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        Summary:

          
            This fanfiction was written as a protest against the events of June 1st. Though still injured, Yang was rescued by Julian and the others, who arrived in the nick of time. Our Admiral will continue to face many difficulties and fight for the sake of his pension.
In addition, he may even find love…
[Translation of 歧途 by Q葵花粉Q]

          

      


      
  Notes:


    


        	
          A translation of 歧途 by Q葵花粉Q (ReinhardtYaung)
        


    


    
      This is probably going to take me a while, but I am determined to finish it. Strap in folks, it's gonna be a wild ride.
Many thanks to Q葵花粉Q for writing this lovely work. I am but the lowly messenger bringing it over to the English readers. Translation notes at end.

    









    

      
      
            

  


  
    
      Chapter 1
    


    


      
        Notes:

          
          (See the end of the chapter for  notes.)
          

      

  


  
  
    Chapter Text

    "...While attempting to escape, I was hit in my femoral artery. If the rescue had been five minutes late, I wouldn’t be sitting here now.” Breaking free of the recollection, Yang Wen-li looked up at the beautiful sovereign who sat across from him at the conference table. Although Reinhard had undoubtedly been briefed on the situation by his subordinates, he still wanted an account from the person in question. If this was his way of greeting guests, the young emperor wasn’t very gracious as a host, Yang secretly complained to himself.
This was the second meeting between the Magician and the one known as the Golden-Winged Lion. To Yang’s eyes, the expression of the powerful young man across from him seemed somewhat stilted.
Reinhard skipped any further pleasantries and posed a question he had long wanted to ask: “Do you still refuse to drink the empire’s water? After all, the Alliance no longer exists,” he added a bit eagerly.
Yang scratched his head in distress. Before the Leda II incident, responsibility for negotiating with the empire belonged to the representatives of the Iserlohn Republic. Although Yang had no intention of dying a soldier, he didn’t want to become a politician either, or act as a spokesperson of the people’s will. However, the representatives were now dead by assassation, and Yang himself had nearly died of injuries. He would be recuperating at home if not for this chance to negotiate with the empire. Eventually, elections would be held again, but in the meantime, Yang would have to play this role.
As he had in the Vermilion Starzone, Reinhard directly asked Yang if he would change allegiances. Yang didn’t want to refuse outright, worrying that he would be misunderstood. He didn’t want to speak for everyone in Iserlohn.
“The Alliance no longer exists…” Yang took a moment to carefully consider his next words. “In actuality, it doesn’t matter if the nation ceases to exist. The point still stands: People have the right to choose their way of life. In other words…” He sorted out his thoughts and grew more eloquent. “In other words, as long as individual human beings exist, they have a right to try to live as they choose. People have always fled from the Empire to the Alliance, and others have fled from the Alliance to the Empire, taking risks and crossing borders to live the life they want―or at least, to escape from a life they don’t want. I think such efforts deserve respect.”
In his mind’s eye, he briefly saw an image of the former commander of the Rosen Ritters, and perhaps Admiral Merkatz as well.
“We are not fighting for the nation, nor any doctrine, nor even democracy. There are many choices available to human beings, and this is one of them: We are fighting for ourselves. Those who remain in Iserlohn simply do not want to live as servants.”
“So you don’t want to succumb to me, is that it?” Reinhard’s voice grew sharp, his ice-cold eyes flashing.
Yang was speechless for a moment. Even after receiving such a response, he didn’t feel that the young emperor had malice or hostility in his heart.
“Well, why must Your Majesty stand above all humanity? It’s not necessarily a bad thing to leave some small fry[1] that slipped through the net.” Yang mussed his hair. Such a fierce rhetorical confrontation quickly consumed his already insufficient physical strength, making him tired and hungry. His reply wasn’t very formal, but he couldn’t care less.
The emperor, who should have been furious at the rebuttal, was choked by Yang’s inappropriate metaphor. He sat stunned for a moment, then said, “But a small fry like Iserlohn is too big.” This statement was truly absurd, and Reinhard regretted it as soon as it came out of his mouth. However, the admiral seemed to have a polluting effect on the spiritual level. Reinhard helplessly heard himself continue the same line of argument: “When such a strategically important fortress slips through the net, I’m afraid that the net itself may be destroyed. I do not want further bloodshed, but my new empire cannot tolerate this level of rebellion. What is your opinion on this, Your Excellency Yang?”[2]
“I know a little about Your Majesty’s governance. Compared with the decadence of the Goldenbaum Dynasty, many of the policies of the new empire are rational and practical. Therefore, I do not believe Your Majesty intends to become another Rudolf the Great, nor force all of humanity to live the way subjects of the old empire did.” Yang lowered his eyes and looked at the steam rising from his teacup. Perhaps in a show of sincerity, the beverage was not the coffee he had been served during their last meeting, but instead black tea. Although it was not as delicious as Julian’s brew, it was still quite palatable. He smiled slightly at the kind gesture. “I like black tea, but I don’t like coffee. Your Majesty seems to know that. I don’t think that you want to order all of humanity to give up black tea and drink only coffee. And there’s no reason to limit ourselves to just those two options. Some people like juice, others like milk. This is not an important matter to the empire, but it makes a marked difference in the lives of everyday people―the ability to make choices for themselves.” He sighed and continued, “It’s probably ridiculous to fight the empire for the right to drink black tea. But conversely, it isn’t worthwhile for the empire to raise troops just to prevent the consumption of black tea. If the fighting continues, frankly speaking, we will lose in the end.”[3]
Yang raised his head and looked deeply at his young opponent. “But we are fighting for ourselves. For what reason is Your Majesty fighting?”
Yes, why exactly are you fighting? Reinhard’s eyes revealed his momentary confusion.
It was natural that a newly established empire could not tolerate rebels challenging its authority, but did said authority need to be maintained by forcing the people to live in a prescribed way? Reinhard knew that his answer was no. He had never thought of establishing an empire that operated as the Goldenbaum regime had. The power he gained was meant to allow him the freedom to do away with the rotten old order, not perpetuate it.
He came to his senses and got to the point of the negotiation: "So Admiral Yang, what do you want?"
Yang Wen-li coughed awkwardly and took out a thick stack of documents from the paper bag he held. “Well, you see… In short, these are the basics, and the following is what we hope for…”
The program Yang presented had been hastily pulled together from the manuscripts left by Chairman Romsky of the El-Facil Revolutionary Government. The proposals took the interests of both parties into account, and so, despite the fact that one of the negotiators was not very good at this kind of work, the meeting went smoothly. It only took about three hours to complete the groundwork of the document that would be known to history as the Treaty of Iserlohn. There were still important matters to settle, but they could be handed over to subordinates to finish at a more leisurely pace.
“I believe we can leave it here for now.” Although Reinhard hadn’t had a fever for a while, he was not as physically sound as he used to be, and Yang was still recovering from a serious injury. The long day of work made both men quite tired and neither objected to wrapping up early. The emperor stood first, then thought of a question he wanted to ask.
“Admiral Yang, in the coming years of peace, would you be willing to come to the empire as a guest? As a historical consultant.” The young man’s perfect features were skewed by a strange, bright smile. “We have an unlimited supply of black tea. It is my hope that people like you will be the ones to chronicle both the Goldenbaum dynasty and the new empire.”
Gallons of black tea could not induce the feelings in Yang that these words did. At first he wasn’t sure he had heard correctly―then he became light-headed. According to convention, a new dynasty should record the history of the previous dynasty. This was done out of responsibility to future generations, yes, but it was also the prerogative of the new ruler to shape history. Dynastic founders often used this opportunity to insert their own biases, but Reinhard didn’t seem to want to do so.
In other words, after being thrown off course, was destiny finally allowing him to become a historical researcher? Yang knew very well that he posed a substantial threat to the empire, and so even if a peace treaty was signed, his personal freedom would likely be restricted. It was true that the emperor was unwilling to eliminate potential opponents off the battlefield due to his personal morals and magnanimity, but his loyal subjects would urge him to minimize threats, specifically the Iserlohn rebels.
Yang had already made psychological preparations. Whether he was placed under house arrest or long-term surveillance, it was not an unacceptable price for reaching an agreement acceptable to all. He was used to such treatment anyway, having experienced it under the Alliance. Therefore, Reinhard’s proposal came as a complete surprise to him.
When the emperor approached him, slender white hand outstretched, Yang subconsciously took it, before realizing that he should probably stand up.
—
On hearing an unusual noise, Walter von Schönkopf, who was waiting outside the door, rushed into the meeting room. He met an unusual sight: his admiral, held in the arms of the emperor.
Yang could have sworn he was just slightly dizzy and wanted to deny that he had passed out directly in the arms of the blond beauty. However, in Schönkopf’s later evaluation, his pale face and unfocused eyes were deemed “quite scary.” To put it simply, after sitting for three hours, standing had proved too much for him; he had fainted. Sounds came to him blurred, and the lights in the room appeared dim, as if drained of power. Yang knew that his perception was faulty, for no matter how wide he opened his eyes, he couldn’t see clearly.
This incident had frightened Reinhard.
Once upon a time, as the commander-in-chief of the empire, he had longed to use Yang Wen-li’s life as a sacrifice to the great god Odin. Yang had a record of showing him mercy, but Reinhard had always gone all out, not one for mercy on the battlefield.
Now, after Yang Wen-li’s brush with death, after having almost lost him, Reinhard couldn’t help but have complicated feelings about his worthy opponent, this intelligent marshall of the Alliance, who was even more talented in the deployment of troops than he was.

  There are not many people in the universe who can face me as an equal, calmly and effectively.


  If I lose this too…


  The vast sea of stars will become unbearably silent.

So when Yang suddenly fell into his arms, Reinhard was petrified.
Only a second later, he was pushed away by a pair of strong and steady hands. No matter the situation, the knight was prepared to rescue the unconscious princess.
Ignoring what he was feeling on the inside, Schönkopf managed to remain calm on the outside. After quickly checking his vital signs and confirming that he was alive, he laid his commander flat on the carpet, loosened his collar, and gently shook his shoulders: “Admiral! Admiral Yang! Can you hear me?”
To the great relief of everyone present, Yang regained consciousness in a short time.
“Uh, I’m fine.” The weak man blinked, and Schönkopf’s familiar face appeared in his field of vision. Apart from being a little dizzy, he didn’t feel too uncomfortable.
In the tradition of the sharp-tongued Iserlohn Republicans, Schönkopf joked smoothly, “You must not have eaten enough for breakfast.”
“No, I was just stunned by the beauty of His Majesty the Emperor,” Yang rebutted skillfully, but then turned his head and saw the beautiful emperor standing next to him with a strange expression on his face.
Yang became embarrassed and blurted out, “Sorry.” On the battlefield, it was appropriate to call the emperor names or shout “Go to hell, Kaiser!”[4] But it was obviously rude to comment on his appearance to his face. The little blood in Yang’s body suddenly rushed to his cheeks. Luckily for him, the young emperor was generous and didn’t get angry.
No, it was more than not angry. Vice Admiral Schönkopf, who was known as “debauchery incarnate,”[5] saw the most beautiful man in the universe blush to his ears, like a little girl teased by a boy she liked.
—
All in all, despite a couple hiccups, the peace talks went well.
Reinhard did not want to be a tyrant who treated his subjects harshly. Yang was familiar with the many social systems that had been tried throughout history and had his own ideas on how to achieve autonomy without disrespecting the monarch. Therefore, most of the conditions he proposed were acceptable to Reinhard. After all, the young emperor was not as sensitive to potential destabilizing elements as some old rulers, and he did not suffer from the anxiety of a dictator who regarded freedom of speech and judicial independence as blights.
Though they had addressed the demands of the people, Reinhard found himself wondering what arrangements would be made for Yang’s fleet.
“You want to set up a ‘Former Alliance Veterans Welfare Foundation’?” For the stability of the empire, it was a good thing if the Yang fleet retired and turned their swords into plowshares. Reinhard should have praised this decision, but in his heart, he felt a little lost at the news.
“Yes! Since relying on the state to guarantee us retirement has proven to be unreliable, this is the only way out for us.” Yang was so frank as to make one want to laugh and cry simultaneously.
Cazerne, a skilled administrator, was obviously a core figure in the new foundation.

  

  

    
        Notes:

        
          Translation notes:
-The original story title is 歧途. This can mean "go astray," "wrong way," or "side path." I went with "Fork in the Road" to get across the idea of divergence or a turning point.
-I chose to write this translate in past tense because LOGH is framed as if it's being written in the future. However, this does not necessarily reflect the author's original intention because Chinese does not have verb tense. (This fic is in Mandarin dialect but there isn’t an enormous difference in the written versions of the language.)
-Reinhard uses the pronoun 朕, which is reserved for emperors. In the LOGH novels/OVA, after his ascension, he used the Japanese pronoun よ, which is not specific to emperors, but does have a "haughty connotation."
-[1] Yang originally said "small fish and shrimp." Reinhard replied that "Iserlohn is too big a shrimp." That could have worked just fine, but "small fry" is an English expression which captures the same meaning.
-[2] Here, Reinhard called Yang 阁下. I struggled with this one because it could be translated a variety of different ways. It’s a polite form of address, but not too formal/deferential, so “Mister” would probably be the most accurate. I went with “Your Excellency” since that fits better with the imperial vibe to me.
-[3] I couldn't tell if he was saying that both sides would lose, or that Iserlohn would lose. Leaving it as just "we will lose in the end" keeps it ambivalent.
-[4] This fic never uses the word "Kaiser." I used it here to avoid repeating "emperor" too many times.
-[5] The original calls Schönkopf "moral corruption walking," for a clunky direct translation. This phrase could have been written so many different ways.

        

      







            

  


  
    
      Chapter 2
    


    


      
        Notes:

          
          (See the end of the chapter for  notes.)
          

      

  


  
  
    Chapter Text

    The best result that military conflict could achieve was partial autonomy; therefore, that autonomy must be established with clear, precise conditions, and life after autonomy must be appropriately arranged.
Yang had reviewed these points many times before he went into battle with the imperial army.
First, the emperor must be brought to the negotiating table.
If successful, the negotiations would establish a form of self-governance that the emperor could accept, securing hope for the future of democracy.
In the event that these conditions were met, the only remaining thing to do was  to ensure that Yang’s fleet had somewhere to go.
It was an inevitability that Yang and all his officers would have to retire and that the autonomous starzone would be disarmed. Any rights gained by negotiation would only be guaranteed by the emperor’s goodwill, which could be withdrawn at any time. Thus, now that the negotiations had concluded, each second that passed was precious.
Any autocrat would be wary of large numbers of experienced generals and soldiers walking free, but the new founding emperor had full confidence in his military strength… unless he was fighting one particular person. Regardless, in his arrogant confidence, the emperor refused to consider military rebellion a threat he needed to guard against. In a sense, he even anticipated it. After all, this was the man who later historians would judge as “A warlike emperor”!
It could be said that the arrangements Yang made for his subordinates were very personal.
Yang’s senior, Alex Cazerne, had set out to become a business manager, but due to a bureaucratic mixup, he was enrolled in the military academy instead. Before the age of 40, he had already been appointed the Acting Director of the Alliance Government’s Rear Service Headquarters. Cazerne was acknowledged by the fleet as the one most skilled in matters of administration. Yang’s decision surprised him at first, but on learning the details, he was happy to sign on.
In this way, he became the Chairman of the Former Alliance Veterans Welfare Foundation, responsible for its management.
After its establishment, the foundation invested in a series of veteran-run enterprises, such as an online game development company led by Attenborough. Once these companies turned a profit, they could then provide the foundation with much-needed life support.
Most members of the Yang fleet were planning to start their own companies or join companies started by their peers, and bereaved families were to receive aid from the foundation so that they would not live in poverty.
Due to years of war, a great deal of talent was concentrated in the military. With the onset of peace, former soldiers, adapting to civilian life, would provide the public with a large number of well-trained workers. Yang hoped that their knowledge, skills, and ideas would enrich society.
In accordance with the peace treaty, Iserlohn Fortress was returned to the empire, the entire army was decommissioned, and the autonomous region acknowledged imperial authority. At least on the surface, Yang’s arrangements were above criticism, even by Oberstein, who was known as the Dry Ice Sword.[1]
After all, in the view of Reinhard’s new empire, even if the Yang fleet remained mobilized and armed, without Yang Wen-li’s leadership, it would not be able to match the empire in battle. With Yang out of the picture, the imperial government would grant his former subordinates the right to live, work, and start businesses like ordinary citizens, at least within the autonomous region.
However, in some areas, the Alliance and the Empire had different cultural expectations. Reinhard’s admirals all expressed surprise when they heard that Yang was soon to start filming commercials for his junior’s game company and would use his paychecks to help Julian open a restaurant.
“That man is going to appear in a commercial?” the sandy-haired admiral[2] asked in amazement.
“Yes! If His Majesty hadn’t rushed him back to Fezzan, the filming might already be finished.” The commander of the Black Lancers blinked. “I’m looking forward to it―I want to see how the cunning Yang Wen-li deceives people this time.”
The star in question had not returned to his friends as planned. After a careful examination of Mr. Yang’s physical condition, an imperial medical officer made a suggestion that the Minister of Military Affairs very much appreciated: to minimize the health risks of space travel, Yang should recuperate on the emperor’s flagship and return with it to Fezzan, where he could receive the highest quality health care.
Yang, who had already expressed his willingness to serve as a historical consultant to the new empire, accepted this request compliantly. Although he regretted not being able to say goodbye to the Iserlohners in person, as he put it, “The advertisement can be re-shot” and “Everyone should just look forward to reuniting under the banner of our pensions.”
The eagerness and joy with which the Iserlohners bid farewell to their military careers made those members of the imperial ranks who had a strong sense of honor look at them askance. Fortunately for those who longed for peace, such eagerness and joy acted as another layer of protection against further bloodshed.
Unlike Yang, who contentedly followed the emperor to Fezzan, the ones who stayed behind were truly busy. Although the star of the commercial had been abducted, the clever Mr. Cazerne had more tricks up his sleeve, and the hard-won muscles of the Rosen Ritters were put to use outside of combat.
“Here, look here!” Under the command of a domineering cameralady, the beautiful, tiger-like man struck a series of poses so attractive as to make women scream. Out of all the strangeness, this was probably what confused young Julian the most. How could Vice Admiral Attenborough adapt to his new role as an entrepreneur so quickly? Not only him, but Julian’s other teachers were also enthusiastic about shooting commercials. Could it be that there was a secret hidden in the interactive VR fitness game they were developing?
“Did he…” The adult he asked wore an ambiguous expression, but was unwilling to answer the boy’s question.
—
Simultaneously, as the Brünhild returned to Fezzan, Yang responded to Reinhard’s curious inquiry: “I want everyone to have the ability to protect themselves." He looked across at the sovereign placidly. After spending time with him, Yang had a better assessment of Reinhard’s personality and values, and was more certain that speaking frankly would not lead to negative consequences.
“When a murder occurs, it makes no sense to accuse the victim of not trying their best to resist or escape. If it were always possible to resist and escape, there would never be any murder victims. I don’t believe any nation is immortal, nor do I believe that the new empire will remain forever in spring.[3] So wouldn’t it be good for the people to have the ability to protect themselves and put up a resistance when the empire becomes corrupt? The game includes basic combat lessons in the hope that the largest number of people possible will be able to fight back against tyranny rather than submit to it. This is what I thought up.”
Actually discussing how to teach people to rebel in front of the emperor… Reinhard was rendered speechless by this incredible insensitivity.
“Your Excellency was the one who overthrew the corrupt old dynasty to establish the new empire. As long as the new empire maintains sound politics and reasonable governance, the people’s ability to protect themselves is only insurance for the future, not a threat to your power. Eventually, the empire will deteriorate, but as for how it will hold on to its sovereign authority and force the people to accept its unreasonable policies, those are not things Your Majesty needs to consider.” Calmly, Yang sipped his tea and reached out to grab a light green sponge cake off a plate.
This statement at first seemed blasphemous, but after giving it thought, it unexpectedly resonated with Reinhard. He couldn’t help but remember his good friend Kircheis’s evaluation of Yang Wen-li.
“If you became friends with him, he would be a great confidant.”

  Kircheis, I now have the opportunity to befriend him. If you were still here, you would definitely be happy to be friends with such a person. Although I want to monopolize your warmth, I know that you, who have always gone along with me, would also like to have such a confidant in your life.

The former Alliance general, who was happily munching on a sponge cake, was completely unaware of the young man’s sudden sentimentality.
In this manner, the meetings between the two greatest military geniuses of their era became more and more frequent.
During this time, a superluminal communication was sent from Brünhild to Iserlohn, including the following statements: “Julian, the food here in the empire is very good. Although the black tea is not as delicious as the one you make, it is much better than what I brew for myself. There are no interesting books to help me kill time, but just being able to admire Reinhard’s beauty is a special feature of Brünhild.”
The imperial intelligence agency, which believed that national security was more important than the privacy of personal communications, made sure to pass this comment on to the person in question.
“Is my appearance my only merit?” The emperor, though full of resentment in his heart, could not bring himself to directly confront the provocateur, leading Yang to worry about his face, which would blush for no reason from time to time.
This escalated until one day…
“Reinhard, do you have a fever?” Yang stretched out his hand and tested the temperature of the once-again blushing emperor.
“No!” Reinhard quickly turned away, but his face became even redder.
“I’m glad of it.” After determining that Reinhard’s temperature wasn’t too high, Yang sighed in relief.
“Isn’t it inappropriate for a democrat to be so concerned about the health of a dictator?”
“Ah, well, it was hard to get you to sign the peace treaty, you know, and now you’re expected to fulfill it. If something happens to you, the universe will once more sink into chaos. The retired life that I’ve longed for through all my difficulties will shatter before my very eyes. So…” Yang, who was already very familiar with his interlocutor, smiled brightly and said, “Reinhard, for the sake of my pension, you must stay well!”
It seemed that Reinhard was being teased…
Yang had been trained by the wicked tongues of the Iserlohners; under this lashing, the emperor did not know how to react. He also had no idea how lovely his expression was at this moment, full of the vitality of the young.

  

  

    
        Notes:

        
          Translation notes:
-This is my first time ever working on a translation project. I'm going back and forth on how much I want to keep the sense of the original language, and how much I want it to be a smooth read in English. For instance, in Chinese, it's common to use what I'll term "couching phrases." Rather than say something directly, expressions like "Some have said" or "It could be thought" are used. I'm going with a middle ground approach; hopefully it still reads well.
-[1] "Dry Ice Sword" is an epithet given to Oberstein in the original novels by Tanaka Yoshiki. I don't think it was included in the OVAs. I didn't want to change it to sound better in English; it's a canon detail after all. However, I may not use it as much as the author of this fic does.
-[2] It's more common in Chinese to use titles and physical descriptions rather than to refer to individuals by name. The author has been calling Yang and Reinhard by their hair color frequently, which I haven't been translating for the most part. I think that "sandy-haired admiral" is referring to Mittermeyer, but I'm not sure because his name is never mentioned.***Update, based on later chapters I think it’s supposed to be Müller.
-[3] Here the author says that the empire's politics won't always be "clear and bright," 清明. This phrase refers to spring weather, and also to the Qingming Festival. I thought the best way to translate this was to just say that the empire won't always be in its springtime--fresh, clean. Yang is saying that it will eventually decay and lose its purity.
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          (See the end of the chapter for  notes.)
          

      

  


  
  
    Chapter Text

    The true purpose of politics was the elimination of injustice and the promotion of  freedom of choice. On this point, Yang Wen-li and Reinhard had the same position. However, the paths the two men took to achieve these goals were completely different.
The following analysis could be made:
To Yang Wen-li, respect for freedom of choice took precedence over the elimination of injustice, so even if the people chose an unwise course for themselves, their choice should still be respected. At the Battle of Vermillion, he stayed true to his principles by accepting the order to surrender, giving up a sure victory and placing himself in danger.
To Reinhard, the elimination of injustice took precedence over respect for freedom of choice. In the eyes of the Golden Lion, if the people were ignorant, then wise rulers should make their choices for them. Reinhard followed through on his beliefs; after attaining supreme power, he quickly implemented top-down reforms of the empire. The sea of stars were made stainless once again as he swept away the corruption of the old empire and provided social justice for all, accomplishing what democrats had called for but failed to do for centuries.
Yang Wen-li and Reinhard, the two military geniuses of their era, actually had similar spiritual wavelengths, which made their friendship develop swiftly and naturally.
On July 1st, Year 800 of the Universal Calendar, Year 2 of the New Imperial Calendar, Brünhild, the flagship of the Lohengramm Dynasty, landed at Fezzan Spaceport.
Before that, on June 20th, Marshall Oskar von Reuenthal had resigned from his post as Commander-in-Chief of the Imperial Headquarters and set foot on Heinessen as Governor of the new territories. A total of five million troops stayed with him in the Alliance, and the empire sent ten thousand civilian officials as well, all under his control.
After arriving on Fezzan, Yang Wen-li underwent a comprehensive medical exam which confirmed that his physical condition had improved. Then, as arranged by the Minister of Military Affairs, he was moved into the History Division of the New Imperial National Library, which was devoted to preservation work. This location was not too far away in terms of distance, but kept Yang away from political power. Thus began a new chapter of Yang’s life.
The chronicling of the Goldenbaum Dynasty had been put into motion with the establishment of the new empire the previous year. Reinhard’s instructions were to bring the truth to light to the best of their abilities, without whitewashing or belittling the old empire on his behalf.
The scholars in charge of this project had by and large held the same positions under the old empire, making them very aware of the political implications of historiography. The monarch’s instructions seemed clear enough, but they were unsure if there were any hidden motives behind them. Therefore, at this time, they were mostly focusing on compiling historical records without adding any commentary.
As a result, when Yang arrived, he was buried under a mountain of historical materials.
While Yang was cheerfully diving into his work, his former subordinates were completing the decommissioning procedures and handing Iserlohn Fortress over to the imperial army.
It wasn’t only Iserlohn. After Governor Reuenthal took office, the Alliance’s most important military installations were handed over to imperial control. According to the terms of the peace treaty, planets with no military value were divided in two: half were governed by imperial officials, and the other half were governed by the local people themselves. These two halves were meant to form a cohesive whole through cooperation, and the empire would allow freedom of movement, meaning that people could choose which system they lived under.
When Yang first proposed this condition to Reinhard, he only asked that small regions such as El-Facil be allowed to self-govern. However, the monarch had great contempt for the Alliance’s corruption and general distrust in democratic republicanism. Thus, he took the initiative to expand the scope of this proposal to cover the entire territory of the original Alliance, saying, “I want everyone, not just a few people, to see which form of governance is wiser.”
Most ex-Iserlohners moved to the autonomous planets, as arranged by Cazerne and compatriots. With this out of the way, online game companies were established and development teams assembled in an orderly fashion. A flashy advertisement showcasing the muscular Rosen Ritters was already completed and posted to the official website, attracting people to their cause.
It must be admitted that peace had a positive effect on the economy. Skilled ex-military personnel entered the civilian workforce in a short period of time, allowing the former Alliance to flourish. Further, star fields that were left undeveloped for military security reasons could now be mined for resources, and so every day, more minerals were available to industry. Due to the influx of skilled workers, production accidents were less common, while new technologies were being developed every day. In addition, the increase in interplanetary travel boosted the transportation industry and encouraged each planet to seek out new talent.
It was the self-governing planets which first thought to implement policies to attract new talent, though flexible imperial officials soon caught on and applied for the new governor’s permission to issue similar decrees. This process began near the beginning of July in the second year of the new empire.
After carefully comparing the number of people who migrated to the autonomous planets and the number of people who migrated to the imperial planets, Reuenthal couldn’t help but doubt Yang Wen-li’s intentions in proposing this plan to His Majesty the Emperor.
The minister with artificial eyes had a far harsher reaction to this news than the governor with heterochromatic eyes.
“Your Majesty, this must be the result of Yang Wen-li conspiring against you!” His Excellency Paul von Oberstein had a rare note of excitement in his voice. “Excepting Heinessen, two-thirds of the population of the former Alliance have moved to autonomous planets, and even as we speak, this trend is intensifying. Yang Wen-li is plotting to turn the Empire into a shell for the Alliance. In my view, we must immediately bring an end to the autonomous planets, either by forcibly reversing the trend in immigration or revoking the right of self-governance.”
Staring into the faint red glow of his minister’s artificial eyes, Reinhard pursed his lips.
When he had decided to expand Yang’s proposal to set up autonomous regions, he had not foreseen such a result. Thinking back now, when he had stated his intentions, Yang Wen-li had looked confused for a brief moment. Maybe this was an area where he was inferior to the other man. Yang must have anticipated the likely outcome of this plan, but as he was a democrat and a former member of the Alliance, he had no motive for pointing it out to Reinhard.
“This has nothing to do with Yang Wen-li. It was my decision, not his, to grant half the planets of the new territory the right to self-governance. The fault lies not with the people who moved to the autonomous planets out of their fondness for the old system, but with myself, as I failed to predict this situation. Despite my mistake, the empire is new and cannot change policies on a whim. The self-governing planets have implemented preferential policies to attract talent, so that is the area in which we should address this problem: imperial officials should also issue such policies wherever possible. In a year, if the imperial planets have lost to the self-governing planets in terms of efficiency in governance and political coherence, then it will only prove that the people have chosen correctly.”
“I will respectfully obey these orders, Your Majesty. However, I insist that Yang Wen-li planned this outcome and should be held accountable. Other clauses of the peace treaty must also be reviewed closely and revised if necessary.”
“Are you asking me to go back on my word?” Anger ignited in Reinhard’s icy blue eyes.
“For the stability of the empire, the monarch should not avoid revising past decisions just to save face.” The content and tone of Oberstein’s advice made it seem as if he was contradicting the emperor.
Reinhard was not enraged, but his eyes were stern. “Which is more important, the stability of the empire or the welfare of its people? I don’t believe that the self-governing planets will be able to shake the foundation of my new empire. As for the role of Marshal Yang Wen-li in this matter, I will verify it with him personally, so you needn’t concern yourself further.”
Waving his hand to silence the Minister of Military Affairs, Reinhard stood and strode out of the room.
Oberstein, abandoned by his master, was only able to listen as the Golden Lion’s voice drifted in from the corridor, saying, “Prepare my car to head for the National Library.”

  I haven’t seen him for a long time.

