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      Prologue: Bel’s Three-Day Diary


      The Southern Capital of the Equestrian Kingdom had deep ties with the Kingdom of Remno. Their close geographical locations led to prosperous exchange, the effects of which could be felt in different ways throughout the city. The ultimate example of this was the architecture—while the other clans lived mostly in tents to match their nomadic lifestyle, the buildings of the Southern Capital were primarily made of stone. In fact, the lodgings that had been assigned to Mia and her crew could easily be compared to the dorms at Saint-Noel’s or the Whitemoon Palace in Tearmoon’s capital.


      Of course, there were differences too—the rooms were completely devoid of tables or chairs. Instead, a fluffy carpet was simply laid out on the floor, with furniture being mostly limited to small items that could easily be moved, perhaps a remnant from their previous nomadic age. On top of that carpet was a single girl, lying on her tummy and slovenly kicking her legs in the air. It was incredibly hard to believe this was really the princess of a mighty empire.


      “Hmm... ‘After we went to Sunkland, we went to the Equestrian Kingdom.’ Right. ‘We were attacked by bandits, and we met this girl with a wolf, and then...’ Hmm... ‘And then to bring the lost Fire Clan back together with the other twelve clans of the Equestrian Kingdom, Miss Mia attended the Meeting of Chieftains, and then...’” The girl—Bel—pushed the pen she held in her right hand to her lip and groaned. “I feel like I can write this better, but it is just a draft, so it might be fine...”


      “Bel, what are you doing?” Citrina looked at Bel with utter confusion. She sat atop the carpet with the refined and flawless conduct fitting of a noble maiden, looking worlds apart from Bel’s unruliness.


      “Tee hee! I was thinking I’d write a diary!”


      “A diary?” She gave Bel a blank stare, which Bel met with a smile.


      “I heard Miss Mia was keeping a diary, so I decided I would write one too!” she said as she held out a bundle of papers. “She said she’d buy me a proper one once we return to Lunatear, so these are just notes! But Mr. Ludwig also told me that keeping a diary would be good for my studies, so I’m going to try my best!” She scrunched her brow in thought. “But Miss Mia said something terrible, y’know! She said I would give up after just three days, so there was no point in buying me a diary. How mean! I do get bored easily, but three is far too short. I could go for as long as ten!”


      Bel was puffing out her chest, but well...that really wasn’t something to be proud of. Anyway...


      “That’s why I’m writing a draft. I want to prove that to Miss Mia! I’ll show her that I can go for more than three days!”


      “Oh, I see.” Citrina went to glance at the stack of papers, but was quickly cut off.


      “Ah! You can’t, Rina! You’re not supposed to show your diary to anyone else!” Bel hugged the papers to her chest, and then began to wag her finger with a smug grin. “Diaries are for reexamining your past self. Miss Mia showed me her diary, and inside was the proof! She kept detailed notes of even all the food she had to eat that day!” Bel laughed, looking both arrogant and somehow proud. But then her eyes lost focus. “I wonder if keeping a diary will one day mean I can be like Miss Mia...”


      That question wasn’t directed at Citrina, but to a far-off someone. However, she would never get an answer. Just as Mia had predicted, her diary only lasted three days. But it wasn’t that she grew tired of it or lacked the perseverance. Instead, she...

    

  

  
    
      Chapter 1: Our Hearts Are One...or Not


      After finishing up with the Meeting of Chieftains, Mia met with Ludwig and the others to return to the lodgings of the Forest Clan, all the while gloating in her heart. Oho ho! I was really quite something back there. There’s a chance even that stupid four-eyes will praise me for my deep intellect! There, she filled Ludwig and the other key members of her crew in on the proceedings.


      “A Matching of Steeds, is it? And Your Highness plans to participate...” moaned Ludwig as he wrinkled his brow.


      “Precisely. As I understand it, it’s a two-day long-distance horse race.”


      The race would start at the Southern Capital and end at a place known as Stargrass Rock. That was the Matching of Steeds.


