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Foreword


Hello, dear readers, it's me, MintomintH. I'm here as always with another fantasy GL novel~ 


The initial idea for this story was for me to write a story in a dungeon setting, but as I tried to go into more complex matters, it became harder and harder to explain the minute details. In the end, my project turned out to be a story of mystery solving and romance(?) between two girls whose fates were intertwined, a story without too much focus on the dungeon setting. 


A rule breaking princess, born out of wedlock, and a witch from hell, whose heart is full of generosity(?), seem to have such polar opposite chemistry, that it will be interesting to see how they would overcome their obstacles together. 


In any case, I hope that you, dear readers, enjoy the content of this novel. 


And you can follow our other works in our social media below.


(Please Divorce Me, Princess)


MintomintH


Facebook Page: MintomintH


Twitter (X): @Minto_mintH


Twitter (sub): @witchHatHut


Line Official Account: Scan the QR code
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Content & Trigger Warnings


Manipulation


Murder


Note: This novel is entirely a work of fiction. The names, characters and incidents portrayed in it are the work of the author's imagination. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events or localities is entirely coincidental.
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Chapter 1: Marriage Partner
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Heaven is above. Hell is below. 


That proverb made ruling nobles construct castles with tall towers, in the belief that it made them closer to god. 


But so long as the dungeon had monsters, the poor people had to go underground to fight them just so that they could be fed, get a place to sleep, and keep themselves clothed. 


The lives of the people above and below would never intersect. Such was the difference between their rank and way of life. 


Still, something strange was going on in the opulent stone castle, surrounded by soldiers... 


In one bedroom, a gust of wind from outside was flowing so strongly that it almost extinguished the candle flame, enshrouding the room in complete darkness. The shadows of two figures were shaking as though they were about to be spirited away. But a hand swing from a petite figure, closing the wooden frame, was enough to bring light back to the room. 


"Why are you here so late? What business do you have with me, husband?" The young woman in thin light purple pyjamas spoke up then took a seat at the dressing table. "Do you want to do some lovers' activities?" 


The blonde woman smiled sweetly, making the other woman, clad under a cloak, almost fall over. 


"I'm not your husband. We're both women..." The visitor didn't pay any mind to that statement. She just looked at the seam between the stone tiles and the carpet. 


"But we just had such a grand wedding earlier. Should I call you my wife instead then, love?" The beautiful figure giggled. "Even though your father gave you so many handsome men to choose from, you told him that you didn't want any man. That's why I'm here."


The listener froze. It took her quite a long time to regain her composure and gather her words. 


"That's true, but I want neither ladies nor gentlemen. Your father misunderstood. And princess..." Long black hair beneath the cloak cascaded in soft curls from her shoulders down to her hips, contrasting with the deep blue of her long skirt and playing gently with the warm glow of the candlelight. "It isn't right for us to be involved in this manner." 


"You should have said that before our wedding. Not two days after you've been having that ring on your finger." 


"I already did..." The cloak was pushed back, revealing a youthful and beautiful face with a skin so pale that it was as though she had never been in the sun and beautiful mute blue eyes. "I tried to speak against this... but the person who captured me told me that I couldn't say no since it would damage your reputation." 


"Is that your business for today, hmm?" The other woman stretched her back and stood up. "We first met at the wedding and you're pitying me in our second meeting because I would have to move in with another woman?" 


The two slender women in their twenties looked at one another, their eyes filled with conflicting thoughts. One was a beautiful purple-eyed blonde princess in a pyjama. While another was a brunette blue-eyed mysterious commoner in a long dress. 


However, what bound both of them together was a pair of accessories... a ring with beautiful diamonds on both of their left ring fingers. 


Even though no one had wished for it, they were both married.


It took quite a long time for the owner of the room to break the silence.


"Father calls you Witch of the Dungeon. He's trying everything to connect with you so that he can get his hand on unfathomable power." 


The woman with a pair of deep purple amethyst-like eyes glanced outside of her room, as though guiding the other woman to do the same. 


The rooftops of the city outside were almost level with her line of sight, a sign that the princess was of no importance. It was as though she was just a commoner.


"You were just taken out of the dungeon so you probably don't know that I'm born outside of wedlock. I'm only half royalty." The beautiful blonde woman stepped close to the witch. "Actually, you're the one who should be pitied, for you are forced to marry me." 


Step by step, once as her bare feet stepped past the four-poster bed and came to a stop before the couple, the dark-haired woman turned her face away as the distance between them shrank to almost nothing. 


The princess laughed at the witch's cowardly nature. She was quite a bit taller than her so her presence must have been quite intimidating to the other woman. 


So precious. 