As he got into the car, this was the only thought in Reinhard’s mind.
In order to keep his promise that Yang Wen-li was to be a guest historical consultant, he had not kept the man with him after they arrived on Fezzan, although he had had the urge to do so more than once.
Before Yang had departed, Reinhard had accepted the request of the commander of the Rosen Ritters, on behalf of the entire Yang fleet, to “Please take good care of our admiral.” Considering that his distinguished guest had just recovered from hardship and had many enemies in his camp, Reinhard had arranged that Yang Wen-li would be by his side for the entire voyage, inviting him to dine together every day. He soon discovered that conversing with his former enemy outside of formal negotiations stimulated his intellect in a positive way.
The two men had similar views on politics and military affairs, but due to their different backgrounds, their ways of thinking often diverged, making their conversations full of sharp collisions. Two people of less capacity would easily have taken to quarreling due to such disagreements. However, since Reinhard had failed to defeat Yang Wen-li head-on and then almost lost him, he couldn’t help but have the highest respect for his former opponent. For Yang Wen-li’s part, the more deeply he understood Reinhard’s personality, the more he was amazed by the fact that he could maintain his nobility and strict self-discipline despite his status as dictator, which was the most easily corrupted position in human society.
Therefore, their conflicting views did not make them hostile towards each other, but on the contrary made their discussions more interesting, full of unexpected challenges. After each conversation, both parties would try to take the other’s perspective on a given topic to expand their own thinking.
Even after a great deal of time had passed, the journey from Iserlohn to Fezzan still stood out in Reinhard’s memory as one of the most pleasant voyages of his entire life.
After arriving in Fezzan, if he had kept Yang by his side instead of sending him to the imperial archives, his promise that Yang would come to him as a historical consultant rather than as a subordinate would be broken. Reinhard showed his respect for Yang by treating him as a guest. Ceasing to do so, forcing Yang to stay in a place he designated like an ordinary prisoner of war rather than honoring his wish to study history, would constitute a double insult to both Yang and himself.
Due to his extremely strict self-discipline, Reinhard insisted on fulfilling the arrangement agreed upon in their negotiations, despite the regret he felt at losing the pleasure brought to him by such lively conversation.

  

  

    
        Notes:

        
          No translation notes this time.
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    Chapter Text

    The National Library’s History Department, now under heavy guard, welcomed the highest-ranking visitor it had received since its establishment.
On entering, the young emperor walked until a staff member pointed to a door and bowed by way of introduction. “This is the office where Mr. Yang usually works.”
Suddenly, Reinhard stopped.
How should he approach Yang?
Should he say, “I want to ask about the high numbers of people flocking to the autonomous planets. Are you behind the scenes, manipulating this result?”
He smiled to himself. Why had Oberstein led him astray? It would actually be best to approach this as a casual conversation with a friend.
He opened the door and was shocked by the room’s chaos.
The room, a standard personal office, was rendered cramped by the many books and papers that were strewn about it, some even left carelessly on the floor. In the corner, there were several maps spread out. About a dozen book towers were set up in front of the desk, and behind the desk, a familiar black-haired figure was taking a nap.
“Yang?”
“Oh, it’s Reinhard. Why are you here?” Yang, waking up, rubbed his eyes, trying to drive away his heavy sleepiness.
The emperor asked a question of his own, looking dissatisfied. “Why are you so skinny and unhealthy looking?”[1]
The man in front of him looked much weaker than he had when they parted; his face was pale and his body thinner. Reinhard had promised to take good care of Admiral Yang, but he had become so malnourished in just a matter of weeks. This made Reinhard feel a strong surge of frustration.
Yang avoided his gaze guiltily. “No, no, I’m fine! It seems that I forgot to eat breakfast today…”
It was as if a lion’s roar echoed throughout the small space. “It’s already afternoon!”
—
“If you starve yourself to death, my reputation will suffer.” Reinhard lowered his voice to express his unhappiness.
The two were now sitting in the building’s brightest and most spacious lounge, which the library staff had urgently prepared for them. In front of them were exquisite tableware and easily digestible food.
Yang quickly looked up at the emperor and decided to put on the obedient act that would soothe Julian’s anger at home. “I have indeed been a little irregular in my life lately. I will be more conscientious in future.”
Then he looked aggrieved. “It’s easy to forget the time when going through historical records. I don’t often miss meals! Now that the timeline has been more or less completed, everything will be easier. With that settled, I want to ask, why have you made the time to come here today?”
The new empire had just been established, and there was a lot of work to be done. The emperor had a diligent personality: he wouldn’t hang up a “Gone Fishing” sign during work hours, would he?[2]
Reinhard, embarrassed, turned his head to look out the window. Across the street, the new imperial palace, Löwenbrunnen, was under construction.
“There’s something going on with the Alliance.”
Once Yang finished eating, Reinhard began to explain his purpose.
Hearing the deliberate calm in the other man’s voice, Yang’s heart lurched. Since arriving on Fezzan, he had been obsessed with reading and sorting through historical documents. In addition, as a guest of the empire, he had no reliable sources of information, and so he had almost ignored news regarding his homeland.
Before leaving, Yang had made what he thought were the most appropriate arrangements for the people he cared about. As long as he remained alive, the proud emperor would not thoughtlessly break his promise and tear up the peace treaty. The democratic republicans’ current military power was so small it may as well have been zero, making it impossible for them to initiate a conflict. Given the circumstances, there should be a buffer period before any more fighting could break out between the autocrat and democrats.
But life was unpredictable. Had the beautiful monarch brought him unexpected bad news?
Reinhard saw the undisguised worry in Yang’s eyes and felt a subtle sense of guilt. Actually, this visit was not the responsibility of the Minister of Military Affairs. In fact, Reinhard had just wanted an excuse to see Yang. “Many people from the Alliance territories are moving to the autonomous planets.”
Once Yang had heard all the accusations, his face looked relieved. “Isn’t that natural? People prefer what’s familiar to them, especially when it comes to where they live. Political institutions are a part of that. People have always moved from planet to planet seeking better lives. Besides, don’t the autonomous planets pay the same taxes as the imperial ones? The empire has not lost anything. Once the people’s fear of the empire fades, migration rates will even out, and then the attractiveness of each planet will be determined by their resources and governmental efficiency.”
“Then you expected this to happen?”
“Yes, it’s what I expected when you proposed to allow half of the planets to be autonomous. I also wondered if it would help with a potential labor shortage on the empire’s side,” Yang admitted easily.
It was true, the empire’s administrative talent pool was not large enough to govern the entire galaxy. Reinhard was reminded of the complaints made by the Minister of State when he was asked to transfer promising talent to the new territory. “In the event of a labor shortage, would it be appropriate to allow the imperial territories to elect their own administrative officials?”
“That won’t work. First of all, handling administrative affairs requires professional training, and the imperial education system may not have prepared its subjects to handle such responsibilities. Secondly, exercising the right to vote requires basic judgment, which obviously is also left out of imperial education.” To Reinhard’s surprise, Yang, a democrat, rejected his proposal.
“I recently did a review of primary and secondary civics textbooks from the time of Rudolf until the present. The purpose of the empire’s education system appears to be to destroy rather than improve the judgment of its students,” Yang said with a hint of sarcasm. “It’s even worse than the state of the Alliance’s education system in recent decades.”
Without thinking, he poked at the potatoes left on his plate. “Education should expand people’s thinking, but all too often, it is used for the opposite purpose. The Free Planets Alliance was founded to escape the rule of autocratic dictators, but in the name of fighting tyranny, its leaders acted like tyrants. In that case, what’s the difference between living on one side of Iserlohn or the other? This kind of education, which from an early age damages judgment and narrows thinking, makes people easy to fool and incite.” Thinking of particular generals who dragged their subordinates to their deaths by fanning the flames of warlust, his expression turned cold. “So many commanders, despite having studied the history of war in military academies, failed to see through basic traps and suffered repeated defeats. Some, shouting slogans no doubt, even rushed forward when they should have withdrawn their troops to preserve their combat power, forcing their subordinates to make unnecessary sacrifices due to their own refusal to escape. What a crowning achievement in human stupidity.”
Reinhard stared in amazement as this wise former admiral, who everyone, including himself, considered to be mild-mannered, spewed venomous words against the education system. It took him a while to think of a retort. “You said that the empire’s civilians are currently incapable of electing officials due to the education they received, but you also said that the Alliance’s education system impairs judgment. In that case, why should former citizens of the Alliance be allowed to vote?”
“Because those who voluntarily moved to the autonomous planets must have carefully considered the difference between self-governance and governance from above. Judgment weakened by poor education can be recovered by careful and rational consideration of self-interest. For instance, I have watched as individuals who once spouted nationalistic slogans grew suspicious and dissatisfied when the government, in the name of patriotism, expropriated their limited property without compensation.” Yang Wen-li stared down at his hole-ridden potatoes and let out a heavy sigh. “Since the new empire has restored freedom of speech, in about five to ten years, people across the galaxy will regain their ability to think and judge rationally. At that time, it will be possible to hold elections in the imperial territories. Until then, there is still the danger of a leader with ulterior motives taking advantage of the people’s ignorance and dragging society down once again.”
“Are you saying that the Alliance’s corruption was not born from the inherent ignorance and poor judgment of the people, but instead was created deliberately by those in power for their own ends?”
“No one is born stupid; it’s just that propaganda, with its many illusions, puts people to sleep with artificial dreams. Some wake up earlier than others. You worshiped Emperor Rudolf as a child, yes?” Yang winked and smiled mischievously. “Let me guess, how tall were you when you woke up? As tall as a table or a bookshelf?” He pointed to the corner where there was a small bookshelf, only about 1.4 meters high.
Reinhard followed Yang’s pointing finger and gazed at the bookshelf. Where was I when I was 1.4 meters tall? I was enrolled in the junior military academy and already hated the Goldenbaum Dynasty. I was making plans to seize the universe and win the right to be with my sister always, accompanied by my closest friend, Kircheis.
It was some time before he spoke again. “You mean to say that, as long as the people’s wisdom is not deliberately suppressed, democracy would be the best system for the entire universe? And going further, autocratic rulers are able to govern the ignorant, but not the wise, meaning that they will eventually be left behind by history?”
Yang splayed his hands. “Otherwise, why would the imperial education system aim to keep the people ignorant? It is obvious that improving the judgment of the working population would be more beneficial for economic development.”
These words made Reinhard furious. “Am I such a fool in your eyes?”
“Hey now[2], don’t start talking nonsense!" Yang hurried to appease the angered Golden Lion. “You didn’t write the textbooks. When you allowed freedom of speech, I knew that you were not the same type of person as Rudolf.”
“Then what type of person am I?” The young man’s eyes flashed playfully.
“You are…” Yang, deep in thought, didn’t notice Reinhard’s tone of voice and answered the question seriously. “Judging by your position only, you are indeed the supreme ruler of an autocratic dynasty, a dictator, but with your personality in mind, you could develop in a number of ways.” Counting on his fingers, he continued, “First, you successfully carry out your duties as emperor, governing the country, hurrying to choose imperial consorts[3] who will bear you many princes.” Yang looked into Reinhard’s eyes. “One son is not enough; the risks would be too high. The heir could die young, with no one qualified to replace him. The empire cannot afford such a possibility.”
“I don’t want to get married yet. And your words are like those of a cowherd calculating how many calves he should breed.” Few people dared to talk like this to Reinhard. He knew it was true, but with Yang, he didn’t feel pressured to hide his distaste for these aspects of the emperor’s duties.
“You won’t be able to avoid it. Empires operate on hereditary principles. Only those related to you by blood or marriage will have the right to inherit your status and property. So it seems that…” Yang stopped talking abruptly.
“My sister.” Because he was young, Reinhard hadn’t thought this through. When he saw it for himself, he was immediately ashamed. If he didn’t designate his successor early, then, should the empire be in need of an heir, his sister, who lived in seclusion on Odin, would be drawn into the vortex of a power struggle. Even if this possibility was small, it was an unforgivable mistake on his part that he had failed to detect and prevent it.
Reinhard secretly made up his mind to designate his successor as soon as possible so that his sister, who had already suffered so much, would not be hurt by him once again.
“What are my other paths of development?”
“That is something you have to ask yourself. I just described the path of an ordinary, conscientious emperor. You could also become like Emperor Rudolf the Great, and as you grow older, grow more and more twisted…” Yang looked at the perfect face in front of him and found that he couldn’t imagine how it would look in old age.
“I would rather die than become like him!” Reinhard rejected this possibility outright.
“Your intentions now won’t make a difference by that time. Power corrupts the personality in imperceptible ways. The worship of subjects, the flattery of those with ulterior motives, and the illusion of omnipotence would rob anyone of their usual restraint.”

  

  

    
        Notes:

        
          This chapter was difficult! I hope it reads okay.
Translation notes:
-[1] More literally, Reinhard asked Yang why his face looked so bad. I didn't know how to translate that without it sounding clunky or like Reinhard was calling him ugly, lol.
-[2] Yang uses a lot of interjections. This time he said 哎哎, which can be used to express pain or complaint. I do my best with these--there's never a one-to-one translation.
-[3] I don’t think Yang meant empress here, but consort, based on the characters used, 皇妃. However, I don’t know for sure that he meant multiple consorts; Chinese does not have plurals in the same way that English does.
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    Chapter Text

    The day’s debate, though it continued into evening, ended abruptly, without any conclusion being reached on politics or historical trends.
Reinhard at least felt satisfied that his criticisms of Yang Wen-li’s failure to maintain his health and work-life balance were met with no real defense. Although he knew it was a bit childish, he was happy that that man, who made cold remarks and then teased Reinhard so that his chest grew tight, was obedient to him in this matter. For that reason, he was—hem hem—in a good mood.[1] 
But—

  Will I really end up like Rudolf?


  Will my offspring eventually become like the descendants of the Goldenbaum Dynasty, twisted, incompetent, cruel, stupid, and perverted? And in order to leave such descendents, I have to marry as soon as possible, treating myself like a breeding ox, or else get criticized by my “loyal ministers”?

Reinhard had always had a strong aversion to hereditary monarchy. He had made public his belief that positions should be determined by ability, not only blood relation. Although the Minister Oberstein had advised the emperor against saying such things, much less doing them, Reinhard did not want to change his mind on this point.
But it wasn’t as if the Minister of Military Affairs was wrong; it was true that the hereditary system was a stabilizing factor. Unless a better option could be found, the hereditary system was not only in line with tradition, but the most effective way to avoid bloodshed during the transfer of power. In other words, if Reinhard wanted to abolish hereditary monarchy, he must find a new way to pass on the throne which was not only satisfying to him but also convincing to his subjects.
This was a challenge. But Reinhard was still young—he had become the emperor, standing at the apex of human power, at only 24 years old. He had plenty of time to think things through.
One thing did need to be taken care of now, and that was how to be a good host and keep his distinguished guest entertained. Therefore, a new item was added to Fraulein Mariendorf’s agenda[2]: Arrange for His Majesty and His Excellency Yang to visit each of Fezzan’s major tourist attractions.
The new empire’s policies towards the dissemination of information were described by later historians as “laissez-faire.” Thanks to this, newspapers and journals with rigorous literary standards were experiencing new growth, as well as tabloids with sensational and specious headlines. The information highway of the Milky Way was thriving yet chaotic.
His Majesty, who had never paid much attention to such matters, was unaware of how frequently he appeared in the news and gossip magazines. The media had been hungry for details about the young emperor since he first stepped on Fezzan, but he remained blissfully ignorant of this.
People wanted to know about this star rising in the sky of history. Whether it was a blurry photo or a secondhand account of his childhood, any scrap of information was guaranteed to generate traffic. And since there were many reasons to worry about the future, even discerning minds who usually ignored gossip might find themselves consuming unreliable tabloids, almost against their will.
Once Fraulein Mariendorf’s travel itinerary was set into motion, a Fezzan photographer who made a living by following the emperor around finally struck gold. He camped out at each stop on the emperor’s travel route and captured one exquisite photo after the other—the mere presence of the emperor had the power to turn ordinary scenery into the landscape of a lovely oil painting. Photos of the emperor lingering in museums, opera houses, and sculpture parks swept across the galactic gossip circles that fall. At the time, no one imagined that the photos had a hidden ability to throw the destiny of humanity off course.
Since the signing of the Treaty of Iserlohn, calm seemed to have returned to the universe. The god of war, who had been demanding sacrifices from human society for hundreds of years, finally appeared to have satisfied his greedy appetite and was ready to enter a sleep called “peace.” Reinhard’s new policies were first implemented in the territory of the former empire. The differential treatment between nobles and commoners was ruthlessly abolished. The complaints of the nobles were drowned out by the enthusiastic support of the long-suppressed common people for the new monarch and his new policies; they had never imagined such an outcome was possible. Despite the migration trends which made the Minister of Military Affairs apprehensive, the Alliance territories were also prospering as they converted their swords to plowshares.
However, things never went as easily as expected. Across the star systems of the New Galactic Empire, an ominous whisper soon became audible: “Reuenthal is showing signs of instability.”
—
“The roads life gives me are always rocky…”[3] Whenever he set a new losing streak record at three-dimensional chess, Yang Wen-li would complain thus to his much-beloved senior, Vice Admiral Cazerne, former Administrator of Iserlohn Fortress.
Mr. Cazerne, who had settled down in the autonomous region with his family—wife, daughters, and retired military personnel[4]—wanted to make the same lament over the thick report he was faced with.
Thanks to his business acumen, the Yang fleet’s retirement went smoothly and efficiently. Based on similar projects, a fighting simulation game, intended to teach women self-defense, had already been launched. The technical difficulties encountered in the group battle setting were expected to be resolved by the development team within the year. Another game, this time aimed at teaching important skills to young people, was entering the preparation phase. There was a plan to include a simplified version of Robert’s Rules of Order[5] in this game, which was going well. Even the most sensitive application they submitted for their large-scale battle simulation game was cleared after some inspection… Only for an interplanetary autonomous government body to issue an 800-year-old list of taboo words!

  For the safety and stability of the galaxy, please abide by the following strictures. Any direct or indirect reference to the following words, including but not limited to emoticons, body language, graffiti, and suggestive images, shall not be displayed on publicly available platforms.

What the hell is this!
What’s wrong with a depiction of someone driving a car, pulling out a gun, or eating a snack?
If the government seriously planned to enforce this policy, 80% of NPCs in virtual space would have to be blurred out, and their mouths would have to be covered with *****. Didn’t the new empire allow free speech? It was neither Emperor Reinhard nor Governor Reuenthal who had issued this document, however. Why the hell had it been the autonomous planet El-Facil and three small star regions who had jointly issued this disciplinary policy?
The government body refused to change its determination, even when it was asked whether this was really legal, lobbied through personal connections, or reminded of its own economic interests. The advertisement was online and the scheduled date for the game’s beta release was approaching, but the governing authority was still not budging.
Well, Cazerne had one last trick up his sleeve.
—
Sitting in his official residence as the Governor of half the Galactic Empire, Reuenthal sneered his famous sneer at the documents in front of him. “Huh, so the leaders of the autonomous planets have already trampled over their own compatriots in order to please those in power, and now Yang Wen-li’s subordinates are seeking help from their former enemies. How ridiculous. However, the taboo code is within the scope of autonomy.”
The report scanned by the heterochromatic eyes provided an overview of the situation: Despite the new imperial decree allowing freedom of speech, which distinguishes the new empire from the old, the autonomous region drafted a policy which is contrary to the will of His Majesty the Emperor. This will inevitably cause misunderstandings among the people. We suspect that this policy was intended to cause conflict between the old Alliance and the new Empire. For instance, this taboo code would forbid words of praise for His Majesty the Emperor. In addition, the code actually includes common words such as “red gold” and “familiar” which are obviously apolitical. There can be no motive behind his policy other than to make the people discontented.
The person standing in front of Reuenthal’s desk calmly waited for the final decision of the governor. He was a tranquil, meticulous person who valued order and followed the rules of etiquette. Perhaps only a person like him could have accepted Alex Cazerne’s request to go before the governor and make this protest against the interplanetary autonomous government.
Before this man, even Yang would restrain himself slightly, feeling bound to live up to the formality of his rank for once.
Vice Admiral Murai had always been synonymous with commonsense to Yang’s fleet. Currently, he was responsible for a task which complied with the laws of the new empire, but was in disagreement with the beliefs of the average citizen. If he was willing to issue a complaint to the new empire about a conflict between policies, then it was undoubtedly the sensible thing to do.
It wasn’t the report before him that actually moved Reuenthal to his final decision.
Before he’d left, a plan of action had been drawn up, which Murai now followed, throwing out bait in a calm voice: “It wouldn’t be unreasonable to abolish the taboo code on the grounds that it violates His Majesty’s edict. By the way, Lord Reuenthal, would you like to find out what kind of person Admiral Yang is?”
Then he took out a photo album on which was written in jagged font, “Private collection, keep out.”
The heterochromatic eyes of the famous general flashed simultaneously.
—
An event, as recorded by later historians, took place on August 29th of that year, as Reinhard attended an opening ceremony for a cemetery dedicated to fallen soldiers.
After the ceremony, an assassination attempt made the imperial guards uneasy. Even though the assassin had failed to harm the emperor’s body, his words had been like a blow to the heart.
That night, in his suite on the 14th floor of the basecamp, Reinhard took a bottle of wine in his white hands and poured it into a crystal glass. His hands seemed to be controlled by his emotions rather than his mind. The wine flowed over the rim of the glass and dyed the silk white tablecloth an ominous color. Alcohol ruling his thoughts, his pale eyes stared at the table without blinking. Despite his daze, he was still handsome. However, he looked nothing like the hero who ruled the world, led armies, traveled the stars, and conquered the galaxy. His usual magnetism was greatly diminished.
The color of wine was reminiscent of blood. Anyone might make this association, but for Reinhard, it was deeply connected to a past tragedy. In his mind’s eye, he once again saw fiery red hair, soaked with blood. Because of their differing views on the Westerland Incident, Reinhard had alienated him, but Kircheis had still protected his friend with his life, disregarding his own danger. On the verge of death, he had not said a word of complaint. He had only made one request.
“Lord Reinhard, please take the universe into your hands.”
These words were an oath written in precious blood. Reinhard had been keeping this oath. He first overthrew the Goldenbaum Dynasty, then conquered Fezzan, and finally took hold of the Free Planets Alliance, making him the greatest overlord in history. He successfully fulfilled his promise. But now, Reinhard must face his past sins. Upon obtaining utmost glory, upon reaching the highest power, he received only the shackles of a sinner whose crimes would never be erased, and the wailing of children who were burned alive.
He’d thought that he had forgotten it, but it was as the assassin said: The dead would never be able to forget the tyranny inflicted on them by others.
The night was dark and deep.
Regardless of the actual weather, from Reinhard’s perspective, it was a night of incomparable gloom and misery.

  If he was here… If he was here, what would he say?

The young Emil von Selle, who was sobbing outside in the hall, heard the door open. Looking up in surprise, he saw the pale face of his master. “Bring Yang Wen-li here.” When the boy only stared at him in astonishment, Reinhard repeated his order as if to confirm and emphasize: “Bring Yang Wen-li to me!”

  

  

    
        Notes:

        
          Yep, I am officially devoting my every free moment to this project. I'm so excited for it that it's possible I won't focus on anything else it's finished. I've got a lot of other stuff up in the air, but I guess my brain has decided this is the priority (what a moron).
Translation notes:
-[1] This sentence included the introjection 哼哼. I wasn’t sure how to translate it. The introjection can imply a range of emotions, often negative ones, but I think Reinhard uses it more to express superiority, humorously. Like, he’s in a good mood ‘cause he’s more dignified than Yang.
-[2] The word "Fraulein" was added by me. The original calls her "The daughter of Count Mariendorf" which was just too wordy. The author later called her beautiful as well; didn't fit into the sentence.
-[3] Yang is, as usual, whining here. He said 每一条路都很难走啊, which could be translated "Each road is hard to walk." This phrase refers to not having any good options.
-[4] Very cute detail that was hard to translate. Basically, the original says that Cazerne settled down with a family larger than his personal one.
-[5] Robert's Rules of Order is a guide to parlimentary procedures, so the Yang Gang are trying to teach kids how to run assemblies/mass meetings. You can read the rules here: https://www.ulm.edu/staffsenate/documents/roberts-rules-of-order.pdf


        

      







            

  


  
    
      Chapter 6
    


    


      
        Notes:

          
          (See the end of the chapter for  notes.)
          

      

  


  
  
    Chapter Text

    When Yang Wen-li was brought before Reinhard, he had absolutely no idea what he was about to face.
After the door slammed shut, no outsider could pry into what happened inside the room, regardless of whether their intentions were good or bad. For a long time after that night, only the two men involved were aware of what passed between them. The rest of the universe was in the dark, and popular speculations were, as always, far from the truth.
The emperor was drunk.
Yang, who was dragged into the room by his collar, determined this quickly. It was rather obvious from the smell of alcohol, and from the way he was forced over to a sofa and pushed down on it.
Though he’d been evaluated as “worthless as a fighter,” Yang was still a full grown man. He’d been dragged from his lounge in the middle of the night and manhandled like he was a ragdoll. He was confused and a little annoyed. But before he could get angry or put up much of a resistance, he was brought up short by Reinhard’s subsequent words.
“Tell me, no, tell me, why haven’t I executed you yet?”
The flickering light in those icy blue eyes revealed the intense emotional fluctuations going on behind them.
“Yang Wen-li, a man who poses a great threat to the power of the empire, an Alliance general who the emperor has never successfully defeated on the battlefield―why would I, as the emperor, let you live… Any accusation would do…”
Yang lay on the sofa in an awkward position, the back of his neck resting on an armrest, and so he felt dull pain on receiving a shove from the emperor. The beautiful young man was kneeling above him, leaning over him, holding his shoulders with both hands.
“Tell me!”
“I don’t know either.” Even faced with this life-or-death question from the greatest hegemon in human history, Yang did not panic. This man was probably just as his former subordinates had always joked; his slowness in certain areas had already reached an alarming rate.
Yang’s dark eyes calmly stared up at the face above him, so pale it was almost transparent. The emperor seemed to be on the verge of losing his mind.
“In fact, I’ve long thought it was strange. Why didn’t you kill me? Couldn’t you just accuse me of a crime, whether it was treason or a war crime? Since it would be for the stability of the empire, no one would care if the accusation was true or not. Just have me executed. But,” and he smiled faintly, “you treated me much better than I expected. You let me live and gave me a considerable degree of freedom, even allowing me the opportunity to approach and influence you. Yet more unbelievably, you have treated the people of the Alliance far better than any of us predicted. Reinhard, you have seized the universe, but from our conversations, I’ve seen that you do not regard it as your own private property. You have not acted as a plunderer who seeks to put the universe in his own pocket. Why?”
Reinhard shuddered.
Yang felt something like pity well up in his heart.
If one had to entrust what one cared about to another, then the qualities and abilities of the person entrusted must be carefully scrutinized. The people Yang cared about, everything Yang cared about, were currently under the power of the young man in front of him.
Unrestricted power would corrode the self-control of any human being. In this world, it was uncommon for people to kill those who made them unhappy, not because they didn’t want to, but because they couldn’t. Both the recognition of one’s own limits and the likelihood of adverse consequences were important aspects of self-control. But enormous power created the illusion of omnipotence and rendered consequences irrelevant. Therefore, power would always corrupt the heart, destroy self-control, impair moral judgment, and gradually turn wise kings into arrogant tyrants.
In Yang’s view, this process was more or less inevitable.
As he had spent time with Reinhard, studying the young man whose beauty could rival a god, Yang sometimes wondered… If Reinhard became indifferent to the suffering of the people, became unable to distinguish between fantasy and reality… If he, like so many before him, became so corrupted by power that he began to regard himself as the center of the universe… If the rationality that separated tyrants from wise rulers quietly evaporated within him… If humanity was left with nothing to depend on, then what course would history take?
Yang had no desire to see such an outcome.
And he knew that, should such a future come to pass, Reinhard, who had previously placed his moral commitments over the stability of the empire, would treat him differently. Killing Yang Wen-li to eliminate potential troubles and deter rebellion would be Reinhard’s first step in the pursuit of absolute power.
As a boy, Yang had read that, back when all humans lived on Terra, before the invention of gas detectors, canaries were used in mines. These birds were very sensitive to poisonous gas. If just a small amount leaked into a mine, long before it would be dangerous to humans, canaries would lose consciousness. Such small sacrifices became the method by which poison could be discovered.
This was the reason Yang agreed to follow Reinhard to Fezzan.
Although he had always wanted to be an observer and historian, Yang, to his sadness, found that there were also events that he did not want to observe. If the galaxy sank into an abyss of darkness, if Reinhard finally became the second Rudolf the Great, Yang did not want to be alive to witness what would happen next. He would rather let his inevitable death serve a purpose, acting as a warning sign to tell his friends to escape. In such a scenario, the best outcome for former members of the Yang fleet would probably be wandering the universe as pirates.
Yang Wen-li was not a simple man who only knew how to look on the bright side. History books were full of the darkness and weakness of the human heart.
The deep silence was finally broken by Reinhard’s crystalline voice. “Because of Kircheis.”
Yang was confused by this unexpected answer and repeated without thought, “Admiral Kircheis?”
“Kircheis once said to me, ‘Lord Reinhard, please take the universe into your hands.’ This was our agreement, my promise to him, so I must carry it out. When I went to fight you in the Iserlohn Corridor, it was Kircheis who said, ‘Please don’t continue to fight with Yang Wen-li.’”
Yang was surprised to see that in Reinhard’s eyes, which were usually so sharp, tears were forming, soon solidifying and falling from the lids. The drops soaked through Yang’s shirt, making his chest damp and cool.
“I met Admiral Kircheis once. He was an easy person to like, but a difficult opponent. It is unfortunate that he died so young…”
“Kircheis died for me.” Drunkenness could no longer be seen in Reinhard’s eyes, leaving only deep sorrow. However, this might have been only an illusion; maybe he was even more drunk than before.
Why else would he murmur this confession to an enemy general who knew very little about the matter?
It was in this way that Yang learned the details of Kircheis’s life and death.
The intelligence he had received only gave a brief summary, roughly reporting that “Kircheis used his body to protect his lord from an assassin and tragically died in the line of duty.” Therefore, although he regretted the early death of a young general, he had not understood the huge impact this incident had on Reinhard.
“If I had intervened, the massacre could have been prevented, but I didn’t do so. Duke Braunschweig’s stupidity and evil are his own, but I took advantage of his crime for my own gain. I recognize that I am a completely despicable person. I don’t deserve the status of emperor, nor the cheers of my soldiers.”[1]
The young emperor ceased his confession and leaned down, resting his smooth forehead on Yang’s chest―
He was crying.
Yang couldn’t help but feel deep sympathy. He let out a breath, for he had solved the mystery which had been confusing him for so long. “Reinhard, I finally understand why you didn’t kill me.”
Yang angled his head so that he could look at the long, gorgeous hair that was scattered across his chest like pure liquid gold.
“It’s because the desire to seize the universe does not belong to you alone. It is a wish you share with Admiral Kircheis. Therefore, what you seize is not yours only. You never forget to consider Admiral Kircheis’s feelings, even though he is no longer here… You know him better than anyone else, and so you know in what situations he would give you advice, and what that advice would be. Admiral Kircheis can no longer advise you in person, so you do it yourself.” Yang Wen-li stretched out his hand, so unlike the hand of a soldier, and stroked the young emperor’s head.[2] “Under the circumstances, nearly any politician who sought to become a dictator would have sat back and watched the tragedy of Westerland occur. However, that is not what Admiral Kircheis would do. So, Reinhard, you cannot allow yourself to be satisfied by simply being a dictator. Even if you are one now.
“Reinhard, in my opinion, emperor is a despicable position to hold. If you are not worthy of the status of emperor, it is only because you are not a completely despicable person, not the other way around. The guilt you feel over Admiral Kircheis is pulling you away from becoming despicable. You want to be a competent emperor, but you also want to inherit Admiral Kircheis’s legacy, embodying his integrity and kindness as you act on the behalf of the empire. This is contradictory, and you will find it very, very hard.”
Yang’s voice grew low; he was still talking to Reinhard, but it also sounded like he was talking to himself. Luckily, the room’s soundproofing was strong, and Reinhard was able to hear every word. “Due to Admiral Kircheis’s untimely death, you have assumed twice the moral responsibility of a normal person: your own, and what he left behind. That is why you haven’t quickly become lost, the way that so many in history have. Admiral Kircheis was a great man. When he was alive, he protected your life. After his death, he still protects your soul, and the universe itself.”