      “I see... It’s uncertain whether Her Highness will be able to best a Mountain Clan rider. In which case, logic states that the best solution would be to lose under the most favorable of circumstances possible. Yet...” Before Mia had time to offer an explanation, Ludwig had predicted her thoughts perfectly. However, his statement appeared to somewhat end in negation. This began to weigh on Mia’s mind, but before she could follow up on it, Ludwig let out a sigh. “No matter the circumstance, procuring a convoy is in order. I’ll have the Princess Guard begin with preparations immediately.” He glanced at their member in attendance.


      “I don’t believe there’s a need for such extreme security. I hear that the Equestrian Kingdom will be supplying their own guards. But well, they appear to be more referees than guards...”


      Mia took a moment to recall earlier events. Once the Meeting of Chieftains was over, a burly chief had suddenly approached her.


      “Princess Mia. I express my deepest gratitude to your suggestion, courage, and sympathy for our Equestrian Kingdom,” he had said. “Those of my clan will diligently guard you during the Matching. Should the Mountain Clan try anything, we will be sure to protect you.”


      “Oh? Is that so?”


      Seeing Mia’s confusion, the chief politely explained the situation—the Equestris viewed the Matching of Steeds as something both incredibly strict and incredibly sacred. Thus, not just one, but three different clans sent two representatives each to act as watchmen so as to ensure there was no subterfuge at play, constantly sticking to both participants. Due to the personal involvement of both the Forest and Mountain clans, they had been excluded from this role. Of the remaining ten clans, nine had been divided into three groups of watchful spectators. The remaining Water Clan, tasked with the protection of the Northern Capital, also served as the priests who carried out the competition rites since ancient times. They would always be in company, and only they were allowed to pass judgments regarding fairness. Oddly enough, they also had deep ties with Belluga, and Rafina had been comfortably chatting up their chief.


      “So, there will always be eight riders there to act as our guards,” concluded Mia.


      And they weren’t just any riders. Being a watchman of the Matching of Steeds was a role of utmost pride in the Equestrian Kingdom, meaning only the cream of the crop of horses and men from each clan would be chosen for the task. Thus, Mia had lost all hopes for duplicity...which also meant she had lost almost all hope for victory! After all, the possibility that Mia would win in a fair fight was infinitesimal, so of course she would lose unless she used some more underhanded means.


      Well, I was never planning on winning in the first place anyway! It’s no problem at all. I should just take my wins and be glad there’s less of a danger of assassins with all these guards around.


      You see, the ability to reach clear solutions when it comes to anything was incredibly important to Mia.


      “In which case, if we provide our own protection, they will have to keep their distance,” added Ludwig.


      “Yes, that’s correct. We’ll have to camp at night, and it seems like supplying guards and supplies are permitted at those times. However, there’d be doubts of dishonesty if they became too close, so it’d be best that we keep on our toes and be cautious. A fully armored knight may be too heavy to catch up to us on horseback, regardless.”


      The last of Mia’s words were meant as a half joke, but a member of the Princess Guard currently in attendance gave a completely serious nod. “Yes, you may be right. We can’t risk them finding fault with your victory.”


      Those words caused Mia a slight feeling of unease, however...


      “Is this...not something we can avoid?” These sudden words completely wiped her worries away! They were spoken by Anne, who was currently looking at Mia with fear in her eyes.


      “Hm? Oh, yes. You’re right. It would be a bit difficult to refuse now, but...” The intensity of her stare had nearly overpowered Mia, but she managed a nod.


      “Understood. In that case...I shall make all the preparations I can.” With that, Anne left, her dark expression still adorning her face.


      Hm? What is she talking about? Preparations?


      While Mia was completely at a loss, Ludwig carried onward. “It would be disastrous should something happen to Her Highness. I doubt the provided protections will prove sufficient, so I’ll need to discuss the position of guards with Lord Mayun... Lord Dion!”


      Thus, Mia’s crew jumped into action! But there was an important truth that had been lost on Mia—not a single soul was preparing for her favorable defeat. Their hearts, in fact, were not one.




      After concluding her meeting with Ludwig and the others, Mia stepped outside and heaved a sigh.


