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＜Introduction of characters＞ 

Gravis 

Royal prince and general of the royal army. Becomes pessimistic after the death of his friend Ionia. 

 

Leolino 

The beautiful fourth son of a margrave. Recalls having lived with knight Ionia.  

 

Ionia 

Met Gravis by a strange fate, became a knight, and later died in battle. 

 

Lucas 

A classmate to Ionia and vice general of the royal army. Doubts that Leolino is the reincarnation of 

Ionia. 
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Josef 

Leolino’s childhood friend and bodyguard. Has a strong personality despite his feminine appearance. 

 

August 

Leolino’s father. Margrave of Brungwurt. Concerned about the future of his beautiful and youngest 

child. 

 

Julian 

Heir to the ducal family of Leven. Falls in love with Leolino at first sight and proposes to him. 

 

Dirk 

Ionia’s younger brother. Currently serves as Gravis’ deputy in the royal army. 

 

Kyle 

Current crown prince and nephew of Gravis. Not yet married and has a hard-to-read personality. 

 

 

 

＜Prologue＞ 

The man’s power was overwhelming. 

“...You’re too weak. Your lack of resistance bores me, Leolino.” 

“...Tch. He’s so damn strong...nnng” 

He should easily have been able to break free by twisting his wrist. But he couldn’t move it at all due 

to the man’s insane grip strength. 

Leolino desperately resisted. But to the man, his resistance seemed nothing more than child’s play. 

He was easily lifted by the arm and pinned to the bed once again. 

“Ow!” 

The fingers around his wrist suddenly squeezed him hard. 

 

“...Quit struggling. You’ll permanently injure yourself,” said the man, as he twisted his body in 

between Leolino’s knees, slowly leaning on his fragile body. 

“Nnng...” 

He was in pain. And more than anything, he was afraid. 

It was as the man said; his fragile body was about to break from the weight being mercilessly put on 

him. 

Unable to breathe properly, the youth’s eyes slowly became vacant. 

The man, realizing that Leolino was at his limits, slowly pulled his body up. 
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“...Breathe.” 

Leolino desperately gasped for air. 

 

Leolino, with his hands sprawled out above his head, lay stunned. 

“...Leolino.” 

As blood gradually circulated to his fingertips, they began to tingle. It wasn’t just his wrist. His whole 

body was aching. 

He had been struggling so much beforehand that now he felt like he was falling apart from the pain 

all over his body. 

Large tears streamed down one after another from the corners of his eyes, which were distorted from 

the pain. 

The man grimaced as he watched Leolino weep. 

“I must’ve overdone it...It’s hard to restrain myself. You’re too vulnerable.” 

Leolino was more humiliated by those words than in pain and couldn’t stop crying. 

 

He knew the truth. 

Even under the circumstances, the man was being thoughtful of Leolino. Making him aware of their 

difference in arm strength, at the same time he was also protecting Leolino, who didn’t know his 

limits, from resisting to the point where he could severely injure himself. 

The same went for the pain. It seemed as if he was punishing Leolino for his recklessness, but in fact 

he was carefully holding back so as not to injure him. 

Leolino was aware of this. That’s exactly why it was frustrating. 

He was fed up with his own fragility and spoiled confidence toward the man. 

The man raised his well-groomed eyebrows in regret. 

“Don’t cry...Did that hurt? Sorry.” 

 

Even Leolino did not want to be seen in such a pathetic state. 

But it was hard for him to control his stirred-up emotions. 

He looked up at the man while desperately sobbing. 

“...Ah, if you’re willing to apologize then please just let me go...” 

The man looked down at Leolino, who could do nothing but beg, with a look of pity on his face. 

“You’re just like him; once you make up your mind, you won’t budge,” the man muttered and smiled 

faintly as he put his hand around the back of Leolino's head and pulled him close. 

The flawlessly beautiful man came so close to Leolino that he could almost feel his breath. 

“Leolino, look at me.” 

“N-no” 

“That’s no good. I won’t be denied.” 
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“No...Nnng” 

The man's lips slowly met Leolino’s. 

Leolino struggled desperately. But the man’s lips would not allow Leolino to resist. 

Playfully and thoroughly, he violated every inch of his soft mouth. 

Leolino was left with no other choice but to accept the bittersweet punishment. 

More and more sweetness flooded his mouth. He grew faint as pleasure continued pouring relentlessly 

into his soft and fragile mucosa. 

 

After enjoying Leolino’s petite lips until he was satisfied, the man finally let go of them. He then stuck 

his tongue out to give his own lips a lick. 

His eyes glowed golden with a sense of victory. 

“Now, let's talk about the other thing you've been hiding.” 

Leolino quickly twisted his body and tried to escape again. 

“Please let go of me! Noooo! ... Ouch!” 

The man bit Leolino’s exposed white throat. 

The intense pain in his vulnerable spot felt excruciating to Leolino, who never engaged in violence. 

“...You fool. I finally have you in my clutches. I’m not letting you go now.” 

