it crystal clear what was actually happening.

Yes.

To put it simply—we were having sex.

A threesome, to be exact.

…Who would’ve thought that my first act in the imperial bed would be with both a Viscountess and a Saint at the same time?

“Has your anger subsided even a little?”

“…A little.”

“I’m relieved. I was worried that Your Majesty might resent us forever.”

It had been a full week since the coronation.

For seven whole days, these two had fully used their bodies to atone for how they had taken advantage of me.

Well, even though I acted like I was just going along with it, deep down, I had been looking forward to it.

From every position I had ever imagined to slightly more unconventional acts and even some embarrassing services—I had thrown all my responsibilities aside and indulged in pleasure from dusk till dawn.

Until there wasn’t a shred of lust left in my mind.

Eat, sleep, and fuck.

At some point, I wondered—was this what they called a paradise of debauchery?

“Is there anything else you’d like to try?”

“Maybe this time, you could put it—”

“Enough with the weird talk. Let’s wrap this up. The sun is already high in the sky.”

As much as I wanted to keep going, it was time to clean up and return to work.

Not only was my stamina running low, but if I slacked off any longer, the backlog of tasks would be unbearable. 

I had just founded this empire—it wouldn’t do to ruin it like Ming China under Emperor Wanli.

Switching to a more authoritative tone, fitting for a ruler, I gave my orders.

The two women smacked their lips in disappointment but obediently nodded.

They fetched clean clothes from the wardrobe, carefully wiping down my body and buttoning my garments. 

Their gentle touch was oddly pleasant.

“You must be hungry. Would you like to eat something before you go? I can make a sandwich quickly.”

“Or perhaps… my breast milk instead—”

“Ahem.”

Don’t tempt me right before I head to work.

If you’re still unsatisfied, we can continue tonight.

“Welcome, Your—no, Your Majesty.”

The moment I stepped into the audience chamber—once belonging to Carl VII but now mine—my officials all knelt in greeting.

A strange sight.

Just days ago, these same men were joking around and speaking casually with me. 

Now, they addressed me with the utmost reverence.

I knew this was the proper etiquette, yet it still felt… odd.

“Have you been well, Your Majesty?”

“Unfortunately, not at all. I’ve been exercising my hips every day so vigorously that my muscles are sore.”

“Haha! That must be quite enjoyable.”

The men who understood the innuendo chuckled.

Those still unmarried, however, looked puzzled.

Don’t worry.

Once you get married, you’ll understand exactly what I mean.

As I took my seat at the head of the chamber, Camilla and the Saint sat to my left and right, occupying the next highest positions.

The officials stood in order of rank and department, following the same protocol as in the previous kingdom.

“Let’s start with the reports. Anything unusual to note?”

“There has been much discussion about Your Majesty taking the Saint as Empress. Many are questioning if this is truly acceptable.”

“Some even wonder if you will face divine punishment for lying with the Goddess’ representative.”

Since Camilla had led the plan to enthrone me, the Saint had mostly played a supporting role.

Though she had done a great deal behind the scenes, her involvement wasn’t widely recognized.

Because of this, people were confused when she suddenly appeared at the coronation and declared herself my wife.

There was also the long-standing belief that Saints lived their entire lives as virgins.

They had assumed the same would apply to her.

Well, considering that the so-called god had been dead to humanity for ages, what meaning did divine punishment even hold?

“If that’s the issue, I’ll take care of it myself,” the Saint interjected.

“Saint—no, Your Majesty the Empress?”

“If I prove to the public that our marriage does not defy the will of the Goddess, that should settle things, shouldn’t it?”

Since she had offered to handle public opinion herself, the controversy would soon fade.

She simply needed to gather an audience, perform a miracle or two, and say a few persuasive words.

People would accept it without issue—unless the rumors were being deliberately spread by someone.

But if it was merely a misunderstanding, this solution would be more than enough.

“Good. That won’t be a problem, then. What’s next?”

“Ah, yes! The administration has requested additional funds.

They are in the process of rewriting official documents to match the new imperial system, but they are short on ink and paper.”

“Take what you need from the former royal treasury. Have the estimated costs placed on my desk for review later.”

The reorganization of the government system seemed to be progressing smoothly.

Given the sheer size of the new empire, it would take some time, but as long as no major obstacles arose, it would eventually be completed.

“We are also accelerating the construction plans for the new imperial palace.
Architects have been commissioned for the project, and the blueprints should be ready in two years.”

“But… can we truly afford to build it immediately, Your Majesty? The nation’s finances are still strained.”

“Some expenditures are unavoidable for the sake of dignity and authority. But don’t worry, I have no intention of constructing it right away.”

Beyond that, there were also discussions regarding the construction of a new imperial palace, meant to serve as the long-term residence of the ruling dynasty.

“And how are the officers from the Revolutionary Army faring?”

“They are being highly valued by the military, as they have proven both their competence and loyalty. All those at the rank of general or higher have been placed in key positions, so there is no need for concern.”

“That’s good, but don’t focus only on our faction when making appointments.
If the favoritism becomes too blatant, others might start harboring dangerous thoughts.”

“In that case, we will distribute the vacant positions left by the purged Riudolph loyalists accordingly.”

“Do that.”

Personnel management within the military—the core of my power—was yet another issue that required careful handling.

As I continued listening to reports and giving directives, time passed quickly.

Eventually, the mountain of documents brought by my officials dwindled, leaving only a few pages remaining.

It was then that a thought crossed my mind—something I had completely forgotten about.

“By the way, what happened to my parents? I was told they were invited to the coronation.”

“Are you referring to Baron and Baroness Royten? Well… We sent an escort unit along with the invitation, but…”

Major General Holtman trailed off.

Previously a subordinate of the retired General Albrecht, he now served as the overall commander of my military forces.

And yet, despite his usual composure, he looked visibly uneasy.

All I did was invite my parents to the capital for the coronation.

What the hell happened?

“Why are you hesitating? Speak clearly.”

“M-My deepest apologies, Your Majesty. Upon hearing the news, Baron Royten was so shocked that he fainted on the spot. He was in no condition to travel.”

Fainted?

Was the fact that his second son had become Emperor really that overwhelming?

…Now that I think about it, I suppose it is a shocking development.

There are plenty of stories about children leaving home and finding success—but how often does one take over an entire nation?

Especially considering that we hadn’t even exchanged letters for fifteen years.

“A shame. Prepare some good medicinal herbs and send them to him. He’s not young anymore—he needs to take care of his health.”

“Understood.”

With that, it seemed we had addressed all urgent matters for the day.

Considering I had just handled an entire week’s worth of work in one sitting, the overall volume was surprisingly manageable.

Of course, there were still troublesome issues to deal with, like selecting officials to rebuild and disguise the Holy See’s Goddess Corpse Repository or terminating contracts with the merchant guilds that had previously handled wartime supplies.

But those were things I could deal with later, at a slower pace.

For a newly established empire, this wasn’t bad at all.

Clearly, inheriting the existing national system had been the right move.

Since we had rebranded the government rather than rebuilding it from the ground up, all the operational knowledge and infrastructure had remained intact.

Unlike Joseon, which had spent decades struggling to build an entirely new foundation, this approach was far more efficient.

There was no risk of administrative collapse ruining the economy or causing suffering among the people.

Which meant…

“It’s about time we moved forward.”


“What do you mean, Your Majesty?”

With that, I came to a decision.

“An execution.”

It was time to clean up the remnants of the fallen royal family.



 
  
    Chapter 93: Execution (1)


A fact that many people don’t realize is that when a country undergoes a regime change, it’s actually rare for the royal family to be executed.

In monarchies, the king serves as the center of governance and the unifying symbol of the nation.

If he were simply killed, it wouldn’t just disrupt the state—it could spark nationwide outrage.

After all, if an unknown group suddenly appeared and beheaded the sovereign whom the people had served for generations, who would accept it?

That’s why exiled kings are often silently assassinated or made to suffer a mysterious accident in some remote location.

However, there are a few notable exceptions.

The first is in conquest states, like the Mongol Empire.

They didn’t care about local sentiment—they razed, slaughtered, and burned everything in their path.

Public opinion meant nothing to them.

After all, how could there be resistance when there was no one left alive to resist?

The second exception applies to chaotic eras like the Three Kingdoms Period or the Sixteen Kingdoms Period in China.

During times of constant warfare, total annihilation was a common tactic.

Morality and mercy had ceased to exist, so executions that would normally be unthinkable became routine.

And finally, the third exception—when a rebellion wins the support of the people.

If the royal family is hated for its incompetence and tyranny, and the rebels are seen as saviors, then executing the king ceases to be a controversial act.

There’s no need to worry about backlash.

But us?

We weren’t forcing this execution against public opinion—we already had widespread support.

And we had already completed the dynastic transition.

It might not have been a traditional monarchy, but we had clearly established that this nation now served an Emperor.

So there was no reason for other nations to be wary of a sudden systemic shift.

Of course, that didn’t mean there wouldn’t be plenty of fools eager to find something to criticize…

But seriously, what could those weaklings even do about it?

The Daiching Empire was too far west and had no real interest in our affairs.

The Federated Empire was a non-issue since Louis XVI was personally favorable toward me.

That only left a handful of minor states—none of which could even dream of opposing our strength.

“…Understood. Then, may I ask when the execution will take place?”

“It can’t be rushed. We need time to gather people… About three months from now should do.”

There were plenty of citizens who would love to watch the beheading of the former king.

And this would also serve as a clear warning to the remaining noble families.

A grand, spectacle of justice—one that would make them think twice before even considering rebellion.

“How many high treason convicts do we currently have in custody?”

“Around ninety. That number excludes those who died in prison due to illness or poor health.”

“Prepare them all. They will all be executed at once.”

From Duke Barelmund to the other nobles who had resisted me—eliminating them together would bring the total just shy of one hundred.

It might not seem like much, but it was perfect for a public execution.

“Send official notices across the nation. And invitations to the neighboring countries as well.”

“As you command.”

With time running short, preparations needed to be handled swiftly.

