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      Prologue: The Nightmare of a (Delicate) Princess


      We turn back time to just a few days before Bel reappeared. Mia was...running!


      Huff! Huff! Huff!


      She ran for her life, kicking up debris from the roadside as she went. She had no one to guard her and no maids to care for her. She alone made her escape.


      She glanced behind her. Armed men were hot on her tail.


      “You’ve been cornered! Give up!”


      “This is for my child! He died because of you!”


      Still, their words could not stop Mia’s feet. Diligently, frantically, she hurdled her way forward. Her breath began to escape her. Her feet were in pain. Her chest felt crushed. Branches had scraped her legs and left a throbbing pain. Eventually, her escape had come to its end. Her feet could run no longer, and all she could hear were the booming footsteps that approached.


      “This is your end!”




      “Gwaaaaaaah!” Mia leaped from her bed with a shout, a far cry from what was suitable for an elegant midday’s rest.


      “Milady! Is something the matter?” Shocked, Anne approached.


      Mia sighed. “Oh... Anne...” With that, the strength left her body, and she collapsed onto the bed. “It’s you... So that was all just a dream...”


      “A dream?” She gasped, pressing her palm against her lips. “Was it about the Serpents’ castle?”


      Anne was scowling, but Mia rushed to dismiss her fear with a shake of her head. “Oh, no. It wasn’t that...”


      Still, the frown did not leave Anne’s face. Her worry remained unchanged.


      Hm... This is quite the predicament.


      Mia began to ponder. Explaining would be difficult, for the nightmare that haunted her was not of the Chaos Serpents, but of the revolution.


      This really is quite odd. Just why am I dreaming about being caught by the revolutionaries again...?


      It would be perfectly natural for visions of the Chaos Serpents’ castle to haunt her dreams. The events that had transpired there had been quite the shock to Mia—for a whole few days, she was left unable to enjoy the taste of her food.


      But to Mia, that was all in the distant past too. She had always been aware of who Bel truly was. If she let it affect her appetite, it could have negative effects on the yet-unborn Bel. In fact, she instead took to the motto of “I’ll just have to eat Bel’s share too!” while stuffing twice the number of cakes into her mouth. Of course, that received Anne’s heavy remonstration. Mia’s personal maid was the loyalest of retainers, ready to bravely advise of anything with no fear for her master’s displeasure.


      In any case, Mia’s underhanded ploy had been squashed, but Bel’s unfortunate demise still weighed heavily on Mia’s soul. It was only natural it earned her a nightmare or two. But the nightmares she had been having lately were...of a different breed. Fears of revolution should be far behind her, and yet, horrid dreams of such events had returned. And the end of Tearmoon she now saw was not the one she had remembered—it was absolutely inexplicable.


      Could it be because the revolution is approaching?


      The time of the Empire’s collapse in the previous timeline was nigh. Mia would be turning sixteen this winter, leaving only two years until she had fallen into the hands of the revolutionaries.


      Perhaps I’ve just grown anxious. My heart is of quite a delicate constitution. Perhaps I should have some sweets to get my mind off things... To keep myself healthy, that is.


      Chicken-hearted (delicate) Mia knew how to take care of herself. She hopped out of bed and headed for the dining hall.


      “My, is that...?”


      There, she found a familiar face; it was the daughter of one of the Four Dukes, Citrina Etoile Yellowmoon. She stood alone and forlorn. Mia gazed into her saddened face and found...some whipped cream on her lip! Mia was flabbergasted. Taking a closer look, she found a whole three plates of cake laid out before the young girl.


      She must be trying to eat away her sadness. It’s a tried-and-true method, but...it’s also a double-edged sword. I don’t want to even consider the consequences of eating too much.


      Mia calmly approached. Then, she grabbed her forearms.


      “Eek! Huh?! Y-Your Highness...?”


      Citrina leaped into the air. Mia was frozen in shock. She squeezed at her own forearms.