  

  

    
        Notes:

        
          I was so excited to get to this one. This story will continue to be engaging, full of twists, funny, thought-provoking, and perhaps even romantic...
Translation notes:
-[1] Quote from LOGH (episode 89 of the OVA, book nine of the novels). Notably, Reinhard does not use the royal pronoun 朕 here, but instead switches to the normal pronoun 我. I believe this is also true to the original text.
-[2] This fic mentions that Yang is nine years older than Reinhard fairly often, and did so here. If I translated it directly, this sentence would read "and stroked the head of the emperor, who was nine years younger than him." That just isn't natural in English. I wanted to mention it so that I'm not just leaving out details as I please. If there's ever a point where the age difference fits better into the sentence, I'll include it.

        

      







            

  


  
    
      Chapter 7
    


    


      
        Notes:

          
          (See the end of the chapter for  notes.)
          

      

  


  
  
    Chapter Text

    Yang had no recollection of how that night ended. It was probably the case that the two of them had talked the night away and then fallen asleep.
Whatever the truth, the next morning, when the monarch of the Galactic Empire woke up, he found that he was embracing his former enemy in his arms. The man’s clothes were rumpled, and he was sleeping soundly.
Reinhard stared at Yang Wen-li’s sleeping face, lit by the sunlight slanting in through the curtains, for a long time.
No one could say what he was thinking at that moment.
Emil, who was called in to freshen up, saw only this: his master, wrapping the sleeping Yang up in a quilt like he was a silkworm pupa, then smiling mischievously as he got out of bed.
That smile was as bright as an angel’s.
It was the third day when Yang finally realized something was wrong.
That long night of talking was not that big of a deal for him. The next morning, after a struggle to free himself from the quilt, Yang returned to his own residence at a leisurely pace. Then he spent all day thinking about the impact that Reinhard’s unusual personality would have on the course of history. When night fell, he slept well, as usual.
He would have slept even better if Brigadier General Kisling had not dragged him out of bed before daybreak.
Both the drowsy Yang Wen-li and his negligible luggage were shipped off to Löwenbrunnen.
Yes, although the new imperial palace was not completed, since the foundation was partially laid, the preconfigured palace body could be properly arranged with the help of anti-gravity devices, making it ready for use in only one day.
The interior decor was very similar to the elegant style of Brünhild. Outside the front window, in the glow of dawn, multi-colored roses were blooming. But the roses paled in comparison to the young man with luxurious golden hair who stood by the front door, waiting to greet Yang.
“What’s going on?” Such a scene was quite beyond the scope of Yang’s imagination; he was still in his pajamas, and so was the other party.
Reinhard waited patiently until the door closed tightly behind Yang, then he put on an aggrieved expression. “I can’t sleep!”
“Huh?”
“Come sleep with me!”
“Huh?”
Although the news that an enemy general was sleeping in the emperor’s bedroom every night did not spread quickly, the Ministry of Internal Affairs, due to its responsibilities, was the first department to find out. This discovery triggered a wave of efforts to offer alluring male companions to the emperor. After repeated rejections, a helpful internal affairs official, attuned to the desires of his superiors, put the centuries of knowledge accumulated by the Goldenbaum Dynasty to good use. The emperor was provided with a customized technical support manual[1] which later proved to be extremely valuable, although it would not be used for a long time yet.
Since superluminal communication was now widely available, the fact that Yang Wen-li and the emperor were sleeping together could not stay confined to Fezzan for long. The Yang fleet got the news only a month after the imperial admiralty had.
The first and most violent reaction came from Yang’s adopted son, the flaxen-haired Julian. “Impossible! How could this happen?” The innocent young man couldn’t imagine that Yang would take the initiative to climb into the emperor’s bed, nor could he accept that Yang had been dragged into bed by the emperor. Shaking his head vehemently, he said, “The admiral never told me that he likes men! He wanted to find a girlfriend when he retired!”
“If he was forced, there’s nothing that he can do about it. However, this whole affair is indeed quite suspicious.” This comment from the former Iserlohn Fortress Commander was pertinent, but the man’s expression was quite ambiguous, and he quickly changed topics: “Julian, did Admiral Yang actually say that he wanted to find a girlfriend after retirement? If so, who was his target?”
Julian choked on being asked this so directly and stared at his hand-to-hand combat instructor. “Well, Admiral Yang said that, in an environment like the military, if a superior confesses his feelings for a subordinate, he’d be suspected of using his authority to coerce the person in question. Therefore, it would be more appropriate for him to retire and then try to find love…”
“So who was his target?” Attenborough asked eagerly.
“The admiral didn’t say, but he never expressed that he likes men. He must have been forced by the emperor!” Julian clenched his fists angrily.
“Now, now, considering the beauty of that blond boy, it’s our admiral who got lucky.” With these words, the green-eyed sharpshooter[2] joined the fray. 
“Sitting around doing nothing, only for a beauty to fall into his arms: such good luck only happens to fools like Yang.” Julian’s senior, who was normally so reliable, suddenly grew devil’s horns[3] as he complained.
“Sir!” Julian was furious. “Don’t you care about the admiral being forced?”
A strong hand braced the boy’s shoulder. “Yang being forced is just in your imagination, Julian.” After that rare moment of seriousness, Schönkopf raised his eyebrows and smiled. “I saw it for myself on the Brünhild―that blond boy is still a virgin! Such a naive kid can’t get the upper hand against a mature and experienced man.”
“The admiral is a ‘mature and experienced man’?” Julian was stunned.
“Hey, why didn’t I know that my senior is a ‘mature and experienced man’?” Attenborough jumped up from his chair and took a hold of Cazerne. “Stop keeping his secrets and tell us everything you know!”
“Yang told me he liked a girl when he was in the military academy… I don’t know the details!”
“You can tell whether a man is a virgin from his expressions,” Schönkopf said, disapproving of his comrades’ ignorance. “The way a virgin looks at a woman across the bar is completely different from the look of an experienced man.” Noticing Julian’s accusing eyes, he quickly added, “Occasionally going for a drink is a necessary passtime for adults, Julian. Attempting to control the admiral so strictly was a losing cause from the start.”
“So, when you and the admiral would meet at night to ‘discuss the defense of Iserlohn,’ you were actually going out to bars?” Julian scratched his head in annoyance.
“Maybe Admiral Yang and the emperor just sleep in the same bed and don’t do anything!” Baghdash’s remark was the closest to the truth out of anyone, but he was drowned out by a heated debate over whether Yang was the top or bottom, and his words did not cause even the slightest ripple in the ocean of gossip that the entire galaxy was swimming in.
—
For Yang’s part, he certainly didn’t want to be at the center of a scandal, but as it had been decided for him, he wouldn’t get too worked up about it. Since he’d accepted the fact that Reinhard needed to hug him to fall asleep, he was at peace with acting as the imperial body pillow.
After all, he could still read the same books. The food served in the palace was even better than what he’d been eating before. When his eyes were tired from reading, he could look at Reinhard’s face to relax his nerves. What was there to complain about?
Practically, since the emperor’s physical and mental good health was necessary for the peace and stability of the galaxy, this unconventional form of “bedding the emperor” was not much of a sacrifice. After all, if Reinhard’s sanity could not withstand any more pressure and finally collapsed, all the people Yang cared about would once again be living in chaos.
Yang also considered how things had gotten to this point.
Reinhard was not a person who was equipped to handle loneliness. Although he didn’t have many childhood friends, his elder sister had always been at his side, caring for him like a mother. Once he met Kircheis, they were inseparable. The road to the top was dangerous and narrow, but his friend had been determined to follow him, from the first step on. With unconditional loyalty and trust, he had been there for Reinhard so that he never felt lonely.
Reinhard was extraordinarily gifted in both political and military affairs. His passionate nature influenced both his way of thinking and temperament. Sensitive people were prone to be deeply affected by life, and thus more vulnerable to injury. Kircheis had balanced out Reinhard’s intensity with his own stability and tolerance. Without him, Reinhard was like a sword without a sheath, all sharp edges.[4] He was reasonable enough to know that he must practice restraint and not let his fierceness decide the outcome of events, but his unusual insistence on achieving tactical victory proved that he was not entirely successful in these efforts. A sharp personality could hurt others, and just as easily hurt oneself. Reinhard maintained strict self-discipline and abstinence for this reason.
A person unaccustomed to loneliness had ascended to the highest position in the galaxy. His best friend, his other half, had died for him. His only relative, his elder sister, was far away across the sea of stars. Yang, who Reinhard regarded as an equal opponent, was probably the only person capable of breaking through the loneliness that imprisoned his spirit.
His psychological need manifested physiologically, and its symptom was “I can’t sleep without holding Yang Wen-li.”
Further, when they were alone together, the childish side of Reinhard’s personality was able to come out.
Yang, having lost count of how many times he’d been wrapped up like a silkworm pupa, protested indignantly: “Hey, it’s not okay to bully people like this!”
“This is the right way to deal with guys who stay in bed!” the culprit said loftily.
Yang kept struggling, but to no avail. “Don’t you think it’s rude to treat a bedmate like this?”
“No. If you act like a lazy bug, you should look like one too. I’m just making you live up to your name.”
“Fine then. Seeing as you’re a beauty, I forgive you.” Yang slowly rolled himself so as to unwind the cocoon. This brought him closer and closer to the edge of the bed, but it wasn’t very high, so it wouldn’t hurt much if he fell on the thick carpet.
Reinhard stretched out a hand, so beautiful it would make a sculptor weep, and stopped the movement of the quilt. Icy blue eyes flashed, glaring at the lazy bug in its cocoon. “Don’t call me a beauty! Are my good looks my only accomplishment?”
Yang stared up at him until a bright pink color appeared on his pale jade cheeks, then replied lazily, “If you don't let me out now, you’ll be able to add 'humbly received a scolding’ to your list of accomplishments.”[5]
The young man began to pull him out of the quilt, but halfway through, he started laughing uncontrollably and fell off the bed. “Yang Wen-li, you scoundrel!”
“Wow, in addition to being a ‘swindler,’ Yang Wen-li is also a ‘scoundrel.’” Yang crawled out of the loosened quilt and sat cross-legged beside the emperor, who was smiling carefreely. “Someone’s ruining my reputation. As if rumors about sleeping with the emperor weren’t enough! At least half the population believes that the beautiful emperor Reinhard is being chewed up and spat out by the cunning Yang Wen-li, you know.”
The Golden-Winged Lion expressed his dissatisfaction. “Shouldn’t it be that I’m favoring you?”[6] 
“In bed, it’s the prettier one who suffers,” Yang said with a shameless wave of his hand.
“No fair!”
Yang ignored this protest and continued to reason: “So no matter who you sleep with, you suffer!”
Reinhard let out a long groan. “Yang Wen-li! You are shameless, a shameless cunning trickster! I didn’t expect you would be such a person!”
“It’s too late for you to send me back to Heinessen now.”
“You slept with the emperor and got nothing out of it, so now you want to run away? Not happening!”
“I won’t take responsibility for you.” To mess with Reinhard, Yang put on his most ambiguous expression[7], then thought of something he wanted to ask. “Reinhard, what if you fall in love in the future, but the person you love doesn’t hold your beliefs about emotional and physical purity?”
Reinhard turned away, buried his face in the pillow, and answered dully. “I… I won’t fall in love.”
“Why? You’re still so young, and as the emperor, shouldn’t you act responsibly and produce offspring?”
“I… I just don’t want to have children.” Reinhard sighed faintly. “My father was not a reliable man. If I father a child, that child may not grow up to be a reliable man. Even if my son is, my grandson might not be. I hate this system, which decides ownership of power based on bloodline! If Kircheis were here, he could have children with my sister; their offspring would be my ideal heirs. But this is no longer possible.”
“Then, are you planning to be single for the rest of your life?” After spending so much time with him, Yang was well aware of Reinhard’s fear of loneliness.
“You must stay with me.” The young man looked at his former enemy, now very serious. “Even if you abuse your privilege or act willfully, I will not let you go. If you find someone in the future, I will not interfere with your marriage and family… But you must always stay with me, as you are now, by my side.”
Yang stared back at the beautiful boy, who had spoken such childish words.
Yes, he was just a boy. In such moments, the cold, mature politician was completely overshadowed by the sentimental, needy child.
This aspect of Reinhard’s personality always aroused Yang’s deep sympathy, even his pity.
Who could say that in an authoritarian state, the supreme ruler was free?
The established order required each individual to play their role. Incompetent players would be eliminated, no matter how high their position. Reinhard, the founding emperor of the Lohengramm Dynasty, wielder of great political and military power, beloved leader to countless soldiers, a policymaker whose prowess was recognized by the entire galaxy… How long could he hold out before he was forced to cater to the needs of the imperial system?

  

  

    
        Notes:

        
          Translation notes:
-In this chapter, Reinhard starts using the pronoun 我 when talking to Yang, rather than 朕, indicating that they now have a closer relationship.
-[1] The characters used were 的技术应援文档. Not confident on my translation. To be honest, I've read this fic several times and it's still unclear to me what this "technical support manual" is supposed to be. We'll be seeing more of it eventually...
-[2] I translated 的击坠王 as "sharpshooter." Could also be put "king of shoot downs." This is a title given to multiple characters by Tanaka, including Poplin (probably the person referred to here).
-[3] "Grew devil horns" was my invention--the original was 露出狐狸尾巴, which means "revealed a fox tail." Basically means the same thing: showing a negative side of the personality that was previously hidden.
-[4] I took the liberty of adding the sword imagery. The original said that Kircheis served as a buffer; I liked the sword and sheath symbolism.
-[5] Translating humor is SO HARD. I was fighting for my life this chapter. Here, Reinhard said, "Are my looks my only advantage?" and Yang replied that Reinhard could have the advantage of 纳谏. This phrase relates to customs surrounding superiority/seniority. It's usually that a superior/senior will give advice or criticism, but 纳谏 refers to a superior/senior receiving advice or criticism. 纳谏 is often used to discuss an emperor's willingness to accept admonishment, so Yang is saying, you're about to get the opportunity to have someone tell you your flaws, and you can put that on your royal resume. This was VERY difficult to write in English with any shred of humor intact.
-[6] Favor is 宠幸. This more or less has the same connotations in English. Monarchs throughout history have had favorites, sometimes concubines, sometimes close friends. There are several instances of emperors (Chinese and otherwise) favoring homosexual lovers. Reinhard is making a distinction of status here--I'm the one with the power, so I favor you. I believe this also comes with the implication of being the dominant one sexually.
-[7] 暧昧 is what I translated as "ambiguous." This phrase is used to refer to the awkward stage in between friendship and romance, "will they, won't they," where you're never sure if you're being flirted with or not. Yang is being annoying, basically.
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        Notes:

          
          (See the end of the chapter for  notes.)
          

      

  


  
  
    Chapter Text

    Since he was the governor of the new Alliance territories of the empire, there was nothing surprising about receiving a superluminal communication from the imperial headquarters on Fezzan, but Reuenthal had never imagined that he would discuss such an issue with that person, or reach any kind of agreement with him. Although his dislike for the man was, mildly put, “very strong,” his proposal was truly irresistible. However, what would Mittermeyer think about it?
His heterochromatic eyes were drawn to the drawer on the right side of his desk. Inside was a most important collection.
Among the ranks of the imperial military from Reinhard on down, it had for some time been very popular to collect materials concerning Yang Wen-li. As more and more members joined the Defeated by Yang Wen-li Club, they felt an intense curiosity about this enemy who seemed invincible, even in the face of their military expertise and overwhelming power. The files kept on him by the Alliance government had long been sent to Fezzan, probably to be kept in the hands of His Majesty the Emperor himself. The ordinary generals could only collect information about him from the popular press of the Alliance. Reuenthal alone had, after taking back Iserlohn, been able to draw close to Yang Wen-li in spirit, finding his teacup left in the commander’s office of the fortress.
Although many of Yang’s personal effects were also found in the officers’ dormitory on Heinessen, for the reputation of the empire, they had been left alone, sealed away to await his or a relative’s claim. Moreover, since Yang had a simple and indolent lifestyle, he truly did not own much in the first place, with the exception of a useless book collection with little relevance to military affairs.
Thus, this family photo album, given to him by a leading member of the Yang fleet, was extremely precious.
Thinking over his plan, Reuenthal felt himself reach out to open the drawer once again. Taking out the album, he turned to its third page with his slender white fingers. He stared at the image of a black-haired child carefully polishing a vase for a long time.
—
“I received an application from Marshal Reuenthal, who hopes to return to Fezzan as soon as possible to report on his doings, and…” Fraulein Mariendorf paused slightly and glanced curiously at the emperor: “And he would like to meet with Admiral Yang.”
Reinhard stopped flipping through the civic documents before him and cast his sharp gaze on his beautiful female secretary. “For what reason?”
Hilda hurried to reply. “He said that he has personal items to hand over to Admiral Yang.”
A smile of unknown significance appeared on Reinhard’s well-drawn lips.
The Minister of Military Affairs, Oberstein, had proposed three possible routes to deal with Yang Wen-li: upper, middle, and lower. Respectively, these were execution, isolation, or formal inclusion in the harem. Each of these proposals was rejected by the emperor himself on the grounds that “This is my private matter.” Ever since then, Hilda had been unsure of the nature of Reinhard’s feelings. Maybe, driven by a woman’s desire to uncover hidden emotions, she sought to use her position to peek into the heart of the supreme ruler of the galaxy.
Tactfully, she nudged, “How will Your Majesty respond?”
“In the affirmative.” With this reply, Reinhard turned back to processing his heavy workload of official documents.
And thus, the galaxy continued down its forked path.
—
In mid-October, Marshal Wolfgang Mittermeyer, famous general of the Galactic Empire, welcomed his long-absent friend Oskar von Reuenthal home at the Fezzan Spaceport.
“It’s good to have you back! With you here, the villainous slanders made against you will quickly evaporate.” The brave young general did not hide at joy on seeing his friend.
“Does His Majesty the Emperor believe those slanders?” After expressing his contempt for the rumors with his famous sneer, Reuenthal inquired after the news he was more interested in: “What’s going on between His Majesty and Yang Wen-li?”
“Although the rumors aren’t credible, it’s natural for the emperor to be wary of ministers who command many troops. It’s best to clear suspicion with action.” Mittermeyer answered his friend’s first question, then looked around nervously and lowered his voice. “I heard they slept together!”
“How did this happen?”
“His Majesty suddenly moved into the unfinished palace on the last day of August. Admiral Yang was forcibly brought to him. I heard that he was disheveled when he was dragged into the bedroom…”
As the twin pillars of the empire were whispering together, Yang received the news that he had a visitor.
“Admiral Reuenthal wants to see me?”
Thanks to the security measures that Reinhard had personally seen to, which were much stricter than his own, and Oberstein’s arrangements, which more or less placed him under house arrest, Yang had not met any visitors since he set foot on Brünhild. He was naturally surprised when he received this notice out of the blue.
“Do you want to see him? If you don’t, just refuse, and I’ll tell him for you.” Reinhard put on an air of indifference, but he felt inexplicably nervous inside.
“Yes!” Yang didn’t seem to notice Reinhard’s subtle shift in mood and made a casual joke: “As long as he doesn’t pounce and beat me up on catching sight of me. After all, to you imperials, I’m known as a duplicitous schemer.”
“I can’t make any guarantees,” Reinhard answered seriously. “If you’re afraid, I can accompany you to see him.”
“Then, to prove I’m not afraid, I don’t need you to accompany me.”
The meeting took place in the early afternoon. To create a more relaxed atmosphere, black tea and pastries were put out ahead of time.
“I’ve been hearing your name for a long time, Marshal Yang.” Reuenthal raised his hand in salute, looking the Alliance’s foremost general up and down. The black-haired man in front of him was dressed casually. He wasn’t tall, and although he was handsome, it was in an ordinary sort of way. He looked more like a young scholar than a soldier.
Compared to his appearance in the photo album, he looked thinner and frailer. That made sense: he had suffered a near-fatal injury.
Reuenthal’s thoughts were interrupted when Yang Wen-li extended a hand to him. “Let’s shake hands, Marshal Reuenthal. I’ve retired, you know.”
Neither of them liked to talk around the issues. After the host and his guest sat down, Yang asked Reuenthal why he had come to visit.
The heterochromatic general took out the photo album, put it on the table, and asked his carefully prepared question. “Your Excellency Yang, what does loyalty mean to you? If someone who was once loyal betrayed you, what kind of punishment would you want them to receive?”
Oh… That was his photo album! It seemed his compatriots were working very hard. On making this realization, Yang gave a wry smile.
Although he thought there had been a misunderstanding, he still had to answer the question. “Admiral Reuenthal, if you are asking for my personal opinion, I do not believe that ‘loyalty’ is a virtue with any meaningful application. In fact, I am skeptical of all virtues which only exist in the confines of unequal relationships. If those who were once loyal to me decide to betray me, I do not want them to be punished for it, because personal loyalty to Yang Wen-li is unnecessary. It’s my view that the only necessary loyalty is loyalty to oneself.”
Gesturing to the photo album, he continued, “Perhaps you think that my friends betrayed me by giving you my belongings. However, before I left, I gave this photo album and other personal effects to my adopted son Julian Mintz. He has the right to do with them as he pleases.”
“Your Excellency, you don’t view loyalty as a virtue?” Reuenthal had not expected this answer and was somewhat confused. “Without loyalty, how can there be trust between superiors and subordinates?”
Yang scratched at his messy black hair, also confused by this line of argument. “Isn’t it enough for everyone to receive a paycheck for doing their job?”
Reuenthal was stunned speechless.
After considering it carefully, Yang thought that his interlocutor’s question might have arisen from cultural differences between the Empire and the Alliance, so he explained further. “It’s true that since ancient times, loyalty has been considered a virtue. The loyalty of a knight to a princess and the loyalty of a minister to a monarch have been objects of praise by poets. From the perspective of the one who offers loyalty, this devotion is certainly noble. But consider the perspective of the one who demands loyalty. How will it turn out for them?
“A loyal individual makes sacrifices, but an individual who demands loyalty requires others to make sacrifices. Whether in the name of a country or the collective good, someone who asks others to make sacrifices will be suspected of conning their followers. On the other hand, if people do not offer loyalty to others, but only to themselves, what does the nation or the collective lose? For it is the private interests of separate individuals which, together, make up the public interest. A ‘public interest’ which excludes the interests of individuals cannot expect said individuals to voluntarily devote themselves to its cause. Isn’t that just simple logic?”
“So loyalty to the nation is completely unnecessary?” Reuenthal was still shocked by the Magician’s unorthodox argument. Through his bewilderment, he thought of a rebuttal: “Then why did you obey the order of the Alliance Government…” and follow through with the truce at Vermillion? Fortunately, he remembered his position as a loyal subject of the empire in time to stop himself from completing this sentence.
But Yang understood what he meant. With an attitude that would be seen as calm and measured to the imperial general but shameless to members of the Yang fleet, he replied, “Because I, too, was working a salaried job!”
If he had disobeyed orders and taken Reinhard’s life, he would have been going outside his job description.
Yang couldn’t help hearing Schönkopf’s voice in his head, mocking him with the words, “You really did anything you could to avoid working overtime.” Considering that this topic was delicate for Reuenthal, Yang smiled and said nothing further.
But the admiral seemed to have a particular fixation with this issue, and even went so far as to ask, “So you actually believe that neither a subject loyal to his lord nor a wife loyal to her husband is virtuous?”
“In the Alliance, we are more familiar with superior-subordinate relationships than monarch-subject relationships. In the former case, a subordinate always has the right to change their course and resign, but has no obligation to be loyal. This may run contrary to the empire’s values. As for a wife’s loyalty to her husband…” Yang looked at Reuenthal in confusion. “Women have the right to choose a new partner, even after marriage. Isn’t that only natural? In such matters, what’s important is not loyalty, but honesty. If a person wants a divorce, it is their duty to let their partner know.”
“Even in the case of adultery―even in the case of elopement―women still have this right?” Reuenthal stared at Yang, incredulous. For the first time, he felt that that man was right to issue dire warnings about Yang Wen-li.
“Yes, according to the current laws of the Alliance, at least. As an institution, marriage only enshrines the right to share property and the right to know. You mention adultery and elopement, but these are antiquated concepts which are no longer legally enforced.” These facts could be discovered without much effort. Was it necessary for Reuenthal to come all the way to Fezzan to ask them? After this conversation, Yang couldn’t help but secretly doubt Reuenthal’s qualifications as a civil administrator.
By this point, Reuenthal was in a state of disarray. His pre-prepared questions had all been rendered useless. Reminding himself of his ultimate purpose for coming to Fezzan, he grit his teeth and stood up.
To Yang, it seemed like Reuenthal was about to leave, and he thought to himself, “Did you come all this way just to talk about loyalty?” He also stood up, only to see Reuenthal walk around the corner of the table and get down on one knee before him.

  

  

    
        Notes:

        
          No translation notes this time. Believe it or not, the original fic refers to Reuenthal's "demonic gold and silver eyes" far more often than I translated it. In the original novels, the word "heterochromatic" was mentioned more frequently than the character Louis Machungo.
With regard to this chapter, what other fanfiction includes an extended meditation on the nature of loyalty? "For it is the private interests of separate individuals which, together, make up the public interest."--what a sentence. I'm so impressed with how the author expands on ideas which LOGH hinted at but never fully explored.
Will Reuenthal be cured of his misogyny? Only time will tell...

        

      







            

  


  
    
      Chapter 9
    


    


      
        Notes:

          
          (See the end of the chapter for  notes.)
          