      “All these talks one after another have left me feeling a bit fatigued...” She gave her stomach a soft rub. Before she had realized it, it was almost lunchtime! “Well, I will be doing some exercising. It’s a horse-riding competition after all! I do think I deserve to go a bit all out with this meal. I’ll celebrate early and—”


      “Princess Mia!” a voice called out, interrupting her.


      “My, if it isn’t Miss Aima. What is it? You seem to have gone quite pale.”


      “What is it? It is I who should ask that of you. Your actions were rash. When it comes to horses, it is I who should—”


      Aima was in a panic, but Mia addressed her with a soft smile. “There is no reason to fret.” She grasped Aima’s forearms...and became enraptured! Her arms were so firm and slender!


      “Hm? What troubles you, Princess Mia?” Her confusion was written all over Aima’s face. She looked suspicious.


      Mia shook her head flustered. “Yes, of course! There is no reason to fret! There is still some time left. Things will be all right... Perfectly fine...”


      Mia was speaking more to herself than Aima, but anyway...she was right. This wasn’t the place for her to risk it all in a game of sink or swim. All she needed was to bring the Fire Clan ever closer to reconciliation with the other Equestris. Even the matter of their wolves would be solved in time—eventually, the others would understand. For now, simply securing support for providing provisions was enough. With that...


      “We’ve already won this match! There is absolutely nothing you need to worry about.”


      ...Yup, they had already cleared their victory conditions. Now, all Mia needed was to survive the Matching of Steeds unscathed.


      “So, you have devised a route to victory. That being said, I hear that the Matching can be trying. On certain courses, some riders have lost weight in just two days. I cannot allow you to participate in such an extreme trial...”


      “My! I see. In which case, I really have no option but to participate.” Mia shook her head in determination before folding her arms in satisfaction.


      This Matching of Steeds thing is utterly amazing! I can slim down in just two days, and it’ll be quite the exercise! I’ll be killing two birds with one stone!


      Once again, Mia was satisfied with her choices. All the problems that were troubling her leading up to her confrontation with Abel’s sister had been resolved in an instant. Her future was as bright as the moon.


      Plus, no matter how trying the Matching of Steeds would prove, Mia had survived the revolution. Matching of Steeds, how feeble you are! With that, Mia let the breath out of her nose in a huff.


      Of course, common knowledge would’ve told Mia that there was no way a foreign princess would be allowed on a course that could thin someone to the bone in just two days. Instead, she’d be given a simpler course—one easy enough for a child. So much was obvious, but sometimes, even the obvious could escape Mia.


      Still, Mia’s thoughts had convinced her that there was no way she would lose to the High Priestess, and they currently had her face erupted into a grin.


      “Oho ho! My victory is assured!” she mumbled to herself when suddenly...


      “I cannot ignore such words...I do say.” Turning behind her, Mia found Xiaolei staring at her with a dangerous look in her eyes.


      “My, if it isn’t Xiaolei. I am looking forward to a fair fight with you,” replied Mia with a smile. However, Xiaolei ignored her, instead heading straight for Aima before giving a deep bow.


      “Lady Aima. My father has treated you poorly, I do say, and I deeply apologize.”


      Aima’s face remained stiff as she shook her head. “No. It was merely a difference in values. We sold our sheep. Thus, we gained gold. There was no injustice in such an act, so there is no need to apologize.”


      A bit of thought would make that truth evident. The twelve clans had supported each other over all these years, and so extending a hand in their times of need had come to be recognized as the obvious course of action.


      Yet the Fire Clan had never been a part of their circle of mutual charity. Instead, they aimed to reach equal footing with the others by relying solely on themselves. Thus, the trade they had made with the Mountain Clan had been fair and only fair. The Mountain Clan had an ulterior motive, and it was because of that that their clan fell on hard times. But still, failing to see through that was nothing but a blunder on their part.


      Thus, Xiaolei’s apology was senseless. The Fire Clan made no assumption that they would receive selfless altruism from the other clans, and acknowledging such would simply hurt their sense of pride. Feeling the deep crevice that stood between the two, Mia felt assured that pushing too hard for reconciliation would only make the crack between them grow wider. Once again, Mia was completely satisfied with her choices! But suddenly, a voice cut into her thoughts.