"To be honest, you should have wedded one of my brothers. Saying that you didn't want any man only played into Father's hand... He had been waiting to get rid of me for a while now. He's probably over the moon right now." The woman in pyjamas pulled back from teasing her wife. "It's good that you're here tonight, actually. I want to know what kind of contract you made that released you so easily." 


Even though the witch was captured to be presented to the King, she was wedded and even sent home. The kingdom would be too kind if this condition had no string attached. 


"Umm..." The young woman with black hair pulled the cloak back over her face. "I have to create one magic weapon for the king per year." 


Those words prompted the other woman's eyes to widen. "You can create... magic weapons?" 


"Yeah," the witch answered. 


"Are you serious? Those weapons hidden under the dungeon have immense unnatural power. Anyone who can find them would surely be a legend or be rich from the sales..." The princess couldn't trust the witch's words at all. "Can you truly create them or did you happen to find them in large number?" 


"The dungeon doesn't actually create magical weapons for the adventurers. I'm the one who actually created them and hid them away," the witch answered nonchalantly, like this was all everyday conversation. 


The princess went into thought, trying to discern whether the person in front of her was telling the truth or not. 


It was logical... Witches didn't seem to mind bringing strangers into her personal space. Since she could create the magical weapon any time she pleased, she didn't have to care too much about them. The care one put into things one could create whenever one wanted and things one stole were obviously different.  


But this might all be an act. As such, the blonde woman tested the water. 


"Don't you think that bringing me to your house might lead to your assassination? After which, I would just steal everything you own, come back to the kingdom and remarry." 


"You aren't that kind of person." The witch stared deeply into her marriage partner's eyes. "You have more honour than anyone else in this entire kingdom." 


The answer came straight away as though she could see through the act clearly. 


The beautiful blonde woman smirked. "That's so strange, my love. Aren't you trusting other people too easily?" 


"I've met many people in my life... I know who I can and can't trust." 


"Yet you still made a contract with Father to make him magic weapons?" 


"Magic weapons mean nothing to me. Just because I'm making them for him doesn't mean I trust him." Those words held some truth since she had left them lying around the dungeon, so it wouldn't be strange for her to say that they weren't of value to her. "What's more important right now is your feeling. If you don't want to go live in the dungeon, I'll go talk to your father..." 


The goal of the night invader was to improve relations and prove that she cared about the other woman. It was as though she didn't want her marriage partner to regret her married life later on. 


"My wife is truly cute." The princess laughed. Those purple eyes of her almost drew into a moon-like arc, as though she had found something precious. "No need to talk with Father. I'll come with you." 


The princess born of wedlock couldn't even recall how long it was that someone truly cared for her. The witch was even doing it without expecting anything in return. 


"But the dungeon is dangerous..." the witch answered, her muted blue eyes clearly conveyed care and concern. 


"Whatever is the case, Father would never willingly let you go back into the dungeon alone. He wants to make sure that you won't break your promise so I have to accompany you down there," the princess answered, then spun back and sat on the edge of the bed, looking at her conversation partner. "It's all so that we can track you and make sure that you get punished accordingly if the contract isn't fulfilled." 


The witch in her cloak sighed out. 


She was captured so that her usefulness could be exploited... even if she could count herself lucky that the people of the kingdom weren't savages that couldn't be reasoned with, nothing in the world was more disgusting than greed. 


The only thing she felt bad about was the princess in front of her. She was both more beautiful than anyone else and very smart. But even without any baggage, the princess was pushed down from a tall tower down into the dungeon, living together with the witch as wedded wives. All for magic weapons the princess would never even use herself. 


"If you're being forced by the king, and don't want to go into the dungeon, I'm willing to find a way to..." 


"My love, our wedded life still has a long way to go. Wouldn't it be better for us to learn about the happy activities couples do?" The princess spoke over the witch, smiling brightly. 


The listener quickly backed away once the topic involved something perverted. "It's... It's okay." 


"If you don't want to take the position of the husband, I'm willing to stay on top." The princess smiled playfully. "I didn't get the chance to have a good look at your face during our wedding but now that I see how beautiful my wife is, it would be even better to see you naked... eh?" 


The woman in a blue dress had disappeared into the hallway. 


The Witch of the Dungeon had just run away from her wedding partner because she was afraid of sharing a bed... It was all so precious that the princess couldn't help herself but laugh for a while. She then held her ring up even when her wedding partner was no longer in the room. 


"I'm not letting you break up with me, my love." Her glossy lips slowly curled from a smile into a neutral expression before she opened the window once again. "How did the investigation go?" 


A brown-haired maid, who had just descended from the upper floor, fixed her dress once she landed inside. 