      

  


  
  
    Chapter Text

    “Your Excellency Yang, the laws of the new empire allow same-sex marriage. Here and now, I sincerely request that you allow me to court you on the premise of marriage!”
What?
Yang Wen-li had never before been so directly propositioned by a man.
Although the people of the empire were under the impression that he was having some kind of affair with Reinhard, the parties involved knew the truth and weren’t embarrassed by others’ misunderstandings. On the contrary, Yang and Reinhard often teased each other about it in private.
In Yang’s view, he related to Reinhard the same way he would with a child who had not yet developed sexual consciousness. Although they had slept in the same bed for so long, the intimacy they shared did not have any sexual connotations.
But Reuenthal was clearly trying to establish another kind of intimacy!
Yang stared blankly at the general, who had been nicknamed the Flower Terminator.[1] 
Before he could react, a side door of the reception room opened silently and the emperor came in, looking furious. “Sir Reuenthal!”
If his anger had manifested physically, the reception room would have been vaporized.
But Yang Wen-li came to his senses and stopped the Golden-Winged Lion with one move. Pressing a finger to his lips, he spoke softly. “Marshall Reuenthal, I am deeply honored by your consideration. I must think this matter over carefully. Would you give me some time to decide on my answer?”
“As you wish.”
Reinhard watched his subordinate leave, feeling like his lungs were going to explode from holding in his complaints. Once he was finally gone, he let out, “Why didn’t you reject him on the spot?!?!”
“I have to think of a good reason.” Unconcerned, Yang picked up a pastry and stuffed it in the emperor’s mouth.
Reinhard turned away in annoyance. Although he recognized that Yang intended to reject Reuenthal, he was still angry.
Yang sighed and continued in a relaxed tone: “Tell me, why would Reuenthal suddenly return to Fezzan and ask me such a thing?”
No matter how angry he was, Reinhard still had his strong sense for politics. It only took this one sentence to get him thinking rationally again.
“He was testing you.” Out of all of Reinhard’s admirals, Reuenthal was the most experienced in terms of emotional affairs. Moreover, he had known Reinhard for a long time. They were not only monarch and subject, but also regarded each other as friends. If the emperor had fallen into a honey trap[2] and needed an intervention, Reuenthal was indeed the best candidate for the job.
He had bluntly rejected Oberstein’s advice to “deal with Yang rationally” and should have anticipated that the man wouldn’t give up so easily. He was the kind of person who would do whatever it took to achieve his desired result! But how unexpected―Reuenthal had listened to Oberstein’s request, despite disliking the man, who was considered to be callous by everyone who knew him.
—
On leaving the palace, Reuenthal saw his friend waiting for him. “Evangelin has prepared delicious food and is waiting for us.” Mittermeyer’s cheerful enthusiasm had always served as a good medicine for Reuenthal’s gloomy heart.
But before he could fully appreciate it, he had a lot he needed to tell his friend.
On the drive to Mittermeyer’s house, Reuenthal spoke in a quiet voice, but every word he said seemed to thunder in the eardrums of the Gale Wolf: “I just proposed to Yang Wen-li, right in front of His Majesty.”
“What!?”
“His Excellency Yang said that he would give me a reply after careful consideration.”
“Reuenthal! Do you want to die!?” Mittermeyer was a brave general, but he had never been good with emotions. Although he privately felt that the emperor’s relationship with Yang might have unpredictable consequences, Reinhard was correct to tell the Minister of Military Affairs that the matter was none of his business. Mittermeyer felt that, as long as he did his duties as a minister, he didn’t have to be overly concerned with possible strife in the royal family.
“I met Admiral Yang for the first time today. He is… hard to describe. However, it’s obvious that he’s not a rake[3], nor an expert in love. But he does have unparalleled influence over our emperor.”
Hearing Reuenthal’s rational analysis, Mittermeyer was somewhat relieved. “So you weren’t really pursuing His Excellency Yang, but just testing him to keep His Majesty safe?”
“Mittermeyer, what kind of person is our emperor?”
“Wise, decisive, a genius…”
“From the perspective of love?”
“I don’t know! His Majesty doesn’t have much experience with love. Ah, I see!” The Gale Wolf finally understood. “You were afraid that his Majesty would be deceived by Yang Wen-li, so you tried to find out for yourself?”
“Someone also asked me to do so.”
“Who?”
“That person.” Reuenthal’s mouth twisted into a half-smile.
“That… You mean Oberstein!” Loyalty towards his lord and resentment towards his colleague were battling in Mittermeyer’s heart, revealed by the complicated expression on his face.
“That person, Oberstein, brought up the rumor that Excellency Yang and His Majesty were sleeping together and asked His Majesty if it was true, in front of the entire court. Of course, His Majesty was not happy at being asked and only replied, ‘This is my private matter.’ But the Minister of Military Affairs is not so easy to get rid of. He insisted that one of three plans should be followed: execution, isolation, or inclusion in the harem. Ah, but I’ve already told you about this.
“After His Majesty rejected the plans, that man came to me and said, ‘Yang Wen-li is a military strategist known for his unusual schemes. He may be hoping to defeat His Majesty on the battlefield of love.’ He asked me to return and persuade His Majesty to listen to reason.” Reuenthal sneered. “His strategy kills two birds with one stone. If I see through Yang Wen-li’s plan and succeed in persuading His Majesty, then he gets what he wants. Even if I fail, my attempt to cast doubt on His Majesty’s lover will cause me to lose favor, and could even weaken my position. Either way, he doesn’t face any consequences.”
“Then why didn’t you turn him down!” Mittermeyer thought it through and realized the answer for himself.
“If you’d been in my position, would you have refused? It was certainly possible that His Majesty had fallen into a trap.”
“If it were me…” Mittermeyer muttered to himself as the car pulled to a stop. They’d arrived at their destination without noticing. At the door, a young woman with hair the color of cream smiled and welcomed her husband and his best friend into the Mittermeyer residence.
Before they entered, the Gale Wolf suddenly stopped and said to his friend, “Reuenthal, your loyalty to His Majesty the Emperor exceeds my expectations.”
“My loyalty?” The sneer on the man’s lips slowly transformed into a bitter smile.
—
“Reuenthal went to such great lengths; he came running all the way from Heinessen because he was worried that I was deceiving you! Reinhard, do you know what this means?” Yes, the admirals of the empire were worried, but Yang, who was the cause of their worry, was merely entertained by the whole situation.
“What does it mean?” Reinhard knew that, whatever Yang said next, it wasn’t going to be anything good, but he still wanted to see what tricks he would play, so he was forced to respond against his better judgment.
“It means that, in the eyes of your subordinates, you’re the one who… You know.”
“No! It’s you who’s been called ‘utterly useless below the neck,’ by your subordinates, I might add.”
“They meant I’m worthless as a combatant, not in other areas. And remember, this was Reuenthal’s assessment! Isn’t he the famous Flower Terminator of the empire? The judgment of such an experienced man can’t be ignored!” Yang found that he indeed had a devilish side hidden deep down in his heart. Every time he flustered Reinhard into blushing, he felt a strong sense of accomplishment. Reinhard had great talent in political and military affairs, but he had never honed his bickering skills with people like the wicked-tongued Iserlohners. Thus, Yang was able to tease him into helpless frustration.
Reinhard had spent a lot of time with Yang and was now familiar with his comedy routine. He sulked for a moment, then changed the topic. “Let’s be serious. How are you going to answer Reuenthal?”
“Of course I’ll reject him.” Yang threw himself on the long sofa in front of the floor-to ceiling window and put his hands behind his head. “The confession obviously had ulterior motives. According to common courtesy, I can’t reject it on the spot. I have to wait for a day to pass to show my sincerity and careful consideration.”
“Is this the etiquette of the Alliance?”
“Yes.” Realizing that the emperor probably didn’t know much about the customs and manners of the Alliance, Yang thoughtfully educated him on the topic. “The laws of the Alliance recognize 31 legal genders, each with the right to marry. In relationships between adults, the most fundamental rule is to respect the wishes of the other party. For instance, the confessor must be clear about their intentions, and if they are rejected, they must practice restraint so as to avoid causing trouble for the other party. Correspondingly, an adult who receives a confession is obligated to give the other party a carefully considered answer. It is impolite to accept or reject a confession casually.”
“The empire’s customs are entirely different. On that topic, I have amended imperial law to allow for same-sex marriage. But as for 31 legal genders, is that really necessary?”
“It’s necessary. Since physical education courses would lower my GPA, I didn’t dare to skip my core classes. In one of them, a teacher explained that, although physiological sex can be divided into four to six types, coupled with psychological factors, the human relationship to gender becomes extremely complicated. Recognizing a rare gender may be a small matter to society, but to the individuals in question, it is a lifetime event. It would be cruel to force someone to live without legal recognition of their gender just to save bureaucrats some paperwork. That would violate the legislative principles established in the Heinessen era.”
At these words, Reinhard fell into deep thought.
The Alliance and the Empire were different in more than just governance structure. Separated over hundreds of years, these two huge societies with populations of over 10 billion had diverged from one another culturally. Although they followed similar economic principles, the people’s sentiments and values were quite different.
“Then…. It’s true that, in the Alliance, a wife doesn’t have to be loyal to her husband?”
“Yes. This is something that everyone in the Alliance knows and agrees on. When the nation was established, the founders, who had escaped from the empire, had long debates on this issue. Eventually, in order to ensure that enough children were born into good situations, and to prevent the oppression of women, an evil practice of the empire, the Alliance established clauses which protected women’s reproductive rights. In addition, individuals were given the right to choose whether to enter or leave a marriage. The law does not enforce fidelity in marriage, nor does it control the sexual behavior of partners―it only protects the right to know. No matter if it’s husband or wife, if they have an affair, they must let their partner know immediately. Of course, a consequence of telling the other party is likely to be divorce. However, it’s better for a loveless marriage to break up than for the partners to torture each other and lose precious time that they could use to seek happiness elsewhere.”
Yang looked up at the ceiling. “It seems to me that the primary reason for these laws, beyond the protection of women’s rights, was actually to encourage child birth. After hundreds of years of war, if a country fails to protect women and forces them to be dependent on men, as was the case historically, then the society will be weighed down by the many orphans and widows it produces. Even with our laws, every year a large number of war orphans were sent to foster homes.”
“Like your adopted son, Sub-Lieutenant Julian Mintz?”
“Yes. Julian is quite the talented boy. If he’d been born in the empire…” Yang turned his mind away from politics and smiled brightly. “He would have become a top-rated chef!”

  

  

    
        Notes:

        
          This one was HARD! So many long ass sentences. Sorry if it doesn't read well. I'll probably do a second proofreading later.
So, how about 31 genders? This chapter delighted me the first time I read it. Tanaka didn't do much cultural worldbuilding, so who's to say that the Alliance didn't have 31 officially recognized genders?
Translation notes:
-[1] Reuenthal's epithet is 帝国名花终结者. It's from the original novels, I believe, and could be translated to the Empire's Famous Flower Terminator. It has both military and sexual connotations.
-[2] The characters I translated as "honey trap" are 桃色陷阱. Used similarly to the English phrase, they mean "peach blossom snare."
-[3] Not a necessary note I guess, but I struggled with this for a while. The characters are 是好色之徒. Could be "womanizer" or "playboy." I know “rake” isn’t used much anymore but I couldn’t think of a word that would fit better in context.

        

      







            

  


  

  
  
    Chapter Text

    Life was full of regrets.
After receiving his in-person rejection, Reuenthal, for the first time, seriously asked himself about his feelings for Yang Wen-li.
Before he left Fezzan, he said to his friend Mittermeyer: “The person who courts and marries that Yang Wen-li is likely to have a happy life.”
Used to his friend’s idiosyncrasies, Mittermeyer was not fazed by the strange comment; he had other concerns. “So if His Majesty courted Yang Wen-li―if they got married―would you be pleased?”
“I can confirm that Yang Wen-li is not an emotional manipulator, but he certainly has too much influence on His Majesty the Emperor. He was able to calm His Majesty’s anger with a single gesture. The only other person capable of such a feat is Grand Duchess Grünewald.” Reuenthal sneered. “But I haven’t come to the same conclusion as the Minister of Military Affairs. I’m worried that, if something happens to Yang, His Majesty won’t be able to bear it. Do you remember how His Majesty reacted when Admiral Kircheis died?”
Mittermeyer certainly remembered, and couldn’t help but break out into a cold sweat. “I understood. I will vigilantly guard His Majesty and Marshal Yang.”
—
Reuenthal’s efforts came to nothing, and the Minister of Military Affairs, who was the mastermind behind the charade, was obviously not satisfied with such a performance. To his artificial eyes, ever since Yang Wen-li had set foot on Brünhild for the second time, the Galactic Empire had been drifting away from its proper course.
Personal feelings had no place in the operation of a sound political system. Although Emperor Reinhard was a political and military genius, he seemed unable to restrain his emotions!
If Reinhard didn’t want to kill Yang Wen-li, then he should put him under house arrest and isolate him from the rest of the world. If he was obsessed with Yang’s body and wanted to keep him in the imperial chambers, he should be given a formal status. It didn’t matter if the title was beloved consort or low-ranking male favorite. Either way, Yang’s old subordinates would be stymied, and his supporters across the Alliance would conclude that “Yang Wen has given himself up to the empire” or “Yang Wen-li has been completely conquered by the emperor.” This would tear asunder any remaining resistance to the empire. In this way, Yang Wen-li could be used to the fullest potential.
As it was now, there was no definition to their relationship beyond the fact that they were sleeping together. Yes, Yang had no skill in hand-to-hand combat and thus posed no threat to the emperor’s safety, but the rumors were damaging. It was a common belief on Fezzan that His Majesty was taken by Yang Wen-li, which was terrible for the morale of the imperial army! Even though roughly half of the soldiers held the view that His Majesty was the one doing the taking[1], the emperor’s forcible seizure of an enemy general to conquer in bed was hardly something they could be proud of. 
Further, Yang Wen-li was extremely cunning. If he took advantage of pillow talk[2] to deceive the emperor, the hegemony that was established through the blood of countless soldiers would be in jeopardy! Was the Lohengramm Dynasty, the greatest empire in human history, about to come to an end?
Oberstein did not imagine he would be a popular figure in the annals of history. From the start, he had made his decision to work from the shadows. But he was not seeking fame and fortune. As an avenger who had almost been a victim of the Inferior Genes Exclusion Act, he hoped to establish a great empire with an ironclad system of justice. Emperor Reinhard was merely a tool he chose to realize his dream. Although he regarded others as props, it was undeniable that Oberstein did not give himself special treatment. The admiral with artificial eyes viewed his own body and mind as objects which could be discarded at any time. Even his critics had to admit his selflessness. However, it was very difficult for such a person to get the love and heartfelt support of others.
Before he’d left Fezzan, Reuenthal had not told Oberstein the crucial detail that His Majesty and His Excellency Yang might not be having sex. This oversight caused his subsequent plans to go awry in unexpected ways.
One emperor of the Goldenbaum Dynasty had, just a year into his reign, abdicated the throne to run away with his same-sex lover, never to be seen again, but this was an exception to the rule. Since the days of Emperor Rudolf the Great, the official policy of the empire towards homosexuals had been extermination.
In the aristocratic circles of the old empire, homosexuality was forbidden, practiced only in secret. Lower-status individuals who engaged in it were most often disrespected, becoming objects of contempt and ridicule. Even higher-status individuals were often accused of “not following the right path.” To the aristocrats of the old empire, only marriage to a woman of equal status was legitimate. Both falling in love with a woman of lower status and having an intimate relationship with a man were considered mere substitutes for the decent way of life; they were not legitimate pursuits, even in the private sphere.
Compared with the Alliance’s acceptance of homosexuality, the beliefs of the aristocrats of the old empire were even more outdated than those of some countries in the Christian Era on Terra.[3] But those who had grown up with such values might not realize how outdated they were, holding on to their old views.
Oberstein made the following calculations: Annerose von Grünewald, a woman with a huge influence on the emperor, had lived in the aristocratic circles of the empire since she was a child. At age 15, she had entered the imperial court, an even higher level of the aristocracy. Thus, she must have been deeply influenced by the aristocratic culture of the old empire, and it could be inferred that she held conservative attitudes towards same-sex relationships.
Even if she was not particularly prejudiced against homosexuality, considering that her brother was the only male left in the family to carry on the bloodline, and the only man capable of passing down the imperial crown, Annerose, as his elder sister, would naturally oppose Reinhard’s interest in a man. She would urge him to find a woman to ensure the continuance of the family line.
Thinking this, Oberstein decided to send a superliminal communication to Odin for the first time since the death of Kircheis. He asked the emperor’s elder sister to speak her mind and implore the misguided young emperor to reverse his missteps.
As he expected, after listening to his statements, the blonde woman on screen nodded to him. “Thank you for your report. I will speak to my brother about this personally.”
—
Annerose did not take any immediate action.
When she did at last have a conversation with her brother via superluminal communication, it was the beginning of November in the second year of the New Imperial Calendar.
Although there are no audio or video recordings of the conversation between the two siblings, judging from the impact of her intervention, perhaps this woman, originally named Annerose von Müsel, should not only be known to history as “the Mother of the Lohengramm Dynasty.” Some scholars may be skeptical of her importance, but there is no doubt that the words spoken by this woman, then known as Annerose von Grünewald, profoundly influenced the course of history.
On hearing that his sister wanted to speak with him, Reinhard immediately identified the culprit behind the request. However, his first priority was to answer his sister’s questions; later, he would deal with the man who always believed he was justified in his actions.
As hurried to the communications room, Reinhard felt more worried than he could ever remember feeling.

  Will my sister listen to my explanation?


  If I had known this would happen, I wouldn’t have said “this is my private matter” as an excuse not to clarify the situation. It’s just that I just made a friend, that’s all. As the emperor, do I not even have that small right?

A beautiful figure appeared on the communication screen before him. Her slender and elegant face was very similar to Reinhard’s own―and it was also the face Reinhard was most afraid to see in the entire galaxy.
As a child, Reinhard’s stubborn temper and strong curiosity led him to do many things which made adults worry and fuss. But his sister never scolded him; there was no need to. His sister’s sad, gentle gaze was enough of a heartbreaking punishment for Reinhard.
“Sister…”
“Reinhard, I’ve heard that you are in love with a man. Is this true?” Annerose spoke softly, but she did not hide her intentions, getting straight to the point.
Reinhard wanted to deny it outright, but hesitated because he was not sure how to explain his current relationship with Yang Wen-li if he did so. From his childhood to the present day, he had never once lied to his sister, but even with his vast storehouse of words, it was difficult to find any that would clearly and simply capture such a delicate relationship.
The high-definition projection on the superluminal communication screen left out not a single detail; Annerose saw the embarrassed expression on her brother’s face clearly.
“Reinhard, your subordinate Admiral Oberstein wishes me to advise you not to have overly intimate relationships with men.”
“Sister, things are not as he said…”
“No, you don’t have to explain.” With a hint of sadness on her face, Annerose gently but firmly interrupted her brother’s explanation. “Reinhard, you don’t need to explain yourself to me. If you and your lover are truly in love, as long as you never force him, what I want to tell you is—” The emperor’s only blood relative said these next words forcefully: “Whether you love a man or a woman, whether your ministers oppose you, whether your choice shakes the foundations of the empire or affects the transition of power—as your sister, I will always support you and bless your love.”
“Sister!” This bold statement shocked Reinhard; he was deeply moved.
“Reinhard, in this world, not everyone has the good fortune to love and be loved openly. That freedom, you know, I… I have lost it. I once had it, but I failed to cherish it properly.” The shadow of sorrow fell across Annerose’s face, which was so pale it was almost transparent. “These days, I often find myself thinking that, if I had told Kircheis my feelings when he was still alive, when I was still in the West Garden[4], then even if his death was inevitable, we wouldn’t have been left with so many regrets! But I was too afraid. I was older than him, and my life was complicated. I was afraid that, if I said it, it would only be a burden to him.”
This was the first time Reinhard heard his sister openly express her feelings. Although the siblings were blood relatives, they had been separated since childhood and had few opportunities to confide in each other or share their joys and sorrows. As the younger brother, Reinhard only now understood that his sister had held on to such longings and worries. He couldn’t help but defend his dear friend: “No, sister, Kircheis wouldn’t have cared! He always loved you deeply, never wavering or changing! That’s why I always lost my temper with him, because I thought that one day, he would take you away from me…” Tears blurring his vision, the Lord of the Galactic Empire knelt down before the screen. “Sister, I’m sorry! I’m sorry!”
Annerose felt the spring of sadness well up in her long-dry eyes. “Reinhard, don’t apologize. It is I who am the sinner. I am the one who took away Siegfried Kircheis’s life, his life and everything he had. He has passed away, but I still linger in this world… Now, Reinhard, there is only one thing I would ask of you.”
“Sister, anything you want…”
“Reinhard, please make good use of the freedom you have, the freedom to love and be loved. I don’t want you, as the emperor, to infringe on the freedom of others, as did the rulers of the old dynasty. But I also don’t want you to lose this freedom because you are the emperor, to give up this freedom to keep the throne. If you had simply wanted wealth and status, you would have been satisfied with your position as the younger brother of the favored concubine! Reinhard—you, Sieg, and I, all three of us have faced down our own enemies and fought our own battles. Haven’t we been fighting to regain this precious freedom? Müsel, Lohengramm, Grünewald, these names have no meaning to us. All I want is for you to be happy. As long as the one you love loves you back, even if you have to go against the entire world, don’t give up!”

  

  

    
        Notes:

        
          Did I cry a lil working on this? Maybe. Love you Annerose.
I want to tell Reinhard that friends don't sleep in the same bed, but I have actually been in a close same-sex friendship full of cuddling and bed sharing. These things do happen...
Translation notes:
-Reinhard uses the regular pronoun 我 with Annerose, rather than the pronoun reserved for emperors.
-[1] The original includes the following two phrases in the same paragraph: 陛下被杨威利睡了   and 陛下把杨威利睡了. There is only one character difference between them: 被 and 把. The first frames Yang as the dominant one (what I translated as "His Majesty was taken by Yang Wen-li"), and the second frames Reinhard as the dominant one (what I translated as "His Majesty was the one doing the taking").
-[2] 他猛吹枕头风 is a phrase English has no good equivalent for (that I could think of). It literally means "blow the pillow wind" and refers to using sexual intimacy for persuasion.
-[3] If you're confused by "Christian era," it just means the time we're in right now, AD or the common era. I could have used either of those translations but went with the first for style reasons.
-[4] If you can imagine, backtranslating all these goddamn German names from Chinese is really hard. The characters used for Annerose's villa, the one she had in Neue Sanssouci, were 史瓦齐别馆. In a previous chapter, I spent a whole hour trying to find the name of Reinhard's head guard, and eventually figured out it was Kisling. This time, I couldn't for the life of me find the title of the stupid villa. Gineipaedia was no help. I searched the Chinese version of the novel for the characters, I watched parts of Overture to a New War, and no luck. So I just wrote "West Garden," which was the area of the palace where the Goldenbaum emperors kept their concubines. I'm sure this inaccuracy will ruin this entire fic for you. I can only apologize.

        

      







            

  


  

  
  
    Chapter Text

    “The emperor was a warlike person.” Later historians gave this assessment of Reinhard von Lohengramm.
Reinhard was indeed a person who was unafraid of a fight. As a child, when faced with older bullies or naughty boys who wanted to teach the “blond brat” a lesson, he always fought back without hesitation. His intelligence allowed him to consider a range of options in any given situation, but rather than using evasive tactics or turning his enemy's strength against them, Reinhard preferred direct confrontation.
Immediately after his conversation with his sister, the emperor of the galaxy summoned the Minister of Military Affairs to his office. “My relationship with His Excellency Yang Wen-li is not what you imagine.” He broke his silence and gave a brief explanation of his relationship with Yang. Before Oberstein could respond, he went on in a commanding tone: “Regardless, this is my private matter.”
Reinhard’s eyes flashed like summer storm clouds, brimming with thunder and lightning. “Perhaps you are of the opinion that, as the ruler of an empire, I am not entitled to private emotions and close relationships. Sir Oberstein, through your efforts, you sought to overthrow the corrupt Goldenbaum Dynasty and establish a new empire, one that would be strong, just, and stable. If you feel that my actions are harmful to the empire, perhaps you should try to depose me! As I have said, it is only natural for the unworthy to be defeated. If any of my ministers has the nerve and the will to face me, he is welcome to challenge me at any time. So, are you prepared to challenge the emperor you so disapprove of in order to maintain your perfect empire?”
Oberstein had known that contacting Grand Duchess Grünewald with the aim of correcting the emperor’s behavior would anger his master, but he hadn’t expected Reinhard would take it as an affront to his sovereign authority.
Expressionlessly, he knelt down. “Your Majesty, calm yourself. I have no such intention.”
Reinhard sneered. “I already know that you are loyal to the empire. But where is your loyalty to me? Yang Wen-li claims that to demand loyalty from others is illegitimate, but the monarch’s demand for loyalty from his subjects is the foundation of the imperial system! If you continue to dedicate your loyalty to the empire, rather than to my person, then what difference is there to me between you and the democratic republicans, who claim that the only true loyalty is owed to oneself?”
Paul von Oberstein had never been confronted with such a sharp question in his life.
He examined the nature of his loyalty to the vast empire that Reinhard had established, the greatest dictatorship in the existence of humankind. To safeguard the interests of the empire, he had spared no effort, working tirelessly and selflessly. But he had never predicted that such a conflict would arise between loyalty to the monarch and loyalty to the empire!
In the face of this unimagined dilemma, even a cool operator like Oberstein found himself wavering.
If he chose to be loyal to the person of the emperor, then he should allow the emperor to do as he pleased, even if what he chose to do was harmful to the stability of the empire. But what if he continued to be loyal to the imperial system, rather than to the emperor personally?
Any force that was not loyal to the emperor constituted a threat to the imperial system. Oberstein firmly believed in this adage. It was precisely this line of thinking that had fueled his long efforts to build a net which would ensnare any active or potential risks to the stability of the empire. However, the emperor himself could become a threat to the imperial system. If this happened, what stance should he take? If he chose to stand for the system and challenge or even eliminate the emperor, then, whether or not he stood any chance of winning, the goal of his struggle would inevitably be to take power and become the supreme ruler himself. When seen from this perspective, the one who considered himself to be the enforcer of the imperial system was actually a dangerous element, ready to overthrow the emperor at any time.
Given this logic, Reinhard’s question was not at all unreasonable!
But if he gave up his deeply held beliefs and devoted his loyalty to Emperor Reinhard, then, whether the emperor’s decisions were reasonable or absurd, he should behave as a dutiful minister and obediently carry out all orders. Whether the emperor wanted to have sex with an enemy general or reinstate the Inferior Genes Exclusion Act, Oberstein could have no objection!
Reinhard had never demanded absolute loyalty from his subordinates, nor was he one to force them into difficult situations. Whatever their reasons for following him, as long as the individual was talented, sufficiently obedient, cooperative, and useful in achieving his grand vision, Reinhard did not care what other motives they held in their heart.
But it was a mistake to think that, because a lion kept its claws retracted, it no longer had any.[1] In the pursuit of his convictions, Oberstein had ignored Reinhard’s wishes and disturbed Annerose’s peace. Reinhard had reached the limit of his tolerance; he was uncharacteristically driving his subordinate into a corner, no longer allowing him the option to sit on the fence between “loyalty to the emperor” and “loyalty to the empire.”
For a long moment after receiving Reinhard’s sharp words, Oberstein was speechless. Then the Minister of Military Affairs, still kneeling, unyielding as bamboo, said, “Your Majesty, if it’s your determination that I have the intention to rebel, you should execute me as a warning to others.”
“That doesn’t answer my question! I’ve always known that you see Reinhard von Lohengramm as a tool for the construction of your ideal empire, and tools which can no longer achieve their purpose should be thrown away! You once told me that there can be no ‘number two’ in the imperial ranks, but who are you to regard the emperor, the ‘number one,’ as a tool? Are you a god who stands above the emperor? The advice you have given me up to this point has been effective in safeguarding the interests of the empire, but is there a guarantee that you will always be right? Even if the empire embodied your ideals, how long would it operate ‘correctly’? Although imperial power is passed down through heredity, should a future heir to the throne not have talent and strength commensurate to his status, then surely you or others like you would rise up in rebellion against the ruling family. But in that case, why is the hereditary system such a necessity? And in the absence of the hereditary system, is there an option better than democratic republicanism, which you so stringently guard against? If you wish to establish an ideal system, why do you focus solely on eliminating potential threats?”
After being barraged by such aggressive questioning, the Minister of Military Affairs, who had always been convinced he was right, was at a loss for words. The questions were harsh, but they could not be called unreasonable. However, political issues were never simple and clear, and at the moment, the enraged emperor did not have the patience for an answer full of compromises and nuances. Therefore, he could only give a flat and unoriginal reply.
“If Your Majesty has any doubts about my loyalty, you may imprison me, interrogate me, and give me whatever punishment I deserve. I will not raise the slightest complaint. But―” He looked up and stared directly into the emperor’s eyes. In his own artificial eyes, an unnatural light gleamed. “Yang Wen-li’s threat to the empire is real. His power to mislead Your Majesty has been steadily growing. Don’t you feel this yourself? No matter how seductive or charming he is, the man is a force which will shake the foundation of the empire and whither the dynastic family tree![2] Your Majesty, I implore you to execute Yang Wen-li immediately. Then, even if you execute me as well, I will be able to go to my grave with a smile!”
“What does this have to do with Yang Wen-li? If there was no Yang Wen-li in the world, would the problems I just mentioned cease to exist? How long will you continue to deceive yourself?” Reinhard called in guards and had one of his most important officials taken away to be imprisoned. “I’ll give you a month! Think carefully and find an answer. Give me a vision of what an ideal system should look like, a system that avoids the drawbacks of hereditary monarchy and prevents ministers from rising above their station. Otherwise, why should someone who cannot even envision an ideal system kill in order to protect it?”
—
The Dry Ice Sword had been imprisoned!
The imperial generals were of different minds regarding this news. Many who did not like the Minister of Military Affairs secretly celebrated, but others saw it from another perspective. Oberstein, who had always been upright, was imprisoned by the emperor for taking a stand on the matter of Yang Wen-li, the emperor’s lover and former enemy. Did this mean that, despite the loss of his fleet and his capability to face the emperor on the battlefield, the Magician was still working miracles through other means, bewitching the emperor and tipping the balance of imperial power?
Was the Galactic Empire of the Lohengramm Dynasty, the greatest polity in human history, established only a year prior, already facing an existential crisis?
At this time, the young emperor’s every move was watched by worried eyes from across the sea of stars.
However, one person was an exception to this. This was the very man who everyone imagined to be a dangerous poison, eating away at the foundation of the empire: the former commander of Iserlohn Fortress and the most intelligent general of the Alliance. He was neither aware of nor concerned about the storm clouds on the horizon.
Yang was continuing to lead a leisurely life in which he alternated between sleeping and reading, making no objections to being the emperor’s “imperial pillow” or “security blanket.” Reinhard was, in fact, a good sleeper. But Yang, who was still recovering from his injury, often found himself waking up in the middle of the night with cold hands and feet due to insufficient blood circulation. Sleeping with the young emperor, who exuded vitality and heat, prevented this from occurring, so his quality of sleep had only improved.
Staying in the palace had not affected Yang’s mission to read historical documents. His close contact with a founding emperor also made Yang consider whether he should write down observations on Reinhard so as to leave behind records for future historians.
However, every time such an idea came to him, Yang himself dismissed it. “I’m sure there’s plenty of people who would love to be the emperor’s biographer, but there’s no salary in it for me, so why should I bother to steal someone else’s job?”
Lazy people could always find excuses for their laziness. But in truth, though Yang didn’t want to admit it, over the time they had spent together, his feelings towards the young emperor had undergone subtle changes. Yang now felt that if he left a record of Reinhard’s private words and actions for future researchers, he would be betraying his friend’s trust.
Yang noticed this change in himself on the first day of year 801 of the Universal Calendar.
Contrary to the imagination of the citizens of the empire, Yang had never tried to influence Reinhard’s views on the imperial system. The formal admiral, who was well-versed in history, knew that once one ascended to the highest position, it was nigh impossible to climb back down. Although there were some historical precedents for dictators transitioning their societies to democratic republicanism, the chance of success was so low that it could be likened to launching a military campaign with no hope of victory.
Yang Wen-li considered himself a man who did not fight losing battles, and so naturally he did not regard it as a virtue to engage in a struggle which one had no confidence of winning, and he would never encourage his friends to do so. Yang wanted to maintain the status quo so that the Ba‘alat Starzone and other autonomous regions would continue to exist as long as possible. With enough time, his long-term plans to spread democratic ideas would hopefully take root. He viewed this as a more realistic path than persuading the emperor to become a reformer.
But life never seemed to conform to expectations!

  

  

    
        Notes:

        
          Dear lord, proofreading this chapter was brutal. I tried my absolute best to be true to the source material, have each paragraph convey complex meaning, AND avoid being completely convoluted. Hopefully I succeeded, at least to some degree.
I was waiting for someone to confront Oberstein like this the entire time I watched the OVAs. He was constantly doing shady shit in the background but nothing much ever came of it. He also had some strong criticisms of Reinhard, but it never seemed like that went anywhere either... This is why we need fanfic.
The next chapter is longer and full of hijinks which may be hard to translate. Still want to finish it tomorrow if I can.
Translation notes:
-[1] I rewrote this sentence. The original is an idiom, 但龙有逆鳞. It means "dragons have reverse scales." Think of it like a shark: if you rub it one way, it's soft, but if you rub it the wrong way, it's rough. So it's saying that Reinhard has been lenient, but he's still able to be cutting if he needs to.
-[2] Not a huge deal, just thought my translation was kinda clunky. The original is 使皇朝血脉之树. It's likening a dynastic bloodline to a tree, basically. I wanted to keep the "tree" element 'cause it goes well with the verb "wither."