      “However, Princess Mia...”


      Mia had missed when it started, but Xiaolei was glaring at her. “My, what is it, Xiaolei?”


      “There is something I will have you understand. You have insulted me, I do say. Your declaration of victory before the battle has even begun is an affront to both myself and Loklou, and it is very hard to forgive such...I do say.”


      “Huh? Oh... No, I wasn’t speaking about—”


      “You will pay for this...I do declare.” Ignoring any explanation from Mia, Xiaolei turned away and left, not sparing even a single glance back in her direction.

    

  

  
    
      Chapter 2: The Empire’s Horse Maniac Gives a Lecture!


      Hm... Things might have just gotten a bit tricky...


      Thoroughly pissing off Xiaolei had left Mia feeling just a tad anxious.


      She was so shaken she might demand Dongfeng out of revenge! I really blew it this time. I should have kept my mouth shut...


      But now, it was too late for regrets. Realizing she needed to prepare for everything, Mia visited Gorka, stableman of the Princess Guard. He was in the barn next to the current lodgings of the Forest Clan, and when she found him, Mia addressed him with a quivering voice.


      “Gorka, do you have a moment?”


      “Oh, Your Highness. What is it?” He greeted her with a smile, but a single glance at Mia left him looking a bit troubled.


      Thoughts like “Agh! This is so hard to say!” and “I can’t do it!” running through her head, Mia made her resolve and spoke. “Well, it turns out that I will be racing against an Equestri rider on horseback.”


      Mia carefully explained what went down at the Meeting of Chieftains, being extra carefully sure to point out that this was a situation she had absolutely no control over—it was a noble sacrifice of utmost importance!


      “But due to my oversight, Dongfeng may be taken from us... I am deeply sorry for exposing him to danger after you took so much care in looking after him.” In complete despair, Mia looked to her feet. Then, she took a quick glance up at him...only to find that her prediction had been correct. His face was pulled taut, and his brow furrowed.


      Oh, he’s so going to get mad at me... I guess so much is only natural.


      Mia began to scheme. She was speaking to a trusted member of the Princess Guard. A rather important one at that—he single-handedly cared for all the guard’s horses. Dampening his mood could prove troublesome in an emergency. Should she apologize again? Just as that thought flitted through her head...


      “If that is the decision you made, Your Highness, I have no grounds for complaint.” Gorka cut her off with a sullen frown. So he couldn’t hide his ire, as was only natural. At least, that’s what Mia thought. “Besides, Dongfeng is a warhorse, and thus may lose his life at any moment. He would offer himself up for Your Highness’s sake at any moment. I can accept that fact, but there’s also something I cannot—that you would assume that he would lose to an Equestrian steed from the start.”


      That’s when the conversation started to get weird.


      Huh? What is he so angry about?


      Mia was left confused as Gorka tightened his fist. “Yes, the Equestrian Kingdom’s moonhares are fine steeds. Even I know the extent of their wondrous speed, and they are surely attractive. It’s true—when one attempts to imagine the finest of horses, what springs to mind is a moonhare. But you know, our Dongfeng—or any of the Empire’s horses—will not lose.” With that, Gorka gave a soft spank to Dongfeng’s behind as the horse lazily munched away at the grass in front of them. “If you truly believe that Tearmoon’s terretortue horses cannot hold a flame to Equestrian steeds, then I can say it’s nothing but a rare lapse of insight on the part of Your Highness.”


      Thus, Gorka—secret horse maniac of the Tearmoon Empire—regaled the story of horses’ status within his dear country.




      From the get-go, Mia had forgotten a simple fact. Just what was Dongfeng? Why was he here in the first place? Of course, it was because he was a warhorse! He wasn’t just some lazy bum, he was a full-fledged horse of battle raised just for Tearmoon’s cavalry! Just like the military doctrine of the Kingdom of Remno, Tearmoon had its own vague rules of combat—one that was so basic it was hardly worth discussing. It said thus: “Outnumber the enemy, gather provisions, and crush them.” This guiding principle was the logic used to walk the path of just rule, serving as the foundation of Tearmoon’s army.