I wasn’t sure how large the audience would be, but the more flawlessly this event was conducted, the stronger my authority would stand.

And so, time passed…

As the execution date drew near—

On one particularly warm day…

“…The weather is getting hotter.”

Wiping sweat from his forehead, the man who was once called King Carl VII muttered to himself.

It had been months since he was imprisoned deep within the palace.

Watching the outside world through a tiny window had been his only pastime.

And now, even that small comfort was about to be taken from him.

“I suppose… I won’t live to see this year’s autumn leaves.”

Just like our situation now.

At first, our Revolutionary Army was merely a rogue military force invading from the north.

But through a series of events and carefully built justifications, we gradually won public support.

And now, with my coronation complete, the narrative had spread across the nation:

We are the forces of justice. The Riudolph royal family is the embodiment of evil.

A simple, binary perception—but one that worked in our favor.

Which meant there was no need to hesitate any longer.

“It is time to execute Carl VII—no, Carl von Riudolph.”

“There should be no issues within the country, but… will the surrounding nations accept this?”

“They will. And even if they don’t—what exactly are they going to do about it?”

I wasn’t worried about international backlash either.

The reason France was condemned for executing Louis XVI was due to the unfairness of the trial and the subsequent shift to a republican government.

That kind of gaze could never come from a mere political marriage.

There was no doubt—those women were deeply in love with him.

Compared to that, what worth did the fallen king’s daughter have?

She was nothing more than a discarded princess of a dethroned dynasty—an offer not even worth considering.

Carl knew this.

And so, he simply sighed and resigned himself to reality.

Since the future was inescapable, all he could do was spend his remaining time as best as possible.

“What are you doing, Your Majesty?! If you have time to sigh, come over here and help!”

Unfortunately, his wife and children refused to accept the truth.

Carl let out another sigh as he watched Queen Jalomier, a fork and spoon in her hands, desperately trying to dig into the stone walls.

“Stop this nonsense, woman. Do you truly think this will lead to an escape?”

“It’s better than just sitting here waiting to die! Didn’t the Saint escape from the Holy See this way?!”

Was she delusional, or simply refusing to accept reality?

Did she really believe that they—people who weren’t even skilled in magic.

Could replicate the escape of a Saint, a woman who wielded divine miracles and vast holy power?

Even a master of earth-based magic would need days to dig a proper tunnel.

And this was a palace prison, reinforced with layers of stone and concrete. It would take far longer.

Did she really believe they wouldn’t be caught in the process?

Guards and cleaning staff entered the cell every two days.

How long did she think she could keep this hidden?

“For the love of—please, be rational. Do you honestly think you can break solid stone with silverware? Even if you somehow manage to dig through, where will you put the debris?”

“We can burn it with magic or wash it away—”

“Do you even hear yourself? Stone isn’t coal—it doesn’t just burn away!”

It was frustrating.

Carl understood her desperation, but…

Watching her cling to false hope, thrashing in futility—

It was just pitiful.

Even if they used fire, the smoke and stench would immediately alert the guards.

And if they tried to flush the rubble down the toilet? 

It would only clog the pipes and expose them even faster.

Even if, by some miracle, they dug a hole—

The cleaning staff would immediately notice the difference in the walls.

If they were going to waste their final days on pointless efforts, wouldn’t it be better to treasure their last moments together instead?

Before they were dragged to hell, before their final hours in this world ended—

Wouldn’t it be wiser to spend them as a family?

“Even if we escape, we have nowhere to go.”

“The other members of the royal family have already been purged or exiled.”

“The nobles who once swore loyalty to the crown have fallen and lost their power.”

“Even if we make it out of here, we would be nothing more than beggars wandering the streets.”

—Clatter.

Jalomier’s hands trembled as the spoon slipped from her grasp.

“So… You’re saying we should just sit here and wait for death, Your Majesty?”

“That’s right.”

At those words, despair washed over her face.

Carl gently patted her back.

Theirs had been an arranged marriage—one forged by political convenience, not love.

And yet, watching her utterly broken like this still pained him.

But there was no time to grieve.

—Clank.

“Who goes there?”

“By order of His Majesty the Emperor. The prisoners are to be relocated before the execution.”

The soldiers’ voices were cold and firm.

Carl did not resist.

“Understood. Give me a moment to put on my coat.”


He carefully adjusted his garments—the last time he would ever do so.

As the cold touch of iron shackles clamped around his wrists, he shuddered.

And in that moment, one final thought pierced his mind—

Sending the Crown Prince to the Empire was a mistake.



 
  
    Chapter 94: Execution (2)


Execution Day.

“Wow… Look at that crowd. I’ve never seen the capital this packed before.”

“Well, we did send out a nationwide summons. There must be at least two hundred thousand people here.”

“Looks like going out for a stroll will be impossible for a while. Even getting back to my old home would be a hassle.”

Thanks to the massive public announcement and summons, Rahator was experiencing an unprecedented population surge.

Surviving nobles from across the empire, commoners who had traveled for the event, and merchants hoping to profit from the spectacle had all flocked to the capital.

For a medieval fantasy world without teleportation magic, it was astonishing that so many had gathered.

After all, this was a once-in-centuries grand event.

“I think the crowd below just spotted us, Your Majesty.”

“Wave to them. Or better yet, put on a little miracle performance.”

“Oh, that sounds fun!”

While the Saint used holy energy to put on an impromptu light show, earning roaring cheers from the audience, I descended with Camilla to the imperial palace’s banquet hall.

There, our pre-selected guests—some allies, some people worth keeping an eye on—were waiting.

As the attendants gave my outfit a final check, I adjusted my military cap.

Then, taking Camilla’s hand, I strode in with confidence.

Immediately, all eyes turned toward me.

“His Majesty, the great Emperor of the Empire, has arrived!”

“It has been a while, gentlemen. Or is this our first proper meeting?”

The nobles gathered here were the ones who had avoided getting caught up in the mass purges and trials following the coup.

They had also managed to stay neutral during the rebellion of the high-ranking aristocracy.

Their power was middling, their private armies were small, and they lacked the courage to fully commit to any side.

In short, they were spineless opportunists—a gathering of cowards who played it safe in every way.

And yet, there were enough of them that, if they united, they would form a considerable force.

Currently, these worms controlled roughly 20 to 30 percent of the empire’s total territory.

“…”

“I-It is an honor to meet you, Your Majesty. I am Askin von Ansbach, a minor noble from the western territories.”

“Ah, the Count of Ansbach, was it? You must have endured quite a journey.”

“Not at all, Your Majesty. If the Emperor calls, it is only right to come running.”

Of course, crushing them outright would be easy.

But without the right justification, it wasn’t an option—yet.

If I couldn’t eliminate them outright, I would have to establish dominance.

I needed to ensure that these worms never even considered rebelling against me or my descendants.

That was why I had arranged this gathering.

To show them exactly who I am and teach them how they should live from now on.

“Good attitude. You’d do well to keep it that way. Not just today—always.”

“O-Of course, Your Majesty…”

I gave his shoulder a firm pat—both a warning and a command—before turning to the others.

Their eyes flickered with a mixture of caution and fear.

I raised my hand with an easy smile.

“Come now, let’s have a toast. Today is a joyous occasion, isn’t it?”

At my signal, the attendants entered, distributing glasses of champagne to everyone.

The nobles took their cups with stiff expressions.

I walked over to the large windows, allowing them to see the execution platform outside.

A clear reminder of what would happen to those who opposed me.

“Cheers!”

—Clink!

I clinked glasses with Camilla. 

The others followed suit, exchanging toasts with whoever stood nearest to them.

The champagne was surprisingly sweet—aged to perfection in the palace cellars, no doubt.

“Do you all see that execution platform outside? In about an hour, the prisoners will be led onto it. How many were there again?”

“A total of 97, Your Majesty.”

“Ah, yes. Ninety-seven executions. Quite the spectacle, don’t you think? There’s never been a mass execution of this scale before.”

I flashed a broad grin, as if genuinely excited.

The nobles, however, did not share my enthusiasm.

I slowly swept my gaze across the room, wordlessly pressuring them.

Only then did they force awkward smiles onto their faces.

“These parasites exploited the people and refused to support the war effort. But at least they’re finally doing something useful for the country.”

I chuckled.

“After all, by giving up their lives, they’ll bring joy to the citizens.”

“H-Haha… Truly, Your Majesty.”

“Y-Yes, of course! If they spent their lives committing sins, it’s only right that they pay with their blood.”

Their words were forced. 

Hollow.

It was obvious they hadn’t expected this turn of events.

“I have business to attend to, so I’ll be heading down shortly. But you all—stay here and watch until the very end.”

“Surely, none of you are cowards who would turn away from the sight of a little blood?”

My tone was light.

But the meaning was unmistakable.

If anyone dared to refuse—if anyone flinched at this display of justice.

I would cut them down just the same.

No one wanted to witness the beheading of people they were once connected to by blood and marriage.

But none of them had the guts to resist.

Regardless, all of you are potential criminals in my eyes.

So watch.

Engrave this tragedy into your minds.

I don’t expect true loyalty from you, but at the very least.

You should never dare to oppose me.

“My love, shall we head down?”

“Yes, Your Majesty.”

As Camilla and I leisurely exited the banquet hall.

The room remained silent, heavy with unspoken fear.

Finally the time had come.

“Attention, all!”

The executioner stepped onto the platform and raised his voice as loud as he could.

“From this moment!! The execution of the deposed king, Carl VII, the deposed queen, Jalomier, and the 97 traitors shall begin!!”

His booming announcement ensured that everyone in the crowd could hear.

The moment that all citizens had long awaited had finally arrived.

The last remnants of the old regime would be wiped away.

A new era was about to begin.

“Their crimes are countless! They plunged the nation into ruin! They ignored the will of the people and ruled as tyrants! They embezzled tax money and squandered it on luxury! They collaborated with enemy nations! Their sins are too many to name!”

The executioner took a deep breath.

Then, holding up the imperial decree, he pointed toward the condemned prisoners.

“Thus, by His Majesty’s order, They shall beheaded today, their sins cleansed in blood!!”