"It's just as you suspected, princess. Every follower in tomorrow's journey is a person on their side. There's not a single mercenary or adventurer," the maid reported plainly. 


"They probably plan to assassinate me during our descent into the dungeon." The princess lowered her eyelids as she considered the possibility. "I was thinking that they were letting the witch go way too easily... They will most likely use me as a justification to put the blame on her. It seems all too convenient for Father." 


It wasn't like the people of this kingdom weren't savages, they just couldn't act it out. 


If the kingdom captured the witch who could create magic weapons as their own, other kingdoms would surely target them, using righteousness as justification to come help and capture the witch for their own gain. As such, an agreement alongside a marriage was a better way to get use out of the witch in the long term. It also was a softer way that wouldn't make the target panic. 


Now that the first step was a success. 


The next step was about to begin... 


Even though she was a favourite daughter in name, if the King could make a story that the princess died by the hand of the witch, they would have a legitimate reason to imprison and punish her without needing to fight with other kingdoms. 


This was all a play. 


They merely needed to get rid of a princess, who was born out of wedlock tomorrow, then use sorrow as a reason to imprison the witch forever. 


"It's a shame that I'm aware of your plan, Father and Brother." The beautiful blonde princess smiled devilishly. "My wife has to thank me, otherwise she would have been smeared with a crime she didn't do." 


The princess, who was used as a pawn and the witch, who was being used for gains. They seemed like the weakest couple in the whole kingdom. 


But was that really the case? 


"Have you dealt with them?" 


The brown-haired maid's eyes widened. "I thought you had someone deal with them, Princess...?" 


The princess furrowed her brows in surprise. "What happened? Speak." 


"I snuck into the barrack as you commanded..." The maid's hands shook. "But every single one of the royal guard who were gathered for tomorrow... have had their heads cut off... there wasn't a single drop of blood. It was as if..." 


"It was all done by a magic weapon." The princess laughed maniacally. "I can't ask a favour back if my wife acts first!"
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Chapter 2: The Dungeon





[image: ]








It was said that dozens of royal guards' heads were placed next to one another in the throne room. On the throne, placed on an elevated floor, sat a middle-aged man with grim expression on his face... All because his honour was being mocked. 


"Is this your doing, Witch of the Dungeon?" The man spoke up with a sarcastic tone at the long-haired woman, standing in front next to her marriage partner. 


"What reasons do I have to hurt my own guards?" The witch with a slim face under a dark blue cloak spoke up, her voice lacking any sign of worry or panic. 


The princess almost couldn't hold back her laugh. Her father tried so hard to make it seem like he would protect the two newly wedded couple down into the dungeon. But the fact that he suspected the witch made it seem like his intention wasn't pure to begin with. 


"...Even though you have no incentive to do so." The man tried to regain his composure once he realised that he was letting emotion overwhelm him. "The royal guards still died to a mysterious power." 


The princess put her hands over her mouth, concealing her smile. 


They would obviously be killed. It was because they weren't sent to protect the couple, but were given orders to kill the princess and imprison the witch. What was so strange about them getting killed? 


"Everyone who had entered the dungeon had one wish granted so they could survive down there as an adventurer. It isn't like I'm the only one who can use magic," the witch replied calmly. "Your highness, don't you think that someone else who might want to sabotage our relationship and our contract were the one to do this?" 


Once the contract was mentioned, the king immediately shut his mouth, hidden under his white beard. 


It was a warning. 


It didn't matter whether the witch was the one who did this or not. If the king pressed too much, he might not get anything out of this contract at all. Not one weapon per year and if worst comes to worst, he might even lose his head. 


Perhaps capturing the Witch of the Dungeon was actually like making a deal with the devil. 


The king gulped from fear. "Then we may have to delay our departure to make further preparation." 


The ruler of the land wanted so badly to send his people to go with the couple. So long as he could track the witch back to her house, they could always come up with a new plan. 


"I want to go home," the witch spoke up as she rubbed her long black hair. "Princess, please choose who you want to go with." 


That wasn't a question. It was a way for the witch to change the person in charge from the king to the princess. 


It wasn't clear whether that was because she trusted the princess or merely wanted to test her. 


"You're letting me choose? Such an honour..." The young princess smiled sweetly. "Then let me choose. I don't want my wife to wait for too long." 


"Lilibeth." The middle-aged man called out to his daughter with a smile. 


While the king used to put up a front and show a lot of affection to his illegitimate daughter, making it seem as though she was his favourite child, that was all in the past. Now that her wife was the one giving her the right to choose, why should she care about her father? 