      “How odd. Just what would explain this...? Are we of different construction?” Mia muttered, returning her gaze to Citrina’s face.


      “Um...?” Citrina looked utterly confused. Mia measured the whipped cream stuck to Citrina’s face against the plates before her and sighed.


      This is quite a serious case...


      The shock of losing Bel was about to have Citrina falling head-first into the world of F.A.T. There was clearly more than what met the eye to Bel’s disappearance; perhaps that very fact was what had Citrina stopping in her tracks.


      In any case, I won’t be able to face Bel once she’s born should this put a damper on Citrina’s health. But just what should I do...?


      This dilemma had no clear solution. Any exercise activities that Mia could invite her to participate in like horseback riding or dancing were fraught with memories of Bel. Was there really nothing else?


      I could ask Esmeralda to take us swimming, but it would be too cold this time of year. I suppose I could invite her during the summer, but something sooner would really be— Oh! I got it!


      Mia clapped her hands together. “Rina, I was hoping to write my campaign pledges later. Would you perhaps be willing to help me?”


      If moving her body wasn’t feasible, Mia would expend her energy by moving her brain. This was Mia’s Medical Method. Sweets only needed to be balanced by brain power. As long as you were working your brain, you could eat anything! (At least, in Mia’s world.)


      Besides, in times of trouble, it was best to distract yourself. There were plenty of problems that time could solve as long as you kept yourself preoccupied.


      Citrina didn’t seem all too thrilled at Mia’s suggestion, but she nodded. “No, Rina wouldn’t mind. I should meet you in the library, correct?”


      “Yes, but there’s no need to hurry. I’m planning to head over once I have something sweet to eat myself. Hm... Why don’t you take the time to wake yourself up with a bath first? Then you can come meet me.” Mia wiped the cream from Citrina’s face with a handkerchief as she spoke.


      “Oh... Thank you, Your Highness.” Citrina’s cheeks glowed a bashful red.


      “Oho! This isn’t the Rina I know. You’d be hearing a mouthful if Esmeralda caught you acting like this.”


      After their brief exchange, Mia stuffed her face with saccharine delights before heading to the library.

    

  

  
    
      Chapter 1: Reunion


      We return ourselves to the library, immediately following the emotional reunion of Bel and Mia.


      “...Hwah?” was all that Mia could squeak out.


      Bel, instead, could only curiously stare at the girl that stood beside her. “Did she come with me? I’ve never heard of something like that before, and I don’t think I’ve ever seen this girl before either. Who is she?”


      The girl in question simply looked around the room with a blank expressionless stare.


      “Hmph...” Mia groaned as she watched the pair. “Well, so be it. In any case...” She composed herself and grinned. “I’m glad we’ve been able to meet again, Bel.”


      That was what was most important. Mia had thought it would be a long while before their reunion, and thus, all that mattered was that she was before her right now. Of course, there was a mysterious girl standing beside her for some inexplicable reason, but that was the small stuff. Mia wouldn’t sweat the small stuff.


      “You seem to be doing well! Based on that dress, I assume the Empire is stable?” asked Mia. Bel’s gown was of the highest quality, and it appeared to shine.


      “Oh, yes! This fabric was made by the Tailor’s Guild to celebrate the twenty-fifth anniversary of your birth! It’s called ‘Beautiful Mia-Sage Skin.’”


      “I-I see...” With a forced smile, Mia appraised the silky surface of Bel’s dress.


      Hmph... Well, I guess it does shine as much as my skin. Anne has been taking excellent care of it, after all. But...is the Tearmoon Empire of the future okay...? Just this alone is enough to have me worried...


      Lamenting that no one had come out to put a stop to the name, Mia got back to business. “Well in any case, it seems like we have much to discuss.”


      “About the Beautiful Mia-Sage Skin?”


      “No. About what exactly brought you back here and who the girl with you is. But where would be a good place to take our time and...?”


      “Hello?” A voice suddenly called out and the door to the library creaked open, revealing a sweet young girl at its entrance.