“Kill them already! Get them on the guillotine!”

“Cut off their heads and hang them on pikes!”

The crowd’s reaction was overwhelming.

Some fainted from joy, unable to believe the day had finally come.

Others wept from relief, overcome with emotion.

Some screamed in ecstatic rage, while others sniffled, their hearts heavy but vindicated.

Each person expressed their excitement and satisfaction in their own way.

“Shut up! Shut your mouths, you filthy vermin!”

“How dare you bastards talk about executions?! Unbind us immediately!”

“Do you really think you’ll get away with this?! Armies from all over the continent will soon march here to crush you!!”

Carl VII and the fallen nobles roared in defiance.

But their desperate screams meant nothing.

On the other hand, the prisoners still hadn’t come to their senses.

Even after being locked away in the underground prison for months, they remained arrogant and defiant.

Did they still believe they were noble aristocrats?

Their titles had been stripped away long ago, both from their families and from themselves.

“Silence them.”

“Yes, Your Majesty.”

I ordered the soldiers to gag them—I was tired of hearing their useless shouting.

Each of them had a wooden block shoved into their mouths, leaving only the deposed king with the right to speak.

“Carl von Riudolph, last king of the Ulranor Kingdom. Do you have any last words?”

Given one final mercy, he hesitated for a moment before speaking.

“I have made countless mistakes, and they have led me here.

I sent my child to the Empire but did not compensate for his faults.

I waged war but failed to properly manage my generals.

Because of these failures, I was overthrown by rebellion.”

“That damn bastard—”

“Calm yourself. Getting angry won’t help us now.”

He hadn’t said it outright, but his words were clearly aimed at me.

It was as if he were lamenting that all of this had happened because he had allowed me to take control of the Northern Army.

Camilla was furious at the veiled accusation, but I held her back.

Losing our temper in front of the people would only be a disadvantage.

“I will not deny the mistakes I have made. Even looking back, I cannot understand why I made so many poor decisions and misjudgments.

My rule was undoubtedly a failure.”

After taking a deep breath, Carl then spoke to me in a calm yet resentful tone.

“But Carolus, you—my usurper—do not think for a moment that this fate is mine alone. I was foolish, yes. But who is to say your sons and grandsons won’t be even more foolish than I was? Who is to say they won’t commit outrageous tyranny and destroy all that you have built?”

“It may not happen soon. It could take centuries, or it could happen in mere decades.

But mark my words—when that day comes, I will be waiting for you in hell.”

His words, laced with hatred and curses, were meant to shake me.

But I simply responded with indifference.

“Stop projecting your failures onto me.

You are the one who ruined your own country. You are the one who destroyed your own rule.

This is no one’s fault but your own.”

“…What?”

“Did you really think I would see your failure and not prepare for the future?

I am not as careless or foolish as you.”

Do you know why, even after becoming Emperor, I chose to keep the constitutional monarchy?

I have more than enough power and means to abolish the parliament and rule as an absolute monarch.

But I didn’t—because I have foreseen the possibility that my descendants might ruin this nation.

There is no guarantee that my heirs will be as intelligent or as capable as I am.

So, for the sake of a stable future, I have deliberately limited my own power.

Reducing the monarch to a symbolic figure rather than a sole ruler.

Besides, if I were to cling to power, Camilla would be disappointed in me.

“I gave you a chance to speak, and this is all you have to say? Then there is no need to waste any more time. Lay the prisoner on the guillotine!”

“W-Wait—!”

Carl barely had time to protest before the gag was shoved back into his mouth.

The soldiers dragged him onto the execution platform.

He struggled, but with a body untrained for combat, he was powerless.

His arms and legs were soon bound to the frame.

The executioner stepped forward—gripping the rope connected to the blade, awaiting my command.


“Proceed.”

As soon as the rope was released, the blade fell—gravity pulling it down at terrifying speed.

In that long, fleeting instant.

—Schk.



 
  
    Chapter 95: Confession (End)


It had been about two months since countless criminals had disappeared into the mist of the execution grounds.

In the former Kingdom of Ulranor, now the Ulranor Empire, another major event was taking place.

“All adults over the age of 20 with voting rights, cast your votes! Your choice can change the future of this nation!”

“So now we’re electing the people who run the country?”

“The new ruler sure has changed a lot. In the past, it was difficult just to get permission to observe the Three Estates Council.”

The First General Election for Parliament.

It was a nationwide vote to elect members for the newly reorganized and expanded Parliament of the Ulranor Empire.

The total number of seats was 500—200 in the Senate and 300 in the House of Representatives.

The Senate was allocated two representatives per region or territory, while the House of Representatives distributed its seats based on population. 

This system was modeled after the political structure of the United States, which Carolus remembered.

“But you have to pay taxes to vote? I get the reasoning, but isn’t the amount set a bit too high?”

“At that level, most people can afford it, as long as they’re not evading taxes.”

It was still too early, both in terms of the times and public awareness, to implement universal suffrage. 

However, a gender-inclusive election system was established.

As long as one paid enough taxes, both men and women could freely participate in the elections.

Having the First Empress as a major political figure played a crucial role in this.

It helped suppress any backlash from old-fashioned men who would have otherwise complained about women interfering in politics.

After all, Camilla was in charge of overseeing and managing my entire faction—who in their right mind would dare oppose her?

“But… who are we even supposed to vote for? We don’t know anything about the candidates.”

“Just look at their campaign promises and pick someone you like. Ah, but make sure to avoid Candidate #3. That bastard ran off without paying for goods from my trading company last time.”

“Then I guess I should exclude #3 as well.”

For a first-ever nationwide election, it was running fairly smoothly. 

Perhaps this was because, even in the days of the Three Estates Council, there was already a tradition of electing representatives of the three estates.

Since this was the early stage of popular political participation, there wasn’t much political mudslinging, making for a relatively clean election.

Of course, a significant number of the elected officials were under my influence or outright loyal to me… but that was just a minor detail.

At the very least, there were no fraudulent elections, money-driven politics, or violent intimidation tactics.

They were elected purely based on my reputation and their past achievements.

“Alright, alright! Now that the honorable members of Parliament have gathered, let us begin the first session!”

Thus, after many twists and turns, a properly functioning imperial parliament was established.

Their first assigned task was:

“Our nation upholds constitutional monarchy, yet our legal system remains inadequate to support this framework. His Majesty the Emperor has expressed grave concerns regarding this matter. Therefore, we must establish a proper set of national laws to serve as our foundation.”

“A rule, you say… Does that mean we are to establish the very foundation of the rule of law anew?”

“Precisely. Regardless of what laws are enacted in the future, this will serve as the guiding principle for judgment.”

It was the drafting of the constitution.

“Are they managing well by now, I wonder?”

For the first time since our marriage, we had gone on a family outing.

Lying on a hillside, I absentmindedly muttered to myself, enjoying the warmth of my two wives pressed against me on either side.

“You finally took a break, yet you’re still worrying about politics?”

“That’s just the nature of being a politician. Besides, it’s not just any issue—it’s about my own country.”

“You really do work hard all the time.”

The Saint pulled my head into her embrace.

She probably meant it as a show of affection, but thanks to the sheer power of her chest, all I could feel was an overwhelming softness.

Not that I minded. It felt… really good.

Both my mind and body were surging with energy from both directions.

“Hey, could you not cling to His Majesty so casually? I’m sitting right here—what do you think you’re doing?”

“Oh, come on, it was just a hug.”

“If you know your place and still do it, then you’re doing it on purpose, aren’t you?”

On the other side, Camilla, now brimming with jealousy, clung to me as well.

The warmth of their bodies and the slight pressure surrounding me created a strangely reassuring sensation.

It was comforting, in a way. 

It made me realize—these two truly love me.

Who would have thought that after ten years of suffering in the frozen lands, this would be my reward?

“But, Your Majesty… are you really okay with this?”

“With what?”

As I was enjoying the supreme comfort of softness and firmness combined, Camilla cautiously posed her question.

Her voice lacked its usual confidence.

“If this constitution is enacted, won’t that mean even you won’t be able to change things as you wish?”

“That’s right. That’s exactly why it’s being created.”

A constitution only holds meaning when it cannot be easily altered or manipulated.

Whether it’s the emperor wielding immense power or the leader of a dominant political party, no one should be able to change it at their whim.

That’s why I had advised the assembly to include a clause requiring the approval of at least 70% of both the Senate and the House of Representatives for any amendments.

“Doesn’t it bother you to restrict your own power? Right now, you could control the entire nation as you please.”

“So, should I turn back to absolute monarchy now? That’s not something I’d expect to hear from a republican.”

“N-no, please don’t misunderstand! I was just curious why Your Majesty is willing to relinquish power even after rising to the throne…”

“Because it’s necessary for the future.”

I gently stroked my lover’s head, making sure not to mess up the hairstyle she had likely spent a great deal of effort perfecting.

Despite the roughness of my scarred hands, she smiled brightly, as if simply being touched by me made her happy.

“Even that bastard Carl I executed last time said it—there’s no guarantee my descendants won’t be fools who ruin the country. I’m doing this to prevent that from happening.”

I am not an optimist.

I don’t naively believe that my future sons and daughters will automatically inherit my abilities or surpass me.

Of course, regardless of their intelligence or talent, I intend to love my children. 

But that’s entirely separate from evaluating them as successors.

To prevent my house from following the same doomed path as the Riodolph royal family, I have to put institutional safeguards in place.

“You want your children and their descendants to live happily too, don’t you?”

“Of course I do.”

“Then I need to make sure they can’t do anything that would lead to ruin.”

Even if my children aren’t particularly capable, surely, they won’t be so incompetent that they can’t even serve as figureheads.

All they need to do is leave the complicated administrative work to their ministers and focus on looking dignified and upholding their authority.

As long as they maintain appearances, they should be able to rule safely without being overthrown—for a long time, at least……probably until technological and societal advancements bring about an era where I’d have to start worrying about a communist revolution?

“I’ll gradually relinquish more of my remaining authority as well. By the time I reach old age, I want to remain as nothing more than a respected elder of the nation.”