The beautiful blonde woman raised her hand to call her maid. "I'm only choosing one person." 


The witch blinked at the princess, wanting to make sure that was all she really needed. 


"Your house surely isn't big enough for more than ten people. I also don't need the royal guards." The princess nodded. "I think you, me, and this maid are enough." 


"Have you gone insane, Lilibeth?! You surely don't know how dangerous the dungeon is!" The king slapped the throne's armrest and raised his voice in anger. 


"But my wife is the Witch of the Dungeon, Father," the princess replied, looking at her father with a mocking smile. "Can you protect me, my love?" 


"... Yes, I can." Even though she hesitated for a bit, the witch replied positively. 


"I won't allow it..." 


"Don't worry, Father. I believe that the witch will deliver a magic weapon to you every year without fail," the princess said, trying to end the conversation. 


To avoid prolonging the situation any further and to prevent more spies from being sent after them, the blonde woman in a purple dress let the back of her skirt trail close to the floor as she flicked her long leg forward, lifted her chin, and strode out of the throne hall in her heels. 


Lilibeth's dress wasn't suitable for going into the dungeon at all. It was obvious to anyone with eyes that she was dressed for social events. But since she chose the dress herself, the king had no choice but to stay silent. 


He even wished for his daughter to die in the first few floors, just so that he wouldn't need a big search team to find her body. 


Not letting anyone accompany her also seemed to have its advantage. 


Please die, and become the justification for the royalty to go hunt the witch down! 


"Even with no company, we're still teleporting into the dungeon as planned earlier," the pale witch said, her voice reverberating throughout the throne hall. She stepped onto the corridor balcony lined with paintings along the walls 


The maid carried the couple's luggage, following closely behind the witch. 


The three women stood in the centre of a giant hall, as dozens of onlookers stared at them. 


Lilibeth smiled mockingly at her blonde brothers and sisters as she waved them goodbye in her extravagant dress and her ring, adorned with the most valuable purple gem. 


Her long lashes curved into a pleased expression, as though it were an occasion even more auspicious than a wedding ceremony. 


"Does she have to be so extra when going to hell?" One of the members of royalty gossiped, only to be met with a kiss from the princess. "Eww... That daughter of a whore... My luck will surely be rotten today." 


As for the witch, she didn't care too much about other people's actions. She slowly closed her eyes, trying to cast an incantation to carry the group out of sight without the use of any carriage. 


...on the other side of the land, an empty stretch beside a vast, deep crater was swept clear by a rushing wind that forced everything aside before their figures appeared in its place. 


"The time needed by a carriage to travel, reduced to a blink of an eye..." The princess didn't feel too amazed by the witch's magic. She was more fascinated by another thing. "My love, if you're this skilled, how come you got captured by adventurers?" 


"..." The beautiful woman in a blue cloak didn't answer. She merely looked into the dungeon and took a deep breath, feeling nostalgic for the place. 


They stood at the mouth of a pitch-black hellish pit with a diameter stretching for kilometres. Along eight points around the circle, flags had been planted, and short iron platforms extended inward to support chains used to retrieve whatever the adventurers unearthed. 


Lilibeth was pleased with the fact that Father's men didn't follow them, but still, they had to be careful. For this was a special administrative area. 


Eight directions. Seven kingdoms... 


Ever since the discovery of the ancient dungeon. Every realm had been racing to own the endless treasure held within. During the long war, every realm fought one another, trying to come out on top. Once the far-away tribes knew of the dungeon, they even joined in with their colonial forces. 


All the fighting and squabble ended with a treaty. In the end, every kingdom lost more than what they gained or found. 


Each extraction platform therefore bore a different emblem to record whether the find came from their own adventurers, independent adventurers, or others, and no one else had the right to take it afterwards. 


Aside from the edge of the abyss, reserved for items collection and assembly, the whole place was packed with buildings as though there was a big city surrounding the dungeon. These were the homes for people who had settled there for generations. 


There were tens of thousands of eyes and ears everywhere, waiting to send report of the three women's movement to the ruling class of each kingdom. 


"If you intended to use teleportation magic, why didn't you teleport us straight to your house?" Lilibeth put her left hand, adorned with the wedding ring, on her chin as went into thought. "Did you think that I was going to change my mind?" 


"That's part of it," the witch answer, her voice quiet. "I'm not sure if you and the maid have any supernatural ability. Princess... once you step inside the dungeon, you will gain an ability you cannot get rid of." 


Even though the prospect of magical power sounded exciting, for the people on the ivory tower, they believed that these were brands of sin, one which would prevent them from going to heaven. They thought that gaining that magic would condemn them to live a life of damnation in the deep pit of hell for eternity. 