      “Oh, moons...” Mia knew exactly who that voice must be, and it sent her into a panic. Should she discover that Bel had returned, there was no hope for a long chat. But at the same time, Mia thought it would be crude of her to prevent their meeting. Lost in this dilemma, Mia failed to react in time. Citrina Etoile Yellowmoon had already shuffled her way into the library.


      “Oh, so this is where you were, Your Highness. I came to help you prepare for the student council elect—”


      Citrina had been calm and composed when she entered the room, but her voice suddenly could no longer escape her. In her hand was a piece of parchment probably made in preparation to aid Mia, and it fell to the floor with a crumple.


      Bel gasped. The sight of Citrina had her frozen as well. But then, she forced an awkward smile. “R-Rina, um... I’m back! And um...I’m sorry for making you so worried...”


      Bel’s mumbling made her words sound like excuses, but Citrina stood completely still, until she suddenly took a step forward. Then another, then another, then another. As if the dam had burst over, she rushed into Bel’s arms, embracing her in a full-force tackle.


      “Eek!”


      The two fell to the floor. Citrina grabbed Bel’s cheeks and took a close look at her. Then, she timidly brushed her fingers over Bel’s neck.


      “Hwah! R-Rina! S-Stop it! Aha ha ha! That tickles!” Bel flailed around on the floor with an immodest squeal, yet it was not enough to halt Citrina’s fingers.


      “There’s not even a scar...” she muttered before returning her eyes to Bel’s. “Are... Are you a fake? Have the Serpents sent someone that looks just like my friend to trick Rina? Or maybe, Rina just misses you so much that I’m hallucinating...”


      “Rina...” Faced with Citrina’s obvious confusion, Bel could only respond with a pained smile. “Um, it might be hard for you to believe, but I’m not a fake! And I’m not an illusion! I’m... I’m your friend, Bel. I’m back.”


      Bel reached into her breast pocket, pulling out an object that elicited a gasp from Citrina—it was a timeworn troya. Suddenly, the girl whimpered, and then she began to sob, biting her lip in an attempt to hold back her tears. However, the relief and joy of their reunion had obliterated her self-control. Her long eyelashes began to tremble, and big round teardrops began to appear in her lovely eyes. As they multiplied, they slid from the corners of her eyes down her cheeks and fell to the floor with no end to stopping in sight.


      “I’m back, Rina... Eek!”


      Still unable to speak, Citrina squeezed her arms around Bel’s neck. “Bel... Bel!” she sobbed. She clung to Bel like a crying child clinging to its mother. Her immortal facade of the perfect noble lady fell away, leaving in its place a simple young girl.


      Bel put her arms around Citrina as well, gently stroking her hair as she whispered, “I’m sorry for making you worry so much, Rina...”


      The two stood just like that until Citrina’s tears had dried.
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      Chapter 2: Your Name?


      My... I’m glad for them.


      Mia’s grandmotherly eyes were calm as she watched over the reunion between her granddaughter and her best friend. She had been deeply concerned about Citrina, but it seemed that friendship trumped all.


      Now she can hear everything directly from Bel! Surely, that will get her back on her feet...


      For a long while, Citrina simply clung to Bel. Once she had finally calmed down, she pulled slightly away and stared into Bel’s eyes. “Bel, what’s happening? An arrow shot you, and then you disappeared, didn’t you? Maybe you really are an angel...”


      “...An angel?” Bel gave Mia a confused glance.


      “Yes, um... Your disappearance was a bit...y’know...so that is how Rina explained it—that you were an angel returning to heaven...”


      “I see.” For a moment, Bel was silent. Then, she turned to Citrina. “Um, Rina? Do you remember the promise we made?”


      “The promise...?”


      “That I would tell you my secret once we got back to Lunatear.”


      Citrina gasped. That promise had become her deepest desire, yet one she believed would never be fulfilled...


      “Um, I’ll tell you now! You see, I—” Before Bel could notice, Citrina had grabbed her arm and begun to pull her away.