That includes myself, of course.

As long as I control the majority of the parliament and wield influence as I please, this can hardly be considered a true constitutional monarchy.

I need to gradually dissolve my faction and let them learn to govern on their own.

The only things the imperial family should retain are the honor of the monarchy and a comfortable fortune—just like the British royal family in 21st-century Earth.

To avoid criticism that maintaining the imperial family is a drain on the national treasury, they must possess real estate and tangible assets.

A few palaces, some forests, a handful of mines, and prime urban properties should be enough.

Buying up properties already on the market would only invite backlash, so I’ll just confiscate them from the remaining nobles once I finish purging them.

“…You really are incredible, Your Majesty.”

“All of a sudden?”

After hearing my plans for the future, Camilla looked at me in admiration, her eyes filled with satisfaction.

“Plenty of people know what’s right, but only a few actually put it into practice.”

“That does tend to be the case.”

“But you’re different. You had everything in your hands, yet you willingly chose to give it up.”

She expressed her gratitude, saying that even as someone who had believed in republicanism, she would have struggled with such a decision.

Then, she left a lipstick mark in the shape of her lips on my face.

Smooch.

“Thank you, Your Majesty. You’ve never made me regret choosing you.”

“C-Camilla! You can’t just do that alone!”

And then, the Saint followed suit.

Before I knew it, both of my cheeks had turned completely red.

Watching the two of them express their affection so openly, I finally made up my mind.

‘Yeah. If not today, then when?’

“Hey, both of you—could you close your eyes for a moment?”

Gently, I got up and knelt before them.

Then, I took out the small package I had hidden in my pocket.

“You can open your eyes now.”

“Huh? What’s this all of a sudd—oh?”

“Why are you acting so—huh?”

Camilla and the Saint both stopped mid-sentence.

And for good reason.

What I held out to them… was none other than three rings.

“I know—it’s ridiculously late to be doing this after the coronation and everything else. But even so, I wanted to say it now. Thank you both… for choosing to stay by my side.”

I closed my eyes, took a deep breath, and recited the words I had prepared in my mind.

“I may be a clumsy old man, ten years your senior and in my thirties… but I promise, you’ll never regret this for the rest of your life. I love you.”

One for each of their ring fingers.

I slipped the rings onto their hands—matching in design, identical for both.

A symbol of our engagement, even if it came a few months late.

“Do you like how they look? If not, I can have them remade—”

“Your Majesty!”

I didn’t even get to finish my sentence.

Both of my empresses threw themselves at me, wrapping me in a tight embrace.


“Thank you… for making us this happy.”

“We’ll stay by your side forever. In life, and even in heaven—always together, the three of us.”

Feeling the warmth of my empresses, I made up my mind.

No matter how chaotic and eventful my life had been, meeting these two was a blessing.



 
  
    Chapter 96: Side Story 1) Name


New Empire Calendar, Year 2, November 3.

On a day when the chill of winter was beginning to creep in, deep within the Imperial Palace, the laughter of a happy family blossomed like flowers in full bloom.

“Come on, Luise! Walk all the way over here. You can do it, just one step at a time!”

“If you feel like you’re going to fall, Mommy will catch you. So don’t be scared and give it a try, okay?”

A man and a woman, gathered cozily in a room filled with the warmth of the fireplace, cheered on the child with voices full of anticipation.

The baby wasn’t even old enough for a first birthday celebration yet. 

Naturally, she couldn’t understand their words, but perhaps she could still grasp the sentiment behind them.

Encouraged by her parents, the child lifted herself up and took small, unsteady steps forward.

Though clumsy and wobbly, her direction was clear—straight toward her parents.

“Ababa!”

“Yes, Daddy’s right here. I’m not going anywhere, so take your time.”

“You’re almost there, sweetheart! Just a little more!”

With her mother watching closely from the side, the child stumbled, swayed, and yet slowly pressed forward.

A distance of only a few meters—short, but certainly not an easy challenge for a baby.

Despite the struggle, she managed to reach the end, completing her journey.

Then, beaming brightly, she looked up at her father before collapsing into his embrace.

“Uweh…”

“You did so well. Our daughter is amazing.”

“She must take after her father with that determination.”

“Oh, come on, that’s definitely from you, Camilla.”

As some might have already guessed, this child is my daughter.

My firstborn, who came into this world earlier this year.

With hair as red as a blooming rose, I named her Luise. 

Just like her name, she was unbelievably adorable and beautiful.

She wasn’t even a year old, yet her striking features already hinted at a future beauty. 

I couldn’t help but wonder what kind of stunning young woman she would grow into.

She had never been sick even once so far, and I could only hope she would stay healthy in the future as well.

After all, no matter how skilled a healer or doctor we had in the family, I never wanted to see my own flesh and blood suffer.

“Uwaaah!!”

“Oh dear, she’s fussing for food again.”

“She needs to eat well while she’s growing. Should I call the wet nurse?”

“No, as her mother, I should take care of her.”

With a gentle smile, Camilla loosened the upper part of her dress and guided the baby to nurse.

Despite going through pregnancy and childbirth, her breast remained beautifully firm and full. 

More than enough to provide all the nutrients the baby needed.

Would that be an H? No, maybe even an I?

They had definitely grown bigger after pregnancy and childbirth.

Well, still not quite as much as our second empress, though.

“You’re surprisingly kind to your child, Camilla. You used to seem sharper before.”

“What are you saying? I’ve always been like this with family. I only acted tough in politics to seem strong.”

Seeing Camilla’s affectionate actions, the saintess chuckled softly, resting her head on my shoulder.

Sitting properly with perfect poise, her stomach was noticeably swollen.

Not from gaining weight—no, that responsibility mostly fell on me.

She had gotten pregnant a few months after Camilla.

Thanks to her divine nature, it had taken a bit longer for her to conceive.

“When this child is born, I’ll raise them just like you do. Even when I pump milk every day, I still have more than I know what to do with. I wonder if the baby will be able to drink it all.”

“Oh? But isn’t there already someone by your side who drinks it? And yet you say it’s too much to handle?”

“Well, even though I offer it every night, it’s still more than I can manage…”

“Ahem, let’s stop with the strange talk.”

Anyone listening might think I had some sort of odd fetish for stealing my children’s meals.

“More importantly, have you decided on a name for the baby? You’re due very soon.”

“A name…?”

The saintess shook her head weakly.

“I’m sorry. I just can’t seem to come up with anything. I don’t even have memories of being called by a name myself, so naming someone else is difficult for me.”

“There’s no need to apologize.”

“That’s why…”

She hesitated for a moment before speaking again in a shy voice.

“Your Majesty, could you name the baby for me?”

“For you?”

“Yes. I’d like you to give me a new identity—not as a saintess, but as an individual, as myself.”

With a face filled with regret, she recounted what had happened.

It was about a month before Luise was born.

The saintess had traveled alone to the former lands of the Theocracy.

Her purpose was none other than to search for her lost family.

She had been taken to the Holy See at the age of six, separated from her relatives. 

Now, she sought to find them and reclaim her past.

“Thank you for letting me go, Your Majesty. I’ll see you again later.”

“Just don’t get hurt. There are more than a few people who would be devastated if something happened to you.”

“Hehe, don’t worry. I may not look it, but I once dug through the Holy City all by myself, you know?”

To maintain security, she traveled discreetly with only a small escort.

She couldn’t display any noble family crest, as that would reveal her identity as an empress. 

However, she still rode in an elegant carriage, accompanied by elite soldiers from the Revolutionary Army.

No bandit would dare target such a well-guarded group. 

Besides, with the war over, public safety had improved considerably.

Upon reaching the former Theocracy’s territory, she retraced her childhood memories to locate her hometown.

“Is this the place, Saint… ahem, madam?”

“Yes. I remember this mountain. It had such a unique shape that I used to play around here all the time as a child.”

“Then there should be a village or a settlement nearby…”

If this were the 21st century, the constant cycle of redevelopment and remodeling would have made the search nearly impossible.

But this was a medieval fantasy world.

Some technologies might be on par with the early modern era, but culturally and socially, this was still the equivalent of the 17th century.

There was no concept of urban renewal, and buildings often stood for centuries without change.

A mere decade or so wasn’t nearly enough time to alter the landscape of a rural village—especially with distinct geographical features like this.

“It’s this way! If we go around that rock, there should be a path leading in… Ah.”

“What’s wrong, madam? Why did you… Damn it.”

But just as her search was about to reach its conclusion, everything fell apart.

“Was there a fire? No… it looks like someone set it deliberately.”

“The bodies are all trapped within the ruins. Judging by their postures, they didn’t burn to death in their sleep.”

“Then someone killed them first… and burned the place down to destroy the evidence?”

There was no one left.

Or perhaps it would be more accurate to say… no one alive remained.

All that remained there were things that used to be people.

The destruction and death had occurred at least a decade ago.

All that was left were rotting wooden beams, crumbling stone walls worn down by wind and rain.

The old mill where she used to play as a child, the kind neighbor who always greeted her warmly, the village’s only shop… even the house that had once been her own.

Everything had long since burned down and crumbled.

Despite the years that had passed, she could still recognize it.

This was not the result of a natural disaster—it was clearly the work of human hands.

“Who would do something like this to a civilian village?”

“Who else? In a remote countryside like this, it’s not hard to guess.”

“…They’re insane. They kidnapped her and then slaughtered her entire family?”

The guards sighed in frustration, while the saintess let out a heart-wrenching cry.

“Aah… ah, ahhh… why…!”

Everything was gone.

The one thing that had given her the strength to endure her cruel life—the people she had always believed she would see again.

The only connection she had left to the world outside the Holy See… had already been erased long ago.

Overcome with grief and anger, the saintess sobbed until there were no more tears left to shed.

“Why… why did they have to go this far? Was it not enough to shatter my life, you wretched bastards?!”

She could guess the reason.

Most likely, it was to prevent any rumors from spreading about her birthplace or her family.

A puppet like her couldn’t be allowed to have outside connections.

But did they really have to go this far?

There was no one left to answer her questions.