"I don't care about life after death." The blonde woman shrugged. "I'm already wedded to you. No matter what happens, I'll stay by my wife's side. Beside... it sounds exciting to know what power I'm going to get." 


"Some people die from their own power if they can't control it properly," the witch warned, her voice small but with a hint of concern. "People with power to summon fire might burn themselves to a crisp... You have to be lucky and understand your own power well." 


"How many times are you going to warn me that the dungeon is dangerous? Do you see me as a powerless woman or what?" 


"...Yes." The witch didn't deny the princess' word. 


"But you're smaller than me." 


"I have the power to create magic weapons." 


"Then I'm going to go receive my power and be your equal. Stop worrying about me, love." Lilibeth grabbed the witch's hands and gently slid her fingers on them to spread the warmth. 


But the witch quickly pulled away from her. 


She got so scared just from me grabbing her hands... So cute and innocent. 


The princess held back her laugh as she moved forward to the dungeon entrance. 


The sharp whaling and screaming sound of monsters below sounded as though they were calling for their prey. 


But no matter what, Lilibeth would dive down into that darkness and call the abyss down below her new home. She would be living and spending her days with the witch, her beautiful wife. 


Her glossy lips curled into a bright smile. "This isn't scary at all. Being close to the heaven was much more suffocating." 


The area surrounding the special administrative region consisted almost entirely of lower class folks. Workers in shabby dress took care of resources for their kingdom while adventurers in leather armours were armed to protect themselves. 


They moved at all times, securing the treasure from the dungeon. Looking at it from the surface, no one seemed to mind the existence of the three women, but even still, some eyes were on them. 


Obviously... who would be wearing this beautiful long dress on the edge of the abyss? Surely, reports were already being sent that the witch and the princess had arrived at this place. It just wasn't clear when the reports would reach the king. 


"Should we go? To our home." Lilibeth stopped looking around and asked her wife. 


"Princess..." The witch cleared her throat then stepped forward to stand side-by-side with the princess, leaving the maid, carrying the luggage behind to wait for order. "Before you go to my house... I want to clear something up for my ease of mind." 


"Are you feeling uneasy?" The princess squinted her eyes. 


"Yes. Because you're hiding a secret." 


"What secret." 


"You and your maid acted well. But the two of you lacked the surprise when experiencing magic... You two weren't surprised at all when I teleported us here." The witch looked up at the taller blonde woman. The height gap further exacerbated by the princess' high heels. 


The princess and her maid looked at one another for a moment before the princess laughed it off. "Are you overthinking it, my love?" 


"People who never experience teleportation magic normally have some worries, whether it be the unknown destination, the possibility of landing over something or someone else, but you two didn't show any signs of worry at all..." The witch closed in the distance, trying to get the truth out of the princess through her amethyst-coloured eyes. "It was as if you're already aware of the fail-safe mechanism of the teleportation magic." 


Lilibeth, being challenged, leaned her face in close to her wife. Their lips were getting so close to touching that the speaker backed off. 


Even when advanced on and having her face turned crimson red, she still was able to regain her composure and got back on topic. "Princess... can you please not tease me at such an important moment?" 


"I can't. My wife is simply too cute." 


"Stop... I was about to... about to say... about to expose that..." The witch kept stumbling over her words. She lifted her finger to touch her lip, which was about to be kissed earlier as if she was retroactively protecting it. "You have already been to the dungeon or used teleportation magic." 


The maid looked at her master while Lilibeth only responded with a smile. 


"Yeah... those are both true." The beautiful princess reached out her left hand, adorned with the wedding ring, to stroke the witch's black hair, lifting her chin to place a kiss upon her hair as she confessed, "I once went down into the dungeon and obtained the power of teleportation."
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Chapter 3: Agreement
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The magic from the dungeon is a miracle. 


It granted everyone who ventured inside a random power. Normally, people would gain an ordinary ability, like the ability to create fire or something along that line. Because of this, the adventurers would usually group together, finding a powerful member as their anchor and using their power in tandem to cover each other's weaknesses. Even to this day, defensive gears are still crucial to search and excavation missions. 


And magic weapons were invaluable. 


Because it granted the owner an extra magic ability. 


The ruling class was also fond of magic weapons from the dungeon. They justified possession by saying that having one meant they successfully deceived the power of hell to gain something they could offer to the angels. 


They would do anything to get their hand on one, as long as they didn't have to venture into the dungeon and get branded themselves. 


But no one knew what Lilibeth knew. 


That those magical weapons had all been created, not formed by nature. 


The princess let go of the black-haired woman who she just kissed, then looked her in the eyes with a smile. "It seems like your teleportation skill and mine aren't the same, my love." 