      “Huh? Rina?” asked Mia.


      “Your Highness, Rina begs of you. It may be presumptuous of me, but I will be borrowing Bel.” With that, she gave a kowtow and hauled Bel away. It seemed that she was all for hearing Bel’s secret, but only if the two were alone.


      “She begs of me? I don’t believe Bel even started talking...” she muttered. “I could never refuse that request anyway...”


      Mia had offered to share Bel’s secret herself, yet Citrina had refused, standing strong against her deep wish to know more about her lost friend in order to keep the promise they had made. Now that it was finally time, it was only natural Citrina would want the moment shared between just the two of them, and to Mia, she deserved as much. Tearmoon’s princess was not so uncouth as to get in the way of Citrina’s wholehearted friendship; she was a lady of class.


      “But moons... It seems Bel will be occupied for quite a while. Which means...” Mia’s interest naturally turned to the mysterious girl beside her. “I’d love for someone to explain things to me, but... Hmph...”


      Once again, Mia examined the girl. She looked blankly at Mia, her thoughts completely concealed. Her irises shined the same blue as Bel’s, yet their shape more closely resembled Mia’s.


      Her almond eyes look quite a bit like mine, so I assume we’re closely related...


      Suddenly, Mia felt that something was off.


      Did she really think nothing of the conversation between Bel and Rina?


      Their talk probably sounded like nonsense to any outsiders—like something that would undoubtedly pique anyone’s curiosity.


      What kid wouldn’t get sucked into all this talk about being shot with arrows and angels?! That should have gotten her drawn in and asking questions yet...she seems absolutely unfazed. 


      Some may say she was just a girl of utmost discipline, but Mia couldn’t help but find it a bit unsettling. Her face lacked expression, making it look like a doll’s. To Mia, it was a tad creepy.


      “Um, anyways...could you share your name? Mine is Mia...”


      Mia wanted to avoid putting the young girl into a panic. Thus, she refrained from sharing her full name. Then, she bent down to look straight into the girl’s eyes. For a moment, their eyes locked, but the girl quickly averted her gaze.


      Huh? She’s not saying anything. For a moment, Mia didn’t like where this was going. Or rather, it was more of an eternity, because Mia couldn’t even imagine this going well. Moons... Is she not sharing her name because...it’s embarrassing?


      Mia, at her core, did not trust her future self. This was predicated, of course, on her previous offense, the name “Miabel.” Every muscle in her body quaked in fear of what “Mia-name” this girl could have.


      I wasn’t necessarily the one who named her, but...the chances of her having a strange name aren’t exactly low. But just what is it?


      She might have been afraid to hear the name, but not knowing would only cause future trouble down the road. Names could also be a source of information.


      Just what can I do...?


      Then Mia heard...a grumble! It was so meager, so cutesy, and so undeniably the sound of a hungry stomach. She immediately put a hand to her stomach—“she,” of course, being Mia. How absurd, considering the sweets she had eaten just moments earlier.


      But then, the truth came to her—it had not been her own stomach that had grumbled.


      “My, was that you?” She peered into the girl’s eyes. For the first time, she found the remnants of an expression on her countenance, for her cheeks were dyed pink. “I see you’re hungry. Why don’t we chat over some tasty snacks?”


      Finally seeing a hint of the childishness that should be on her face, Mia had found some relief.

    

  

  
    
      Chapter 3: The Promised Time Has Come and What Resounds Is...a Scream?


      Citrina led Bel into her room and sat her on her bed. Then, she grabbed a chair for herself and brought it over, placing it in front of Bel so the two could face each other. When she sat, their knees touched, and for a moment, she only stared into Bel’s eyes. Then, she sighed.


      “You really are Bel...”


      “I am... I’m sorry for making you worry all this time, Rina.” She bowed her head in apology.