        

      







            

  


  

  
  
    Chapter Text

    Although he was still childish in certain ways, Reinhard was not a naive kid who was lacking in vigilance. On the contrary, he was a talented young man who, through his ambition and strength, had managed to seize the power of the Goldenbaum Dynasty, a feat that few people had dared to even dream of for centuries.
If Yang Wen-li had used their early conversations to preach to him about the virtues of democracy, Reinhard would have banished him to some distant location without any advice from his subordinates and ministers.
But Yang had never attempted this.
Even after the two of them began sharing a bed, a same-sex relationship so intimate that it was only surpassed by true homosexuality, Yang still did not make any efforts on this front.
Reinhard was actually surprised by this. But to Yang, it was only natural. He did not believe that his views were necessarily correct, nor did he seek to convince others to promote his interests.
Given Reinhard’s position, it was certainly true that, if he became a believer in democracy, he could push society in democratic directions, but doing so would create new dangers for him as an individual. And despite the fact that they slept together, Yang did not think he had much influence on Reinhard. Or to put it another way, Yang did not believe that he had the right to influence Reinhard’s political choices or personal trajectory.
Besides, if Reinhard was a person who could be persuaded by sex, a person who would change his political views to please his lover―if he was weak in character, lacking a strong will, firm beliefs, or confidence in his own judgment―he would not have been able to stand proudly at the pinnacle of human society at such a young age.
Yang Wen-li’s passive stance was criticized by later historians, but others appreciated his approach. After all, the end was good, so why be so invested in the means?
Yang had been living in the empire for almost half a year when, on the first day of year 801 of the Universal Calendar, he did something which could be considered active, even provocative.
But he regarded his initiative as a joke at the time.
On that day, Yang received a special gift, handed to him by Reinhard directly. The gift seemed to express goodwill and praise.
It was a historical novel, set in the AD Era on Terra. While it could not be considered a work of high literature, its exquisite binding and miraculous survival over the millenia made it valuable as a cultural relic, and so Reinhard believed that it was a worthy gift. After all, Yang’s love of history was well known to him. Since the book was written in ancient Chinese, now so rare that it was on the verge of becoming a dead language, Reinhard had no ability to read it, but he thought that as long as the gift was an antique history book[1], it would definitely please Yang.
However, when Yang received this New Year’s gift, he instantly sensed bad intentions and ridicule behind it.
The gifter had been worried that the title The Unofficial Biography of Yang Taizhen would be too obscure for Yang to recognize, so he had actually copied the title Song of Everlasting Regret [2] in Federation language on a blank page of the book.
“Ha, how flattering!” Yang happened to have read the history of the Tang Dynasty in China, and so he knew about the concubine accused of being a wicked beauty who led her country astray. Yang immediately perceived the true meaning of this gift. Although she had done nothing wrong, never even saying the wrong word, she had been called an evil witch and was charged with using sexual favors to mislead the emperor and bring disaster to the land. Yang was good tempered, yes, but he couldn’t help but feel a little annoyed.
However, if he pointed out Reinhard’s slight, he would be suspected of slandering the emperor. Perhaps the other man had even realized he had plausible deniability, and so dared to provoke his so-called “favored concubine”!
After coming to this conclusion, Yang thought up an excellent counter strategy.
“Reinhard!”
“What?”
“Lend me your neck!”
Yang motioned for the taller man to bend down, then he stood on his tiptoes, leaned into his neck, put his mouth to the skin, and kissed with all the suction force he could muster.
The warm, soft touch of the older man’s lips made the Golden Lion, who had never been in such intimate contact with another person, feel wonderful.
Although they had been sleeping in the same bed for several months, the two had never touched each other this way. They had no objection to each other’s embrace, but they also had no strong sexual desire for one another, as do men who are naturally attracted to the same sex. On Yang’s side, this might have been because his libido was lower than that of an ordinary person. In Reinhard’s case, although he was full of vitality, he had always resisted the pursuit of physical pleasure…
Yang examined the bright red kiss mark on Reinhard’s fair, delicate skin, first with satisfaction, then with regret. He had only thought to get revenge for the gift, but then he realized that such an amorous mark would set the innocent Reinhard up for misunderstandings―everyone would definitely think they’d had sex after this!
Unsure, the inexperienced young emperor asked, “What was that? Why did you kiss me?”
Yang could only smile awkwardly and try to play it off with a joke. “I’m only returning your New Year’s gift. Happy New Year, Reinhard.”
“A kiss in return?” Reinhard stroked the place where he’d been kissed, cheeks turning a light rosy color.
“Ah, yes, yes, I kissed you, because I like you! Anyway, since you’re the emperor, you have many events to attend on New Years. Don’t waste time sitting around here, go get to work!”
The Golden Lion was unceremoniously shoved out of his own bedroom and did as he was told, plunging into his busy day with no time to think about what had just happened.
The kiss mark on his neck was extremely eye-catching, but the imperial officials, who had long believed that Yang and the emperor were holding private festivities every night, only saw it as evidence that Yang was occasionally careless. The emperor, who was a virgin, did not realize what a kiss-induced bruise mark would mean to others.
However, as he crossed off one New Years event after the other and night began to approach, Reinhard found his thoughts wandering more and more.
Why had Yang kissed him that morning? Why had he said he “liked” him?
A healthy male adult had needs. So wouldn’t Yang have needs?
In the aftermath of the Reuenthal proposal incident, Reinhard now had an in-depth understanding of Alliance marriage and relationship customs. He knew that its adults considered it natural to practice bodily autonomy and sexual freedom. Therefore, they would not regard “chastity” and “physical purity” as important standards. To the men and women of the Alliance, it was legitimate for any adult to seek joy through voluntary sexual union. Yang’s father had married the widow of a soldier without a second thought, and she had given birth to Yang Wen-li before dying young. When it came to marriage, love, and sexual fulfillment, the people of the Alliance advocated for freedom, openness, and independence, rather than loyalty and exclusivity.
Reinhard knew that Yang admired and appreciated his appearance to a certain degree, and they slept together every night. He also knew that Yang had not exercised his physical desires in any way over the past few months. If Yang, who had normal needs, was enduring chastity out of respect for him, how should he now respond to Yang, who had clearly expressed his “like” today?
Could it be that his months of restful sleep had come at the expense of Yang’s patient self-restraint?
After thinking this through, Reinhard felt that if the situation was really as he imagined, he had been enjoying Yang’s sacrifice in ignorance and now owed him a great debt.
Perhaps he should give up his culture’s obsession with chastity and regard sex as pure enjoyment. As long as the act was done with mutual consent, he didn’t have to attach any special meaning to it.
In that case… He remembered the manual that the Ministry of Internal Affairs had drafted for him not so long ago.
So it was that Reinhard carefully reviewed and memorized the contents of the manual, and then, as night fell on New Year’s Day, 801 of the Universal Calendar, Year 3 of the New Imperial Calendar, he returned to the bedroom that he shared with Yang.
“Yang!”
“What is it?” Yang looked up from the book he was reading.
“Can I kiss you―embrace you?”
Having almost managed to forget the embarrassment of that morning, Yang stared at his bedmate, a little confused. He registered the beautiful face before him, made even more attractive by its blush. And the eye-catching hickey on the neck.
Yang suddenly recalled the thoughtless action he had taken that morning.
Oh, to Reinhard, who had lived a chaste life, kissing must be a very grand thing! Further, the people of the empire were far more concerned about active and passive roles in relationships than were people of the Alliance. Reinhard must have been waiting the whole day to try to balance the equation by initiating a kiss himself!
Yang couldn’t help feeling a bit guilty when he realized this, and hurried to give the Golden Lion permission. “Alright, come on then!”
As requested, a kiss fell softly on his lips.
Then it gradually deepened.
Yang was not a virgin, but he didn’t have much experience with kissing either. His decision to let Reinhard win a comeback victory made him let his guard down, and so, as the soft touch became deeper and deeper, as his breathing was captured by the rhythm of the kiss, his ability to think seemed to be affected…
Letting out his first moan, Yang found that he’d already been carried to the bed, and the Golden Lion’s front paws were caressing the sensitive skin of his waist, and exploring still further downwards.
Yang had never known that sensual touch could make people lose their self-control to this degree. Just the intertwining of lips and tongue, the brushing of skin on skin, made his whole body melt. He had never experienced anything like this in his limited sexual history. His body writhed under his partner’s teasing; he was unable to concentrate or think clearly. His whole being was slowly lost in increasingly violent pleasure.
Reinhard adhered to the manual’s instructions and methodically explored Yang’s erogenous zones.
To win this kind of battle, one must follow the proper steps and use the proper techniques to stimulate the proper body parts.
Thanks to the indulgent emperors of the Goldenbaum Dynasty, the Ministry of Internal Affairs was the proprietor of a technology unique in the entire galaxy. This technology could work miracles by accurately deducing the “perfect sex strategy” for any given individual, based on physiological data and medical exam results, without the need for actual sexual contact.
When used on a particular target, this sex strategy, perfectly tailored to their physique, would increase pleasure and stimulate their body until they were at the limit of ultimate sexual pleasure. The key principle was to turn the human body’s instinct to seek pleasure against it, disintegrating the will to resist.
This was the secret technique that generations of supreme rulers had used to triumph in bed.
And tonight, due to a variety of coincidences and more than one misunderstanding, it was used on the man known as the Magician.
Yang felt that his mind was in shambles. No, it was that his brain and most of his body had ceased to exist. Only his mouth, which was being kissed, and his lower body, which was being caressed, were floating in the sea of perception.
Since his injury, Yang was much weaker physically than he’d been before. Even after recuperating in the palace for so long, his physique was still thin. Such a thin figure seemed particularly unable to withstand teasing. He twisted his waist involuntarily, trying to escape the intense stimulation he was receiving from the lion’s claws. What he didn’t know was that his trembling and flushed body invited further invasion from the emperor.
Reinhard moved his lips to Yang’s earlobes and neck, nibbling gently according to the manual’s instructions. He was holding Yang’s erection; its hot and swollen length rubbed his palm softly as its owner’s body shook. His flexible fingers began to trace an outline around the head, pawing and teasing, and Yang’s breath caught.
“Rei―Reinhard!” Yang’s body was tender, fresh, and easily defeated. With just a few moves, he was brought to the edge of consciousness by intense pleasure, calling out Reinhard’s name in sobs.
It was the first time Reinhard had done this, and quick-thinking though he was, he couldn’t help but panic. He’d lost control of his hands, gone too far, and caused Yang to ejaculate.
The Magician’s face was flushed, thick black hair clinging to his forehead. His breathing was erratic, and his limp body was splayed out across pillows like he had no bones. There were tears in the corners of his eyes, and his lips were red and pouted slightly from all the kissing. Tea stains could be spotted on the collar of his shirt. Between his shirt and his pants, which were halfway off him, there was the pinkish skin of his thighs, his black pubic hair, and the dark pink of his now-flaccid penis, which Reinhard still held in his jade-white hand.
Yang wrinkled his forehead, wearing an expression that was a little confused yet at the same time indescribably happy. In this trance of pleasure, Yang was really cute and attractive…
Reinhard knew that his campaign had not been perfect, but Yang’s reaction made him certain that he had brought his partner great satisfaction.
He moved back and unbuttoned Yang’s shirt, which was a crumpled mess, and pulled off his old, ivory-white Alliance military pants, which before he had only opened, and threw them onto the carpet.
Now wearing only half a shirt, Yang’s thin chest and slender waist were exposed, his legs were spread open weakly, and his privates were exposed to the open air. Half-closing his eyes, he sank into the soft silk of the sheets, gasping. He couldn’t speak; he could only produce a few meaningless syllables. His words had left him, and his mind had not yet recovered from his body’s violent eruption.
Reinhard took off his own obstructive clothes. Perhaps he really had been blessed by the god of beauty. In addition to his exquisite and beautiful face, he had a proportionate body that would drive sculptors crazy. Shoulders, chest, waist, legs, Reinhard’s body was more slender and angular than a boy, and his musculature was slightly smoother. Coupled with his flawless complexion, his beauty could only be called angelic.
The perfection of this naked body caught Yang’s attention, and, giddy as he was, he couldn’t help but be enraptured. In a daze, he raised his hand, wanting to touch this god-like illusion.
His confused gesture was taken as a request for further exploration. Reinhard kneeled down between Yang’s legs and began to lick and kiss the small dogwood flowers on his chest. According to the manual, this sensitive area also needed attention.
Yang’s body, which had just experienced orgasm, was incredibly sensitive. He let out a sob and involuntarily thrust his waist upward. Reinhard caught his buttocks in his hands, loving their supple, plump quality. But satisfying Yang was more important than satisfying himself. From the bedside table, Reinhard picked up the lubricating ointment which had long since been prepared and poured it onto Yang’s warm entryway with no hesitation.
This was another technical achievement of the Ministry of Internal Affairs in the domain of human engineering. The ointment provided perfect lubrication and was also a moderate aphrodisiac, offsetting any possible discomfort caused by insertion of foreign objects. Reinhard fingered the hole’s soft wrinkles, slowly sliding in, exploring and applying gentle pressure. Making careful observations and tests, he used Yang’s low cries to pinpoint the location where his offensive should be focused.
One finger, then another, slid in.
The folds of skin were slowly but surely stretched open, and the opening became increasingly pink, signaling welcome.
The inner walls absorbed the lubricant’s drug; they became slippery, allowing the dexterous explorer full entry.
Unable to bear it, Yang let out a deep moan. He was fully aroused once again, and his most sensitive passage was drenched in ointment. Just the slightest force from the fingertips inside his body could start a tide of passion that washed away his consciousness.
Yang’s erection trembled and let out drops of crystal, indicating that he’d been teased to the point losing awareness of the world around him.
Then Reinhard put himself inside.
Yang was fully prepared, and the feeling of being accepted and enveloped made Reinhard, who was tasting love for the first time, sigh in satisfaction. But he did not forget his mission. Adjusting his angle as gently as possible, he sprinted towards his intended goal.
It was a sweet and gentle rush, yet it was incredibly fierce.
Yang had no idea how he’d fallen into this situation. He only knew that the sudden emptiness in his body had been filled by a warm, sweet, numbing force.
He had never had such an intense, terrifying experience. Each thrust brought an explosion of bliss. Waves of electricity swept from his lower body up his spine. There seemed to be no end to the pleasure. Every time he thought he had reached his limit, the scorching brand within him would send him even further. Yang felt that every ounce of energy and every drop of water in him had been squeezed out. His body was floating, like it was drifting in the sea and flying in the sky all at once.
All he could do was shake his head in bewilderment, calling out Reinhard’s name over and over again, not even knowing if he was asking for more or begging for mercy.
The sounds of flesh on flesh, the sounds of slick fluids―he couldn’t comprehend them.
Until finally, he found a word, a way to express himself: “Enough, enough… Reinhard… Ah―!”
The sublime torture finally stopped, at least for the moment.
Reinhard picked up his limp partner and kissed him again on the corners of his eyes and lips. He felt that he was not yet satisfied. But seeing Yang’s exhaustion, he couldn’t ignore his pleas. He had no choice but to carry Yang to the bathroom. Yang was only semi-conscious, but Reinhard helped him to clean and bathe with one hand, and with the other, he covered Yang’s weak hand and held it. Thus, he took care of them both.

  

  

    
        Notes:

        
          So............. yeah!
Translation notes:
-[1] I had absolutely no idea what one of the phrases used in this section was supposed to mean. It was E式文字. Yes, the Latin letter "E" was in there. The characters refer to text and style, so I guess it should be "E-style text"? Shrug.***Update, based on the comment from AO3 user Sdinky, E-type comes from the LOGH books and refers to “eastern style.” People whose surnames are placed first in their names have “E-type” names.
-[2] Okay, history lesson. Yang Yuhuan (also known as Imperial Consort Yang and Yang Taizhen) was the historical figure featured in the book Reinhard gave Yang. Considered one of the Four Great Beauties of ancient China, she was the concubine of Emperor Xuanzong of Tang, who was deeply enamored with her. The many years they spent together were disrupted by the An Lushan Rebellion, one of the bloodiest conflicts in history to this day. The emperor and his retinue were forced to flee the capital. However, as time wore on, the imperial guards, along with certain generals and emissaries, became discontented. They were hungry and unhappy with Yang Yuhuan's cousin, Yang Guozhong. After the guards killed Yang Guozhong, the emperor was unsure what to do, and was urged to sacrifice Yang Yuhuan as well to pacify his troops. He refused at first, but eventually agreed to force her to commit suicide. (Fun fact, I was studying this historical period at the same time I was first watching the LOGH OVAs!)
This story is very famous in China and elsewhere. The tragedy of Yang Yuhuan and Xuanzong was captured in 長恨歌, the Song of Everlasting Regret, a long form poem written in 809AD. It is still being adapted to this day, and every school kid in China knows it. I believe the version that Reinhard gave to Yang is the one by Yue Shi.
So, here's what happened in the fic.
Reinhard: Wow, cool old book. Yang will love this :)
Yang: Is he calling me his tragic mistress?????

        

      







            

  


  

  
  
    Chapter Text

    That night was Reinhard’s first time.
From then on, he understood why humans had been praising love for thousands of years… Yes, after experiencing it for himself, he could confirm that there was a true difference between sex and love. Love was entirely different from erotic dreams and masturbation. It was not simple physical pleasure.
When he had the Magician, whom he had never been able to defeat on the battlefield, completely in his hands, he lost his desire to conquer and only wanted to cherish him―he wanted him to be happy, and to be the cause of that happiness. When Yang was unable to control himself and completely dependent on him, what Reinhard wanted to do was not to exploit him, not to force him to beg for mercy, but to carry him to the top of the highest mountain so that he could enjoy the most stunning scenery imaginable. If Yang Wen-li’s body was an instrument whose lovely music even he had never heard, he wanted to use his own hands to allow Yang to play the most beautiful melody in the world.
Because of this person, he became unlike himself.
Because of this person, he became a richer version of himself.
Beyond the desire to plunder, he desired to give. Beyond longing for victory, he longed for joy.
—
A person who valued self-knowledge and self-control would invariably panic on discovering that his self-possession could be completely destroyed by someone else.
Yang, who’d passed out from exhaustion, did not wake up until afternoon the next day. The instant he opened his eyes, a tide of memories from the night before flooded into his mind. He huddled into the quilt in distress, not wanting to face what had happened.
How disgraceful! He’d been fucked so hard he couldn’t even speak!
Why was Reinhard, a novice, so good in bed?
Their agreement had been for a kiss, so why had it gone all the way to completion?
Yang was clearly the experienced one out of the two of them, and thus should have been able to control the progress and rhythm, so why had he lost himself? Why had his body betrayed him after being touched a few times by an inexperienced kid?
Although Yang had read books describing love affairs and had had more than one sexual encounter before this, his knowledge and imagination in this arena were rather limited. He had never considered that the Ministry of Internal Affairs had any bizarre capabilities, only knowing that they would collect and present beauties to the emperor. Thus, he was forced to attribute last night's loss of control to his physical weakness and how long it’d been since he’d last had sex.
After carefully thinking over the conversation they’d had beforehand, he realized the cause of the misunderstanding.
“Kiss” was clear enough in meaning, but “embrace” must have been referring to something more. Over the time they’d spent together, Reinhard had never done anything untoward, and when Yang had asked, he’d admitted that he was still a virgin. So when Yang received a request for a “kiss” and “embrace,” he had assumed that Reinhard was only asking for a simple kiss, and by saying yes, he would be repaying him for abruptly kissing him that morning.
When kissing, one couldn’t speak.
His long-neglected body had been aroused far too quickly by Reinhard’s unexpectedly skilled ministrations. Just when he’d realized through his confusion that something was wrong, his pants had been half removed. Then he’d been jerked off. Then stripped naked, drenched in lube, and given a prostate massage! Then he’d been fucked so hard that his intestines and brain melted together!
Who could retain the ability to speak in that situation!
In the heat of the moment, he’d missed one opportunity after another to call for a ceasefire, and Reinhard, who’d thought he had permission, took his “kiss” as far as he possibly could!
No, this misunderstanding must be resolved. Reinhard must not be allowed to think that he’d turned him into a homosexual.
Six months of close contact had Yang convinced that Reinhard was by no means a natural lover of men. In Yang’s view, Reinhard’s innate sexual orientation was probably asexual or frigid. For a person who was not a homosexual to turn gay after sharing a bed with him for just a few months… Yang felt that he must have done something wrong.
His sense of responsibility forced him to overcome his shame and crawl out of bed. That slight movement made the physical reality of the night’s passion all the more real to him. He was not energetic to begin with, and he’d used up a year’s worth of energy last night. Not only were his legs weak and his waist sore[1], but the room started to spin as soon as he tried to stand upright.
Yang reluctantly hobbled to the bathroom to address his dehydration, then slowly staggered back to the bedroom, holding onto the wall for support. The enormous bed was right there, but he didn’t know if he had the strength to reach it.

  God, I was so fucked by that blond boy!

In his heart, Yang let out a silent wail. This was his own fault. He shouldn’t have made that joke, then the misunderstanding never would have happened. Although he’d had an unforgettable sexual experience, he wasn’t sure his body would ever recover!
—
Reinhard spent the morning and most of the afternoon hurriedly handling his most urgent business, then rushed back to the bedroom. The manual stated that after the first time, he should be by his lover’s side as he woke up to strengthen their emotional bond and increase the pleasure of future intercourse.
He had not forgotten his sister’s instructions: “Reinhard, there is only one thing I would ask of you. All I want is for you to be happy! Please make good use of the freedom to love and be loved!” Those were his sister’s words.
After losing Kircheis, his sister had given up hope of finding happiness in love, instead placing all her hopes with him.
Yes, after all their sacrifices, there must be some reward! His sister and Kircheis could no longer compose the music of love together in this life. If Reinhard had someone he loved, who accepted him for who he was, but he didn’t fight for him, then not one of those three children whose happiness had been stolen by Friedrich IV would be able to get that happiness back. Wouldn’t that mean that their struggle, which from the beginning was intended to regain their freedom to love, had ultimately failed?
Opening the door of the bedroom, he immediately located Yang, who was teetering on the edge of a fall.
He ran forward and caught his lover’s body delicately. He couldn’t help himself and immediately took Yang into his arms so that the curves of their bodies fit together as much as possible. One night of passion was enough; he had tasted the sweetness of love. Yang’s body was no longer just a security blanket or a tool to stave off nighttime loneliness, but also the source of his happiness.
With their waists pressed together, groin to buttocks, Yang found himself blushing. His soft pajamas weren’t much of a barrier, so the close contact made him aware of Reinhard’s eagerness. To his chagrin, he found that “the whole body may be soft, but one place will be hard.”[2]
“Reinhard, I need to tell you something.” His voice, which was usually soft and lazy, today was somewhat ambivalent.
The young emperor brought them over to the sofa by the window, arranging them so his lover was sitting on his lap. The curtains opened automatically, allowing the afternoon sunlight to shine on their faces.
Yang wavered, feeling that his next words would be particularly unconvincing in this posture. But he really was not able to stand up. What was worse, his attempts to move amounted to grinding in place, which had the opposite effect to his intention. The royal weapon pressed against his buttocks became that much more uncomfortable.
He had no choice but to sit limply in Reinhard’s arms and initiate a serious discussion.
“You misunderstood me last night. When I said yes, I meant that you could give me a kiss mark in return, not that I would have that kind of relationship with you.”
Reinhard’s whole body stiffened in an instant.
“I’m sorry, it’s all my fault. I caused a misunderstanding… and I didn’t stop you in time… I’m older than you and have more experience, so I should take responsibility,” Yang apologized, finding it difficult to breathe.
“By take responsibility, do you mean you’re willing to marry me?”
Huh? What? What was this leap of logic?
Yang was speechless, having no idea how to answer, and Reinhard took the opportunity to put his mouth to Yang’s earlobe, licking with relish. Last night’s passion had left Yang with instinctive reactions. He felt his mind start to wander again, and a certain body part moved against his will. He hurried to put a stop to this. “No, no! Let go!”
But Reinhard sensed his body’s honesty and held him in confusion.
“Let―let me go!” Yang was on the verge of tears. His face flushed, he turned to glare at the overly energetic lion. “Let go! I’m telling you that I don’t want to have sex!”
Reinhard was indignant. “You obviously enjoyed yourself last night, and I did my best to give you a good experience…” He reluctantly let go of the shaft he’d taken a hold of. “Even now, your body is enjoying itself. Don’t you want to be with me? I thought it was the custom of the Alliance that two adults can share the joy of love together, so long as they both consent to do so?”
Yang’s head started to hurt. “I didn’t consent last night, I thought you just wanted a kiss, but you kept kissing me… It has to be because I haven’t done it in so long. When you kissed me, embraced me, touched me, I lost control and just enjoyed it in the moment!”
With keen logic, Reinhard pointed out the error in his words. “That means you were unwilling at the start but became willing later!”
“You can’t calculate things that way.” Yang felt like climbing the walls.[3] “Your technique was so good that I got confused! You almost fucked me to death, so I couldn’t tell you that I didn’t want to be with you. But I still don’t want to, don’t want to, I absolutely don’t want to!”
“Why don’t you want to? I―I like you, I love you, I want to marry you, I want to be with you every night…” Reinhard tried appealing to emotion and reason, even confessing his own feelings.
“I will die! I will go down in history for dying in the emperor’s bed,” Yang interrupted in frustration. “Don’t you see that my physical strength is lacking? Every night! Maybe you can manage that, but I can’t.”
Reinhard suddenly realized something. “Are you feeling weak all over, with a sore waist and shaky legs?”
“Yes! My old arms, legs, and waist can’t stand your torment! I’m nine years older than you, a full nine years! Reinhard, I am already a middle-aged man who will soon grow old! I will be white-haired and wrinkled, and you’ll lose your appetite when you see me and be unable to eat!”
“Your constant weakness is a symptom of low blood sugar. You used up a lot of energy last night and haven’t had a meal. Isn’t this a habit of yours, like when you forgot to eat because you were busy reading books?”
“...” Yang just stared back blankly.
Reinhard’s tone was so gentle it could be called coaxing. “I’ll call someone to bring you food right away. From now on, I’ll hold back and won’t overwhelm you. Is three times a week alright? Or just two?”
Yang had never seen Reinhard so serious, so willing to let go of all his reserve and pride, sincerely pursuing his desired lover. To such sincerity, he could only respond with sincerity of his own. He fell silent, then tried to open his heart so Reinhard could see his feelings clearly. “No. There was nothing between us before, so it didn’t matter if people misunderstood our relationship. But now that there really is something, I―I have to stand firm on this front. I did enjoy being with you. If I indulged my desires, I could easily fall in love with you. Reinhard, I like you a great deal now, maybe too much. But you are the emperor after all. I don’t want to go from being your guest, your equal friend, to the trophy you conquered in bed.”
Yang’s voice grew weaker and weaker, but his words still held their meaning, cold and hard as ice, burning his tongue and sticking in his throat. “Reinhard, let’s go back to where we started, to before last night, or back to when I first arrived on Fezzan. That would be the correct path for you, me, and the empire.”
The correct path.
Wasn’t that what Oberstein always liked to say?
Reinhard could still feel how attached Yang’s body was to him. After finishing his rejection, Yang seemed to be too tired to bear it anymore. He put his forehead on Reinhard’s shoulder, remaining in this intimate position, at such a close distance.
So decisive, yet so lingering.[4]
So lingering, yet so decisive.
Was “correctness” bought at the price of their freedom to love and be loved?
“But I love you, Yang Wen-li. If you want to kiss me, my lips are here. If you want to embrace me, my body is here. You must hear me when I say that I love you.” It was often said that Reinhard’s voice was clear as crystal. But now, every word he said spoke to his brokenness.

  

  

    
        Notes:

        
          One of the reasons I like Reinhard and Yang's (potential) dynamic, "ship" or no, is that they really are mismatched. More than anything, I find it hilarious. It feels like they're two characters who shouldn't even exist in the same work. This fic really captures that, like, I know this chapter is angsty, but it's so funny to me that Reinhard was running around like "I must get home to my lover, as the How To Have Sex Manual ordained" while Yang was having an existential crisis. He's just not cut out for yaoi, folks.
Translation notes:
-[1] Didn't note this last chapter, but what I'm translating as "waist," 腰, actually means something more like "middle." The mid-area of the body.
-[2] Characters here were 全身都软只有一个地方会硬. Didn't really know how to incorporate this. I'm not sure how common this phrase is as a whole, but 个地方会硬 is pretty common in erotic writing. Probably used as a dirty joke as well.
-[3] The original said that Yang wanted to scratch (挠) the wall but couldn't. I thought climbing the walls was a fitting expression.
-[4] The characters for lingering were 缠绵. They can refer a variety of things, most notably those last moments lovers cling to before they have to part. I didn't like "so lingering" as a phrase but I couldn't think of a better option.

        

      







            

  


  

  
  
    Chapter Text

    It wasn’t that Reinhard didn’t understand what Yang was worried about.
After the peace talks, Yang had come to the empire as a guest. This designation cleverly avoided the question of submission; Yang’s answer to this question had already been clearly established during their first meeting at Vermillion.
Although he was on Fezzan, Yang, who had fought until the bitter end to protect democracy and had successfully established autonomy for half the planets in the territory, was very popular in the former Alliance.
He regarded as the banner of the people[1], a spiritual leader[2] and symbol of perseverance.
Yang had never intended to attain such a status, and had no interest in maintaining it, but he was also unwilling to let his people, who had lost their independence, fall into spiritual darkness because he, as their banner, allowed himself to be knocked down. Perhaps refusing to submit was, in Yang’s view, the final responsibility he had to his former comrades.
Although there had long been rumors that Reinhard and Yang were a couple, there had been a distance between those rumors and the truth. If they weren’t actually in a relationship, Yang could stand up and refute the rumors at any time. But if they began a relationship, the situation was entirely different.
In the imperial tradition, men who had sex with the emperor were called male favorites. These faceless men were of a lowly status comparable to sex slaves. If the two of them crossed the line into full sexual intimacy and this was publicly confirmed, as Yang said, he would inevitably be seen as “a trophy the emperor conquered in bed.” In order to correct this misunderstanding and compel the people to respect Yang, Reinhard could only bestow him with a sufficiently high status.
But there was a problem with this. Whether the title was honorary or gave him a real position, it would break Yang’s non-submission stance, and he would never accept it.
What lay between them was a complex political issue.
However, in the imperial system, the one married to the emperor held a status that was infinitesimally close to that of an equal. In the event of childlessness, the imperial consort had the right of inheritance. With the emperor’s permission or due to the emperor’s incapacity, the imperial consort could act on his behalf. If Yang would agree to marriage, he could use his status as imperial consort to protect the autonomous planets and ensure the future of democratic ideals.

  Isn’t this benefit enough to make you let go of your “banner”?


  I am the emperor, but for the sake of our love, I am willing to promise to share my crown and throne with you. Isn’t my good faith enough for you to break your insistence on “not submitting”?