"The process is the same, but the sources aren't." The woman in cloak lowered her head to avert her eyes from her marriage partner. "My power comes from creating magic weapons and using them." 


"Then you aren't actually a witch... You're just a normal adventurer with an invaluable power." 


The reason she had been branded such a scary name was because of her unfathomable ability. She could grant herself any ability just by imagining it. 


"I never said that I was a witch. That name was just forced on me." The woman with long black hair stared into the dungeon. 


Lilibeth moved her heels and looked into the same direction.


What lied in front of them was an entrance to a deep abyss. A place filled with treasure and danger. However, the mysterious woman was able to make that place home, living there normally like it was nothing. As such, that 'witch' title was somewhat fitting. 


"Then, what's your name, my love?" The princess lifted the beautiful, cloaked woman's face up. 


"... Monette," the 'witch' replied. Her muted blue eyes hid a type of beauty that made one want to dive into. "My name is Monette. Now, let go of me." 


Lilibeth lost herself for a moment. Once called, she took her hand back. "Monette, my love... We'll probably be living together for a long time. Why don't we make an agreement?" 


Although they had only known each other for a few days, the two women understood that they weren't each other's enemy. They may hold a secret or two but neither of them had bad intention. 


"Go on, speak." Once her face was free, the witch stepped back in her leather shoes, putting some distance between herself, her marriage partner, and the entrance to the dungeon. At the same time, the brown-haired maid who had been looking after the luggage behind them stepped forward to listen as well. 


"Firstly, we shall not lie to each other. If asked anything we don't want to answer, we should just tell each other directly." The princess smiled and lifted up her index finger. "Secondly, we shall help one another, and do what is best for our future." 


There wasn't anything for Monette to object in those two clauses, but once the blonde speaker continued, a shiver ran down Monette's spine. 


"And... thirdly... you have to get a kiss from me every day."


The cloaked woman hung her mouth in disbelief. "T... t... that's unacceptable. It's too embarrassing. I won't..."


"It doesn't have to be on the mouth. Like I've already kissed your hair today. We should just do something to develop our relationship so that our love life won't be too bland, my love." 


"But we're only married as a front. There's no need for us to be close..." 


The marriage only happened in the first place because she was captured as a trophy to the king. 


Because of that, Monette didn't expect her life after marriage to be full of love. On the contrary, she seemed to only wish for a peaceful life in the dungeon, something she had always led. 


But the witch was an honourable person. Even if she saw the princess as a burden, she didn't push her away. She even took care of the security during the auspicious wedding ring ceremony. 


If she didn't care, she could just simply ditch the princess, teleport home, and abandon the magic weapon delivery contract... But because she wanted to keep her words, honour the contract, and play the role of the princess' marriage partner, she had to bring Lilibeth here. 


So cute... The beautiful blonde princess licked her lips, wanting to tease the black-haired woman. 


Monette didn't completely close her heart. She just didn't see the necessity in all this. As such, the only thing the princess had to do was persuade her. 


... Silence filled the surrounding until the only sound that could be heard was that from the gust of wind. 


The follower in maid outfit still stood behind her master and the witch, carrying their luggage. And although adventurers and extraction platform workers may have seen the three women appearing out of thin air via teleportation magic, they didn't approach them.


"Our agreement..." Lilibeth repeated her words while adjusting her skirt, making it easier for her to walk around. "No lying, help each other, and a daily kiss to deepen our love... Would that be possible, my love?" 


The voice so sweet that it could easily enchant any listener was directed at the long-haired woman, who had the same ring. 


"I'm just curious..." Monette avoided answering by asking a question of her own. "The king is getting magic weapons by selling you out and I get to come home by marrying you. But what about you? What do you get from this whole arrangement?" 


"I get a beautiful wife who is in front of me right now." The princess tilted her head, a calculated act to project an image of innocence.


"Don't... lie to me." 


Lilibeth smiled sweetly. "You haven't accepted my agreement, so I still have the right to lie to you."


Monette slapped her own face with her pale hand. It was clear that Lilibeth was trying to trap her with words since it was in Monette's nature to keep her words... 


But why should she maintain this relationship? Even when given many chances to go back, the princess didn't take any. Even worse, she still tried to keep up this fake relationship bound merely by their wedding rings. 


"Do you hate me, my love..." 


"It's not like that." The black-haired woman quickly denied the allegation. But in the end, she confessed what she had in mind. "Alright... It's just that I'm not sure if I should reveal where I live to you or not." 