The man licked up the bite wound he inflicted, as if to soothe the trembling Leolino. 

“...Y-your Highness...” 

He sobbed uncontrollably. The man gently stroked his trembling lips with his fingertips. 

“Call me “Vi” like back in the day.” 

The man toyed with Leolino using his fingers as if to comfort him despite being the one inflicting the 

pain. 

 

Like back in the day. 

It was only natural for him to be swayed by the words from the man he loved. 

The man wrinkled his brow painfully as Leolino continued to shake his head in resistance. 

“...Say it, Leolino...Or...” 

 

The man's voice was filled with earnest prayer. 

“Will you respond if I call you this? – Io” 

In an instant, Leolino was overwhelmed by the intense emotions that welled up from within him. 

 

“Vi” and “Io”. 

 

The special names that they once agreed to call each other by and not allow anyone else to do so. 

A different type of tears now streamed down from Leolino's violet eyes. 
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With tearful eyes, he looked up at the man. 

His hair appeared wavy and black, exactly as he remembered it. His eyes star-like, with hints of gold 

scattered among their deep blue color. But the man before Leolino's eyes now appeared much more 

mature than he formerly did, 18 years ago. 

The man firmly embraced Leolino’s fragile body. 

 

“Io...Ionia, I’ve missed you.” 

 

—I’ve missed you too. Vi. 

 

The one who called him that was his “other self” from his past memories. At the same time, Leolino’s 

heart let out a cry. 

 

—But I’m not Ionia. 

 

Ionia died 18 years ago. 

Hence, we can never go back to the way things were, even if we wanted to. 

I’ll never be able to fight together with you again in this body. 

 

The Dreams of an Angel on the Frontier 

 

The Kingdom of Fanoren, located in the center of the Agalea continent. Leolino Cashew was the fourth 

son of August Cashew, a Margrave of Brungwurt who owned the land along the border of the kingdom. 

Leolino's mother, Maia, was from the prestigious ducal family of Wiesen. She met August, who was 

ten years apart from her, at a ball hosted by the royal family, and after falling in love, she married 

into the family at the age of 18, had her first son Oriano the following year, and her second son Johan 

the year after that. 

The first and second sons looked just like their father. They had dark brown hair, blue-green eyes, 

and a strong physique. The boys were also handsome. 

 

Five years later, their third son, Gauff, was born. Maia was secretly hoping that their next child would 

be a girl. 

But once again, Gauff also turned out to be an exceptionally well-built baby who closely resembled 

August. 

Maia of course loved her three sons who looked just like her husband. 

But somewhat unfortunately for Maia, who loved all things pretty, her three sons looked rugged from 

an early age, and such pretty outfits did not suit them at all. 
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Six years after the birth of her third son, her fourth son, Leolino, came into the world. 

At the time of Leolino's birth, the country was at war with its neighbors, and the ravages of war were 

approaching Brungwurt, which was located near the border.  

Maia was grateful just to be able to safely bring a new life into the world at such a time. 

The moment she realized that the fourth child was also a boy, Maia assumed that it would also be 

another August look-alike. 

Even if frills wouldn’t suit him, she simply hoped that he would be born healthy. 

However, when Maia laid eyes on her newborn baby, she was overjoyed as her long-held dream had 

finally come true. 

 

The fourth son, named Leolino Wiora Maian Cashew, was an angelic baby with pure white hair and 

exceptional violet eyes. 

Twelve years after the birth of her first son, the adorable baby clothes Maia had prepared finally saw 

the light of day. 

 

His hair which appeared pure white at birth gradually changed as he grew, turning into a more 

platinum color that resembled light. 

His violet eyes were characterized by an aurora-like color overlaying bluish-purple. His nose had a 

lovely ridged shape to it. He had rose-colored lips that made it look as if he were always smiling. All 

of these features were positioned perfectly, giving him a full, ceramic-like face. 

No matter how frilly his mother dressed him, he was a shockingly beautiful toddler who looked good 

in anything. 

The angelic toddler grew up to be an angelic boy. 

With his gentle personality, Leolino grew up healthy, well-protected, and loved as the youngest child 

by his parents, his three older brothers, and the people of his town. 

 

Around the time of his eleventh birthday, Leolino began to dream about a certain boy. 

In those dreams, Leolino was called “Ionia”. 

 

The dreams began with him waking up in a homely bedroom. Standing in front of a washbasin in a 

corner of the small room, the boy looked in the mirror. 

He had a charming face, a red, messy bedhead, and eyes of a very rare violet color. 

 

(Ahh...This is “me”...) 

 

The young Ionia lived in the commoner’s district of the royal capital. Although he had never visited 
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the area, Leolino somehow immediately knew that it was the royal capital. 

 

The young Ionia grew up in a family of four with his quiet blacksmith father, kind mother, and 

newborn brother. He lived in a house that doubled up as a workshop in a corner of the commoner’s 

district, and although they were not wealthy, his family lived together in harmony. 