Either they were long dead or buried beneath the ruins of the Holy See.

Hoping that someone might have escaped, she inquired in nearby villages.

But the only response she received was utter denial.

Her entire village had been labeled as demon worshippers. 

No one had escaped. Not even a single ant had made it out alive.

The Holy See had been thorough—and utterly merciless.

“Madam, are you all right?”

“…Yes. Let’s go back. But before we leave… please bury them somewhere warm, where the sun can reach them.”

In the end, the saintess had no choice but to return home.

She had set out with hope and anticipation, only to come back with nothing but despair and sorrow.

“Now, the only family I have left is Your Majesty, Camilla… and you. Only the three of you truly know who I am.”

Tears welled in the saintess’s eyes as she clutched my hand tightly.

“I can’t remember anymore. I don’t recall what my parents looked like or how they used to call my name. I tried so hard not to forget, but now… I know nothing.”

“…You.”

“Your Majesty, please give me a name. A name not as a saintess, but as an ordinary person… as your wife.”

Everyone who had once known her past was dead.

The only people around her now were those who worshipped her as the Goddess’s representative or the Emperor’s subjects.

No one remained who had ever seen her as just herself.

That was why she pleaded with me.

To make her an ordinary person.

To see her not as a divinely chosen figure, but simply as a woman who loved a man.

“Alright.”

If she wanted it that desperately, it was only right that I grant her wish.

Traditionally, names were often derived from a person’s physical features. 

In that case… her hair, as white as milk and as pure as a lily, seemed like the perfect inspiration.

“How about Lilia?”

“It’s a simple and fitting name.”

“If you don’t like it, I can change it.”

The saintess shook her head with a gentle smile.

“No, I love it. Lilia von Royten… it even sounds beautiful.”

With a radiant smile, she leaned in and kissed me softly.

“Thank you, Your Majesty, for granting my sudden request.”

Even though we had been married for over a year—

That was more than enough to stir me.

“Oh my, you’ve stiffened up quite a bit.”


“With me being this far along in my pregnancy and Camilla still not fully recovered… should I take care of you with my mouth?”

“…Yeah.”

In the end, she did it with her mouth.

Twelve times.



 
  
    Chapter 97: Side Story 2) Vacation


New Empire Calendar, Year 3, July 15.

On a day when the summer heat was starting to intensify, as I was preparing to delegate my authority to the parliament as usual, a thought suddenly crossed my mind.

“Should I go visit Father and Mother for the first time in a while?”

“All of a sudden?”

“I meant to invite them to the coronation, but it didn’t work out.”

I wanted to see my family. 

Not Julius, whom I saw regularly, but my real parents—the ones who gave birth to me.

During my time at the military academy and throughout the war, I hadn’t been able to meet them even once.

Wouldn’t it be my duty as a proper son to at least visit them and give them an update on my life?

‘They probably have a general idea of what I’ve been up to.’

After becoming emperor, I had kept them informed through regular letters, but letters could never compare to meeting in person.

If their own son had swallowed up an entire country and still hadn’t shown his face, how anxious must they be?

“Do you have the time for that?”

“Why wouldn’t I? I’ve already dumped all the tedious administrative work on the Prime Minister.”

In the past, it might have been impossible, but now, even if my wife and I both left at the same time, the government wouldn’t come to a halt.

The constitutional monarchy system had been established—at least in its basic form.

Unless it was an exceptionally important matter, my ministers handled decisions and approvals on their own.

A few months away wouldn’t cause any major issues.

And if something truly urgent came up, the Prime Minister would contact me.

“Besides, our family’s territory is in the south. It’s cooler in the summer.”

“Oh.”

“That means the children won’t get heat rashes. That’s nice.”

Rahator, the capital, wasn’t unbearably hot thanks to the two rivers flowing through it.

But under the blazing summer sun, it was still enough to make you sweat.

Meanwhile, the Barony of Royten, even in mid-August, enjoyed a cool autumn-like climate.

Winters there were harsh, but summers couldn’t have been more pleasant.

“What do you think? Should we all go together?”

“Sounds great!”

“This is the perfect chance to make a strong impression as their daughter-in-law…”

And just like that, our family trip was decided on the spot.

We had the attendants quickly pack our belongings, and after setting out, we arrived in the capital of the Barony of Royten around mid-August.

Clunk.

“It’s been a while, Father. You’re as strong as ever.”

“I owe it to my daily exercise. But… who are these young ladies beside you?”

“Ah, these are my wives. The one on the left is Camilla, the First Empress, and the one on the right is Lilia, the Second Empress.”

“T-The Saintess… in our humble estate…?”

Unfortunately, the moment we stepped out of the carriage, my father was so shocked that he fainted on the spot.

Doesn’t he pass out a little too often?

Silvanus von Royten, the former Baron of Royten, was an utterly ordinary man.

“Julius, I’m passing the title on to you. The future of this land is now in your hands.”

“Thank you, Father. I will never disappoint you!”

He was born into a modest noble family and lived a life similar to many other nobles.

As an adult, he entered the social circles of the capital, built connections, familiarized himself with the latest trends, and formed various relationships.

Eventually, after reaching a suitable age, he married a decent woman and had three children—two sons and a daughter.

He neither achieved great success nor gained widespread fame, but for a minor noble family without the overwhelming influence of a ducal house, this was what a normal life looked like.

Since it wasn’t an era of constant warfare, he spent most of his life managing administrative duties.

Eventually, he passed the title to his eldest son, Julius, and was preparing to settle into retirement as a quiet old man.

But then.

“M-My Lord! We have a major problem!!”

“Why the sudden panic?”

“The second young master has caused an incident in the North!!”

A rebellion had erupted—led by none other than his long-absent second son.

The shocking news spread: Carolus, now infamous as the Wolf of the North, was leading an army south across the frozen plains.

But there was no time to react.

Or rather, there was never any time to react at all.

Because within just two short months… everything was over.

By the time Silvanus heard the news and tried to discuss a solution, everything had already been resolved.

What could he possibly do?

Without even realizing it, he had gone from being the father of a traitor to the father of a national hero.

At the very least, by doing nothing, he had avoided having to prostrate himself in apology.

That was much better than… certain others. Like Julius—who, in a desperate attempt to save himself, had betrayed his own brother.

“The eldest is a high-ranking official in the administration, and the second is the most powerful figure in politics. I suppose my children turned out quite well.”

“We nearly lost everything along the way, though.”

“But in the end, it all worked out, didn’t it?”

After all, a successful coup is called a revolution.

In any case, the family was safe from punishment, and both sons had risen to prominence.

Silvanus was ready to accept this outcome and move on.

Until.

“Um… My Lord?”

“What is it now?”

“The second young master… has massacred the nobles in the capital.”

“What?!”

The capital was in an uproar again.

After decisively defeating the Imperial Army, Carolus had uncovered the truth behind the war… and gone into a violent frenzy.

For a minor provincial noble like Silvanus, the real cause of the empire’s downfall had been beyond his knowledge.

He understood why his son had done it, but that didn’t change the fact that every noble connection he had built over the years was now completely erased.

And that wasn’t the only problem.

Among the remaining nobles, his family was now ostracized as the home of a madman.

The backlash was significant, though thankfully, it didn’t last long.

Because soon enough… the entire kingdom collapsed.

“My Lord?”

“What now? Did Carolus assassinate His Majesty or something?”

“That’s… exactly what he’s planning to do.”

With the saintess’s assistance, Carolus finally dismantled the royal family—and took the throne for himself.

A once-insignificant noble house from the southeastern frontier had now risen to become the ruling dynasty of a vast empire.

The barony was elevated to imperial lands, a direct domain of the new emperor.

And in just two years, Silvanus’s reputation had gone from Father of a Traitor → Father of a National Hero → Father of a Madman → Father of His Imperial Majesty.

What next?

Would they make him Retired Emperor just to complete the set?

With events unfolding so rapidly that he had no time to adjust, Silvanus had only one choice.

To keep his head down and remain as quiet as possible.

“I’ve been keeping my public activities to a minimum. In times like these, drawing attention does no good.”

“A very wise decision.”

“If I so much as accept a bribe, it’ll only cause trouble for my son. A parent shouldn’t be the one to ruin their child’s future.”

Silvanus had neither the ability nor the desire to exploit the situation for his own gain.

He had already retired, and the last thing he wanted was to abuse his son’s newfound power for personal benefit.

Even when people came offering bribes or seeking connections to the imperial family, he turned them all away.

Pretending to know nothing, he shut his doors to political dealings and remained uninvolved.

Instead, he focused on managing his land and enjoying a quiet, modest life with his wife.

At least… until today.

“It’s been a long time, Father.”

“Carolus?”

“Yes, it’s me.”

…You’ve changed a lot. Your face looks rougher now.”

“Life has been quite harsh.”

Fifteen years had passed since his son had left home.

Back then, he had still been a boy of fifteen, with a youthful face that had yet to lose its softness.

Now, he had returned as a man in his thirties.

His face was marked with scars and traces of a beard, and his sharp gaze was keener than that of a hired assassin.

Even without explanation, it was clear he had endured countless trials and hardships.

“Come inside. I’ve kept your old room empty—you can stay there.”

“Thank you, Father.”

Yet, despite his hardened appearance, his voice and mannerisms remained the same as before.

And so, without showing his emotions, Silvanus welcomed his son warmly, offering him a place to rest after all these years.

“And these young ladies…?”

“They’re my wives. Introduce yourselves.”

“”It’s an honor to meet you, Father-in-law!””

“…Carolus? Didn’t you say you were married to Viscount Arschach’s daughter and the Saintess?”

“I did, didn’t I?”

“T-Then these young la— I mean, these ladies are… um…”

“Father?!”

My father’s mind seemed to drift for a moment, overwhelmed by the fact that his daughters-in-law outranked him by an unimaginable degree.

But the momentary daze didn’t last long.

“Grandpa!”

“Grandfather!”

“Ongya! Grandma is right here, sweetheart. What a good child.”

“They’re adorable. They look just like you when you were little.”

Regaining his composure, my father, along with my mother, embraced their grandchildren for the first time.