"Then you should accept the agreement. After that you can then ask me whatever you want and I will answer with full honesty. You can then decide whether to continue staying with me or not." This time, it was Lilibeth who distanced herself, looking into the giant entrance to the abyss that was the dungeon. 


Monette took a glance at the maid. It took her a moment to regain her composure. 


"If we can get rid of the kissing..." 


"That isn't negotiable," The princess replied, without even looking at the witch.


"At the very least... can I refuse on any day I don't want to do it?" Although the witch didn't think that her marriage partner wouldn't actually do it every day, accepting the condition would make her feel uncomfortable. 


"Of course. Even though I want to see my wife try to resist my savage advance, I'm willing to listen." 


"..." The witch lowered her eyes. 


"I'm just kidding. Please smile." Lilibeth brushed what she said earlier off. "Let's just say that you've accepted the conditions I have given. Now, I'll tell you why I agreed to this marriage." 


The princess' amethyst-coloured eyes curled into a crescent moon, making her look very happy. 


Monette and the maid calmly anticipated the answer. 


"The reason I agreed to come with you is because I want to travel to the bottom of the dungeon." The princess pointed at the deepest hole humanity had ever discovered. 


The gust of wind carried the abyssal air upward, blowing on the women's skirts. The air was also strong enough to brush the hood covering the witch's face away, revealing her beauty. For the extraction platform workers, this was an everyday occurrence where it felt as if the hell itself had greeted them. 


The princess' blonde hair swirled with the wind. However, she still stood firm. "I know that you can bring me there, my love... to the end where tales of legend say that I can get anything I want." 


The Witch of the Dungeon furrowed her brows. "Do you want to go on an adventure?" 


"No, I'm not in my innocent years just chasing a dubious rumour hoping to make it big... I know that the legend is true because it has been speaking to me since I was born." 


The witch's eyes widened. "It spoke to you?" 


"Exactly," the princess replied, no longer smiling. She indicated her intention seriously. "A voice... almost like a command tells me every night before I sleep to protect the lord of the dungeon and make sure that no one can steal their rights away." 


Monette pursed her lips. "Do you know where the voice is from?" 


The princess shrugged. "It must be from the depth of the abyss... It has been annoying me for over twenty years by now so I have been travelling back and forth to find the source, but to no avail." 


The witch rubbed her own hair as the wind started to die down. Her muted blue eyes stared at the speaker without a hint of doubt. 


She couldn't imagine what the woman in front of her had been going through all these years and how strong she was, having to deal with both the palace and the mystery of the dungeon. 


The only saving grace was her teleportation magic cut travelling time short... 


"And that's my goal... to smack the lord of the dungeon in the face and steal their right of possession so whatever was whispering in my ears can finally shut up." 


The shorter woman pulled her cloak back above her face. "From our current condition, we'll have to make more preparation if you wish to dive into the depth of the dungeon." 


"That's probably the case." Lilibeth extended her hand towards her wife. "But first thing first, let's go to your house. I'm getting tired." 


They've been talking for quite some time. Monette also didn't want the other two women to be troubled. 


From the earlier talk, she knew that they could, at the very least, live together. 


"... Do the two of you wish to make a dungeon entrance record?" The witch asked the ladies from the palace. This was because for ordinary adventurers, there were rules and regulation to prevent tax evasion. 


"Do you think I've ever made any record?" The blonde princess laughed. "My power comes in handy for entering and exiting dungeon without a trace. If possible, I want to avoid all eyes and ears. I don't want to be tracked, you know?" 


"Got it." The witch nodded. She didn't wish to judge the princess since she also wouldn't record her entry either. "Then let's head to my house." 


The maid, carrying the two women's luggage, moved closer to them. 


Monette took a look around herself. While there may be some eyes on the group, the three women teleported away without a care. 


...The inside of the abyss wasn't completely dark. 


Because there were glowing crystal that could illuminate the road, the path to the accommodation, which looked like a big tree house was all bright. 


However, before they could even start exploring, the princess and her maid had to swallow to clear their blocked ears since they had just covered a large distance horizontally in mere seconds. 


Once they had cleared their ailment, Lilibeth could finally enjoy the atmosphere of her new surroundings, a place that was described as being closest to hell. However, it was more beautiful and pleasing to the eyes than any castle towers. 


Lilibeth looked around as they walked forward. 


The stone and dirt wall made it seem like they were inside another cave inside the dungeon. 


Water flowed through an opening on one side into a basin that had been dug to collect it, and when it overflowed, it slipped out of sight again, draining away below. 


...The witch took two women from the palace onto a tree house, bound to an unknown tree large enough that it would take three people with outstretched arms to encircle it. 