In the end, with the reserve of an emperor, Reinhard was not willing to force his lover, nor willing to beg for reprieve to get what he wanted. He thought about separating from Yang for a while so that both sides could have the space to think clearly.
But after spending months with him, he knew Yang Wen-li well.
Yang was not very good at staying alive. It was common for him to forget to eat when engrossed in reading. He was somewhat hypotensive and had a habit of staying in bed in the morning. He was also very lazy and did not like to exercise. If there was no one around to take care of him, he would not even maintain the daily routine of work and rest…
Reinhard was certain that it was too dangerous to leave him alone.
As a result of a compromise between their respective positions, they really did return to the relationship they’d had before that night.
They still slept in the same bed, but the atmosphere was much more awkward than before. Looking guilty, Yang would settle down to sleep in the warm and familiar embrace, and the unsatisfied young emperor would have to use his strong willpower to endure the torment of “seeing but not eating.”
Reinhard swore that, if Yang did not give in first, he would never speak to him again.
But Yang also seemed determined to make his position clear through silence.
Thus, the Galactic Emperor and the wise former general of the Alliance ushered in the first cold war of their common lives.
—
The deadlock between the two was broken half a month later by a package, belatedly delivered to Yang after repeated inspections by the security department.
It was a test file of the latest large-scale space battle simulation game sent by Alex Cazerne, Chairman of the Former Alliance Veterans Welfare Foundation, former Administer of Iserlohn Fortress, and Yang’s senior.
“Yang, liven up and fill out this evaluative questionnaire for me! The ‘Magician’ certification is the focus of our next marketing promotion. Write down any thoughts on the combat power settings. In addition, we need you to do a hundred clearance tests of the copy. Don’t get lazy! Whether you can get the full amount of the veterans’ special allowance when you come back from Fezzan depends on the market recognition of this game!” The voice coming from the holographic projection made the black-haired man smile in nostalgia.
When he put the game chip into the machine, the projection room filled with familiar sights and sounds.
The first scene of the three-dimensional virtual game was the bridge of Yang’s flagship Hyperion.
This battle simulation game reproduced reality to a remarkable degree. Since most of its developers were real life military technicians, the characteristics and technical requirements of space combat were fully incorporated. In the current beta version, the player took on the position that Yang had had in the 13th Fleet: the Fleet Commander.
For Yang, trying out the game was like reliving those colorful years.
Yang’s former adjutant, Miss Frederica Greenhill, who had a perfect memory, must have played an important role in the production of the game. Its scenes contained details which were based on real events that happened during that time.
For example, Julian serving steaming black tea to Yang between battles. Or Schönkopf, pacing like a wild tiger not far behind. And Attenborough, making aggressive combat suggestions through the communications channel.
Although all of this was a play of sound and image which could only fool the mind, Yang still felt a warmth, as if he’d returned to his hometown.
Perhaps because the development team had worried about arousing resentment, none of the enemy fleets were existing ones from the new empire; instead the ships were modeled on the old designs of the Goldenbaum Dynasty.
Yang stepped back and ran through the personnel before him: Merkatz, Murai, Schönkopf, Julian Mintz, Machungo, Frederica Greenhill, and Patrichev.
Although outsiders would never know, he remembered that these were the people surrounding him on the Hyperion bridge during the Battle of Vermillion.
The monitor’s voice sounded, saying something or other, but Yang didn’t pay attention. He was testing the lowest difficulty setting of the game at the moment. As long as he defeated weaker enemies, he could go up a level. This was just an introductory stage designed for beginners, so Yang wanted to see what would happen if he lost.
With no need to worry about shedding real blood, Yang admitted that he was curious to see the different ways the war could develop and the various plotlines that would follow. Although Yang didn’t like war, he had unmatched tactical skill. Perhaps this was a joke the god of fate played on this man who didn’t regard laziness as a vice.
After moving all the accompanying troops away from the flagship, restraining the automatic fire of his ship and friendly forces, and removing his energy shield, Yang waited for a while as the enemy troops defeated the Hyperion’s defenses with weak firepower and outdated technology.
Accompanied by majestic and exciting background music, darkness descended, which meant that the flagship was destroyed and the commander was dead.
In this first section of the battle simulation game, the Alliance’s wisest general, the undefeated Magician, had fought hard to undermine his own overwhelming advantage, achieving a miraculous defeat.
“It doesn’t matter if we lose battle after battle, so long as we’re still alive.” Julian’s voice suddenly rung out in the darkness.
“If you lose, you lose, so what?” This was Attenborough.
“Even if democracy is gone, it’ll be okay. I’m just happy to be able to lie in bed and fall asleep reading a book.” Frederica.
“It’s easy for the survivors to speak ill of those who have fallen.”[3] Olivier Poplin.
Along with these familiar voices, holographic images of the speakers also flashed one by one before Yang’s eyes.
From Murai to Baghdash, from Schönkopf to Merkatz, everyone had left a message for the “defeated Yang Wen-li.”
Yang knew this was probably a so-called “game easter egg.”
And he was already in tears.
—
This was the first time Reinhard had ever seen Yang cry.
Not counting the purely physiological tears from that night.
He’d been attracted by the report that “Mr. Yang is trying out a large-scale space battle simulation game.” When he entered the projection room, the sound and visual effects had finished playing. The default screensaver was a panoramic view of the Milky Way. In the dim light of slowly rotating stars, Yang’s tears were flowing silently.
Reinhard’s built up anger suddenly melted away.

  This man is so stupid, why would I ever argue with such a person?

He walked up, hugged him, and was the first to break the silence. “This is the game you helped make?
“Yeah!” Yang nodded and wiped his cheeks. “Do you want to try it?”
Reinhard’s involvement in the project was unplanned for. To capture all his comments, the questionnaire would have had to be ten times as long. Yang glared as the Golden Lion immediately started complaining “Why is there no Brünhild” and then hurried to record the outcome of Yang’s “test experience.” Any sentimental emotions were soon forgotten.
“Is this your Hyperion? Isn’t it a little too plain?”
“They’re using outdated ships to represent our side!”
“Why is there no two-player battle function? Can we only fight the system? How can the two of us play each other?”
Who could have imagined the emperor would instantly become an obsessive gamer?[4] Yang could only answer the questions one by one.
“We only have data and pictures for Hyperion. The production staff don’t have information on Brünhild, so of course they can’t reproduce it.”
“This game is not intended to train players to learn how to fight the imperial army. Why would they use warships from the new empire as fictional enemies?”
“If the flagship is too impressive, what if we’re so busy sitting around admiring it that we forget to do anything?”
“The two-player battle function will be made available in the next version. There’s only so much funding and so many developers. These things take longer than you’d expect! Once my senior sends the next beta version, we should be able to play two-player games.”
Reinhard had to play every single level before he would leave the projection room, and even then, he was still not satisfied.
“Please ask for me if your senior’s game company is willing to accept my investment.”
“Reinhard!” Yang wasn’t sure whether to laugh or cry, and reminded him, “I told you that the purpose of developing these games is to pass on the knowledge and ability to resist the empire. You can’t support us enthusiastically like a republican would, right?”
“If an emperor can be defeated because people learned how to fight him from games, then it’s natural that his weak empire would be overthrown. Since playing games won’t teach anyone to defeat me, what does it matter how fast and well they are developed?” Reinhard’s icy blue eyes sparkled. “Ask your senior to send someone to Brünhild to capture its interior! I want to play a reproduction of a battle between Brünhild and Hyperion! Also, I want to try the other games you’ve mentioned. Who can I play in the physical combat sim? Who do I raise in the development game?”[5]
“Ah, the first opponent in the physical combat sim was originally supposed to be me. My senior said that to boost the player’s confidence, it would make sense to let them defeat a famous but weak opponent first. But the team didn’t get the chance to collect my physical data, so they must have chosen someone else. I suggested that the player raise Julian in the development game, and my senior said that raising me would also work. Either way, I authorized Julian to sign all the privacy release forms for the game on my behalf. If you want to try it, we can ask them to send the latest version of the game.”
Reinhard suddenly asked, “Yang, have you handed over everything you have, everything you are, to support this project?”[6] 
If the long-term plan to help players grasp the ideas and practices of democracy through gameplay was to be successful, Yang Wen-li, who played an important role in the games, must maintain his image as the banner bearer of democracy. Therefore, it was understandable that he could not waver in his position.
Reinhard had not disliked this plan in the past, because in his view, while it was feasible to convey ideas through games, the method was unreliable. There were countless games on the market. The games produced by the Yang fleet would not reach every citizen of the empire, and most players only wanted entertainment. No matter how sophisticated and inspiring a game was, how many people would connect it to real life?
Maybe games were indeed better than books at conveying the essence of democracy, but since freedom of the press had been established by the new empire, even books promoting democracy could be published freely. Why would games be censored any more harshly?
However, if it was because of this plan, the existence of these games, that Yang could not accept him, then…
Yang scratched his head and answered Reinhard’s question without any sense of crisis. “Probably, except for the part of me that's in front of you.”

  

  

    
        Notes:

        
          This chapter made me realize that Yang never once cried in all of LOGH. Glad he got a moment of catharsis here.
Translation notes:
-[1] I wrote "banner of the people," but it could also be "banner of democracy." This is a good place to discuss the meaning of "democracy" in China. The characters are 民翥. 民, min, means "people" and 翥, zhu, means "rule." So it's "people's rule." This concept may be different than what you or I think of as democracy. I’ve actually seen it suggested that Julian’s surname “Mintz” is meant to be a reference to minzhu. I think it’s unlikely but the word is also used in Japan. The article "Democracy or Minzhu: The Challenge of Western versus East Asian Notions of Good Government" describes the history of the term if you can get access to it.
-[2] I struggled with "spiritual leader.” This is not saying that Yang is a religious figure, just that he represents the people's collective spirits. I spent way too long trying to find a better way to phrase this.
-[3] What Poplin said was more along the lines of “Speaking ill of the dead is a privilege of the living.” I think what he means is that it’s not fair to criticize the defeated because you don’t actually know if you would have done better.
-[4] The original called Reinhard a "game child" lol.
-[5] "Development" just refers to a game where you train/take care of a character. I think Pokemon would count as a development game.
-[6] Something I couldn't find a way to capture: when Reinhard mentions Yang's plan in this chapter, he calls it 火种计划. This could be literally translated as "kindling plan." The metaphor is that Yang's plan will help to spark future change.

        

      







            

  


  

  
  
    Chapter Text

    “This part of you.” Reinhard stared at the black-haired man. So in Yang’s mind, the person standing in front of him was only a fraction of who he really was.
And was it “part of Yang Wen-li” that Reinhard loved, or “all of Yang Wen-li”?
If he wanted to have “all of Yang Wen-li,” then did he need to recover the parts of him that he’d sacrificed for democracy from Heinessen and the rest of the galaxy?
His thoughts seemed to be wandering in strange directions. Reinhard collected himself, and suddenly, he had a flash of insight which gathered all his doubts into one question: “Is this why you don’t want to marry me and be named the imperial consort or a prince of the empire?”
“No.” Yang didn’t know how to express himself in a way that would avoid misunderstanding. He had never liked to persuade people who disagreed with him, but he couldn’t afford the consequences of allowing their miscommunication to continue.
After hesitating for a long time, he finally had his thoughts in order and began slowly: “My so-called ‘handing over’ of everything is actually just me authorizing my compatriots to use some of my personal assets as they need―patents for my image and work, nothing too special. We’re trying to take advantage of people’s desire to peer into the lives of public figures. Reinhard, the truth is, I just don’t want to marry an emperor. I’m sorry. I know this is hard for you. But to me, becoming an emperor’s consort is unimaginable, unacceptable, even if that emperor is you…”
His words were interrupted.
“I didn’t know you were so obsessed with fame! So you think that your celebrity is more powerful than a substantial position? If you became the imperial consort, wouldn’t it be easier for you to achieve your goals and carry out your plan?” By the end of these questions, Reinhard couldn’t stop himself from roaring.
“I’m sorry…”
“Don’t apologize, tell me why you can’t accept everything that I offer you!”
Yang stared at the young man for a long time, then spoke again. “Reinhard, if I wanted to become a tyrant[1], I could have ignored the ceasefire order at Vermillion. Given my decision then, you should know that I do not want to achieve my dream by sharing in your power. What I want is personal freedom―not even the freedom of all humanity, but my own freedom. In the end, when everything else is stripped away, we abandon all flags and fight for personal happiness. I fight for freedom because I cannot be happy without it, and I insist on democracy because it is the least adverse way to protect the freedom I want. I hope that you understand, but you have the right not to understand. It’s just that I―I can’t live in a way that is antithetical to me. Whether it be laziness or selfishness, this is just the way I am. Reinhard, I am not sacrificing myself for democracy, I am simply taking the only path that feels right to me. You are the same: you also refuse to bend on certain matters.”
Yang’s dark gaze stared directly into the emperor’s icy eyes. “Could you accept becoming a figure like Rudolf the Great or Friedrich IV? If you can only accept being the kind of person you want to be, then why is it so surprising that I cannot tolerate the idea of ‘Imperial Consort Yang Wen-li’?”
Now it was Reinhard’s turn to be speechless.
Yes, he could never allow himself to become the kind of person Yang mentioned. Although he was also an emperor, holding the same power as those men, he would never allow himself to be corrupted to such an extent! Like Rudolf the Great, intoxicating himself on vainglorious boasting, or like Friedrich IV, contenting himself with court intrigue and beautiful women. To Reinhard, these things were not enticements, but offenses.
Reinhard found it natural to stick to this position, and he would never give it up. He finally understood what Yang meant―everyone had their own bottom line, and if that line were crossed, it would constitute a spiritual death. Even the cost of physical death was preferable to this spiritual death, let alone smaller prices.
The positions they held were inherent to who they were, so they could not convince each other to give them up. Regardless, their feelings for each other were real. Would the happiness that could be seen just on the horizon be lost due to their differing political commitments?
Reinhard couldn’t accept that.
He reluctantly turned to his last resort. “What if I ask you to stay with me just as a lover? You will face suspicion and accusations, and perhaps your image as the banner of democracy will be damaged. I know it’s unfair to you, but―”
His lips were sealed with a kiss.
“Reinhard.” Yang took a step back, a warm light in his eyes. “If you promise that you will never force me… I am willing to stay until you have to let me go.”
An imperial system could not tolerate such a presence at the emperor’s side.
Yang sighed, knowing that acting on his emotions this way would put him in a dangerous situation. There would be many among the democrats who would view him as a traitor, and there would be countless people in the empire who would seek to “clean house” for the emperor.[2] Reinhard himself would probably give up his current obsession when he realized that such an unknown element was irreconcilable with the imperial system. However, even if that was the case, he couldn’t bear to let go; he wanted to be willful for once.
Everyone should seize their own star, even if that star was an ill omen.
It was precisely because he foresaw a bleak future that he wanted to hold on to what he could now, before the sandcastle he built was destroyed by the oncoming tide.
Reinhard would eventually have to marry and have children for the stability of the empire, but in the meantime, he might be able to linger and act on his desires. Since the heavens had allowed Yang to survive the Leda II tragedy and had given him the time he needed to put his plan into motion, it would probably not be too much to ask for a few years of love as a reward for working overtime.
—
Time passed like running water.
Springtime on Fezzan, marked by the blooming of the palace's famous flowers, grew ever more beautiful and extravagant.
Admiral Yang Wen-li, who had been living in seclusion, protected by security measures even stricter than those for the emperor himself, slowly crawled out of the cave called Löwenbrunnen like a bear exiting hibernation.
He was only ever spotted in the presence of His Majesty the Emperor, and only a few select people successfully obtained His Majesty’s permission to hold a brief conversation with him. This did nothing to stop the people’s intense curiosity about the Alliance’s former top general, the “walking miracle,” “Magician Yang,” the trickster who made the famous generals of the empire taste the bitter wine of defeat, the only equal opponent recognized by His Majesty the Emperor, the banner of the democrats, and the consort who had ensconced himself in the imperial palace and bewitched the young emperor.
The lack of sufficient information was thus made up for through exercises in imagination. Whenever the black-haired young man appeared in public, the gossip media was dominated for days by odd-looking photographs and bullshit news reports.
“What kind of person is Yang Wen-li?”
“Is His Majesty really in a relationship with him?”
“How did he catch the emperor’s eye when His Majesty is ten times more attractive than him?”
“Maybe he has special abilities in that area.”
“Opposites attract, right?”[3]
“He’s occupying a position which should be held by a beautiful noble woman. Is he trying to save his country in the name of democracy?”
To correct the malpractices of the Goldenbaum Dynasty, the new empire allowed a remarkably open arena for free speech, and in this arena, all kinds of questions and speculations were being volleyed about.
The urge to verify the facts with the ones involved tugged at the hearts of the imperial admirals.
The first one who couldn’t help himself was the popular and fierce general Bittenfeld.
Yang, who had always avoided unnecessary social functions, had not been bothered by the sequestered life he had been given before. He didn’t have many friends in the empire, and although there was mutual familiarity between him and Reinhard’s admirals… whenever he thought about how he had used any means necessary to trick them on the battlefield, Yang got the feeling he might get beaten up if they actually met.
But after the night’s embrace was tinged with lust once again, Yang felt that going out to socialize was far more relaxing than staying in the palace.
After all, Reinhard’s energy was really too much for Yang…
Although he had been promised “no force” and Reinhard did strictly abide by that agreement, when he came down to it, Yang found that even twice a week was an excessive strain on his physical strength.
The special skills of the Ministry of Internal Affairs could push a person’s potential to the limit, which also meant pushing the potential for physical exhaustion to the limit. Right after resuming their relationship, Yang was tossed[4] so hard that he fainted. When he finally woke up, he was infirm for a while.
The two came up with safe words and gestures, but Yang found that he couldn’t use them when caught up in the moment.
After a few incidents, they had to strictly control the frequency and intensity of their lovemaking so they could continue to enjoy themselves into the future.
Thus, in order to distract himself, divert excess energy, and achieve the above goals without having to separate, Reinhard began to bring Yang with him to various events.
For instance, the Fezzan Spring Festival.
When Bittenfeld ran up to Yang, Müller was in the middle of saluting him.
Yang first greeted the young admiral who he’d met once before, then turned to look at the commander of the Black Lancers curiously.
“Marshal Yang, may I ask if your favorite black tea is Darjeeling or Ceylon?” The orange-haired man was the first to question Yang without the emperor’s consent.
Reinhard, who had been about to get angry, was nonplussed by this strange question.
“Darjeeling,” Yang answered without thinking.
“Then how much brandy do you like to add to your black tea?” His second question was just as random.
“The more the better.”
“Which politician do you hate most?”
“Trunicht!”
“What was your actual score in marksmanship at the military academy?”
“...” Yang bit his lower lip in confusion as Bittenfeld got out a notebook to record his answer.
What confused him even more Lutz, who was standing nearby, also took out a notebook and started writing. Müller, though he moved to stop his colleague, seemed to whisper, “Give me a copy later.”
Could it be that these imperial generals, like his junior Attenborough, were determined to be journalists? There couldn’t possibly be so many!
“Why are you asking these questions?” The emperor took a step forward and shielded Yang behind him.
“I’m raising a Yang Wen-li…” Reinhard’s face darkened at Bittenfeld’s statement.

  

  

    
        Notes:

        
          This fic is only going to get sillier from here.
Translation notes:
-[1] I wrote "tyrant," but the original used the characters for "autocrat." Before that word, the character 毒 was included. This means "poison" or "toxic." It can refer to pollution or corruption. I thought "tyrant" would strengthen the negative connotations that Yang's original phrasing implied.
-[2] "Clean house for the emperor" =  清君侧. It's literally just the characters for "clear" "ruler" and "side" stacked on top of each other. If it wasn't clear, it's saying people in the empire are gonna want Yang gone.
-[3] The original sentence was a lot longer than what I wrote: 这么不相配的两个人，很快就会情海生波了吧？It means something like "Such incompatible people will swiftly fall in love." I thought the English phrase "Opposites attract" would work just fine.
-[4] (American) English doesn't use the word "toss" in a sexual context, but 折腾 (toss, thrash from side to side) pops up a lot in Chinese erotica (not that I'd know anything about that...). I think it's funny so I kept it.

        

      







            

  


  
    
      Chapter 16
    


    


      
        Notes:

          Q葵花粉Q, the original author, began this chapter with a note saying "Warning, too much dialogue and no plot progression."


            
            (See the end of the chapter for  more notes.)
            

      

  


  
  
    Chapter Text

    Development simulation games were a subcategory that required players to cultivate certain attributes to achieve specific goals.
This type of game had been quite popular since the AD era on Terra. Because they took up minimal time and energy, these types of games were suitable for people such as office workers who usually found it hard to devote huge chunks of time to entertainment. Because these games didn’t use much computing space, most of them could be installed on personal communication devices.
Wild Lily Love[1] was a typical youth-targeted inspirational development game which could be played in the palm of one’s hand.
In fact, Reinhard had already seen a test version of this game from a file that Yang had received. But unlike Yang, who’d grown up on a merchant ship with lots of free time, Reinhard had begun to devote himself to the study of important skills at the age when other children were playing games. Thus, aside from the large-scale battle simulation he’d seen Yang play, he had little interest in the other games. As for Yang, since he hadn’t been required to test the other games, he hadn’t spent much time on them.
“Up until now, I have never interfered with the private affairs of my ministers, but today, I have to know―by show of hands, how many of you are playing this game?”
Reinhard’s icy eyes swept across the crowd, and he found to his displeasure that almost all of the first-class generals and higher-ranking officials raised their hands. Even the Minister of Military Affairs, who had not said a word about Yang Wen-li since he’d been pardoned by the emperor and released from prison, raised his hand falteringly.
“Sir Oberstein, even you…” There was no point. Reinhard knew that the Minister of Military Affairs, being who he was, must have already realized that this game was intended to teach people how to overthrow an imperial system. He let it go and instead asked, “Why are you generals so addicted to a mere game? Would you care to explain this to me?”
The Dry Ice Sword took out his mobile device and projected the game into the air in front of his lord. “Your Majesty, Lieutenant Julian Mintz is the protagonist of this game, and the core objective is to help Lieutenant Mintz train a young officer named Yang Wen-li. To achieve this goal, you must make the right choices in daily development activities. If you make too many mistakes, Yang Wen-li will end up becoming a historian or an ordinary salaryman, and you will fail at the core objective. All the traits of this Yang Wen-li are based on Marshall Yang. The Yang fleet has guaranteed the game’s reliability. The development team also published a letter to show that Marshal Yang authorized the game himself. Everyone wants to know about Marshal Yang’s growth and beliefs, so―”
As intro music played, a black-haired boy of about three years old appeared in the projection, and then a teapot poured reddish-brown tea on the boy’s head. He grew up little by little, becoming ten years old… fifteen years old… and finally he stopped growing at around age seventeen or eighteen.
A small exclamation went up from the crowd, and everyone heard Bittenfeld’s loud voice say, “I didn’t expect that this guy could grow Yang so big!”
Oberstein was actually good at raising Yang?
Judging from everyone’s reactions, the Minister of Military Affairs seemed to be the player closest to completing the game on the side of the empire. Reinhard stared at Yang, who in turn was looking curiously at the miniature version of himself, and he couldn’t help but feel doubtful. Yang had once admitted to him that these games were intended to earn money so that the retired soldiers of the Yang fleet could return to lives of peace, but also to promote the concept of democracy. Reinhard imagined that a game aimed at cultivating democratic values in players would necessarily promote democracy extensively. Therefore, although he’d been curious to see how Yang looked in the game, he had only watched the opening animation and had not gone any farther.
But it seemed that this “Yang raising game” was very different from what he expected.
Certainly Bittenfeld would not have a good opinion of any game full of sermons and propaganda. Similarly, while Oberstein had sworn personal loyalty to the emperor in exchange for his reinstatement, he was not a person who could accept democratic messaging. But he seemed to have put a lot of effort into this game, raising “Yang Wen-li” so well that he’d won the admiration of the other generals.
The next stage of the game made Reinhard even more confused.
In the projection, a teenage Yang could be seen discussing trivial matters with Julian, such as “Where should we go on the weekend,” “Should we go to the movies,” and “What movies should we watch?” Oberstein’s quick choices resulted in a variety of notifications from the system, including “Proficiency+1” and “Popularity+1.”
A banner soon popped up to say that “Yang Wen-li’s daily stamina has been used up, please play again tomorrow.” Before the emperor could ask any more questions, the Minister of Military Affairs faced him and announced, “Your Majesty, this is how the game operates.”
“The game is full of such trivialities?”
"Yes, Your Majesty."
Reinhard furrowed his beautiful brows, pondered for a moment, and then looked at the eager orange-haired general. “What is it you want to say?”
Bittenfeld stood to attention. “Your Majesty, I want to ask the Minister of Military Affairs, why do your choices always get positive results? My ‘Yang Wen-li’ just cries and doesn’t grow up!”
Oberstein shook his graying head. “The scoring criteria for this game may seem unclear, but as long as you act in accordance with twelve principles, you will get a positive result from the system. These twelve principles were explained to you in the game introduction; they’re a simplified version of Robert’s Rules of Order.”
The Minister of Military patiently began to count on his fingers. “First, the principle of motions. The topic of discussion should be specific, clear, and feasibly actionable. The motion must be introduced, then discussed; no discussion will occur without a motion first. Second, the principle of neutral moderation. The basic responsibilities of a moderator are to assess and implement procedures in accordance with the rules, avoid expressing personal opinions, and decline to pass judgment on the speeches of others. Third, the principle of equal opportunity. The speakers take turns so that they all have the same opportunity to express their opinions. Fourth, the principle of clear position. Speakers should begin by stating whether they are for or against the pending motion, then explain their reasons. Fifth, the principle of unimpeded speech. No one is allowed to interrupt the speech of others. Sixth, the principle of facing the moderator. Participants are not allowed to debate each other directly, only through moderation. Seventh, the principle of limits. Each person has a limited time to make their speech, and is also limited on the number of times they can speak on the same motion. Eighth, the principle of discrete topics. Speeches must not deviate from the currently pending issue. Only after a motion has been processed can another be introduced. Ninth, the principle of abiding by the moderator. The moderator must stop any behavior that violates the rules of procedures, and the party in question should immediately accept the moderator’s verdict. Tenth, the principle of civility. No personal attacks, and no questioning of motives, habits or preferences. Debates should be held on the basis of facts. Eleventh, the principle of conclusive debate. Voting must be carried out only after the discussion has been held in full. Twelfth, the principle of majority rule. The passage of a motion requires that the number of votes in favor is greater than the number of votes against.”[2]
The Minister of Military Affairs looked pleased when he noticed that all his colleagues had taken out their notebooks to jot down the key points of his explanation. “Your Majesty, this game is designed to help players develop strong communication skills, reduce unnecessary disputes, and improve decision-making efficiency. I believe that, although it was made by people of the Alliance, it could be useful in changing the reckless and stubborn attitudes of some citizens of the empire.”
“So it’s not because I chose the wrong black tea that my ‘Yang Wen-li’ isn’t growing up properly?” Müller suddenly realized.
“What is necessary is to sincerely ask ‘Yang Wen-li’ what flavor of black tea he wants to drink today and then feed him; then the system will give you a positive result. And if you want him to grow up, you don’t have to follow his lead in everything. As long as you go through the standard discussion process and get his consent, even if you do something that greatly damages his emotional state, such as ‘shaking hands with Trunicht,’ he will still experience growth,” the Dry Ice Sword explained in quiet tones.
A game with the core mission of promoting democracy had actually received Oberstein’s heartfelt approval.
—
Back at the palace, at the end of the day’s activities, Reinhard still had a sense of unreality.
He finally caved in and asked the creator of the plan directly. “How can such a silly game achieve your goal of promoting democracy?”
“The game is meant to teach the techniques needed to implement democracy, not to propagandize!” Yang, flipping through the book in his hand, answered nonchalantly. “Those rules of procedures, when put into practice, improve the efficiency, fairness, and harmony of social cooperation. Those who possess these techniques are better at cooperation than those who don’t. People who have the skill to cooperate will obviously find cooperation easier and preferable. If people can achieve goals through cooperation, they won’t want to put in the effort to achieve goals through coercion. Thus, won’t they naturally tend towards democracy? Additionally, the game features scenarios common to everyday life. As the players become familiar with this set of techniques, they will already know how to apply them to their daily lives. The game revolves around me and Julian making decisions through discussion. If an issue comes up in a homelife scene, the whole family will discuss and decide together; there is no ‘head of the family’ to make the decision. In this way, the players will get used to how power operates under democracy. Once they get used to it, they will find it difficult to make decisions any other way. If they resist other forms of organization, then democracy will have the room it needs to survive.”
“So you are using the ‘boiling a frog by putting it in warm water first’ method to fool Sir Oberstein?”
“No, that’s not it.” Yang blinked. “Our initial target demographic for the development game was young girls from the former Alliance territories. Development games are popular with young girls. I think that, by playing such games, they will gradually form the habit of talking things over in open discussion. In the future, when they fall in love, get married, and have children, their families will probably be more harmonious. Children raised by these mothers will also find it easier to understand the essence of democracy and be inclined to agree with it. It’s because I want to attract young girls as players that I suggested having Julian be the protagonist! Julian has good looks, is skilled at both civilian and military activities, and is a top-ranked fly ball player…[3] My colleagues only included me in the game because they wanted to fulfill my wish to be a historian. If the player makes too many errors, they’ll raise a ‘historian Yang Wen-li.’ It’s so obvious.”
Reinhard was puzzled. “Isn’t democracy a political concept? Why do you frame it as a way of life and a method of distributing power? Yang, what exactly is it that you are pursuing?”
Yang closed his book. “Those kind of questions can probably only be answered properly by a professional sociologist. I’ll put it like this: what I want is to project the rights of individuals not to be coerced. I think the biggest difference between a centralized power system and a democratic power system lies in the use of force. If we define the difference this way, then as long as there is coercion and hierarchy, a system is not democratic, and as long as coercion is absent, a system can be considered democratic.”
“Then if those in power do not allow the people to vote to express their opinions, but promote policies that the people are not opposed to or even welcome―would you consider that coercive or not?” Reinhard took Yang’s book out of his hand so that he would focus entirely on the conversation.
“You are describing an enlightened centralized system. To distinguish whether coercion would be involved in that case, we have to ask, ‘Would the policies be changed if the people suddenly opposed them?’ If the answer is no, then coercion is certainly at play. Whether coercion is involved does not depend on whether the ones coerced put up any resistance, but instead on whether the wishes of both sides are respected. In criminal cases, even if the victim does not fight back, but agrees to have sex because of the threat of being killed or otherwise harmed, it is still considered rape. The same principle applies here.”
“But isn’t it natural for the powerful to make the powerless fall in line? What you call democracy would position freedom from coercion as an inalienable right. Wouldn’t that protect the lazy and incompetent? Moreover, a decision made voluntarily is not necessarily a wise decision. Emperor Rudolf was elected by popular vote.”
“The idea that the powerful have the right to oppress the powerless is probably quite popular in the empire, but think about it. By this logic, it’s a law of nature that the strong bully the weak. In that case, how do you explain the existence of love?[4] If according to law, people have the right not to be raped or coerced into sex, then why don’t people have the same rights in other areas?” Yang looked at his beautiful lover, his expression gentle yet focused. “You have never forced me. In that sense, you are a democrat, Reinhard.”