My eldest daughter, Luise.

My eldest son, Siegfried.

And my second daughter, Maria.

Despite it being their first time meeting, none of them fussed or cried. 

They all remained calm and well-behaved.

Perhaps they could instinctively sense that this was their family.

“Is this child the next Crown Prince?”

“If he grows up well without any issues, yes.”

“Then I suppose I’m holding the future of the empire in my arms.”

Siegfried was the first child Lilia had given birth to.

From the moment he was born, he was a hefty 11-pound baby, a true picture of robust health.

Now, not even a year old, he was already about the same size as his older sister, Luise. 

He could even walk on his own.

“To think I’ve finally lived long enough to hold my grandson… Julius has been married for ages, and yet there’s still no news.”

“He is trying, so I’m sure we’ll hear something soon.”

Hearing my mother’s grumbling, I could only let out a dry chuckle.

My brother had married six years before I did, yet he still had no children.

It wasn’t infertility or anything like that—at least, as far as I knew.

I had even sent him some herbal remedies, so hopefully, they would help.

“So, are you planning to just rest here for a while?”

“That’s the plan for now.”

“Since you’re here, why not attend a banquet? There’s going to be a party in the village the day after tomorrow.”

A party, huh? Now that I think about it, I hadn’t attended one since childhood.

Not on the battlefield, obviously. 

And after the coup, I had banned all operas and banquets to stabilize the economy.

“The host is a bit of a gourmet, so there should be plenty of good food. It won’t be as extravagant as the capital, though.”

“Then why not? I’ll go.”

There wasn’t much to do at the estate anyway.

And playing around in bed… well, not with my parents nearby.

Might as well attend for the experience.

I wonder if any of the guys I used to play with as a kid are still around?

With that in mind, we headed to the banquet.

And there, we encountered him.


A fraud boldly spreading outrageous lies.

“My girlfriend? She works as a lady-in-waiting at the Imperial Palace, you know? When I visit the capital, people recognize me instantly and treat me with the utmost respect.”

How interesting.

Because I don’t recall ever seeing a woman like that in my palace.



 
  
    Chapter 98: Side Story 3) Vacation


Following my mother’s suggestion, we arrived at the party venue on time.

For attire, we picked something appropriate from what we had brought.

Too extravagant, and we’d attract too much attention. 

Too plain, and we’d risk being looked down upon.

The goal was to appear as if we came from a respectable noble family, nothing more.

Oh, and of course, concealing our true identities was a bonus.

“Is this the place? The architecture is quite unique.”

“Notice how the windows are smaller? The South is colder than the capital, so insulation is a priority.”

After presenting the invitation my mother had given us to the doorman, we entered.

Though not as grand as the capital’s venues, the building had its own elegance.

Curious about what kind of food they had prepared, we stepped inside.

Only to find that nearly every prominent figure in the region was gathered there.

“Who are they?”

“They don’t seem like locals…”

Most of the faces were unfamiliar.

Well, after being away for over a decade, it would have been stranger if I still recognized people.

“Huh? Carolus?”

“Hans?”

Still, there were a few familiar faces—friends I had played with as a child.

It seemed they had inherited their family businesses and remained in the area.

“How are you even here? After you left for the military academy, we never heard from you. We thought you were dead.”

“Somehow, I managed to survive the North and earn some achievements. I got married, too.”

“Oh…”

When I gestured toward my wives, he let out an awed whistle.

As expected, my wives’ looks were unfairly stunning.

Even after having children, they only seemed to grow more beautiful.

No one would ever guess they were married women.

“Congratulations. So, where are you living now?”

“Rahator.”

“Oh, the capital? That’s—wait…”

Hans’s face suddenly went pale as he seemed to finally connect the dots.

After all, I had just casually mentioned living in the capital and serving in the North.

If he still didn’t figure it out, he’d be a complete fool.

But it seemed he had at least some sense.

“C-Carolus? No way, are you—Your Maj—”

“Shhh.”

I quickly covered his mouth.

I hadn’t gone through the trouble of hiding my identity just to be worshiped at some random party.

“Don’t use that title here. Just talk to me like you used to. Got it?”

“But treating you like that while knowing who you are… that would be treason…”

“And I just gave you permission. Just pretend you didn’t know.”

I put a little force into my voice, and Hans, though still nervous, nodded in understanding.

If the emperor himself was fine with it, there was no reason to argue.

“So, how do you plan on introducing yourself?”

“I’ll just say I was a discharged officer who fought in the war. Plenty of guys like that are wandering around these days.”

Since the army was downsizing after the war, former officers were everywhere.

“Alright, got it. I’ll introduce you to the others then.”

Though he was still a bit shaky, Hans went around the room introducing me to the other guests.

To those who already knew me, he gave them a firm warning to keep their mouths shut.

To those who didn’t, he gave a vague yet plausible explanation.

It was all hastily put together, but this wasn’t some grand formal event, so no one questioned it too deeply.

After all, this banquet was just an excuse for everyone to drink, chat, and enjoy themselves.

No one cared enough to investigate every guest’s background.

“Oh, Hans. Who’s this gentleman?”

And that’s when we encountered them.

A sleazy-looking couple that screamed trouble.

“Haven’t seen you before. Are you from another region?”

“…Yes, that’s correct.”

The fact that he immediately spoke down to me was annoying, but I held back and remained polite.

Acting rough would only damage my own dignity.

“Where are you from? Schleswig-Holstein? Mecklenburg?”

“Rahator.”

“Oh, so you’re a city boy from the capital.”

The thug-like man gave an obnoxious smirk and pulled his woman closer, showing her off.

Not that there was anything impressive about her.

Her chest was smaller than Camilla’s, and her face was nothing remarkable either.

Was he setting himself up for a self-own?

“What do you do for a living? Merchant? Craftsman?”

“Armin, you’re being too rude. Show some restraint…”

Hans tried to intervene, but I casually brushed him aside.

I was curious just how much nonsense this idiot was about to spout.

Being in a position where I was constantly revered made this refreshing.

It had been a while since I’d seen someone confidently run their mouth full of shit.

“I was an officer. I’m retired now.”

“So basically, you’re unemployed.”

The thug clicked his tongue and looked at me smugly before continuing.

“What brings you to this backwater town? A guy from the capital must have had quite the journey to get here.”

“I have family here. Thought I’d pay them a visit after a long time.”

“So you’ll be heading back soon, then?”

Grinning, he patted his girlfriend’s shoulder.

“Do you have a job lined up when you return? If not, I can help you out.”

“Oh? And how exactly would you do that?”

“My girlfriend works as a lady-in-waiting at the Imperial Palace.”

Oh? Now that’s an interesting story.

“She’s in a high-ranking position, you see. She serves the Empresses personally. If I ask her, she can get you a job anywhere.”

I nearly burst out laughing, and judging by their expressions, Camilla and Lilia were struggling just as much.

If you’re going to bluff, at least make it somewhat believable.

This was such an obvious lie that it was outright insulting.

“Have either of you ever seen that woman before?”

“Not at all.”

“We remember every single lady-in-waiting we have. This is the first time I’ve seen her.”

A lady-in-waiting is entirely different from a regular maid.

While maids handle menial labor like cleaning carpets and windows, ladies-in-waiting act more like personal aides.

They assist with tasks like dressing and applying makeup—jobs that require absolute trust.

Because of that, there were very few of them—barely thirty in the entire Imperial Palace.

And the selection process was strict.

To even qualify, you had to be from a noble family or be closely connected to my inner circle.

Simply put, unless you were the daughter of a loyalist noble or a former revolutionary officer, you wouldn’t even get a chance.

And yet, this random woman from some obscure village was supposedly a lady-in-waiting?

The sheer audacity.

If that were true, then a lowlife like him wouldn’t have even dreamed of dating her.

I wasn’t sure if he was exaggerating or if his girlfriend was the one making things up, but either way.

This guy was even dumber than he looked.

“Well? If you show some sincerity, I might be able to help you out.”

Oblivious to my thoughts, the thug smirked smugly.

“If you let me have some time alone with these lovely ladies beside you—”

“That’s enough.”

So this bastard finally crossed the line.

I grabbed him by the neck and dragged him toward the terrace, making sure we were out of sight from the other guests.

“W-What the hell are you doing?!”

“If you’re going to run your mouth about my wives like that, you’d better be ready to pay the price.”

While ordering my wives to investigate that fake lady-in-waiting, I threw the bastard onto the ground.

Then swung my foot and shattered his knee.

CRACK!

“AAAAAHHH!!!”

I understood that in rural areas like this, government decrees and official news didn’t always reach the people properly.

That was just how things were in a world without advanced communication technology.

But this whole situation was just ridiculous.

I had personally ordered my portrait to be printed and distributed nationwide.

And yet, there were still idiots like this?

Once I got back, I’d have to remind the council to improve the empire’s communication and information network.

“Y-You insane bastard! You think you’ll get away with this?! The moment I leave here, I swear I’ll have you killed! I’ll tell my father and have you disappear forever!”

“Oh? And what does your father do?”

“He owns the biggest factory in the entire barony!”

“That’s funny. Because I’m the baron’s brother.”

“Ha!”

The thug scoffed at my words, clearly thinking I was just some random guy pretending to be a noble.

I didn’t particularly care if he believed me or not.

Because, at that moment, someone arrived who could confirm the truth.

“C-Carolus, sir?! What are you doing here?!”

The host of the banquet.

A merchant leader who controlled one of the largest trade groups in the barony.

Ran over the moment he saw me, immediately bowing his head in respect.

Even a man powerful enough to ignore low-ranking nobles was now bowing before me.

That alone was enough to make my status clear.

“Just giving a lesson to an arrogant fool. He dared to set his sights on my wife.”

I abandoned my fake identity and switched to an authoritative tone.

This merchant had worked with my father for years—he knew exactly who I was.

And judging by his horrified expression, he also understood just how grave a crime it was to flirt with the Empress.

“Do as you please, Lord Carolus. I will handle the cleanup. I shall inform his parents to start preparing for a funeral.”

“I appreciate your consideration.”