      “No, Rina’s sorry for what happened back then too. And...” She squeezed Bel’s hands. “Thank you for saving me. Rina always wanted to apologize, but...I couldn’t...and I couldn’t stand it...” Tears once again appeared in her eyes. Her shoulders shook with sobs, and Bel waited silently for her to finish.


      “Rina, I’m going to keep my promise now.” She looked straight into Citrina’s eyes. “My name is Miabel. Miabel Luna Tearmoon.”


      “...Luna Tearmoon? That makes you...”


      Bel met Citrina’s disbelief with a shake of her head that was the absolute embodiment of seriousness. “No, I’m not Miss Mia’s younger sister. I’m Miss Mia’s—Grandmother Mia’s—granddaughter. I came from the future.”


      “Her granddaughter? From the future...?”


      Once again, Bel took the same object from her dress’s bosom. Wizened as it was, the dilapidated object was undeniably the troya. For a moment, Citrina only looked confused. Then, she stood up and opened one of the drawers in her desk. Inside were two small horse-shaped charms.


      “I heard that you held on to it for all this time, patiently waiting for the day I was born so you could return it to me.” Bel gave her a worried look. “Will you believe me?”


      Citrina, on the other hand, just looked confused. “Why do you ask? Of course Rina will believe you. I would never doubt anything that came from you. Even if you told Rina you were an angel, I would believe it!” She gave a firm nod. “I think it actually explains some things. So, you’re Her Highness’s granddaughter... Does that mean in the future, we’re like granddaughter and grandmother?”


      Citrina was joking, but Bel instead gave her a complicated grin. “No, we aren’t. Actually, you...”


      Quietly, Bel began her tale of the fateful day she awoke on Mia’s bed.




      “There’s so much to tell you—what happened after all that, where we’re all heading now. But first...” Mia’s smile was kind, but there was something weighing on Bel’s mind.


      “Um, Miss Mia? What happened to Rina?” She was desperate to know the fate of her best friend.


      Mia was visibly shocked. “Oh... I see your memories haven’t quite fallen together yet...” She glanced away. “You see, Rina...” she stumbled, clearly trying to spit out words that were hard to say.


      This left Bel feeling...worried. Could Citrina be no longer...?


      “Excuse me...” Suddenly the door opened, and a “girl” appeared. “Is Bel here, Your Majesty? We had plans for a tea party today...”


      Yes, it was an adorable young girl that appeared. Her hair was as brilliant as wildflowers, swaying back and forth with each step of her tiny body, and she was undeniably Bel’s most precious friend.


      “Ri...na?” Bel muttered before immediately denying the possibility. Citrina was a year younger than Mia, yet the girl before her looked no older than her mid-teens. Her hair held a brilliant shine, and her skin had the plumpness of adolescence. So, just who was this girl who looked to be Citrina’s doppelgänger?


      “Are you Rina’s daughter? No, granddaughter?” Bel was once again assaulted with worry. Why was it that she had forged a friendship with the girl before her and not Rina herself? Why was her best friend not to be present at this tea party? She recalled Mia’s earlier pained expression. “Is Rina not...not...?” Tears blurred her eyes as she began to sniffle.


      “Oh, Bel... Just take a second to look back into your past. I think you’ll find the answer as to just what became of Rina.” Mia’s expression was as complex and hard to read as it had been earlier.


      Bel tried to do just what she was told, opening the lid on the box that was her memories.


      “...Huh?” Now Bel was really lost. In each of its junctures was a Citrina that looked exactly like the girl now before her—at her fifth birthday, at their various tea parties, at the birthday festival of Mia’s that served as Bel’s debut in high society. In each and every event she could recall, Citrina was right there beside her, exactly as she had appeared back when they had first met. “Huh? Are... Are you Rina?”


      Seeing Bel’s confusion, Citrina could only cast Mia a curious glance. “Um, Your Majesty? Is something wrong with Bel?”


      “Yes, sort of. It seems like she’s gotten her memories back. You know, of everything that happened before what took place at the Serpents’ castle...”