It resembled a main load-bearing pillar, like the heart of the dwelling, with rooms built branching out around it and balconies extending down to the floor, bordered to prevent anyone from falling. 


"How deep down are we?" Lilibeth held onto the railing, walking up step by step, unable to hold herself from showing the surprise she felt. 


"If we're to go by the amp created by the central committee from the cooperation of the seven kingdoms, we're at level five..."


The princess blinked twice and spoke. "I'll let you in on something, my love. My power can only teleport people to places I've been to. And even though I have tried to steadily go deeper into the dungeon, avoiding fights with any monsters I can, I could only manage to get to level three in all my twenty years down here."


The Witch of the Dungeon... Perhaps this title wasn't just because of her unfathomable power.


"You can't really compare. I'm hundreds of years old at this point," Monette said as if it was the most natural thing in the world, catching both the maid and the princess off guard.


However, the witch wasn't sure why the first response the princess made wasn't asking why, instead it was...


"Am I tricking an old person?"
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Chapter 4: Magic
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Even after knowing how old the witch was, no one asked for further details. The three walked along in silence as they entered the dungeon tree house. 


The atmosphere was all tranquil. The only sound was that of water running and occasional gust of wind from the cave entrance. 


Two women, one in leather boots and another in high heels walked side by side on the balcony. 


"I used to test creating magic weapons here but there was an accident which left a hole in the room so I stopped using this room... All the repair is done though." Monette pointed to an empty room with a corner full of strange objects. "You'll be staying here. I'll find you a bed." 


The brunette maid in her uniform slowly placed her master's luggage down. 


"Are we not sleeping together?" Lilibeth raised her brows. 


"Yes. It'll be easier for you to move that way... You can leave whenever and do whatever you want without my permission. The only thing I ask is that you don't bring more people here." Although it seemed like the owner of the house was giving Lilibeth more freedom, it was more because the cloaked woman couldn't wholeheartedly accept the princess yet. 


It was as if she had a backup plan. 


Worst case, if this house was invaded and taken over, the witch would most likely just run away and ditch the princess. 


Still, this was the witch's lair. She had the upper hand in both power, knowledge, and experience... If Lilibeth wanted to stay here and have her wish of getting to the bottom of the dungeon come true, she would have to gain the witch's trust first. 


"Alright." The beautiful blonde woman closed her eyes for a moment then looked to her maid. "Tahlia, please tell my wife your ability."


Monette was caught a bit off guard. Since the maid hadn't spoken a word since Monette met her, she thought that the maid was mute. 


"I have the special ability to hide myself." She backed that up by immediately using her power, turning more and more transparent until she completely turned invisible. 


Even with so many glowing crystals decorated on the vines in the house, she couldn't be seen at all. It was as if she had completely disappeared... 


Silence filled the air for a while before Tahlia reappeared into the same spot. 


"I had Tahlia spy for me, bringing me news from both the palace and adventurer guild." Lilibeth showed all her cards, trying to convince her marriage partner of her good intention. "Can you trust me now?" 


The witch pushed the cloak back, revealing her face. She stared intensely at the two women who were going to become her new housemates. 


Tahlia's calm, collected, and silent attitude was something she gained from all her information gathering missions. They were great characteristics to have. 


"Teleportation and invisibility... What's the price for using those abilities?" Monette asked the newcomers. "While the more normal abilities might only consume stamina, you two surely have to pay something in return for going against the rules of nature." 


Even through the dungeon gave magical abilities for all the adventurers, it didn't do it out of love. With great power comes great responsibility. 


"A golden coin, or a piece of treasure for each usage..." Lilibeth smiled as she started to realise that her conversation partner was starting to take an interest in her and her maid. "I'm not sure how the dungeon does it, but whenever I use my power, one of my possessions would be gone. So lately, I would hold something in my hand before I use my power so I could control the price I pay." 


Monette lowered her muted blue eyes. "So your power is one that demands wealth in return," the witch spoke. 


The princess touched the hem of her purple skirt and sat down gracefully onto the wooden floor to hear more explanation. "Please continue. You have been living for over hundreds of years. You surely understand this more than I do." 


Monette blinked at the princess and sighed. She then sat down as Tahlia did so.


The three women sat in an empty room with the newcomers' luggage placed not too far from them. 


Monette started explaining, her lips pale. "While you were teleporting around freely, your treasures were taken somewhere into the dungeon as the price. They were then used to lure new adventurers into this place... This is why this mysterious abyss contains endless wealth even though it had been dug up and explored for hundreds of years." 


It was as if this all a cycle.


If something was excavated out, there must be some way to bring something back down. Otherwise, the dungeon would quickly run dry and just be buried along with the monsters once its usefulness run its course. 
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