      It also happened to be that Tearmoon’s army made all its decisions based on this one teaching. And so, what did that teaching of outnumbering the enemy dictate when it came to horses? It was not that each horse be as good as two. No, Tearmoon did not seek to raise illustrious steeds. They simply sought to outnumber the enemy, and thus all they wanted was that each horse be as good as one. No matter the environment, no matter the situation, the steed needed to do only the job expected of it. That was what Tearmoon was after, and it was the terretortue that had been chosen to meet these requirements.


      Overwhelmingly tough, calmly and devotedly carrying out their work in any situation, and sound of mind and stubborn no matter the circumstance—that was the reputation that preceded the workhorses that were the pride of Tearmoon’s army. Plus, Dongfeng was an absolutely and unmistakably standard-edition terretortue. The exact average of average terretortues! He was a stout destrier—perhaps a tad too stubborn but always unflinching as he silently carried out his duties. 




      This passionate and very detailed speech had left Mia feeling...a tad troubled.


      That’s right. He also...


      Mia turned her mind back to the guard member who had been in attendance during her meeting with Ludwig. He had absolutely no doubts that Mia would lose. And what about Ludwig’s suggestive “Yet...”? Just then, Mia reached a shocking conclusion: the idea that the horses they were so proud of—and especially the Great Sage of the Empire they were so proud of—could lose had never even crossed their minds!


      But now wasn’t the time for that. Mia glanced at the guards just outside the corner of her sight...only to find them locked in excited conversation. And from what she could hear, they were talking about horses!


      Th-They’re so...passionate...


      It was then that Mia had realized her mistakes; it appeared that the whole of the Princess Guard were horse-racing fanatics. Something about it got their blood boiling. But there was a more important question: what would come of it should she face an ugly loss in front of these devout soldiers? It would destroy their morale, and maybe—just maybe—it might lend its way into her omnipresent danger should they encounter a battle with the wolfmaster.


      Aaagh! I messed up! I really messed up!


      While Mia’s thoughts were spinning in her head, horse maniac Gorka was still continuing his impassioned lecture. As for Dongfeng? He was just lazily and dazedly watching over them.

    

  

  
    
      Chapter 3: Anne’s Small Act of Infidelity


      The Matching of Steeds had been planned for five days in the future, and as soon as it had been decided upon, each clan had sent out their fastest steeds to position their best horses and men along the course. Mia, meanwhile, had also been busy with her own preparations. While the race would only last two days, it was still quite a long journey, meaning there was plenty of work that needed to be done.


      While they would be accompanied by cavalrymen, she couldn’t ask for their help—instead, as long as she was on horseback, she needed to do everything herself. As long as nothing drastic happened, she wouldn’t receive any aid...but that was also exactly how Mia wanted it!


      This is excellent practice should anything bad happen! Everyone’s always stopped me from going on any long-distance rides, so this is perfect!


      Mia wanted to gain as much practice as possible beforehand so that just in case a careless mistake on her part led to a revolution, she’d be able to escape on her own.


      “The course goes from the Southern Capital to Stargrass Rock, but you will need to stop at this watering hole as well,” explained Mayun of the Forest Clan, a map rolled out in front of him. As someone who had once been an accompanying rider during a previous Matching, he was quite knowledgeable in its workings. According to the map, Mia would first need to head west after starting at the Southern Capital. Once she reached the watering hole, she would now travel east toward the goal, located just north of her starting point. “There are many points to collect water along the way, so the course should not prove too tough.”


      “I see. In that case, I should make camp at one of those points.”


      “Yes. There may be some unmarked streams, but...”


      “If we know where we can collect water, then there is no need to make camp elsewhere. Hm...” Mia bowed her head in thought.