      Citrina gasped, clasping her hands over her mouth. She approached Bel, pulling her close to her chest. “Welcome home, Bel... Rina’s waited so long for you...”


      “Rina... It really is you!” The reality had finally hit Bel, but it left her with an obvious question. “But why haven’t you aged at all?”


      Yes, that was the real question. From what Bel could tell, Citrina was still in her teen years, a complete mismatch to the age she should be.


      This had Citrina giggling. “Tee hee! Rina’s flattered, but I have aged! I’m a proper granny now! I even have grandkids the age that you are. Take a closer look. Do you see the wrinkles?” She held out the palm of her hands, and while there were wrinkles...even Bel had so many. There was something obviously strange about Citrina’s current appearance.


      In need of Mia’s help, Bel looked toward her. She shrugged, exasperated. “It seems that this is the result of the Yellowmoons’ full forces. She’s been using her knowledge of medicinal plants to preserve her youth, or something... I don’t quite believe in magic or witches, but I sometimes secretly wonder if Citrina could actually be one...”


      Citrina responded with a sweet smile. “My, but this is nothing, Your Majesty. Rina’s only doing all she can to stay as Bel’s friend.” She then turned to the friend in question. “Bel, you see, Rina’s been doing her best to stay young so we can stay friends. There were times when I was busy, but my children have all grown up, and Rina’s relinquished everything to her heir. Now, I can spend all my time with you without a single worry.”


      “Rina...” Bel had almost let herself be moved by this deeply Citrina-like display of friendship before a thought occurred to her. “Um, is your husband okay with this?”


      “Tee hee! It’s fine! The only thing he cares about is his sword anyway. It lets Rina be free. He might even accompany us as a guard if we ever go out to play together.”


      For some reason, this talk of Citrina’s husband had Bel seeing a menace in her friend for the first time. For a moment, she was slightly worried about Citrina’s partner, but then...she remembered who he was.


      Oh! I don’t have to worry about him!


      In fact, as far as Bel knew, he was the most trustworthy person in the whole world.


      “So, Bel, it’s okay to live a long, long time. Since Rina’s about 40 years older than you, I’ll be 140 when you reach 100, but I’ll stick it out as your friend for the whole time.” Citrina’s smile grew mischievous. “That age difference is nothing! We’ll be able to be good friends despite our age gap, right?”


      What a thing to say.




      “...So basically, the two of us aren’t like grandmother and granddaughter, but like two normal friends!”


      “I see,” said Citrina with a meek nod. “Yup... If Rina knew you had come from the future...I think I really would do that. It really does make sense...” Her nods grew affirmative. “Anyway, Bel, there’s something I’m reeeally curious about.”


      “What is it?” Bel beamed.


      “Who does Rina marry? Your story made Rina really curious—or, well, perhaps I’m just worried...”


      “Hm... I can’t tell you that, but...” Bel hung her head in thought. “But don’t worry! You two are super lovey-dovey! Just the other day, I saw—”


      An indescribable scream reverberated through the room.

    

  

  
    
      Chapter 4: Scruples Firmer than a Dried Mushroom


      Mia led the mysterious girl to the dining hall, shocking a worker who had just seen Mia there moments earlier.


      “Your Highness, you’re not...back to eat more, are you?!”


      “Huh? Of course I’m not,” Mia said with a laugh, finding the suggestion preposterous. Even Mia wouldn’t dream of downing more sweets given all she had eaten earlier—she simply did not have the room for it. In fact, there was little room for much of anything in Mia, physically or mentally. Plus, there was the fact that Anne was on quite good terms with the dining hall’s staff. Should Mia eat too much, it would make its way back to Anne’s ears and earn her a scolding. And of course, the dress Bel had been wearing earlier played a part as well.


      Tatiana told me that overindulging in sweets is the skin’s mortal enemy! I need to show restraint here for the sake of Tearmoon’s future industries. That cloth needs to be material of utmost quality!