The thug, finally realizing the gravity of the situation, looked up at me in utter despair.

“C-Carolus? This man—no, His Majesty—? What have I done…?!”

“Shut your damn mouth.”

I silenced him with a stomp to his face, then turned to my wives.

It seemed they had finished their interrogation.

“We found out, Your Majesty. She was just a lowly maid until recently.”

“She exaggerated her position to show off when she came back home. And that idiot actually believed her.”

“So he was just a fool.”

The woman was merely guilty of a little vanity. 

A simple dismissal from service would be enough.

But as for this guy… how should I deal with him?

Killing him outright felt too merciful.

No, something fittingly painful would be much more appropriate.

Oh—I’ve got it.

“P-Please spare me! I swear I’ll never do anything like this again, Your Majesty! Just let me live!”

“Relax. I’m not going to kill you.”

The highest punishment in the legal system was execution.

But that was too kind.

Once you’re dead, that’s it—whether you end up in heaven or hell, it’s all over.

Wouldn’t it be much better to let him live… so he could suffer for a long, long time?

“Instead, you’re going to enlist.”

“Anything but death! I’ll gladly serve! Where should I sign up?!”

“There’s a new unit under the navy in the south. I’ll send you there.”

It was a force created to defend the coastline from invasions and conduct amphibious assaults when necessary.


Our empire’s fleet was lacking, so our navy required dedicated ground troops.

“M-May I ask the name of the unit, Your Majesty?”

“The Marines.”

Ahoy, welcome to voluntary enlistment!



 
  
    Chapter 99: Side Story 4) Truth?


New Empire Calendar, Year 12, November 4.

As the empire continued to grow in power and its foundations became ever stronger, we found ourselves facing an unexpected and serious dilemma.

“What… exactly is this child?”

“Did you extract divine power from the Goddess’s corpse or something?”

“No one’s even set foot near that place in the past five years, as far as I know.”

Was it because our marital relationship had grown distant?

No way.

Sure, I was already in my forties, and my empresses had entered their thirties, but our passion was still very much alive.

Unless I was away on official trips, the three of us still enjoyed ourselves together about twelve times a week.

Was it about the imperial succession?

That was impossible.

The rules of succession had been firmly established, and the heir had been officially announced long ago.

We had even codified it into law, leaving zero room for debate.

I had no intention of letting this become a source of family conflict.

Had I simply grown weak with age?

Not a chance.

Thanks to Lilia’s miracles, we had all been significantly slowed in aging.

The idiot former Holy Pontiff had forcibly extracted blood to create so-called “elixirs,” but unlike him, we had a proper divine blessing—given freely, as a family.

With my continued military training and divine power bolstering my body, I was healthier than ever.

If anything, I looked younger than when I had first married.

At this rate, I could probably live another eighty years in perfect health.

“Besides, the ancient rituals the Holy See used to create a Saintess were lost, weren’t they? Everyone who knew them was executed.”

“Which means… our daughter awakened divine power on her own? Is that even possible?”

“How should I know…?”

The problem was our daughter.

Lilia’s fourth daughter and the youngest in our family.

Victoria von Royten.

So far, Camilla had given birth to four sons and three daughters, while Lilia had given birth to three sons and four daughters.

Victoria was the youngest, born three winters ago.

She had learned to walk incredibly fast and picked up speech at an astonishing rate.

We had assumed she was simply a genius.

Until, one day, she suddenly started using divine power.

Flawlessly.

Despite the fact that we had never conducted any kind of Saintess succession ritual.

“Papa!”

Look at her.

Even now, she’s floating midair, casually unleashing miracles.

Thanks to her reckless use of divine power, flowers were blooming in full force, despite it being the middle of winter.

“I think… she has more divine power than me. And I was once considered one of the most powerful Saintesses in history.”

“Maybe she inherited it from her mother. You’re the only Saintess who has ever had children, so there was no precedent until now.”

“That’s a possibility.”

We didn’t have enough information to determine the exact cause, but one thing was clear.

At this rate, Victoria would grow into the strongest Saintess in history.

She was only two years old and could already cast mass healing over an entire battlefield and buff an entire division of soldiers at once.

What would she be capable of as an adult?

Would she be able to level mountains with divine power?

Split the seas in half?

…Actually, that wouldn’t be so bad. 

Those Albione bastards had been getting too full of themselves lately. 

She could help put them back in their place.

“Lilia, make sure to take good care of her. I don’t want her being treated differently just because she’s… special.”

“Don’t worry, Your Majesty.”

Whatever the future held, that was still a long way off.

For now, the best thing we could do was love and raise Victoria with care.

Hopefully, she would grow up to be a kind-hearted child.

‘Mom and Dad are worrying about me again.’

Meanwhile, Victoria watched her family, quietly observing their concerns.

‘I guess they’re just confused since they’ve never seen a child like me before.’

Her reasoning skills and awareness were far beyond her age.

More importantly, she was conscious enough to hide it.

Despite being a toddler who still spoke with a lisp, Victoria’s intelligence was already comparable to that of a fully grown adult.

Why?

Did she inherit her parents’ talents?

Was she simply born a genius?

Unfortunately, the answer was neither of those.

The truth was simple.

She was the reincarnation of the Goddess who had been killed long ago.

‘Still… thank you. For allowing me to be born again.’

About two hundred years ago.

After spending countless millennia guiding and watching over humanity.

The Goddess was betrayed and slain.

She could have fought back.

Even though she had descended into a physical form, she was still a Goddess—her power was beyond comprehension.

If she had wished, she could have wiped out not only the heretics who betrayed her but the entire Holy Kingdom in an instant.

But she didn’t.

She couldn’t bring herself to do it.

Because she couldn’t accept that the very believers who had worshiped her had turned against her.

“I was foolishly kind, and I suffered for it… but still, thank you for granting me this second life.”

Unlike a certain carpenter from Nazareth, the Goddess had been too kind.

She had loved humanity without expecting anything in return.

For countless ages, she had guided them, intervening whenever necessary to keep them on the right path.

She had chosen kings, established morals, and nurtured civilization.

In truth, most of humanity’s progress and history had been shaped by her hand.

Even when she finally grew weary of humanity’s foolishness and decided to abandon them, her love for them never fully disappeared.

Even when she declared that she would no longer guide them because of the corruption of their rulers and priests.

A part of her still cared.

And that was why, even when those very priests turned on her, she did not retaliate.

Even when they bound her with sorcery and magic, she merely tried to escape—never once considering that she could strike them down.

“And… I’m sorry. I used you to bring myself back into this world. One day, I will repay this sin.”

Instead of fighting, she had chosen a different path.

She offered up her life—but not without a plan.

She had long understood the real reason the priests had turned against her.

They sought to preserve their power.

To prove to the world that the Holy Church alone held the true faith and that divine authority remained with them.

Even if she died, they would undoubtedly try to preserve her corpse.

They would extract divine power from her remains to manufacture new Saintesses, ensuring that their God still existed.

So she used that against them.

Divine power was both the source and the essence of the Goddess herself.

For a human to contain divine power meant accepting a fragment of the Goddess herself.

And when a Saintess bore a child, the divine power within her would naturally be passed down to her offspring.

She had planned for this.

The Goddess hid her own soul within her corpse, allowing it to merge with the divine power extracted from her remains.

From there, she slipped into the body of a Saintess.

Waiting.

Then, the moment that Saintess became pregnant, she would reincarnate as the newborn child.

“The nation you have built will flourish. As someone who was once a Goddess, I swear I will make sure of it.”

For centuries, the plan had failed.

Most Saintesses either lived their entire lives as celibate servants before dying, or worse, were used as playthings for the Holy Pontiffs.

There had never been a chance.

Until now.

Her mother, Lilia, had escaped the cruel life of a Saintess, unable to endure it any longer.

By chance, she had met Carolus, and together, they had embarked on a love-fueled escape.

Less than a year later, they were married.

Then, they had child after child, building a warm, happy family.

And thanks to that, the Goddess, after centuries of hiding, had finally returned to the world.

“I can never reveal my true identity… but I love you both. Until I must return to my place as the Goddess, I will do my best to fulfill my duty as your daughter.”

She would never be able to tell them the truth.

Not in this lifetime.

The Goddess knew just how much Lilia had longed for her—

How much she had grieved, how much she had desperately searched for her.

She didn’t have the courage to confess everything and ask for forgiveness.

Instead, she would wait.

Someday, when her parents’ time in the mortal world came to an end.

When their souls departed from their bodies.

She would be there to send them off.

And in that moment, she would finally reveal the truth and repay them for everything they had done.

At the very least, in the next life, she would ensure they lived happily—without hardship or suffering.

“Mommy! I’m flying!”

“My amazing daughter. But it’s a bit dangerous up there—why don’t you come down just a little?”

“Okay!”

Hiding her true thoughts, the Goddess—no, Victoria—smiled brightly, basking in the warmth of her mother’s embrace.

Far in the future…

When she grew up, Victoria would become known as the first-ever Saintess to serve alongside her mother, Lilia.

With the skills passed down from her mother, her innate talent, and her unparalleled learning ability, she would rise to become the strongest Saintess in history.

Her power would rival the greatest miracles the Goddess had once performed, making her both the mascot of the empire and the symbol of faith.

In Year 67 of the Empire, when the Daiching Empire invaded from the west, Victoria personally took to the frontlines.

She altered the very landscape, raised mountain ranges along key paths, and physically stopped the war by cutting off entire routes with her divine power.

Beyond that, she even resolved the empire’s only flaw.

The fact that the dynasty had never been formally recognized by the Goddess.

Through prayer, she received a divine oracle and officially secured the blessing of the heavens.

Since the Goddess had remained silent for centuries until Victoria was born, some people began to question.

“Was she truly just a Saintess? Or was she the Goddess herself?”

The theory gained widespread support.


And to be fair, it was a rather convincing argument.

But the truth was something the imperial family would keep hidden—forever.

After all, once everyone was dead and gone…

They would learn the truth for themselves.



 
  
    Chapter 100: Side Story 5) Parting is Inevitable


New Empire Calendar, Year 76, April 4.