      Horses are living beings just like us, so they will need food and water as well. That means that if I ever run away, I’ll need to consider in advance where I’ll be able to provide my horse with these necessities. I guess if I were in a field, it’d basically be a horse buffet, and while bringing food with me would weigh the horse down, it would also mean I could traverse some rougher terrain. That would probably also decrease my chances of being followed... Hm, and each escape route would provide its own problems...


      Mia’s escape plans were becoming more and more robust by the second! But it was very uncertain if the day she’d ever have to use them would actually come...


      “I see that there are enough unknowns that I’ll have to make many of these decisions on the fly, but I’m sure that will also prove a useful experience.” Mia was trying to fire herself up, but there was still some anxiety she couldn’t fully rid herself of.


      I really need to think of some strategy to win, but... Hmmm...


      Mia turned that thought over and over in her mind, but while she was still ruminating for a solution, she encountered some trouble while trying on her new riding gear!


      “Anne, I think this may be a bit... Well, what do you think?” After staring down at her own clothing, Mia flashed Anne an inquisitive look.


      “I believe it suits you nicely, milady,” said Anne with a smile.


      Mia had never doubted Anne’s devotion, but she couldn’t help but have some misgivings after hearing that, for Mia was now...a fluffball. And not because she had eaten too much! That would be a grave misunderstanding. It was just that the clothing she now adorned was so thick and fluffy. It was traditional clothing of the Equestrian Kingdom, covered abundantly on the outside with wool. It was an excellent item, as the oils on the outside repelled rain while being thick enough to thoroughly protect against the cold. But still...


      “I do understand that it will grow quite chilly in the evenings, but won’t this keep me a bit too warm? Not to mention that anything too thick would prove a burden on Dongfeng as well.”


      “No, I made sure to discuss it first with Mr. Gorka. This is nothing compared to the heavy armor a warhorse normally has to carry,” Anne replied, a little too quickly.


      That’s right, Dongfeng was a destrier who routinely carried members of the Princess Guard, which were (theoretically) much heavier than Mia. Her clothing might have been thick, but Mia could still move in it, meaning it would have absolutely no effect on Dongfeng.


      “But still...”


      Mia understood that fact, but if she was vying for victory, wouldn’t the lightest of clothing prove the most favorable?


      Mia’s doubts had Anne looking quite nervous. “Plus, um...” Anne added. “I’ve heard that sweating while exercising leads to weight loss...”


      “Moons! Is that true?” Mia...took the bait! Hook, line, and sinker.


      Looking a bit guilty, Anne averted her eyes. “I at least...believe...I’ve heard such words before. Though it is just a rumor...”


      “A rumor, hm?” Mia crossed her arms in thought. It was unclear how much faith could be put in this rumor, but...it still seemed worthy of consideration. “Hmph... Well, it is true that mushrooms which have lost their water content do seem slimmer...”


      The Matching of Steeds was also rumored to slim down its riders. So what would happen should wearing warm clothing also add the effect of lost sweat? Mia reached one conclusion...she’d be able to prepare even better for her meeting with Abel’s sister.


      Yes, it would be best to win the Matching, but I also can’t lose focus of my goal! Chasing both a rabbit and a mushroom will result in catching neither, resulting in an empty pot! At least, that’s what they say.


      Wouldn’t it be best to focus her goal down to one? Doesn’t she need to get her priorities straight? Mia was certain that that was what Anne was trying to tell her, meaning that the thick, fluffy clothing was all just a part of that.


      “Anne...” Mia had the magnanimity to lend her ears to the admonitions of her loyal retainers, and thus she gave a warm smile to her trusted Anne—the one who had opened her eyes. “I understand, Anne. I will accept your kindness.”


      Mia had found what was most important to her, and it was all thanks to Anne. Her victory conditions were now clear. Thus, Mia spoke her next words with conviction.


      “Now, I can win.”


      “Milady...” That word was spoken with a slight tremor.




      You see, Anne was afraid. That fear had sparked in her on their way to the Equestrian Kingdom, right when they had made contact with the Fire Clan. After hearing that Mia had fallen from her horse while riding with Rafina, Anne had worried that her dear master had perished...and her heart had trembled.
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A Moonhare. A member of the
Mia’s favorite horse. White Crows. He is
Monica’s superior.