  What? I, the emperor, am a democrat?

The young emperor blushed and retorted in panic, “No! I am the emperor, I will not become a republican just because you said that! I will never turn the empire into a democratic republic for you!”
“Alright, alright, don’t get so nervous.” Yang couldn’t help but laugh. “I’m just kidding. I’m not trying to persuade you to become a republican!”
The emperor was relieved to hear him say this, but still a little dissatisfied. “Why? Do you think I can’t understand democracy’s advantages?”
“Love shared between individuals is the most precious thing of all. When it comes to love and the family, only adherence to the principle of non-coercion can ensure happy and long-lasting relationships. But when it comes to the state, different systems may be applicable across time, and the democratic system should not be adhered to in all circumstances; it has its own set of drawbacks. Do you think I regard it as some kind of infallible panacea?”
“So you’ve left a seed of democracy for the future, not for the present…” Reinhard chewed over his lover’s words, thinking. “But you still insist on not marrying me. Even if I offer you a position equivalent to that of an empress, you still refuse.”

  

  

    
        Notes:

        
          Translation notes:
-[1] Direct translation, didn't want to change the title.
-[2] The author left a note saying these principles were copied directly from an introduction to an online version of Robert's Rules of Order. I could not find this paragraph anywhere in English; woulda saved me a lot of time if I could have copy-pasted this section too, lol! A lot of organizations use Robert's Rules. If you want to see them in action, the 1954 film Salt of the Earth features a mineworkers union which follows the rules in its meetings.
-[3] Fly ball was not mentioned in the OVAs, but in the books, it's a popular sport in the Alliance, and Julian is very good at it.
-[4] This question could have been translated in a lot of different ways. The characters were 那么爱情又有什么存在的意义？I thought about "What is the meaning of love," "What is love," "How can love exist," etc. I think I picked the version that worked best for the paragraph.

        

      







            

  


  

  
  
    Chapter Text

    Reuenthal seemed to be having bad luck this year.
Or… was it just his luck in love?
After finishing his report on Fezzan, Reuenthal returned to Heinessen and carried out his duties as governor with exceptional fervor. Complaints sent from the various autonomous planets were always given personal replies from the governor, and the contents of said replies, rather than reflecting loyalty to the interests and values of the empire, instead reflected the aesthetic preferences of the admiral with demonic silver and gold eyes.
The new governor’s headquarters on Heinessen, under the banner of the Golden Lion, was a vast institution; it couldn’t be compared with the Imperial Consulate headed by Lennenkampf in the past, either in scale or authority. In terms of territory, this governorship controlled half of human society. As an administrative official, Reuenthal had already proved that his excellence extended beyond his reputation as a famous general.
Unlike his friend Mittermeyer, who had been born to a family of ordinary citizens on Odin, Reuenthal had been educated since childhood to manage family assets. Thus, he was able to view the new territories of the empire from a business perspective.
On assuming governance, Reuenthal created three working categories: military, political, and commercial, which were to be handled according to differing principles. When it came to military affairs, he focused on the placement of personnel and the demobilization of installations. In the political arena, he abolished all restrictions on the people of the former Alliance, including those similar to the laws of the old empire, and then waited for the new empire to issue its own laws. During this waiting period, freedom of information was restored to the scope it had had during Heinessen’s era. He simultaneously addressed in-coming complaints and cracked down swiftly on all public safety incidents. As for the business side of things, he took on the attitude of a gardener, patiently waiting for flowers and trees to reach full maturation.
The administrative structure of the former Alliance was very different from that of the empire, and so it took Reuenthal quite a while to adapt. In order to ease the transition, he invited Alex Cazerne, a former member of the Yang fleet and expert manager, to join the new governor’s headquarters. But the invitation was politely turned down on the grounds that Cazerne could not take time away from his other duties.
Because he was busy with his own duties day and night, Reuenthal had slept alone since he set foot on Heinessen. This would have been unimaginable in his previous life, from the onset of adulthood all the way to age 33.
So news reports from Fezzan often gave him a profound sense of the world’s unfairness.
Since his audience with Yang, Reuenthal’s old friendship with the emperor had dimmed. He had been expecting that this would happen for a long time, so he had no reason to complain. That meeting had personally confirmed for him that Yang Wen-li was a simple man in terms of emotions, a benefit which he thought equaled the price he had paid.
But soon after, he’d realized that there was a new development in the relationship between Yang Wen-li and Reinhard.
Outsiders might find this hard to believe, but Reuenthal had been following various gossip magazines which reported on the emotional lives of public figures, now more accessible than ever as a by-product of unrestricted freedom of speech.
His decision to return to Fezzan had not been determined solely by the urging of the Minister of Military Affairs. In a magazine, he had seen the emperor look at his companion with clear admiration, even adoration.
No photographer or retoucher could fake such an expression on Reinhard’s face, blessed as it was by the god of beauty.
In fact, Reuenthal was the first person in the entire galaxy to realize that the emperor was in love with Yang Wen-li, even before Reinhard had realized his true feelings.
After his return to Heinessen, Reuenthal tried to stick to his duties as minister and did not mention the emperor’s unrequited love to anyone but his good friend Mittermeyer. But keen observation skills could be seen as a curse when looked at in a certain light. One day, when he opened the latest issue of a gossip magazine, he suddenly realized―
“His Majesty and His Excellency must have slept together.”
Together in a large conference room with all doors and windows closed, several of Yang’s old subordinates looked at the projection screen Reuenthal had prepared. Since the photo album incident, the two sides had established a stable association.
The business named “Billions,” nicknamed “Group B,”[1] was experiencing exponential growth under the leadership of Cazerne. The sales of the development game “Wild Lily Love” were not high in the Alliance, but since its exportation to the empire, it had attracted a group of loyal users willing to make in-app purchases, and so quickly broke even. The fighting sim game had been enthusiastically received as soon as it had been launched. The large-scale battle game had been entirely free during its test period but recovered its initial development costs early through embedded advertising and interested investors. Since the Yang fleet wanted to avoid another censorship crisis, it was very important for them to maintain a good relationship with the governor.
Reuenthal was happy to reciprocate.
As a minister who had been suddenly thrust into a new environment, he needed these kinds of “friends,” who were trustworthy and familiar with the customs and proclivities of the Alliance. Besides, they weren’t asking him to do anything that contradicted his duties or personal desires.
Since they’d had several exchanges, the sides were familiar with each other. Reuenthal himself could not say how sincere he was towards them. Yet, when he discovered an irregularity in the relationship between Yang and Reinhard, the first thing he thought to do was to ask the Yang fleet to analyze it with him.
“Zoom in on the picture in the upper left corner,” Cazerne said, stroking his chin.
This Yang fellow really made people worry!
The black-haired man in the picture looked normal; despite being so close to the emperor, he was very calm. To those familiar with him, the matter was obvious.
“The admiral is pretty slow, so maybe he just didn’t react before the photo was taken?” Linz felt obliged to defend Yang in his absence.
“I think this is the most suspicious one.” At Schönkopf’s signal, Reuenthal enlarged the third picture on the right.
The image was a little blurry, but Yang’s intention to reach out and take the emperor’s elbow was unmistakable.
Everyone present fell silent.
Anyone who had spent a significant amount of time with Yang Wen-li knew that he was a self-contained[2] young man who rarely took the initiative to have physical contact with others.
Reuenthal, with his understanding of his master, was able to come to a conclusion based on the fact that Yang Wen-li would dare to drag His Majesty around.
The silence continued for a few dozen more bars.[3] Finally, the former captain of the Rosen Ritters said, “We can now safely conclude that our admiral has been swallowed whole.[4] What’s our next move? As the ‘family of the bride,’ should we send a delegation[5] to Fezzan to support the admiral?”
—
The emperor’s plan to survey the new Alliance territory had been put on his agenda as early as 2 NIC, but for a variety of reasons, it was not until the spring of 3 NIC that he finally set out on the voyage. In addition to the two first-class generals Müller and Lutz, he was accompanied by Vice Admiral von Streit, Brigadier General Kisling, and the young Emil von Selle.
Of course, a black-haired man from Heinessen, a distinguished guest of the empire, also wished to return with his lover to his home planet and thus ease his mounting homesickness.
It was April 7th on the semi-arid planet Uruvasi, where 500,000 security forces were stationed in an artificial oasis of 600 square kilometers. In this exact place and time, an incident was about to occur, one that would go down in history.
After being received by Vice Admiral Alfred Aloys Winckler, the commander of the Uruvasi base, the emperor changed his plans, left the guesthouse, and returned to his flagship Brünhild.
That night, around 23:12, the security team got the news that “a strike force was on the move.”
Although this strike force had the numerical advantage, they were unable to assail the heavily guarded imperial flagship. Emperor Reinhard had never paid too much attention to his personal safety, but this time, since he brought an important person with him, he had made sure to strengthen security. This was probably one of history’s many coincidences.
And since His Excellency Yang was unwell and hadn’t wanted to get off the ship, the original guesthouse accommodation had been abandoned. This was probably Reuenthal’s luck winning out.
The flagship quickly took off to escape from the unexpected attack from friendly forces. After leaving planetary orbit, the ship directly got in contact with the governor of the new territory on Heinessen.
“Sir Reuenthal, I uncovered an assassination plot on the planet of Uruvasi. How do you explain this?” A touch of anger in his voice, the emperor described the incident and questioned the man with heterochromatic eyes.
Reuenthal instantly broke out in a cold sweat. “I was not the mastermind. If I may be so bold, I would like to inquire after the casualties Your Majesty has suffered.”
“Five soldiers in my escort force were injured, but no one died.” Coldly, Reinhard continued, “Explain yourself.”
“It is most fortunate for all of us that Your Majesty was not harmed. I will send Admiral Grillparzer to Uruvasi posthaste to restore order and find out the truth. As for my negligence in this matter, I await Your Majesty’s punishment.”
It was unsettling to be questioned so harshly by his master, but Reuenthal was well aware that the situation could be worse. Rumors that “Reuenthal intends to rebel” had long been popular in the empire. Reinhard himself, due to his personal character, had once issued him a challenge, saying, “If you have the strength, try to defeat me yourself.”
Powerful generals were often accused of having rebellious intentions, and in the early days of an empire, they were the targets of suppression as the authority of the royal family was established.
Reuenthal was sensitive to politics, knowing that keeping a low profile or requesting to resign was his best course of action. Despite this, he seemed to lack the decisiveness needed to take a step in any given direction.
If the emperor had been harmed in the assassination attempt―if any important person in his entourage had been harmed―Reuenthal, who logically bore the ultimate responsibility for all events in the new territory, would be in a dilemma where he was unable to justify himself. Even as it was, the emperor was being quite lenient to grant him the opportunity to plead innocent and defend himself personally.
Reuenthal responded to this unexpected generosity with a corresponding attitude of submission.
This was probably not because the heterochromatic man had lost the haughtiness and ambition he had always kept hidden, but instead because, when he was communicating with the emperor, in the corner of the screen, he caught sight of a person who rendered him unable to react in any other way.

  No one in the universe could be so arrogant as to fight against troops commanded jointly by these two men.

Yang Wen-li stood on the bridge of Brünhild, at Emperor Reinhard’s side.
Even though Yang wasn’t doing anything and had no army at his command, Reuenthal was, after all, a member of the Defeated by Yang Wen-li Club, and that deterrent was enough.
What was more, having held a position in the Alliance for so long, Reuenthal had found a new outlet for his ambitions.
The history of the galaxy had long since gone astray.[6]

  

  

    
        Notes:

        
          Translation notes:
-[1] "Billions" and "B" were written in English. One less thing for me to worry about translating accurately.
-[2] What I translated as "self-contained" could have been written many different ways. The characters in question were 安静. Their primary meaning is "quiet," but they have lots of other potential definitions. I considered bashful, self-effacing, tranquil, and demure as well.
-[3] This sentence used music terms metaphorically. The original was something like "The silent part of the movement continued for several more measures."
-[4] Eating is used as a euphemism for sex a lot; I used "swallowed whole" for emphasis, but more accurately, it would just be "eaten."
-[5] I was very unsure on this one. The original characters were 慰问团. I had to do some research on this one. It seems like it can mean "a delegation to express feelings." And the feelings could be sympathetic--like expressing condolences--or appreciative--like expressing congratulations. Maybe the ambiguity was the point, like some of the Yang fleet will respond "you slept with the emperor ☹️" and others will respond "you slept with the emperor 😊"
-[6] "Astray" used the same characters as the fic's title, 歧途.

        

      







            

  


  

  
  
    Chapter Text

    Shortly after the emperor and his entourage set foot on Heinessen, they received the news that the imperial army had arrested Adrian Rubinsky, the former Landesherr of Fezzan, who had been on the run.
Though he had confirmed his personal loyalty to the emperor, Oberstein had never stopped looking for threats to the stability of the imperial system. He had been keeping a close eye on the secret plots of both the Terraist Cult and the Black Fox of Fezzan. Thus, when a major event occurred, his intelligence networks bore fruit.
Grillparzer, under orders to investigate the incident, passed evidence from Uruvasi back to his superiors in increments, and so the curtains slowly pulled back to reveal the truth to the audience.
First, narcotics were used as a surreptitious way to create a base of followers among the rank and fire of target organizations.
Next, intelligence was collected on all relevant parties, allowing for a comprehensive plan to alienate key players and thus increase the Church’s power.
Finally, the established plan was to be implemented, taking advantage of manufactured suspicion between the monarch and his ministers and thus expanding the cult’s influence over the new empire.
Many events over the past two years were part of this plan, including the assassination attempt against Marshal Yang Wen-li, the effort to frame Reuenthal for the attack on Emperor Reinhard, and the unrest on Heinessen caused by the planting of explosives.
The above points were the Minister of Military Affairs’s analysis of the Church of Terra’s intentions.
Vice Admiral Winckler, who had been the commanding officer on the planet Uruvasi, was found dead on the shore of an artificial lake. The autopsy revealed that he’d used narcotics shortly before his death. Once the suppression operation was completed, taking the lives of more than 2,000 soldiers, a search was conducted, uncovering Terraist artifacts among the dead and captured. The testimonies of the living soldiers also revealed that not all of them had been aware that they were acting against the emperor. They had been given contradictory orders and reports on the situation, having been told that “His Majesty was assassinated” or “We must launch a rescue.” Due to the mass confusion, it had been impossible for them to carry out a substantial rescue effort.
Fortunately, Brünhild itself had strong enough defenses, and the emperor had enough guards. Despite the fact that planetary security forces had not mounted a rescue, the emperor and his entourage were unharmed and arrived at Heinessen Spaceport at the appointed time.
This was the evaluation of later historians: “Even before all the evidence was uncovered, the emperor showed trust to the new territorial governor with frank actions. Under a centralized system, the personal sensibilities of a monarch may bring unexpected benefits to society. This is a touching example of such a case.”
What they didn’t know was that, in the master bedroom of Brünhild, a young man with messy black hair had been woken up and informed about the situation. As the graceful flagship had escaped the planet’s gravity field and took off into space, he had waved his arms about and said, “This isn’t Reuenthal’s style at all!” In this way, the emperor’s emotional balance had been shifted in the opposite direction of the Terraists’ plans.
After the capture of the Black Fox of Fezzan, a special operation, later known as “the Great Weeding Out”[1] was launched across Heinessen and Fezzan. Many prisoners died during the interrogation process, and hundreds of others were left disabled due to forced injection of truth serum. Under the direction of the Minister of Military Affairs and the Internal Security Department, the many deeply entrenched secretarians and underground networks were thoroughly purged. As a by-product of these operations, individuals who were only peripherally involved, such as smugglers of narcotics and black market arms dealers, also flooded into the military prisons of Heinessen and Fezzan. Unlike the cultists, who preferred to commit suicide than be arrested, these prisoners cherished their lives and so not only ate their share of the food rations but also ran their mouths, providing a great deal of both true and false information to their interrogators.
It was through this chaos that the relationship between Trunicht and the Terraists was accidentally revealed to the world.
A delirious prisoner confessed that he had received direct instructions to project Trunicht. Oberstein had hoped to use this clue to prove the crimes of the former head of the Alliance government and thus to quell the rebellious spirit of the people, but ultimately, he reaped more than he had expected.
Trunicht, having been tipped off, died in a car accident while attempting to flee. Why the former head of the Alliance would avoid an interrogation that he likely could have handled with his silver tongue was an eternal mystery.
In this operation to bring light to the darkness, the fact that Reuenthal and Oberstein cooperated with one another was surprising to the other imperial generals, who were aware of their mutual enmity.
“It’s best to let sewer rats take care of each other, rather than dirty one’s own hands with them.[2] I think Lang can be trusted in this capacity. As for that other person… It is true that giving an individual the power to judge right from wrong has its utility, at least in terms of execution.” This is what Reuenthal said to his friend Mittermeyer afterwards.
As for the Dry Ice Sword, he had no interest in justifying himself to others.
—
In the eyes of later historians, Reuenthal’s subsequent actions settled the doubts that his contemporaries had had of him for a long time.
After regaining the trust of his master and colleagues, Reuenthal obtained full authorization from the emperor to implement a series of new policies in the former Alliance territories, far more radical than anything the bureaucrats of the old empire could have dreamed of.
He was pushed in this direction by the current state of the Alliance territories. Although the autonomous planets did not outnumber those under his control, they commanded just as many resources. Given the ongoing trends in migration, entrepreneurship, and childbirth, the planets under imperial rule were already lagging behind the autonomous planets in the realm of economic development.
If the governor’s headquarters could not prove the superiority of the imperial system through wise governance, the autonomous regions would probably hold more than 80% of the former Alliance population in just a few years, causing the emperor to lose face.
This was Reuenthal’s deepest wish: “The so-called nobles are an incorrigible lot. Someday, human society will be rid of them!”[3]
This idea had been deeply rooted in Reuenthal’s character since his youth. He knew his mother had lived a self-destructive and spiritually corrupt life in the cloying[4] world of the aristocracy. He hadn’t wanted to know this, but he had been forced to know all the same.
However, the slavish mentality that had been cultivated over five centuries―the result of deep-seated indoctrination that the Goldenbaum Dynasty was divinely ordained, inviolable and indestructible―was like an invisible shackle on Reuenthal’s ankle. He could kick at the earth, but couldn’t fly.
So when he found out that Reinhard was planning to overthrow the Goldenbaum Dynasty and usurp the throne, it was like an electric shock ran through him. The psychological barrier that had been holding him back had been overcome by a boy nine years younger than him, flying free on golden wings.
“The gap between those who can be considered great and those who cannot is so wide!” A small amount of self-mockery and a great deal of admiration caused Reuenthal to change his life path.[3]
Since then, with all his talent and ambition, under the command of his young lord, Reuenthal had reached a position commensurate with his achievements. But that initial shock had never left his heart.
The Goldenbaum Dynasty was not sacred and unsurpassable!
But then, the man who had overthrown the Goldenbaum Dynasty and assumed the greatest authority in human history, the master chosen by Reuenthal and his close friend, the young ruler of the new empire, Reinhard von Lohengramm… Was he unsurpassable?
This question had long been in Reuenthal’s heart.
If one were looking for easy answers, this reply could be given: no one was good at everything. Although the emperor was a genius in military and political arenas, he had never been as successful in his personal life. Reuenthal had long history and extensive experience in this field, while Reinhard had only ever had one relationship with one person, just recently established in the third year of his new empire. This was one race which Reuenthal could safely win.
In this way, Reuenthal, though this might seem contradictory to outsiders, quietly watched over the emperor like a little brother; it could even be said that he guarded him. Some female historians later proposed that Reuenthal had personal feelings for the emperor which transcended the distinction between monarch and emperor. This hypothesis was perhaps not without reason.
Although Reuenthal had great ambitions, he was not a fool who acted on unrealistic impulses.
Even though he had obtained status and power commensurate with his ambitions, even though he had the trust of his master and friend, Reuenthal still found himself thinking about the missed opportunity to turn his ambition into rebellion in his lifetime.[5]
After finding out that Yang Wen-li was in the emperor’s grasp, not only his personal freedom, but perhaps his emotional commitment as well, Reuenthal, who was deeply self-aware, gave up on his dream of obtaining a higher status. He turned to the possibility of breaking old limitations outside of the military sphere.
In the 164th year of the Old Imperial Calendar, the 473rd year of the Universal Calendar, Arle Heinessen, the founding father of the Free Planets Alliance, set out from Altair along with his followers. In spaceships built of dry ice, they embarked on a 10,000 light-year journey, which took them 54 years to complete. They landed in the starzone that was later named Ba‘alat and established the FPA, using the political structure of democratic republicanism to resist the tyranny of the Galactic Empire. This was year 527 of the Universal Calendar.
More than 400 years later, the Goldenbaum Dynasty founded by Emperor Rudolf the Great had decayed completely. From that rotten soil, a new plant had sprouted: the Lohengramm Dynasty.
The nation founded by those who had fled to the far corners of the galaxy to escape oppression had also come to an end due to its political and military failures.
But was the imperial system therefore the only correct choice when it came to governance?
Did the failure of the Free Planets Alliance equate to the failure of democracy itself? If that was true, wouldn’t it mean that the imperial system, which had also failed, was equally unviable?[6]
Yang Wen-li once complained that the democratic system of the Alliance was so corrupt that it could not possibly degrade itself any further. If that was true, then to restore the glory of the Heinessen era, the corruption of the Alliance must be swept away, just as the corruption of the old empire had been. Going further, could a new political system be created, which would combine the advantages of imperial governance and democratic rule?
In all of human history, there had never been a perfect political system. Did that mean there would never be one in the future?
The person who made good use of his power and became the midwife of this new system would go down in history. Therefore, even if his status was lower than that of the ruler of the old imperial system, from a certain perspective, he would achieve an even more glorious transcendence.
As he slept alone, a flash of inspiration late in the night put Reuenthal on the path to pursue a new dream.

  

  

    
        Notes:

        
          I'm so close to being done I can almost taste it...
Translation notes:
-[1] I think "Great Weeding Out" sounds kinda bad; I thought about "Culling," but that word refers to killing. The original was 割草 or "mowing" so I kept the plant angle.
-[2]  This sentence was 对付下水道里的老鼠还是和他们同类的生物更为擅长. I did my best, had to change some phrasing so it'd make sense *cries*
-[3] Both of the passages marked by [3] are from Book 9 of the LOGH novels, as noted by the original author.
-[4] What I translated as "cloying" was 暖潮湿, or warm and humid.
-[5] Gonna be honest, there's some parts of this chapter I was not sure on. This sentence was one of the most difficult for me. May not have gotten it right. The characters were 即使得到了与野心相称的地位和势力，但面对主君的信任和友情的牵绊，罗严塔尔也曾想过，大约这一辈子都不会有机会，将野心化为叛逆的事实了吧。
-[6] I added the second sentence, but I think I was still accurate the original meaning. English is more concise sometimes and way less concise other times.

        

      







            

  


  

  
  
    Chapter Text

    Many years later, someone asked Cazerne what his thoughts had been when he first met Emperor Reinhard.
The former Administrator of Iserlohn Fortress, who was starting to go gray by that time, got a nostalgic look on his face and patted the curly head of the grandson he was holding. “Back then… My eyes almost popped out of my head! Emperor Reinhard, he was a real beauty!”
He first saw Reinhard in person at a private reception room of the Heinessen National Art Museum, set up specifically for their meeting. He never told anyone this, but when Reinhard had extended his pale right hand to him, he had been on the verge of kissing it!
Although such a kiss was usually reserved for women, the emperor was just that beautiful…
“Senior!” Luckily, being greeted this way pulled Cazerne back from the brink. Resisting the urge to wipe his hands on his pants first, he shook the extended hand, barely managing to uphold the image of the Yang fleet elders by giving a polite, appropriate reply.

  Hey, why did the emperor call me “senior”?

He turned to look at his most troublesome junior, who was scratching his messy black hair and smiling sheepishly at him.
—
Reinhard had been planning this meeting for a long time.
He knew that the Alliance and the Empire had vast differences in their approaches to marriage, conceptually, legally, and customarily. Still, when it came to their relationship, Yang was just going where the wind took him. He held firm to his stance on not marrying, and was also unwilling to make a permanent commitment, which made Reinhard feel quite insecure.
Yang was the type of person who said “Let’s just be happy in the moment.” At most, he would promise “I won’t let go before you do,” but he regarded “Loving a single person for all eternity” as a kid’s joke!
How would this work out? One person in the relationship wanted to be together forever, while the other thought they would break up in a few years.
Reinhard knew that their respective positions in life did not mesh well. Yang defined their relationship as purely private, without the need for legal contracts. It had already been a great concession for him to enter into the relationship in the first place, and out of self-respect, he had to adhere to his principles otherwise.
However, this meant that, for all the emperor’s dignity, he could not be open and honorable when it came to his love life, which was most frustrating.
He had learned that, according to the customs of the Alliance, unmarried couples who had an established relationship could still present themselves before relatives and friends. Therefore, he had made up his mind to introduce himself as “Yang’s boyfriend.”
“Vice Admiral Attenborough!”
“Vice Admiral Schönkopf!”
“Lieutenant Commander Greenhill!”
Counting off names one by one, Reinhard’s eyes finally settled on the flaxen-haired boy.
“Julian!” Rather than call him by his surname per the etiquette of first acquaintance, he called him by his first name affectionately.

  Ahem[1], this is Yang’s child, so of course he is my child.

“Julian, I heard you’re a very good cook. How would you like to come live on Fezzan for a while?”
The warm smile and clear, pleasant voice almost robbed Julian of rational thought. Fortunately, Cazerne came to his rescue in time. “Your Majesty, Julian is now the protagonist of our development game, and there are many upcoming promotional activities he needs to take part in, so he probably won’t be free in the near future.”
“Oh, but there are many players on Fezzan, and everyone there would love to see Julian in person. Senior, will you arrange for him to promote the game on Fezzan so that we don’t have to wait for his visit?” Without missing a beat, the emperor sold Yang’s subordinates on this plan.
“We can talk that over in future. Your Majesty, we need Yang’s help in testing out and improving our space battle simulation game. Can our development team borrow him for a few days?” At Schönkopf’s prompting, Cazerne moved to issue this request, as they had planned.
To find out if Yang was being coerced in any way, they needed to determine how much freedom of movement he had.
Although the emperor was very beautiful, beauty alone did not prove that he was a good lover. If Yang didn’t like him anymore, if he was being forced, it was the responsibility of his “family of origin” to stage an “accident,” fake his death, and spirit him away so he could live in anonymity elsewhere. This operation would be risky and difficult, but “saving a captured princess is the duty of any knight,” as the former captain of the Rosen Ritters said with a smile.
“I’ll go!” Yang agreed cheerfully, seemingly not worried about his freedom of movement whatsoever.
“I’ll join him,” Reinhard followed suit.
“Don’t you have a lot of official duties?” Yang asked in surprise.
“My duties can be scheduled for the afternoon and evening, and the rest can be left to Reuenthal. If the emperor has to do everything himself, wouldn’t he be worse off than a retired officer of the Alliance?” Yang choked on these words, which revealed how polluted Reinhard’s worldview had become.

  Yang, your young lover sure is clingy… Looking at the two of them, Cazerne resisted the urge to facepalm.

“Senior!” Reinhard smiled like an angel. “Can you make Brünhild a battleship in the game? The empire will provide relevant data and development facilities free of charge. If you’re worried about running out of money, the internal treasury can allocate funds to invest in your business!”
—
To make up for his mistakes, poor Governor Reuenthal was working overtime every day to rout the Church of Terra and draw up new reforms. Meanwhile, his master, Emperor Reinhard, was spending half his time on Heinessen at the development site of a large-scale space battle simulation game, testing it out and complaining all the while.
As enjoyable as this was, he would have had an even better time if he wasn’t always defeated by another tester.
Although later historians believed that Yang Wen-li was actually an excellent strategist, most of his battlefield accomplishments were achieved at the tactical level. Despite hating war, he had a talent for tactics which was almost unparalleled in his generation. Emperor Reinhard had always fantasized about fighting him on equal footing, and the battle sim allowed him to realize this long-cherished desire.
But the game results must be kept absolutely confidential.
Because he never won a single match…
Reinhard, on the edge of losing confidence in himself, asked to play against others, but won every battle, proving the reliability of the game program.
“There’s a big difference between a game and reality. A game is necessarily far less complex than real life, and a game doesn’t require the shedding of real blood.” Back in their bedroom, Yang comforted his lover, a bit coyly. “Thus, I could employ unscrupulous methods with no guilt. If it was a real battle, I definitely couldn’t beat you.”
The blond emperor stared at him in anger for a while. Then he suddenly laughed. “I have to give up on the idea that the strong are to be revered. Otherwise…” He stretched out flat on the bed. “You should be the emperor.”
In response to this unorthodox statement, Yang, sloth-like, slowly climbed onto his lover’s body and looked down at him. “I think my current position is more comfortable. I don’t have to go to work, I have a pension, and I have a beauty  by my side.” He kissed his lover’s gorgeous red lips. “My senior gave me a card; on it is my pension allowance from the foundation, which has been accumulating since my retirement. I was also given an additional stipend for testing out the game. I’m rich! Tomorrow, we can go shopping, eat, and buy each other gifts like normal lovers, what do you say to that?”
Reinhard snorted softly. “So you want to support me?”
“Yes! I’m a pensioner now, Reinhard, and when I think about how you’ll never be able to retire, I feel so bad for you…”
This shopping plan was not carried out the next day.
Because a sheep that provoked a lion was bound to be eaten.
—
It was easier to carry out reforms in the early years of a new institution, rather than many years after its establishment.
After Reuenthal broke through the psychological barrier of the old imperial system, countless ideas came to him. He looked for ways to uphold justice in the Alliance territory and to develop a system better than either the Alliance or the old empire.
He consulted with many sociologists, legal experts, ethicists, and lawyers, asking them to review laws of the old empire and the Alliance, separate the wheat from the chaff, and draft a prospective constitution.
Simultaneously, he found the least controversial and most cited articles of the imperial code and Alliance laws, compiling them into the “Administrative and Public Safety Management Regulations (Provisional).” Then he used military force to back these regulations and strengthen the authority of the law.
To address the shortage of imperial administrators, the best way forward was to replace the rule of man with the rule of law, thus saving manpower and preventing the decline of governmental standards. Reuenthal’s troops had always been strictly disciplined, and he had no intention of changing that just because he had become an administrator.
The problem with the rule of law was its lack of flexibility in the face of complex issues and unique circumstances.
The problem with the rule of man was that it was too flexible, rendering the law nothing more than waste paper.
To achieve balance between the rule of law and rule of man, the rule of law must be taken as the foundation, while the rule of man, or the “discretionary power” of judicial officials, must be kept to a reasonable level and be subject to oversight.
The law was a tool for coordinating the people’s interests, as well as a code of conduct held in common by society. Traffic rules could be seen as an example of this, since they coordinated the movement of cars and acted as a code of conduct held in common by drivers. If the traffic rules were flawed, then drivers would flit about like chickens with their heads cut off and pedestrians would be at a loss. In the same way, it was most important to avoid unreasonable laws. Experts were needed to craft rational legislation which took future consequences into account, balancing the needs of all stakeholders.
Judiciary officials could be equated to traffic police. They were tasked with addressing accidents and directing vehicles on a daily basis. They should be given appropriate training and limited authority so that they would not become the laughing stock of the whole society.
The most stark contrast between democratic republicanism and the imperial system was in the derivation of power, through election or through inheritance. Reuenthal had not found a way to combine these two systems, and in truth, he did not have the power to have an influence in this area. But as he held administrative decision-making power over the new territory, he could at least implement the laws and degrees that he thought were the most reasonable across the planets under imperial control. So first, he would restore the long-abandoned legal tradition of the Alliance! The old laws which protected the rights of the people, stripped away in the name of the war, were recovered from the archives, re-examined, revised, and brought back to life. Freedom of speech and freedom of the press were guaranteed by Reuenthal’s military power; therefore, officials were under heavy public scrutiny. The new governor began a large-scale shuffling of administrative personnel. Idle and opportunistic[2] officials were dismissed one after the other, while those who abused their authority were ruthlessly punished by the new governor. Through this process, the non-autonomous planets were rejuvenated.
Some residents of the autonomous regions even considered moving back.
Reuenthal discovered that it was not difficult to govern well.
As long as rules were reasonable and strictly enforced, whatever the size of the society, it could function smoothly. After all, not everything in the world required the intervention of social managers. Economic development, commercial exchange, technological advancement, and cultural growth―none of these required management to take over.
Instead, managers only needed to consider the direction of the society and the best way to address emergencies. If these were the only two responsibilities of the head manager, he would lead a life of leisure.
But that life wouldn’t come for a long time yet. For now, he still needed to work hard on the following goals: the creation of reasonable laws and the strict enforcement of said laws.
So he was afraid he would have to keep sleeping alone for a while…
Reuenthal found it strange that, since arriving on Heinessen, he no longer seemed to have his way with women. Although the women of the Alliance were diverse and attractive, most of the ones he was in contact with had stable careers of their own. He actually liked them more than the famous beauties of the empire. But unfortunately, these capable and beautiful women seemed to back off when they found out who he was. They were clearly attracted to his form and figure, but when they learned that he was the Governor of Heinessen, they said he was “not what they were on the hunt for.” What was going on?
If he had the time, he had to find a mild-tempered woman and ask her about it!
After another long day of overtime work, Reuenthal collapsed onto his cold two-meter long bed and clenched his fists.