At long last, the final chapter of my long, long life had arrived.

“It seems… my time has come.”

At my slow, deliberate declaration of death, silence filled the room.

The high-ranking officials who had served under me,

My eldest son—who had already taken the throne thirty years ago,

My other children—who had started their own families and moved away.

Even though their minds understood my words, their hearts refused to accept them.

Their clenched fists trembled.

“Please don’t say such things, Father! It’s just a simple fever, isn’t it? You’ll recover in no time—”

“In the seventy years of your life, have you ever seen me fall ill? What about your mothers?”

“…No, never.”

“This is my body’s way of telling me its time is up. Denying reality won’t change anything.”

I had lived for over a century.

When I ascended the throne, I was thirty-one. 

Now, I was a hundred and seven.

For all that time, thanks to Saintess Lilia’s devoted care and my naturally robust health, I had never once been bedridden.

Not even a single time.

And yet, now, all of a sudden.

A fever had taken hold of my body.

My strength was draining, and I could barely move.

There was only one explanation for this.

I was dying.

My time had finally run out.

I wasn’t an expert in divine power, but I could feel it instinctively.

No amount of miracles or elixirs would help me now.

My body itself had decided it couldn’t go on any longer.

“Don’t grieve too much. We always knew this day would come.”

“How could we not grieve when our father is about to die?!”

My eldest son, Siegfried, wept as he clung to my bedside.

What a crybaby.

Despite his towering physique, he had always been prone to tears, ever since he was a child.

He had already seen his own children grow up, and soon his first great-grandchild would be born.

And yet, in front of me, he had reverted to being nothing more than a child.

Throwing a tantrum, just like when he was little.

I reached out and gently patted his head.

“Death is not the end. There is a heaven, after all.”

This world had a real afterlife.

One’s virtues and sins determined whether they would go to heaven or hell.

And if I had to guess.

I was probably going to heaven.

I had killed many, yes.

But I had saved even more.

I had rebuilt a nation that was rotting from the inside,

Freed the people from oppression and exploitation,

And wiped out the corrupt clergy who had preyed upon them.

I had accomplished what several so-called wise rulers couldn’t do in their lifetimes.

Surely, this was enough.

“Life and death are simply parts of nature. Don’t grieve, don’t blame anyone. This, too, is fate.”

I handed my will to my eldest son.

I had written it long ago—detailing how my wealth and belongings should be divided.

This way, there would be no arguments among my children over who got the larger share.

“When I die, keep the funeral modest. Bury me beside my wives who have gone before me.”

“…Yes, Father.”

With my final request given, the tension within me dissipated.

A distant, almost floating sensation took over my body.

‘So… this is the end.’

Darkness crept into my vision.

Like ink spreading across a canvas, a pitch-black void swallowed everything around me.

Soon, I would finally reunite with the Empresses who had passed before me—

Or so I thought.

“…The hell?”

I clutched my head, staring in disbelief at the person in front of me.

Or rather.

The being.

“Victoria? What are you doing here?”

“Ehehe…”

My youngest daughter scratched her head sheepishly.

But this didn’t make any sense.

She had been deployed in the former Holy Kingdom territories—why was she in the afterlife?

And why did she look like a teenage girl instead of the sixty-year-old woman she should be?

“Wait. Before that—where is this place? I thought angels or demons were supposed to take me after I died.”

“They won’t be coming. I sent them somewhere else.”

We were in a space of absolute nothingness.

There was no light, no sound, no sensation—only Victoria and me.

Then, suddenly.

She conjured two plush chairs from thin air and gestured for me to sit.

Still wary, I hesitantly took a seat.

Victoria, now looking slightly nervous, took a deep breath before speaking.

“Father, you’ve always wondered, haven’t you? Why I was the only one born with divine power… why I was even stronger than Mother.”

“Yeah. And?”

“Well… the truth is—”

“It’s because I’m the Goddess.”

“I died long ago… but my soul was reborn as your daughter.”

Victoria had just casually dropped an absolutely insane revelation.

Yet, oddly enough, I didn’t feel particularly shocked or outraged.

If anything, it made sense.

And for some reason, it left me feeling… oddly refreshed.

“I see.”

“You’re… not surprised?”

“I mean, I got reincarnated from another world. If a Goddess ended up as my kid, why not?”

If gods exist and they can die, then there’s no reason they couldn’t be reborn.

After two lifetimes, I had long abandoned the concept of fixed logic.

“Oh, right… I forgot.”

Victoria fidgeted for a moment before continuing.

“Actually, Father… your reincarnation was kind of my fault too.”

“What?”

“When I died, it caused a rift in the afterlife system.”

She quickly launched into an explanation, as if trying to excuse herself.

When the ruler of the world’s cycle of souls had vanished, the system governing reincarnation had malfunctioned.

And that led to souls from other worlds accidentally getting mixed in.

Apparently, I was one of them.

“Normally, you wouldn’t have been reborn with all your memories intact. I’m really sorry, Father. My mistake completely messed up your life.”

The Goddess, my youngest daughter, apologized with an almost guilty expression.

I just let out a small laugh and shook my head.

“It’s fine. I had a pretty damn good life.”

Sure, the first ten years were absolute hell.

But in the end, I met amazing people.

I married goddess-tier women who, even on Earth, would have been once-in-a-lifetime beauties.

I spent over a century living in luxury and absolute power.

I had dozens of children and lived long enough to see my great-grandchildren being born.

Yeah, sure—no internet was a bit of a letdown, but aside from that?

I had zero regrets.

For a guy who was just an ROTC graduate captain in his past life, I had lived like a king—no, an emperor.

How could I resent the very person who gave me this new life?

If anything, she was my savior.

I meant that sincerely—and as I said it, Victoria lowered her head, whispering in a small, trembling voice.

“…Thank you, Father.”

“No need to thank me. But… am I supposed to stay here forever?”

If I had to spend eternity in this silent, empty void, I’d probably go insane.

Couldn’t she just send me somewhere already?

Just as I was thinking that, Victoria suddenly sprang up and started what looked like a presentation.

“R-Right! I almost forgot the main point! I brought you here to give you a choice.“

“A choice? About what?”

“About your future.”

Victoria smiled.

“You’ve died, so now it’s time for you to be reborn in a new body. Normally, people’s memories get erased, and they reincarnate randomly… but you’re special. So I thought I’d give you a little bonus.”

She held up two fingers.

“The first option: You’re reborn in this world again. I’ll make sure you’re born into a wealthy family where you can enjoy life without worries. Mother and Lilia will also reincarnate into noble families so you can meet and marry them again. If you want, I can even let all three of you keep your memories.”

A new life in the world I had changed with my own hands.

It wasn’t a bad deal.

Especially if it meant I could meet Camilla and Lilia again.

“And the second option?”

“The second option… is Earth.”

The mention of Earth caught me off guard.

Seeing my confusion, Victoria quickly elaborated.

“It was called… South Korea, right? I can reincarnate you and Mother into that country. All the conditions will be the same as the first option.”

So, no matter what, I was guaranteed a successful life.

The question was—where did I want to live that blessed life?

After a long pause, I made my decision.

“I choose—”

[—In the end, it didn’t take long for them to find each other again.]

[A bond forged over decades of marriage could not be erased so easily.]

[They reunited at a party, their habits and mannerisms making it clear—this was no coincidence.]

[This time, they were not older and younger, but equals—lovers of the same age.]

[As for who would be the first wife this time… that remained to be seen.]

“Phew.”

After finally finishing the manuscript for my next upload, I took my hands off the keyboard and let out a deep sigh.

I had been sitting and writing for three straight hours—my back and hips were starting to feel sore.

It had already been twenty years since my second reincarnation.

And the world I had chosen.

Was none other than Earth.

I had experienced the fantasy life enough—this time, I wanted to enjoy the comforts of modern civilization.

Thanks to Victoria keeping her promise, my new life was quite luxurious.

I was the sole heir of a wealthy family—

My father was a retired investor who made a fortune from crypto and U.S. stock markets,

And my mother… well, she owned five commercial buildings.

With a financially secure background, I was free to pursue whatever career I wanted.

After much thought, I had settled on being a novelist.

I simply adapted my past life into fiction and sold it to the masses.

Fortunately, I had a decent talent for writing, and my stories consistently ranked high in views.

‘Though, being a non-Korean national means I get taxed a bit more…’

If there was one downside to this life, it was my complicated nationality.

Both my parents were ethnically Korean, but they were technically Saudi nationals, so I ended up with dual citizenship.

And yet, despite all that, my family had been living in Korea for nearly twenty years.

Well, at least it meant I could legally practice polygamy in the 21st century.

“Darling, are you done?”

“We’re supposed to have dinner with Father today. If you want to make it on time, you should start getting dressed.”


Right on cue, my wives walked into the room, urging me to hurry up.

Their appearances had changed—but they were still just as beautiful and loving as ever.

Hearing their familiar voices, I smiled and stood up.

“Yeah, I’m coming now.”



 
  
    Bonus Chapter:  Afterword


Thank you all for reading “This Kingdom Needs a Coup.”

This story originally began as a spontaneous idea—

I wanted to write a novel centered around a coup, so I started adding layers, developing the plot, and eventually, it became what you see today.

To be honest, I faced quite a few challenges along the way.

I had a general outline of the story, but I struggled with filling in the details at times.

There were moments where I had to improvise, inserting characters and events like a last-minute script, which made some parts feel a bit forced in hindsight.

Some elements were even added on the spot based on reader comments.

Still, I think I managed to tie up most loose ends, and the story didn’t completely fall apart—so overall, I’d say it turned out decently.


And with this, Carolus’ journey comes to an end.

I hope to see you all soon with my next work.

Right now, I’m considering:


	A protagonist who uses a Death Note-style power but only eliminates real criminals, restoring order to the world.

	A war hero who is betrayed by the empire and defects to the Demon Lord’s army, turning against humanity.

	A villainous protagonist who is forcibly summoned by a Goddess and wreaks havoc on the world through ideology.



Not sure which one will take off first, but we’ll see…
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