W Kingdom of Remno

Chloe’s father. ‘The daughter of a fallen
Head of Forkroad & Co. noble family in Remno.

A powerful merchant who sells Lynsha’s older brother.
all sorts of goods to kingdoms
throughout the continent.

Perujin Agricultural Country

The third princess of Perujin. The second princess of Perujin.
Mia’s schoolmatc. Rania’s older sister.

“ RGN
Story

Mia, the reviled selfish princess of the fallen Tearmoon Empire, is executed, only
to wake up a twelve-year-old again after somehow leaping backward through time.
‘With this second chance at life she resolves to fix the ills that plague the Empire...
s0 she doesn’t end up at the guillotine again. With the help of her previous life’s
memories and a healthy dose of overly-generous interpretation of her actions by those
around her, she successfully averts a revolution, only to be told by her time-leaping
granddaughter, Bel, that in the future Mia’s entire lineage will end in ruin and she
herself will be assassinated. In order to avert this grisly fate, it seems necessary

1 for her to become Tearmoon’s first empress...
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Characters

Miabel

Mia’s future
granddaughter who leapt
backward through time.
Goes by “Bel.”

The daughter
of the Duke of
Redmoon. A
gallant lady with
awardrobe
to match.

Citrina
The only daughter
of the House of

Yellowmoon.
Bel’s first friend.

Esmeralda

The eldest daughter
of the House of
Greenmaoon.
Self-proclaimed best

friend of Mia.

Sapphias

The eldest son of the
House of Bluemoon.
Got into the student
council thanks to Mia.

. Future Timeline
¥~ Relationship

fGranppavaTER /
i)

GRANDMOTHER q|

{\

Tearmoon Empire

Mia
Protagonist. The sole
princess of the empire.
Ex-selfish brat. Actually a
coward. A revolution leads to
her execution, but she somehow
leaps back through time and
wakes up a twelve-year-old
again. She successfully avoids
arepeat encounter with the
guillotine, but then
Bel shows up...

/

A

Ludwig

Young, motivated
government official. Sharp
tongue. Ardently believes in
Mia and is trying to make
her Empress.

Mia’s maid. Born into
a poor family of merchants.
Mia’s loyal subject.

Dion

The strongest knight
in the Empire. In the
previous timeline, he
was Mia’s executioner.

Previous Timeline
" Relationship
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Super smart.

Prince Sion’s
attendant.
A cynic. Buta
competent one.

[wind CI‘OWS] Sunkland’s

=2 Holy Principality of Belluga

Rafina

—
The Duke’s daughter.
Saint-Noel Academy’s student
council president and the school’s
de facto decision maker. In the
previous timeline, she supported
Sion and Tiona from behind the
scenes. Her smile can be lethal.

[Saint-Noel Academy]

A super elite school attended
by all the highborn children
of neighboring nations.

Tiona’s younger brother.

intelligence service.

REVOLUTION,

The eldest daughter
of Outcount Rudolvon.
Looks up to Mia. In the
previous timeline, she led
the revolutionary army.

Sion

Crown Prince. All-round
genius. In the previous
timeline he was Mia’s
archnemesis, aided Tiona
and eventually became
known as the “Penal King.”
In the present he accepts
that Mia is the Great Sage
of the Empire.

A team within the Wind Crows
formed for a certain project.

Kingdom of Remno

Abel

Second Prince. In the
previous timeline, he was
known to be an extraordinary
playboy. Now, as a result of
meeting Mia, he works to
diligently improve his
swordsmanship instead.

[White Crows

[Forkroad & Co. |
Chloe

‘The only heir of Marco
Forkroad, whose company
spans multiple kingdoms.

She is Mia’s classmate
and book buddy.

Chaos Serpents

A group of chaosmongers tryin%to wreak havoc upon the world.
oly Principality of Belluga and the

‘They are deeply hostile toward the
Central Orthodox Church. Traces of their clandestine misdeeds can be.
found throughout history, but the details are shrouded in mystery.