  

  

    
        Notes:

        
          Never getting over Yang and his "sloth-like" tendencies.

Translation notes:
-[1] Ahem was 哼. Difficult interjection, I think here it's getting across Reinhard's presumptious attitude. Like, hello, obviously he's my kid too.
-[2] I translated 混水摸鱼之辈纷 as "opportunistic." It means "go fishing in troubled waters" and is a metaphor for those who take advantage of bad situations.

        

      







            

  


  

  
  
    Chapter Text

    At 2:00 p.m. on January 15th, in the seventh year of the New Imperial Calendar, Oberstein walked into the emperor’s office.
Two years ago, Löwenbrunnen had been completed in its entirety. This room had been chosen as an office because it was located to the left of the emperor’s study; it was where he handled his day-to-day business. The interior decor was simple yet utterly elegant, and the air held the faint aroma of black tea. The most dazzling thing in the room was the Golden-Winged Lion. Emperor Reinhard, now 28, had a golden head of hair, so dazzling that it made one think the room was more luxurious than it truly was.
The Dry Ice Sword looked around with his artificial eyes. The door to the library was open, but the gentleman who was usually found within the emperor’s reach, reading or dozing off, could not be seen.
After dismissing his attendants and turning on the soundproofing force field, His Majesty, sitting behind a large desk, leisurely made a plain opening statement. “Sir Oberstein, there is an important matter that I would like your opinion on.”
With graceful fingers, he placed a beautifully bound book on the desk and motioned for the Minister of Military Affairs to come forward and take a look.
Oberstein approached his master’s desk respectfully and looked at the book’s cover.
The white surface was decorated with exquisite patterns of black and silver. Its graceful style would likely be appreciated by artists, but Oberstein was solely focused on the book’s title. On the cover, the words “Draft Proposal: Fundamental Laws for the Ba‘alat Starzone (Formerly Alliance Territory)” were written in large font.
“After long efforts, the non-autonomous and autonomous planets of the former Alliance are no longer at significantly different levels of development; the gap between them has been narrowed to an acceptable level. Minister Reuenthal’s recent performance proves to me that the empire can adopt approaches to governance that are fundamentally different from the old empire. This document contains a draft regional constitution, which he handed over to me after much polishing and verifying. Reuenthal told me that if it is deemed to be rational to do so, it can be established as the supreme law code across the former Alliance territory. It could also be implemented here in the heart of the empire. If the mechanisms for the derivation and transfer of power are gradually shifted in this way, the end result will be a more perfect democratic republic and a transformation of the imperial system.”
With his icy blue eyes, the young emperor calmly stared at his distinguished minister. He noticed Oberstein’s breathing quicken.
“If Reuenthal’s suggestions are followed, then the new empire will no longer be modeled on the imperial system of old. It will be transformed into a constitutional system, and ultimately it will become a democratic republic. Reuenthal thinks I have not done enough to rid the world of the Goldenbaum Dynasty. He wants to reconstruct the Galactic Federation. If I accept his advice, future historians will probably place his historical significance above my own.”
“Your Minister thinks…”[1] Oberstein’s throat was dry. He opened his mouth but couldn’t find anything to say.
The emperor waved away the need for an answer and took out another document, placing it on the desk before him. “If you think that is not the proper course, there is another option. The technology department informed me that their current research has been successful. They are now able to use the genetic material of two men to create artificial embryos that inherit traits from both parties and become normally developing babies. This means that, without having to produce offspring with anyone other than Yang, I can still give the empire a legitimate heir.”
Over the years, many officials had advised the emperor to give up on his relationship with Yang, or to favor Yang while also engaging in relationships with women who could provide him with heirs. But the emperor had always flatly refused.
Fortunately, Reinhard was still young, and as a founding monarch, he was wildly popular with his troops and his people. He was not a weak monarch who needed to demonstrate his maturity and legitimacy by having children. Even in terms of the stability of the empire, there was no need to rush and produce heirs before the age of 30. Thus, though the court and the common people discussed this matter a great deal, the pressure had not yet reached the level where it forced the emperor to act.
Now, there was the possibility of two men creating a child together. Yang Wen-li and Reinhard’s biological children would surely inherit their fathers’ wisdom, talent, and even looks. They would be the pride of heaven[2], and the people would place their faith in them from the moment they were born. Which would be better, to have such a future master, or to embark on a mission to create a new constitutional government within the empire?
“Sir Oberstein, you have always been obsessed with building a perfect system. Although you ultimately chose personal loyalty to me over loyalty to the system, I see nothing wrong with your desire to seek out the ideal form of governance. However, you have limited your vision to building a perfect imperial system, which is too narrow a perspective. In this regard, Reuenthal, who you have always carefully guarded against, has been more bold and open. In the past years, he has used his power to collect resources, conduct research, and experiment with new ideas. He has accomplished what you wanted to do but never did, working hard to find a system better than the old empire and the original Alliance. Now, before reaching age 40, he has asked me for permission to retire.” Reinhard smiled slightly, opened the book, and took out a thin application for retirement.
“Your Majesty, by this action, Sir Reuenthal is trying to avoid suspicion. He must curry favor, as he cannot make a major decision like transitioning to a constitutional government on his own.” Oberstein was still deeply shocked, and so he spoke out of instinct, looking at the world through his usual lens of power and intrigue.
“What is your opinion on this matter? Do you think it would be better for the empire to institute a constitution and then transition into a federation, or would it be better for Yang and I to have heirs and continue hereditary rule? I would like to hear your advice.”
The minister lowered his artificial eyes to look at the documents before him, then fell into a fierce ideological debate with himself. After some time, he looked up at the handsome monarch. “Your Majesty, what does His Excellency Yang think about this?”
“He says that this is an internal affair of the empire and he is unwilling to interfere,” Reinhard replied calmly.
In truth, Yang had already rejected the second proposal, saying to the emperor, “How pitiful, to be doomed from birth to a job where one only receives a pension after death. I refuse to allow my children to live so miserably.”
“Then Reuenthal, who holds great power, could he pose a threat…” As soon as the words came out of his mouth, Oberstein knew he’d said the wrong thing. He likely knew more about Reuenthal’s movements than the emperor. From official affairs, such as the return of non-essential military power to the imperial headquarters, to private affairs, such as his seduction by a beautiful woman of the Alliance and subsequent failure to become the father of her child, Oberstein, who closely monitored the governor’s every move, knew all.
“No. Sir Reuenthal says he’s eager to retire so that he can propose to the mother of his child, this time as a civilian.”
The Minister of Military Affairs swallowed unconsciously.
He suddenly longed to be at home with his elderly dog.
“I’m still waiting for your reply.” Reinhard saw what was tying him up, but he had no intention of giving his loyal minister a break.
Oberstein mentally approached the issue from a thousand different directions. His hand trembled slightly as it pressed down on the emperor’s desk, turning white from exertion. Finally, he gritted his teeth and raised his head. “Your Majesty, I recommend the path towards a constitutional government!”
“Oh? Can you tell me your reason for this choice?” The emperor asked calmly, seeming not to be surprised.
By making such a firm statement to the emperor, he had tied himself to the royal chariot. From this point on, he would have to brave the wind and rain as they took the difficult road required to transition from imperial rule to constitutional rule. However, compared with the other option, this path was indeed more in line with what he wanted. Perhaps this choice would throw history off course. No, perhaps the world went wrong all the way back when the emperor met Yang Wen-li for the second time. In any case, the world had been turned upside down. Who, exactly, was afraid of whom?[3]
Oberstein replied with a wry smile. “First of all, it’s hard for me to imagine that any child of His Excellency Yang will grow up to be a diligent emperor. That’s only part of my reasoning, of course. It seems doubtful that the empire could accept a child you have with him as the ruler of all humanity. The hereditary system may guarantee a certain level of stability during the transfer of power, but over time, more and more problems will arise due to the inheritance process. It’s also true that in peacetime, the derivation of power via election is seen as more legitimate by the people. Also, power changes hands every few years under an electoral system, avoiding the ills caused by rigid thinking and the consolidation of power among the elites. Ever since Your Majesty pointed out to me that a person who has no vision of an ideal system has no right to kill in its name, I have been thinking day and night about what an ideal system should look like.
“First, let’s discuss the shortcomings of the democratic republican system! Although it derives power from a legitimate source and avoids the problems associated with long-term dictatorial rule, it allows the people to drag the nation down via the electoral process. Emperor Rudolf the Great originally came into power through an election. In addition to deceptive politicians being voted into office, democratic republicanism has another problem: politicians must pursue votes, and thus, governance becomes a form of canvassing, rather than a way to protect the national interest. The former Alliance launched their unrealistic ‘Great Invasion’ after His Excellency Yang captured Iserlohn Fortress, laying the groundwork for the nation’s demise, because of this very defect in democracy.”
Oberstein sighed. “However, I have thought this through carefully. Even if the former Alliance had not begun the foolish ‘Great Invasion,’ with Your Majesty’s talent and strategic mind, it would not have been difficult to send provocateurs to sow internal dissension among them, or even get them to destroy their own defenses.[4] In 273 years, their population rose from 160,000 to 13 billion. With 13 billion people, they resisted a powerful empire of 25 billion people, headed by a competent ruler. If not for their own stupidity, as well as various coincidences, they would not have been defeated. The Free Planets Alliance still can be called glorious, despite its defeat.”
After openly praising the enemy nation to his master, Oberstein moved on to a new line of reasoning. “From the above statements, it’s clear that the imperial and democratic republican systems both have their own advantages and disadvantages, but it would be wishful thinking to say that a republic is weaker than an empire. I was born in the empire; my identification with the imperial system goes down to my roots. Therefore, while I hated the Goldenbaum Dynasty and was determined to find a wise ruler who would overthrow Rudolf’s corrupt descendants, I never thought of establishing any system other than an empire afterwards. The Free Planets Alliance collapsed, and so I did not think deeply about the advantages of its system due to its failure. But after Your Majesty’s reprimand, I carefully investigated the history of the Alliance―its founding and development. I learned that, early on, it also had a golden age characterized by the rule of law. It began to decline after the Empire discovered the Alliance and a large number of refugees poured into the Alliance. The immigrants brought with them outdated ideas from their imperial upbringings, and their numbers were so large that they quickly washed away the rational thinking and civil decision-making which had been cultivated by the early Alliance. It is a known fact that a society which absorbs an excessive number of foreigners in a short period of time will suffer from ‘indigestion’ if there is a clash between the cultures of the newcomers and the locals.
“Thus, the decline of the Alliance was not the decline of its system, but the decline of its people, not the failure of elections, but the failure of voters. The immigrants from the empire had a stronger sensitivity to power, but had a weak awareness of rights. After settling in the Alliance, a considerable number of them, because they were accustomed to holding power, studied the electoral system in order to rise in the Alliance’s political circles and give themselves a sense of security. However, they still thought in terms of the imperial system, and so they used their authority to shift the governments’ priorities from protecting the rights of the people to protecting their own power. Generation after generation of politicians corrupted the electoral atmosphere, anyone with moral integrity was banished from the halls of power, and the quality of the voting public also declined as the native population gradually became a minority. Eventually, the education and communication systems were infiltrated. With each passing year, there were less people who understood the importance of rights and were wary of the encroachment of power. In the end, the voters of the Alliance became a mediocre bunch, easily exploited by politicians.”
He continued his calm analysis. “When the voters’ judgment is lowered to a certain level, the democratic system, which allows people to choose their own destiny, can no longer rely on its citizenry to monitor government actions and maintain rationality in the public sphere. Emperor Rudolf the Great took advantage of political apathy to seize the crown, but afterwards, he had to commit mass murder to keep hold of it. This proves that the people of Rudolf’s day, though they put him on the throne, were still smarter, braver, and more rational than the people of the later Goldenbaum era. I am ashamed to admit that, before Your Majesty’s reprimand, my understanding of the imperial system was not even at the level of an ordinary martyr during the reign of Emperor Rudolf the Great.”
Reinhard straightened and looked at his subordinate, whose talent was admirable but whose manner was unpleasant, in a new light.
Oberstein’s face, usually cold, was now marked by an almost unnatural expression of concern. “Your Majesty, in terms of pros and cons, I have come to the conclusion that democratic republicanism has a clear advantage over the imperial system. However, transitioning the empire to a democratic republic would be extremely dangerous for the one who carried it out, akin to leaping from the top of a tall building to the ground below. I have sworn personal loyalty to Your Majesty to thank you for overthrowing the Goldenbaum Dynasty and fulfilling my long-held desire. In terms of governance structure, I admit that democratic republicanism is better than the imperial system, but as a human being, I do not want to sacrifice my benefactor in pursuit of a system that is superior but by no means perfect. Since Your Majesty has already made up your mind, I will have to devote myself entirely to this undertaking and follow you to the end.”
“You say I’ve made up my mind?” Reinhard looked at the minister with artificial eyes serenely. He had been in love with Yang Wen-li for years now. His sharpness was no longer as intense, but he was more awe-inspiring than ever. The emperor’s life force used to be like a raging flame, burning hot yet erratic, but now it was like a vast mountain, exerting pressure and imparting a sense of presence.[5] 
“Yes. Your Majesty, there is no need to keep the truth from me. His Excellency Yang has not accepted the position of Imperial Consort so far, so why would he allow his own flesh and blood to become the Crown Prince of the empire? And Your Majesty has never been willing to force him to do anything, so you will surely not do so going forward. If a different person was in question, they might fall in love with someone new, but given Your Majesty’s personality, Yang will be the only one for you, and you will not move on from him for the rest of your life. It’s only because I was shocked before that I didn’t realize this, but now, of course I do not expect Your Majesty to choose the latter of the two options.”
“And I didn’t expect that one who would understand me best would be you.” The young emperor sighed. “Now that the decision is final, in the coming days, please work with me to restore the glory of the Galactic Federation.”

  

  

    
        Notes:

        
          My god, this chapter was one wall of text after another. I actually added more paragraph breaks than were originally present and it's still a lot.
Here’s to not doing mpreg ‘cause hereditary monarchy is bad.
Translation notes:
-[1] In certain languages, to be polite, a subordinate might refer to themself only by their title/relationship with their subordinate. Oberstein called himself 臣 in this chapter, as in "minister." I only kept that here, but just keep in mind that he's constantly going "this minister believes..."
-[2] "Pride of heaven" is 天之骄. Maybe more of a fun fact than a note, but 天, or the heavens, is very foundational to Chinese society. "Son of Heaven" is a title given to emperors. To say someone is "blessed by heaven" is more or less like saying they're blessed by God. "Pride of heaven" is often used to talk about promising young people.
-[3] Okay, so... Weird one. I wrote "Who, exactly, was afraid of whom?" But the original was actually WHO怕WHO？Yes, with the English word "Who" written in allcaps. I found a card game with this name; it's probably popular 'cause it's fun to say. Outloud, it would be read "Hoo Pà Hoo." There is a hip hop song by Taiwanese artist Trout Fresh called Who怕Who. I wonder if this fic is referencing it, 'cause the album the song is on is actually called "Astray" (written with only one character overlap but still!). Anyway, if you want to listen to the song, it's on YouTube: https://youtu.be/3FUjCBVJgOw?si=lQ3zyOxiiCkHFyYJ.
-[4] "Their own defenses" actually used the characters for the Great Wall,  长城. This is a proverbial statement, like "get the enemy to fight among themselves and bring down the Great Wall."
-[5] It's very difficult to translate poetic descriptions. "Sense of presence" was 质感. This has a variety of meanings, the most basic of which refer to texture and sense of touch. However, I think it's used here as it is in the arts, meaning "sense of reality." So like, Reinhard makes you very aware you're alive? That he's alive? He makes you feel small? Idk.

        

      







            

  


  

  
  
    Chapter Text

    On August 1, 815 of the Universal Calendar, nine years after successfully instituting constitutional governance throughout the galaxy, Emperor Reinhard, founder of the Lohengramm Dynasty, signed an abdication edict.
On the same day, he married his long-term lover, Yang Wen-li, and took his husband’s surname, calling himself “Reinhard Yang” from then on.
That night, the newlyweds said goodbye to the merrymakers, as well as the friends and relatives who’d come to congratulate them. With a slender and elegant woman, they flew to Odin on the flagship Brünhild, which was the private property of emperor-turned-citizen Reinhard Yang. Following historical precedent, as a reward for voluntarily giving up power, the former emperor would continue to enjoy a high standard of living. On top of access to interior treasury and the vast wealth belonging to the Lohengramm family, the Federation also allotted the former emperor a generous allowance for his pension.
“Sister, I have lived up to your expectations and finally found my own happiness.” Time hadn’t left too many traces on these two siblings, who had been favored by the god of beauty. Reinhard’s icy blue eyes and beautiful face were still those of a young man’s. Holding Yang’s hand, he stood facing his sister, who was equally untouched by the seasons.
“Thank you, Reinhard.” Annerose’s face showed her relief. “Sieg must be smiling down on you from heaven.”
“Yes, he must be.”
At the same moment, both brother and sister looked out into the vast sea of stars.

  Kircheis, I finally held the universe in my hands, and I learned to let it go.


  If seizing the universe simply made me the same kind of person as Rudolf the Great or Friedrich IV, if overthrowing the old dynasty only resulted in my descendents becoming like the corrupt Goldenbaums, could that be called a victory? Surely not one worth the sacrifice of your life. We paid so much, too much; we shed so much blood that should not have been shed, and we lost so much happiness that should not have been lost. If I seize the universe and gain the power to change the world, but do nothing with it, if I let the world remain unchanged―this world, which has robbed you, my sister, Yang, and everyone I love of their peace and freedom―if I become a coward who is not even as brave as Reuenthal―how could I ever face myself?

Novice retiree Reinhard and experienced retiree Yang Wen-li, along with Annerose, flew to Odin to pay respects to Admiral Kircheis. After offering consolation to the deceased, the newlyweds toured the museums and historical sites of the ancient imperial capital. From that time on, they lived in leisurely retirement, traveling across the sea of stars.
Contrary to expectations, the one who left the most material for future researchers was not Yang Wen-li, who had always wanted to be a historian, but Reinhard, who was ten times more diligent than Yang.
The following statements were found in his journals:

  People must not indulge their own cowardice and laziness, wait for peace to fall from the sky, and expect the powerful to grant them democracy. But those who conquer the sea of stars will be conquered themselves.


  The pursuit of happiness is inherent to human nature. Since it was necessary to change the course of history to obtain my own happiness, I set out to do so!


  Only by the illuminating light of civilization can history march forward.


  The person I love has never forced me. I know that he hates being forced. Perhaps future generations will criticize him for his passivity, for not trying to influence me more directly. But it was his love, his tolerance, the happiness he gave me that finally opened my eyes to what I truly want. Rather than ask him to sacrifice for my happiness, I want to create a world that makes him happy.

—
On the other hand, Reinhard’s husband, His Excellency Yang Wen-li, soon faded from the pages of history, becoming instead the protagonist of various romance novels and dramas…
“‘The One Hundred and Eight Styles of Lóng Yang’?[1] What kind of book is this?” The former governor of the Alliance, now middle-aged, was looking through a pile of newly printed books from his wife’s publishing house when his eye was caught by a cover featuring Reinhard and Yang.
“The sexy kind. It’s this year’s bestseller,” Anna Harriman replied nonchalantly, sitting at her dressing table and carefully comparing lipstick colors. The two had been married for ten years, and their son was thirteen now. He was about to enter puberty. Would the boy like the same sex or the opposite sex? This question was quite nerve wracking. If his son went gay, Reuenthal didn’t know what he’d do!
“What?” After flipping through a few dozen pages, Reuenthal, who was privately criticized by his wife for being old-fashioned, behaved just as she expected, shouting, “How―how could Marshal Yang and His Majesty pose in such a way! This is unscientific!” He pointed at one of the pages, his eyes almost popping out of his head.
Under his wife’s glare, his voice dropped an octave, but he still went on indignantly, “Yang Wen-li isn’t flexible enough to bend like that…”
“It’s fiction, it only needs to be plausible. Would the people involved accept an interview on this topic? Would they provide intimate photos? Our publishing house strictly follows the ‘Privacy Protection Ordinance’ and the ‘Publishing Freedom Convention.’ The illustrations are all drawn; no real likenesses were photoshopped in. Look carefully, and you’ll see that the image is a replica, not a live photograph. It only depicts what posture the author imagines they use; we are not responsible for the reliability of that speculation!”
“How is it plausible? I can’t even use this posture; how could His Majesty, an inexperienced young man, use it? And Marshall Yang doesn’t look like he’d know how to do it either.” Reuenthal had always been quite afraid of his wife, whom he’d had to work hard to win over. He didn’t dare talk back to her, but he wasn’t convinced, so he could only mutter to himself in a low voice.
“That just means that you need to study diligently and sharpen your skills in this area.” Putting down her chosen lipstick, Anna Harrison walked over to her husband gracefully. “Dearest Oskar, don’t forget what attracted me to you in the first place! To this woman of the Alliance who bravely pursues love under the open sky, in addition to your beautiful eyes, your superb talents in bed are the most valuable thing about you.”
As his wife dragged him to bed by his tie, Reuenthal reflected that the retired life was enjoyable yet frustrating.
Fortunately, Felix was a good boy… Oh!
Abruptly, he jumped out of bed. “Isn’t Felix coming home from the Iserlohn summer camp today? Let’s go pick him up from the spaceport!”
“Not to worry, dear, his favorite Uncle Mittermeyer and Aunt Evangelin already have plans to pick him up and take him to Fezzan for a whole month of fun! Why, Governor Reuenthal, what is it you’re doing? Trying to escape from your duties?” His last stand didn’t have the desired effect. The woman of the Alliance, having seen right through him, soon ate up the former Governor of Heinessen.
—
Reuenthal was terminated as the famous flower terminator of the empire[2] near the beginning of the fourth year of the New Imperial Calendar. Over his time in office, he’d tried as hard as he could but had been inexplicably rejected by the women of the Alliance. Finally, he met a girl who intended to “pluck the imperial flower.” But after a night of passion, the woman disappeared. In the aftermath, he attempted to prevent her from carrying his child, holding her up at the obstetrics clinic.
After he found out that she’d had sex with him just so she could bear a child with his heterochromatic eyes, Reuenthal was furious. But the laws of the Alliance protected women’s reproductive rights absolutely. He could neither force her to abort the child, nor force her to give the child over to him after she gave birth. On the contrary, like many Alliance fathers in similar situations, he could only let the woman, who did not want to marry him, have full custody of the child; he was only allowed to pay child support and exercise visitation rights. Further, unlike men native to the Alliance, he did not even have the right to know when the child was born due to blind spots in the law.
Reuenthal did not think he would be a good father. But that didn’t mean he could accept being forced to give up fatherhood!
Taking this rejection as incitement to rebel, Reuenthal pestered the mother of his child endlessly. However, due to laws he himself had promoted, he could not exert any extra-judicial force on her; he could only pursue her through romantic means.
During this long courtship, he gradually came to understand what a so-called “quintessential Alliance woman” was.
Heinessen, the founding father of the FPA, advocated for “freedom, autonomy, self-discipline, and self-improvement,”[3], and all of these values were reflected in this true woman of the Alliance. When it came to love, Anna was frank and passionate, and when it came to sex, she never settled for less.
But love was love, and a relationship was a relationship. Even though she deeply loved the appearance and sexual prowess of the imperial governor, she was unwilling to thoughtlessly make a lifelong commitment to him.
What a wonderful woman, who never promised loyalty, but never made him worry about betrayal.
From Anna, Reuenthal learned that women were more powerful than men. A woman through and through, Anna was stronger, wiser, and more decisive than many men Reuenthal had met in his life.
His heterochromatic eyes, which had always been a source of self-loathing, were the primary reason that this woman favored him, providing a subtle form of healing.
In the end, Reuenthal was able to reconcile with all women through the mother of his child.
After six years of diligent effort to establish a new rule of law, Reuenthal finally won Anna’s approval by persuading the emperor to accept political reforms. Soon after resigning from the governorship, he successfully got married and gained the right to raise his son Felix Harrison.
Of course, from that day forward, he had to take on the responsibility of pleasing his wife in bed.
—
In Yang Wen-li’s experience, January 1st was a wonderful day.
When he was nineteen years old, on January 1st, his virginity had been taken by a slender and beautiful senior girl.
If she had not died in the war that year, he would have liked to have a more formal relationship with his senior…
Then on January 1st of the third year of the New Imperial Calendar, he had taken Reinhard’s virginity due to a misunderstanding.
It later became tradition that, every January 1st, Reinhard would give him a gift. Sometimes it was a book, sometimes it was an antique porcelain. Sometimes it was a policy, a decision.
When Yang learned that Reinhard was going to launch political reforms, he was very worried.
He knew it was difficult and dangerous to find a foothold when descending from the highest seat of power.
The ladder to the throne could climbed up, but not down. All the blood shed in the process of seizing power would coagulate into a hard lump of hatred, which would swallow the climber who wished to reverse course.
If the imperial government was to be changed to a democratic system, criticism of those in power would become more common, which would be difficult for Reinhard, used to the love and admiration of the people, to accept. However, if such criticism was not allowed, the reforms would not be total; and if it was allowed, then criticism itself might become an obstacle to the implementation of new policies.
Criticism alone would be fine. What was more frightening than criticism was reckoning. No tyrant would dare to let the public hold them accountable for all the crimes they committed in the past! Perhaps Reinhard had the courage for this, but paradoxically, if a reckoning was not carried out, the reforms would fail, but if a reckoning was carried out, the reformer himself would be brought down.
Yang understood that there was no such thing as an immortal state. He knew very well that the Lohengramm Dynasty, established by Reinhard after the overthrow of the Goldenbaums, would not last forever. What he expected was that the empire would follow the usual pattern: the first rulers would govern with relatively pure intentions, but several generations down the line, the evils inflicted by the dynasty would accumulate, and the empire would collapse under its own weight.
Yang hoped that, due to the development of industrial production technology and the need for higher levels of productivity, the average intellectual capability of society would continue to improve. If good discernment became the norm, people would naturally seek a social system which would allow them to exercise their own judgment and free will.
When that happened, democratic republicanism, which had been passed down in the form of games, would become a viable option for those longing for a new system.
Yang hoped to save these future people the time and effort needed to seek a better form of governance.
Because there was no doubt that democracy was better suited to freeing people’s productivity and creativity than a centralized, dictatorial system.
What Yang didn’t expect was that Reinhard would dare to take huge risks, using his position as founder of the empire to explore new options, that he would rise above the old empire and former Alliance, transforming the rule of man to the rule of law, moving from constitutionalism to republicanism, until the Galactic Federation was restored.
But given Reinhard’s character, this might have been inevitable.
The beautiful blond boy was so pure and passionate, whether he was loving someone or accomplishing his dreams.
Yang felt that there was no way he could ever have refused such a person.
Perhaps the universe felt the same.

  

  

    
        Notes:

        
          LOGH good ending: achieved.
As I've gotten older, I've been less and less interested in "fix-its" which seek to undo the tragedy of an existing work. However, this fic is an exception. For one thing, it certainly expands on the themes/possibilities of the original work. And in my estimation, its kind of silly self-indulgence is the best kind, audacious and over the top. Not only am I impressed by its humor, romance, and political writing, but I'm floored by its eccentricities. I can't think of any other fic which is so true to canon but unafraid to throw in wild inventions of the author.
Anyway, now it's done and I can do sensible things with my time. Thank you once again to Q葵花粉Q for writing this story!!!!!!
Translation notes:
-Reinhard no longer uses the pronoun reserved for emperors (朕) in this chapter, instead using 我.
[1] I used pinyin to romanticize 龙 as Lóng. 龙 means dragon and is associated with emperors. I could have written "Dragon Yang" or "the Emperor's Yang," but I thought that Lóng is a common enough title to leave as-is. It sounds good as well.
-[2] This is a play on Reuenthal's epithet, 帝国名花终结者. "Flower terminator" refers to all the pussy he used to get, I suppose...........
-[3] Didn't translate this but Heinessen's four values are written with eight characters, 自由、自主、自律、自强. The original referred to them as an "eight-character proposition."
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