A large boy for his age who was strong in fights, he was like the leader of the children in the 

commoner's district; bright and mischievous with a good reputation in the neighborhood. 

Yet he was also devoted to his family, helping out in the family business and taking good care of his 

younger brother. 

While attending a preparatory school attached to the local church three days a week, little Iona looked 

forward to enrolling in a commoner school for basic education. 

“Was there some good news today, Mr. Leolino?” asked Hundert, Leolino’s full-time attendant who 

noticed him smiling happily as if recalling something which happened that morning. 

Leolino finally decided to let his secret out. 

“I’ve been having the same dreams lately.” 

“Dreams, you say? May I ask what kind of dreams they are?” 

“Hehe...They’re interesting ones. They’ve been continuing every night for a while now. It’s as if they’re 

stories from a series.” 

“That is quite strange.” 

Leolino nodded. 

 

It was indeed a very strange experience. 

Dreams are usually transient and vague. Young Ionia’s dreams, however, continued almost every 

night. They even progressed neatly in chronological order, as if depicting his life. 

 

The dreams were so strange that Leolino didn’t exclude the possibility that they could actually just 

be figments of his imagination. 

But for the aristocratic boy who lived a dull life on the frontier, these daily dreams in which he relived 

the life of a commoner boy were truly an adventure. 

Most of the dreams would become a blur when he woke up, but he still managed to recall the 

memorable scenes. 

Every night, he deeply looked forward to going to sleep. 

 

“In my dreams, I’m a red-haired commoner boy. But his eyes are the same color as mine. We’re the 

same age, but he’s much bigger than I am. He’s about the same size as my brother Gauff. He’s looking 

forward to enrolling in a school for basic education.” 

“Wow, a boy as strong as Mr. Gauff and with eyes the same color as yours.” 
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The servant secretly wondered if the dream was a sign of Leolino’s desire to become as strong as his 

brother. 

“He has a blacksmith father, a dark-haired mother and a small, little brother. His little brother is 

really cute.” 

He passionately talked about his dreams with a twinkle in his eye, which was unusual of the quiet 

master. 

Leolino’s personal servant smiled in response to his master’s excitement and continued listening. 

 

 

From then on, Leolino regularly continued to dream about the young Ionia.  

It was at the same time a very strange experience, like living another life. 

Leolino remained aware that he was "Leolino Cashew". 

However, the life of the young Ionia gradually grew more vivid as a part of Leolino's own memories. 

 

One day, Leolino groaned as he looked in the mirror. 

“Hmm...” 

Leolino had started to feel something strange about his reflection in the mirror. 

Hundert tilted his head in confusion at the young Lord, who had been looking at himself in front of 

the mirror ever since he woke up. 

“Hmm...I wonder what’s different.” 

“Is something troubling you about your face?” 

He looked impeccable and flawlessly beautiful from every angle, as he did every day. 

“Well, not exactly my face...” 

 

(My face is a given since I take after my mother, but something about me seems delicate overall.) 

 

The servant held up two different outfits for his master to choose from, tilting his head at Leolino’s 

appearance. 

“Which would you like to wear today?” 

The choices that the servant had offered were a day dress with rose pink embroidery and a day dress 

with a thin light blue ribbon on the hem. 

Leolino at last realized the true nature of the discomfort he had been feeling every time he looked in 

the mirror lately. 

 

“Hey Hundert, can I ask you something?” 

“Yes, what is it?” 

“Umm, those are dresses, aren’t they?” 
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“They are, indeed.” 

He realized that he had never seen his brothers or young Ionia wearing a dress. 

“Do boys wear dresses too?” 

“They do not.” 

 

Leolino looked puzzled. 

“Then why am I wearing girls’ clothes?” 

“I believe it is because they suit you well.” 

From childhood up until now, Leolino’s mother had forced him to wear dresses. 

They suited him so well that nobody had thought twice about it. Even Leolino himself had never 

questioned the fact. 

“...But I am a boy, aren’t I?” 

The servant nodded in agreement. 

 

 

People in the Kingdom of Fanoren are considered adults when they reach the age of eighteen. 

At twelve years old, one is considered to be “half-legal,” as that is the age at which one is gradually 

allowed to participate in society as a so-called half-adult. 

Leolino was soon to be half-legal. 

 

“...Hey, Gauff. I’m almost half-legal now. Any idea how long I’ll have to keep dressing like this?” 

Leolino followed his immediate older brother Gauff to the horse stable while complaining yet again. 

He looked down at his own outfit and pinched the hem of his fluttering dress. 

Gauff stroked his beloved horse's snout as he looked at his brother who hung his head in shame with 

eyes full of sympathy. 

“...I guess until mother is satisfied.” 

“...Don’t look at me with such sad eyes.” 

“But you look good in that outfit, too. Don't worry, it doesn't look weird on you at all.” 

Leolino stomped his foot in frustration. 

“That’s not what I mean. It doesn’t matter whether or not the outfits suit me!” 

Gauff was surprised. It was the first time he saw his quiet younger brother stomp his feet in 

frustration. 