      Mia knew that the quality assurance of Tearmoon’s future products were all resting on her very shoulders. She made her dire resolve with complete awareness. She suggested...


      “Actually, I came for some tea. But could you get this girl something to eat too? Hm... Um, kid? Have you had lunch yet?”


      The girl looked at Mia with a tilt of her slender neck. “Why?”


      “Well, if you haven’t eaten yet, I was going to order you a meal. And if you had, I was going to get you some cake... Ah, but wait! If you haven’t had a meal yet, you shouldn’t lie just so you can get straight to dessert. If you skip your meals and only eat sweets, you won’t grow up to be an upstanding adult.”


      Mia desperately tried to send a message to her granddaughter(?) that had once been instilled upon her. She was the envy of grandmothers everywhere.


      The girl, instead, simply looked confused. “I haven’t...eaten...”


      “My, in that case, I’ll order you my favorite full-course meal. Hm...” She glanced over to the kitchen staff member, who hung her head in embarrassment.


      “Our deepest apologies, Your Highness. We ran out of the required ingredients just moments earlier...”


      “Ah...yes, that’s right.”


      She now remembered that the island of Saint-Noel had been in a state of emergency as of late. Just three days earlier, an uncharacteristic spring storm had assaulted the Holy Principality of Belluga, and while that itself passed quickly, its large scope and strong winds had left Noelige Lake with rough waters. As a result, even the most seasoned of sailors had qualms about traversing the lake, cutting the whole island off from the rest of the world.


      Luckily, the island had proper stockpiles, but the academy’s dining hall had not escaped the storm’s effects—the menu had experienced some cuts.


      “What’s available right now?”


      “Well, all we can make now is Belluga mushroom stew...”


      While the kitchen staff looked completely down in the dumps, Mia was beaming. “Oho! That would be perfect. I could eat that all week!”


      Belluga mushroom stew was a delicacy among delicacies. Smooth cream combined with the sweet bite of mushrooms into a dish that was easily ranked in the top ten of foods Mia wanted at her last meal.


      I’m sure this girl will love it too!


      Mia looked at her with a joyful grin, but the girl still appeared as confused as she had been earlier. “You are going to feed me?”


      “Of course I am! Oh, but...” Mia put on a mischievous grin. “That’s only if you tell me your name,” she joked.


      The girl took a moment to ponder the proposition. Then, she nodded. “It’s Patricia...” she muttered.


      Mia opened her eyes. “My! That’s a perfectly proper name!” She had been so certain the girl had been given one of the strange Mia-names that her future self seemed to be drawn to that the completely normal name left her in absolute shock.


      She crossed her arms and took a moment to think. So, she must have been named after my grandmother...


      Patricia Luna Tearmoon was the name of Mia’s grandmother, the current emperor’s mother.


      Naming her after my grandmother who I’ve never even met... This is too proper. It’s absolutely textbook!


      The amount of trust Mia had in her future self was infinitesimal. Thus, she couldn’t help but feel like there was something off about this name.


      It’s too textbook!


      Naming a new princess after one of her ancestors was completely commonplace. Could Mia have really come up with such a proper name? Mia, at least, had some serious doubt.


      Well, I wasn’t necessarily the one who named her, but...


      It left her with some scruples.


      Did this girl really come with Bel? Is she really my...grandchild?


      Bel had said that she had no idea who this girl was. Given that Bel could be quite the airhead, this didn’t really ring any alarm bells for Mia, but...


      Something here really isn’t quite right. I need to proceed with caution. 
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Story
Mia, the reviled selfish princess of the Tearmoon Empire, is executed

by revolutionary forces, only to wake up as a twelve-year-old again after
somehow leaping backward through time. Using the bloodstained diary that
came with her, she makes every effort to reform the workings of the imperial

government and escapes the guillotine! But then, her granddaughter Bel
comes from the future to inform her of Tearmoon’s demise. While Bel was

lost in a battle with the cunning Chaos Serpents, she appears once
again—this time older—and with a mysterious girl...
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